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			Dedication

			As always, this is dedicated to my parents—Robert O. Lewis and Dolores C. Lewis—and to the diva dog, Bonita. 

		

	
		
			1

			Circuit Party

			Cameron moved his body to the beat of the house music thumping through the speakers. The shirt he had tucked into the back pocket of his jeans was lost a long time ago. A sheen of sweat coated his smooth bare chest. Surrounded by hot sexy men in similar states, he let himself forget he—very publically—broke up with his fiancé two weeks ago. 

			For a little while, he was just Cameron: not Alex’s ex fiancé, not Sexy Lexi’s nephew, not the hottest gossip item of the moment. He could forget that scene at the party he was forced to relive over and over again because the video of it went viral. 

			Then, there were the memes. They were the worst. They were everywhere.

			He didn’t have to worry about any of that tonight. Tonight, he could lose himself in the mesh of hard, sweaty bodies, in the exploratory hands groping his cock or cupping his ass. Here, he loses himself in the unspoken promise of sex and drugs, ready and available for those looking for it.

			Drugs weren’t Cameron’s thing, but the sex…the sex was definitely his thing. He figured the best way to heal the hole in his heart was by filling his other hole. Right now, he had eyes on the shirtless, tattooed, muscled stud dancing on the box who would hopefully be filling one or both of his holes. The man was only a few feet away, but on the crowded dance floor it may as well be a million miles. 

			Moving his hips in time with the music, Cameron raised his arms above his head and twirled in the jumble of men. Casually glancing up with predatory eyes, he saw he succeeded in catching the attention of his prey. Lowering one hand, he ran it down his sweat-sheened chest and past his flat, taut stomach to hook into the top of his low-cut jeans. 

			The move had the desired effect. The man hopped off the box and shouldered his way to Cameron, and as he approached, hands from the faceless crowd casually roamed his body. An interloper wrapped their arms around the tattooed stud’s neck. Cameron was pleased to watch the intruder be spun and released in the throngs of writhing bodies. 

			When the man finally stood before Cameron, he pulled Cameron against his body. Their bodies were flush, crotches grinding in time with the music. He leaned in for a kiss. Cameron deftly deflected it by turning in the man’s arms and grinding his ass into the man’s crotch. The man read the message loud and clear.

			His lips brushed over Cameron’s ear as he spoke just loud enough to be heard, “Let’s go to the bathroom.”

			The man didn’t wait for the obvious answer. Taking Cameron by the hand, he plowed through the crowd. The dirty looks they got from the displaced people turned into knowing smiles once they saw where Cameron and his escort were going. He shoved his way into the bathroom where men were loitering about.

			A bathroom stall door swung open and three men came stumbling out. Before anyone else could claim the prized available stall, the tattooed man pulled in Cameron. Cameron could hear the protesting shouts from the men they pushed ahead of. Cameron didn’t care. They’d get theirs, just like he was about to get his.

			In the tiny four-by-four stall, Cameron got a good look at his stud: the etched lines around his eyes, the ruddy brown of his overly tanned skin, and the receding hairline of his short yet overly styled hair. Cameron chose to focus on the bulging, gym-toned, decorated muscles and the outline of the fat, juicy cock in the man’s tight shorts. 

			The man leaned into Cameron. He was zeroing in on Cameron’s lips. With a slight panic in his voice, Cameron stopped the man with a hand on his chest and said, “I don’t kiss.”

			If the man was offended, it was not reflected in the grin he gave Cameron. “Cool. Too intimate. I get it. You don’t mind shoving your cock down my throat, do you?”

			The man suddenly dropped down to his knees and started working open Cameron’s jeans. Cameron leaned back against the rickety partition wall. The tattooed man worked down Cameron’s jeans to reveal the basic black jock strap underneath. His cock was hard and throbbing in the confines of the cotton pouch. The tattooed man pulled the pouch aside, setting Cameron’s ten inch cock free. 

			Cameron looked down to see the man stroking his cock and grinning triumphantly. “Twinks always have the biggest dicks.” He doesn’t say this to Cameron, but more to himself. Cameron’s cock is pressed to his taut stomach. “Nice set of balls too,” he said before burying himself in Cameron’s groin.

			Cameron closed his eyes, enjoying the feel of the man’s soft lips and warm tongue on his balls. Throwing one hand back to grab the top of the partition and the other moving to the back of the man’s head, Cameron groaned, “Fuck yeah. Eat those fucking balls.”

			From one ball to the other, the man worked them while stroking a steady stream of precum out of his own cock. Cameron spread his legs a little further, letting the man slip into the tender area between his thighs and groin. Cameron’s legs nearly buckled from the feel of his tongue lapping at the sweat and musk. 

			The tattooed man moaned into Cameron’s skin as his hand continued to pump Cameron’s cock, milking streams of precum which ran down Cameron’s dick and coated his hand. He seemed perfectly content in prolonging this casual circuit party hook up, but Cameron needed this man on his dick. The men outside waiting needed this stall.

			Taking his hand off the partition, Cameron nudged the tattooed man’s hand off his cock and replaced it with his own. With his other hand he pushed the man back from his crotch. “Suck my fucking dick,” Cameron growled in a lustful voice he didn’t recognize. 

			Cameron aimed, then pulled the tattooed man onto his cock. It slipped easily between the tattooed man’s lips and into his hungry throat. Cameron could feel the man’s tongue working the underside of his shaft as he held him onto his cock. 

			The tattooed man’s nose was pressed into Cameron’s hairless crotch, and he waited for the tattooed man to start coughing and sputtering before letting him off. The man only pulled off until he held the tip of Cameron’s cock in his mouth. He felt the tattooed man’s tongue running over his crown and brushing over his piss slit.

			“Oh, fuck yeah. Swallow that cock,” Cameron moaned when his cock disappeared once again down the tattooed man’s throat. Cameron’s right hand found the tiny nub of his left nipple. Running his thumb over it, Cameron closed his eyes and groaned, “Swallow that fucking cock.”

			The tattooed man moaned around Cameron’s cock. He alternated between fast and slow, stroking the head of Cameron’s dick with his tongue when he could. Cameron’s dick throbbed with the threat of detonation in the man’s mouth, but Cameron needed that one extra push to set him off. He needed this tattooed stud slamming into his ass.

			Pulling off Cameron’s cock, the tattooed stud began stroking Cameron’s cock. “You’ve got a nice cock man. I need it in me.” He stood up quickly and turned around. He lowered the back of his tight shorts to reveal his toasted buns and said, “I’m pre-lubed, so just stick it in.”

			Cameron hesitated a minute before reaching out and running his hand over the toned ass cheeks. He rarely ever topped. Alex never let him top. Now, running his hand over the tight and firm buttocks presented to him by this tattooed stud, the voice in his head told him to go for it.

			“Bend over.” Cameron put his hand on the tattooed man’s back and pushed him into position. With his other hand, he lined his cock up with the man’s prepared hole. He pushed in, sliding easily into the man. Cameron could feel the heat of the tattooed man’s body surrounding his cock, the pulsing of the man’s insides massaging his dick as he sank deeper and deeper into the man.

			“You can take some dick,” Cameron commented when he realized he was balls-deep in the tattooed man, and he hadn’t even flinched.

			The tattooed man grinned back over his shoulder at Cameron. “You don’t have to be gentle with me. I can take it.”

			Cameron tested the tattooed man’s words by slowly pulling an inch or so out and slamming back in. The man barely let out a grunt. Cameron took a firmer hold on his hips and thrusted furiously into the tattooed man. His slender hips crashed so hard into the man’s muscled ass he was certain he’d have bruises the next day.

			Try as he might, Cameron was just on the brink of his climatic surge. He couldn’t quite get to that precipice, though he could feel it churning in his balls screaming to get out. Cameron pumped harder and harder, hoping to reach that point where he would just pop, but he just couldn’t.

			“Breed me man. Breed my ass,” the tattooed man called back to Cameron. 

			Cameron gritted his teeth. He was right there. He just needed something to trigger him, to unleash what felt like a tidal wave from his bouncing balls into this hot, sexy man. He knew he could just pull his cock out and jerk it out all over this hot stud’s ass, but that’s not what he wanted. That’s not what his tattooed stud wanted.

			Cameron closed his eyes. “I’m going to fucking breed you. I’m going to pump you so full.” Cameron pictured their roles reversed. The hot tattooed stud was pumping into him, pressing him against the partition wall. “Oh, God.” Cameron threw his head back. “Fuck!”

			Cameron’s ass clenched. His balls drew up, his cock exploding deep inside this nameless tattooed stud. He continued thrusting with short needy thrusts as his dick pulsed inside the man. He felt the tremors of his orgasm reverberate through his body. 

			Cameron let out a shudder before pulling out. “Damn, I needed that.” 

			“Me, too.” The tattooed man stood as he pulled his shorts up over his freshly fucked ass. 

			Cameron grabbed some tissue off the roll and wiped the remnants of his seed off his cock. The tattooed man was on his knees playing with his sock. Awkwardly Cameron asked, “Do you want me to, um, help you out?” 

			“Naw, I’m good.” The tattooed man stood. He winked at Cameron. “I hope to get a couple more loads before the night is over.”

			Cameron pulled his pants up and tucked away his dick. “Oh, okay. Well, it was fun.”

			The tattooed man held out a card. “Hey, do you think you could maybe give your aunt my information? I’ve got a popular OnlyFans account.”

			“Sure.” Cameron took the card with a phony smile.

			The man adjusted his cock in his pants. “Great. Look, it was fun, but I’ve got more loads to sniff out.” 

			“Go. Do your thing man,” Cameron said, playing with the card just to have something to do with his hands.

			“Catch you later, man. Oink. Oink.” The tattooed man gave Cameron another wink, then left the stall.

			Cameron had to push his way through four men claiming the open stall. He quickly exited the bathroom, only stopping at the trash to deposit the tattooed stud’s card. This always happened since that damn video went viral. They didn’t want him. They wanted his connections. 

		

	
		
			2

			Coffee and Disappointment

			Stepping into the tiny coffee shop, Carlos’s stomach twisted into nervous knots. It was easy to spot his sister Marisol sitting at a table at the far end of the shop with her usual drink, a Caramel Frappuccino, in front of her. Her long, thick, wavy hair cascaded down to her shoulders, framing her pensive face. When she saw him, her face didn’t light up. 

			I shouldn’t have come. Carlos could see the distraught etched on her face. It’s been three years, and she still can’t smile when she sees me.

			She didn’t even stand to hug him when he approached the table, giving him the weakest smile before he sat down. Carlos was tempted to order a coffee before sitting down, but he knew it would just delay the painful conversation for which he was here. Plus, he’d probably be gone before it came.

			They sat for a moment in an uneasy silence before Carlos spoke. “How are you, Marisol?”

			“I’m good.” Marisol looked everywhere but at him. She then quickly asked, “How are you?”

			Shaking his head, Carlos chuckled. He could tell she really didn’t care. If she did, she would have helped him when their parents kicked him out at seventeen for being gay and had no place to go. She would have tried to find him in the three years since he had been living on the streets.

			Carlos folded his arms on the table and deliberately looked her in the eyes. “Cut the shit, Marisol. I haven’t heard from you or anyone else in the family since Mom and Dad kicked me out. You went through all the trouble of getting me a message that you needed to talk to me. Now talk.”

			Marisol played with the straw in her drink. Carlos saw she was obviously uncomfortable, either from what she had to say, or by simply being here with him. It was when he started to get up from the table that she finally said, “Wait!”

			Carlos sat back down. He was beginning to question his judgment in coming here. “Why are you here, Marisol? Why am I here?”

			Marisol finally looked at Carlos and said, “We saw the news.”

			For a moment, Carlos let himself believe they cared. “You guys were worried?”

			“No. Well, yes,” she blurted, then took a long sip from her Frappuccino to shut herself up. 

			Disappointed, Carlos asked, “What is it then?”

			Marisol stared at her cup. “Everyone knows you do those … those movies now.”

			“I do porn,” Carlos sighed. “I do gay porn.”

			Marisol looked around quickly to see if anyone heard him. “Yes,” she said in a hushed whisper. “Mom and Dad are so embarrassed. You need to stop.”

			Carlos didn’t even realize he was laughing as he spoke. “Seriously? They are embarrassed by me doing gay porn, but not embarrassed they threw their son out on the streets for being gay?”

			“It’s not funny. We’re a good Christian family. It’s shameful for you to be doing this,” Marisol whispered angrily.

			“Oh, it’s hilarious,” Carlos countered. “Were Mom and Dad being ‘good Christians’ when they tossed me out onto the streets? Were you being a ‘good Christian’ when I came to you for help, and you slammed the door in my face?”

			“That’s not fair!” Marisol shot back louder than she intended. Her eyes darted around to see if her raised voice had caught anyone’s attention before settling back on Carlos. “You know we couldn’t have your perversions in our homes. I have little children.”

			Carlos scoffed, his lips curling into an unhappy smile. “So, I’m no longer part of the family but you all can dictate my life?”

			“If you had only gone to counseling. You can still go. They can help you with your sickness.” Marisol’s eyes were big, round and pleading. 

			Carlos couldn’t believe she could be this naive, this blind. “Counseling? I’m not sick, Marisol! I’m gay!”

			“Keep your voice down. You’re making a scene,” Marisol said sternly, seeing the few customers and staff looking at them.

			Carlos stood, causing the chair to scrape loudly on the floor. He raised his voice so everyone in the coffee shop could hear him. “My biological family may have turned their back on me, but my new family loves me for who I am. Please, don’t contact me again unless you’re ready to love me for who I am. Good bye, Marisol.”

			Carlos stormed out, not noticing the phones out recording his and Marisol’s exchange. He hated leaving her there with everyone looking at her with judgmental eyes. 
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			He’s Here

			Everything was ready. Nathan carefully removed the roast from the oven, and setting it on the counter, he checked the time. His Daddy Lin would be home soon. He removed his apron, the only thing he wore aside from the ball stretcher, and carefully folded it before putting it away. Nathan didn’t like wearing any type of clothing. He only put them on only when it was necessary. 

			The chain leash that was attached to his ball stretcher dragged across the floor as he moved. The thick chain was secured tightly to the center of the living room floor and was just long enough to allow Nathan to do the majority of his duties: cooking, cleaning, preparing for his Daddy Lin. And it was just shy of allowing Nathan to reach the front door or any of the windows. 

			It didn’t matter, though. It was all for show. The tiny cameras all over the house and play room recorded his every move which would be edited and spliced together for the fan sites Daddy Lin managed. Since the house Nathan shared with his Daddy Lin was set far back in a secluded part of the woods, they didn’t have to worry about nosey neighbors seeing what they were doing. 

			They also didn’t have any cell or internet service. Daddy Lin would take the finished videos and drive out to the main road to upload them. Sometimes Nathan would go with him, snuggling up
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