Please note. The material in this document is intended for adult reading only

If explicit homosexual sexual acts and coarse language offends, continue no further, you have been warned.
I wandered aimlessly among the crowds that were enjoying the Fair Ground activities.

There was a cacophony of sound. Music boomed from loud speakers as the joy riders screamed with excitement. A kaleidoscope of flashing fights all around as the Ferris wheel chairs climbed skyward, bells rang as males tried to show their prowess and strength with each blow they made trying to make the hammer rise. The smell of hot dogs, onions and chips permeated the air tantalising the taste buds.

The predator had been circling the area for the last hour seeking out his prey, now he had seen what he wanted and was on the move. The prey unaware of the predator at this stage continued to watch the other people as they continued to enjoy the fair ground entertainment.  

I was alone that Saturday evening which was most unusual, the rest of the gang were either away for the weekend or out on a date. I’d grown tired of just hanging around the house watching TV or reading, I needed to get out and here I was wandering around the fair ground mixing with the crowd.

Suddenly there was a rumble and roar to my right followed by excited screams from the occupants as the carriages of the roller coaster sped downhill and banked away to the right. 

I slowly ambled on watching the people at each of the joy rides around the grounds

Suddenly I had the strangest feeling. The feeling of being watched. I looked to right and left but there was no one I could see watching. I turned and looked behind me there was a few people leaning against the arcade building watching the joy rides just as I had been, could it be one of them, I had no idea.

I continued on to the next ride and gazed at the excited participants. The feeling however continued. Again I turned to see who it could be. There that older guy in the sports jacket and light trousers, I’m sure he had been there the last time.

As I moved around the ground I kept an eye on his movements and yes he seemed to follow along as well.

Tiring of watching the joyrides I decided to venture into the arcade, slip a few coins into the machines and see what sort of score I could make.

Five minutes of playing and he was hovering in the background, he had to be following me. What did he want, what was he after. A twinge ran through my loins as a lusty thought went through my mind. No. No not that I said to myself, but the line of thought continued.

The predators thoughts had already been running along that track, the prey looked exactly what he wanted, he could almost feel and taste the victory and reward that had eluded him over the past week or so. He was hungry for it, his hand in pocket stroking the hard erection his thoughts had brought on. He was tempted to move in now for the kill but no he was experienced at this, he knew how to play his prey, slowly and with patience, he’d get what he wanted in the end. The stalking and the thinking about it was all part of the delights of the game 

I moved on up the arcade to another machine, placing another coin in the slot then turned to see if the predator was still there. I couldn’t find him, suddenly I felt a little disappointed, I forgot the machine as my head craned and eyes strained sifting through the many faces to see where he had gone.

Suddenly I saw him, he was staring straight back at me. Shit, shit, shit I thought, he must have seen me looking for him. He’d know that I knew he was following me. I played the machine until my coins ran out then took another look to see if he was still there. Yes he sure was and he did not even try to avoid my gaze, it was I who turned away, walking for the door. I’d draw him out I thought. If he’s after what I think he’s after he’ll follow. 

Predator saw his prey leaving the arcade and walk toward the promenade. A self-satisfied smile on his face. Yes he wants me to follow him. Oh soon my lovely boy, soon. He tells himself. His wicked lustful thoughts playing the images in his mind. Hand in his pocket stroking the still hard shaft, following a discreet distance behind.

As I walk the promenade away from the glaring lights and fairground noises I take a backward glance, yes he’s still behind me. I felt sure he wanted me for just one thing. My heart raced with excitement, adrenaline pumping, and anticipation growing.

The beach was to my left. I could hear but not see the surfs gentle crashing onto the foreshore. The lights were getting less the further I walked, just the odd dim street light. In the distance were the sand dunes and cliffs now invisible in the dark. The Devils Head light flashed its warning of danger every twenty seconds. I’d decided to stop at the next shelter. If there was no one using it I would go inside and sit on the bench seat to await my Predator and his actions.

The Predator was really happy the way things were going, the prey was leaving the bright lights and the safety in the number of people behind. Ahead it grew darker and the less likelihood of being disturbed from doing what he had in mind.

“Get into one of the shelters my young friend, just get into one of the shelters” He said to himself continuing to feel the warmth and hardness of his eager erection.

I stopped once more directly under the dim light, likewise the Predator stopped and turned toward the sea, waiting for me to proceed.

My heart was now well and truly thumping inside my chest. He had to be following me for one thing only. My body trembled with excited anticipation. I could already imagine the warm hard erection in my hand. I made for the shelter.

I peered through the glass windows to see if it already had an occupant, it was deserted. The dim light from the street was all there was forming dark shadowy corners. I sat on the bench seat to await the Predators arrival.

Oh yes, yes my prayers have been answered the Predator said to himself as he walked toward the shelter. Oh god I’m ready for it. The lump in his trousers as hard as ever.

I heard his footsteps getting closer and I watched as he drew level with the shelter, then he stopped turned away and faced the sea. First he checked to the right, then back toward where we had just come from, making sure there was no one following or in the area. He turned a full 180 deg. He now faced me. He was still too far away in this dim light to make out any features. He stubbed out the cigarette he had been smoking and came toward me.

Thump, thump, thump. Oh god he had to hear the pounding my heart was making. I was excited, knowing I was going to succumb to his every wish and desire.  

“Would you like some company for the night” He asked as he stood in the entrance. His eyes looked straight at me, as he waited for me to answer. He was older than I’d thought at first, at my age everyone seemed old, like most young people life ended by the time you were twenty-five. I placed him at around fifty.

My mouth was dry, my voice shaky as I eventually managed to stammer “Yes, yes I would”

The Predator had waited patiently for a long time for this moment now he struck with the deftness of a panther, lion or hawk.

He took the last couple of strides needed to sit very close to me on the bench, the smell his aftershave permeates the air. His hand was immediately on my thigh, squeezing and stroking it causing my penis to harden. His mouth close to my ear
“You’ve wanted me to do that all night haven’t you,” He asked.

I nodded and whispered “Yes…yes I have” as his hand squeezed my thigh.

“I’ve got something for you…I’ve been harbouring it all night” He said “Would you like to see it and hold it” There was no need to ask what, again I nodded my consent.

He lay back slightly, stretching his legs out, unzipping his fly. His hand releases the weapon that was causing the bulge in his trousers. I gasp and tremble at its sight. The tightly stretched skin shines in the dull shadowy light, I can make out the veins running from its base to the head. “It’s yours my young friend…do you want it?” He whispers. There is no question that I want it. The eagerness reflected in my eyes and face tells it all. A hand grabs my wrist pulling it toward the hard erection. My palm feels its warm clammy surface; my fingers clamp the hard shaft. “Oh god” I exclaim, my hand working up and down stroking it, revering it. He sucks air through clenched teeth at my action.

“Ohhh boy that’s soooo goood!” He exclaims. Head tilted back eyes looking to the ceiling.

“Has anyone ever told you, you have a lovely shaped mouth and lips” He remarked

“Oh well er…no” I reply. His finger, tracing the outline of my lips.

“Yes indeed…you most certainly do my boy…would you like to kiss him for me” He asks, nodding to the stiff erection. I slip to my knees placing myself between his legs.

My lips gently kiss the bulbous end moving down the veined shaft, my hand simultaneously cup and fondle the sperm laden balls, mouth and lips continue downward, mouth opening and suckling each ball in turn, back to the top mouth opening wide and devouring head and large proportion of shaft almost gagging in the effort.

“Oh shit…oh god” I hear him shout. I taste a mixture of salt and pre cum, saliva dripping from my mouth as I suck on the hard shaft. I’m preparing myself for the eruption, expecting the sperm laden balls to release the fluid.

“Whoa, whoa stop, stop.” He whispers “I’m going to cum…I’ve got other plans for you fellah” Pulling away from me. “Your arse appeals to me…I’d like very much to fuck you…will you let me” It was a question he had no need to ask, but he was unaware at the time the answer was a very definite yes.

“Yes…yes I’d like that very much” I replied with a trembling in my voice..

“Mmmm…that’s good…let’s walk on to the changing rooms…we can do so much more in there” He said.

The Predator was glowing inside; he was fighting hard to control the excitement that was running through his body at that moment. “Oh god I can’t wait to get his gear off, see that arse, feel that arse, oh god soon I’m going to be fucking it” He thought to himself as we moved nearer to the changing sheds.

It was dark and dank as we entered the shed. There were no windows. The only light there was, was coming from the openings high up next to the roof. I stared into the darkness trying to see if there was any other person hiding in the gloomy shadows. Apart from the drip, drip coming from a leaky tap there seemed to be nothing, no one.

The smell of the beach permeated the air, stale chips, and wet sand. I could feel the granules of sand on the soles of my shoes as we shuffled forward. I felt his hand on my hip and his body very close to mine, not wanting to loose contact with me as we both peered into the darkness. My thighs struck the wooden table that was in the middle of the floor bringing us both to an abrupt halt. With the sudden stop I felt him press into my buttocks.

“This’ll do” He said not wanting to venture any further into the darkness.

Eager arms encircled my waist. I lent forward placing my hands on the tabletop for support. His hands and fingers were already working feverishly at the buckle on my belt, then the zip on my fly. I felt my trousers and underwear being yanked downward to reveal my bare ass. The cool night air felt good and sensual a feeling of freedom as they reached my ankles. I danced and shuffled free, kicking them to one side.

He moaned softly as he ran his warm eager hands over my naked butt.

“Oh god that feels soooo gooood” He murmured. Hands on my hips he pressed himself hard against me. A trial run of what was to follow.

I heard the purr of his zip as he prepared for the main course. With his own trousers now around his waist I felt the warmth and contour of his hard erection pressed into my buttocks.

He stood there working himself into a frenzy, all the time murmuring to himself.

“Oh god you have no idea how long I’ve been searching for just the right person to do this with…I have a great load to get rid of tonight…you’re a very lucky lad” He said as he continued working himself behind me.

Up until now I’d been supporting my self with hands on the tabletop. I now stretched and tried to reach out to hold on to the other edge, my fingers barely touching it. I was now prepared and ready for him.

His hands were now in his jacket pocket searching for the gel he had brought with him.

My body trembled excitedly as the finger with the cool gel on it was inserted into my anal lubricating the area that was soon to receive the large throbbing hard flesh. His finger fucking continued raising my own excitement further.

I felt the warm hard bulbous end as he played and teased with me. Promising to insert it and then letting it trace a line between the crack dividing my buttocks.

“Oh please, please” I begged.

He just sniggered then said, “You want it don’t you” continuing to tease me.

“Oh yes, yes please” I continued to beg .He continued to tease as he savoured every moment. He was in charge and wanted me to know it. I’d be allowed to have it when he said so.

The head was being pressed hard into my entrance. “Ohhh…hey what about a condom” I said.

“Oh yeh that’s right” He replied. I lay there stretched over the table waiting and listening to him search his jacket pocket.

“There, there now that’s it” The feel of the hard shaft once more pressing inward.

I reached behind pulling my cheeks apart to assist entry.

One hand reached for the shaft helping to guide, in doing so I realised that there was no condom covering the erection.

“Hey I can’t feel any…” I started to say. The shaft was being pushed inward my anal was already expanding to accommodate its size.

“No, no, no we must….” I was protesting as the bulbous head vanished inside. I felt the sway of his hips, each sway thrusting forward, each thrust the hard shaft vanished a little further. “Hey no, no we should be using a condom” I continued to protest. My protests were falling on deaf ears as another three thrusts finished the job. His hard cock was firmly and securely inside me.

There was no way I was gong to stop him now. I stopped my protests and relaxed on the tabletop as his hips continued from thrusts to easy back and forth motions. I was being fucked.

His moans and mews echoed off the walls as he indulged himself. The Predator was now enjoying his spoils. This is what the hunt had all been about.

His bare arse was slamming back and forth on mine. Oh this is what I like. Oh god I love fucking. He was saying to himself as his hips swayed and hard cock thrust. My thighs were rubbing and chafing against the table’s edge as he thrust into me time after time after time.

The warmth of his body pounding against mine felt good. I could hear the gel smeared shaft slurp back and forth with each inward, outward motion. His fingers dug into my hips as he pulled himself deep inside me. 

“I’d love to be able to do this to you at any time…wouldn’t you” He said.

“Mmm that would be marvellous” I responded dreamily.

“You could come and live with me if you want…I have lots of room…you could scream to your hearts content” He said.

Still enjoying the thrusting motion in my anal I replied dreamily again. “Mmmm that would be marvellous”

“If your serious I can arrange everything for us” He said

I really wasn’t taking much notice I was just lying there in the dark eyes closed enjoying being fucked, it was so soothing.

 “Oh yes um…whatever you say or decide” I replied not taking too much notice of the conversation “What was the question again” I thought as the pounding in my ass continued.

“It’ll be our little love nest eh!” He said

“Yes, yes our little love nest” I purred in reply. The hard shaft continuing to work its magic

I had no reason to believe my answers would have such a profound effect on my future.

“Oh fuck…oh yeh” He was saying the motion getting more furious more exciting.

“Oh fuck yeh!, yeh! Ohhh, aahhhhhhh” Was all I could hear. Three final thrusts. Then the dam that had held back all his frustrations and pent up sperm blew apart, the flow that followed was tremendous, his balls contracting from large to small in a matter of moments. I felt his fingers and nails digging into my skin as he let out one last cry “Oh fuuuuuck” All motion now at a complete standstill as the last drops of semen drained inside me. Each in our own way felt good about what had just happened. He was panting slightly after the effort, there was a reluctance to disconnect for a while, and then a slurp told me it was all over as his now slack penis slid from my velvet love tunnel.

I lay on the tabletop continuing to enjoy the afterglow of the sex I’d just enjoyed. I heard him wrestle with his trousers as he made himself presentable to the outside world the purr of his zip going in the upward direction completing the action.

“Hey I want to thank you for the fuck…er…I don’t even know your name” He said

“Stephen…but I get Steve” I replied

“Well I’m very pleased to meet you Steve…I’m Arthur” He said and I wondered if it was his real name or just one made up for the night.

“If your interested in what we discussed before I can arrange something Steve” He said

What we discussed before I thought to myself hardly remembering what it was. Shit what exactly was it? My mind vaguely remembering the conversation. It was a good fuck though. “Oh er yes, yes by all means…it sounds good to me” I replied.

“Oh shit that’s just great…I’ll get things ready eh” He replied.

“Oh yeh, yeh” I replied not knowing exactly what he meant.

“I’ll see you down at the fairground next week the?” He asked

“Yeh sounds great” I replied. I’d been slowly and reluctantly dressing myself. I’d hung on hoping he was going to get another hard on and we could do it all again, although the sperm I was now carrying should be enough for one night.

Even having been in the dark for so long it was hard to see anything. He sounded excited as he said.

“Well I’ll see you next week eh”

“Yeh, yeh I look forward to it” I said

“Mmm me too…thanks again for the fuck” He replied then left.

The fairground was packed that night as we all circled the amusements and arcades. My eyes darted from one face to the other as I searched to see if Arthur was among the crowd. I wanted to be the first to see him, not wanting my friends to know I had a homosexual lover. I started to become despondent when I could not find him. As the night had progressed I become more and more excited at the thought of meeting up again, doing the same thing all over, now as I searched the crowd and sea of faces he was not there, disappointment showing in my face.  I stuck with the pack as we moved from place to place. After another half-hour I gave up searching and just watched the laughing excited people enjoying the amusement park.

I was deep in thought, reliving last week when a voice from behind startled me.

“A penny for your thoughts Steve” My heart started to race. I knew before turning that it was Arthur. 

“Oh god you gave me a start” I said as I turned to face him.

“I’ve been watching for some time…I see you have you’re friends with you” He remarked

“Yeh…we come most weekends”

I looked to see if any of them had seen me talking to Arthur. Terry was too busy talking to the redhead to know if anything was going on around him. Gerry…well I hadn’t seen him for some time either, probably in the arcade playing the machines.
“Have you thought any more about last week” He asked

“Yeh…yeh I’ve thought about it a lot” I replied.

“Would you like to do it all over again” He asked.

“Yes, yes I would very much so” I said.

“Oh good I’ve organised everything…we can go to my house be comfortable and no prying eyes” He said. “Would you like that?”

“Yes…it sounds great”
The journey was about twenty minutes to an area that I always thought of as expensive. Large older properties with huge well kept gardens. It made me wonder what this guy did for a living; he had to have some sort of income to afford to run it.

The interior was just as lavish as the exterior and the furnishings would have set an antique dealer wild with envy.

“Come…let’s go upstairs we have things to do…and it’s all ready for you” He said as I followed eagerly in his trail.

The banging on the door brought me back to consciousness.

“Hallo is there anybody in” I heard the voice saying. My own voice sounded feeble in reply.

“Yes…yes up here please” I tried to shout.

There was a sound of breaking glass as the police entered the property.

Two months later I sat in the midday sun drinking a latte. The sun felt good and warm, the latte tasted great. I reread for the umpteenth time the newspaper clipping from the events on that day of liberation.

The headline read

                                       Homosexual Love Slave
Earlier today the police broke into the home of Arthur Spendle after concerned neighbours had reported they had not seen him for some days.

           On entering they found Mr Spendle dead from an apparent heart attack, but even more bazaar was the discovery of one Stephen Carson who had gone missing in mysterious circumstances ten years previously. Carson had visited a fairground with friends and was never seen again until today. Apparently he was lured by Spendle to his home and kept captive as his homosexual lover….bla, bla, ba. 

The story went on. Of course things were not quite the same as when I’d left I was shocked to find that a couple of my friends had died. Some gave me a wide birth not wanting to be associated with a homosexual. I was still receiving phone calls and letters from both ends of the spectrum.

“Hi Steve this is Bob here. I’ve got a very nice hard nine inches I’m sure you’d love to have…” CLICK, as I put the phone down.

Or letters “I think you should be ashamed of yourself you pervert living like that with another man….’

I didn’t care I now had a regular partner, the editor of the magazine who bought my story  paying me good money, and the house and all his earthly goods of one Arthur Spendle who had named me in his will.
Yes. The sun had never felt so good or coffee so enjoyable. 
