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Synopsis

​ Their sweaty, gym-hardened
bodies do battle in the arena for our entertainment and admiration.
They are gladiators fighting to be the best at their chosen sport,
putting their muscles on the line for the cheers of the crowd. And
once the battle’s done, they strip down and get down to the serious
business of giving and receiving pleasure. They are modern day gods
to be worshipped, admired, touched, and loved. Here are their
stories—stories of desire, lust, passion, and raw, animalistic
pleasure that will blow your mind and stimulate your libido. You
will never look at an athlete the same way again.
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This is for every athlete I’ve ever fantasized
about—going back to high school.


Editor’s Note

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are
18 years of age or older.
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Introduction: Who Doesn’t Want a Jock?

​ In ancient Greece,
athletes were the physical ideal. The models for the statuary of
the gods that decorated their cities and temples were athletes. The
Olympic Games were established to honor the gods of Olympus with
athletic competition between the most godlike of the Greek mortals.
The Greek physical ideal of masculine beauty, while rejected by the
dogmatic dictatorship over Western culture and thought established
by the Roman Catholic Church, managed to survive and was
resurrected by Renaissance artists—even if those ideals weren’t so
easily replicated in real life.

This isn’t intended to be a history of male body
images—that particular subject has been exhaustively researched and
written about in other books—but rather as a lead-in to discussing
the modern-day image of the athletic male body and its erotic
appeal.

For many gay men, our first crushes were on the
jocks in high school. The jocks generally had the most fit,
muscular, and appealing bodies—the kinds that launched all kinds of
masturbatory fantasies. When I went out for football as a freshman
in high school, the locker room before and after practice was a
candy store of gorgeous masculine images. Wrestling meets provided
another smorgasbord of beautiful male forms, this time in
skin-hugging Lycra singlets that left absolutely nothing to the
imagination. Basketball players were long and lean, soccer and
hockey players had powerful legs and the most amazing butts, and
the guys who ran track were also lean with strong legs.

I’ve often wondered if those high school crushes and
obsessions are what translate into the gay male obsession with
working out.

I have had many fantasies about professional
athletes—my current main crush is on tennis star Rafael Nadal—and
over the years, I’ve written numerous erotica stories about
athletes. In fact, the story I’m including in this anthology,
“Phenom,” was originally published in an erotic baseball anthology
called Fast Balls. (When I received the
call for submissions for that anthology, my mind immediately went
back to the late 1970s and a crush I had on Kansas City Royals
rookie Clint Hurdle, who appeared on the cover of Sports Illustrated with the headline PHENOM.) I’ve
always wanted to do an anthology of sports-related erotica, and so
here you have it: Jocks.

Interestingly enough, the sport that appeared most
in the submissions was hockey; must be those amazing asses and all
that fighting and testosterone.

So waste no more time here! Turn the page, and start
reading!

 


—Todd Gregory

New Orleans, January 2012


Sweat

​Cage Thunder

I am flat on my back on the mat.

Beaten. Spent. Broken.

He stands over me like a colossus, one foot on
either side of my chest.

Looking up, he looks like a giant.

He stares down at me.

Sweat drips off his chin onto my face.

His legs and chest are covered with blond hairs,
black now with sweat and plastered down to the skin. His entire
body is bathed in sweat. Mine is too, but I’m not sure if it’s my
sweat or his. The mats are wet, pools of our sweat scattered over
the blue surface. His bluish-gray eyes just stare down into mine.
Unblinking. Serious. Expressionless.

I start to move, to sit up. He puts his foot in the
center of my chest and pushes me back down. His cock is hard,
erect, standing to attention. A bead of sweat hangs from the
head.

“Did I say you could get up, boy?” His voice is
soft, stern, mildly threatening.

“No, sir,” I whisper as another drop of sweat hits
my face.

His foot remains on my chest.

I am so turned on my erection almost hurts.

Was I so foolish to think that I could beat him, I
wondered again; he is an underground wrestling champion, he never
loses. Never. He has beaten people that have beaten me, that I had
no chance in hell of beating. What was I thinking, taking on the
mighty Bill Horton? There were guys out there afraid of him, who
wouldn’t wrestle him, thought I was crazy for scheduling a match
with him. I’d heard the stories.

He likes to hurt people…he’s very rough…he broke
this one guy’s arm…he cracked this other guy’s rib…he is so fucking
intense…he is crazy, man…

But I hadn’t been afraid. I’d contacted him with an
e-mail, got a rather brusque e-mail response along with a picture.
I’d downloaded the picture and gaped at it. Smooth torso, big pecs,
big round hard nipples, flat stomach rippling with muscles like
waves on the ocean. Those beautiful, oh-so-intense blue-gray eyes
just staring defiantly at the camera. I’m gonna
kick your ass, those eyes said. I’d gotten hard looking at
his picture. I’d slipped out of my clothes and beat off, imaging
what it would be like to wrestle him, to get my hands on that body,
to see those blue-gray eyes up close, staring into mine. Imagining
the feel of his powerfully muscled legs around my head, squeezing
as his hard ass flexed.

I’d ordered some of his videotapes, watched him
demolish his opponents, who’d never had a chance against Bill
Horton. That much was obvious from the moment the match began. He
seemed to be able to reverse any hold they put on him, in control
the entire time. He might lose a fall here or there, caught off
guard suddenly, but his opponent always paid for it. Always. My
cock would get hard and I would beat off watching him taking some
hapless guy apart. My cock would be hard before I even put the tape
into the VCR and hit Play, just thinking about him in his bikini,
with those big strong legs, round hard ass, sweating and taking
apart some guy who had the nerve to get on the mat with him.
Sometimes he would take it slow and make the guy suffer, sometimes
it would be fast. But he was always in control, those steely
blue-gray eyes blazing with intensity.

Yes, I’d been crazy to think I could beat him.

He did submit to me twice. I was proud of that. A
guy I had wrestled who’d beaten me pretty easily had told me he’d
never gotten Bill to submit to him even once in three matches. I’d
managed to get my legs around his head and hadn’t let go, trapping
one of his arms so he couldn’t get away. I squeezed with all the
strength I had in my legs, and he had tapped out. I couldn’t
believe it. I felt a surge of confidence.

And then, when I’d let him go, he just looked at me
and said, “You’ll pay for that, boy.”

And I had. He knew so many holds, was so strong, too
quick for me. He toyed with me at times, getting me into a hold and
only applying enough pressure to make it uncomfortable, but not
enough to make me scream or beg for mercy. He would taunt me as he
held me immobile, whispering into my ear, “Not so tough now, are
you, boy? Is this all you’ve got? Come on, boy, at least make a
match of it.” Then he’d laugh. “You like being controlled, don’t
you, boy? You like being submissive.”

And my cock, which had gotten hard the minute he’d
stripped down to his black Speedo, would ache for release from my
red bikini, begging to be stroked, my balls swelling with the need
to just let go and squirt out my passion.

At some point in the match he had stripped it off
me. The match went on for so long, he’d wrung so many submissions
from me, that I’d lost track of time, holds, everything. My bikini
had been soaked with sweat, and he tossed it into a corner. It hit
with a little wet sound. I was lying on the mat, catching my
breath, my back aching from the camel clutch he had just forced me
to submit to. He stood over me and slid his bikini down, and for
the first time I saw his pinkish thick cock, the heavy full balls
hanging just below it. He sat down on my chest and started slapping
my face with his cock.

“Suck it,” he said and forced my mouth open, and it
went in. He started fucking my face, and I licked it, I nibbled it,
I gagged and choked on it as he forced it into my throat. It tasted
salty from his sweat, but it was good. He pulled it back and I lay
there, staring at it. He smiled down at me. “Good boy.”

That was when I flipped him off me and got the
second submission out of him. I had him down on his back, my legs
holding his arms down. I grabbed his wet Speedo and forced it into
his face. “You like that, big guy? Huh? How does that taste?” Then
I slid my legs down and around his while I held his arms immobile,
forcing his legs apart with mine. His armpits glistened with water.
I leaned down and started sliding my tongue around in his right
armpit, tasting his skin, his water, his smell. He moaned at first,
writhing underneath me as I licked, closing my lips then and
kissing the wet skin. My mouth was wet with him. I applied more
pressure to his legs, pulling them further apart. He screamed out
his submission. I let him go and stared down into his reddened
face.

“Nice.” He smiled up at me. “I like a boy who fights
back.”

And then he rolled me over. I hit the mat. He
positioned his feet behind my knees and grabbed my arms, pulling my
chest up and off the mat, my back arching. I felt the pressure
start in my shoulders and in my lower back. There was no way out of
this hold. There was nothing I could do. It was starting to
hurt.

“Give it up, boy.”

“No way!”

He just laughed and put on some more pressure. My
breath was coming in faster gulps; I focused on the pain, willing
it to go away, and when I thought I could handle it he pulled me
back a little bit further.

“Okay okay okay! I give I give I give!”

He let go and I fell forward to the mat, rolling
onto my back. That was when he stood above me, straddling me, like
a colossus, like the muscular stud that he was.

It was as though I was lying at the altar of a
god.

He flexes both arms, the biceps muscles peaking, his
lats popping out, his pecs moving, veins popping out underneath the
pale marble like skin. He kisses one bicep peak and then turns his
head and kisses the other. He looks down at me and he smiles. Sweat
rolls off his nose and drips onto me. He brings his hands together
and applies pressure, one against the other. His shoulder muscles
pop out, his triceps bulge, and his pecs tighten, the hard erect
nipples coming forward.

My God, he is hot.

“Roll over, boy.”

I do.

“Arch that back.”

I do, raising my ass up into the air.

He smacks it. “Such a beautiful ass, boy.”

I feel his fingers massaging lube into the crack of
my ass, my hole twitching as his finger finds it. He slowly starts
to stroke my hole. My body starts to tremble.

He is going to fuck me, claim his prize.

I’m his boy, his toy to do with as he pleases.

His finger goes inside me, working my hole, making
circles inside me to loosen it up.

Ohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygod

There is pressure from the head of his cock as it
presses up against me. A little pain, a gasp, as it enters.

Ohmygodohmygodohmygod

He moans as the whole thing slips in. “Yeah, boy,”
he whispers. “Take that big cock up that tight ass.” He smacks it
again. “Boy has a pretty ass.”

My head comes up as I gasp for air.

feelssogoodfeelssogoodohmygodthatfeelsogood

He slides it back and that feeling is so intense, I
can’t even think anything except about the waves coming through my
body as my legs start to shake and then it comes back in hard and I
scream a little, just a little because I can’t get enough air in to
make any real noise because it is such an amazing feeling as he
fills me up and then pulls back again, slowly, oh so slowly, and
then he is moving back and forth and all I can do is gasp for air,
beg for breath, trying to stay focused on the simple mechanism of
breathing because I am being overwhelmed with pleasure its all I
can think of everything else is being forced out of my head I cant
think of anything but the amazing feeling of being fucked by this
man, this muscle stud who had used me like a rag to mop up the
mats, putting me in hold after hold, forcing me to submit,
establishing his complete and total dominance over me, making me
his BOY and there is nothing I want more than to please him for him
to take his pleasure from me because I am his, I belong to him and
him alone, anything you want sir take anything you want from me, I
am yours I am your BOY I am yours

And my entire body convulses as I shoot a load, my
entire body shaking, convulsing, this pleasure is so intense that I
could die from it, it has never been like this before, it is
exploding out of me and it feels so intense, so good, so amazingly
fucking awesomely good I never want the feeling to stop
mygodmygodmygodmygod

And when the last bit has come out, he reaches
underneath me and rubs the head of my cock.

Now I truly scream, it feels so good I can hardly
stand it, and I start to move, trying to escape his hand because I
cannot stand the pleasure any more it is too much my entire body is
trembling and I can’t control it I cannot stop trembling oh my
god

And then he pulls his cock out of me and I feel the
hot wet drops on my back as he moans and shudders and gasps as his
load sprays me, marks me, marks me as his territory.

I belong to him.

He collapses on the mat next to me and pulls me
close, and our lips meet in a kiss. We are both covered in sweat,
so much sweat that my fingers are starting to wrinkle up like I’ve
taken a long bath or gone for a swim, and he strokes my chest and
pinches my nipples.

And finally we pull apart.

He smiles at me.

“Good boy,” he says, getting up. “Come on, let’s get
showered.”

And like his good boy should, I follow him into the
bathroom.


After the Hockey Game

​Jeff Mann

(for MCB)

 


The goalie, Matt. That’s the man Buddy’s watching so
intently. Right now Matt’s face and body are concealed by the
hockey helmet, mask, and padded uniform, but Buddy knows how
handsome and well built the man is. He’s got butch looks that Buddy
loves: a close-trimmed red-brown beard, deep laugh lines, a
high-and-tight military haircut, a butt and thighs dense with
muscle, and a manly swagger that bespeaks confidence. Last year,
they even shared a few blow jobs, back when Matt was still
single.

Right now, a Friday night in October, Buddy’s high
in the bleachers of the Charlotte sports arena, denim jacket
resting on his lap so that he can grope his cock through his jeans
while he watches the late-night game. The noises of the rink
ricochet around him: shouts of the players, scrape of skates across
ice, the click of the sticks, the shush of the puck toward the net,
disappointed groans or elated yells as the puck’s trajectory is
deftly deflected by Matt’s stick. Buddy’s wishing he could follow
his favorite athlete into the shower later, burrow his face into
the guy’s sweat-moist armpits, then drop to his knees and take
Matt’s thick cock down his throat. Buddy knows how rich those
honey-brown pubes would smell bushing around his nose. Too bad Matt
e-mailed him to say he has other plans tonight. Probably with
Edward, Buddy thinks, fighting back self-pity, Matt’s latest
sweetheart Edward, the well-to-do IT professional. Hot as Matt is,
he always has a steady boyfriend.

Not Buddy. He’s a loner; he’s never had much luck
with men. He’s a big guy, no athlete but a perpetual spectator.
He’s taller and more muscular than Matt but not half as
coordinated. Both men are forty; their age and their muscles are
two of few things they have in common. Matt’s well educated, a
lawyer, a city boy from Detroit. He’s a cocky Top, agile and
self-assured, with flashing blue eyes and a quick grin. He zips
around the ice like some kind of arctic angel. Buddy, he’s only got
a GED. He’s a road worker for the Virginia Department of
Transportation, a country boy from West Virginia, a bashful bottom.
He’s very strong—he used to be a power-lifter—with prominent pecs,
bulging biceps, and one of those curving, solid bellies so many
Southern men develop by their thirties, but he’s awkward inside his
body. He lumbers when he moves; he feels thick, clumsy, and unsure
of himself three-fourths of the time.

Buddy was a nerd in high school back in West
Virginia, and very quietly queer, adoring the local stars of team
sports but too shy and ill coordinated to be involved in such macho
activities himself. For years, while engaging in his own solitary
attempts to keep fit—weight-training, jogging, pounding the
punching bag—he’s been attending public athletic contests of all
kinds and developing crushes, on football stars, rugby studs, and
hockey heroes. He’s been infatuated with Matt for a year now. He
wishes Matt were single; he wishes he could see Matt more
often.

Buddy grew up a Baptist. His religion made him
miserable for years, back when he was convinced that God hated
homosexuals. Eventually, he found a Metropolitan Community Church
in Roanoke, where he met other gay Christians. Talking with them
helped a lot. He’s worked it all out in his mind; he knows God
loves him and wants him to be happy. Sometimes—during church, or on
the side of the road, in his orange road-worker’s vest, in the
smell of asphalt and traffic exhaust along I-81, he fondles the
silver cross around his neck and has little chats with his Creator,
praying, “Please, Lord, send me Matt, or a man like Matt. Please
send me someone to care for me.”

God may be with Buddy always, but no one corporeal
sits near Buddy tonight: his broad shoulders and burly frame are
surrounded by a circular sea of empty seats. He’s used to being
alone. He looks intimidating, like he just stumbled out of some
mountain holler, and his shyness makes him seem aloof, so strangers
tend to give him a wide berth. Guys who like rough / scruff find him hot and
handsome, but if they told him that, he’d just laugh. Compliments
make him squirm; he assumes anyone with anything flattering to say
about him is a liar or a con man. In his own eyes, he’s still the
insecure acne sufferer from high school, the lard-ass, the butt of
jokes.

Buddy’s lonely, Buddy’s glum. He turns forty-one
tomorrow, but he doesn’t expect to be in much of a mood for
celebration. Just yesterday, Rob, the guy he’d been seeing
halfheartedly for a few weeks, dumped him without explanation, so
his green eyes are sadder than usual. He watches Matt deflect
another puck, rubs his shaved-shiny head, scratches the bushy black
beard he grew for Civil War re-enactments a few years back and
never got around to trimming, and tries not to cry. Tonight, he’s
dressed in threadbare jeans and a blue flannel shirt atop an
A-shirt, sleeves rolled up to display furry forearms. Since it’s
supposed to sleet tonight, he’s wearing heavy Carhartt boots with
thick tread. You cain’t be too careful,
thinks Buddy, resting one boot on a knee while he imagines Matt’s
balls brushing his lips.

Game’s done. As usual, Matt’s been ruthless and
efficient; his fast reflexes have helped win the game. The rink
echoes with shouts, tongue-in-cheek insults, the kind of easy male
banter Buddy’s always felt left out of, ever since he was a
thoroughly incompetent kickball player in grade school. Buddy sits
back, resisting the urge to follow Matt into the locker room,
watching the small crowd of spectators disperse. On the way out, he
finds a shadowy corner where he can steal a nip of bourbon from his
hip flask. He’s been surreptitiously slurping on it all evening. It
helps him feel less bereft.

It’s very late, one a.m., and the arena’s about
emptied out. Through the glass of the exit door, Buddy can make out
silvery rain. “Shit,” he mutters. Face flushed, he pulls on his
Levi jacket, cocks his Southern Heritage baseball cap over his
brow, throws open the door, and lopes out to his truck. It’s a
rusted forest-green Toyota, one of very few vehicles left in the
lot. There’s not a soul to be seen.

Buddy’s got his hand in his pocket, fishing for his
key, when he hears a footfall behind him. Suddenly he’s shoved up
against the side of the truck cab and something’s jabbed into his
side. A voice, half-familiar, growls in his ear. “I got a gun,
tiger. Just keep still and keep quiet.”

“What the hell?” When Buddy tries to turn, the hard
protrusion in his side pokes deeper and the man slams him even
harder into the truck’s side. “Shut up! Just be a good boy and put
your hands behind your back. Otherwise you’ll regret it.”

Heart in his throat, Buddy obeys. Cold metal circles
his wrists; rachets click. He tugs, but his struggle’s of no use.
Fuck! Cuffs!

“Oh, shit,” Buddy mutters. “Oh, hell.” The curse
words come out sounding like “Sheee-it” and “Hehh-ull.” Anger,
amorousness, and anxiety always thicken Buddy’s country accent.

Rain’s stringing winking beads along the brim of his
baseball cap and pattering softly on the truck’s hood. A strong
hand grips Buddy’s elbow; the gun traces Buddy’s backbone. “Yep.
You’re caught, tiger. You’re caught. You’re mine.”

Tiger? Matt calls him that.
Isn’t that Matt’s voice? The vowels are Midwestern, like Matt’s.
Matt’s doing this. Matt knows all about Buddy’s as-yet-unfulfilled
abduction fantasies. He’s arranged some kind of kidnap scene. “Who
are you?” Buddy hisses. “Matt? Is that you?”

“Matt? Who the hell is Matt?” The stranger shakes
him, then slaps the back of his head. “I told you to shut up!”

Ohhhh, fuck, it’s not Matt.
“Don’t hurt me, man! What, what you want with me, man?” Buddy says,
mouth dry, deep voice hoarse with alarm. Lord,
oh, please God, help me! Buddy’s knees are trembling now.
He’s always thought of himself as brave, having howled out many a
modern approximation of the Rebel Yell as he’s charged across
battlefields with his fellow Confederate re-enactors, but feeling a
gun bumping his spine is another matter entirely. As brawny as he
is, his fear is more powerful. Right now, it’s making him as weak
as a child. Muscles aren’t of much use when you’re at gunpoint.

“You gonna keep quiet?” the man behind him
rasps.

“Yeah. Yeah. Shit, I’ll do whatever you say, long’s
you don’t shoot me. My wallet’s in my back pocket. I—”

“That isn’t being quiet. I told you to shut up.”

“Okay, man, just take what you want and—”

Buddy’s frightened words abruptly cease as the
stranger shoves a cloth against Buddy’s lips. He shakes his head, a
brief resistance before the gun prods him again, the stranger
snarls, “Open up, or else,” and Buddy obeys with a strained
whimper. The gag slides between his bearded lips. It’s a balled-up
jock—Buddy can tell by the ribbed quality of the fabric—and it
hasn’t been washed for a long time. It’s quite a mouthful; when
it’s all in, Buddy’s cheeks bulge. After the stranger’s done
cramming the jock in, there’s a tearing sound, and Buddy feels
something tight and sticky applied to his taut lips. The stranger’s
sealing the jock in place with a long strip of tape plastered over
Buddy’s mouth and wrapped around Buddy’s head. “You’re coming with
me,” he says.

“Oh, fuck, no. Please, no,” Buddy tries to say, but
the tape diminishes his words to husky moans. He fights to stay
calm, taking deep breaths of air through his nose. Lord, no, please don’t let this happen. Now his captor
spins Buddy around to face him and once again slams him back
against the truck cab. The guy’s got a black face mask on; only his
eyes and mouth are visible. That mouth smiles. The two men stare at
one another, the one panting against the cloth packing his mouth,
the other grinning. Then there’s another ripping of tape and
Buddy’s vision goes dark.

“Time to go,” says the stranger after sealing
Buddy’s eyes. He zips a baggy garment around his bulky prisoner,
covers his taped-up face with what feels like a hood, then grips
the big man’s elbow and hustles him across the lot. Sightless,
Buddy stumbles and staggers. Within a minute, he hears the sound of
a car door opening, and then he’s shoved violently inside.

“Quiet now,” warns the stranger, arranging his
captive on his side before deftly taping Buddy’s booted feet
together. “Don’t make me drug you.”

“Mmm-hmm,” Buddy mumbles, trying to keep from the
ultimate humiliation of pissing or shitting himself. A blanket’s
tossed over him. Then his kidnapper’s starting up the car. Buddy
lurches and sways—his captor takes turns fast—then they’re on
what’s got to be the interstate, where the ride evens out and
speeds up.

Buddy bites down on the cloth packing his mouth. He
prays harder than he’s ever prayed, Lord, oh
Jesus, please help me, oh Lord, oh Jesus, trying to slow his
breathing and tamp down panic. If this were some scene Matt had
arranged, it would be an erotic dream come true; Buddy’s dick would
be rock-hard, what with the bondage and the rank, salty taste of
the jock. As it is, his cock’s tiny with terror. The backseat air
he breathes is musty with old sweat. It’s the smell of dirty
laundry, gym lockers, sports gear.

“Can you breathe all right?” The disembodied voice
sounds almost solicitous.

“Um-mm,” Buddy grunts.

“That a yes?”

“Um-mm.”

“Good boy.” Buddy can almost hear the grin of
satisfaction in his captor’s voice. “We’ll be home in a couple of
hours. You ought to take a nap. Once we get there, you won’t be
getting much sleep.”

That sounds like a threat.
Beneath the tape, Buddy clenches his jaw, trying not to snivel,
fear webbing up his belly and heart. Beneath the blindfold, Buddy
rolls his eyes. Oh, shee-it. A nap? Yeah,
right. He lies in absolute blackness. Inside the cuffs’
tight steel, his wrists burn. He rolls onto his belly, trying to
get more comfortable and failing. Against the moistening ball of
jock-cloth, he murmurs prayers.

 


*

 


Bumps and sharp turns in the road wake Buddy up.
Unbelievably, he’d drifted off. It feels like they’re ascending a
hill.

The car comes to a halt. The driver’s door opens and
slams shut; the back door clicks open. “Up and at ’em, stud,” says
the deep voice inside the darkness. Buddy’s captor cuts his feet
free, then drags him from the backseat. Buddy stands, trying to get
his bearings.

Uh-oh. Uh-oh. Oh, no! His
abductor can’t be Matt. Matt lives in an apartment complex near a
busy highway. This is the country. There are no sounds of traffic.
There’s the tapping of rain, the click of crickets, the lap of what
might be water against a shore, leaves crinkling underfoot as
Buddy’s unseen captor forces him across level ground, and what
might be wind soughing through evergreens. That’s it. Wherever they
are, they’re a damned long way from other human beings, from anyone
who might help Buddy get out of this.

“No one out here but us,” the man mutters as if
reading his mind, half dragging, half shoving Buddy along. Up some
steps; click of a lock. Warm air wafts over Buddy’s tape-sheathed
face. He’s taken only a few unsure steps inside when his captor
removes the hooded garment swathing him and gives him a hard shove
forward. Buddy stiffens, expecting to slam into a floor’s hard
surface, but instead he falls into yielding softness. He’s lying on
a bed, face buried in blankets. He rolls onto his side and emits an
interrogative grunt, “Umm?” which pretty much means, “Where the
hell are we?”

A hand falls on his forehead. Fingers run through
his thick black beard. “You’re one fine big bear of a man. Yes, you
sure are. One tasty hillbilly.” His captor chuckles, audibly
licking his lips. “So fucking fine all trussed up like this. You’re
wondering what’s going on, huh?”

Buddy emits another stifled grunt and nods,
frightened heart thumping beneath his breastbone.

“You thought I was some dude named Matt, right? You
can call me Matt. On second thought, I guess you won’t be calling
me anything with all that tape over your mouth.” Another low laugh.
“We’re up in the mountains, in a cozy little cabin. I’ll help
myself to your money and credit cards later,” his kidnapper says,
unbuttoning Buddy’s shirt. “Right now I’m going to torture and rape
you. Word is you like kinky queer shit like that.”

Oh, Jesus. Buddy goes
rigid, then starts to shake. He relishes a little pain when it’s
consensual, not to mention a dick up his butt, and the bigger the
dick the better, but being abused and screwed by a complete
stranger, some sort of crazy criminal, a carrier of God knows what
diseases, that’s another matter. And who knows what’ll happen once
the man’s done with him? A bullet through the head? Frantic, Buddy
snorts in air and starts to shout. His cry for help’s cut off,
transformed into a short, shrill yelp and a gasp as Matt’s weight
falls upon him and a firm hand’s clamped over his mouth.

“Uh-uh-uh. Better not. I got that gun, remember? And this
knife too.” Metal strokes Buddy’s jaw. Beneath the blade’s caress,
he goes limp. He swallows hard. Hopelessness makes it hard to
swallow.

“Keep still now, guy. Time to get you naked.
Okay?”

Buddy nods. He lies there, snuffling air, fighting
back sobs, as the knife slides beneath his undershirt and slices.
In a few minutes, Buddy’s naked except for his boots. As soon as
Matt’s done cutting off Buddy’s clothes, the big redneck curls into
a scared ball, quivering. One sharp sob escapes him; the rest he
chokes back.

There’s the snick of a match, then the sound and
smell of paper burning, then the thump of wood across andirons, the
scent of kindling catching fire. A slurp and a sigh. “Good bourbon
you got here,” says Matt. “Knob Creek?”

Buddy nods. He hears the rustling of clothes as his
kidnapper strips, then feels the bed dip as Matt climbs onto it.
Matt unlaces and removes Buddy’s clunky Carhartt boots and socks.
He crosses Buddy’s ankles, ropes them together, and adds several
layers of tape. Then Matt pulls Buddy’s head onto his shoulder,
lies back, and heaves another sigh. Buddy breathes in his
abductor’s scent. It’s strong, musky, the smell of a mature man
after hours of exertion. If Buddy weren’t so scared, he’d find the
aroma downright delicious.

“This is the life. Isn’t it?” When Buddy doesn’t
reply, Matt slaps the side of Buddy’s head. Buddy winces. “Isn’t
it?” Matt repeats. Buddy nods.

“That’s quite the chest you’ve got there, big man.
How many pounds do you bench-press?”

Buddy rumbles and shrugs, trying to remember the
last time a man gave him a compliment.

“Huh? Huh? What’s that? Can’t hear you,” Matt mocks,
squeezing Buddy’s thick pecs and playing with the mat of black hair
coating them. He lifts the silver cross on the chain around Buddy’s
neck, tugs it, and drops it.

“Devout sort, huh?”

“Mm-huh.”

“Think God’ll help you out of this?”

“Mm-huh.”

“We’ll see. Praying hard?”

“Mm-huh.”

“Looks like you’re as devoted to the flesh as the
spirit.” Chuckling, he rubs the solid, hair-covered swell of
Buddy’s belly. “Biscuits and gravy? Or it is Krispy Kreme? Or Sonic
hot dogs? Or just six-packs of Bud Light?”

Matt takes another slurp of bourbon before tweaking
Buddy’s right nipple, then the left, then the right, then the left.
He works them till both are hard. He slides down the bed, rolls on
top of Buddy, and sucks them, softly at first, then more firmly,
then gently chews them. Buddy moans; for a few seconds, the
pleasure herds off the fear, and Buddy presses his torso eagerly
against the hungry mouth.

Matt gives each tit a parting nip. He slides back up
the bed and wraps his arms around his captive; Buddy’s face falls
against Matt’s torso. “You liked that, didn’t you?” Matt whispers,
patting Buddy’s cheek. “You like those beefy white-trash tits
chewed on.”

Buddy nods. Despite the extremity he’s trapped
inside, his cock’s half-hard. Tit-work always has that effect.

Matt falls silent. Buddy can feel his captor’s chest
hair against his cheek, the rise and fall of his breathing. The
fire crackles; there’s a brittle tapping, rain turning into
predicted sleet. Matt pulls the covers over them and starts to
snore, arms still wrapped loosely around his prisoner.

While Matt sleeps, Buddy fights the cuffs. They
don’t give an inch, and now Buddy’s wrists are burning again and
his shoulders are aching as well. He wonders what will happen to
him, if this man will hurt him, even murder him, or take pity on
him and let him go. This is crazy, Buddy
thinks. I’m so goddamn lonely that it feels good
to be held by a man, even in such a scary situation. Whoever this
guy is, he may be brutal, but he’s warm and tender too.
Buddy thinks about Matt, his Matt, and wonders if he’s making love
to his boyfriend Edward right now. He thinks about Rob, the hot and
hardhearted prick who dumped him yesterday. He thinks about his own
death, wondering if the When is tomorrow, if the Where is this
cabin. He cries a little, very quietly, and prays again while his
captor sleeps and numbness seeps into his cuffed wrists.
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Buddy wakes with a start. Matt’s hauling his hefty
captive up. “Damn, you’re heavy.” He seats him on the edge of the
bed. “Hold still,” Matt orders, “or I’ll cut you.”

Another ripping of tape. To the bands sealing
Buddy’s eyes and mouth, Matt now adds a long strip he anchors
beneath Buddy’s chin, plasters up his left cheek and up over the
crown of his head, then down along the right cheek, under the chin
and over the head again, then yet again, like some patient,
repetitive arachnid. The yards of tape are very tight; now Buddy
can barely move his jaw. Only his nose is left uncovered.

“Uh-uh! Uh-uh!” Buddy begs, suddenly terrified. All
his captor would have to do right now is pinch his nose shut and
he’d suffocate.

“Relax, tiger. I know what you’re thinking. This
isn’t about asphyxiation. This is about keeping you quiet for
what’s to come,” Matt says, pulling Buddy off the bed and onto the
floor.

“Don’t fight me,” Matt growls. “Unless you want a
bullet through the head. I got the gun right here.” He removes the
cuffs, then roughly pulls Buddy’s thick arms in front of him. Buddy
yelps; pain flares through his stiff joints. Matt rubs his
prisoner’s shoulders and wrists, soothing him as he would a child.
“Easy, easy, mountain man,” he mutters. “No one’s going to hurt
you. At least not in any serious way. As long as you’re a good
boy.”

Buddy gulps. They sit there side by side, leaning
back against the bed, the smaller man massaging the bigger man’s
chafed wrists while sleet patters the cabin’s roof and wind
whistles about the eaves.

“Okay. Here we go.” Matt eases Buddy down onto his
belly and tugs his arms in front of him. Before Buddy can figure
out what’s happening, Matt’s pulled Buddy’s forearms around
something hard and has locked his wrists together on the far
side.

“It’s a support post, tiger; you aren’t going
anywhere.”

Buddy strains; nothing gives.

“Get up on your knees. Lift your butt in the air,”
Matt orders.

Buddy can guess what’s coming now. Even as he
struggles to obey, he’s begging for mercy. The now-sodden jock and
tape-muzzle reduce his pitiful attempts at verbalization to nothing
more than an animal’s incoherent grumbling.

“Good boy,” Matt says when Buddy’s in position. He
kneads Buddy’s butt—it’s broad, chunky, and smooth, with thick
black hair in the cleft—then taps it with something stiff. Buddy
clenches his hands into fists and whines.

“This paddle is solid oak,” Matt says, “with metal
rivets all through it. They should make for some interesting
patterns across your ass, don’t you think?”

Matt gives Buddy’s butt only three tentative blows
before laying it on hard. He beats Buddy for a long time. Buddy
gnaws the jock-gag, tugging hard on his bonds. Jesus God, it hurts. He starts off bravely, gulping
back screams, but soon the pain’s mounted to a ceaseless searing,
oh God, no, stop, please stop, he’s
howling, thrashing like tree boughs caught in a hurricane, and his
desperate and entirely pointless struggles have chafed his wrists
raw. By the time Matt’s done, Buddy’s ass cheeks are covered with
tiny diamond indentations the rivets made; the usually pale skin
there is bright red and slowly clouding up with a great smudgy
bruise, like a thunderhead covering sun. When his torturer caresses
his burning buttocks, the sudden tenderness breaks Buddy down. For
a good five minutes afterward, while Matt strokes and kisses him,
Buddy sobs.

“The kind of butt I most like to fuck is one bruised
black and still hot from a beating,” Matt mutters as soon as
Buddy’s weeping has tapered off. “I hear you jack off to rape
fantasies, big man. So here you go: What you’ve always dreamed
of.”

There’s the quick rip of a condom packet.
A condom? Buddy’s relieved and confused at
the same time. Since when do rapists use condoms?
And how does he know about my fantasies? Lord Jesus, let it be
Matt!

Buddy moans, a mixture of dread and desire, as gobs
of cold lube are spread over his asshole and pushed up into him.
Matt takes his time at first, prying Buddy open with gently probing
fingers. His prick’s entrance is anything but gentle, however.
Kneeling behind Buddy, he shoves his cockhead inside with a quick,
brutal thrust that makes Buddy flinch and gasp. Ignoring his
prisoner’s violent head-shaking and unintelligible pleas to stop,
Matt keeps pushing till his shaft’s swallowed by Buddy’s tight pink
hole, his pubes are brushing Buddy’s crack-hair, and he’s impaled
his cuffed captive to the hilt. Matt gives Buddy’s paddle-reddened
ass a couple of vicious slaps before gripping his hips and pounding
him mercilessly.

At first Buddy’s all suffering. No, oh God, he’s so big, it’s agony! Please make him
stop! Getting fucked has never hurt so badly before. The
pain of his hole being forcibly taken so soon after that brutal
paddling has Buddy crying again, his taped-up face sheened with a
wash of tears. But soon enough—yes, this stranger knows what he’s
doing—something warm and rapturous is building beneath and behind
that pain, Matt’s cockhead is bumping just the right spots inside
him, and, miraculously, Buddy’s cock is hard. Now his head’s
lowered, he’s growling with delight, he’s shoving himself back onto
the very large cock that’s driving into him. “Oh, God. Damn. Oh,
God. Oh, damn. What…a…tight…sweet…redneck…ass!” Matt gasps. It’s
not long before Matt’s bent over Buddy, sweat-slick chest against
sweat-slick back, wrapping his arms around him, biting his
shoulders, his hip-pumping rhythm grading into an
in-and-out-in-and-out-in-and-out blur. Matt comes, spurting the
condom full. He clutches Buddy convulsively and goes limp.

A couple of minutes pass before Matt pulls out, tugs
off the condom, rolls his battered and well-plowed prisoner onto
his side, embraces him, and slips into a post-come drowse.
Eventually, he rises. “Goddamn, that was great.” He gives Buddy’s
ass a final slap, this blow one of fondness more than punishment,
and rises. “Time to get you situated for the night,” Matt says.
“Now where’d I put that handcuff key?”
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This bastard was clearly born to
be a kidnapper, Buddy thinks bitterly as his abductor
tightens rope about his wrists. He’s fucking
amazing at knots. If I was sure this guy was my Matt, if I wudn’t
so goddamn scared, this’d be hot as holy hell.

Buddy’s lying on a rug at the foot of the bed, in
the glow of the fire. Matt works methodically, humming to himself
as he hog-ties Buddy—ankles and wrists bound together behind his
back—with layers of rope Matt makes additionally secure with tape.
As an afterthought, he cinches together Buddy’s elbows and then his
knees for good measure. He leaves Buddy blindfolded but removes the
jock-and-tape-muzzle combo; the tape pains Buddy considerably as
Matt peels it off his bushy beard. Before Buddy can start pleading
for release, Matt’s knotted a bandana between the hapless man’s
teeth, followed by a second one. “This way, you won’t get into any
kind of breathing trouble while I sleep,” Matt explains
blithely.

Now Matt kneads and fondles Buddy’s buttocks;
they’re still burning from the paddle’s pitiless blows. Now he adds
more lube to Buddy’s freshly fucked and aching asshole. Something
hard and cold nudges Buddy there. “Open up, big guy,” says Matt.
“I’m going to plug you for the night.” Groaning, Buddy tries to
relax. The plug’s big. It takes Matt a few patient minutes and
costs his captive more than a few twinges and flinches before
Buddy’s hole is sufficiently stretched for the plug to slide in
place inside.

“There you go, mountain man,” Matt says, rolling
Buddy onto his side, covering him with a blanket, and slipping a
pillow beneath his head. “Tomorrow morning, I’m going to rape that
redneck ass of yours again. ‘I got to git me summora that,’ as you
ridge-runners say ‘’round hyer.’ Till then, you just keep quiet and
try to get some sleep.” The bed creaks as Matt stretches out.
“You’re a big, strong butch guy,” Matt murmurs. “I’ll bet you can
take this for a long time. When you’re really, really hurting, give
me a shout and maybe I’ll set you up some other way.” Matt
snickers. “Or maybe I won’t.”

It sounds like a challenge to Buddy’s manhood, and
so, prideful Southerner that he is, he endures it for as long as he
can, longer than he ever imagined he could. The minutes pass, the
fire crackles, roof sleet clacks, Matt snores, and Buddy quietly,
frantically tries to get loose. The Lord helps
those who help theirselves, Daddy always said. He wriggles
his wrists and ankles around in their tight bonds—hell, none of it’s giving, I ain’t going nowhere—till
the skin’s blistered and burning. When the arm beneath him goes
numb, Buddy tries to shift onto his belly, but, bound so
extensively, he can barely move. With great effort and after
several tries, he succeeds.

God damn it. He lies there panting and huffing, jerking on the
short rope tethering his wrists to his ankles. Big as I am, all this muscle…all it takes is one crazy
motherfucking asshole with a gun, a few knots, and some tape, and I
ain’t worth a damn. All my bulk ain’t worth a damn. No fucking way
I’m getting out of here. I shoulda fought hard when he first
grabbed me. If I’d just turned fast and swung. Damn fool. I’ve
always been a damn fool. And a coward. I shoulda
fought! Shit, fuck, oh Lord, don’t let me die
here. Once more his eyes fill with tears, but this time he
fights them back.

Time crawls. Again and again, Buddy twists and
strains against his restraints. Against the floor he tries to
dislodge the bandanas gagging him, to no avail; Matt’s knots are
too tight. Inside him, the butt plug throbs. He tightens his
sphincter around it, emits a tiny moan, and gets hard. Shit, this ain’t no time to get horny, it’s time to get outta
here! Despite himself, he humps the rug, squirms, and sighs.
Arousal and fear take turns, stiffening his cock, then deflating
it. Worn out with struggle, he drowses, only to wake and struggle
further.

The fire’s warmth fades. Buddy’s trussed discomfort
shifts into pang, then sharp pain. His bladder’s so full he’s
afraid he’ll piss the floor. He’s lost all feeling in his hands.
He’s shivering. Chilled and hurting, stubborn pride eroded,
defiance dwindled into desperation, Buddy starts whimpering and
mumbling for release. “Man? Hey, man? Please. Please, man? Please
let me loose. I cain’t take it no more. I gotta piss. Please, man,
I’m hurting bad.”

After a good five minutes of such muffled pleas,
Buddy’s kidnapper wakes. He yawns. The bed creaks. Feet pad toward
Buddy, stopping near the hog-tied man’s head.

“Four hours. I’m impressed. Had enough, huh?” Matt
stands over Buddy, nudging his bearded chin with a toe.

All Buddy can do is nod and whimper. “Please.
Please,” he implores.

Sleepily, Matt frees Buddy’s ankles and knees. He
heaves him up, leads him to the bathroom, and helps him piss. “Cold
in here,” says Matt, shaking drops of urine off Buddy’s limp dick.
“Ready to sleep with me?”

Spend the rest of the night on the
cold, hard floor, or snuggle up with a hairy, warm psychopath?
Guess I’ll take Door #2, Buddy thinks, nodding briskly.
“Uh-huh! Uh-huh!”

“Okay, big guy. Just behave, or else.”

Matt unties Buddy’s elbows and wrists. Buddy thinks
about putting up a fight, but he doesn’t know where the knife or
gun is, and then the moment’s passed, and Matt’s locked his hands
before him. “You should be a lot more comfortable this way,” the
deep voice says, forcing Buddy’s cuffed wrists above his head and
tying them to the bed frame. Matt nestles against Buddy, pulls warm
blankets over them, and falls asleep plucking at his prisoner’s
furry pecs. Buddy sighs, thankful for the other man’s heat, and
clenches his asshole around the plug, savoring the soreness there,
the sense of being filled full. Within a minute, the men’s snores
commingle.
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Buddy wakes to a strange tickling in his groin.
Something soft is brushing his cockhead. When he tries to rise, the
sharp tug on his wrists reminds him that he’s still bound to the
bed.

Opaque as the tape is covering Buddy’s eyes, still
he can tell that the room’s no longer dark. There’s the soughing of
wind, but sleet no longer taps the roof. Sun’s
come up. Today’s my birthday. Shit. Am I gonna die on my
birthday?

“Good morning, you hot hillbilly. That’s my beard on
your cock,” Matt says, from that world of light and freedom beyond
Buddy’s blindfold. The titillating brush of whiskers against glans
starts up again. “And this is the stubble on my cheek.” The
brushing is replaced by a maddening abrasion, uncomfortable and
pleasurable at the same time. Buddy bites down on the sodden
bandanas and groans. When Matt takes Buddy’s cockhead between his
lips, Buddy thrusts eagerly into him. For a few minutes, there are
no sounds but the wind around the cabin, Matt’s hard sucking, and
Buddy’s gagged moans. Fuuuuck, you’re
good, Buddy muses despite himself, bucking his hips against
the expert wetness. You’re good enough to
hire.

“Don’t want my captive to get too comfortable,” Matt
says, leaving off the blow job just at the point where Buddy’s
excited squirming and grunting indicate that he’s close to the
point of no return. Hell, man, don’t stop
now! Buddy silently begs. There’s a rustling and clinking,
then Buddy yelps as metal bites into his right nipple. Tit clamps, shit. Another stifled yelp as his left
nipple’s given the same treatment. Whoa, it
hurts, damn, it burns, but now Matt’s tongue is flicking the
sensitive nubs, the right one, then the left, then the right, then
the left, oh, hell, yes, making Buddy’s
spit-wet dick even harder. Matt tugs the chain between the clamps,
pulling and stretching the flesh of Buddy’s nipples. Buddy’s back
arches off the bed; his teeth gnash the tightly knotted cloth. When
Matt twists the stretched nips, Buddy gives a sharp sob, nods, and
humps the air. This is the sort of pain that, for Buddy, due to
some mysterious hardwiring between tits and dick, grades into
pleasure almost immediately. It’s agony; it’s sheer bliss.

Matt gives the chain a sharp tug before dropping it
onto Buddy’s chest. His beard brushes Buddy’s lips, then his
clamped nipples. “Your cock needing more attention?” He strokes the
quivering shaft.

“Uh-huh!”

“Here you go.” Fingers slip something thin and light
about Buddy’s cock and balls, something that tightens fast. It’s a
cord. Matt wraps it again and again about Buddy’s genitals, then
about the base of his balls, finishing around the taut and bobbing
shaft of his cock. “Feel good?” Matt gives the bound-up hard-on a
soft slap.

“Uh-huh!” Goddamn, Buddy
thinks, this is the kinda treatment I’ve always
hankered for. Too bad he’s a criminal, ’cause otherwise he’d be the
best lover I’ve ever had.

“Time to ride you again, tiger.” Matt lifts Buddy’s
thick, dark-pelted legs, resting his captive’s calves on his
shoulders. He works the plug around in Buddy’s ass for a few sweet
minutes, which only arouses Buddy more. “Damn, your butt’s black
and blue. That paddle really tore you up. You do want me to fuck
you again, don’t you? You sure took to it before.”

God, it sounds like Matt. “Tiger,”
no one’s ever called me that but Matt. It’s gotta be Matt. Please,
God, let it be Matt. Buddy groans, writhes against the
probing plug, and nods.

“Say it, or I won’t do it.” Matt jacks Buddy’s
prick. “Beg me, you goddamn redneck, you fucking wild-bearded
Rebel. Big, hairy, butch dude…big piggy bottom. Beg me to plow you
like a whore.”

Dirty talk, yum, Jesus, keep it
up. “Please,” Buddy mumbles around the taut cloth. “Please
fuck me. Please. Fuck me like a whore. Please!”

Chuckling, Matt eases the plug out; Buddy’s ass-ring
releases it reluctantly, with a lube-messy pop. The emptiness the
plug leaves behind nudges Buddy toward despair. He’s never ached so
badly to be filled up again. His hole’s never felt so ravenous.

“Already nice and open,” Matt murmurs. “You want it
bad, don’t you? You need it bad.” His blunt cockhead presses
against Buddy’s puckered opening. Buddy whimpers, crosses his
ankles between Matt’s shoulder blades, and tenses his thighs,
urging Matt into him. Both men sigh as, with one thrust, Matt’s
thick cock slides inside. Pretty soon, it’s bumping Buddy’s
prostate just right, so superlatively that Buddy goes wild. Now the
bed’s rocking with Matt’s hard thrusts and Buddy’s ecstatic
writhing. Yeah God, ah, yeah God, yeah, fill me
up, man, pound me cross-eyed! And that’s when Buddy’s captor
pulls his prisoner’s tape-blindfold off.

Buddy blinks in the abrupt and unexpected flood of
morning light. Then he freezes.

Matt, it is my Matt! What the
fuck?!

The swamping sense of relief is replaced almost
instantly by rage. Buddy roars. He rears and kicks, dislodging the
cock stuffed up his ass. With the considerable strength of his
thighs, he heaves his captor off the bed and onto the floor.

Matt crawls to his feet, laughing. “Ouch! Damn. Calm
down.”

This time Buddy doesn’t obey. He keeps thrashing and
roaring, white teeth clenched. The words he’s screaming—“Goddamn
you! Goddamn you! You scared me shitless! Why’d you do this?
Goddamn you, Matt! I’m gonna kill you, you
bastard! I’ll gonna kick your ass!”—Matt
can only occasionally make out, but the message is clear enough: If
Buddy ever gets loose, it’ll be Matt’s turn to suffer.

“Buddy, calm down. Stop screaming like a banshee and
let’s talk.”

“Taah? Anawannataah! Ahwannabrehyafehsh!”
Buddy shouts, a frenzied garble that Matt correctly understands to
mean, “Talk? I don’t wanna talk! I want to break your face!”

“Okay, you asked for it. If you won’t calm down,
I’ll have to make you.” With all the savage kicking, it takes Matt
several risky minutes and a few blows to the ribs before he’s
caught Buddy’s right ankle in a slipknot and anchored the big man’s
leg to a bedpost. Another couple of minutes, and he’s managed to
tie down the left leg as well. Even then, Buddy keeps cussing and
tossing from side to side. Matt stands over him, arms crossed,
waiting for Buddy to wear himself out. After ten solid minutes of
enraged struggle, finally he falls still. He lies on his back,
stretched out taut in an upside-down Y, panting, chest heaving,
throat emitting low growls.

Matt sits on the bed’s edge. He strokes Buddy’s
sweat-wet brow. They stare at one another in the shaft of sunlight
streaming over the bed. Buddy’s black eyebrows arch. Matt bends,
kissing Buddy’s hairy breast. “Okay, tiger, I can go take a walk
and give you time to settle down. Or I can take those bandanas out
of your mouth and we can talk. Choose.”

Buddy closes his eyes. His great arms flex, giving
his bonds another violent wrench before going limp. “Leh taah.”

“Let’s talk?”

“Yah.” Buddy opens his eyes, blinks up at Matt, and
clears his throat. God, Matt’s good-looking. Big shoulders, clipped
auburn beard, wiry arms, those burning blue eyes. Inside Buddy, the
anger’s died down to embers, and the old infatuation’s asserting
itself. “Yah.”

“Good choice.” Matt tweaks Buddy’s chin before
working the knots behind his head loose and pulling the spit-soaked
bandanas out.

Buddy licks his lips. “Can I have some water?”

“Sure.” Matt’s clearly worried; he moves very fast
to fulfill Buddy’s request. Buddy gulps the whole glass.

“Thanks. Y’gonna let me loose?”

“Not till I’m sure you won’t bloody my nose.” Matt
grips Buddy’s ball-sac and tugs.

“I ought to bloody your
nose, man. I thought I was gonna die. I thought you were some crazy
criminal, some escaped jailbird liable to kill me.”

“You didn’t enjoy any of it? You sure seemed to
relish getting it up the ass. You always told me you loved a hard
butt-pounding more than anything,” Matt says, fingering Buddy’s
taint.

“Hell. Um…Yeah, felt good. Feels good. I—I don’t…It
ain’t so simple.”

“Don’t lie to me. I saw how hard you got. Several
times you were about three strokes short of shooting.”

“I woulda been harder if I’da known it was you. If I
hadn’ta been so scared I was gonna die.”

“Didn’t you know it was me?” Matt’s hand slips
lower; a fingertip strokes Buddy’s sticky asshole. “I felt sure
you’d recognize my voice. Remember all that online chat we had
about your fantasies? How you wanted to be tied up, taken, and used
by a stranger? Hell, Buddy, it’s your birthday.”

“I know it’s my birthday,
you crazy fucker! You arranged all this for my birthday?”

“Well, yeah. I did.”

“Well, you can be damn sure this is a birthday I’ll
remember. So where the hell are we? This ain’t your apartment.”

“Actually, I just bought this house. I recently made
partner, so now I can afford it. There’s a hot tub, a dock, a
motorboat, a big kitchen, guest rooms, just about everything I’ve
ever wanted in a place. We’re way out in the country, by Smith
Mountain Lake. If you don’t end up killing me, maybe we can take a
hike in the woods later.”

“Hike? I’d have to hike nekkid. Hell, you cut off my
clothes! That was my favorite denim jacket!”

“Sorry about that. I thought that would add to the
tension. There are jeans, a couple of flannel shirts, a T-shirt,
and a Levi jacket, all your size, in the closet. Think of them as
birthday presents. Oh, and a black jock strap I thought you’d look
hot in.”

Matt clears his throat and bows his head. “Look,
tiger, we had so little time together last year, just some quick
cocksucking. We never got to the hard stuff you said you ached for,
the ropes and the paddles, the fucking and the—”

“Oh, God, Matt. I was so scared last night. If I’da
only known…”

“It wouldn’t have been as exciting then, though.
Right? You said you wanted the abduction to feel real. You
said—”

“It felt real, all right!” Buddy rolls his eyes. “I
just about shit my britches.”

Matt grins. “Well, next time you’ll know it’s me.”
Matt’s forefinger tickles Buddy’s hole, then slips inside to the
first knuckle.
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