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A LION AT REST

 


The large man sitting in the airlines special
first class seat, only one of two in the cabin today, glances down
at his gold brand label special edition watch. The time is 12:06
according to the two long silver hands. LA airport is 10 minutes
away by his estimation and so far he has not been wrong in his
calculations.

The man flicks the sleep switch on the side
of the small lap top he is using and it blinks out after displaying
the words 'thank you for your use'. His silver smart phone goes
into his left suit jacket pocket and his headphones the right. He
leans back and shifts a little in his seat. The man sitting so
restfully knows that the time for relaxation has ended and the time
for new beginnings - maddening, exciting, exotic beginnings - has
begun.

Big Bro looks to the screen in front of him,
which is now thanking him for his patronage and contemplates
calling his younger brother, who is leaving the farm, much as this
man once did, and going to university - the first in the family to
do so. It would be nice to let him know that he was able to cancel
his meeting in Hawaii and get a quick flight to LA, but Big Bro
figures that the younger man is probably busy at that club that he
said he was going to. He decides that it is better to make this a
surprise and closes his eyes for a moment.

A movement from behind tells him that the
steward has returned from first class. He hastily serves the other
man, who doesn't look like he wanted the full service anyway, all
the while looking at Big Bro with an open look of lust in his
eyes.

"We will be landing in 5 minutes, sir," he
says politely, "Let me fasten your seatbelt for you."

He runs his hands straight up the middle of
Big Bro's dark blue striped business trousers and moans a little
loudly on feeling that huge weapon once more. The man in the seat
felt like taking a break an hour or so ago and this handsome man
just happened to be around to take advantage of. They enjoyed some
time together and the hand on his huge cock, which is desperately
trying not to clutch it, is proof of that.

"Have a safe landing," the man says, slipping
his phone number into Big Bro's pocket in the hope that he might be
able to get seconds the next time the man happens to pass by
Hawaii, where Big Bro took this flight from.

The passenger's lips twitch slightly into a
smile as he fingers that phone number in his pocket. Tonight will
be a good night by all estimations. The oldest brother has finally
arrived and the party can now begin.


CLUB CASABLANCA

 


"I'm sorry, sir, but we can't let you in the
club. You will have to wait in line like everyone else."

Big Bro pulls out $1000 in a bundle of $100s
and holds it out in front of the man without saying a word.

"I'm sorry, sir. We don't take bribes," the
man says, looking up towards a camera just above the door.

The big man looks down at the smaller ones.
He could just force his way in, but he is a bit lazy about these
sorts of things. He thinks to his other brothers. It is clear they
would have done just what he did (perhaps minus the bribing) and
would have had a similar result.

"Well then, if that is how it is."

The men at the door relax a little. They were
- to a man - rather afraid of the monstrous man that appeared out
of nowhere to request entrance with a power that made all of them
hang back in concern that he might suddenly break into a rage of
some kind.

Big Bro walks away, ignoring the dozens of
eyes that watch him. Men lick their lips as the tall, large man
with protruding muscles that cannot be constrained by his suit
jacket or dark blue trousers. They watch on as he walks by and
stops beside an alleyway. Some of them have been in the line long
enough to remember another group of men that did just that about an
hour earlier. They wonder what secret these men might know.

"I see," Big Bro mutters, seeing how his
brothers got in.

He walks over to the ladder, takes a few
running steps and jumps the distance that it took three men
together to reach by bouncing off the wall half way and catching
the bottom rung with one outstretched hand.

"Too easy."

The men watching him pull himself upwards
from the line a dozen meters away are speechless. Did they just see
that man jump nearly 3 meters up the side of the building to get to
the fire escape ladder?

Big Bro fiddles with the door, using the side
of his watch to block the magnetic sensor and steps through. The
hallway is dark and he strides down it before opening a door and
walking straight into a waiter carrying a tray of drinks. He looks
less surprised than he should and backs away.

The large man leans down in the small space
and grins.

"Did you see a large man with a habit of
feeling up hot men come this way?"

The waiter runs one finger over his lips and
Big Bro chuckles. It was like that was it?

"You are cute," he whispers to the man before
kissing him senseless and stealing two of the man's drinks.

"Wowww..." the waiter whispers, not realizing
that he had dropped the drinks midkiss and is now sitting against
the wall with no one in the hallway but himself.

He looks around. Did he dream that just now?
What was with that reckless kiss? It was too much for a man to
manage. Such an unimaginable man... Today really has been quite the
day.

The short man in transparent pants gets up
and picks up the tray. He'll get some more drinks and carry on.
Maybe he'll meet that man somewhere around the bar. That would be
nice. Another chance at a kiss like that would go down well with
him.

Big Bro steps out through the same door that
his brothers did and on to the top of the same staircase. However,
for him, he sees nothing particularly special. A heaving dance
floor, a wide VIP area and a bunch of handsome men dancing to loud
repetitive electronic music at volumes that redefine loud. Maybe 10
years ago, he would have stopped and admired it, but this is not
the young inexperienced farmhand that once stood in a club like
this in New York with eyes so wide they felt like they were going
to pop straight out of his face. This one looks around, sees
nothing of interest and walks down the steps into the dance floor
to look for his brothers. He doesn't see special, just normal.

Men move out of his way as he strides
through. He has no interest in them, so they do not make themselves
available. He finds that his brothers are not on this floor and
heads down to the one below, which is a huge dance area with even
less room for men to be seated or stand.

He stops at the steps leading in and admires
the show on the big screen up top.

"I knew you were different," he says out loud
to himself.

His youngest brother is on the screen. He is
fucking a very handsome man like crazy. It is not surprising to see
him up to things like that, but it is to see him display it so
openly. Big Bro figures that this one will one day step away from
the shackles of his past on the farm and move into a more adult
understanding of the world around him. This is for the good and his
performance, which seems to be on replay, is a sign of that.

"I guess I should get busy then," he says,
looking around for something to get busy with.

A man standing in the corner catches his eye.
He's tall, slim and has that 'professional athlete' look. His
clothing is expensive and his face set in an amused look. Big Bro
senses a man who has been abandoned by his boyfriend at a critical
time. That 'critical time' could be just the man going to the
bathroom, but it is most certainly critical. If Big Bro has his way
then this one will be the first conquest of the night. It has been
awhile since Big Bro has played any sort of games with men and this
is the perfect opportunity to relive those old times by making this
man do as he pleases for his own entertainment.

"You are handsome," he states, openly looking
the man up and down.

"I have a boyfriend," comes the reply.

"I don't care," comes the return.

They look at each other. Big Bro is not going
anywhere and the man has nowhere to go due to him being in the
corner and the other man blocking his way.

"What do you want?"

"You."

The other man looks away. That gaze is too
intense. When has his boyfriend, who decided he wanted to play with
his friends and not the man that matters most in his life, looked
at him like that. A long time is the answer, but never might be
more realistic.

"You can't have me."

Big Bro chuckles. Futile resistance. How long
has it been since he experienced something so trifle?

"Get down on your knees."

He puts his hand on the man's shoulder. This
one is confident in his strength. He thinks he has the power to
hold back against a man like this. Unfortunately - or perhaps
fortunately? - he can't. He slams down to his knees as Big Bro
pulls his dick of his pants.

"Can you smell that?" the huge man asks.
"That's the smell of another man's ass."

He brings that huge piece that must be at
least 13 inches and fat enough to hurt a man 10 times over up and
slaps the sportsman with it.

"Can you feel the meat? That belongs in your
mouth."

The other man stares. He has never even
imagined a dick this big in his life. His boyfriend is 'normal'
(code for small). He looks around. Maybe he could suck it a
little.

"Don't tell anyone," he says to the handsome
rogue that has waylaid him with such skill and efficiency.

"Of course. I am a gentleman."

The huge man brings his hand to the knob and
makes the sportsman lick the tip. It feels much like a little
kitten lapping at some milk.

"Suck it properly," he says.

He pushes that huge piece into the man's face
and works it hard.

"Yeah, too small," he notes, not really
caring, before ramming it a quarter way in (the limit of most
men).

The other man takes the huge expanse of
choking cock into his mouth. He doesn't know what to think about
this massive piece of meat that he is being fed, but he knows that
if it goes any deeper down his throat then he is going to die a
choking death on the end of it. He quickly decides that he is going
to have to pleasure this thing before it makes him die of
suffocation.

"Yeah, you are getting better," Big Bro
commends. "Suck it harder. Move faster."

Sportsman tries his best. His mouth moves up
and down the piece at a quick rate, creating a naughty slurping
sound that can almost be heard above the music. His lips are well
parted and his mouth goes up and down the hardened tool, which has,
thankfully, gotten no bigger after the brief rising it had
earlier.

"Good. Just-a-little-more---"

Cum flows down the sportsman's throat. He
spits some up because there isn't enough room in his mouth to hold
the amount that is flowing in. It proves to be too much for him and
he has to wipe it off his chin to push to the floor before it leaks
out and stains his clothing. The man, for all of his thinking and
talk, doesn't want his boyfriend to know that 20 meters away from
where he can see the man dancing around wildly he was sucking a
huge cock.

"That felt good, boy. I will be seeing you
around later," Big Bro promises.

The large man walks away, leaving the other
man to clean up his lips before anyone can note the sheen on them.
He takes a big slurp from the whisky he has been drinking straight
from the bottle. That wasn't half bad, he decides. The man looks
around, but sees that huge handsome man has gone. He looks back to
his boyfriend. Maybe it's time to join him. He was being silly
about the friend’s thing. Better to be friendly and see where
things go from there.

He chuckles. What a night.
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