Reformm
                         by Allen Baker

The house is a wonder.  Well, not the house itself, although it is attractive enough and, being an (A( frame, is not one of those look-alike houses in the area.  Yes, it is a nice house.  But what makes it special is the fact that it belongs to Jesse.

Because Jess is special.  He is one of those small men who make up for stature with personality and winsomeness.  Barely five foot two, he doesn(t always reach some guys( shoulders.  (Puts my teeth right at nipple height,( he quips with a grin.  His Italian heritage shows through his swarthy complection and black hair and beard.  The black wiry growth covers most of his body and sprouts up over the edge of his T-shirts.  His smile is perpetual, and his twinkling eyes hold promise of that just-below-the-surface mischievousness that makes you want to stick around to see what(ll happen next.  And his heritage has also provided him with an Italian sausage that is a beauty to behold.  And a low-hanging set just below that(s the envy of many a guy.

A true original, a one-of-a-kind.  He(s gay, of course, but defies any other attempt at categorizing.  He(s not a regular at the bars or the adult book stores.  He doesn(t frequent the cruisy sections of the local parks.  Nor does he often travel the hour and a half necessary to patronize the bath houses in Philadelphia.  He has his own game plan.  His own rules.  His own challenges and conquests.

(A gay guy is no challenge.  What(s the big deal about getting a gay man into the sack?  Any gay will slip his zip to get a mouth on it.  Ah, but a straight man, a married straight man.  Now there(s a worthy goal.  Get a straight, family man to drop his drawers and flop his meat into another man(s face, and you(ve accomplished something.(
Jesse should know.  He(s made nearly a forty-year career of doing just that.  He is an electrical engineer who(s managed an early retirement since age 50.  Intelligent, college educated, personable.  And he loves cock.  Anywhere, anytime.  And while I(m sure he(s never rejected a gay one that came his way, straight prick is his specialty.  He loves the challenge of seducing the matcho, hetero man.

Anyone less personable and witty would never get away with half of the things he(s done.  Like flirt with the waiter at the ritziest restaurant in town.  If the guy is young, cute, and sports a wedding band,  Jesse will start with obvious, outrageous flattery.  (I hope they didn(t hire you just because of your looks, although that would be enough reason.(  Or, (This has to be an even more expensive joint than I thought if they hire models and movie stars as waiters.(  Soon this banter would be followed by getting the young man to talk about himself.  (How long have you been married?( (Oh, Jeees, you(re still honeymooning.  It(s a wonder you aren(t home in bed.(  (You two still doing it every night?  She(s a lucky lady.(  Then he might intimate that maybe it(s normal that the frequency isn(t quite what it had been at the beginning of the marriage.  Or that she offers no variety, only missionary style, (normal( intercourse.  Occasionally the guy will confess as much.  Then Jess(ll sympathize and offer condolences.  Eventually, he(ll suggest that there was much more to sex than women could ever possibly offer.  That only another man can really know how to make a guy feel good.  If he hasn(t had a blow job from another man, he doesn(t know what ecstacy is.  If he hasn(t orgasmed with a man, he(s never experienced heaven.

In all the times I(ve watched this take place, I(ve never been able to fully analyze the exact process.  Jesse has the ability to make it inoffensive and jovial.  If the waiter wants to take it all as a joke, he can.  But usually, somewhere about three-quarters of the way through the meal, you can see a slight bulge in the guy(s uniform front.  The sex talk is starting to arouse his libido.  Soon after, you(ll detect that look in the eyes that says that the guy is beginning to wonder and be curious.  Just maybe he has been missing something.  Maybe he should give this male sex thing a try.  Jesse will blatantly admire the front of the guy(s fly with his eyes, and slyly lick at his lip, but will not make any direct approach or offer.  When it comes time to leave, Jesse(s card with his home number will accompany the tip.

That card is another triumph to seduction.  Along the left side is a line drawing of his house.  (You need to let them know they(re at the right place when they drive up.  Otherwise, they may be fearful of knocking at the wrong door and bolt without even trying.(  Across the top in bold capitals is the name of his house: REFORMM, with the small letters underneath, Retreat for Married Men.  (You have to let them know that they aren(t an exception.  You make them feel like there are other people who also are feeling like they do.  Then they don(t feel like a freak.  A queer.(  Then his name, address, and phone.
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I think Jess must keep a record of the percentages of his successes, though he has never shared those statistics with me.  But I know that on at least two occasions, there have been some messages already on his machine by the time we return from a  restaurant.  Sometimes they(ll call and then chicken out, only to resurface a week or month later.  Sometimes they(ll stop on their way home from work that very night!  And sometimes it would be six months or a year later.  They just can(t get Jesse and his evocative suggestions out of their heads or their crotches.

Sometimes they(ll just drive up and tentatively knock on the door.  Jess will open it to find a red-faced man suddenly unable to talk.  Suddenly not knowing if he really wants to be there, but seeing no gracious way to depart.

It doesn(t matter whether they just appear or prearrange a meeting.  Either way, Jess soon has them relaxed and sprawled on his sofa.  He(s never met a stranger, and no one could ever feel like they haven(t known him for years.

But restaurants are by no means his only modus operandi.  Any man with a ring is fair game.  Anywhere.  On a bus.  In a waiting room at a dentist(s office.  A shoe store.  A church pew.  A movie theater.  Or just plain walking down the street.  He can talk to anyone, anywhere and make it seem the most natural thing in the world.  If I were to try his approaches to strangers, I(d be either stared at or told to bugger off.  He is a marvel.

But once they call or show up on his stoop, he knows they are hooked.  Now the next part of the game begins.  Then he(ll predict if the guy wants done or wants to do.  I find it hard to believe, but he swears it(s true that most married guys want to taste a cock at least once.  And almost all want a finger or more up his butt!  But many times they just don(t know it yet.

Jesse will set them down on the sofa and offer a drink: soda, coffee, iced tea, wine, whatever.  Then he(ll sit in his chair across from them.  (You can(t start off by sitting beside them on the sofa and placing a hand on his knee.  He(ll stutter and run every time.(
Jessie will just start to chatter about the weather or sports, the guy(s work or the car he drives.  Anything to make it feel like this is just another conversation between two friends who(d known each other for a long time.  (You(ve gotta relax the guy.  And never be direct.  Never come right out and ask why he came by or what he wants to see you about.(  No, Jesse always makes the other guy bring sex into the conversation.  It has to be the guy(s choice, or nothing will ever happen.

Not that Jesse doesn(t give the guy ample excuses to bring it up.  Anytime you bring up a topic out of the clear blue, it(s awkward.  So Jesse makes sure there is an abundance of logical prompts near at hand.  The main painting on his wall is that of a nude male lounging on a chaise in the sun.  The leg is propped to hide the privates, but the message is clear: men(s bodies are beautiful.  A couple of porn magazines are always on the coffee table.  Mostly gay, but a few straight ones, too, to make the guy feel more (normal.(  But even those are of the type that also show the guy sporting a huge erection.

And if that doesn(t prompt a direct discussion, the two side-by-side televisions usually do.  Eventually the curiosity will be peaked enough for the guy to inquire.  Curiosity, or just searching for a conversation topic.  Either way, Jesse won(t verbally answer.  He(ll just reach for his ever-ready remote controls, turn the two on, and start the two VCR players.  They are always kept in readiness, with the larger TV showing a straight fuck tape, and the smaller one displaying a very vanilla single-action male jack-off flick.  (I always figure if one video arouses me, two are even better.  What do you think?(
Well, what can the guy say?  He has asked about the TV(s.  They both know the underlying reason he(s there is horniness and curiosity about male sex.  The straight tape gives the married guy an easy out if he(s still too shy about the man stuff.  (Both of these are quite good.  A refill on your drink?(  Jesse always makes an excuse to leave the room for a while at this point.  (Give them some time alone to look.  That way they don(t have to be self-conscious about being observed if they choose to look mostly at the gay one.(
By the time he returns, there(s usually a bulge in the guy(s jeans.  This time Jesse(ll hand the guy his glass and sit in the chair beside the sofa.  (There(s nothing more natural than a guy needing to get his rocks off.  Nothing more fun either, is there?(  Then he(ll shut up and wait for a response.  And those will range widely.  Sometimes nothing more than a nervous clearing of the throat and a nod of the head.  Other times the guy will comment on the show.  (Ah, shit, man.  That(s hot.(  Or sometimes he(ll respond to Jesse(s words.  (Yeah, nothin( feels better.(
Somewhere along in here, Jess will punch his remote to fade the two movies from one tube to the other, making the gay one the more prominent of the two.  He(ll carefully observe the reaction.  The normal thing is to look at the larger screen.  If the guy(s attention goes back to the straight one, Jesse will know he has to move really slowly and prepare the guy a bit more to make him feel at home with the man-theme stuff.  If the eyes stay on the gay flick, Jesse(ll punch the remote again and fade the gay one into a two-man situation.  If there seems to be no ill effect from that, both screens are soon sporting heavy male sex: masturbation and oral sex.

By now, the guy is usually squirming on the sofa, wanting to touch himself but not able to bring himself to do it with another man in the room.  (Excuse me a minute.  I gotta take a leak.(  Jesse will go into the powder room just beside the TVs.  He won(t bother closing the door, implying the (just us guys here( thought.  He hauls out his hose and lets a stream gurgle into the bowl.  The guy won(t even have to turn his head to see the action.  But even if he is too shy to watch, he has to hear it.  He has to know that Jesse doesn(t give a shit about him watching.  That exposure and nudity are ok in this place.  That has been Jesse(s main message.  He walks back into the room while slipping his dick back into his pants, but he never zips it back up.  And this time he(ll sit on the sofa with his leg brushing against the guy.

By now the guy is horny as hell and sporting a hard crotch that pushes against the confines of his clothing.  (You look really uncomfortable.  Why don(t you loosen those pants up a bit and give yourself some breathing room?(  Jesse(ll lead the way by unbuckling his belt and unsnapping his jeans.  Since they were already unzipped, they(ll pull apart and allow the growing pouch of his briefs to bulge through.  With both flicks running, there is always some heavy action on one screen or the other.  (Oh, just look at that.  Shit that makes me want to beat off.(  Jesse would slip a hand down the front of his shorts and fondle and rub.  It is rare that the other guy won(t have followed along, step by step.

Now is the point of the most difficult task of all.  Up until now the guy will have convinced himself that he(s done nothing out of the ordinary.  So push too hard or too much at this point and he(ll still bolt, convinced that he is still a faithful heterosexual.  And he(ll never come back.  Jesse can(t reveal himself first.  Most guys will think that means they have to perform some act on him, and they definitely aren(t ready for that.  It scares them even if they may secretly want to explore.  But it is almost more difficult for the guy to bare himself in front of someone who is clothed.  He can feel dirty and wanton.  Again, Jesse will verbalize.  (Just look at that.  Oh, god, that(s got to feel heavenly.  That dick is beautiful.  Look how it bobs about.  That head is so smooth looking. Velvety.  Shit, look at that tongue on those balls.  Lathering them up good.  Oh, that looks so nice.  That guy(s body is so hot.  Men look terrific nude.  Every male body is beautiful.  Every prick is different and gorgeous.(
He(ll keep this up until the guy is rubbing inside his crotch and beginning to moan.  Then he lowers his voice to a whisper and begins a more direct approach.  (I just know your body(s beautiful, too.(  He(ll place his free hand on the guy(s clothed thigh.  (I can just tell from the front of your underwear that you(re hard and randy. I want to see your skin.  Take your shirt off.(  He won(t wait for a response.  He(ll reach over to do it.  He never meets resistance.  Sometimes the guy will passively let him remove it.  Sometimes he(ll eagerly assist.  (Ummm.  Just as nice as I knew it(d be.(  Jesse will run his hands over the guy(s shoulders.  Will caress his biceps.  Sooth him into relaxing and accepting the first touch of another man(s hand.  (Very nice.(  He moves on to the chest, and soon gives a gentle tweak to a nipple.  Most straight men will jump at this, never having realized that this is a male erogenous zone.  The guy(ll give a quick intake of breath and sigh in delight as  he drops his head back onto the sofa and lets his eyes drift shut.  Jess keeps it up, switching between the left and right and varying the intensity of the pinches.  Then he(ll lean over to flick his tongue across the nearer one.  Usually the guy(ll moan and shudder at this new experience.

Once he(s sure the guy is grooving on this, Jesse starts up his verbal attack again.  (What beautiful shoulders.  I love nipping at those nubs on your gorgeous chest.  Your body is beautiful, just like I knew it would be.  Please, show me the rest.  Get comfortable, get nude.  Show me.  Let me see.(
This is where many of them get nervous.  It(s one thing to be shirtless with another guy.  Normal.  Nothing unusual or strange.  But dropping your pants is something else all together.  Redirect is Jesse(s approach.  (Would you just look at that?(  There(s always a bobbing cock on one of the screens.  (Just look how free that beauty is.  It has breathing room; room to grow, ya know?  Let(s just give you some room.  Why don(t you just loosen that belt and unsnap the button?  That(ll give you some space.  You won(t have to do more if you don(t want.(  Then he(ll shut up and keep caressing, but slightly lower.  On to the navel area, but not lower.  Not yet.

The guy will eventually give in to the double onslaught of the videos and the touch of another hand.  Hesitantly he unbuckles and unsnaps.  He might even be adventuresome enough to tug a bit on his zipper.  This is my friend(s clue.  (If he does that, he(s hooked.  Mentally, he(s already nude: he just hasn(t completed the act yet.  I know I won(t meet any resistance now.(
So then Jess will start to rub the waist band of the guy(s briefs with one hand and his thigh with the other while verbally directing attention to the screen.  (Look at that beauty.  It loves all the attention it(s getting.  God, that(s hot.  Just look at the hand pleasuring that rod.  Oh, that ooze is dribbling.  That(s got to be so good to the taste.   Shit, I(m oozing, too.  How about you?(  Then he(ll finish unzipping the guy without touching his fabric-coated prong.  (Oh, yeah.  I just knew it.  It is getting moist in there.  Just look at that wet circle.  Yeah, you(re eager for it, too, aren(t you?  Here, just hike up your hips a minute and let that boy get out.  Give him some air.(
The married man will always stare at the screen as if he hasn(t heard, but he will arch his back, and Jess can lower the guy(s pants and shorts to his ankles.  Jess won(t touch him yet, but offer praise.  (Yes, just as I thought.  It grows when you give it the space.  Oh, I just love looking at a man(s cock.  A thing of beauty.  Every one different, and all of them beautiful.  That(s got to feel good to be loose and free.  Why don(t you touch it?  Stroke it.(  Jesse will rub the front of his own crotch by way of encouragement.  (Make it feel good.  That dude on the screen is about to shoot, and you can bet he(s feeling great.  Make yourself feel great, too.(
Jesse reaches over and runs a hand up and down the inner side of the guy(s thigh.  Usually, the guy will start to stroke himself.  If not, Jesse will take the guy(s hand and place it on his cock for him.  The guy just has to start stroking.  Now at last, Jesse will slide his hand up for his first touch of the guy(s manhood: he(ll begin to fondle the balls.  It won(t be long before the guy starts to breathe heavy.  That(s Jess( clue to slip to the floor between his knees and reach up to take over.  (Here, let me do that for you.  Nothing(s more exciting than strange skin against your dick.(  He slowly strokes the guy and begins to lick his way to the hanging sack beneath his moving hand.  He also uses his other hand to slip his own trousers to the floor and starts hand movement at his own crotch.

When his mouth has completely washed that nut sack, he brings his tongue to the base of the cock and begins to lick his way up to the tip.  By now the guy is shivering and moaning.  Jess will then use his experienced mouth to give the man-virgin his first male blow job.  Jess also slips a slicked-up finger in to tickle the guy(s crack and rub his opening.  Then it won(t take long.  The novelty, the videos, and Jesse(s talents will prove too much, too soon.  The guy will begin to shout along with the TV and shoot his load all over.

Then Jess won(t give the guy a chance to get embarrassed and slink away never to return.  (Oh my, what a load.  You(ve been carrying that around way too long.  We(ve made a real mess of you.  Come on, it(s shower time.(  While he speaks, he pulls the guy(s socks and shoes off and finishes removing his pants.  At the same time he slips out of his own duds.  By the time he(s pulled the guy up from the sofa, they(re both nude.  Jess then keeps hold of the guy(s hand and leads him into the master bedroom and bath, right into the oversized shower.  He won(t say anything more, just proceed to give the guy a shower.  By the time he soaps up the man(s shoulders and back and moves on to his butt, he(s  moaning with new pleasure.  And when Jesse turns the guy about, he invariably is sporting another woody.  (It(s nice to know your efforts are being appreciated.(  Sometimes Jess will do another blow job right there in the shower.  But more often, he(ll towel them both off and lead the guy to the bed.  Another TV and video set the stage for the next step of the seduction.  The VCR in the bedroom always has a less benign film. This video usually involves some group activity with a heavy emphasis on ass fucking.  The action is hot, heavy and doesn(t allow for any fantasy of female involvement.  This is heavy duty man sex.  No mistake.

(Don(t let him delude himself that he is really a heterosexual just taking advantage of an opportunity to get his rocks off.  He needs to acknowledge that he(s rounded the corner into bisexuality.  So I get him on his stomach facing the TV and kneel between his legs.  I let him witness the hot action on the screen while I lick my way from the back of his knees up to my goal.  A guy(s first rim job is an assault to his nervous system.  He(s had no previous experience to compare it with.  This is a feeling he(s never had, never expected, never anticipated.  If I do a good job, I don(t even have to suggest the next step.  He(s been watching the screen and knows what to expect.  When he stretches out on the bed and looks at the screen, he(s probably telling himself that there(s no way he(d ever let some guy stick a dick up his ass.  That thought disappears when my tongue and his feelings take over.(
Jesse(s tongue invades the guy(s butt hole and begins to open it up.  Soon a finger joins the action and probes around.  It isn(t long before the guy is bucking and groaning.  Jesse never rushes the action.  He licks and prods, adding and subtracting fingers.  Varying from caressing to finger-fucking the guy.  At the same time, he slips his other hand under to rub and squeeze and stroke at the hard cock and balls.  Eventually the guy can take it no longer.  He(s been seeing how the screen dudes have been begging and he can(t help but join in.  (Oh, shit.  Fuck me, Jesse.  Fuck me.(
(Well, being the consummate host, what can I possibly do but oblige?  But gently.  This is a first-timer, and I want to be sure it(s the best thing that(s ever happened to him.  After all, I want a convert.  I want the man to come back again.  So I take it maddeningly slow.  I try to get him worked up to the eventual point that he(s begging for deeper and harder thrusts.  I want him to be calling out to be abused.  I don(t want him to have any thoughts later that it was an experience that was forced upon him.  If he can(t deny that he wanted it, asked for it, enjoyed it.  Well, then he(ll be back.(
Soon they(re both spouting and shouting and collapsing in a jumble of sweaty body parts into the sheets.  Eventually, they untangle and share another shower before Jesse will send him on his way.

(Occasionally, that will be the last I see of the guy.  But most of the time, they(ve found a new addiction and regularly reappear on my doorstep.  And I know they(re hooked for life, when I open the door to find that they(re holding a bundle of clothes in hand, already nude and sporting a rock hard cock.  Then I know I(ve had another lasting victory.(
PART  TWO
As may have already occurred to you, with this active a search-and-conquer approach, that there would be more conquests than even Jesse could maintain.  He doesn(t even try.  That is the added feature of visiting Jesse(s house.  As often as not, there(ll be another car parked in the drive beside your own.  Jesse, never having been possessive, is always willing to share.  If a second person shows up, no problem.

(Dave, have you met Carl?  You two have a lot in common.  You both have great cocks and love being nude.  Why don(t you two go up to the spare room and get better acquainted?(  Jess is never one to let there be any awkward time.  (Why have two people sit on opposite ends of the sofa and make small talk when we all know why they(ve come by?  Sex.  That(s why guys pull into my drive.  Why waste time?  As host, I figure it(s my duty to move things along.(
I have seen as many as eight cars in that drive at a time.  Sometimes the guys split up for the beds or the showers.  Sometimes it(s a free-for-all orgy in front of the fireplace, sprawled across the living room sofa and floor.

Sometimes there will be a group of three or four on the deck exploring outdoor nudity and the heretofore forbidden realm of water sports.  And there are always the toys.  Reach under the edge of the sofa or chairs or bed and you(ll come up with bottles of lube, dildos, vibrators, cock rings, and more.  The cigarette box on the coffee table holds a constant supply of condoms.  And if you want kink or fetish, just ask.  Jesse has a treasure trove of paddles and whips, leather harness and bondage ropes, diapers and rubber items.  If it exists in a sex shop, Jesse owns it.

Jesse has out-of-state conquests, too.  Bob is from upstate New York and only gets into the area on business once or twice a year, which is why he had never met me.  But when he is in the area, he stays at Jesse(s.  

One day last summer, Jesse called me at work.  (Can you stop by next Tuesday before you go in to work?  Say about 5:30 that morning?(
(I guess.  Why, what(s up?(
(I hope you(ll be.(  His mischievous chuckle on the phone always makes my crotch stir.  (I(ve got someone staying overnight that I want to surprise with a present.  He(s got this fantasy that I(d love to fulfill if you(re willing to help out.(  He went on to explain his plan.  By the time he(d finished, I wasn(t able to stand away from my desk without risking stares.  So of course, I agreed.

Tuesday morning at 5:30, I quietly opened Jesse(s front door.  He(d left it unlocked, as planned.  (Don(t even think of waking me.  You know I like to sleep late.(  Those had been his orders, so I just slipped out of my clothes, picked up the duffle bag of toys out of his front closet, and headed up the stairs.  At the top, I pulled on a black leather harness with a snap-on cod piece.  I also put a half hood onto my head.  He wouldn(t be able to see my face through the mask.  Jesse(s plan was to have the guy never see my face, never be able to know for sure who was with him.  Bob would never hear my voice either, as we had decided that this mysterious attacker would remain ominously silent throughout the entire episode.

I opened the door, allowing the hall light to shine in across the bed.  It made him stir, but didn(t wake him.  When I yanked back the sheets, he woke, but couldn(t tell much with light coming from behind me.

(What the shit . . .(  was all he had a chance to vocalize before I had pinned him to the mattress and had buckled the ball gag into place.  The fight went out of him when he finally realized where he was and what was happening.  His fantasy rape was coming true.

I pulled rope from the duffle and quickly tied his hands to the center of the headboard.  Then I turned on the light and stood back to look my captive over.  He was every bit as handsome as Jess had promised.  His eyes were wide but hazed with the abrupt end to his night.  They(d probably made a late night of it, and he(d barely entered his deep sleep.  Maybe he was still trying to decide if this was a dream.  A little action would soon dispel that thought.

I flipped him onto his stomach and spreadeagled him with more rope.  About ten hand whacks to his pajama-clad buns, and Bob was grunting, well aware he wasn(t dreaming.  He had his head raised as he watched over his shoulders.  His eyes grew when I hauled a sharp hunting knife out of the bag.  I held it in the light, twisting it back and forth to send reflections his way, making him wonder what I was about to do with it.  Then I started at the base of his pant leg and cut up the back of the left side all the way through the waist band.  Then I circled the bed and repeated the action on the right.  Then I cut through the tops as well.  I hoped these weren(t his favorite set.  Then with both hands I gave a unified yank, and he was suddenly nude, exposed to my whims.  He whimpered a little.  I liked that.

The ping-pong paddle soon had him bouncing on the mattress and gurgling around the gag.  Once his butt was nice and pink, I reached over to his clothes and pulled his belt from his pant loops.  The leather made a disturbingly loud noise against his ass in the quiet morning hours.  Soon Bob was blubbering and had tears streaming down his face.  But I could occasionally see between bounces that he maintained a rigid boner, so I knew that he was getting a thrill.

When my arm tired, I threw the belt down and retied him onto his back.  Now I saw his beautiful body for the first time.  Splendid.  Truly beautiful.  He was nearly six foot and was covered in a soft down of fuzzy, brown fur.  For a man in his mid-forties, Bob kept himself in great shape.  His chest was beautifully defined and capped with tit nubs that just begged for attention.  Below his flat stomach, sprouted an eight-incher that bobbed with every heartbeat and was capped by a skin-hidden knob.  Jess hadn(t told me, but he knew how much I love uncut cock.  My own responded within the confines of my leather pouch.  And his balls hung low in a lengthy, soft pouch that nestled into the crack between his spread thighs.  I stood staring at my bounty.  Shit!  Was this the way to start a morning, or what?

I dove onto the bed and began sucking a large toe.  My tongue began to travel kneeward and beyond.  But I temporarily bypassed the crotch and licked on to those inviting nipples.  There I feasted, chewing us both into a frenzy.  While I knew he wasn(t looking, I reached down for a handful of clothes pins.  It was a shock to him when I clipped one onto the point of his left chestpiece.  A groan rumbled in his throat, and his back arched up from the bed surface.  The second one grew an even louder response.  But the groans were more of an excitement style than those denoting pain.  He was beginning to groove with the flow of events.  I was not about to disappoint either of us.

I grabbed more pins and attached them to his scrotum.  We both groaned with excitement and need.  I retied his ankles to the headboard, bending him half.  Bob(s ass was exposed to my wants.  His hole was surrounded by paddle-reddened skin.  My mouth pounced onto the pucker and sucked and licked and probed.  At the same time, I tore off the pouch from my harness and fumbled with a condom.  By the time I(d managed to get it in place without breaking mouth contact with my target, he was ready.  His lining was pushing out, begging to be lanced.

Reluctantly, I pulled away my mouth and scooted up to aim my prong at his target.  I looked into his pleading eyes, wondering if they we begging for me to stop or go on.  It didn(t matter, I knew his fantasy was to be raped, and I was more than willing.  With one lunge, I buried myself.  Totally.  Bob(s eyes rolled back, his head thrashed, and a muffled animal scream sounded behind the gag.  I didn(t give him even one second to adjust.  This was meant to be an assault, and I obliged.  I hit my pace, fast and furious.  He whipped his head from side to side and blubbered.  Tears rolled down his cheeks.  But his crotch told his true feelings.  Hard as a rock, his prick oozed slick clear, fluid that puddled in his belly button.  His cock throbbed.  His nuts pulled up in his sack.  I plowed on and on.  Soon he arched his back and screamed anew.  His jism spouted all over us both in strings of while globs.  He bucked and shuddered as he climaxed.  And his ass innards clutched and pulled against my pounding dick.  That did it: I growled and withdrew, throwing the condom aside.  Two hand strokes and I spread more white juice over his chest and face.  We panted and finished basking in our pleasure.

I saw Bob(s eyes widen as he looked past me toward the door.  I turned to find a man kneeling in the doorway clad only in boxer shorts.  I knew I shouldn(t have been surprised at Jesse having invited more to this event.  I just hadn(t expected anyone while I was still there.  I didn(t recognize the guy, but his posture told it all: I was still the one in charge.  I strode over and mashed his face into my sticky crotch.  New Man got the hint and started using his tongue to clean my smeared prick.  When he finished, I grabbed a rawhide cord and bound his wrists behind him.  It must have been the right approach, because his shorts tented prominently in front.  I stood him up and striped him completely before leading him to the bed.

After he was straddling Bob(s chest, I removed Bob(s gag and strapped it into place on New Man.  Then I fed New Man(s cock into Bob(s eager mouth.  New Man eagerly began to strike up a rhythm into Bob(s gurgling throat.  I removed the clothes pins from Bob(s chest and reattached them onto New Man(s.  Both of them twitched and groaned at the action.  Then I pulled New Man away and rubbered him up.  He knew to position himself at Bob(s dripping ass hole.  Then he turned to be sure he had permission to proceed.  I gave him a short nod, and he pushed in to continue his fuck.

From the duffle I grabbed a vibrating butt plug and sunk it deep into New Man(s bung opening.  When I turned it on high, he redoubled his efforts to screw Bob(s brains out.  Bob began to blather with desire.  I climbed between the two and sunk my newly hard prick into Bob(s mouth as I stuck my face into his crotch.  I used my teeth to remove the clothes pins from his nut sack.  He nearly bit my dick off.  Then I took his cock in my mouth and joined in the 69 action.  It wasn(t long before all three of us were moaning and shuddering as we did a three-way climax.

Once we(d slightly recovered, I grabbed New Man by his pubic hair and ushered him out of the room with a dismissing motion.  He(d have to rouse Jesse to untie and ungag him.  I found out later that Jess made him sit in his bedroom chair with the vibrator still going in his ass while Jess went back to sleep for half an hour.

(Who was that?(  The question reminded me that Bob was still there.  I turned and shrugged.  (You mean you(ve never seen him before?(  I shook my head, continuing my vow of silence.  I returned to the bed and retied Bob(s feet to the bottom of the bed.  (Oh, please, let me up to the bathroom, at least.(  I placed a gentle finger across his lips to quiet him.  From the bathroom, I retrieved a urinal and held it for him.  He started to protest, but my glare reminded him to be silent.  Eventually he gave in to the idea that it was either this or piss his bed.

I pulled the sheet up and grabbed another leather thong.  I made a pouch of the sheet about his genitals and tied the bundle tightly.  He groaned as he began to harden again.  I gave him a final kiss then pulled the sheet up over his head.  I turned out the light and closed the door.  He(d have about another half hour to rest before Jesse(s next assailant arrived to take over.

From then on, every time Bob has called or stopped in, he(ll try to get Jesse to tell him who the masked one was.  But he(ll never know for sure who his rapist was.

Such things take place at Jesse(s house.  The house is a wonder.  Well, not the house itself.  What makes it special is the fact that it belongs to Jesse.  And that any man, anytime, is welcome at Jesse(s ReForMM.

PART  THREE
This may be the sadder section of the story of Jesse, but it tells you who he really was.  The first two parts told about his sexual orientation.  Well, obsession, if you must.  But it doesn(t tell you about the real Jesse.

There wasn(t anything he wouldn(t do for you.  Anything from helping to move, lending money, even babysitting.  Though he never married and had any children of his own, he (adopted( the children some of the married men who frequented his door.  In his will, he had set up college education funds for no less than five whom he thought would otherwise never have the chance.  At $25,000 a pop, that was no token gesture!    I(ve often wondered how much his Christmas and birthday shopping sprees for his (kids( set him back.  I(d seen his entire spare room packed to the ceiling with wrapped packages in the weeks before Christmas.  And not just any old thing either.  We(re talking bicycles and model train sets.  Even computers.  Only the best for his kids.

And he wasn(t anti-marriage, by any means.  He counseled many a guy through a troubled marriage period.  But if some ended in divorce, then he(d help the guy cope with the aftermath.  He always hurt for the kids, knowing they suffered the most.

For years he endured a degenerative lung aliment that was hereditary.  He knew for a long time that he would never live to a ripe old age.  About five years before his death, he had a double-lung transplant out in Pittsburgh.  He was near death, on oxygen, in need of constant care, just before the call came that they(d found a donor match.  They weren(t sure he(d survive the helicopter flight out.  That(s how close it had been.  It was a painful recovery period, and he never really fully regained his health.  From that point on, he knew he was on borrowed time, and he made the most of it.  Every day was a joy to be free of oxygen tubes.  To be able to drive again.  To be independent again.  And he made the most of every day.  Some of his more anal friends, commented that he(d let his house go.  And it wasn(t always the compulsively cleanest, neatest place as it had once been.  But his brush with death had focused his priorities.  People had always been important to him: now, they became his obsession.

He campaigned for state legislation to allow organ donation choice to be shown on a person(s driver(s license.  He formed a coalition to lobby for the idea. He met with the governor and other state officials.  His personal story of resurrection was inspiring.  And he was an able speaker whose winning personality and wit won over many an audience.  His coalition, designed a bronze medallion to be presented to families of organ donors.  He formed support groups for people awaiting organs and for surviving family members of organ donors.  He worked with the American Lung Association to coordinate activities for these people.

And he laughed.  No day was complete without hearing his chuckle and seeing his grin.  I think that(s part of what I miss most.

And I miss him a great deal.  When he died in 1997, I lost the best friend I ever had.  I miss him more than I can possibly say.  Yes, my libido has suffered from lack of the adventuresome  sex exploits that I encountered at his home.  But what I really miss is his friendship.

Sure, guys went to visit Jesse to get their rocks off.  But we all certainly had other means to do that.  The true attraction of Jesse(s house was Jesse: his openness, his humor, his warmth, and his acceptance.

There has never been another home where I knew I could say anything I pleased.  Do anything I pleased.  Hold any political thought.  Discuss any belief.  Never was there any other friend who accepted me exactly as I am.  Only Jesse.

And I wasn(t the only one who felt that way.  Jesse was everyone(s friend, confidant, counselor, therapist.  Even near the end when he was back on oxygen around the clock, he always had time for everyone, either in person or on the phone.  Guys from all over the country would call at any hour of the day or night.  Sure, sometimes they wanted to talk sex, to have Jesse serve as their private phone-sex provider.  But just as often, they just needed someone to listen.  Someone who cared.  And Jesse cared.

