The C in the S D
by Allen Baker
In and out. Back and forth. In and out. Rhythmic motion. In and out. Piston action. In and out.

He reveled in the feeling. Loved the action. He couldn't understand why some people disliked riding the Metro into D.C. He loved moving in and out of the light. In and out of the tunnels. The rhythmic, slightly rocking motion of the cars. It was sensual. It was sexual. He loved it.

He loved even more knowing where he was going when he took the Metro. The only times he went into the city were to visit the District. At least, that's what he mentally called it. The District. The Sex District. The SD.

The motion of the ride primed him for the weekend activities he craved: in and out, back and forth. He squirmed in his seat and rearranged his crotch as the feelings settled in his groin, and he anticipated his Friday night in the SD.

He emerged from the earth at Dupont Circle. At the top of the steps he stopped and took in a deep breath. He could almost smell the men on the prowl. He exhaled and went to join them. First, he went for food. In the early days he was so eager to get to the hunt that he'd skip the meal. But later he'd find himself waning and lacking stamina. Now he took the time to get energized for the long night ahead.

He'd always pick one of the open-air sidewalk cafes on Connecticut where he could watch the men. There were many cafes to choose from, and it never failed to add spice to the game. Here in the SD was a freedom denied in his conservative home area three hours north. There, his life was closeted. Here, everything was open. He loved watching men stroll past his table holding hands. Arms around each other as they coursed the sidewalk. He loved seeing two guys lean across the table and lightly kiss. Holding hands beneath the table. Palms on thighs not their own. Once, he even spied a hand slip into an unzipped opening beneath a tablecloth. He loved the openness. It made dining out part of the preparation. It made eating an act of foreplay. And the waiters in the SD were always gay. Always alluring. Always flirting.

By the time he paid his meal and slid back onto his feet, he was ready to prowl. To rove. He went to the bookstores first. These magazines and papers were not available in his small home town. He forced the reading material into a section of his backpack for later. They'd sustain him back home in the weeks before he could again return to the SD. 
Next, to the shops. The leather shops, the novelty shops. Looking for new toys, playthings, more items for the back pack.

All the time, eying the men around him. Openly flirting. Frank, knowing smiles. Brushing past denim clad asses in narrow, crowded aisles. Here and there an grope to accompany a grin. Oh, how he loved the SD.

Near eight o'clock, when finally fueled for the weeks ahead, it was time to inflame the stoked fires for the night. He headed off down 14th to an inconspicuous door between a convenience store and a fast-food joint. The door was locked, as expected. Press the button. From inside came an answering buzz as the door released, and he entered. As he crossed the unoccupied lobby to the stairs, he glanced at the painting on his left and smiled. It always made him smile. Four foot wide and at least six tall, it showed a cloud strewn sky against which floated twelve jock straps in various poses. Nothing in them, just empty straps. The work always made him smile. He always pondered what they had held. What the contents had looked like. Large and bulky? Soft or hard? Dry or oozing? Cut or with foreskin? And where were they now? Upstairs?

At the top of the steps, he opened a door and entered a room approximately seven by twelve. Roomy enough with only one small bench to populate it. Still, he always found it claustrophobic, knowing he was trapped until showing his membership card and paying the fee. Then he'd be allowed to enter the Club. The Club in the Sex District. The C in the SD.

He spoke to the man at the counter through a ship's porthole and slid his money and ID through the wall. Again a buzz at another door, and he was in. In the Club. A sigh of contentment escaped his lips as he clutched his room key and grabbed for a towel and sheet. All around him were roving men. Young, old, middle-aged men. Slim, fat, just-right men. Tall, short, medium height men. Men. Hairy men, bald men, tattooed men, flabby men, muscled men. Men. Nude men wrapped in towels. Men. Suddenly, he felt conspicuous in clothing and headed off to find his room.

Passing the showers and hearing the splash of water, he glanced in to admire a pair of dimpled buns being rinsed. Through a fire door, across a landing of the stairwell, through another fire door, and into a warren of narrow dark halls lined with numbered doors and toweled men. As he looked for his own number, he appraised the men he passed. A good crowd for this early hour. Some doors stood open. An invitation for company. He looked in at the nude, lounging males. Some passively lying on their stomachs; their legs spread invitingly. Some openly stroking their hard members and tweaking their nipples. Hungry faces eyed the passers by, looking for the one they needed that night.

He unlocked his door and closed it behind him. As always, he was hit with the sudden urgency to strip and join the eager guys in the hall. He stashed his knapsack under his bunk. He quickly hung clothes on hooks, shoved socks and underwear into shoes and stood before the full-length mirror to wrap his towel. It bulged obscenely over his enlarging crotch. He loved the look, the advertizement, the promise of a good time. He slit his eyes and groped his towel. He was ready. He grabbed the key, slid its band over his wrist and pushed out into the hall.

First stop, the john to drain some fluid. As he started to close the door, he met resistance. It was pushed open enough for a slim youth to slip in and lock it behind. The young man immediately knelt and clamped a mouth onto the front of his pointing towel. He was chewed and munched as hands caressed his calves and thighs. Finally the head pushed aside the fabric and impaled a throat on his hard ten inches. The throat hummed in contentment as it slobbered and sucked on his iron pipe.

The out-of-towner was rock hard. He placed his hands on the back of the head at his groin and pumped into it. The first score of the evening was always special. The pent up needs of the last few weeks surfaced and made him randy with desire. He pushed his cock deep and then pulled nearly out. His nut sack slapped against the chin again and again. The urge took over and pounded into the willing gullet. His desperation prodded him to faster pace and, in spite of his desire to prolong the feelings, he was soon gushing his stored-up supply of white stickiness into the ecstatic face below him.

He finished and leaned against the wall to regain his normal breathing. The head stayed with him. Stayed on him as he slowly softened. The hand near the floor stroked a stiff prick. He waited, enjoying the wet warmth around his prong, the soft breathing against his crotch hair. But finally he had a different need and informed that he really needed to piss. It surprised him that the head buried itself even deeper. That the hand on his ass pressed him closer, and the other hand flogged at a faster speed. Eyes looked up in pleading consent. It was obviously wanted, so he figured he might as well oblige. Slowly he let his yellow fluid begin to flow. The eyes fluttered closed in contentment. Both men sighed in pleasure. The throat drank down his urine, and the lower had sparked a climax. Both men were happy.

He left the toilet and wandered through the lounge. Now that the initial orgasm had happened, he was content to take his time and browse. Window shop. Sprawling figures slouched in chairs in front of the large screen TV. Some were still wrapped with a towel. Others had pulled them loose to drape across tented laps. Everyone watches as he wandered through. Everyone evaluated, wondered, estimated their chances, judged preferences.

He cruised on through the narrow halls looking into open doors, but not ready to stop anywhere yet. He moved onto the landing and started down the steps to the Hole. He didn't know if the area really had an official name, but that's what he called it. The Hole. It was down two full flights. It was much larger than first appearances. Just a large black area about twenty by forty feet. Near total darkness until his eyes adjusted. It was mostly empty. A couple of benches. A massage table. Nothing else. Black cement floor. Black walls and ceiling. The tiny bit of light that reflected in form the stairs revealed little. Eventually he could make out the difference of white towels against the overall background. Some hung over shoulders. Some sere held in hands. Some were abandoned on the floor.

The smell and sounds of sex were intoxicating. His crotch began to stir again. Men were on their knees or sitting on benches with their heads buried in pubic hair. Men knelt behind those being blown and licked out their ass holes. A couple were bent over the massage table with cocks plowing their asses. The moaning, the slurping, the crooning were all having their effects on him. He was hard and ready to join the group sex.

He took off his towel and placed himself on hid back across the width of the table. His head hung over one side and his ass the other. He pulled his knees up to his chest and spread them apart. He was fully exposed to anyone's desires. In the dark, a cock brushed against his lips. He opened and pulled the hooded head in against his tongue. He licked into the foreskin opening and slurped out some nasty, delicious head cheese. His lips skinned it back as it delved on past his mouth and into his throat. His arms went over his head and wrapped about the invading torso, his hands slipped down to the crack, fingering the hole. Balls slapped at his upside down forehead.

A mouth latched onto his left tit and began to suckle. It perked right up to an erect

stance. Teeth scraped it, then latched on to chew.

Another head form the other side attacked his navel and slid south, eventually

nursing on his throbbing penis. He moaned and bucked his hips.

A new tongue lapped at his balls, then moved lower and slithered into his hole.

Tongue fucked his hole. Lathered his hole. Withdrew and was replaced with a rigid prick that plunged its total length in one quick motion. He grunted around the rod in his throat. His own cock twitched in the sucking mouth.

New hands explored, caressed, fingered, pinched, plucked. The cock in his mouth suddenly exploded and throbbed its discharge down his gullet. It withdrew and was replaced with another. This one was cut and much thicker, but not as long. He stretched his jaw to accommodate its girth. The one up his ass redoubled its pounding, then suddenly stopped as it bucked and pulsed a lengthy climax.

Suddenly the mouth in his own crotch won the battle and pulled out his seed in pulsating mouthfuls. He jerked and writhed as his head sent sparks flying into his brain. Additional spunk flew into his mouth and ass as the group reached a collective orgasm.

Pulling loose form the crowd, he staggered to the wall and propped himself there. Eventually his legs could support him, and his breathing had calmed. He made his way into the stairwell and slowly mounted the steps, leaving the Hold behind. Up he went to the showers.

He stood in the warm spray and let it cascade over him. It cleaned and rejuvenated.  It refreshed.

The towel served the manufacturer's purpose and dried him. The he re-wrapped its dampness about himself and began to prowl again among the rooms. He loved these weekends. He loved the C in the SD.

