You broke the "rule"...and touched my cock.  I'll let you explore my

cock

and ass to the limits of my endurance...powerful mind-control...

feeling the

heat of your mouth surrounding me...feeling my sensitive cock-tip

hitting

the back of your throat...feeling you swallow on my shaft, milking it

with

your throat muscles to tease those early drops of pre-cum along my

urethra.

Do you feel it elongating and engorging in your mouth?  Your fingers

on

my

prostate make my cock leap to full-erection...but I can last like

this

for a

long time without shooting...it takes years of practice...mind- and

muscle-control.

Now it's time to take you somewhere you've never been...to let you

experience something that few women have experienced.  Sure, other

women

have been ass-fucked...an alternative hole to satisfy their

boyfriends...but

few women have been fucked the way gay men fuck each other; women

couldn't

possibly know what it's like...but I am going to take you there.

Taking your face between my hands, I take control of the rhythm,

fucking

your throat powerfully for a few strokes before I pull you off of my

cock.

Your fingers instinctively pull out of my hole as I roll out from

underneath

you, forcing you into my warm impression left in the sheets.  Feel

the

heat

of my body and my dampness surrounding you?  I grip your wrists in my

hands

and stretch your arms above your head; my chest brushes your breasts

as

my

weight rests on you momentarily.  I reach under the pillow to find

the

handcuffs...and I quickly apply them to your wrists.  The cold steel

warms

quickly from the heat of your skin.  That's your punishment for

touching me.

  The only things your hands can touch now are each other.  Before I

leave

this position, I give you a firm kiss...open-mouth, on the

lips...letting my

saliva drip down your throat just as my semen will fill you below.

My

lips

follow the angle of your jaw to your neck...where I mouth-it...not a

kiss,

really...but the kind of mouth contact that dominant dogs use to

assert

their authority over a submissive one....a primitive instinct that

says

"I

could rip your throat, if I wanted to, but as long as you're

submissive,

it's just play."  Arising again, I pull your body toward me,

stretching

your

arms straight.  Your levis are already open, so I position myself

between

your knees, lift your legs, and begin peeling the tight denim from

your

legs.  If you had been wearing underwear, I would have torn them off;

I

never wear underwear and I tell my boys to leave them at home.  In

the

dim

light your body looks almost boyish...but, as aroused as I am, I'm

even

turned-on by your femininity...but your vagina doesn't interest me

tonight.

Kneeling over you, a grip my cock in my left fist...stroke it a few

times...feeling the moistness of your saliva still clinging.  Look up

at me.

  I love it when boys admire my torso as I loom over them...eye-

contact

while a boy sucks me is a certain trigger of a gushing climax...and I

always

fuck boys for the first time face-to-face...to watch their faces as

my

cock

enters them...the mixture of pain and rapture...the wide-eyed terror

of

being penetrated the first time...the relaxation of having it finally

inside...I love to watch their faces.

Reaching back, I grip your ankles, one in each hand, and I lift them

simultaneously straight above your body...then fitting my shoulders

under

your knees, I bend forward, pressing your knees closer to your chest.

With

one hand I position your hips; with the other, I grip the base of my

cock...tightening my grip to make the veins stand-out, I slowly slide

the

sensitive cock-tip into the cleft of your ass-crack...sliding it

sensuously

up and down, spreading my pre-cum like a lubricant,... sensitizing

the

soft

skin buried in the depths of your crack.  I can feel the heat of your

body

on the mushroom head...I can tell by the heat where the entrance

lies.

Using my right hand, I trace circles around your opening, spreading

my

pre-cum onto the throbbing sphincter which tenses as a finger

approaches. My

weight begins to press your thighs against your breasts, flattening

them and

making it hard for you to take deep breaths.  I reach for the tube of

lube...squirt a little into my palm and let it slide the length of

my

cock,

lubing it in one swipe.  That's enough lube...none inside you yet...I

want

you to feel me enter you.  What clings to my shaft will lube you as I

enter.

[A guy about to be fucked always has a flashback to his first time;

that's

why Brian knew that Justin would always remember the moment... that

feeling

of panic, wondering if a cock can actually fit into a tight

hole...the

pressure...the urgency... That's understandable, I think...memories

of

a

painful moment and then success.

But the guy who is fucking also has a flashback...to his first time.

He

looks down at the body lying beneath him and sees HIMSELF.  For an

instant,

I'm fucking myself for that first time...I see my own face warped

with

pain...my own face feeling the euphoria of oneness. That's the

feeling

a

woman can never feel...the simultaneous experience of penetrator and

penetrated.]

I can feel your body convulse slightly as my cock-tip brushes your

sphincter.  You sense what is going to happen...you're fearful and

full

of

anticipation.  I lower my hips, lodging my head at your entrance...I

remove

my hand, letting the stiffness of my shaft and the tightness of your

cleft

hold it in place.  I grip your hips with both hands and adjust your

position...then I slide my hands simultaneously up your sides to your

shoulders, leaning forward as I go, pushing my shaft into you.

Stretching

my arms, I grip your shoulders for leverage...now leaning farther

forward.

I wish you could see what I see as I look down...my cock-tip is

buried

in

your hole, sliding in ever-so-slowly...the skin of your sphincter is

stretched inward, gripping my shaft as it descends...

My breathing is heavy now...I feel the urgency...I want to fuck and

be-fucked...I want to watch your face as I enter you.  I release the

pressure a little, pull back just a bit...and I feel you relax a

little...and then I thrust forward again, sliding past the

tightness...your

eyes get wider as you inhale deeply, ready to cry-out...but you

don't...because the feeling of penetration is so fulfilling, so

unique...a

rush of stimulation...a combination of pain and pleasure which

short-circuits nerves and overwhelms your brain.  I'm buried deep

inside you

now...letting you adjust to my size...letting you realize that the

pain

is

over and the rest is all pleasure.  I give a few quick jabs to let

you

feel

how deep I've gone, then I pull out slowly, spreading the lube evenly

over

your insides.  I can feel your ass spasm involuntarily...and I can

feel

your

inner thighs spasming too against my hard pecs as your head twists

from

side

to side in uncontrolled movement.  I cover your mouth quickly with

one

hand

to prevent you from crying out in sheer joy.  Then returning my hand

to

your

shoulder, I use both hands to press your body toward me again, puling

your

arms straight again, sliding into you in one continuous, sustained

thrust

inward...

I begin a slow rhythm...in and out of your ass...rotating my hips

with

each

thrust to give the perfect angle and maximum friction. Look up at me,

Baby...watch me dance for you in the dim light....a sheen of sweat

gleams on

my face and chest now.  Turning my head to one side, I brush your

inner

knee

with my short whisker-stubble ...I'll bet you'd love that stimulating

your

clit right now. Rocking back and forth into you, my full weight

behind

each

thrust now...making it last...feeling your ass loosen as you sink

into

the

euphoria of sustained fucking. Speak to me, Jay...tell me how much

you

love

it.  Urge me to fuck you harder.

How long has this lasted?  I've lost track...I've gone from my

"fuck-and-be-fucked" mode to a total sharing of this experience with

you.

Taking cues from your body-language...changing tempo...using my hands

on

other areas of your body to stimulate or dominate...

Pounding urgency now...pressure building...soon I'll be beyond the

point-of-no-return...but it's what we both want.  I can hear my

thighs

slapping your ass-cheeks with each thrust...and your whimpering moans

are in

the same rhythm.  Did I forget to play the music?  We'll make our

own.

No

turning-back now...a white-hotness in my groin...the unavoidable

feeling of

fullness in my balls, ready to shoot...pressure on my prostate...the

slight

burning of fluid surging in my urethra... my muscles tense in one

whole-body

spasm...I'm sorry if my hands crush your shoulders into the

matress...one

final thrust to maximum depth...feeling my cock-tip hit some

obstruction...re-arranging your internal organs temporarily...white-

hot

lava

splattering over your interior.  My body shudders as wave after wave

of

cum

floods from my shaft...my head back...eyes closed now...mouth open.

Did I

shout?  I don't remember....

Subsiding now...regaining my motion...sliding in and out with the new

lubrication of my cum load...now pulling out slowly...watching your

sphincter tighten around my shaft, trying to keep it inside...and my

cock

finally slides free.  I lower your knees and rest my torso over

yours...full

weight on you...resting for a moment before I begin again.  I have

another

position to show you now... Actually, there are 19 positions I

use...but

we'll save some for later.  GRIN.  Without giving you much time to

recuperate, I flip you over onto your stomach (which tightens the

cuff-chain

a little)....

Continued....

Returning from the gym, primed and pumped...I love how my muscles

feel...the

interior burning-sensation and the residual heat...the exterior

hardness and

mild stiffness.

Taking off my leather jacket...I see you still cuffed to the bed, but

you've

managed to turn over onto your back again.  Unbuttoning the top 2

buttons of

my 401s, I absent-mindedly pull out the shirt-tail of my white Calvin

athletic shirt (cotton tanktop undershirt), feeling the dampness of

where it

rested in my groin...exposing a small patch of abdominal skin in the

V

of

the opened fly...

Perhaps a brief description of my room is in-order...you've probably

been

exploring it with your eyes as you've been cuffed here.  Since I have

no

roommate, I've moved one desk & chair and two beds to the store-

room.

I

sleep on a low platform I built from two-by-fours and plywood with a

king-size foam matress...the whole thing sits in the middle of the

room,

about 10 inches off the floor.(There are eye-bolts around the edge of

the

platform in strategic places for bondage connections...either

self-bondage

or partner-bondage.)  It's easier to walk over it than to walk around

it; I

keep it covered, usually, with a down comforter...black on one side,

midnight blue on the other...my only warmth during the winter.  This

week

the sheets are black cotton; I only use the bottom sheet in

winter...in

summer I use both sheets and no coverlet. I also have a navy-blue set

of

sheet, grey flannel, ,,,and for special occasions, black satin.

(Right

now,

those are at the dry-cleaners.)  My room is sparsely

furnished...almost

"Spartan"...computer desk, modern desk chair, some art on the

walls...the

only light is indirect, shining from the corners upwards onto the

ceiling...with dimmer switches.  One closet is for clothes...the

other

is a

bar...and storage.

I step closer to the bed and begin to undress...letting you watch me

strip

slowly...shoes and socks off first, tanktop over my head, then

stripping the

tight levis down my thighs and calves...stepping out and kicking them

into

the corner.  Looking down at you on my bed...smiling slightly as I

watch

where your eyes are focused.  My cock is rising slowly from its

seemingly-permanent semi-hardness lately (that's why I didn't take a

shower

with my crewmates...they always notice and ask...)and I give it a

push

downward with one palm, watching it spring back up to almost slap my

abs.

Stepping away for a moment, I return with the Jim Beam

bottle...taking

a

swig from the bottle and letting a little dribble down onto my chin

and

chest.

Kneeling on the side of the bed, I lift you and roll you over again

onto

your stomach...then shove a pillow under your belly to position you

for

what's coming. Reaching for the bottle again, I splash a little cool

whiskey

on your lower back, in that soft concave spot between your erector

spinae

and the cleft of your glutei...letting a little dribble into your

ass-crack...it probably burns a bit as it drips across your hole and

onto

your labia. (Did I say that???) I can tell by the way you rotate your

hips

that you feel its combined heat and coolness...

I kneel beside you, bending low to lick the Beam from your

back...warmed by

your skin, its aroma floods my nose...long,slow tongue-strokes

spreading the

liquor over your lower back.  Pulling your legs apart, I crawl over

your

left one and position myself between your knees. I grip your ankles

and

push

them upward along the sheet, bending your knees into sharp angles

against

the matress, like an exaggerated "frog-kick" position. (a swimming

metaphor.) Spreading your ass-cheeks with my hands (You were right

about the

callouses, by the way...rowers have rough hands,

callouses...sometimes

even

blisters and "rips"...I actually treat my palms with mild acid to

develop

those callouses)...bending down to lick your lower back again,

letting

my

upper chest brush gently against your buttocks...then moving slowly

downward, letting my tongue trace a meandering path looking for

whiskey-taste...eventually following the "valley" of your ass-crack.

I

love

eating-ass...the temperature of your crack is almost as hot as your

interior... I make long slow licks from labia to lower back...teasing

the

base of your labia with my tongue, but intentionally avoiding

invasion.

I

can see your hole tighten as my tongue approaches...the pucker-point

twitches as if it wants to bite the tip of my meandering tongue...to

pull it

inside...I love the taste of whiskey on your skin mixed with the

taste

of my

own cum...as if I've marked you with scent as my own.

Now raising my body to a kneeling position again, I grip your ankles

again,

pulling your legs straight, spread in a broad "Y"...kneeling between

your

knees, I press them wider apart with my knees.  No need to lube

again...the

residual lube from before, mixed with my cum, should be enough.  My

cock

sways in front of me...with a slight upward curve.  No need to grip

it

and

guide it this time...I'll just let it find its own way.  Bending

forward, I

support myself in push-up position and then lower myself slowly onto

your

back...the bottoms of my hot pecs against the tops of your

shoulders.

I

hadn't realized you were so much smaller than I...you talk BIG, but

you're

just boy-size.  My cock rests against the length of your ass-

crack...I

can

feel your inner thigh muscles begin to fire uncontrollably, trembling

like a

filly's flank.  Letting my entire weight rest on your back and my

toes,

I

lift my hips, letting my cock wedge itself into your crack.  Using

both

hands, reaching under me, I spread your butt-cheeks, exposing the

target.

No need to be so slow and tentative this time...you're already

stretched

from my earlier invasion...it should sink right in unhindered.

I can feel your muscles stiffen under me as my cockhead begins to

enter...first the automatic tightening to repel the "invader"...then

the

remembrance that this is what you WANT.  I slide into you slowly but

steadily...and finally my groin presses you deep into the matress.

My

hands

trace a path up your sides to your shoulders, along your triceps,

down

your

forearms to the cold steel of the cuffs.  Reaching for the hidden

key,

I

release your wrists quickly...intertwine my fingers with yours,

clenching my

fists to trap your small hands in mine.

My right foot traps your right ankle, just above the heel,

forcefully

against the bed.  As I stretch my body, longer than yours, I stretch

your

spine straight as your body stiffens under me.  Using my left leg to

press

against your, I spread your legs even farther, opening you wider into

an

inverted "Y".  You're imapaled now on my shaft, buried to the hilt.

I

begin

to slowly rock, letting my cock slide in and out slowly.  My hard

pubic

bone

pivots on your coccyx, rocking my pelvis back and forth as my

upward-curving

cock-tip straightens the folds of your colon.  Gripping both of your

thin

wrists in one hand now, I slide my left hand under you, my palm

against

you

soft lower belly, pressing you upwards against my abs and

horizontally

onto

my surging cock.  As I lie against your back, a thin film of our

co-mingled

sweat begins to serve as a lubricant letting my hard muscles slide

over

the

smooth skin of your trapezius.

Releasing my grip on you now...and re-positioning my arms...cradling

your

forehead in my right elbow, pulling your head upward and back as I

bend

my

back upward and pull you with me, lifting your chest off the bed.

Arching

further, I bring my left forearm in front of your open lips.  "You

like

forearms, huh?  Well, lick the whiskey off this one, Jay," I whisper

hoarsely in your ear, my whiskey-breath flooding your

cheek.  "Imagine

it up

your ass...that's what they woulda done to Justin at the

Meathook..."

...feeling your tongue explore the hairs on my forearm looking for

whiskey

and sweat.  Now bending downward again, still ramming your ass

slowly,

I

slide my right thumb between your lips and into your throat.  Feeling

you

gag a little, I pull it out a bit, but leave it there for some oral

stimulation and as a means for me to position your head.  My open

mouth

explores the back of your neck at the hairline.  My left arm pinions

yours.

Turning your head sharply to the right with my thumb, my hot breath

fills

your right ear, followed by my tongue...tongue-fucking your ear in

time

with

my pistoning cock.  "I love your ass, Baby...I could fuck you like

this

all

day and all night."  Tongueing again.  "After you've had MY cock,

none

other

will satisfy you."  (That's the Brian Kinney line that makes the boys

smile...because they know he's telling the truth in the most arrogant

way.)

"Only seventeen more positions to go...before we need to start

over,"

I

promise with an extra hard thrust.  Removing my thumb from your mouth

now...letting the fingers of my left hand slide through your short

hair,

then close into a fist, gripping it tightly holding your head

immobile.

My

tongue explores your right cheek to the edge of your lips.  "Suck my

tongue,

Baby," I whisper..."pretend it's a small version of my cock...show me

what

you'd do if you could reach my cock right now." I tease you with my

tongue,

letting you almost grasp it, but pulling away to lick higher on your

cheek.

I can feel you trying to take breaths...my heavy weight on your back

is

taking its toll.  Feeling you fighting me is a real turn-on...and my

cock

enlarges almost imperceptibly as I slide into the slippery-slope of

unavoidable climax.  Releasing you, I begin to rise to my knees,

pulling my

cock out of your ass as it begins to throb...on my knees now, a quick

squeeze,...aiming...and the first gob of ropey cum lands on your left

shoulder...followed by three more shots along your spine and a final

squeezed-out dribble on your lower back.  Your body recoils at the

quick

removal of my cock and the heat of the liquid spewed onto your back.

With

both hands I spread my cum-load into a thin, sticky layer over your

entire

back...then I settle down back atop you, letting my cum glue my chest

to

your back.  I quickly insert my semi-hard cock back into your ass,

letting

it go soft in the warmth of your interior.  Lips to your ear...breath

on

your cheek..."Don't wash this off, Jay...I want the smell of my

stale-cum on

your back for Eric to find...to let him know I've had the best part

of

you."

Sliding off your back to let you breathe...one big arm still draped

across

you, I close my eyes, breathing in the deeply erotic aromas of

testosterone,

cum, and sweat.  Pulling you close to me, side-by-side, I drift off

to

sleep.

