
  [image: Cover]


  IN FLESH AND STONE


  By Hal Bodner


  
    
      [image: (jutoh) MIlogo-Final]
    

  


  A Macabre Ink Production


  Macabre Ink is an imprint of Crossroad Press


  Digital Edition published by Crossroad Press


  Smashwords edition published at Smashwords by Crossroad Press



  Crossroad Press Digital Edition 2019


  Original publication by Ravenous Romance—2009


  Copyright © Hal Bodner


  LICENSE NOTES


  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  Meet the Author


  
    
      [image: ]
    

  


  Hal Bodner is the author of the best-selling gay vampire novel, Bite Club and the lupine sequel, The Trouble With Hairy. He tells people that he was born in East Philadelphia because no one knows where Cherry Hill, New Jersey is. The obstetrician who delivered him was C. Everett Coop, the future U.S. Surgeon General who put warnings on cigarette packs. Thus, from birth, Hal was destined to become a heavy smoker.


  He moved to West Hollywood in the 1980s and has rarely left the city limits since. He cannot even find his way around Beverly Hills—which is the next town over.


  Hal has been an entertainment lawyer, a scheduler for a 976 sex telephone line, a theater reviewer and the personal assistant to a television star. For a while, he owned Heavy Petting, a pet boutique where all the movie stars shopped for their Pomeranians. Until recently, he owned an exotic bird shop.


  He has never been a waiter.


  He lives with assorted dogs, and birds, the most notable of which is an eighty year old irritable, flesh-eating military macaw named after his icon—Tallulah. He often quips he is a slave to fur and feathers and regrets only that he isn’t referring to mink and marabou. He does not have cats because he tends to sneeze on them.


  Having reached middle-age, he remembers Nixon.


  He was widowed in his early forties and can sometimes be found sunbathing at his late partner's grave while trying to avoid cemetery caretakers screaming at him to put his shirt back on.


  Hal has also written a few erotic paranormal romances—which he refers to as “supernatural smut”—most notably In Flesh and Stone and For Love of the Dead. While his salacious imagination is unbounded, he much prefers his comedic roots and he is currently pecking away at a series of bitterly humorous gay super hero novels.


  He married again—this time legally—to a wonderful man who is young enough not to know that Liza Minnelli is Judy Garland’s daughter. As a result, Hal has recently discovered that the use of hair dye is rarely an adequate substitute for Viagra.


  Hal's website is www.wehovampire.com and he encourages fans to send him email at Hal@wehovampire.com. It may take him a month or so, but he generally responds to almost everyone who writes to him with the sole exception of prisoners who request free copies of his books accompanied by naked pictures.


  Bibliography


  A Study in Spandex (forthcoming)


  Bite Club


  Fabulous in Tights (forthcoming)


  For Love of the Dead


  In Flesh and Stone


  The Trouble With Hairy


  DISCOVER CROSSROAD PRESS


  Visit the Crossroad site for information about all available products and authors


  Check out our blog


  Subscribe to our Newsletter for information about new releases, promotions, and to receive a free eBook


  Find and follow us on Facebook


  
    
      [image: cp]
    

  


  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at crossroad@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  Dedication


  In memory of James Michael Auger Stewart


  Table of Contents


  


  CHAPTER 1


  CHAPTER 2


  CHAPTER 3


  CHAPTER 4


  CHAPTER 5


  CHAPTER 6


  CHAPTER 7


  CHAPTER 8


  CHAPTER 9


  CHAPTER 10


  CHAPTER 11


  CHAPTER 12


  CHAPTER 1


  The only time Alex could remember being surrounded by so many naked dicks was many years ago in the steam room at the gym. He’d been younger then, certainly more limber and ever so much more eager to please. Even now, after all this time, the recollection brought a flush of mingled pleasure and shame to his cheeks – with not a little pride at his versatility and accomplished skill thrown in for good measure.


  Ah! The nights of drinking and dancing until the bars closed at two in the morning, with the occasional toot thrown in—but only if the trick insisted and was exceptionally hot. Alex had never been one for drugs. Alcohol, of course, was another matter. Recently, his fridge had been converted into the quintessential larder of a gay bachelor: a jar of peanut butter, a few lemons which had moved past their prime before he could use them, various protein powder canisters, a few light beers and an unopened bag of organic greens. The rest of the shelves were practically bare except for bottle each of club soda and tonic water and two cans of diet cola, the residue of a container of low-fat dressing and some half-eaten sandwiches in doggy bags from nearby restaurants. Not to be overlooked was the quart of Stoli chilling in the freezer compartment. It was conveniently stashed next to an ancient package of boneless, skinless chicken breasts he’d bought to save money by cooking at home, but had somehow never gotten around to.


  Not to say there hadn’t been times, not too long ago, when the fridge had been replete with delicacies and the makings for healthy dinners for two. But the one constant had always been the cold vodka next to the ice cube tray.


  His mind wandered away from the contents of his fridge and back to the party days of his halcyon youth. Doubtless, the dicks staring him in the face had something to do with the redirection of his memory.


  Back then, once the bouncers had finished ushering out the stragglers and patrolling the restrooms to make sure no one had either collapsed in the stalls from an overdose or, more commonly, had decided to skip getting a motel room in favor of sucking off a trick on top of the commode, the doors of the bar would be locked and chained. Then, the night would truly begin.


  Hollywood boasted a smattering of after-hours gay clubs. Sometimes, they could be fun and, the few times he’d gone, Alex had met some very interesting young men who had proven to be equally as interested in him. But state law prohibited the sale of booze after the bars closed and, frankly, Alex had always found that social intercourse, and other types of intercourse as well, always went more smoothly and was made much easier when lubricated by a dry martini or Sea Breeze. The local bathhouse might have been an option, but Alex had preconceived notions of dark corridors suffused with the smell of mildew and cheap disinfectant, populated by extraordinarily skinny or hugely obese lecherous old codgers with more hair on their backs than on their heads, arms grasping to seize Alex’s toned and muscled body and drag him into the depths of their cubicles for God only knew what, nevermore to see the light of day.


  Of course, that was before he’d met Tony.


  Things changed when you got married. You still got to witness the dawn once in a while, but it was usually because you and your husband were getting up before sunrise in order to catch a plane for a well-earned vacation in Hawaii and not because you were stumbling in still drunk from the night before. You started to think less about things like maintaining your social circle of people who, while they might be physically attractive, you didn’t really like, and you started looking at the Ikea catalogue in a new light and paying attention to the Year End Savings Sales at Macy’s to see if they had reduced the price on the couch you and your spouse had been lusting for. You even—perish the thought—started to pay attention to that little voice in your head that whispered, “You already have a husband, right? So, why are you still spending so much time in the gym? Twice a week is enough to keep things looking good without going overboard. Besides, he says he likes you better with a little extra meat on your bones.”


  You got comfortable.


  But the comfort was gone, vanished like the days of partying until he could barely walk. At the moment, Alex didn’t have the emotional fortitude to start searching for a new companion, and he sure as hell knew he didn’t have the physical capacity nor the flexibility to abuse his body like he once could.


  Instead, he stood surrounded by dicks.


  There were twelve of them. Thirteen, actually, if he counted the twins, and he definitely counted the twins. Some were fully erect, slim and mushroom headed, ridged with throbbing veins. A few were barely tumescent but showed impressive promise. The longest was—and Alex prided himself on being an excellent judge in matters of this importance—very close to twelve inches, with a head that could only be described as eagerly perky. The shortest was tougher to estimate, being only semi-erect, but Alex suspected the startling heft and thickness of the thing would more than make up for any lack of the distance it could penetrate. Most, Alex suspected, were not circumcised, but insofar as those dicks most prominently displayed were concerned, the foreskin had been gathered where the shaft met the head—so it was hard to tell for sure.


  They were, quite possibly, thirteen of the most magnificent dicks Alex had ever seen—and the bodies attached to the dicks were nothing to sneeze at either.


  Though the twins had far from the most spectacular physiques of the group, Alex found himself drawn to them more than to the others. He doubted he’d have been able to imagine two physical specimens of young manhood more his “type” than they were. Besides, there were two of them, identically beautiful, and even the passing fancy of what kinds of erotic tripods could result from that combination made Alex’s shorts uncomfortably tight. They were obviously natural athletes; he envisioned them stripped to loincloths, their oiled bodies sweating under the broiling Mediterranean sun of some ancient Greek Olympic field, muscles straining as they threw javelins or hurled the discus in perfect synchronicity. Better yet, he pictured them completely naked—and since they were already naked, his creative juices weren’t taxed too hard to form the mental picture—sweating in some sandy arena while they wrestled, sun-bronzed arms and legs intertwined, chests heaving with grunts of effort, bits of dirt clinging artistically to perspiration-soaked shoulders and backs. They stood, each with an arm draped casually around his brother’s shoulder, shyly smiling at Alex with expressions hinting of erotic delights that could only be performed in groups of more than two.


  The other eleven men were all in their own unique ways equally stunning. Even the hirsute, thick-chested fellow in the corner with the shoulders of a linebacker and the humongous dick proudly at attention in a field of lush, wiry dark hair-covered legs and a veritable forest of crotch—though Alex was not normally attracted to guys who weren’t smooth, or at the least trimmed or shaved—even he was someone Alex would be loath to kick out of bed for eating crackers. More likely, he’d do whatever was most likely to get him into bed in the first place—up to and including sacrificing his first-born child to some pagan god of lust, were he ever to consider having a kid.


  Certainly, there was enough variety of male flesh to keep him entertained for months. Broad, heavy chests, manly chests, sheathed with muscle and tipped with large, full nipples to suckle at. Slim, wasp-waisted younger men, with tapered V-shapes, washboard stomachs and what Alex thought of as “poppy seed nipples” to be teased and licked. Impressive shoulders and massive biceps strong enough to lift him clean off his feet, cradle him in strong arms and carry him to some erotic orgy before overpowering him with such force that Alex would only be able to bite the pillow and moan as the weight of his lover forced him deeper into the mattress. Lithe, dancer builds, all smooth skin and flexibility so Alex would want to be the aggressor and guide the young athlete into new contortions, experimenting with novel positions where arms and legs could stretch and twist to reach all sorts of interesting places—and occupy themselves with even more interesting titillation.


  And the faces! Even the few older men—perhaps nearing forty—were exquisitely beautiful. Whether he was grinning at the youngest of the bunch, a youth of barely twenty with almond eyes, thin lips bearing the start of a shy smile and a sharp, angled jaw evoking some wood sprite lurking in the foliage of an enchanted forest, eager for naked playtime, or if he was distracted by the craggy handsomeness of the more mature daddy-type with all the hair below the waist, Alex could scarce find a single flaw in any of the men’s perfection. Such magnificent nudity, such an overload of perfectly honed bodies, such raw sensuality…well, Alex had been pretty much operating on auto-pilot since he first entered the room and saw them.


  As for his own dick? Evidently, its auto-pilot had already shifted into overdrive.


  Alex glanced down at his cotton shorts and regretted having decided not to change after his morning jog. He’d figured, with so much work to do today, a lot of it likely to involve a substantial amount of sweat and grime, he’d might as well not have to soil an extra pair for the laundry. But he hadn’t counted on the reaction the thirteen stunning men were producing. He was leaking like a sieve, his jock strap was already soaked through and, he feared, the pre-cum would very shortly work its way through the running shorts themselves to display itself.


  Hopefully, over the next few hours, he could work up enough of a sweat to hide the telltale signs of his arousal.


  He took a last, lingering look at the dicks, making sure to take in as many details of each for later consideration as he could, and sighed. Sadly, Alex knew he’d have plenty of time to closely examine every inch of them in the coming weeks.


  For the foreseeable future, these thirteen statues would be his only companions and would provide his only erotic release.


  There was a muffled curse from the doorway, followed by a string of much more audible cursing and a thump. Alex winced at the sound of a wooden crate hitting the marble floor and hoped nothing had been damaged.


  “Jesus, Alex! I thought you were going to help me with all this sh…” The voice of the young man trailed off as he caught his first glimpse of the dicks. “Wow!” Midnight blue eyes sparkled with something akin to lust as the shirtless, dark auburn-haired young man took in the details. “This is your new apartment?”


  Alex couldn’t suppress a grin, tinged with just the tiniest bit of embarrassment that he’d been caught. “Yeah. It’s great, isn’t it?”


  “I’ll say! It sure as hell beats porn any day. Although…” The man in the doorway frowned at the statues. “…it’s not like they can actually…perform, is it?”


  “That, my dear Corey, is one of the truly sad things in the universe.”


  Corey craned his neck to examine the thirteen men in awe. “How the heck did they get here?” He pointed. “I think that one’s my favorite. I’d do him in a bar any day. Hell, I’d do him in Macy’s window if I got the chance.”


  Alex’s eyes followed the line of Corey’s finger. “That’s Aries, I think. Wait, no. Taurus. You always did have a thing for older guys with big balls.”


  “Daddy, Daddy!” Corey’s head bobbed enthusiastically. “Bull balls. Lemme at ’em.”


  “I kind of like Gemini myself.”


  “Knowing you, that’s a surprise?”


  Corey scratched an itch on his chest with studied idleness. Alex wasn’t fooled for a minute. The way Corey’s fingers kept brushing his own nipple while he scratched, the way they lightly flicked over the sparse hair surrounding the aureole, Alex knew the movement was anything but casual. With his next words, Corey confirmed Alex’s suspicions.


  “You may be my age, but I never had a problem with your balls, if you can remember that long ago.” Corey’s grin was practically a leer. It was abundantly clear what he wanted.


  Their time together as regular lovers had come and gone a long time ago; they’d been college roommates at the time. The finale had come about, not because of any fading of attraction, but simply because Tony had come into Alex’s life. Corey was good sex. Hell, he was pretty amazing sex, actually. But with Tony, there had been more—there still was more. With Tony, there was love.


  Still, Corey was standing there making his desires known and Tony was obviously not available. He considered. Bedding Corey—or rather flooring Corey, as the bed was still packed in the truck—would be a solution of sorts. Even when he and Tony were together and ostensibly monogamous, or at least more monogamous than most gay couples, Tony had always tolerated a special dispensation for Corey. Tony knew Alex and Corey had been lovers of convenience for four years; Alex had hidden nothing. Tony also realized the close friendship between the two had developed independently of the sex. Corey was just too damned easy to like and the very qualities that made him such a great companion, Tony had intuited, were the ones that made it impossible for Alex and Corey to ever have a more meaningful intimate relationship.


  Corey took nothing seriously—except sex, parties and the gym. He was one of those beautiful youngish gay men whose wallet was always full enough to pay the cover and stand for a round of drinks, yet never seemed to have any permanent gainful employment. Normally, Alex would have suspected a sugar daddy lurked somewhere in Corey’s background, but he knew better. There had been gifts from admirers, of course, some of them quite expensive. The truck they’d used to move Alex’s belongings was one such present. Most of them though, came in the form of trips to exotic locations, fancy dinners and overpriced clothing. Having spent many hours at Corey’s apartment, Alex knew the dresser drawers were brimming with overpriced trendy labeled underwear and swimsuits, the closets were packed full of tight shirts and even tighter jeans, all of them purchased for him by men who took great delight in having Corey model them for him in the clothing stores. The watches and jewelry Corey generally returned or, if he didn’t know where his latest beau had originally bought them, pawned for whatever he could get.


  It netted enough, Alex supposed, for Corey to get by so long as he supplemented his income with the occasional cater-waiter job or a stint posing at photo shoots for one of the ubiquitous skin mags. For a while, Corey had dabbled in online Web cam sex. It may have been the only time the redhead had ever made consistently decent money in his life. But, having to have sex on camera at predesignated times, Corey had confessed, simply bored the crap out of him and, as he had put it, cramped his style. He’d done two porno films but was disenchanted almost immediately and complained that on-camera sex was mostly about angles and lighting and not very much fun at all. Though Corey’s two titles were still selling very well and Corey had been offered what seemed to Alex to be an exorbitant amount of money to be naked and have sex with hot strangers on camera, he had consistently declined.


  Alex took a long moment to let his eyes rove up and down Corey’s body. It was well-muscled from long days spent working out at the gym, and the hours on the stair machine and stationary bike had certainly paid off; there was nary an ounce of body fat on him. His belly was cut like one of those suits of body armor Hollywood costumers were so fond of putting on cinema superheroes, and the striations of his shoulder muscles and back were clearly visible through the skin—and through most of the skin tight shirts he wore when he deigned to wear a shirt in the first place. A compact torso with a smattering of sun-bleached hair on the chest, descending in a pleasure trail down his stomach completed the picture of his upper body.


  Corey knew damned well Alex was drinking him in with his eyes and sought to tempt him further. He clasped his fingers together behind his head in a calculated stretch, showing off the V-shape of his torso and arching his back to force the muscles of his chest into greater definition. His nipples were hard from the attention his fingers had been giving them a moment earlier and, he knew, twin trickles of sweat wound their way from his armpits down his sides toward the waistband of his low-hanging cut-off shorts. He moved one foot slightly forward, intentionally flexing his thigh to make every cut stand out, unconsciously striking a pose that would have fit in well with the thirteen statues lining the walls.


  “It’s been a long time,” Corey whispered. “Look, I’m even sweating. You know how much you like that.”


  Alex swallowed to moisten his throat, suddenly grown dry. It was true. Corey was one of those guys who, in spite of a head of hair that tended towards red, had been gifted with dark, thick skin that tanned to a golden bronze. He spent days at the beach, oiled up and broiling in the sun, coming home to lather himself with moisturizer so his skin stayed supple and smooth. He was also one of those lucky people who, however much they might sweat from heat or exertion—and Corey perspired liberally—never gave off a rank odor. Alex remembered many a college afternoon or evening spent naked in bed while licking the salty fluid from his roommate’s body, delaying the moment when he could bury his face in the pit of Corey’s arms, at the precise spot where the muscles of his back met his sides, and languorously breathe in the scent of him, musky and wholesome, with just a touch of something wild and earthy. The smell of Corey’s body—now that it had sprung to mind, Alex imagined he could sense it even while standing several feet away—was usually enough to encourage his dick to swell even further.


  “Is that for me?” Corey feigned surprise, blinking his eyelashes in a parody of a coquette, his gazed fixed on the telltale bulge in Alex’s shorts.


  Alex was about to move forward, to doff his own shirt in a single motion to press his own chest against Corey’s naked flesh and dive right in, but at the last moment, he hesitated. Sadness washed over him.


  Instantly, Cory abandoned all salaciousness and was at his side, fingers kneading Alex’s shoulders, comforting him as the waterworks started.


  “Aw, Jesus, Alex. I’m sorry. I didn’t think.”


  “No, that’s okay.” Alex choked back the sobs and turned into Corey’s embrace, hugging him without any sensuality, just to let him know he was forgiven.


  “You know,” Corey said, stroking Alex’s honey brown hair to soothe him. “You’re gonna have needs, buddy boy. At some point, you’re gonna give in to ’em. At least with me, you don’t have all that guilt about being unfaithful. Tony wouldn’t mind.”


  “I can’t. Not just yet.”


  Corey kissed him gently on the forehead, slowly moving his mouth down across his face, licking up the remains of his tears, finally teasing at the corners of Alex’s lips with the tip of his tongue. Alex opened his mouth and, without volition, moaned and Corey was quick to take advantage of the movement, sealing Alex’s mouth with his, tongue probing until he felt his slightly shorter friend’s body shudder.


  All of Alex’s resistance fled. He sagged into Corey’s chest, breaking the kiss so his tongue was free to move about his friend’s upper body. He licked his upper chest, hungrily sucking at Corey’s large nipples, biting the tips gently as he knew Corey liked. All the while his hands roved Corey’s back, grasping and kneading at the muscles on either side of his backbone, finally coming to rest with two handfuls of taut, hard-muscled ass, squeezing and prodding the mounds.


  “You need this, baby,” Corey murmured. “You really, really do.”


  “There’s…there’s nothing…” Alex gasped, then to clarify, “No bed. No furniture.”


  Corey just smiled and, with the ease of long practice, flipped the front of Alex’s T-shirt over his head, baring his chest but leaving his arms still in the sleeves and his upper back still covered with cloth.


  “If I remember…,” Corey began playfully. He ran the backs of his hands over Alex’s naked flesh lightly, barely disturbing the fine, almost invisible hairs, circling the slabs of his chest, brushing the tips of the nipples until he elicited a moan before moving lower. Wiggling his fingers like he was mimicking a spider crawling, or playing the keys of a phantom piano, he lightly tickled Alex’s stomach and upper groin. Finally, he began playing with the sparse hair just below Alex’s navel, tugging the hairs gently one by one while his friend gasped. “…this is something you like. Or did I get it wrong?”


  “No!” Alex managed to blurt. “It’s right. Damn! It’s so right.”


  So skillfully that Alex didn’t know what had happened until the cooler air of the room caused goose bumps on his upper groin, Corey undid the button on Alex’s shorts and unzipped the fly to expose the soaked-through jock.


  “My, my! What have we here?” Corey teased.


  He gently guided Alex a few steps until his back was pressed against the wall, not bothering to remove his T-shirt completely. He knelt, rolling the cotton shorts down Alex’s legs, making sure his hands stayed in contact to tickle the hairs on the way down, until they were lying around his ankles. Then he sat back on his heels to enjoy the view.


  Alex stood leaning against the wall, shirt bunched at his shoulders, chest bared and heaving, naked down to his ankles except for the jock strap.


  “Hot!” was Corey’s only comment before he leaned forward to nuzzle at Alex’s cotton-covered dick, nipping the material and some of the flesh beneath lightly, tantalizing for a few long moments while Alex made involuntary guttural noises in the back of his throat. With his teeth, Corey latched onto the elastic band and, drawing it out an inch, allowed it to snap back and was rewarded when Alex arched forward and remained standing only because the tops of his shoulders were still against the wall. An instant later, his body slammed back against the smooth expanse of paneling and he cried out.


  “Not yet.” Corey looked up, his face split by a mischievous grin. “I’m just getting started.”


  He attacked the bulge in Alex’s jockstrap anew, using teeth and lips and tongue with consummate skill honed by years of doing the exact same thing to the endless progression of models, wannabe actors and personal trainers who made up his usual sex partners. He could taste Alex’s sweat from his earlier jog in the cloth, salty and sharp, musky and warm. Had his mouth not been occupied, he would have smiled at the other flavor he knew so well, the vaguely woodsy, almost mushroom taste of pre-cum. Alex’s ability to shoot prodigious loads after hours of leaking was one of Corey’s most cherished rewards for teasing him for as long as he possibly could.


  Corey regretted this was not one of those times. Though he would have loved the chance to stretch this out for the rest of the day, Alex was in no condition to withstand that kind of treatment. Besides, they had to finish moving him into the new apartment. Nevertheless, there was no point in moving things to the finish too quickly. Corey would take his time and enjoy himself.


  In very short order, the jockstrap was dripping wet with a combination of Corey’s saliva and the forerunners of Alex’s sperm. When he judged the time was right, he used his teeth to grasp the jock and free the blond’s throbbing penis to leap and bob, seeking any friction that would allow release. At the same time, he reached into his own waistband and skillfully rolled down his shorts—unlike Alex, he never wore anything underneath—to reveal his own pulsing erection.


  With one hand, he grasped his cock, stroking it with increasing speed; the other snaked around to Alex’s rear, toying with the hairs on his friend’s ass, lubricating his fingers with Alex’s sweat. Slowly, he teased the indentation of Alex’s hole, circling the opening, feeling the blood pulsing in the tender tissue, his nails scratching lightly at the sensitive skin. It wasn’t long before Corey felt what he’d been waiting for, the slight spasmodic pucker and widening of Alex’s hole.


  Corey smiled, and attacked. He thrust two fingers into Alex’s gaping hole. At the same instant, he opened his mouth wide and, in a second, he had wrapped his mouth around Alex’s pulsing cock, swallowing the full length of it, feeling the warm throb at the back of his throat. Alex cried out, an inarticulate primal sound, and clenched his fingers in Corey’s hair. Thrusting helplessly, he toppled forward, bearing Corey to the marble floor, pumping and moaning while Corey’s talented fingers probed even more deeply into his asshole, fucking his face with movements like a lascivious rodeo star trying to stay astride a bucking bull.


  Corey loved the taste and feel of Alex’s cock in his mouth; he always found it strangely comforting, a familiar emotional sensation from his carefree past. He guessed the warm inner glow he felt was akin to what some people experienced when they smelled fresh baked brownies which took them back to their childhood. In Corey’s case, the salty hot maleness transported him back to college when he didn’t need to concern himself with mundane trivialities like making a living. No, it was a happier time, when his only concerns were how quickly he could manage to screw the quarterback or the majority of the boys’ swim team.


  He felt the pulse of Alex’s cock—which had always been prone to a peculiar throb just before it actually shot—and knew Alex was about to climax. Eagerly, he increased the pace on his own cock and was rewarded. Gasping, thrashing and heaving, their climaxes were virtually simultaneous. A thick ribbon of milky white sperm shot from Corey’s dick in a long stream, splattering onto the floor between Alex’s feet. Corey’s jaws and neck ached from the effort of trying to still move his mouth up and down the shaft at the same time he was swallowing. Closing his throat to prolong things and squeeze the last few spasmed drops from Alex’s still-hard dick, Corey regretted only that the moment of climax was too quickly passed. He longed to extend it, in delicious stasis, for ever and ever.


  Though he had been with more beautiful men
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