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BOBBY’S
BEGINNINGS

 


Vincent the club supervisor is on his
tail. The man knows no boundaries and is like a rabid dog sent from
some fun hating heaven to reap hell on Bobby's entertainment,
admittedly, so far, has consisted of groping hot guys and stealing
their drinks.

He jumps the barrier as one of the
hounds spots him and starts talking rather heatedly into the small
microphone attached to his collar. Bobby lands behind a group of
model looking dancers as he stumbles a little into the packed dance
floor, which is as big as a decent sized field on the farm back
home.

Bobby slips between them as the
bouncer comes up to the railing to point and stare down at him. He
gives the man the middle finger salute and disappears into the
dance floor.

Around him bouncers are slipping into
the crowd from the various stairwells that lead down into it. The
situation would seem dire, but Bobby isn't that easily caught. It
would take a real man to catch him and from what he's seen these
men seem to be very much on the wimpy side.

He stops in front of a tall man and
hops down nice and low to do a hip thrusting dance move straight at
his crotch. The tall guy, who is quite cute but a little girlish,
responds by placing his hands on Bobby's crotch, but immediately
draws away when he realizes that below him is something that is a
little too big for a sissy boy like him.

Bobby comes up and slips straight
behind Vincent, who is sneaking by with a small torch out as he
tries to spot his target in the half light of the dance
floor.

"I could so take you out," Bobby
whispers in his ear before disappearing from view.

Vincent looks left to right sharply,
but can see nothing. The stealth of the big man that was behind him
is legendary back home. No man was more suited to thievery than the
large sized farmer from Kansas with the footwork to hide from the
10 bouncers searching for him.

Seeing a wall, Bobby takes a running
leap and catches a foot on it to bounce up higher than a man
normally could and grab a hold of the railing behind a bouncer who
is looking the other way.

He pulls himself up, taps the man on
the opposing shoulder and slips past as the man looks the wrong
way.

"When will you guys ever learn," he
leaves the man with.

Bobby spots an open door marked VIP in
the distance. The bouncers and Vincent are moving in on him. He
notes a large bouncer at the door looking vigilant.

"That guy likes you. He told me,"
Bobby whispers in the ear of a short man with only a pair of hot
pants on.

The man looks back, but Bobby is gone.
He saw the pointed finger before and noted the bouncer. Could it be
true? He likes big black men. This could work out
nicely.

The man strolls over.

"Hey, sexy. You looking for some
action?"

The bouncer looks down and
grins.

"Who..."

The conversation fades away as Bobby
slips through the door. He looks back and, to his shock, notes his
youngest brother on the screen with a very handsome man doing
things to him that defy x-rated.

"Damn, brother, you work
fast."

Gareth (the second youngest) and Bobby
both know that their younger brother is the smartest, perhaps bar
big bro, who couldn't come to the youngest's goodbye party. That
kid is going to be fine if that's the quality of city boy that he
can pull.

He steps inside and finds himself in a
long, dark hallway lined with red and blue low light LED
lights.

"Cute."

Bobby walks over to the nearest door
and opens it. He walks through, but stops in his tracks when he
sees exactly where he is.

"Fuck, I REALLY am home."

There are men everywhere. Not all of
them are attractive, but the setup makes it so you can't see things
so well. Bobby can see shapes moving on the padded flooring all
around him. Young, old and whatever, but not a woman among them.
This is heaven.

Stepping around a hard fucking couple,
he takes a quick look around. There's a mirror on the far wall. He
suspects it's one way. He'll have to check that before playing
around in this mix.

Walking out, he locates a door marked
'mirror room'. The corridor is short and skirts around the orgy
room.

"Well, well, I guess the game is on
everywhere."

The men on the other side are at it
too - right up against the mirror.

He spanks a butt, taking the man's
wallet in the process, and heads out. Time to find more drink. The
three dozen beers he has had aren't really hitting the spot. He
needs something more intense.

Locating the bar at the end of the
hallway, he walks in and finds something of interest.

"Hey, what's your name, city
boy?"

The man turns. He's sexy, but there's
something about him that makes Bobby weary.

"I'm Dom," he says in a cultured
accent, "You?"

"Bobby. You drinking?"

"The best and strongest only?
Partake?"

"Sure."

The man hands him a bottle. No glasses
or receptacles are present.

"Suck it down, big boy. There's more
where that came from."

Bobby takes that as an invitation to
get wasted and hits it hard. The bottle is half done when he's
finished.

"Do you like S&M?" Dom
asks.

Bobby burps.

"I'm partial to a spanking. What do
you have in mind?"

The man grins.

"Let's get two more bottles and get
wasted in the secret room."

Bobby grins back. It's always the
same. The one's you should be weary of are always the ones with the
fun on hand.

"Sounds charming." Bobby runs a hand
down the man's front. "I'm up for a drink."

Dom looks down at where the hand is.
Looks like he has found a playmate.

They get two more of the same,
depositing the now empty bottle on the bar and head out into the
hallway.

"It's in the toilet," Dom
explains.

Bobby raises an eyebrow and follows
him in.

"Open up," Dom says, knocking on the
first stall.

A man opens the door looking
confused.

"Shift over."

The man slips back on the seat. Bobby
notes his dick is small.

"Might want to do something about that
thing," he says to the guy, passing inside and through the small
door that opens inwards when Dom slaps his hand on the wall
panel.

The guy doesn't get it. He's staring
at the door.

"Who would have thought..." he mutters
as the other two head in and the door is closed behind
them.

"Take my hand. It's long and dark,
this tunnel of despair."

Bobby grabs an ass cheek and chuckles.
He doesn't need to hold hands like some sissy. There's an ass
straight here.

They walk down the hallway. Bobby
notes that the walls are actually mirrors that are mostly blacked
out. He leans in and notes that someone is getting whipped with a
wooden cane on the other side by a PVC clad man who has his target
straddled over a table.

"Kinky."

They come to the end.

"Card, please," someone
says.

Dom brings it up and points it at the
wall. A door opens and light flows through.

"Damn..."

Inside it's all red and black
interior. Men are lounging about watching a young blond getting
hard fucked up against the bar by a big tranny.

"My kinda place," Bobby says in
pleasure.

They head in and sit in one of the
leather booths near the bar.

"Do you like what you see?" Dom
asks.

Bobby looks over at the man. He's
tall, slim and has that dark look that men who play in the dark get
after time on the rack (or whatever).

"It's endearing. Now get down and suck
my cock."

The man gives him an amused
look.

"If you think I'm..."

A hand around his neck and a firm look
changes the man's mind quickly.

"Don't bite," Bobby tells
him.

The man gets under the table with an
odd look - perhaps not sure why he is doing this, but knowing a pit
bull when he sees one and knowing better than to fuck with
it.

"Yeah, that's it. Stroke it," Bobby
moans in enjoyment.

He takes up his drink and puts a hand
on Dom's head as the man pulls his dick out and licks it like he's
examining an offering from the gods with his tongue.

"Dirty fuck," Bobby mutters. "Lick my
nuts too."

Dom stops and the hand on his head
tightens its grip.

"Play nice," he tells the
toy.

Bobby eases down his jeans and boxers
and presents them to Dom. The man puts his tongue out, looking
freaked out by the dominating power of his lover, and starts
sucking on Bobby's huge sacks.

"You'll make a good toy yet," Bobby
notes.

He takes a long sip of his drink and
casually jerks his dick on Dom's forehead. The action up front is
getting pretty wild. The tranny has a nice sized dick and, from the
rear/side on angle, a cute asshole.

"I'm going to fuck that," Bobby
promises, leaning down and making Dom take his balls deeper into
his mouth.

The blond haired tranny moans that the
shorter, younger man is such a fucking whore. The crowd watching
growls in enjoyment as the wigged man spanks the younger one hard
on the ass, leaving a red hand print.

"Slut!" someone calls.

Bobby chuckles. This play is good. He
hasn't seen much of this back home and it turns him on to see it so
up close and personal.

"Do you want me to suck the tip?" Dom
asks, his eyes turned from disgusted to lusty as the masculine
scent and actions of this hard dominating man get to him
finally.

"Only if you are good."

Dom takes the long length of Bobby's
dick in his hand and checks the knob. It isn't the biggest dick
he's had, but it’s damn close to. He sticks it half way down his
throat and chokes on it a bit. White saliva flows from his mouth to
the knob as he enjoys the country boy's thick pre-cum. Normally,
Dom is having this done to him (and was expecting to). This is
quite a nice change of roles for him. He looks up at the man. What
is this thick bodied sexy man thinking? He wonders that as he
massages the man's knob with his tongue.

Upstairs, Bobby is thinking about
fucking the younger man next - maybe sticking his and the tranny's
dick in at the same time, depending on size. He forces Dom down
very deep and leaves him there until he starts struggling to get
off.

"Pussy," Bobby mutters.

He gets up and walks over to where the
game is being played by the two pushed against it.

"You have a cute ass," Bobby says,
lifting the tranny's school girl skirt. "You want a dick in
there."

The man looks back. He's surprisingly
sexy.

"Knock yourself out, big
boy."

Bobby chuckles and slips his wet dick
up to the man's hole.

"You might regret that," he whispers
into the man's ear, grabbing his butt cheeks.

"We'll see."

Eyebrows raise, but it doesn't stop
Bobby from going inside. He likes a challenging whore.

There is a tugging on his t-shirt and
he looks back.

"Can I get in on this?" Dom asks, a
little breathlessly from the maddening lust that is flowing through
him.

Bobby chuckles.

"You may lick my asshole, but no
more."

Dom's face crinkles, but he sinks to
his knees to the amusement of the crowd, who clap and cheer on
seeing such a dominant man dominated to this level.

The tall man reaches up and pulls
Bobby's jeans down at the back, slipping the underwear down with
it, and puts his tongue to the waxed hole.

"Yeah, lick it like a
slut."

Dom's forehead crinkles, but he
doesn't stop. He wants this butt and he knows there will be a
moment of weakness in this man's brutal domination. It will be at
that time that he will strike and take back his pride. Until then
all he has to do is keep in the game and if this is what it takes
then so be it.

Bobby groans as he pushes his dick
into the tranny's butt. It's a slim hole with little room to wiggle
about in. He finds it too tight for his usual entry pace, but not
too bad for a short, slow stroke. He rolls his hips, so that the
movement is nice and smooth, and works his dick in deeper and
deeper in progressively lengthening thrusts. He knows he is getting
closer and closer to something wonderful inside, but it is only
when he gets in half way that he realizes that there is REALLY
something inside.

"What's that?" he asks in confusion,
shifting his dick about.

The tranny looks back and
grins.

"Want to see something
fun?"

Bobby pulls out as the man removes
himself from the younger man, who Dom quickly moves in to suck off
as he leans against the bar looking ruined.

"Come over to that table," the
man-fake

































































































cover.jpg





