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The naked intern was still on his knees.  His jaw dropped open.  This time, it wasn't in anticipation of getting stuffed again with Senator Brick Scrotorum's giant cock which had just popped out of his mouth.  Brick's words had caused the reaction.

"Say that again, I must have misunderstood you," said Pete, the intern.

Brick's shocked expression hadn't changed.  He dropped his cell phone on the desk.  "The party chairman said that tabloid, the Washington Snooper, has a video of me having sex – with a man!" Brick repeated word for word.

Brick's deflated cock smacked against his leg as he leaned back on the desk for support.

Pete blinked as he tried to process the information.  He stood up to be at eye level with Brick.  This news didn't make any sense.  It's not like closeted gay politicians run around filming themselves with cocks rammed up their asses.

"There's no video like that.  That's impossible," Pete stated.  "Isn't it?" he added tentatively.

Brick looked like a wounded and frightened animal.  "Besides you, here tonight, there's only one other person..."

Senator Scrotorum let the sentence trail off, not knowing that Pete could fill in the rest on his own.  Pete would never forget the night he hid in the supply closet while he watched the senator's college buddy, B.J. Garrows, fucking the hell out of Brick's hot hole.

"It will be OK, somehow..." Pete said while putting one arm supportively around Brick's waist.  With his other hand, Pete held Brick's fingers.  He kissed the back of them lightly.

Brick smiled weakly.  His senses were too overwhelmed for his political survival instincts to kick in.

Despite the overall reason, they each enjoyed the temporary and surprising role reversal of the younger twink comforting his older mentor.

Brick's cell phone rang again.  He turned his head and stared at it as if it were a nuclear bomb with its countdown mechanism activated.

"We need to check it.  It might be the party chairman again," Pete said reaching for the phone and holding it up in the senator's line of sight.

Brick looked at the caller ID on the screen.  He didn't respond.

"Is that the party chairman's number?" Pete prompted.

"Yes," Brick replied absently.

Pete pressed the icon to accept the call.  Brick took the phone from him hesitantly.  The party chairman said, "You will be receiving another call from an area code 202 number in precisely ten  seconds on your office landline.  Answer it!"  He clicked off without saying anything else.

Moments later,  a commanding voice on the other end of the landline desk phone finally broke Brick's lethargy.  After Brick meekly said hello, the voice ordered, "Don't say another word, don't even breathe until I tell you it's OK."

On the other end of the phone line, Oliver Papi watched the hand-held electronic device currently attached to his phone.  Numbers and electronic meters filled the small screen.

A row of red lights across the bottom slowly changed to green one by one as the information on the screen rotated through its various tests.  The last light finally changed from red to green and varied readings on the screen were replaced by the simple message: OK.

"Your line is clear, this conversation isn't being monitored by any electronic means, from a private agency or the government.  You may speak freely unless and until I tell you otherwise.  In the future, never, and I mean not even one syllable, never speak to anyone, even me, on the phone about this incident unless I tell you the line is clear.  Is that understood?"

Senator Scrotorum didn't like being talked to in this manner.  However, he didn't feel he had a choice under the circumstances, at least until he knew who the hell he was even talking to about the intimate details of his sex life.

"I understand.  Who are you?"

"I'm Oliver Papi," the man told him.  Brick heard the confidence blazing through the phone line.  "I'm a lawyer and the best gay sex scandal fixer in Washington."

"I've never heard of you."

"Then I'm doing my job."

"That's convenient.  So if someone has never heard of you, that somehow proves you're an expert.  Sorry, not buying that."

Oliver Papi was unfazed.  New clients often doubted his abilities in the beginning.  "It's not me, but rather my clients you don't hear about that makes me successful.  You've never heard of the representative who recently texted naked selfies to half the fucking state university football team.  Or how about the general who got caught by his wife in his Pentagon office with one prick stuffed in his mouth and another poking his butt at the same time right before 'don't ask, don't tell' was rescinded?  Then there was the married senator who got his male lover a high level government job by blackmailing the boss over the pictures he and the boss took during their gay S&M dungeon orgy!"

Brick privately wondered which of his colleagues was responsible for each of these sexual dalliances.  His focus quickly returned to the conversation.  "What about the toe tapping bathroom stall congressman, the one tickling his much younger male pages, and the one who got caught soliciting an undercover male police officer outside a gay bar?"

"They all called another handler!  If they had called me, you wouldn't know about them!  I'll be there in half an hour to discuss your case in person.  Before I get there, remember to put on some clothes!"

Brick turned towards the window.  His gaze confirmed the shades were closed.

"How dare you?  What makes you assume I'm naked when I'm working in my office?"

Pete, who had been silent during the entire phone conversation, took the opportunity to scoop up Brick's ballsac in his hand and give it a playful yank.  

Oliver Papi did his best to stifle a laugh.  "Let's see.  Senator, it's after 9 PM.  You're in a deserted senate office building.  Congress isn't even in session this week.  Your wife and family are hundreds of miles away in your home state.  Oh yeah, and there's a video of you floating around with a cock jammed up your asshole!  It's safe to say you're there right now getting it on a with what I'm guessing is a junior staffer."  With that declaration out of the way, gay political sex scandal consultant Oliver Papi hung up the phone.

Brick looked at Pete's smiling face and perfect twink body.  He swallowed hard.  If he was going down in one sense, he might as well go down in the other sense too!

Brick dropped to his knees.  He brought Pete's semi-solid rod close to his face.  The warmth of his breath made the stud's dick tingle.

Not that he needed any encouragement, but seeing Pete's cock getting harder just inches in front of his eyes, made Brick's cock stand at attention too.

The senator grabbed Pete's low hanging balls and played with them.  He let the young man's soft ballsac skin slip through his fingers.  He watched each nut rest on his knuckles like the scoop of ice cream on top of a cone.

Brick's tongue caressed the intern's balls.  Shivers went up Pete's spine every time the tip of the senator's tongue swirled around a hair shaft.  Goosebumps formed all over Pete's sensitive scrotal skin.  They provided more texture for the older man to explore.

Brick smelled and tasted the sexually induced sweat emanating from the young guy's crotch.  Brick dove in deeper and inhaled.  Pete swiveled his hips causing his balls to slap against Senator Scrotorum's cheeks.

With his own cock twitching from the sensual stimulation, Brick crawled back a couple steps.  Pete's engorged prick happened to point out directly facing Brick's mouth, as if nature had planned it that way.

Pete stretched towards the ceiling.  The taut muscles in his smooth stomach rippled.  His cock bounced a little causing Brick to open even wider as he covered the stud's meatstick with his wet lips.

"Oh, fuck," Pete mumbled as Brick's first pass not only engulfed his prick, but actually deep-throated it.  Brick slowly worked his way back and forth.  Each time, he applied a bit more pressure with his lips and cheeks.  His tongue made mad dashes all around the girth of the twink's hard-on.

Pete never knew where Brick's tongue would hit next.  Each spot seemed to feel better than the previous one.

Brick still wasn't done bringing Pete to new heights of mansex pleasure.  He raised a hand up to Pete's mouth and instructed him to spit in it.  The next time Brick brought his head back and exposed the length of the younger guy's cock, he wrapped his hand around it.  He massaged it with the spit-lube.

Pete reached down and ran his fingers through the senator's full hair.  It gave Pete something to hold onto as he started to sway his hips.  He forced his chute to glide in and out of Brick's mouth and makeshift tube even faster and harder.

The twink's shaft got heavier.  He felt the urge building inside.  "You're gonna make me cum again!" he announced.

"That's the idea," Brick said as he spit into his own hands to lube them up again.  He attacked the length of the intern's rod with both hands.

Brick shoved his face between Pete's legs.  This time, he bypassed the ballsac and headed straight for the sensitive area between the base of Pete's shaft and his sweet twinkhole.

Pete's legs bounced and shook with growing excitement.  The sensations came from so many places at once on his body, he didn't know where to focus.  The only thing he could be sure of was that he was about to explode all over Senator Scrotorum for the second time that evening.

Brick felt it in the stud's cock too.  That tell-tale pulsation followed by a sudden extra bit of stiffness filled his hands.

"Please, Sir, don't stop.  I want to cum for you," the intern said.

Brick repositioned himself in his original kneeling stance right in front of Pete.  Brick worked the hard cock faster and faster, never taking his hands off it.  He looked up into Pete's eyes, but he only saw the bottom white portion.  Pete's eyes were half-way rolled into his head from the sexual frenzy.

Pete had no control over his body.  It was entirely in Brick's hands, literally and figuratively.

"Do it," Brick ordered.

"Yes, Sir," Pete panted.

"Cum for me now!"
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