Neighbors
by Allen Baker
I had moved just two weeks before, specifically to get out into the country.  Four or five acres of woodland. A small house.  Not luxurious, but no dumpy cabin either.  After eight hectic, draining years on Wall Street, I(d had it.  And I(d made enough to invest shrewdly and live modestly off the income.  Retired at age thirty-four felt really good.

Most of my exploring had been by daylight.  This was my first night excursion to the east edge of the property.  The bright, full moon lit my way enough that I left the flashlight in my back pocket.  I followed my neighbor(s chain-link fence along for a while, till bushes and shrubs pushed me away.  All I heard were the quiet, night country woods creatures.  My shoes crushing twigs under foot.

Then somewhere in the distance, I thought I heard a shout.  But I wasn(t sure.  I walked on.  Then, there it was again.  Closer.  I was sure this time.  And it was coming from the other side of the fence.  I edged closer and parted a sight line through some brush.  At first, I didn(t see or hear anything more.  Then, in the distance I saw a white spot bobbing and weaving.  It grew and developed into a figure running my direction.  More shouts in the distance, now louder.  My heart began to thump.

The white figure eventually emerged as a nude man running flat out.  Then I could make out his pursuers.  Two men all in black.  They had on black hoods and gloves.  They were hard to see even when I knew they were there.  And they were gaining on the nude guy.  They were now close enough that I could hear their labored breathing.  Suddenly, the nearest black figure reached back and flung out his arm.  There was a crack of a whip, and the nude abruptly went down, screeching as he was flung into sharp briars.  The two were immediately on him, binding his wrists behind him and hauling him back to his feet.  They had on strange goggles.  Night vision.  No wonder they(d been able to follow him so easily.  Now they spoke.

(Sorry, boy, but we can(t let you get away that easily.  Your master would be most upset.(
(Yeah, slave, he sent you here to be disciplined.  And this little trick just might even get you castrated.(
Involuntarily, I gasped.  The nearest one heard me.  He whirled about, and his goggles zeroed in on me.  His hand came up to point at me.  But I didn(t see any more.  I was hell bent outta there.

I didn(t stop running until I(d locked my front door behind me.  Winded, I stumbled into the bathroom to run cold water over my face.  My breathing had just about settled back to normal when the phone rang.

I stepped back into the living room and stared at it.  Slowly I picked it up.  (Hello?(
(You don(t want involved in this.  Mind your own business.(  The line went dead, and my trembling hand slowly replaced the receiver in its cradle.

I sat wide awake on the sofa all night, jumping out of my skin at every sound.  I kept hearing the gravelly voice on the phone ( the same voice as the man who pointed at me in the woods.  Certain words kept reverberating through my brain.  (Can(t get away, boy, master, slave, discipline, castration.(  I wasn(t thinking.  I was in shock.

Finally, it was getting light out, and somehow I felt safer.  Stiffly, I unwound my legs and took a long hot shower.  Then I plopped on the bed and fell into a deep, troubled sleep.

Somewhere about noon, my bladder woke me.  I was halfway through my piss when I realized my memories of the previous night had not been dreams.  My subconscious had used my sleeping hours to work it out.  I was living next door to some kind of a gay, slave camp!  Shit!  One more thing the real estate agent neglected to mention.

I showered again, pulled on a pair of jeans, and waited for the coffee to perk.  I filled a mug and sat on the porch swing, thinking back over the events.  Eventually, I decided the voice on the phone was right.  Having lived in the Big Apple, I wasn(t totally naive.  These were consenting adults.  I would just mind my own business.  I(d had guys come on to me in the city; I would kindly let them know that men weren(t my style, and they(d go their way.  No pressure, no problem.  Just mind my own business and let the woods and fence separate our two worlds.

But our worlds wouldn(t stay separated.  I jumped a mile when his shadow crossed the porch and touched my bare feet.

(Sorry, didn(t mean to startle you.(
His gravely voice didn(t sound sorry in the least.  But it wasn(t hostile either.  His six-foot frame was still garbed in black.  Leather pants and boots.  A tight black T-shirt that accentuated every rippling muscle underneath.  Even the outline of a ring through one nipple was prominently outlined.  His neatly trimmed beard showed dark against his deeply tanned face.  The goggles had been exchanged for mirrored sunglasses beneath the brim of his black biker cap.

I sat my cup down on the arm of the porch swing to stop the trembling.  (Morning,( my mind was numbly refusing to process this.

(I(m Jack Carlson from the next property.  You(re Paul Embers?(  He stepped onto the porch, towering over me as he stretched out his hand.

His shake was firm and masculine, not meant as a crushing show of macho strength.  But I could tell it was there.

Suddenly, my hospitality mode kicked in as a self-defense.  (Well, have a seat, neighbor.  Coffee?  Or a beer?(
(Beer sounds good.(  He sank into the other end of the swing as I stood.

(Be right back.(  Once inside, my knees started shaking.  I could hardly get his beer open and damn near dropped the carafe while refilling my mug.

He took a long pull on his beer.  (Sticking to coffee?(
(Actually, I slept late.  This is still my wake-up call.(
(I hope we didn(t keep you up all night.(
I nearly choked on the coffee.  For some reason, I hadn(t expected such a direct reference to my source of discomfort.  (No.  Well, yes.  Partly.(  I stumbled awkwardly around my tongue.

He just smiled and tugged on his beer again.  (Look.  I(m sorry about the call.  I just didn(t want you to go calling 911 or somethin(.  I don(t really mean to threaten you in any way.  I just wanted to stop by and explain a bit.( 

(Oh, but you(re right.  It(s none of my business.(  I gulped more coffee and avoided looking at him.

(Well, I(d still like us to be good neighbors.  Look, this(ll explain a lot.  Just hope it doesn(t offend you.(  He reached into his back pocket and handed over a colorful brochure.  (I run a legitimate business.  Maybe a bit out of the mainstream.  But within the leather community, I(m well respected.  I don(t expect you to approve or even understand.  I just want you to know you have nothing to fear from us.  Look that over and talk to Reb Martin, he(s the sherif in town.  We(ve reached an understanding with the local law.  He(ll tell you we cause no trouble.(  He polished off the bottle and rose to go.  (Well, thanks for the beer.  If you have any questions or ever need to talk to me, the number(s on the brochure.(
I watched his back leisurely retreat down my lane.  When he was finally out of sight, I took a deep breath of relief.  The guy had been friendly enough, and his words had certainly been non-threatening.  But he unnerved me just the same.  I relaxed back into the swing and realized I was still holding his brochure.

I unfolded it and got another jolt.  There he was again, looking directly into my eyes.  Without his shades, his sharply blue eyes drilled into me.  Other than the lack of sunglasses, he looked exactly as I(d just seen him.  Planned?

It was a standing full-figure shot.  Kneeling at his feet with his back to the camera was a nude man.  His head was clean shaved and a steel padlocked collar encircled his neck.  Handcuffs kept his wrists together at the top of his butt cheeks.  Jack Carlson(s leather glove was at the back of the man(s head and pressed it into his crotch.  Was he getting a blow job?  From Jack(s other hand dangled the whip I(d only heard the night before.  The nude(s back bore the evidence of a fresh whipping.  Bright pink welts crisscrossed his shoulders and on down to cover his buttocks.  In a couple of places, the whip had even broken the skin, and rivulets of blood coursed down to drip off the one ass cheek.

(Carlson(s Complete Slave Training Center.(  The title arched over his head.  Below the slave(s feet was the address and phone number.  My fingers slightly shook the booklet as I tried to gauge my reaction.  I wasn(t shocked.  I(d known people in the city who talked about this sort of thing.  But I(d never been presented with visual proof.  Coupled with the previous night(s witnessing, I was confronted with the reality of it.  And what startled me most was not Jack or his slave or his whip or the blood.  What startled me was the fact that I had a hard, raging erection.

I kept staring at the cover trying to analyze my physical response.  I(d always been or with women.  Dating, sex, and all that.  But there(d never been a steady, not ever any consideration of marriage.  Was I latent?  Did men turn me on?  Maybe not men.  Maybe just this man.  Oh, shit, did pain turn me on?

The throbbing in my crotch was cluing me in to thinking maybe it was so.  Still, I hesitated to open the brochure and look farther.  Maybe I didn(t really want to know more.  I stood and went inside.  Slowly, I placed the folder on the end table and backed away.  Then I turned to the kitchen to fix some food, trying hard to ignore my rigid groin.

I ate in front of the TV, trying to concentrate on my food and the game show.  But I was still fully conscious of the existence of that booklet on the end table and my aching erection.  Eventually, I dumped my dirty dishes into the sink and heaved a sigh of resignation.  I scooped up the brochure on my way back to the bedroom.  I dropped my clothes in a puddle on the floor, propped myself up in bed, and opened the pamphlet.

I groaned as I spotted the pictures inside.  My right hand fondled my balls.  No nudes here, but there were pictures of stockades and pillories.  Walls of floggers, whips, and paddles.  Piles of rope, chains, and leather restraints.  Tables laden with forbidding instruments that implied pain, even if I didn(t know what they were.

By the time I turned the page, I was pleasurably stroking my cock.  It lurched in my fist when I saw the next page.  Tables of ass toys, dildos, and plugs of all shapes and sizes.  Some were as big as my fist and arm!  Another table of piercing instruments and jewelry.  One of clamps and vices.  Another with electrical gadgets with menacing clamps and wiring.

Now I was seriously leaking from my piss slit.  My fist was flying, and my nuts were beginning to churn.  I turned another page.  A medical table with stirrups.   Enema bags.  Catheters.  A rim seat.

Suddenly, I closed my eyes and dropped the brochure.  I shouted out in ecstacy.  My fist pounded rapidly, my sack flapped wildly against my thighs, and I shot mounds of my man cream all over my chest and face.  It kept on spouting and flowing ( the best orgasm of my life!

Afterward, I had dozed off into a peaceful nap.

When I woke, my one eye had pasted shut with my spunk.  The rest of me was a sticky goo.  After my shower, I pulled on running shorts and sat in the porch swing and read what the brochure had to say.  I learned more about male sex and master/slave relationships than I had ever dreamed existed.  And Jack(s Training Center was definitely full service.  He wasn(t kidding about the castration business.  I cringed when I read the details about that, but I never lost my new erection.  By the time I finished reading, I had oozed a wet spot on my shorts the diameter of a beer bottle.  I just had to go back in and whip off again.

* * * * *

I was in the hardware store the next Friday morning when I turned down an isle and found myself face to face with Jack.

(Well, good morning, Paul.  Good to see ya.(
I took his outstretched hand and without even thinking replied, (Good morning, Sir.(
His upraised eyebrow questioned what I(d just said, and I blushed a bright red.  He threw back his head and laughed.  (No need to get that formal here, boy.(  He clapped me on the shoulder in a comradely way.

That laugh broke the tension a bit.  (Ah, would you care to come over to your neighbor(s for dinner tomorrow night?(
He just studied my face, and I thought perhaps I(d made a misstep.  But finally he responded.  (I(ve a busy schedule at the Center this weekend.  Make it Tuesday night at 7:00, and you(ve got yourself a date.  You fix the meal.  I(ll bring the desert.(
My eyes followed his hand as he boldly grasped the bulge in his jeans and shook it in my direction.  No mistaking what desert would be.  Again I flushed brilliantly.

He gave another hearty laugh and was gone.

* * * * *

Monday evening the phone rang, and it was Jack.  He must have detected some concern in my voice.

(Oh, don(t shit a brick, I(m not canceling out on you.  I just wanted to talk a few minutes.(
(Oh, I(m so glad, Sir.(
(Look, Paul.  Right now we(re just neighbors and friends, so drop the (Sir( for the moment. Okay?(
(Yes, Sir . . . Jack.(
A warm chuckle came through the line.  (That(s better.  Look, at the store the other day, I could tell you(d been reading the brochure about my training center, but I got the distinct impression this is all new to you.  Am I right?(
(Yes, S . . . Jack.  Actually, very new to me.(
I could hear his silent consideration for a moment.  (Do you mean totally new to sex with men?(
(Well, ah, yeah.(
(Oh shit!  You(re not just new, you(re virgin territory, aren(t ya?  No wonder you were shakin( in your boots.  Look, let(s take this real slow.  Above all, I want you to know that no matter what, I want us to become friends.  If anything else develops, fine.  If not, fine.  I sense you(re curious about men, and I(m more than willing to help a good-looking man explore.  But if you decide it just isn(t for you, no hard feelings.  How(s that sound?(
I released a breath I hadn(t even realized I(d been holding for four days.  (Sounds good.  Real good.  Thanks for taking off the pressure a bit, Jack.(
(No problem, man.  Now look, I(ll be there tomorrow night at seven.  We(ll have a quiet dinner and talk ( get to know each other.  And later, . . . we(ll see.(
After he hung up, my knees gave way, and I dropped to the sofa in relief.

* * * * *

I couldn(t believe I actually stopped at the mirror to check myself out before I answered his knock.  I(d never done that for any girl.  I pulled open the door.  (Come on in, Jack.(  As he passed over the threshold, I check him out.

He was four or five inches taller than my 5'9" frame.  Early 40's, maybe a little older, hard to tell.  Dark-brown hair that gently waved to the collar of his open shirt.  Beneath that, curly salt-n-pepper strands covered the area above his blue tank top.  Deep blue that matched his lively eyes.  His 501s were tight and sheathed his legs and butt cheeks.  I pulled my eyes away long enough to shut the door.  Turning, I extended a hand.  (Welcome to my place.(
He grinned and ignored my hand.  He dropped a duffle bag by the door and wrapped his arms about me.  (Just a welcoming friendship hug will do, pal.(
I found myself responding quite naturally.  But the quick, light kiss on the lips did unnerve me a bit.

He smiled widely and let me go.  He noticed me staring at the duffle bag.  (For later.(
(Planning to stay the night?(  I was beginning to relax more.

Again that upraised eyebrow.  (Only if asked.(
We stood smiling at each other in easy silence for a moment or two.  (Well, are you hungry?  Everything(s ready, just need to dish it up.  Make yourself at home.  Put on some music if you like.(  I gestured to the wall unit as I headed off to the kitchen.

The meal was one of my best, and we ate and talked.  Talked about out backgrounds, our families, education.  He talked about his love for the woods.  I talked about needing to get away from the city.  Music, books, movies.  And I don(t even know what else.

(I(ll get the coffee, and we can sit in the living room.(
He doffed his boots and sat sprawled on the sofa.  I handed him a mug.   He gently grasped my wrist and eased me into the seat beside him.  Close, our legs were touching.  I was very aware of his arm draped on the sofa behind my neck.

(We(ve talked about everything else.  Time to talk sex.(
Suddenly I was nervous.

(Was that the first time a man ever kissed you?(
I just nodded.

(So, how was it?  Repulsive? Wonderful? Just okay?(
He took a sip of his coffee while I thought about it.  (I was startled, but it wasn(t repulsive.  But . . . it was just okay.  Like kissing my grandpa good-bye at the end of a holiday.(
He laughed.  (Exactly.  It was a kiss from a friend.  What did you expect?(
I just stared into my mug and shrugged.

He placed both our mugs on the coffee table.  (Maybe you were expecting something more passionate.(  He pulled me to him, and I again felt his lips on mine.  But this time they were sensuous and warm.  Nibbling, insinuating desire.  His tongue flicked across my upper lip and I thawed.  My lips parted in a groan, and his tongue explored the opening.  Then he moved away from my lips.  Light kisses covered my face, cheeks, my eyes, my forehead.  His beard brushed against my skin, making me shiver from deep inside.  Then his tongue assaulted my ear, and I heard moaning which I eventually realized was coming from me.  No one had ever made love to my face before.  I couldn(t believe how sexy it was.  How arousing.  He returned to my mouth, and we French kissed until I finally disintegrated into a puddle in his arms.

He broke away and leaned back.  I was breathing hard.  (I think you enjoyed that.(
(No shit!  Understatement.(
He grinned and went to grab his duffle.  He dropped it by the sofa and rummaged a bit, pulling out two videos.  (Ever watch any gay porn?(
I just shook my head.

He took one over and inserted it into the machine and turned everything on.  Two handsome, muscular guys stood outside an apartment building.  He hit the mute and fast forward buttons.  (The dialog in most of these is inane.  But that(s not what you watch for anyway.(  When he hit the regular speed again, the two were sitting on a sofa necking.  But their hands were busier than ours had been, roaming all over each other.  One began pulling at the other(s T-shirt.  Jack started to draw mine upward in an action that echoed the screen.

(Why don(t we just let them call the shots for a while,( he whispered in my ear.  His hands played across my chest, lightly caressing my skin.  He toyed with my nipples and soon had them pointy and sensitive.  I groaned with the new sensations.  I had never suspected how good that could feel.

Soon we were both down to our briefs.  But when the men on screen completely stripped, he hit the stop action button to freeze them in a close up of their crotches.  Jack leaned in to nuzzle my neck as I continued to stare at the screen.  Then he began to whisper into my ear.  (Aren(t they beautiful?  Just look at those tow pieces of man tube.  Every one of them out there is different.  Makes you want to explore them all.  Look at those swollen pieces of meat.  See those thick veins just under the skin?  They(re fun to trace with a finger.  Or a tongue.(  He nipped my earlobe, then went on.  (And those nut sacks.  They draw you, too.  Some are hairy, some shaved.  Some tight, some low hanging and stretched.  They bounce so nicely on your palm.  They roll around so good in your mouth.  They(re so chewable.  Oh, and those that still have foreskin, you can slip your tongue inside and bathe them free of its stored up juices and goo.  Look at that one on the left.  See that drop right on the tip?  It(s oozing.  Ready to be licked and loved.(
I couldn(t take my eyes off the screen.  I knew I was being willingly seduced.  But I was in a trance of desire and didn(t care.  I felt like I(d waited my entire life for this.  I was only fearful that he(d be cruel enough to just stand up and leave.

And then the hand on my chest slid lower and gently cradled my crotch through my briefs.  (Are you ready to get naked with me?(
I couldn(t trust my voice.  I could only nod my consent,

He pulled me to my feet and embraced me with another kiss as he slid his hands into the back of my waistband and rubbed my buns.  Then he drew my shorts down low enough that they finally dropped to my feet, and I stepped out of them.

Nervously, my shaking hands reached out and pushed down his drawers.  And for the first time in my life, a nude male body brushed against my own.  Never before had I seen another man(s erection.  Now I actually felt a huge one pressed against my abdomen, trapped with my own between our grinding bodies as his tongue plundered my mouth.  He felt so good.  So right.

Finally, he hit the remote, and the screen went black.  (I don(t think we need that any more.(
I was mildly surprised when he sank to his knees in front of me.  I trembled as he licked and smelled my crotch as he kneaded my ass cheeks.  His tongue followed one of those veins from the base of my cock to its tip.  Then he slowly sank it into the depths of his throat.  He used his inner muscles to caress my dick as his tongue slipped out to tease my nut sack.

Then he pulled off and went lower.  Licking and gently chewing my scrotum.  Slobbering it up until all my hairs were shiny black with his spit.  Then he suck my right nut into his mouth, and I nearly shot my load.  He just held it there until I calmed a bit.  Then he gently chewed on it!  I groaned in delight.  It plopped out of his lips, and he went for the other one.  And soon he had both confined between his jaws.  Gingerly, he bit down and trapped them there.  Then he slowly leaned back and compressed them into the bottom of my bag, stretching them farther and farther from the base of my cock.  I held my breath, relishing the sensations: the slight squeeze his tongue applied to my balls, the strain on my inner cords, the rub of my cock head against his forehead.  I(d never been in this section of heaven before.  I(d never been with a woman who could make me feel this good.

Suddenly, my hands grabbed him under his arms and urged him to stand.  I couldn(t let him have all the fun.  I was quickly on my knees before him.  I(d never seen a hard cock up close before.  His was beautiful.  And big.  Ten inches and very thick.  Ropey veins snaked beneath the surface right to the very tip of his abundant foreskin.  I(d never seen an uncut cock.  It was strangely animal, beautiful, and arousing.  A shock of black pubic hair surrounded it.  But his nuts were smoothly shaved.  They hung very low and were enormous.  And right where the base of his cock met the top of his sack was a three-quarter inch circle of metal that was submerged into his flesh!  A piercing!  I shivered, thinking how that must have felt.

The whole sight of him was beautiful, but I didn(t know where to start.  He didn(t rush me or make suggestions.  He just let me experience.  Slowly, I reached out and let his bulging pouch rest in my palm.  It was heavier than I expected.  I leaned in and smelled my first man.  Those scents went straight to my groin.  My cock twitched and dribbled a thread of goo.  And my mind stopped working.  I tongued that baby-smooth sack and sucked it into my mouth.  I(d never felt anything so soft and pliable.  I widened my opening and drew one of his nuts into me.  It was huge, nearly filling my mouth.  No way would I get both in at once, so I kept switching off until I had them marinated.

Then I licked upward, giving his entire prick a tongue bath.  But I hesitated.  I(d never sucked a cock before.  He(d taken me down his throat as easy as breathing.  I knew I couldn(t handle it.  He must have been reading the concern on my face.

(Just do what feels good.  I don(t expect an expert on a trial run.  But don(t worry either.  You won(t break it or do any permanent damage.  Go ahead and chew on it.(  His hand on the back of my head encouraged, but didn(t force.  (Just suck on the head.  Chew on the overhang.  Lick inside and peel it back.(  I was following his advice, and loving it.  (Oh, yeah, Paul, that feels so good.  Spread your jaws and take more.  Don(t force it.  Just however much you can do without choking.  Oh, man, that feels so good in there.(
He kept up the monolog of encouragement, but I stopped listening and reveled in the taste of him.  The feel of him.  The ripple effect of his moving in and out and over my tongue.  The battering at the back of my throat.  The smell of his crotch.  The pungent, salty taste of stuff trapped behind the head.  The slick, oily goo that streamed out of his piss slit and swirled about my mouth, lubricating his motion even more.  His ooze coated my teeth and made them squeak.

(I want to cum in your mouth, Paul.  I want to be the first to spill my spunk down your throat.  I want your first taste of man to be me.  I want you to remember this moment for the rest of your life.(
As best I could, I mumbled agreement and desire.  I fondled his sack and felt his balls rise, knowing he was about to shoot.  His dick pulsed and thickened in readiness.  I was proud to have been the cause.

(Do you want it?  It(s going to happen real soon.  Get ready.(
I grasped his buns, preventing his escape, telegraphing consent.  And suddenly he cried out as a gush of thick liquid sprang into my mouth.  His dick head pulsed and another splatter shot into me.  It was nothing like my own.  It was tangy, pungent, delicious, different.  It was forced up the back of my throat and into my nostrils.  I snorted and some dribbled out of my nose.  It smelled as good as it tasted.  I gulped and swallowed and still he shot into me.  I was desperate: in need of air but felt it was even more vital to drink him all and not miss a drop.  Finally, his prick gave one last twitch, and a single drop hung at his opening before sliding onto my eager tongue.  We both groaned, contented.

He pulled me to my feet and sucked his snot-mingled semen from my nose.  This was somehow more intimate than anything we(d done yet.  Then he slid his tongue into my mouth and licked his goo from the insides of my cheeks, from under my tongue, and around my gums.  It was one of the most sensuous acts I(d ever experienced.

Finally he asked, (How was desert?(
I took his hand and placed it on the hardest erection of my life.  (Does that tell you what I thought of it?(
(Sure does,( he grinned.  (Take me to bed, and I(ll show you what we can do with that.(
In the bedroom, I pulled back the sheets, and we lay down in each other(s arms.  His hands played across my body as we necked.  (Ever had anybody give you a rim job?(
I didn(t know what he meant.  The blank look on my face must have told him so.

(Nobody ever eat out your ass?(
I(d never even thought about such a thing.  I just shook my head no.

His grin spread.  (On all fours, boy, and hold onto your sheets.  You(re in for a real treat.(
He put a pillow at my head.  (Just relax and enjoy.(  He pushed my shoulders down to the pillow and moved in behind me.  He pushed my knees father apart and started by sucking my toes and licking up the soles of my feet.  I(d never realized how sensitive I was behind my knees.  Then he was on to my inner thighs, and I was starting to quiver.  He licked and nibbled at the place between my nuts and my ass hole, and I thought I would shoot right then.  But he moved on to slick up my butt cheeks with his mouth.  When they were totally wet, he gave them a couple of playful slaps

 (Maybe someday we(ll play father and son and I can redden these up with a good, old-fashioned spanking.(  He chuckled and gave a slightly harder blow with his palm before continuing on.  Now he used his tongue to circle round and round my opening without touching it.  I was going nuts.  Then he gave it one quick swipe and went back to the circling.  I gasped.  That one lick had sent a bolt of lightning up my rear.  I don(t know what I(d expected, but not that.  He did it again, slower this time.  I groaned.  His mouth slithered around and finally centered on his target.  He worked his tongue around and around and prodded and sucked.  Soon I was keeping up a crooning monolog.  I could tell I was relaxing and opening up.  His tongue went full length into me, and I nearly shouted with pleasure.  I had thought this would be a turn off.  How wrong.  How wrong.

Again he pulled me into his arms and kissed me.  His mouth had a different taste and smell now.  But again, I found it arousing.  (If you do that to me,( he whispered, (I(ll be all ready for you to fuck my ass.(
So here I was with my virgin tongue licking this near-stranger(s thighs and ass cheeks, marveling that just the week before I would not have even imagined that people actually did this.  I wasn(t repulsed or even hesitant.  He(d made me feel so good that I just had to do the same for him.  The first scent of his hole put a tingle in my crotch.  Something taboo, forbidden.  Something enticing, thrilling.  Something I just had to do, to experience.  My tongue grazed the pucker, and I felt him shiver.  That was all the encouragement I needed.  I sank my tongue into Jack(s dark chute.  I tasted his shit and nearly blasted.  I savored it, coated my mouth with his taste.

He was moaning and panting and encouraging. (Oh, yeah, Paul.  Eat that ass.  Rim that hole.  Clean out my shitter.  Oh, god, that feels so good.  Oh, yeah, open me up.  Get me slick and juicy so that hard cock of yours (ll slide right in.  Oh, that feels so good.  Oh!  Now, Paul, please.  Now.  Fuck me, Paul, fuck me hard!(
He didn(t need to ask twice.  When I pulled my mouth away, he flipped onto his back and hauled his knees apart and up to his chest.  His cock was dribbling precum into his navel, and his ass gaped open invitingly.  (Now,( he pleaded.

I inched closer and aligned my pointer with his opening.  Somewhat fearfully, I leaned forward.

(No need to be gentle.  This isn(t my first time.  Just bury it.  I need it rough and hard, and I need it now.(
My hips jolted forward.  His eyes fluttered as I popped through his ring and landed full-length inside.  His ass was tighter and hotter than any pussy my cock had ever tasted.  I couldn(t believe the difference.   The wonderful difference.  I sighed contentedly, and he smiled up at me.  He just gave a slight go-ahead nod, and I was off and running.

I plunged and slapped my balls against his rump.  The pull of his shit chute made my dick tingle.  I(d never had sensations like that.  He was so tight that every square millimeter of my cock was caressed and stimulated with each thrust and retreat.  I couldn(t get enough.  I kept getting faster and more brutal with every plunge.

Jack started whipping his head back and forth, his face pulled tight.  If it hadn(t been for his words, I might have thought I was hurting him.  (Oh, yeah.  That(s so good.  Harder.  Fuck me. Screw the shit out o( me.  Ah, damn.  Yeah.  Harder.  Yeah!(
All too soon I was crooning back.  (I(m gonna shoot.  Oh, fuck, I(m gonna shoot!(
(Oh, yeah.  Bury that hot prick in me.  Coat my guts with your fiery white spunk.  Blast it into me.  Make me feel that baby-maker shoot.  Fill me up with your man cream.(
I gave a final deep push and blasted.  My balls pulled up tight and rhythmically contracted.  I twitched inside his manhole and lathered his innards with my juices.

He called out, too.  I looked down and saw that even without touching himself, all my pounding of his prostrate had caused him to climax with me.  His ass spasmed with each spurt of his cock and choked my prick.  He drowned his crotch hair with white goo.

Finally we were done spouting and collapsed into a sticky tangle.  He gave me a reassuring smile as we drifted off to sleep.

* * * * *

An hour or so later, I woke needing to go to the bathroom.  Afterward, I wandered back to the living room, wide awake and smiling like the Cheshire Cat at my memories of the evening.  From the tangle of clothes, I extracted my undershorts and slipped them on.  I had intended to start cleaning up the remains of dinner, but my eyes caught on that second video tape on the coffee table.

Why not.  This one appeared to be a homemade job.  I slipped it into the machine and settled onto the sofa as the title came onto the screen.  (Bound to Please.(  The script was made up entirely of strands of rope.  My stomach tightened as I grasped the title(s meaning.

It faded into a black screen.  I became aware of a slapping sound accompanied by grunts.  The camera slowly backed away to show the black screen was really the back of a black leather hood buckled into place.  The head filled most of the screen and my entire attention.  It jerked with every slapping sound.  A groan escaped it every now and then.  The slapping sound was regular, even, but slowly getting louder.

The camera backed a bit more.  The hooded, nude figure was against a rough brick wall.  His arms stretched upward off the screen.  But I knew they were attached to the wall somehow.  His back was crisscrossed with pink and white stripes, like the guy on the brochure front.  I found I was holding my breath.  The sound kept getting louder and louder.  The grunts and groans more tortured.  The man(s body jerked each time.

The camera again backed up slightly and lowered.  I cringed when his bare ass came into view.  A wooden paddle slammed into it, causing the slap sound.  His ass cheeks quivered with the blow, and he groaned.  So did I.  His ass was bright red.  Where each blow landed, the skin went white for a split second, then back to the red.  But places were past red.  On into purple and a couple of places had already turned blue-black tinged with yellow.  I doubted the guy would sit down for a week.

Somewhere along this time, I became aware that Jack had joined me in the living room, but I couldn(t take my eyes from the screen to look at him when he spoke.  (At this point, he(s had about twenty, twenty-five minutes worth.  He holds up well.  Other guys would be blubbering for mercy by this time.(
Still nude, Jack sat beside me and casually draped an arm across my tense shoulders.  His other hand explored my shorts.  (I see you(re excited by it.(
I(d been so intent on the screen that this came as a shock to me.   He was right.  I was rigid again.  But I still could not take my eyes from the screen.  Still couldn(t respond in any way to him.

Suddenly, the paddling stopped, and the camera finally pulled away enough to show the whole scene.  It was in a primitive, low-ceilinged basement with a dirt floor.  There were rugged wooden support posts and beams everywhere.  The lighting was just a few hanging bare bulbs that gave pools of light in a black-shadowed shell.

There were metal rings mounted in the wall and the hooded man(s leather-cuffed wrists and ankles were attached to the rings with hooks.  He was going nowhere.  Some rough boards on cement blocks formed a make-shift table off to the side of the camera.  The paddle wielder placed it on the table.  His back was beaded with sweat from his exertions.  He was wearing a leather harness and leather boots.  That(s all.  He picked up a leather handle that had two-foot strips of rawhide attached.

When he turned back, I could see he wore a leather pouch, too.  But it wasn(t till he came back into the light that I gasped.  It was Jack!  The bars in his tits had been replaced with the heavy rings in the brochure picture, and they were connected with a hefty chain.  A cigar dangled from his mouth and glowed red at the end as he puffed.  He returned to the man on the wall and lightly dangled the rawhide strips against his bare shoulders.  He teased the man(s back and buttocks also.  He kept it up for a few minutes, then began to lightly tap it against the man(s shoulder blades.  Not hard, but over and over. Back and forth form side to side.  Again and again and again.  Eventually the guy began to moan.  No, hum.  It was a sound of contentment.  Jack must have taken this as a cue to increase the strength and tempo.  Soon he was using more muscle in his blows.  The tapping turned into louder thuds as the mass hit harder and harder.  The intermittent hums turned into a steady drone.  Then suddenly Jack stopped and began the same process all over again on the tenderized butt cheeks.  His prisoner shivered in anticipation of what lie ahead.  All too soon, he was whimpering and thrashing his encased head from side to side.

The screen Jack threw down the flogger and ripped off his pouch to expose his rigid rod.  When he skinned it back, I gasped.  Running through his piss slit and out the bottom of his cock was a huge metal ring that matched the ones on his chest.  He spit on his palm and fisted himself as he stepped up to his captive.  The camera zoomed in on the pair.  Then he positioned himself at the badly bruised butt and buried himself with one plunge.

The real Jack(s hand slid into my shorts and grasped my cock.  I cried out as it exploded another pent-up load.  Once I(d stopped shooting, he pulled out his white-coated fist and pressed it to my lips.  I licked him clean, but never took my eyes off the fucking on the screen.  I just knew I needed to have that huge cock of Jack(s up my own butt.

His chin was on my shoulder, and he whispered, (You certainly enjoyed watching that, didn(t you?(
I nodded slowly, still staring at the TV.

(Think you might like to participate?(
Finally, I looked away from the fuck video Jack and looked directly into his real eyes.  Then I looked down at my own crotch.  (Does that answer your question?(
He looked down at my still rock hard cock rising up through the opening of my shorts.  (It sure does.(
His muscular arm swept the contents of the coffee table onto the floor.  He wrestled me onto it face down.  From his duffle bag, he drew out lengths of rope.  I moaned as the first one went around my wrist and attached me to the table leg.  My prick was uncomfortable twisted beneath my stomach.  When I rose up to reposition it, he gave my shorts-covered ass a healthy swat.  Soon I was helplessly attached to the table and felt an excitement and fear I(d never known.  He dumped his duffle bag on the floor in front of me in a tangle of toys and leather.  He extracted a ball gag and approached me.  Before he buckled it on, I managed a whispered, (For god(s sake, don(t be gentle.(
He gave me an evil grin.  (Don(t worry.  You(re going to have to beg for a long time, before you(re out of this.  I(m not going to blindfold you.  I want you to be able to see the screen and anticipate all the things that are coming your way.(  I felt him grasp the back of my waistband.  A mighty jerk and my shredded shorts were hanging in his fist.  I looked at the screen in time to see his hand push a glowing cigar into the badly bruised rump, and I nearly creamed again.

The real Jack reached into the pile on the floor and pulled out a small zipped pouch.  Form it he extracted the metal ring that he proceeded to feed into the piss slit of his cock.  (This is called a Prince Albert.  It stimulates the inside of my cock and feels great when I fuck.  Maybe we can fix you up with one of these some day.(
My eyes grew wide, and I slowly shook my head.  It(d be a cold day in hell  . . .  oh, shit.  That(s exactly what I had thought two weeks ago about sex with a man!

Jack grabbed a ping pong paddle.  But he didn(t immediately start slamming it into my butt.  First he slowly drew it across my ass.  The rough surface grated against my ass.

(If I keep this up for about 10 minutes, . . . and I intend to . . . I(ll sandpaper every  strand of hair right off your butt.  Also by then the first layer of skin(ll be gone, too.  You(ll be raw, but not bleeding.  You(ll be tender, but no bruises.  Then . . . I(ll start to spank.(
Even by the time he(d finished talking, my rear end could testify that his promise would hold true.  It started to tingle, then burn.  I couldn(t believe such gentle action could cause such a major response.  And he(d just begun!

I turned to face the screen, hoping for a diversion.  I found it.  While distracted, the bound man had been turned and retied with his back to the wall.  His head was still totally covered by the hood, so I had no idea what he looked like.  The screen Jack had a basket by his foot filled with clothes pins.  He tied a cord onto the first one and clamped it onto his prisoner(s skin in his sensitive arm pit.  Then he reached for more pins.  He followed the line of the man(s pecs.  Each pin had the cord run through its jaws before it was attached.  The line of them grew across the man(s chest.  I moaned in sympathy as a pin went onto the guy(s first nipple.  The paddle pressure increased on my rump, and I could almost feel it turning red.

Relentlessly the line of pins marched across to the other pit.  By the time it reached there, the guy(s chest was heaving with the effort of coping with the pain.  His tormentor leaned close to the hooded ear and spoke too softly for the camera(s mic to catch.  The hood snapped back and shook a violent (no.(  The whispering continued until finally the hood slowly drooped in resignation.  Then, at last gave a barely perceptible nod.  Jack took a step back and wrapped the loose end of the cord around his hand.  The prisoner began some deep breathing and waited for it to happen.  I found I was holding my own breath as I waited.

The first hard slam of the paddle onto my butt was perfectly timed to the screen.  It compounded my reaction to what happened.  He(d yanked on the cord and pulled every single one of the pins off in one fell swoop.  Even through the hood, the creams were loud and agonized.  Jack reached out and massaged the line of deep red welts where the pins had been, and the screeches inched up the scale to a higher octave.  The camera zoomed in on the man(s crotch which was pumping shot after shot of cum into the air.  Jack turned off the tape, and the basement prisoner(s scene ended.

My scene didn(t.  The paddle slapped into my left cheek.  Then the right.  Then across the crack hitting some of both.  But he kept me guessing.  He varied the pace and the strength.  He varied the order as well.  But overall, the hits were coming faster and harder.  I couldn(t have seen the screen if there(d been more to watch.  My eyes were too full of tears.  Soon it was a high speed flurry that had me arching my back and shouting around my mouth plug.  My arms were straining to pull loose.  There was one last volley, then it stopped.

He dropped the paddle, and I was so grateful.  Then he picked up a thick leather belt with metal studs, and my mind froze in shock.  He leaned over me, put his chest against my back and gave me a hug.  He whispered.  (You(re doing fine, boy.  Just fine.(  A couple of light kisses on the back of my neck.  (I(m real proud of you.(  It(s amazing what a few words of praise can do.  I was ready to follow him anywhere.  Endure anything.  And he was ready to put me to that test.

Even the first gentle tap of the leather hurt against that already tenderized skin.  I tried to blank out my head.  It didn(t work.  Neither did biting my tongue ( the gag was in the way.

(I(ll give you twenty.  That was one.(
I tried to distract myself by keeping track.  But somewhere about six or seven, my mind forgot how to count.  Behind my closed eyes, I watched the colors.  Solid black, then flashes of brilliant white and red.  Then purple and yellow.  Waves of color, beautiful color.  And suddenly I was floating.  I was no longer feeling the pain ( I was living it.  Living for it.  Riding it.  And then it stopped.

Jack unbuckled my gag, and it dropped from my slack mouth.  He leaned down and kissed my forehead and cheeks.  Licked my salty tears and brushed his lips gently against mine.  (You broke through, didn(t you?  I could tell exactly when.  You stopped fighting it.  Your muscles gave up the strain and tension.  There(s nothing like it, is there?(
I couldn(t even answer.

(There(s nothing that turns me on more than taking a guy over the top.(
I looked down and saw it was true.  His cock throbbed and pumped precum out over its meatus.

(Fuck me, Jack.  Please screw my aching butt hole.  End my virginity.  Please.(
He circled behind me, and I felt his tongue mingle his spit with the seat in my crack.  Soon I was murmuring.  (Oh, yeah.  So good.  Oh, Jack, now.  Fuck me now.(
After all he(d just put me through, I was surprised and grateful at his gentleness.  He eased the head with its massive metal ring through my opening and then halted wile I ground my teeth to adjust.  Then suddenly it felt good, and I pushed back with my ass.  That was the signal he(d been waiting for.  And for the first time in my life I knew what it felt like to be fucked by a man.  He rode me hard and good.  And he kept hitting that inner spot that drove me wild.

(Come when I do, Paul.  You can do it.  Just concentrate on the feeling.  Pul your nuts up tight.  Let your cock ride against that table top.  Concentrate on me poking your prostrate.  Get ready.  I(m about there.  Oh yeah, I(m gonna cream.  Your ass is gonna get its first taste of man seed.  Oh, god!  I(m shooting!  Now, Paul, now!  I(m coming!(
I did, too.

A quiet time elapsed, then he untied me and literally carried me into the shower and washed me.  The sting of the water on my ass made me groan.

(I(ve brought some salve that(ll help with that.(
He dried me and placed me on the bed.  I immediately dozed off for a second, but woke again to the feel of his hands anointing my butt with the cream.

(There ya go.(
I rolled over and was disappointed to see him dressed.

(You need sleep.  And I leave on an early flight to run a camp for a few days down south.  But I(ll be back on Monday.  I left some tapes and a few toys for you to experiment with.  Besides, I think you should have a few days to think this all over and decide if it was a mistake.(
His finger against my lips stopped my protest.  (Look, I(d like nothing better than to be your lover.  But if you decide this isn(t right for you, I(d be just as proud for us to be good friends.(  

I knew I had found my life-long partner.  But I also knew he wasn(t going to let me say so then.  Oh, well, Monday would be soon enough.

He kissed me lightly on the forehead.  (Good friends and good neighbors.(
