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    When Dale got up and looked out the window, he was not pleased by what greeted him. There had to be at least a foot of snow on the ground, and he was due at work in just over an hour. He walked down the three steps that separated the bedroom and bathroom area from the kitchen and living room and hit the button to turn the coffee pot on. A sudden chill hit him as the first hint of dripping coffee was heard, and Dale ran back up the steps and into the bathroom.


    


    It still felt strange to wake up and be alone in the house, even though it had been well over six months since his divorce was finalized and his ex-wife, Julie, moved out and down to Florida with her parents. As he stepped into the hot, streaming water, his body began to relax from the chill in the kitchen, and he quickly finished his ablutions. He wrapped a towel around himself and carefully shaved and brushed his teeth. When he turned to leave, he was facing the full-length mirror on the back of the door. It hadn’t steamed up totally, and Dale couldn’t resist his ritual body inspection.


    


    He dropped the towel to the floor and gave his body a critical review, looking for the slightest imperfection anywhere. The two areas of his body that pleased him the most were his well-defined chest and his penis. Chests and penises were so important to the self-image of a man that he had always worked hard to maintain his pecs. As for his penis, he was just grateful that he had been born with the right genes and that Mother Nature had taken care of the rest.


    


    Next, he looked for any wrinkles on his face and was pleased when he still couldn’t find any. The stress of a broken marriage that should have never taken place had failed to put any lines on his face. His legs were in decent shape, and his stomach was flat, even though he didn’t possess the typical washboard abs that so many men strived for and often failed to acquire. He turned around and looked over his shoulder at his ass and was pleased with the two firm mounds of flesh that filled out his jeans so beautifully. Even though he was only twenty-eight, he had seen so many men let themselves go and turn to walking mush once they got married.


    


    Pleased, he put his towel back on and headed into the bedroom, where he began dressing for work. Hearing the last of the coffee falling into the pot made him move more quickly. He clicked the morning news on in the bedroom so that he could catch the weather forecast as he dressed. When the weatherman announced that it was only seventeen degrees out and expected to get colder during the afternoon, Dale took off the Calvin Klein boxer briefs he had just put on and put on a pair of long underwear instead. Next came the winter shirt and pants and heavy socks.


    


    His work boots were kept in the front hall closet near the door where he took them off every day so as to not scuff up the floor. When he re-entered the kitchen, he was greeted by the aroma of freshly brewed Kona coffee that a friend of his had sent from Hawaii. He poured the coffee, got some OJ from the refrigerator, and sat down at the table to enjoy both.


    


    He liked to skip eating anything for breakfast but stopped for lunch if circumstances permitted. As he sat there, his mind drifted back to his recent divorce, and once again he felt very grateful that they had not had any children. Children would have made the divorce a thousand times more difficult, and it had been hard enough as it was. The reason cited in the divorce papers was profound incompatibility. After the second year of marriage, Dale had lost all sexual interest in his wife, even though he loved her as much as he had on his wedding day.


    


    He had even gone to doctors in an attempt to find out if a physical condition was preventing him from enjoying a love life with his wife. All the tests came back normal, and that left only mental reasons. Julie assumed incorrectly that Dale had fallen out of love with her and that he was seeing another woman.


    


    While it was true that many a lady wanted to bag Dale, none succeeded. Dale had vowed he would never cheat on his wife, and he hadn’t. Constant fighting and baseless accusations drove Dale to seek a divorce, and when Julie moved out, peace, which was so important to Dale when he wasn’t at work, returned to his home.


    


    Dale realized with a jolt that he had drifted off into deep thought and quickly checked his watch. It was time to go, and he drained the coffee cup, filled up a thermos, and headed out the door. He still had to clean off the car before he could leave the driveway.


    


    Once the car was ready to go, he started the engine, and as procedure dictated, he got on the radio.


    


    “Dispatch, this is car two-twenty-one, going ten-eight from home headed into my office.”


    


    “Ten-four, two-two-one.”


    


    The first of the day-shift patrol officers of the Bedford Vermont Police Department were now in service and headed into police headquarters. The roads were as bad as he expected, and it took a little longer to get in than it normally would, but finally he eased into a parking spot and headed into the office.


    


    “Well, good morning, sunshine!” called out his shift sergeant.


    


    “Morning. Lovely weather… for polar bears.”


    


    “That it is, my friend, that it is. We’ve only got four cars on the road today, and backup from neighboring jurisdictions is going to be a problem because of the roads. So if the shit hits the fan, it’s just us, amigo.”


    


    “Well, we’ve never had a problem yet that we couldn’t handle ourselves,” Dale replied.


    


    “Oh, now you went and did it. Now we’ll have a triple bank robbery or some shit. If it happens, everyone be sure to thank Officer Macho here!”


    


    The officers from the night shift who were going off duty and the day shift who were coming on duty booed Dale, who just laughed and went into the locker room to grab his paperwork for the shift. From there, he went into a small room that was used for roll call and sat down among the other cops still grinning at him.


    


    Sergeant Drummond came in and began his shift talk. “Okay, you all just drove in here, and you know how bad the roads are, so be careful out there. The last thing I wanna have to do today is write up the paperwork on a crashed cruiser. I’m sure we can expect accident calls, and remember that you are in danger out there when at the scene of a crash in this weather. Cars can’t stop quickly; they’ll be sliding, and if they aren’t paying attention, drivers will realize too late that there’s a wreck. If you’re out walking around, you could get injured or killed. Get the cars off the roadway. Get the information you need. Issue any citations that should be issued and clear the scene as quickly as possible.


    


    “Last night before it began to snow, night shift had a burglary in the Plankton area, so be on the lookout today for anyone that doesn’t belong in that area. We didn’t get much from the scene, so unless we get a break on this one, it’ll probably go unsolved. Any questions? ’Cause that’s all I got.”


    


    Sam Dunfeld spoke up. “Just one, Sarge: if this shit ices over, can we either return to station or park it somewhere? I don’t relish driving on ice.”


    


    “We need to try the best we can to have at least one car mobile as long as the banks are open. If we have to, we’ll call in two cars and double up the remaining cars.”


    


    “Maybe we should do that from the start, Sarge, rather than having to come all the way back to here to park two and go back out,” Dale suggested.


    


    “I don’t know; you guys think that would be better?”


    


    After agreement from everyone, the four cars were reduced to two two-man units. Dale grabbed his coffee and headed out to the cruiser area.


    


    “You want me to drive?” asked an officer named Rob.


    


    “Hell no! I’ve seen you drive when it’s sunny and eighty degrees out; I’m not riding with you in this weather. You park your young ass in my cruiser,” Dale said as he laughed.


    


    “Okay, gramps,” Rob responded.


    


    Dale shot Rob a “go fuck yourself” look and managed to open the car after trying a couple of times to get the key in the frozen slot.


    


    Once they got settled into the cruiser, Dale set out on a modified patrol route that took the pair near the businesses that were open and away from the more hilly residential areas.


    


    “So, where do you get off calling me gramps? I’m not that much older than you. Just how old are you, anyway?”


    


    “I’m a nice young twenty-four, which makes you older than me,” Rob responded with a smile.


    


    “Yeah, well, I’m not worried about a mere four years, dude. Besides, that also means I’ve got more seniority on the job than you do, rookie.”


    


    Rob laughed as the radio came alive. “Car two-two-one, three-car accident at Fifth and Hauser, no injuries.”


    


    Rob acknowledged the call.


    


    “Well, if there are no injuries, I’m not busting my ass to get there in this shit,” commented Dale.


    


    “It looks like it might be coming down harder now. You don’t think we’ll get held over because no one can get in, do you?” Rob asked.


    


    “Bite your tongue. The very last thing I wanna do is have to work a double or triple shift.”


    


    After another five minutes, they pulled up at the accident and both officers got out of their cruiser. It was the typical—one car had stopped at a traffic light, and the next two cars behind it couldn’t stop, causing a three-car pileup.


    


    “Check with the second- and third-car occupants, make sure no injuries are on board, and get all their information,” Dale said.


    


    Dale went up to the first car and got the story of what happened, which they already knew just from looking at the accident scene. Rob wrote down all the information for the drivers, gave each one the information, and instructed them to call their insurance companies and let them work it out.


    


    Rob stopped traffic until they got the three accident vehicles free of each other and out of the way as the plows came into the area. Rob and Dale got back in the cruiser and decided to try to find a place to sit for a bit. They backed into the entranceway of one of the local banks that was closed and sat there. Dale wanted to be out of the way of the drivers who wished to risk their lives by driving like idiots.


    


    “So, I heard you got divorced about five or six months ago. Bet that was tough, huh?”


    


    “Well, it sure wasn’t a picnic,” Dale answered. “I hope you’ll never have to go through it. It leaves a hole in ya, and I think it’s gonna take a while to fill it.”


    


    “Sorry that it happened to you. Being a cop is a stressful occupation on a marriage.”


    


    “You married?” Dale asked.


    


    “Nah. Haven’t met one yet that really rang all my bells, so to speak. I’m young, so I’ve got a lot of time, and I don’t wanna make any mistakes. Oh, not saying that you made a mistake, just saying if I act too quick, it will probably be a mistake for me.”


    


    “No offense, I think you’re being smart. Sow your wild oats first, and then settle down when you’re ready.”


    


    “Yeah, well for right now, I’d just like to get through the day. I’m obviously gonna miss my workout at the gym today—and probably tomorrow—due to this shit,” he said as he looked out the passenger window.


    


    “You work out every day? That’s a bit much, no?”


    


    “Not at all. I’ve got a good build, and I wanna keep it. Once you have it and lose it, it’s even harder to get that discipline back to get the body back in shape.”


    


    “Hard to tell in the uniform with the vest on. It hides the shape.”


    


    “Yeah, out here we all look the same,” Rob said and laughed.


    


    The rest of the shift dragged on with periodic attempts to make at least one pass by the few businesses that were still open but in the process of closing up for the duration. Near-blizzard conditions had blown into the area, and an hour before the end of the shift, they received a radio call from the sergeant.


    


    “Dale, you and Rob are going to have to stay on duty probably until morning. The area is locked down tight and the roads are impassable. I know it sucks, but we’re all stuck until this weather lifts and the plows can open at least the main artery. The town has made sure to keep the station plowed. Any urgent reasons you two can’t remain?”


    


    “Fuck!” Rob said.


    


    When Dale was sure Rob wasn’t going to curse again, he keyed the microphone. “We got it covered, Sarge, but I gotta tell you, not sure what good it will do for us to come into the station. If we get in, we won’t get back out to answer any calls. You got any suggestions? We can’t just sit in the car for twenty-four hours. We’ll run out of fuel.”


    


    “What’s your present location?”


    


    “We’re just outside the mall at the moment, slipping and sliding.”


    


    “Okay, right near your location is a motel. You guys get a room there—one room, not two—park the cruiser, get warm, eat if they got food, and I’ll have dispatch call you guys in the room if you’re needed. Sound good?”


    


    “Who pays for the room?”


    


    “You’ll get reimbursed for it, no problem.”


    


    “Okay, we’re good with it. Headed to the Fox Motel now.”


    


    “Ten-four.”


    


    “Well, at least we can get out of these uniforms before they start to go south on us. Should we try and wash our shirts in the sink or something?” Rob asked.


    


    “And what are you going to do if we get called out and your shirt is wet? You’ll be a sheet of ice within ten minutes. No, we’ll just hang ’em up.”


    


    They slid into a parking spot at the motel, and Dale went in and got a room. He told the desk to put through any calls for car two-twenty-one or for either of them by name.


    


    “You got any food around here?” Dale asked.


    


    “The best I can do for you guys is coffee and pizza. We’ve got frozen pizzas in the freezer, and I can throw a couple in the oven for you and brew some coffee. You all can either eat here in the lobby or take it back to your room.”


    


    “Thanks, we really appreciate that, Sid. Say about a half hour?”


    


    “Better make it forty-five minutes.”


    


    “Okay, see you then,” Dale said as he went out to the car. He moved it over to directly in front of their room, popped their portable radios out of the car charger, gathered paperwork, and headed into the room. Dale fumbled around for the light switch, and when he found it, both men were a little unnerved when they got a look at the room. There was only one bed.


    


    “Well, this is interesting. I’ll check to see if he has a room with two beds,” Dale said as he picked up the phone.


    


    “Hey, Sid, Dale here. You got a room with two beds, by chance?”


    


    “Sure don’t, Dale. The vacant rooms all have one queen-size bed. We got really filled up today because of the weather.”


    


    “Okay, thanks anyway; see you shortly.”


    


    “What? We’re stuck with this?” Rob asked.


    


    “Yep, looks that way. Motel is filled up for the same reason we’re here. We’ll just have to make do.”


    


    They put their belongings down and looked in the bathroom, which was as clean as the bed area. Rob flicked the TV on and found the weather. The news program was predicting another seven to ten inches of snow before morning with a temperature of seven degrees.


    


    “Holy shit, it’s gonna be cold out there tonight,” Rob said.


    


    Before Dale could answer him, the phone rang.


    


    “Officer Maxwell.”


    


    “Dale, it’s your cold and hungry sergeant here. You guys settled in?”


    


    “Yeah, kinda, Sarge. We got a room with one bed in it, but we’ll make do, I guess. Sid at the front desk is cooking pizza and coffee for us, and there’s plenty of ice!”


    


    When Drummond stopped laughing at the last part of Dale’s remark, he said, “We’ve got the other two guys at the Marchwell Motel. They’ve only got one bed too, and they’re real unhappy about that, but they’ll live. I’m going to anchor us at the station. If county dispatch goes out due to the weather, I can take calls here and dispatch from the station if necessary. I just pulled out the old army cot from storage and will bed down in the office here. If anything comes up, just call me on the phone; save your battery for the road. County road maintenance is coming by, and they’ll be putting chains on your cruiser. Hopefully that will enable you to get around easier.”


    


    “Okay, Sarge, sleep well.”


    


    Dale passed on what the sergeant had said, and he and Rob left their room to go eat. When they entered the lobby, they found a lot of people waiting on pizza, which was enough to make them decide to take theirs back to the room and eat. They grabbed the pizza and the coffee and headed back to their room, bracing against the strong wind that was now whipping the snow up into a blinding wall of wet, cold white.


    


    When they finished their meager dinner, they both felt a little better for having something in their stomachs. There was also a coffee pot in the room and enough supplies to make two pots in the morning. Dale was sure he could get more supplies from Sid if he asked.


    


    They both removed their uniforms and hung them up to try and keep them as wrinkle free as possible. That left both men in their underwear—Dale in his long johns and Rob in a surprisingly sexy tight little pair of briefs that made Dale look twice.


    


    They lay on the bed and watched what television they could get and then began to feel tired. They decided to try and sleep, and they turned off the TV and lights and crawled under the sheets. It was a tight fit, as both men were fairly large and well built. As they lay there in the dark thinking, Dale felt the heat coming from Rob’s body and worried that during their sleep, he might snuggle into his temporary partner.


    


    “Look, if I turn over in the night and put my arm over you or something, just wake me up and I’ll move it. Okay?”


    


    “Count on that, dude. Likewise here if I get too close to you. I haven’t slept with another guy since Boy Scouts,” Rob said as he laughed.


    


    “Well, don’t worry; I think I’ll be able to control myself being in bed with you. ’Course, after seeing that sexy underwear you have on, I might not be able to,” he said as he smiled.


    


    “You like these, huh? Yeah, my old girlfriend really liked these too. She said it was hard to look at them and not think about sex. Ah, you think I look good in them?” Rob asked.


    


    Dale thought before answering. “Let’s just say I wasn’t expecting you to have that kind of taste in underwear. You strike me as the boxer or plain ole tighty-whitey underwear type. The stuff you’re wearing is for high-school- and college-aged guys.”


    


    “Well, as we’ve already discussed, I am college-aged.”


    


    “Okay, you got me there. Look, I don’t know how to say this, but I’m damn hot in these long johns, and I don’t have anything else with me, of course. You okay with me going commando tonight?”


    


    “You mean sleep nude… next to me?” Rob asked in mock shock.


    


    “Yeah, that’s what it means. I’ll suffer if you object, but I’d rather take them off.”


    


    “Sure, go ahead. Just don’t be poking me with anything.”


    


    Dale got out of bed, pulled off his long johns, and draped them over a chair to air out before climbing back in bed without anything on. Just as he got settled in, Rob spoke up.


    


    “Well, in that case, I’ll do the same. Commando is how I usually sleep.”


    


    Dale heard the shorts come off of Rob and saw them fly through the air to land on a lamp across the room.


    


    “Ahh, that feels so much better. Now my junk can breathe. How you doing?” Rob asked.


    


    “Much more comfortable, thanks. Maybe we should try and sleep now, huh?”


    


    “Okay, goodnight, and let’s pray the phone don’t ring.”


    


    After a few minutes, they both fell asleep, tired after the long shift. They stayed that way until Dale turned over in his sleep and snuggled up to Rob’s back. They were now unintentionally “spooning” with Dale’s dick mashed up against Rob’s ass and his left arm thrown over Rob’s chest.


    


    When Rob felt the unusual sensation of a fleshy hardness poking him in the ass and then realized Dale had an arm over him too, he didn’t know what to do. He decided to relax and see if he could just ignore it and go back to sleep. However, once Dale became fully erect, it was impossible for Rob to ignore the hard-on that was trying to split his ass cheeks, and he turned flat on the bed, surprised that he had also become erect.


    


    Rather than being repulsed by the bodily contact between him and the slightly older senior officer, Rob found that he was curious as to what it would be like to have sex with Dale. This only made his hard-on harder. He turned so that he was facing Dale and their erections were touching.


    


    Dale had now woken up and assessed the situation that was unfolding in the bed. He realized that both of them were unintentionally aroused, but Dale knew deep inside that this was the reason his marriage had not worked. Sexually, he really wanted to be with a male, and a possible chance to validate that conclusion was presenting itself.


    


    Trying to figure out the next move, Dale was relieved when the younger man took the lead and absolved him of figuring that out. Rob moved his hand down and stroked his dick and Dale’s at the same time by running his fingers down his shaft and continuing onto Dale’s until their dicks lay head to head.


    


    When Rob realized that Dale’s breathing had changed, he knew that Dale was awake and that since he hadn’t taken any steps to stop what was happening, they both wanted it. Rob decided to take the plunge and blame it on being asleep if it blew up on him.


    


    He reached over and fondled Dale’s large balls, then grabbed onto his cock and began to jerk him slowly. When that happened, Dale figured that there was no sense in continuing the farce of being asleep.


    


    “That feels real good, Rob.”


    


    Rob froze and then continued what he was doing. “You woke me up with your dick sticking me between my ass cheeks, so I figured since I was hard, I might as well see if this was something you wanted.”


    


    “Well, as unplanned as this was, I welcome the chance to explore some questions I’ve always had about myself.”


    


    “Same here. I’ve always wondered if I’m bisexual or maybe gay. Guess we might as well both find out tonight, huh?”


    


    “Yeah, but this remains between us, okay?”


    


    “For sure, dude. You’ve got a nice cock on you, by the way,” Rob said.


    


    “Thanks, you do too, as I saw earlier when you were in just your sexy underwear.”


    


    “You like those, huh?”


    


    “Yeah, very much. They made me look at your package twice.”


    


    “What do you wanna do, just jack each other off?” Rob asked.


    


    “No. I wanna go down on you, if that’s okay,” Dale replied.


    


    “Fuck yeah, it’s all right. I never turn down a blow job, dude. Well, from a woman, that is. You’ll be my first man.”


    


    Dale got out of bed, went into the bathroom and got a wet washcloth, and came back to bed. He wiped Rob’s cock and balls off and then his own. He got back into bed and put his hand on Rob’s package and began feeling around. Rob reacted by springing back to a full state of arousal. Dale then moved to climb on top of Rob and inched down until he was able to bend over and take Rob into his mouth.


    


    As he explored the world of another guy’s dick, he ran his tongue over the head, sending a shock through Rob’s body. He licked the shaft and then the balls. When he came back up, he took Rob into his mouth and began to go down on him. Rob was having trouble resisting grabbing Dale by the head and shoving him down on his cock.


    


    As Dale inched down on Rob, he moved his tongue around, trying to remember what he liked best about getting a blow job and then trying to duplicate that for Rob’s pleasure. When he felt the shaft hit the back of his throat, he froze up and quickly backed off. He went back down, trying not to react that way again.


    


    “Watch your teeth, bud!” Rob warned.


    


    “Sorry,” Dale responded and went back down on Rob. He was initially worried about taste, but Rob’s dick didn’t really have a taste. This fact alone enabled Dale to begin to bob up and down on Rob’s dick, which finally caused Rob to begin to moan in appreciation. When Dale heard that, he really began to get into it, liking the fact that he was able to bring pleasure to another man with his mouth.


    


    He fondled Rob’s balls as he sucked, and Rob began to moan louder. Finally, Rob pulled Dale off of his dick and pulled him back up to the pillows.


    


    “Was that okay?”


    


    “Yeah, man, that was good near the end there. I was already building to pop, but I think it’s my turn to become a pole smoker,” he said with a giggle.


    


    Rob went at it with a lot more confidence than Dale had done. Rob grabbed Dale’s cock and licked the head and then went right down on it, trying to take all of Dale. He succeeded but ended up choking. He quickly recovered and began to suck almost all of Dale’s cock and with much gusto before he pulled off and went to Dale’s balls. There he licked each ball completely, sucking them in one at a time and then both together.


    


    He then got down between Dale’s legs so that his head was right above Dale’s cock and slipped an arm under each ass cheek so that he lifted Dale’s ass off the bed slightly.


    


    “Fuck, dude, you’re good at this. Did you say this was your first time with a guy?”


    


    “Yep. I’m just doing to you what I’ve seen in porn movies when it’s two guys. You like?”


    


    “Ahh, yeah, I like. Suck me, guy.”


    


    Rob didn’t need another command to do that; he fell back down onto Dale’s dick and sucked for all he was worth. As he sucked, he squeezed and released Dale’s ass cheeks repeatedly. Rob used a lot of saliva, and Dale realized he was getting a premier blow job and that it felt so right that it was a guy giving it to him. When he began to build to a climax, he warned Rob.


    


    “Dude, I’m gonna cum if you don’t ease up.”


    


    It was like Rob never heard the warning as he sped up his sucking and took all but two inches every time he went down all the way.


    


    “Rob, I’m about to cum, dude!”


    


    Rob sucked even harder, and Dale arched his back off the bed, slamming his head into the headboard as he began to shoot his load into Rob’s mouth. Dale felt shot after shot leave his dick and fly into Rob’s mouth until he lowered himself back onto the bed, signaling that his climax was ebbing.


    


    When Dale’s dick gave him the feeling that his shaft was empty now, he said, “Quick, Rob, go spit it out in the bathroom!”


    


    “Spit what out?”


    


    “My cum! Where is it? Not on the sheets, is it? We’ll never be able to explain that to the motel.”


    


    “I swallowed. And might I say that for a first time, it didn’t taste that bad, although it’s very salty.”


    


    “You swallowed? You’re shitting me!”


    


    “Nope. I figured if I’m gonna blow a dude, I might as well give him what I like to get, which is my load swallowed. I take it you liked it?”


    


    “Hell yeah, I liked it. In fact, it might have been the best blow job I’ve ever had,” Dale replied.


    


    “My turn,” Rob said as he bounced back up to the pillows.


    


    Dale slid down and lifted the still-swollen cock of his bedmate, determined to give as good as he had got. As Dale went to work on his new friend, he realized that he liked sucking dick and that he was more than likely bi, if not gay. He tried to duplicate the blow job he had just received and was rewarded by moans and groans from Rob as Rob encouraged him to suck it that way or this way. After almost ten minutes of sucking, Rob began to tense up, and Dale felt it in Rob’s legs. Dale had already decided that he too would attempt to swallow Rob’s deposit.


    


    “Okay, I’m about to cum, guy. If you’re going to get off, do it now!” Rob whispered.


    


    Dale sucked even faster and felt the hot streams of cum hit the back of his throat, some trickling down as the rest accumulated in his mouth. In order to be able to continue to suck Rob to the very end, Dale had to empty his mouth, and so he swallowed. He then continued to suck as Rob began to relax and his dick began to go soft. He finally let it plop out of his mouth and ran the back of his hand over his mouth to wipe away anything that had dribbled out.


    


    As Rob had mentioned, Dale tasted a heavy salt taste, and he had to get up and rinse his mouth out. Returning to bed, he bent down and kissed Rob on the chest before he fell back into bed.


    


    “That was fucking incredible, both ways,” Dale said.


    


    “I have to admit, you gave me one outstanding head job,” Rob said. “Not only did I enjoy getting off, but I really liked the fact that I got you off. You are a fucking stud, Dale.”


    


    “Likewise. Your body is rather cut and beautiful. Your work at the gym is obvious, dude. You realize that we ate each other’s load? That really makes us more than a little gay. You okay with that?”


    


    “It’s like someone rang a gong somewhere, and I was born in some respects tonight. While I enjoy women, I also enjoy a man’s body. I like everything that we did. I liked you on my dick, and I liked being on your dick. Any chance we can repeat under much better circumstances?” Rob asked.


    


    “For sure. I enjoyed this one sexual encounter more than all of the times with my ex put together. I’ve got to face it: I’m more than just bi. I’m gay.”


    


    “Yeah, that’s my conclusion too. You are just too good at this not to be gay. Look what else we have to explore.”


    


    “Huh? Oh, you mean ass-fucking?” Dale asked.


    


    “Yeah. You like my ass, right?”


    


    “Ah, yeah. What’s not to like? It’s chiseled like the rest of you. But I think that’s something we should save for a night when we can go out to dinner, a bar, and then back to my house.”


    


    “That sounds nice. Are you willing to take as well as give?” Rob asked.


    


    “Whew. Neither one of us has a giant dick, which if we did would scare the hell out of me, but you’re still not small. We need to Google ass-fucking and see what we need to expect and what to do, okay?”


    


    “Yeah. But I do want to fuck you now after this. We are each other’s first, and I feel that we should be firsts for the ass as well. I’m willing to give it up to you,” Rob said.


    


    “Okay. Consider it a date, once the world outside returns to normal. Damn, the job is the last place I would have thought that I’d find a bed partner.”


    


    

  


  
    Medic One


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    It was the start of another day shift like any other. The sky was blue, and a light breeze blew in off of San Francisco Bay that took away the summer heat of the day. The only thing that thirty-two-year-old Officer Frank Jenkins was missing was a man in his life. His last boyfriend couldn’t keep his jeans up and his ass covered, and Frank had kicked him out when the tricks started calling the house when he was home.


    


    That was four months ago, and now Frank had the guy out of his hair, and while it was still a little painful, he was glad to be done with the cheating son of a bitch. Frank could forgive a weak moment and let one time go, but at the rate the calls were coming into the house, Frank knew that when he was on night shift, his boyfriend was on the streets getting laid.


    


    “Castro one-six-one, meet the fire department at 943A Beech Street for standby assistance on a call for intoxication. Complainant is the wife, who says her husband has been drinking for the better part of twenty-four hours and is acting erratically. Fire requested the standby.”


    


    “Castro one-six-one, ten-four. En route.” Most drunks are erratic!


    


    Frank looked at his watch and saw that it was just after ten o’clock in the morning, and outside of Halloween and New Year’s Eve, it was strange to get a drunk call this early. As he pulled up to the address, an ambulance was already there with the back door open and a crew marching up the steps to the house. Frank notified radio dispatch that he was on the scene and then hurried to catch up to the paramedics.


    


    He reached them as they rang the doorbell.


    


    “Morning, guys. Nice way to start the day, eh?” Frank asked without really looking at the medics.


    


    “I just hope this isn’t the way the rest of the day is going to go,” one of the EMTs responded.


    


    Frank and the medics heard a male and a female shouting, the female voice growing closer and louder. The front door opened, and a woman opened the screen door looking completely stressed out.


    


    “Come in, please, it’s my husband. He’s drank so much I’m afraid he may be in serious medical danger.”


    


    “Where is he, ma’am?”


    


    “In the kitchen on the floor where he lay down about ten minutes ago. He’s demanding that I scramble eggs with creamed corn and waffles.”


    


    As they entered the kitchen, they found, as described, an adult male about sixty years of age lying on the floor and clad only in his underwear. From the empties scattered around him, they could see that he had been drinking both beer and whiskey.


    


    “He’s been downing boilermakers like there’s gonna be a shortage of beer and whiskey,” she said.


    


    As the medics bent down to take vital signs, Frank got the husband’s name and other information from the wife. While they were trying to take his blood pressure, he began to fight them, and Frank got down to assist. As he held the man’s arms down, he finally looked up and into the eyes of one of the paramedics. His heart skipped a beat.


    


    “That’s good, Officer, just like that,” the beauty said to Frank.


    


    Frank looked at the nametag on the medic’s uniform. Sanders. Sanders was about thirty years old, well built, with black hair, blue eyes, and a five o’clock shadow even though it was only a little after ten in the morning. As Frank glanced down, he saw a broad chest and a waist he estimated at about thirty-two inches.


    


    Frank tried to snap out of the spell of Sanders’s charms and pay attention to the problem at hand. The EMTs called the vitals in to the local ER, and they were directed to transport the patient for probable alcohol poisoning.


    


    “Okay, Tony, we gotta take you to the hospital to get you back on your feet, okay?” Paramedic Sanders asked.


    


    When the drunk man heard that, he passed out and began to snore.


    


    “Well, that makes things a lot easier,” Sanders said.


    


    Sanders’s partner brought in the gurney, and the three of them lifted Tony up, placed him on the gurney, and strapped him in. While Tony’s wife got her pocketbook and insurance information, they took Tony down the steps and put him in the ambulance.


    


    “Thanks for the help, Officer,” Sanders said as his eyes pierced Frank’s soul.


    


    Stumbling over words, Frank finally managed to get out, “Anytime. What’s your first name, Sanders?”


    


    “Scott. And you?”


    


    “Ah, I’m Frank Jenkins. How long you been with the fire department?”


    


    “I’ve only been at this one for a couple of months. I transferred down from the fire department in Portland, Oregon.”


    


    “Oh, then that’s why I haven’t seen you before. I thought I knew all the boys at the fire stations. I’m sure I would have remembered having met you,” Frank said with a smile.


    


    “That’s kind of you to say, Officer.”


    


    “Frank,” the policeman replied.


    


    “Okay, Frank. Wanna get coffee sometime?”


    


    “Yeah, that would be great. When are you available?”


    


    “Well, I’m working day shift right now, so I’m free nights and on my two days off, which rotate.”


    


    “When are you off next?”


    


    “Lemme think… this Thursday and Friday I’m off, and then I go in on second shift on Saturday.”


    


    “Perfect. Why don’t we make it dinner instead of coffee, say… Friday night?”


    


    “Yeah, that sounds great. Especially since I don’t really know anyone around here.”


    


    Frank reached into his wallet, pulled out one of his police business cards, and wrote his phone number on it.


    


    “Here’s my cell number. Tell you what, give me a call early Friday, and we’ll set up the details. Sound good?”


    


    Scott’s smile said it all. “You bet, talk to you on Friday. Here comes the wife.”


    


    The lady got into the ambulance with her highly inebriated husband, and Frank watched them pull away. He waited until he couldn’t see the very attractive paramedic through the rear windows any longer before he got back into his cruiser and cleared the call, putting him back in service.


    


    Frank couldn’t stop thinking about the handsome new paramedic that he had a dinner date with on Friday night, though he wasn’t even certain Scott was gay. He got the vibe that Scott was homosexual, but many guys who weren’t put off a certain vibe that could be mistaken for gay. He ran their brief meeting over and over in his head looking for any clues and failed to find anything that definitely said that Scott Sanders was a gay man.


    


    



    


    



    


    On Friday morning, Frank was sipping his coffee while enjoying his break from work when his cell phone rang. He looked at the caller ID and saw that it was Scott calling. He smiled and felt something move in his crotch.


    


    “Good morning!”


    


    “Hiya, Frank, hope this isn’t too early,” Scott said.


    


    “Nope, not at all. So, you up for dinner tonight?”


    


    “Sure am. In fact, I’m gonna skip lunch today so that I’m good and hungry tonight. Where are we going?”


    


    “I thought we’d go down to the wharf and eat in one of those restaurants. That okay?”


    


    “That sounds really nice, since I’ve only eaten in one restaurant since arriving here in San Francisco.”


    


    “You got any plans later in the evening, after dinner?”


    


    “Nope. I’m free ’til second shift tomorrow, so I don’t have to be up until about eleven. What did you have in mind?”


    


    “Oh, nothing really. We’ll talk at dinner, okay?”


    


    “Sure. What time?”


    


    “Why don’t you give me your address, and I’ll pick you up at say… seven?”


    


    “Sure, I live at 229 Mulberry Street. You know where that is?”


    


    “Of course, I’m a cop, and this is my city!”


    


    Scott laughed and replied, “Yeah, I did forget about that. Great, I’ll look for you at seven then.”


    


    “See you tonight,” Frank said, and he hung up.


    


    



    


    



    


    If the neighbors had looked into the windows of the apartment of a certain man on Mulberry Street, they would have seen him dancing around with the occasional leap for emphasis. Scott was obviously happy about something.


    


    Scott smiled. Damn, do I have a date or not?


    


    



    


    



    


    That night, Frank showed up at Scott’s house just before seven o’clock. He parked and walked up to the first-floor apartment of his date for the evening. He knocked on the door as he looked around at the neighborhood with the eye of a cop, which never forgot that even though he was off duty, danger could be anywhere.


    


    Scott opened the door, and Frank had to catch himself from swooning. Scott stood in the entryway smiling, wearing black slacks, a white long-sleeved shirt, a gold watch, and a neck chain that flashed against his skin in the fading light of day.


    


    “Is something wrong?” Scott asked.


    


    “Wrong? Oh, no, nothing wrong. I just spaced out for a moment. You ready?” Frank asked with a smile as he fought to keep his eyes on Scott’s face.


    


    “Yeah, just let me grab something, and we’ll go,” he said.


    


    Frank looked into a very neat apartment that was nicely furnished and empty of anyone except for Scott.


    


    “Ready?” Scott asked when he returned with a shoulder bag.


    


    “Nice apartment. You live alone?”


    


    “Yep, sure do,” Scott replied as he closed the door and locked it.


    


    “What’s in the bag?” Frank asked.


    


    “Oh, just some emergency medical stuff. I never know when it might be needed.”


    


    Frank thought that was a bit odd but dropped the subject. They jumped into the car and arrived at the wharf ten minutes later, finding a parking space that was reserved for emergency vehicles. Frank opened the glove compartment, pulled out a sign marked “Police,” and put it on the dashboard.


    


    “Let’s go,” he said with a smile.


    


    “Can I lock this in the trunk?” Scott held up his bag.


    


    “Sure.”


    


    



    


    



    


    A couple of minutes later and they were sitting at a table looking out at the water and watching the sea lions frolic on the pier. After giving their drink orders, they sat there looking at each other until Frank broke the silence.


    


    “So, you moved here from Portland. I’m curious as to why,” Frank said.


    


    “Well, believe it or not, I followed someone here only to be dumped after we arrived. I felt like the biggest moron in the world for having given up my seniority at my old department and starting over here in San Fran because I thought I was in love. Stupid, huh?”


    


    “Stupid? Not at all. If you don’t follow your heart, you’ll never know what you lost or didn’t lose. What was her name?” Frank asked with bated breath.


    


    Scott stammered and blushed. “Well, ya see, it’s like this. Her name was Daniel.”


    


    “It was a guy you were in love with?” Frank asked to clarify.


    


    “Yeah, now if that’s a surprise to you, we can just pay the check and leave if you wish.”


    


    “Pay the check and leave? Not on your life, buddy boy. I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind since I laid eyes on you at that drunk call. You’ve even invaded my dreams twice. I’d have been crushed if you came back with the answer Jane, or Cindy, or something. So, just to be clear, you’re gay?”


    


    “To be clear, yes, I’m gay. I take it you are too?”


    


    “Yeah, straight guys usually don’t dream about hot guys they meet on the job.”


    


    “You think I’m hot?”


    


    “Hot as hell, guy. You’re a total stud in my eyes.”


    


    “So this is a date, then?” Scott asked with a twinkle in his eyes.


    


    Frank laughed out loud, drawing the attention of a nearby table full of people.


    


    “That is the same question I’ve been asking myself. ‘Am I on a date?’ Now we both know the answer is yes!”


    


    “Does it seem like we put a lot of work into trying to figure out what we were doing?” Scott asked with a laugh.


    


    “Yep. But I’m very pleased with the outcome,” Frank said as the drinks were served and their food order taken. “I am sorry, however, that you went through what you did coming to our fair city here. The asshole just dumped you?”


    


    “Yes. I had known Daniel for over three years, and we were close. We had a sexual relationship that was ongoing, and when he was transferred here by his company, he begged me to come along with him. We were talking about being a couple and everything, so I figured, why not? You only find love once in a lifetime maybe, so I went for it.


    


    “We got here, and things were going along fine when all of a sudden, he had to start working late at the office. When he didn’t come home one night, I guessed he was seeing someone, and when I confronted him, he admitted to it. What I wasn’t prepared for was the fact that the guy he was seeing was only nineteen years old. I’m in my early thirties, and I just don’t know how to compete with some young kid who gets hard when the wind blows. So he dumped me and moved in with this little chippy.”


    


    Frank answered candidly with his own story. “Well, I kicked my boyfriend out four months ago for serial cheating. I try to be understanding in that we do live in San Francisco, where one in six men is gay. I was even willing to forgive a moment of weakness like with some young hot little cutey like yours found, but this turned out to be a whole lot more.


    


    “While I was out serving and protecting at night, my loverboy was out on the streets spreading his ass cheeks for a bunch of tricks. He even had the stupidity to give them our home phone number to contact him when they needed some ass. One night I wasn’t feeling good and took the rest of the shift off and came home. Not only wasn’t he there, but I answered three calls from guys looking for his ass. That was it for me. I forgive a mistake but kick to the curb for being a slut.”


    


    “Damn, sounds like we both had a raw deal from the men in our lives. Are you dating now?”


    


    “Not really. It took me the first three months to get over him, even though I ended it. I’ve been so busy with work this past month that I haven’t had time to look for someone new. Then a certain man decided to see if he could drink the city dry, and I met you. You do know you took my breath away on that call?”


    


    “Get out! There’s nothing special about me, and you see all kinds of guys on your job, many of whom are undoubtedly gay. Hell, you’re one of the Castro Street cars, which makes it even better for man-hunting.”


    


    “When I’m on the job, I usually don’t look for that kind of action at all. I keep my personal life and my public life separate. I can’t believe I got so lucky as to run into a gay paramedic as hot as you, dude.”


    


    Dinner was served, and that slowed down the pace of conversation. As they enjoyed their entrees, they exchanged smoldering looks that communicated great desire on the part of both men. By the time the check came, there was little doubt how the night would end.


    


    It was just after nine o’clock when they walked back to the car.


    


    “What would you like to do?” Frank asked.


    


    “Not sure, but watching a movie on your television at your place sounds good,” he replied with a smile.


    


    “Hey, I got an idea. Why don’t we watch a movie at my place?” Frank asked.


    


    Scott chuckled. “Great idea! Let’s go.”


    


    On the way to Frank’s house, Scott reached over and rubbed Frank’s thigh. “You seem like a really nice guy,” he said.


    


    “You keep rubbing my thigh like that and I’m gonna show you how nice I can be.”


    


    “Promises, promises.”


    


    Frank looked over and smiled and drove just a little faster. Once inside Frank’s small row house, they threw themselves into each other’s arms. Frank thought he would be the one to take charge of their lovemaking but was surprised when Scott showed a strong assertiveness.


    


    “I want your ass in bed without clothes on, ’cause I’m gonna fuck you,” Scott said in a voice dripping with desire and lust.


    


    “Oh? Who said I bottom?”


    


    “Well, if you’ve never bottomed before, you’re in for a new experience.” Scott chuckled.


    


    Frank grabbed two beers on the way to the bedroom, and they both took long drinks from the bottles as they watched each other stripping off their clothes. Scott was naked first and climbed onto the bed, sitting back on his legs, revealing a nice dick that was rigid with anticipation.


    


    “Nice, Scott, we’re gonna have fun,” Frank said as he pushed down his shorts and kicked them off.


    


    Frank joined Scott on the bed, and Scott pushed him down onto his back and sealed his lips over his mouth. They stayed like that for a while, just kissing and running their hands through each other’s hair. Frank moved his head around as Scott began to work his way down his chest, kissing each nipple and then licking down the treasure trail.


    


    Scott found a pulsing cock that was already leaking pre-cum. He flicked out his tongue like a snake and cleaned it off. Wasting no time, he immediately went down on Frank, much to Frank’s excitement. Scott bobbed up and down, taking as much of Frank as he could with each downward thrust of his mouth.


    


    Suddenly, he pulled off Frank’s dick and flipped him over onto his stomach.


    


    “Damn, but you got one fine ass, Frank.”


    


    Scott rubbed his hands all over Frank’s ass cheeks and then pushed them apart to drive his tongue down on the quivering entrance to Frank’s ass. Frank reacted to this move so fast that he bounced his head off the headboard.


    


    “Ouch, damn it!”


    


    “You okay?” Scott asked, looking up from Frank’s ass.


    


    “Yeah, just warn me the next time you’re planning to shove your head up my ass!”


    


    “Warning!”


    


    Scott returned to where he left off and worked his fevered tongue in and around Frank’s hole, sending wave after wave of tiny electrical jolts through Frank’s body, much to Frank’s pleasure. When he had Frank’s ass good and wet, he sat up.


    


    “Got rubbers and lube?”


    


    “Yeah, but they’re not usually used on me this way,” Frank said as he reached over and retrieved the supplies from the nightstand.


    


    “You’ll enjoy this, I promise.”


    


    Scott jumped off the bed, ran into Frank’s bathroom, and grabbed a towel. He ran back to the bed and placed the towel underneath Frank.


    


    “What’s that for?”


    


    “You’ll see,” Scott said, smiling.


    


    Scott put a condom on and applied a liberal amount of lube to Frank’s waiting ass, as well as to his cock. When all was ready, he pulled Frank up by the hips so that he could fuck him in the doggy position. He lined up his cock and pushed gently at first against Frank’s opening, which was not accustomed to being the receiver. When Frank’s body resisted, Scott began to apply greater force to his attempt to penetrate his date.


    


    Finally, Scott could feel the muscle giving way, and he popped through to the inside, hearing a grunt from Frank. He waited and gave Frank a moment to relax before he started to push in further. Little by little, Scott worked his entire shaft into Frank until he felt his balls touch Frank’s ass.


    


    “You okay, guy?” Scott asked.


    


    “Yeah, I feel rather full, though.”


    


    “That’s normal. I guess you really don’t get fucked much, do you?”


    


    “Ahh, you’re the first.”


    


    “Get out! I’m taking your cherry?”


    


    “If you wanna call it that, yeah, you are, so do a good job, damn it!”


    


    “Not a problem on my part, handsome. Relax and enjoy the pumping,” Scott said.


    


    Scott started to move in and out really slowly, since he was fucking a virgin. If Scott had known beforehand, he would have taken more time to get Frank ready. There was nothing better than nailing a man’s virgin ass. Just the thought of it almost made Scott lose control as he began to pick up the pace.


    


    Each time Scott thrust in, he made every attempt to use an angle that would hit Frank’s prostate and give him fireworks. From the moaning that was now coming from deep within Frank, Scott knew he was successful.


    


    “I can’t believe how fucking fine this feels. You really are good at this, Scott!”


    


    “Just enjoy it, stud.”


    


    As Scott continued to pick up speed, he felt his balls tighten as he looked down at his cock going in and out of Frank’s fine-looking ass. As Frank moaned louder, Scott smiled once more. He knew what was going to happen, and he loved that it was going to happen to a virgin.


    


    Scott began to pound away on Frank, and the moaning and groaning got louder. When Frank threw his head back, sucked in air, and contracted his ass muscles around Scott’s dick, Scott knew it was happening and released his own climax.


    


    Just from being fucked, Frank shot his load all over the towel that Scott had brought out. They had as close to a simultaneous climax as two people can have while making love. Scott began to shoot deep into Frank’s ass with each contraction. Finally, when both men were done, Scott quickly pulled the towel out from under Frank, and they fell on their sides with Scott’s dick still buried up Frank’s ass.


    


    They lay there enjoying the heat of their bodies and their return to normal breathing as Scott’s dick slowly worked its way back out of Frank. Scott kissed the back of Frank’s neck and back until he finally popped out. He removed the used condom, tied a knot in it, and dropped it on top of the towel.


    


    “That was nice,” Scott whispered.


    


    “Yeah. Is it always that intense?”


    


    “Intense? Well, yeah, I guess it is. Did you like it?”


    


    “Dude! I came without ever touching my dick, so I’d say that means I liked it for sure. You really are good in bed, ya know that?”


    


    “I’ve been told that once or twice. That’s only one of the tricks in my sex kit,” Scott said, chuckling. “I like to make guys cum that way.”


    


    They both lay there and listened to each other’s breathing until Frank spoke. “Listen, you wanna spend the night?”


    


    “Yeah, that would be nice.”


    


    “I think I have a new toothbrush in the bathroom.”


    


    “Oh, that’s okay. I’ve got my stuff in the bag in your trunk, including a change of underwear.”


    


    “Oh?” Frank said as he turned over to face the man who had just taken his ass. “You were that sure you would be invited to stay?”


    


    “Well, I believe in being prepared. I also figured that once you got a sample, you might want more in the morning,” he said, grinning from ear to ear.


    


    “Stay right here, naked, while I put something on and get your bag,” Frank said.


    


    As Frank pulled on a pair of sweat pants, Scott admired the well-built ass of the man he had just fucked. In fact, Scott found himself admiring the entire body of the cop he’d just met, and he began to feel a little better about living in San Francisco.


    


    

  


  
    Officers in Need


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    It was a hot night when I got into my cruiser, wondering if the full moon would bring out the usual batch of crazies. In the front seat with me was my new rookie, Patrolman Sean Baxter, who had just turned twenty-one a week ago; the same day he graduated at the top of his academy class. Baxter was well built, with black hair and piercing blue eyes, standing about six foot two and weighing around 195 pounds of solid muscle. It was obvious that he spent a lot of time working out.


    


    Even so, I was able to hold my own in the looks department with my new partner. I was thirty-eight, six foot, 210 pounds, blond hair, blue eyes, and while solid, had more flesh in the middle than I would have liked. Maybe this new rookie would motivate me to work out. He sure was cute, but in spite of that, I had to keep my mind on the job.


    


    “Sergeant King, if I’m not doing something correct, please make sure to tell me. I won’t be offended.”


    


    “Baxter, one thing you will never have to worry about as long as you ride with me is not being corrected if you fuck something up. Our lives are on the line out here, and neither one of us can afford mistakes. Just listen to what I tell you and you’ll live to see the sun come up.”


    


    We pulled out of the station parking lot onto the streets of Prince George’s County, Maryland, and headed into the night. The streets of this county could get rough at times, and I hoped pretty boy could take care of himself. As if he was reading my mind, he turned his head to look at me and said, “Sergeant, I just want you to know that you can rely on me in a dangerous situation. I am not afraid to do this job and I know the risks.”


    


    “I didn’t think you were afraid of the job. Don’t worry, as I said, we’ll get you home to your girlfriend in one piece.”


    


    “Actually, I don’t have a girlfriend, Sergeant.”


    


    “You’re kidding. A good-looking young guy like you, and you don’t have a girlfriend?”


    


    “Nope, and I’m not looking for one either.”


    


    Well, that set the wheels of my mind in motion—cute as hell, and no girlfriend. Was there any way he could be gay? I wondered. Could I have gotten lucky for once and gotten a gay partner? Well, time would tell, but I wasn’t going to push the issue any further on the first night out.


    


    “Car Two-Two-One, see the man at the Sunoco station at 5th and Washington regarding a strong-arm robbery. Complainant’s name is Harvey Wilkins, who states he was robbed a few minutes ago in the restroom at the Sunoco by a man with a gun.”


    


    “Two Twenty-one, 10-4,” Baxter answered into the radio mic.


    


    We were only a few blocks from that location; I put the Three-Sixty lights on and sped through the area, arriving about a minute later. When we pulled into the station, we saw a middle-aged man sitting on the ground at the phone booth. He had a cut over his right eye, which was bleeding rather profusely. I got out of the cruiser and told Baxter to call for an ambulance. As I began to get the details of the robbery, I watched Baxter leave the unit and walk toward us. His uniform was neat and crisp and hung on his body like the frame on a fine oil painting. His hips moved ever so slightly from the weight of the gun belt as he walked . He truly was a very handsome man—and with no girlfriend!


    


    “Sir, tell me what happened and describe the assailant as best you can and in as much detail as you possibly can,” I said as Baxter started to take notes.


    


    “Officer, I went on break and used the restroom here at the station and as I was coming out, this big guy knocked me flat on my ass just as I opened up the door. He hit me again, on the jaw with a gun, when I tried to get up, and tore my watch off and demanded my wallet. Then he demanded the keys to the station so he could get into the till. I was about to give them to him when a customer pulled in for gas, and I guess he got scared and ran towards the back of the station and into the woods over there.”


    


    “Give me his description as best you can,” I requested.


    


    “Well, as I said, he was big. It all happened so fast that I was in total shock that this was actually happening to me! He was a white guy, not sure how tall, but he wasn’t short, had a medium build, wore a baseball cap, and I think had dark hair and brown eyes.”


    


    “How old was he and what was he wearing?”


    


    “I think he was in his late twenties, early thirties, and he was wearing jeans, a white sweatshirt that said ‘Washington Redskins’ on it. I’m not even sure what he had on his feet. Damn, my jaw hurts!”


    


    “Okay, Baxter, get this out on the air fast,” I said.


    


    As Baxter put the description of the suspect out over the air, the ambulance arrived. The medics began to staunch the flow of blood from the cut on the victim’s head and from what looked to me like a broken tooth, and then decided he needed to go to the hospital. Once the ambulance had departed the scene, we drove around the area looking for the suspect. I turned up the car air conditioner in order to alleviate some of the humidity that saturated the night air. Even though I was sweating, Baxter was dry as the sand in a desert.


    


    I had called into dispatch and requested K-9 units to search the woods to see if they could pick up a trail, but they had no luck. I noticed that Baxter was eating the situation up, just like every other rookie I had ever worked with on a call like this one. His youth and eagerness was refreshing, as many cops tend to become rather jaded by this sort of call after spending years on the job. One day Baxter would be just like that, but for now, the criminal world better shake in its boots, I thought as I smiled.


    


    We were unable to locate the guy we were looking for, and the shift was ending. This would have to be one strictly for the Detective bureau to handle. We arrived back at the station and prepared to close out for the shift.


    


    “Finish up the report on the robbery and turn it in to the desk sergeant so that we can get out of here,” I said as he bent over into the back seat and grabbed his briefcase. What a fantastic ass this boy had on him. Damn, it might be difficult to work with this guy after all. Then I had an idea—one that might not have been the smartest I’d ever had, but I was determined to figure out the score before much longer.


    


    “Listen, Sean, you feel like coming over to my place and going for an early morning swim in my pool? It’s a good way to cool off before going home to bed,” I observed.


    


    “Sure. I would love to, but obviously I don’t have a bathing suit with me.”


    


    “Ahh, never mind the bathing suit. It’s just going to be us, and the pool has a high, wood fence all around it. Beautiful morning to go skinny dipping,” I said with a lump in my throat and an increased heart rate.


    


    “Sure, guess that’s okay. Could use a beer, too, if you have one at the house.”


    


    “I sure do. I got everything you need there.”


    


    With that, I was heading home to my house with Sean following me. I had kind of a tingling in my stomach and felt like a virgin schoolgirl selling cookies to a work release gang. Why was I so anxious all of a sudden? Was I planning on hitting on Sean if I thought he was gay? Would that even be smart? Then I thought again how he’d looked walking up to me at the robbery scene and knew I had to see for myself what was under the uniform at least.


    


    “You can take off your uniform and stuff in my bedroom and use the hangers in my closet. There are also towels in the hallway there, so grab yourself one or two. I’m going to feed the dog and will be right behind you.”


    


    “Okay, Sarge, and don’t forget the beer!”


    


    “I won’t, and call me Brian off duty,” I said.


    


    After I’d fed the dog and grabbed a couple of beers, I turned to go upstairs to the bedroom and almost fell over Sean, who was already down in the kitchen wearing nothing but a towel. My eyes involuntarily fell to his chest, which was well developed, with a light coating of black hair. A significant bulge was jutting out from the towel in his crotch area. He was incredible and it took my breath away.


    


    “Here’s your beer. Go ahead out to the pool, I’ll be out in a flash,” I said with a broad smile on my face.


    


    Sean smiled back and went out to the backyard.


    


    I practically ran up the stairs, stripped everything off, grabbed a towel and was out the door to the pool in less than two minutes. He looked sexy, all wet and smiling, as I dropped my towel, put my beer down on the edge, and dove into the deep end of the pool. As I swam towards Sean, I opened my eyes underwater and saw a beautiful cock and a nice set of balls on my partner. After coming up for air, I smiled and asked him how he liked the water.


    


    “It’s great. I haven’t been skinny dipping in a couple of years and it feels great. I always feel very free when I swim nude.”


    


    “Well, you have an open invitation to swim here nude anytime you like.”


    


    “Won’t your wife or girlfriend object to having a strange guy swimming naked in her pool?” he asked with an innocent look on his face.


    


    “Actually, I’m not married and don’t have a girlfriend, just like you,” I replied.


    


    “Really? I was sure you had a wife at your age. Usual cop divorce stuff?” he asked with a look of concern.


    


    “No, no wife, never been married. And what do you mean ‘at your age’, Baxter?” I asked with a fake annoyed look.


    


    He just laughed and said, “No disrespect intended. I just mean most guys are married when they’re in their 30’s, that’s all.”


    


    Silence and some lazy swimming back and forth in the pool followed this exchange of conversation. We swam laps side by side, and when my hand touched his back by accident at one point, I felt a bolt of electricity go through my body. I felt like a kid again going to his first high school dance with a new girlfriend. He didn’t even acknowledge that I had touched him.


    


    “Damn, this is great! What a way to relax after a long, hot shift,” he said.


    


    “This helps me keep my sanity on this job. It’s a way to let go and regain some inner peace from a tough job,” I replied.


    


    “Do you date at all, Brian?”


    


    “I go out to the bars once in a while, and if I’m lucky, I find some companionship for a night or longer, but nothing permanent. Just haven’t met the right person yet.”


    


    “I see. What bars do you go to?”


    


    Now that was a loaded question. If I lied, it would tell me nothing, but if I told the truth, it might reveal the answer to the $64,000 question of the hour.


    


    “I go to the Ramrod or the Buzz Saw, usually.”


    


    Without blinking an eye, Sean smiled and said, “Yeah, I go there occasionally myself. Surprised I never bumped into you. I would remember if I had.”


    


    I laughed out loud and smiled widely as I hit the jackpot with my answer.


    


    “You mean you go to gay bars? For what, the dance music?” I asked with a grin.


    


    “No, Brian, I go for the same reason you do—to get laid!”


    


    Sean swam over and put a hand on each side of me as I leaned up against the side of the pool. I felt the heat between our bodies mount quickly as I took his head in my hands and pulled him to my lips. I kissed this incredibly gorgeous young man deeply and passionately. When we broke the kiss, we were both fully erect.


    


    “Damn, this was the last thing I was expecting,” I said.


    


    “Well, that makes two of us. Who would have thought that the famous Sergeant Brian King would be kissing me naked in his pool?”


    


    “Wait, you’re right about one thing—I am your Sergeant, and I guess we can’t do this,” I replied with a sigh.


    


    Sean reached through the water, grabbed my cock and squeezed. It felt incredible as I looked into his blue eyes and wondered what it would be like to take this man to bed. I reached out in response and grabbed his cock, squeezing it in the same manner. I also cupped his balls and fondled them while we gazed into each other’s eyes and kissed once again. As we kissed, our hands traveled over each other’s asses, kneading each cheek as we went.


    


    “You were saying, Brian?’


    


    “Look, Sean, you are a very handsome man with an awesome body, as you know, and it is very hard to resist you. I also like your personality a lot. If we do this thing, you can’t tell anyone, and it does not affect our on-duty relationship. I will still kick your ass if you get out of line or fuck up, understand?”


    


    “I understand, Brian. But you also know that it’s easiest to date another cop because only a cop understands what it’s like on the job, and that means a lot.”


    


    “Whoa, who said anything about dating? I’m talking about a nice fuck this morning, and that’s it.”


    


    “Once you’ve had a piece of this, you will want it again,” Sean said as he waved his hand down the front of his body.


    


    I responded by smiling, embracing him with yet another kiss and this time allowing my hands to run over his entire body, front and back, as he did the same. I felt like I would explode right there in the water.


    


    Sean took my hand and pulled me towards the ladder and out of the pool. We grabbed our beers and towels and didn’t even bother to wrap them around ourselves as we walked back into the house naked.


    


    Upstairs, we quickly showered to get the chlorine off our bodies where our mouths would shortly be. We dried off, went into my bedroom, and took each other in our arms and kissed once again deeply, using our tongues to explore each other’s mouths. As we did, we fell onto the bed, our hands once again exploring each other’s bodies. Sean pushed me flat onto the bed and bent his head down towards my cock, running his tongue up the shaft while rolling my balls in his hand. Without going down on me, he switched his mouth from my cock to my balls and gently took them into his mouth and sucked on them. I was in heaven and wanted it to never end.


    


    Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I took his head in my hands and pushed his mouth down on my cock. I saw stars as his hot mouth engulfed my dick and he took me to the root, burying his nose in my pubic hair. He had very little trouble swallowing my entire shaft, which was just under eight inches. He sucked me like a pro, and I was enjoying every motion of his mouth. I finally had to pull him off or I would have shot my load deep into his throat.


    


    I brought him up towards the pillows and we kissed again while I slowly jacked his cock. Once again Sean pushed me down on the bed, but this time he climbed up onto my chest and shoved his cock towards my mouth. I opened up wide and greedily sucked his shaft down my throat. Sean was a very healthy boy in the dick department, and it was hard to get it all in. I felt his balls hit my chin each time he withdrew and shoved his dick back into my mouth. As I looked up, I saw his beautifully chiseled chest and watched him looking down at me as he drove his cock into my face. He was beautiful in all his naked glory, and I was enjoying the fact that he was fucking my mouth like none before him. I placed both my hands on his ass and kneaded his cheeks as he fucked my face. I ran my finger up the crack of his ass and then pushed between the folds. I found the rosebud and gently massaged it as he picked up the pace with his face fucking action. I probed the entrance to his ass with my index finger and received no signal from this stud that he objected.


    


    Finally, he pulled back as I felt his balls tighten up, forecasting a rush of cum if he didn’t stop. He slid down my body and began to suck on each of my erect nipples, flicking his tongue as he did. He kissed my chest leading down towards my cock once again. Sean was not only going to be a good cop, but he already was a good lover.


    


    Once again, he began to suck my cock, this time more slowly, wanting to make our sexual experience last longer. I ran my hands through his beautiful hair, which was soft and lush.


    


    He got off my cock and rolled over on the bed, begging that we stop for a bit so he could “cool off” or he would explode.


    


    “I’m right on the edge and I’m not ready to cum yet,” Sean said.


    


    “No problem—I’m not ready for this to be over yet either. You’re a beautiful man, Sean, and I can’t believe I’m lucky enough to be able to make love to you. You must have a thousand guys after you, no?”


    


    “Sure, Brian, but none that I respect and consider to be a real man like you,” he said with a smile.


    


    “You know I want to fuck you, don’t you? Are you going to let me?” I asked with hope.


    


    “I usually don’t like to get fucked, but do the fucking myself. But in your case, I would be happy to give it up,” he said with a smile.


    


    I put my arms around him and just lay there a moment, holding him and caressing his back and ass, kissing him occasionally. The way he looked into my eyes would have been enough all by itself to give me a hard on.


    


    “Do you really know how good looking you are?” I asked.


    


    “I guess. I’ve been told that enough—it’s just luck of genetics. A guy can be beautiful on the outside and ugly as hell on the inside. I’m sure you’ve seen that many times on the job.”


    


    “Very true, Sean, as you’ll find out for yourself. That’s why it’s good to have another cop as a lover. It’s one less thing to worry about. I also happen to think you’re beautiful on the inside as well. See, you didn’t know this, but I kept an eye on you while you were in the academy. Whenever I went up there to teach the class on felony traffic stops, I would check you out in whatever you were doing. When it came time to get assigned rookies, I asked for you.”


    


    “Really? You sneaky devil, cruising me when I wasn’t looking!”


    


    “Yeah, but it’s more than that. I wanna make sure you get proper field training because it might save your life one day. Now come here and give me a kiss, you fool!”


    


    “If you want my ass, I’ll give it up. Make love to me.”


    


    I kissed Sean once again, relishing every moment our tongues searched each other’s mouths. I then rolled him over and looked at an ass that was an equal to the statue of David, if not better. I moved down towards this beautiful ass and showered it with kisses. I knew what I had to do even though I usually did not indulge in this particular sexual act. I climbed around so that I was facing Sean’s ass and spread his cheeks. There was a beautiful rosebud of an asshole, and it begged for my full attention.


    


    I began to rim Sean as I heard him moan loudly and quiver in response to the touch of my tongue. I rimmed him slowly as I massaged his cheeks with my hands.


    


    “Damn, no one has ever done that before, it’s fucking incredible!”


    


    I smiled to myself as I ate him out as best I could while trying to refrain from jumping up and ramming my cock into this beautiful young ass. Finally, after minutes of giving Sean this kind of pleasure, I rolled over to the nightstand and grabbed a rubber and lube.


    


    “Brian, that was fucking incredible, thank you!”


    


    I just looked at him and melted once again as his deep blue eyes pierced my heart and soul. I rolled the rubber on, lubed up my cock, and applied a generous portion to his asshole.


    


    “Do you have a favorite position to get fucked in?” I asked.


    


    “Actually Brian, this is my first time taking it up the ass, so I don’t know.”


    


    “Oh my gawd, you’re a virgin?”


    


    To give me the gift of his ass for the first time was a touching, deeply personal thing to do; and a brave thing as well, as I wasn’t really small in the dick department.


    


    “In that case, I will take it real slow and easy. Roll over on your back and put your legs over my shoulders, Sean. I want to look into your beautiful eyes as I fuck you.”


    


    We got into position and I placed the head of my cock against his asshole. As I started to push, I saw him wince from the pressure and the beginning of the penetration.


    


    “Just tell me if it hurts too bad—just relax and when I get it all the way in, it will hurt less and less and then begin to feel good,” I assured him.


    


    I felt my dick slip past his opening and my shaft begin to enter his ass. Sean’s hands tightened their grip on my shoulders and I stopped.


    


    “Okay, just let your ass relax and get used to my dick. Let me know when it stops hurting and I will continue.”


    


    After a minute or so, he opened his eyes and told me to go ahead. I once again began sliding my shaft up his ass and this time he didn’t stop me. Finally, I reached bottom and I just let it rest there a moment in the searing heat of his manhole.


    


    “It’s all the way in. Are you okay?”


    


    “Yeah, and you’re right, it is starting to feel good. Just go slowly, please.”


    


    I began a very slow in and out motion, being very careful not to pull all the way out of his ass. As I saw his chest start to relax, I knew that he was going to be fine and I could enjoy myself without worrying every second if he was in pain. I began to increase the speed of my thrusts and his face changed from one of tension to one of enjoyment.


    


    “Okay, it doesn’t hurt and I’m liking this a lot. Fuck me the way you want to, babe, just do it!”


    


    Careful not to be rough, I started full speed fucking, my balls slamming up against his ass each time I buried my cock. Sean began to moan with pleasure as I drilled his butt, while I watched his incredible pecs flinch and move with each thrust of my cock. Sean opened his eyes and I looked down into them as I fucked him full force now. I could see the lust and pleasure in his eyes and knew he was enjoying the fucking as much as I was.


    


    “You’re incredible, Sean, this is great,” I said with a panting voice. To see the beautiful face of this man as I fucked his ass was an incredible gift to me. I looked down further and saw that his cock was once again fully erect, giving me the final sign that he was very much into being fucked by me.


    


    “Wait, I want to try the position where I’m on top,” Sean said.


    


    That was more than fine by me, and I gently started to pull out. But Sean stopped me and instead rolled me over and onto my back without my cock ever leaving his ass.


    


    I smiled as I said, “Wow, that was pretty good, stud!”


    


    Sean started to rock up and down on my cock while looking now into my eyes. I ran my hands over his chest and played with his nipples, which sent him into orbit, moaning with extreme pleasure. Then I grabbed his cock and started to slowly jack him off as he slammed his ass down onto my cock. I felt the telltale signs that my climax was starting to build and I increased the pace of my fist on Sean’s cock. I moaned loudly as I felt the cum start to build up for its inevitable release into Sean’s ass.


    


    “Are you ready, Brian?”


    


    “Hell, yeah!” I roared back.


    


    With that encouragement, Sean began to ride my cock as hard as he could. I reached the point of no return and dropped my hand off Sean’s shaft. Moments later, I exploded in a searing blast of stars as my cum sped out of my cock and into Sean’s ass. I was totally lost in the experience as I almost screamed out loud. I felt the warm splash of cum all over my face and chest and when I looked down, I saw that Sean was not even touching himself, but had cum just from riding my cock. We finished at about the same time, and he fell onto my chest, exhausted, mixing our juices and sweat together in one giant pool.


    


    As my cock went soft and slipped out of his ass, Sean slid down on my body so that he was fully on top of me now, breathing hard. We laid there several moments until we’d each caught our breath. Sean rolled off me as I reached down to the floor next to the bed to grab a towel and began the task of wiping the cum off both of us. I pulled the rubber off and tossed it into the wastebasket next to the nightstand. When we were reasonably dry once again, I turned on my side and looked at this beauty of a young man.


    


    “That was fucking incredible, Sean, thank you. Thank you for the best sex I have had in a long time, and thank you for giving up your ass to me. I will take that as a gift and will cherish the memory of this day.”


    


    “You are an incredible lover, Brian. When you ate my ass, I thought I would lose my mind. The feeling was indescribable, and the fucking, wow. You sure know what you’re doing. That was incredible also. I can truthfully say, I have never had better sex with anyone before.”


    


    I smiled, as I looked once again deep into his eyes and kissed him one final time.


    


    “Look, there really is no sense in your rushing to get out of here and get home. Do you want to just sleep here with me, then go home when we get up, and then report for duty?”


    


    “Yeah, I’d like to fall asleep in your arms very much, Brian. I feel really content right now and would love to hang onto this feeling as I fall asleep.”


    


    “Goodnight, Sean, sleep well and we’ll have breakfast in a few hours. You’re the best rookie I’ve ever had!”


    


    With that, we laughed and fell asleep in each other’s arms, both of us fully satiated. This rookie sure did motivate me to “work out” again, and I hoped it wouldn’t be the last time! The old saying came to mind as I drifted off to sleep: the best mate for a cop was another cop. Could this be my future partner in life as well as on the job? Could I really be that fortunate?
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    Twenty-one-year-old Patrolman Michael Hawthorn was beside himself with joy when he received the telephone call informing him that he had been selected to fill a recent vacancy in the Upton Police Department. He had served two years in the Army MPs and had just completed training at the municipal police academy, where he had learned police procedures and laws in the civilian world.


    


    As the alarm clock rang on the big day that marked his first time putting on his new uniform, he sprang out of bed in eager anticipation of what the day would bring. He quickly showered, shaved, made a light breakfast, and dressed. His new police chief told him that he would be taken out for lunch on his first day by the chief and at least one other patrolman.


    


    Dressed, he went to the full-length mirror to check himself out and see if he had forgotten any of the numerous parts of a modern-day police uniform. He was proud of his appearance: his coal-black hair, piercing blue eyes, muscular body, and six-foot-one frame.


    


    The ride to the police station took just over twenty minutes. He parked and walked into the department for the first time as a sworn officer. He had taken the oath of office at a meeting of the town council two nights before his first duty shift. Now, it was for real.


    


    “Good morning, Chief,” Michael said.


    


    “Hey there, rookie!” his chief answered in good humor. “Well, it looks like you remembered how to get dressed, at least. You look good.”


    


    “Thanks, Chief, I think I look good too!”


    


    When Chief Montcliff stopped laughing, he said, “Thatta boy, keep that positive attitude. You ready to hit the road?”


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    A rookie usually spent at least his or her first thirty days riding with another officer until he learned his beat and where key places were located throughout the area. The town of Upton was out in the countryside, which meant that the officer on night shift had to depend on a neighboring town for backup in an emergency, so part of the routine of the first day was to be driven to the area police departments so that the rookie would know how to get there.


    


    The initial probation month was over before Michael knew it, and he was pleased that he had passed the tests given to him by his training officer on the street. He was now set loose in his own patrol car and put into the regular rotation of shifts.


    


    Michael’s first solo shift was the midnight shift. Just after eleven o’clock, Michael got into his assigned car and went in service. As he pulled out onto the quiet streets, he decided to check the business district first. Even though Upton was relatively small, it still had four bars in the town, as well as several outside the limits.


    


    The bars had customers, but everything was quiet as usual. He decided to swing through one of the several residential areas looking for prowlers or people who just didn’t belong in the area. Four hours later, as he began to relax and gain more self-confidence at being on the street alone, a call came out from county dispatch.


    


    “Upton Five, report of a domestic at 652 North Ninth Street. Wife states that the husband and an adult son are fighting inside the house with furniture being overturned and broken.”


    


    “Upton Five, ten-four.”


    


    Michael’s stomach tensed just a little bit as he sped to the location of the call, which was only about two minutes away. When he arrived and got out, he heard yelling coming from inside the house.


    


    “Upton Five, hold me out on Ninth Street at the domestic.”


    


    “Ten-four, Upton Five.”


    


    Michael walked up onto the front porch of the house and looked into the front window before knocking on the door. He could see broken tables and lamps as well as the two men yelling at each other.


    


    He banged on the door and yelled “Police” until the wife opened up.


    


    “Thank God you’re here. Please come in, and maybe you can put a stop to this,” said a very upset woman in her early fifties.


    


    When Michael entered the house, both men stopped yelling at each other and began to yell at him.


    


    “What the fuck are you doing here, and who called you?” the husband bellowed.


    


    “Calm down, you’re disturbing your neighbors.”


    


    “Fuck you, you snot-nosed punk,” the father said as he took a wild swing at Michael, who ducked it easily. When the son jumped on Michael, the father ran out of the house, got into his car, and took off.


    


    Michael was able to get the better of the son. He arrested him for assault on a police officer, dragged him to the car, and threw him in the back. As he got in the driver’s seat, he called in the incident to dispatch and told them he was en route to a district justice to arraign his prisoner. He also put out an alert for the father so that the man could be arrested for attempted assault of a police officer.


    


    Before he got to the district justice with the son, the department in the next town over called in an accident that matched the description of the father’s car.


    


    “That’s my dad’s car! Take me there!”


    


    “Sorry, you’re under arrest, and the only place you’re going is to night court, dude.”


    


    For the next two minutes, Michael had to listen to threats from the son for not taking him to his father’s car. They reached the district justice, and Michael brought his prisoner in front of the bench. After a five-minute hearing, a trial date was set, and the son was released on his own recognizance.


    


    “Now take me there!” the newly arraigned man yelled at Michael.


    


    “Do I look like a taxi service? You’re gonna have to find your own way to wherever you wanna go. Insurance only covers you in the car if you’re under arrest. You are no longer under arrest. Call a cab on your mother’s dime.”


    


    The kid was cussing at Michael as he got back into the cruiser and headed toward the town of Novel to locate the father. When he arrived at the crash scene, he found the on-duty cruiser and a detective unit present. The car had side-swiped a telephone pole and broken a fire hydrant, which was sending water a couple of hundred feet into the air.


    


    Michael parked away from the waterfall and met with the detective-on-scene in his car.


    


    “Why’d they call you out?” Michael asked the older but very handsome detective.


    


    “They found some stolen firearms in the trunk, along with a couple of ski masks and other crap that makes it look like it was a holdup kit for someone. I understand you want him for attempted assault?”


    


    “Yeah, sure do. By the way, I’m new. My name’s Michael Hawthorn.”


    


    The detective stuck out his hand and said, “Good to meet ya. I’m Tyler Jenkins, the one and only departmental detective, which is why I’m sitting here in the middle of the night with this drunken son of a bitch,” he said as the patrol unit took the suspect away to charge him with DWI and weapons violations.


    


    “You need any help here?”


    


    “Well, yeah, if you wanna give me a hand. I need a complete inventory of the car before we hook it and haul it away,” Tyler said.


    


    At first, Michael didn’t hear him, as he was fixated on the detective’s green eyes. Michael wasn’t usually attracted to men in their forties, but something about this one got Michael’s attention.


    


    “Michael?”


    


    “Hmm? Oh, yeah, sure thing,” the young patrolman said as he climbed out of the car. He went to his own cruiser, where he took the raincoat from the trunk and put it on. Opening an umbrella, he headed to the car sitting in the middle of the waterfall.


    


    That is one hot man sitting in that patrol car!


    


    Twenty minutes later, Michael had finished the inventory of the vehicle and went back to the detective. The sun was just beginning to come up over the horizon as Michael got back into the car.


    


    “Okay, here’s the inventory, and I’ve signed it at the bottom. Other than what you already took out of the car, there’s no other contraband.”


    


    Tyler took the sheet, looked it over, and said, “Perfect. How long you been on the job?”


    


    “Well, actually, tonight is my first solo shift. So, I guess you can say I’m a rookie.”


    


    “Just keep up work like this, and you’ll not be a rookie for long. Look, why don’t you go back to your town, clock off duty, and come back and meet me at the station. We can go for breakfast at the diner down the street, since you don’t have any breakfast places in your town.” He gave Michael a sexy smile.


    


    “Yeah, yeah, I’d like that,” Michael said as he checked his watch. “I get off in about fifty minutes, so I can be back here a little past seven-thirty.”


    


    “Yep, that’s great. See you then, and thanks for helping out.”


    


    Michael smiled and left Tyler. He went back to his station, signed his reports for the night, and waited for his relief to come in. Day shift was usually taken by the chief, and he was always on time.


    


    When the chief arrived, Michael briefed him on the arrest and was told he’d done a good job. Michael jumped into his own car and headed back to Novel. As he was driving and thinking about the older man he was meeting, Michael felt his dick harden in his uniform pants and was surprised at himself for reacting that way. Michael’s preference in men was for those his own age, and older guys had never really done anything for him.


    


    When he pulled up in front of the station, Tyler was outside waiting.


    


    “Come on, kid. Let’s take my detective’s car. Use the town’s gas.”


    


    Three minutes later, they were in one of those old-fashioned, sleek silver restaurants on the side of the road. As they sat there drinking their coffee, Tyler looked Michael directly in the eyes and asked, “Are you bi or gay, by any chance?”


    


    Michael spit coffee all over himself. “Why would you ask me that? Do I look gay or bi?”


    


    “No, not at all. But you’re damn cute. You got a certain look in your eyes, and my gaydar has been going off all night.”


    


    “What if I was gay? Are you the type of cop that feels we don’t belong on the force?”


    


    “No, if I felt that way, I’d have to chuck myself out of the department.”


    


    “What? You’re saying that you’re gay?” Michael asked with disbelief. “Is this some sort of sneaky way for the department to find out if I’m gay?”


    


    “No, and I can prove that the inquiry is personal.”


    


    “Oh, and how would you do that?”


    


    “By taking you home with me and fucking the shit out of you,” Tyler said with calm confidence.


    


    Michael sat back and once again wondered if he could believe his ears. Before Michael could say anything else, the waitress served their food.


    


    “Here’s your usual, Tyler, hope you enjoy it. And welcome to you, Officer. You new over in Upton?” asked the waitress.


    


    “Yes, ma’am, I sure am.”


    


    “Nice. Well, hope we’ll see you around with ole Tyler here.” She smiled and walked away.


    


    “I eat here a lot,” Tyler said by way of explanation for the waitress’s comments.


    


    “Yeah, whatever. I can’t believe you just said you wanted to fuck the shit outta me. Do you say that to all the new rookies that come along?”


    


    “Not at all. Only the very cute ones who are bi or gay. You wanna come home with me?”


    


    “No, I don’t wanna come home with you. Your presumption is wrong,” Michael said, and he began to eat his food as his mind raced.


    


    “Okay, my mistake, pardon me. Don’t hold it against me for being enticed by your beautiful face and obviously tight body.”


    


    Michael blushed, and he looked up. His eyes wandered over the upper half of the detective’s body, noticing once more the well-developed arms, flat chest, and absence of a gut. “Well, let’s say that I am gay. How far do you live from here?”


    


    “I live about five miles away. We could be at my place and naked in fifteen minutes, and in another twenty minutes from now, you would be lifted to the heavens by the in-stroke of my cock.”


    


    “Damn, but you are straightforward! Can you deliver what you promise, or are you all talk?”


    


    “I deliver what I promise. Wanna give me a try, or are you only interested in guys your own age?”


    


    “I would just like to know how you figured out that I’m gay. I try and hide it the best way I can, and here you meet me and five hours later, you’re trying to get in my pants.”


    


    “Did I succeed?”


    


    Michael finished his eggs and swallowed the rest of his coffee. “Yes. But if you aren’t as good as you brag, you’ll never hear the end of it,” he said with a laugh.


    


    His breakfast finished, Michael got up and said, “Wanna wash my hands. Be right back.”


    


    Tyler smiled, gave Michael a minute, and then followed him into the bathroom. He found Michael at the sink washing his hands. When Michael looked up, Tyler kissed Michael on the side of his neck and ran a hand over his ass.


    


    “Wow, cowboy, you’re horny, aren’tcha?” Michael asked.


    


    “Yeah, but I decided to wash my hands too,” Tyler said as he moved to the sink next to Michael. As he washed his hands, they smiled at each other in the mirror.


    


    



    


    



    


    Tyler paid the bill, and they got into their cars so Michael could follow Tyler home. Fifteen minutes later, they were naked and kissing on Tyler’s bed. Their hands explored each other’s bodies until Tyler forced Michael down on the bed and quickly went down on him in one swift motion. As he greedily sucked on Michael’s young cock, he played with his balls and rubbed his thighs. He released his dick and moved up to kiss Michael long and deep.


    


    “Boy, you are one good-looking man, you know that? You a virgin, by any chance?”


    


    Michael laughed. “Do you really think that you’re such a silver-tongued devil that you could be the first man to talk me out of my pants? No, I am not a virgin. Seems to me that you’re about sixty seconds away from blowing your promise.”


    


    Tyler smiled and quickly got rubbers and lube. He slipped on a condom, oiled up his shaft, lifted Michael’s legs up onto his shoulders, and proceeded to insert his dick into Michael’s ass. He began by slowly thrusting in and pulling out until he was sure that his partner was dealing with his dick. He sped up the thrusting until he was pounding away on the rookie’s ass.


    


    “Damn, that feels great!” Michael shouted as he moved his head around on the pillow.


    


    Tyler didn’t respond verbally but picked up the pace even more. This generated feelings in Michael that he had never felt before. Tyler’s dick was rapidly stroking Michael’s prostate, bringing him untold joy as his cock went as rigid as possible. When he tried to play with himself, Tyler moved his hand away.


    


    “Oh man, just fuck me good, stud, fuck me good!”


    


    “You ever been fucked like this before, cutey?”


    


    “Hell no. You’re the best that’s ever taken my ass before.”


    


    Tyler smiled. He stopped his thrusting and dropped Michael’s legs, and then flipped him over onto his stomach without removing his dick from Michael’s ass. He lifted himself off the bed with his arms and fucked in a downward motion, slamming into Michael, making the entire bed bounce and move. He continued like that for at least five minutes and then stopped and pulled Michael up at the waist to fuck him doggy style.


    


    After fucking him in this position for a few minutes, Tyler stopped, pulled out, applied more lube, and lay down on his back.


    


    “Ride it, cowboy,” Tyler said.


    


    Michael smiled. “I’m getting a little sore, just to let ya know.”


    


    “I hear ya, babe. Sit on it.”


    


    As Michael eased down on Tyler’s cock, Tyler began to play with Michael’s dick. As Michael rocked up and down, Tyler jerked Michael off. When Tyler felt his climax begin to build, he tried to tamp it down so that Michael and he could cum at the same time.


    


    “I’m ready to shoot,” Tyler said.


    


    “Me too. Go for it!” Michael urged.


    


    In a climax that made both men shudder, shot after shot of hot cum streamed out of Michael’s cock, hitting Tyler on the forehead, chin, and chest as Tyler filled the condom buried deep in Michael’s ass. When the last spurts had been fired, Michael collapsed down alongside Tyler on the bed. They lay there breathing heavily as Michael wiped sweat off of his forehead.


    


    Tyler pulled off the condom and tossed it into the trashcan by the bed. Rolling over, he pulled a towel from under the bed and wiped down Michael’s body so that they could hold each other in the warm afterglow of their passion.


    


    “That was incredible, Tyler. For the first time in my young life, I feel like I’ve truly been fucked well.”


    


    Tyler smiled and replied, “So, I didn’t lie to you in the restaurant, huh?”


    


    “No, sir, you didn’t. Do you ever bottom?”


    


    “Only for a man who is very special to me. Otherwise, I do the fucking.”


    


    Michael smiled. “Wonder how long it will take me to become special.”


    


    

  


  
    Military Service


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    It was a hot July day in Cheyenne, Wyoming as Patrolman Mark Gloucester left the station parking lot and began his patrol routine in his sector. On one side of his sector he had residential areas, on another, businesses, and at the top of his sector, the local Air Force base.


    


    He seldom ran all the way out to the base, as it had its own military police and all entrance gates were manned by security police. The gate that was just outside the edge of his responsibility was known as Gate Two, which was closed at dark. The main gate was a couple of miles away, and other units patrolled there.


    


    As the night wore on, Mark became bored, as there were no calls coming out and everyone was basically trying to stay indoors with the air conditioning running. Mark decided to actually take a run all the way to the base just to say he’d been there.


    


    As he drove on the civilian approach road to the base, he saw the guardhouse down the road, well lit, since the sun had gone down four hours earlier. When he was within two hundred yards, he slowed way down and flipped the emergency lights on and off so that the security police officer knew he was a cop.


    


    As he approached the last few feet, a bored-looking Airman came out of the gatehouse and waved. Mark got out of the car and walked over to the closed gate.


    


    “Hi, I’m Patrolman Mark Gloucester, Cheyenne PD.”


    


    “Hello there. Never saw you boys out this way before.”


    


    “No, we usually don’t, ’cause there’s never anything that we’re needed for out here. I thought I’d take a run out just to chat for a minute, since we’re quiet in the city.”


    


    “Yeah, it stays dead out here. By the way, I’m Neal Baxter, Airman First Class.”


    


    “And you’re stuck guarding a closed gate on base, I see. Did you piss someone off?”


    


    “Nah. We’re rotated through the posts. Now that I’ve got my second stripe, I get the patrol duties occasionally, but mostly I’m stuck on gate duty. Forgive me for asking, but you look pretty young to be a cop. How old are you?”


    


    “I get that a lot. Ya gotta be twenty-one to be an officer, and I’m twenty-one! How about you?”


    


    “Me? I’m twenty next week, so you got a few months on me.”


    


    “I gotta ask you something, if you don’t mind,” said the civilian officer.


    


    “Sure, ask away.”


    


    “What’s your feeling on the repeal of ‘Don’t ask, don’t tell’? You okay with gays serving with you?”


    


    Neal looked surprised at the question and thought for a moment. “I don’t really see how it’s gonna make that much difference. There are gay guys serving now, and the only change is they can admit it and maybe find a date for Saturday night without worrying about the assholes at the Office of Special Investigations investigating them. Don’t know what they’ll do now that they don’t have queers to chase anymore,” Neal said with a sneer.


    


    “Oh? So, you don’t have a problem with open service?”


    


    “Nope, I should think not, since I’m gay.”


    


    Now it was Mark’s turn to pause for a moment before continuing.


    


    “And don’t tell me that I don’t look like one of those,” warned Neal.


    


    “Actually, I was going to ask you for a date Saturday night,” said the blushing officer.


    


    “Are you jerking me around?” Neal asked with a raised eyebrow.


    


    “Nope. You’re a cute guy who looks fucking hot in your Air Force uniform, and I’m a gay cop who looks just as good outta my uniform as I do in it!”


    


    “Holy shit. The last thing I expected when I got stuck out here tonight on this desolate post was having a hot man ask me out.” Neal openly looked Mark up and down now that he knew what the score was.


    


    “Well, what’s your answer? Are you off duty this weekend? Because I am.”


    


    “Lemme check my schedule,” Neal replied. He walked back into the gatehouse, where he pulled out a sheet of paper. He was scheduled for day-shift duty Saturday and then was off for the next two days.


    


    Neal came back out and smiled. “I got day shift, which means I’m off at three in the afternoon, and then I’m off for the next two days. So, I’d be happy to go out with you on Saturday evening.”


    


    “Fantastic! In that case, I’ll pick you up on base, and we’ll go to dinner and maybe a movie, and then who knows? Sound good?”


    


    “Sounds great. Come to the main gate and tell them you’re here to pick me up. They’ll check the visitor log and your name will be on it, and they’ll direct you to my barracks. Sound okay?”


    


    “Sounds perfect, Neal. I look forward to it. Do you get coffee out here?”


    


    “Only when I get relieved briefly to eat. Then back here, no coffee.”


    


    “You’re on for another four hours?”


    


    “Yeah, in fact, I should get my lunch break any minute now, why?”


    


    “As long as the night is still as dead as it is right now, how about I bring you back a coffee in about two hours?”


    


    “Hell, that would be great! Cream and sugar, please.”


    


    “You got it, Neal,” Mark said as he winked at the young Airman.


    


    As Mark turned around and went to his cruiser, Neal couldn’t help but check out the officer’s ass, and he was thrilled at what he saw. Mark waved one final time and sped off back towards the city.


    


    When the relief patrol arrived at Gate Two, the Airman in the vehicle couldn’t imagine what Neal was smiling about as he got in for the drive to the chow hall.


    


    



    


    



    


    Whistling could be heard coming from one of the Cheyenne Police units as it passed a donut shop that the officer planned on returning to in two hours. The night might have been dead for police calls, but it was hopping for sexy men in uniform.


    


    



    


    



    


    That Saturday, Mark drove to the main gate of the Air Force base and told the guards on duty that he was there to pick up Neal. Once verification was obtained, he was directed to the security police barracks, where Neal would be waiting outside.


    


    Mark found the building in no time, and when he pulled into the parking area in front of the barracks, he saw Neal standing there and smiling. Neal walked over to the car and got in.


    


    “I didn’t know you’d be in the cruiser!” Neal said.


    


    “Yeah, we have the take-home policy. I’m the only guy who drives this car, and I’m allowed to use it off duty as long as I don’t leave the city limits with it on personal time. I’ve made us reservations at a steak house. I hope you eat meat.”


    


    “Oh, I love to eat meat,” Neal replied, smiling at the double entendre.


    


    Mark chuckled. “I hope so. Good, we should be eating in about six minutes. You’ll love the place, I assure you.”


    


    “Sounds good, cowboy. Let’s get to it!”


    


    The restaurant was crowded, but Mark had reservations, and they were shown to a table in the back corner where both men had their backs to the wall, which made cops of any variety more comfortable.


    


    “The guy at the door seemed to recognize you,” Neal said.


    


    “Oh, he knows I’m CPD. We eat here all the time, and we can always get a reservation. One of the few perks of the job. Now dinner is on me, so order anything you want, okay?”


    


    “If dinner is on you, does that mean I have to eat it off your body?” Neal asked with a horny smile.


    


    Mark laughed out loud. “Nothing subtle about you, is there?”


    


    “Look, cowboy, I’ve been stationed here for a year, and I haven’t been laid once. Now that it’s okay for gay Airmen to get laid, I’m looking for love in all the right places!”


    


    “Fair enough, I understand. But who says I’m interested in going that route with you?”


    


    Neal snorted. “You pick me up, buy me dinner and, I assume, a movie later, and you don’t expect to get your rocks off? Bullshit! Be honest.”


    


    “Well, the thought had crossed my mind that we’d make beautiful babies,” Mark said with a wide grin.


    


    “We’ll never know unless we try.”


    


    “For now, let’s concentrate on what is sure to be a great dinner.”


    


    “May I take your order, gentlemen?” the waiter asked as he arrived.


    


    



    


    



    


    Mark was right; the steaks were outstanding, and both men got up from the table full. They got into Mark’s cruiser and went to the theater, where the latest action film was playing. They took their seats about ten minutes before the previews began.


    


    “Thank you, Mark. That was a really good dinner.”


    


    Mark looked over at his new friend and smiled.


    


    “I deliver on what I promise, and you can always count on good steaks there. Now, if the movie is half as good, we’ll be in good shape,” he said with a smile.


    


    The movie turned out to be good, and both guys were happy with the plot and how things turned out. The bad guys got killed, and the good guys got the glory. Just how movies should be in their eyes.


    


    As they walked out of the theater, Mark looked at his watch. It was ten thirty, and he saw Neal conceal a yawn. As they got into the car, Mark turned to Neal.


    


    “Look, we’ve both had a long day, why don’t we call it a night, and I’ll run you back to your barracks?”


    


    With a look of shock on his face, Neal replied, “Ya mean we’re not going back to your place? I’m off the next two days, and I thought we’d, well, cuddle on your sofa or something.”


    


    “Actually, I never take a guy home on the first date. Call me old-fashioned, but I like to get to know someone before taking the relationship to the intimate level. I hope you’re not mad at me.”


    


    Neal didn’t know what to say. He’d had the entire night planned out in his head, and it didn’t include going back to the barracks horny.


    


    “Well, if that’s the way it is with you, then of course. Let’s head back to the base.”


    


    “Don’t be disappointed or mad. I can see in your face that you’re not happy.”


    


    “I’m not mad, believe me. We just had a wonderful evening together, and you are a handsome, sexy stud who apparently read one too many Emily Post books. Would I have liked this evening to have ended up with us in your bed naked? Of course, but I’ll respect your feelings on this.”


    


    “Good man. I knew you would understand and be mature about it.”


    


    “Will there be a second date?” Neal asked worriedly.


    


    “Oh, I think not only a second date, but probably a tenth or so date.”


    


    Neal began to relax. “You’re not going to make me wait until our tenth date, I hope!”


    


    “Relax, sunshine. If all goes well after the third date, I usually invite a guy to spend the night.”


    


    “Third date, damn. I mean, sure, that sounds like a plan,” Neal replied with a frown.


    


    As they arrived at the main gate, the security police recognized Neal and waved the cruiser through. A couple of minutes later and they were outside the security police barracks.


    


    “Well, thank you for a great night. I had a good time,” Neal said as he stuck out his hand to shake Mark’s.


    


    “My pleasure, and I think we can do better than a handshake. Come here.”


    


    Neal quickly glanced around to see if anyone was out and walking around before he bent over and kissed Mark briefly.


    


    “Hmmm, want a lot more of that, and in private. You wanna come in and see my room?”


    


    Mark laughed. “Ah, no, I better not. If I go in with you, I might be in there for quite a while. Besides, what would your roommate say?”


    


    “I don’t have one at the moment.”


    


    “Look, when are you on Gate Two again?”


    


    “Three to eleven, beginning Tuesday. If I’m not on that gate, I’ll be on the main gate or the back gate.”


    


    “Okay, I’ll swing by, and we can have a chat.”


    


    “All right, good night,” Neal said reluctantly.


    


    “Night, guy.”


    


    As Mark drove off base, he had to fight to get his erection to go away. Kissing Neal had been enough to wake up his little friend, who wanted to come out and play.


    


    “Not tonight, junior. You know the rules: no fun until the third date!”


    


    



    


    



    


    Neal walked into his empty room and realized how tired he was. He took off his clothes and got into bed. As he thought about the date that just ended, he became fully hard. There was only one thing to do when that happened, and Neal threw himself into the task with glee.


    


    



    


    



    


    When it came time to report for duty on Tuesday, Neal made a point of asking for assignment to Gate Two.


    


    “I thought you hated that post,” his sergeant said.


    


    “Normally, I do, Sarge, but I got a headache, and I could use the peace and quiet out there this shift.”


    


    “Okay, you got it. Have you taken anything for it?”


    


    “Yeah, a couple of aspirin, and I brought some extra with me.”


    


    “Let me know if it gets worse and you need to see the medics.”


    


    “Sure thing, Sarge, thanks.”


    


    Having made sure he got the post he wanted, Neal sat down inside the lonely guardhouse. Unlike the other base gates, there was nothing but fields surrounding Gate Two. In reality, it was a very dangerous post, as it would be easy to take out the Airman on duty and move an army onto the base.


    


    In town, Mark made sure he got the same beat so that he could swing by the base and see if Neal was on duty. He thought he would wait until about eight thirty and bring Neal some coffee once more. The only thing that worried Mark was that it was a busy start of the shift with calls for domestics, which always went up when the weather was hot.


    


    Neal sat in the gatehouse, looking down the long road that approached his location, hoping to see headlights. Just after nine, when he had begun to give up any hope of seeing Mark, Neal spotted a car off in the distance moving towards him at a high rate of speed. Due to the rate of speed, Neal became nervous and grabbed the M-16 from the gatehouse and prepared to deal with intruders.


    


    But when the car was within three hundred yards, Neal saw the police emergency lights flash twice, and he realized Mark had finally made it. As Mark pulled up and got out of the cruiser with the coffee, he looked at Neal and then at the M-16.


    


    “Is that for me?” Mark asked.


    


    “What? Oh! Well, I wasn’t sure who you were, since you were doing about ninety towards me. I didn’t think it was you.”


    


    “Yeah, it’s been a busy night. Here, have some coffee,” he said as he handed the cup to Neal. “I was planning on being out here about forty minutes ago, but the calls haven’t stopped. So I wanted to make sure you got your coffee at least,” Mark explained.


    


    “Thanks, I appreciate it. I’ve been thinking about you a lot since the other night. I had a great time with you, and I was especially thinking about you hard after I went to bed,” Neal said with a grin.


    


    “You dirty boy! Are you saying you beat off thinking about my fine body?”


    


    “Yep, that’s what I’m saying, cowboy!”


    


    “You younguns just have no self-control. I waited until my morning shower to take care of business.”


    


    “Youngun, my ass, you’ve got mere months on me. When can I see you again?”


    


    “Well, seeing as how I want to see you again, how about when we both get off duty tomorrow night? We’re working the same shift, so we can spend three hours or so at the bar that’s just opened up.”


    


    “There’s a new bar?”


    


    “Cheyenne is opening its first ever gay bar tomorrow. Since Congress finally got rid of that stupid anti-gay policy, I guess a businessman thought that all you gay Airmen would need a bar to call your own. It’s going to be called The Missile, after what you fellas do out here.”


    


    “Well, I suppose that’s better than ‘Pocket Rocket’ or something,” Neal said with a laugh.


    


    “Now that would have been cool!” Mark responded.


    


    “So, it’s opening night, eh?”


    


    “Yep, and if you like, we’ll check it out.”


    


    “I like the idea a lot. Pick me up?”


    


    “Yep, about eleven forty. I need to go home, shower, change, and get out here to get you. You give them my name over at Gate One?”


    


    “I’ll take care of it.”


    


    Mark’s radio crackled. “Car twenty-three, report of unknown trouble at Clyde’s Honky-Tonk, better respond priority on this one. I’m also sending in backup.”


    


    “Damn, gotta go, champ. See you tomorrow night!”


    


    Neal waved as Mark sped off with the lights on this time. He said a quick prayer that Mark would be all right on the call. He wandered back into the gatehouse, took the lid off his coffee, and saw that it was just the way he liked it.


    


    



    


    



    


    The next day dragged on for Neal; the only thing he could think about was his second date with the very cute Cheyenne cop later that night. Since he was working the main gate for this shift, Neal was able to write Mark into the visitors’ log and clear him for access to the base.


    


    At exactly eleven forty-five, the CPD cruiser pulled up to the barracks, and Neal was inside in a flash.


    


    “Hello, stud! You look fine tonight,” Mark said.


    


    “Thanks, guy, you look pretty hot too in those tight jeans and white T-shirt.”


    


    “Well, if you got it, flaunt it, baby. I wanna do some dancing tonight, and I hope you’re not too tired to do that?”


    


    “Hell no, let’s get going priority to the city,” Neal laughed.


    


    Fifteen minutes later, they were parked about a block from The Missile. They got out and walked to the club. They entered, half expecting it to be empty. Instead, they found a pounding club beat, lights, and well over a hundred sweaty men dancing and drinking. A few were making out at their tables.


    


    “Damn, this place is incredible!” Neal exclaimed.


    


    Mark smiled, as he knew they’d have a good time that night. They found an empty table, and a waiter took their drink orders. As they looked around, Neal recognized several Airmen from the base, including one from the security police squadron. When the two men locked eyes, a mutual acknowledgment passed between them.


    


    “I recognize some guys from base. Guess this will be the meeting place for the Airmen just like you guessed some business person figured.”


    


    “Come on; let’s dance,” Mark said with a smile.


    


    As they danced, Neal was shocked at how well Mark moved, which made the policeman all the sexier in his eyes. Mark had a way of rocking his hips from side to side that brought the rest of his body right with them. As the lights flashed across Mark’s white T-shirt, Neal drank in the sight of every ripple and bulge of Mark’s well-developed chest. The T-shirt ended where it was tucked into the front of his jeans, which showed all the right bumps, leaving little for Neal to imagine in that department.


    


    Both men drew attention from other dancers, and a steady stream of admiration flowed onto the floor from the men sitting at the tables. Mark and Neal made one very sexy couple, moving fluidly on the dance floor. After the fifth song ended, Mark took Neal by the hand, and they walked back to their table followed by admiring stares.


    


    “That was fucking incredible! I haven’t danced like that… well, ever!” Neal said.


    


    “You dance very well. You’re also sexy as hell, and that made it all the more fun.”


    


    “Me, sexy? Hell, you have a body that must be the envy of everyone in here!”


    


    “Well, I work out four times a week in the police gym. I guess it shows.”


    


    “Yeah, that’s an understatement. I almost sprang a hard-on out there watching your body move to the music.”


    


    “Thank you. I enjoyed watching you just as much.”


    


    “Mark, this is our second date, right?”


    


    “Hmm, I’m not really sure. After all, we didn’t have dinner or anything; I just picked you up, and we headed to a bar,” Mark said with a slight smile.


    


    “Look, you foxy bastard, as far as I’m concerned, this is our second date, or there won’t be a third!”


    


    Mark laughed so loud that it could be heard over the music and drew the attention of some of the men sitting at other tables.


    


    “Okay, Neal, you win; this is our second date.” Mark smiled.


    


    “Good! When the hell is our third date?”


    


    Mark laughed again. “I’m not really sure, since I’ve gotta check my appointment calendar at home and at the office to see when I can squeeze you in.”


    


    That did it. Neal got up, took two steps, sat down in Mark’s lap and planted a kiss on Mark’s lips so intense that it sucked the air out of his lungs. As Neal was kissing Mark, he made sure to move around a little on Mark’s lap, and before he was done, Mark was hard and cramped in his jeans.


    


    “Now, let me ask that question again. When’s our third date?”


    


    As several men watched the show that Neal and Mark were putting on, Mark replied, “You made your point, sir. How about the dinner on Friday night? That would make our third date three nights from tonight.”


    


    Neal planted a second kiss on Mark that was just as intense, and when he ended it, he said, “Fine, but I’m bringing my toothbrush!”


    


    Mark smiled and replied, “That’s a deal, stud.” He kissed Neal with just as much passion and intensity as Neal had favored him with. Now it was time for Neal to adjust himself as he slid off Mark’s lap and back onto his chair, all smiles.


    


    They had a couple of more drinks, danced some more, and Mark took Neal back to the barracks, where they said goodnight while kissing in the car.


    


    “Won’t you come in for a quick second just so I can show you how we have to live in the Air Force?” Neal asked, sliding his hand all the way up between Mark’s legs to rest on Mark’s bulge.


    


    Mark smiled. “Okay. Just for a minute, though.”


    


    “Yep, I promise,” Neal said as he got out of the cruiser.


    


    Mark locked the car and followed Neal into the barracks and up one flight of stairs to a door with the number thirty on it. Neal inserted the key and opened the door, and the two men entered.


    


    “Well, as you can see, it’s a very simple room with two bunk beds, two dressers, a double closet, and a window. That’s it.”


    


    “You can’t even decorate in here at all?” Mark asked, noting the blank walls.


    


    “Yeah, we can do some stuff, but I just have never gotten around to doing anything. Besides, I didn’t bring you here to talk about walls; come here,” Neal said.


    


    Mark smiled and walked over to Neal, where they embraced once more and began to kiss. They made out for almost ten minutes with their hands exploring every square inch of the other’s body, giving each other erections once more. When Neal began to make noises of needing far more than just kisses and fondling, Mark knew it was time to leave if he was going to stick with his three-date routine.


    


    As he stepped back from Neal, he looked down at Neal’s crotch and noticed that his dick had managed to travel slightly down the right side, where it had obviously been confined by underwear. Neal did the same thing and smiled. Mark was wearing boxers that were far less confining.


    


    “I need to leave now, or we’re going to break my rule about dating, and I don’t wanna do that. I had a good time tonight, and I look forward to our next date in three nights.”


    


    “Should I pack an overnight bag?” Neal asked with a hopeful gleam in his eyes.


    


    As Mark stuck his hand down his pants to move things so they sat properly with a minimum of discomfort, he looked into Neal’s eyes. “Yes,” he said. “You won’t be coming back to base that night, baby.”


    


    Neal began to move in for more kisses, and Mark put up a “stop” hand. “Look,” Mark said. “I gotta let junior here go down, or I’ll be seen leaving your room with a hard-on. I’d rather not. So let’s just cool down so I can go.”


    


    “Okay, babe. I had a great time dancing with you tonight. You are sex on a stick on the dance floor, and I love it.”


    


    “Thank you. We looked good together, at least according to the number of guys watching our every move.”


    


    Mark kissed Neal quickly and left the barracks room, where Neal was smiling from ear to ear. He couldn’t wait until the weekend so that he could finally get Mark naked in a bed and do all the things he wanted to do to him. Who would have thought that Neal would find a possible boyfriend on the local police department of his first base?


    


    



    


    



    


    The next three days dragged on for both men, but more so for Neal. Nothing really exciting happened on an Air Force base unless orders for war were received through the National Command Authority, and then all else was meaningless, for the sole purpose of Neal’s base was the total nuclear destruction of an enemy. Mark, on the other hand, had a reasonable number of calls that prevented him from coming out to the base, which was just as well, as Neal had drawn patrol car duty for the rest of the week. When their “weekend” arrived, Neal got rid of his weapons at the base armory and headed to the barracks to hit the showers. He was all alone in the communal shower, as no one took one at four in the afternoon.


    


    Back in his room, he pulled out an overnight bag and threw in two pair of sexy underwear, socks, deodorant, cologne, a change of shirts, and a pair of shoes. He checked his watch and saw that his man would be there any minute, and after looking around, he saw that he’d forgotten to put on his favorite gold chain. After adorning his chest with the necklace, he went outside to wait for a Cheyenne Police Department cruiser.


    


    Finally, Mark arrived, and Neal practically ran to the cruiser and entered the cool air of the cabin. After giving a pat to Mark’s leg, he settled in and put his seat belt on.


    


    “Hey, stud,” Mark said.


    


    “Hey, yourself. It’s been a long week waiting for our date tonight.”


    


    Mark wheeled the cruiser around and headed towards the base exit. He looked over and said, “I had just as long a wait as you did. What do you wanna do after dinner tonight?”


    


    “Hmm, how about we get movies and watch ’em at your place?”


    


    “Sounds like a winner. But all we have to do is select what we wanna watch and hit a button on my television, and it will start about a minute later. Beer okay?”


    


    “Beer is always okay,” Neal replied.


    


    



    


    



    


    After enjoying a Mexican dinner at one of Mark’s favorite restaurants, the guys went to Mark’s apartment. As they sat down and popped open beers, a very relaxed atmosphere came over the room.


    


    “So, did you like dinner?” Mark asked.


    


    “Sure did. But listen, I do make a paycheck. It may not be what you make, but I can afford to buy dinner for us, ya know?”


    


    “Okay, no problem, but I figure when I ask a guy out to dinner, it’s on my dime. You ask, your dime, okay?”


    


    “Good. I like that rule. I just don’t wanna end up being the deadbeat date that you always have to shell out for when we do anything. I’m not like that.”


    


    “I know that, and if I thought you were, you wouldn’t have gotten to date number two!”


    


    Neal smiled. “Yeah, and this is the magic date number three when I get to unwrap the goods I’ve been hard for since I first laid eyes on you.”


    


    “If I’m in the mood. We may just go to bed and get a good night’s sleep.”


    


    Neal about choked on a swallow of beer. He put the beer down and jumped across the sofa, landing dead on top of Mark, who let out a loud “Oomph!”


    


    “Sleep, my ass! The only way you’re gonna get to sleep tonight is after we’ve both drained every ounce of you-know-what out of our bodies!” He then planted a kiss on Mark that tasted like beer and lust. Mark put his arms around Neal and ran them up and down his back as they continued to kiss. Neal’s hand went down Mark’s body to his crotch and rubbed the enlarging bulge he found there. Mark did nothing to stop Neal from his fondling.


    


    “I like what I feel, dude,” Neal said with a smile when they broke their kiss.


    


    “Yeah, just wait until you see how it feels plundering your ass!”


    


    “Hey! Who says I’m a bottom? In fact, I’m a top!”


    


    “No, no one as pretty as you are is a top. You are a bottom even if you don’t know it.”


    


    “We’ll see about that later,” Neal said with a grin.


    


    “Stretch out, and I’ll find a movie that we both like. You may, of course, continue to rub where you were rubbing.”


    


    They found Tom Cruise’s latest CIA thriller, and both guys got into it to the point that both of their dicks were able to go down. Four beers later when the movie was over, Mark turned off the television, shut off the lights, took Neal by the hand, and brought him into the bedroom.


    


    “The bathroom is right there if you want to stow your stuff for the morning, and this is my command center,” he said, pointing to the bed.


    


    “Command center, huh?” Neal laughed.


    


    Neal put his toothbrush and things in the master bathroom and went back into the bedroom, where he found Mark lying on the bed in just his underwear. He looked sexy as hell.


    


    “Damn, stud, you look fucking hot! Look at the chest on you, boy! I’m ashamed to take my clothes off in front of you,” Neal said, blushing slightly.


    


    “Bullshit. Unwrap my present slowly, please.”


    


    Feeling a little self-conscious, Neal began to remove his clothes until he was standing in his underwear. He sat down, removed his socks, said, “What the fuck,” and slid his shorts down and off. He stood up and turned to face Mark.


    


    As Mark’s eyes ran down Neal’s body, Neal saw Mark’s cock begin to harden, and he knew that he pleased Mark.


    


    “Damn, you’re a beauty. Can I see that ass of yours again?”


    


    Neal turned slowly, revealing his young, taut bubble butt.


    


    “That is one fine piece of ass you got there, dude. Damn, I’m gonna have fun,” Mark said as he slid his shorts off and flung them across the room. “Lights on or off?”


    


    “On. I wanna be able to see that beautiful body of yours as I make love to you.”


    


    “Well, come on and get what you’ve been wanting since day one, bud. I’m ready to give you all you can handle. Show me what you can do!”


    


    Neal crawled onto the bed and kept on going until he was lying on top of Mark, looking down into his beautiful cat-like green eyes. He just stayed there for a minute, luxuriating in the feel of full nudity while lying on top of Mark.


    


    “You are one beautiful man, and I’m forever grateful that you chose to come out to the gate that day,” he said as he leaned down and kissed Mark.


    


    “I’m glad I took a run out to the base myself, seeing how it ended up.”


    


    Neal kissed Mark again and began to work his way down the chiseled body, stopping at each nipple, nibbling first and then lapping at them as if they were ice cream. Mark groaned in response as both nipples hardened under the encouragement of Neal’s young but talented tongue.


    


    He inched his way down Mark’s body, kissing as he went, as Mark wiggled under his lips and tongue. He stopped at the pubic line and nuzzled his nose into the soft hair that grew above Mark’s cock. When Neal went further, he ran his tongue down the underside of Mark’s shaft, sending Mark into a fit of moaning and requests of “don’t stop.”


    


    Mark wasn’t all that long, but he made up for it in girth. Neal picked up his new friend’s erection and tried to go down all the way, which normally would not have been a problem. However, this time, Neal was stopped after just two inches by the width of the penis he was trying to suck. He contented himself with sucking what he could and jerking off the part of shaft that had no chance of going into Neal’s mouth.


    


    Mark reacted by grabbing the sheets and whispering encouragement to just “suck it!” After another few moments and the first signs of an aching jaw, Neal released the bulbous cockhead and traveled on down to two rather large, beautiful hanging balls, which Neal could handle. He ran his tongue over and over the ball sack, taking each nut into his mouth one at a time and releasing it only to suck in the other. As he did this, he slowly jerked Mark’s cock until Mark reached down and pulled Neal up to the top of the bed.


    


    “That was fucking great! You sure you haven’t been blowing all those flyboys out there on base this past year?”


    


    “I wish, but no. I did suck cock before the Air Force, ya know?”


    


    “Oh, I believe you; it shows.”


    


    “Glad you’ve enjoyed the show so far, Officer.”


    


    Mark rolled over onto Neal and kissed him deeply. He moved on to Neal’s neck, careful not to leave any love marks. He then rolled Neal’s nipples between his thumb and forefinger while dragging his tongue down to Neal’s sexual center.


    


    Neal was a bit longer than Mark, but not nearly as thick, and Mark easily took him all the way into his mouth until his nose was resting in Neal’s pubic patch. He then began to bob his head up and down, sucking as he went. He liked the way Neal tasted, and he sucked all the harder until he heard Neal begin to moan and groan. He played with Neal’s balls while he was sucking and stuck a finger into his mouth alongside of Neal’s cock to wet it. Quickly, he found Neal’s entrance between his ass cheeks.


    


    That located, he wiggled his finger into Neal to see if Neal would stop him, and if not, how far in he could go. Much to his pleasure, Neal’s reaction was to spread his legs farther apart, giving Mark easy access to his ass.


    


    When Mark saw Neal’s balls begin to tighten up, he pulled off Neal and let his cock flop back down onto his stomach as he continued to finger Neal’s ass.


    


    “You like that, guy?” Mark asked.


    


    “Yeah, I kinda do. Think I’d enjoy it a lot more with something besides a little spit for lube, though.”


    


    Mark rolled over on the bed and reached into the nightstand. He took out a tube of lube and applied a copious amount to his forefinger before returning his attention to Neal’s entrance.


    


    He slowly inserted his finger and watched as Neal’s dick twitched in response to the intrusion. Gradually, he pushed his entire finger into Neal’s ass and began to finger him in and out.


    


    “Hmm, that feels good,” Neal said as he raised his ass up off the bed.


    


    “You must really go wild then when a guy sticks his cock up there then,” Mark replied.


    


    “Don’t know; it’s never happened.”


    


    “Huh? You’re a virgin?”


    


    “I said I had sucked plenty of dicks before the Air Force; I said nothing about getting fucked. I’m cherry, dude.”


    


    “You’re kidding. A good-looking kid like you and no man picked your cherry yet! Hard to believe. But you like this, right?”


    


    “Hell yeah, feels good.”


    


    “Let me see if I can hit your prostate with my finger,” Mark said as he drove his middle finger in to the last joint. When he was in, he began to move his finger around, and he knew he had hit it when Neal rose up off the bed with an exclamation.


    


    “Holy fuck! Is that what the prostate makes you feel when it’s hit?”


    


    “Yes, sir. It ain’t called the male G-spot for nothing.”


    


    “Mark, fuck me, dude. Just go easy with that damn salami of yours. I’m a little afraid you’re gonna tear something, and how do I explain that to sick call?”


    


    Mark smiled. “Sure, I’ll do you that favor. Usually a guy doesn’t like to pop cherries, but in this case, I’ll make an exception.”


    


    “Bullshit, and you know it. Grease that beast up and let’s get to fucking!”


    


    Mark laughed and retrieved a condom, rolled it on, and greased up his erection. Neal was already lubed up from his finger, so now it was time to lay pipe!


    


    “I’m going to fuck you on your back. Put your legs up on my shoulders, and I’ll do the rest.”


    


    Neal did as he was told, and Mark moved in closer until the large head of his dick was pressing against the opening.


    


    “Okay, breathe deep, don’t tighten up your ass muscles, just relax and allow me to penetrate you. Once I’m in, you’ll begin to feel the immense pleasure that getting fucked will bring you.”


    


    “You sound like a Fuller Brush salesman trying to close a deal. Just do it, stud; I want it!”


    


    That was all Mark needed to hear. He pushed in gently and, upon hitting resistance, backed off for a moment, then attacked anew with more force. Mark was determined to break past the sphincter muscle and hit the heated highway to the prostate. When he felt himself pop through, Neal let out a yell.


    


    “Ouch! That fucking hurts! You’d better stop.”


    


    “Just relax. I won’t push any further in; just give your ass a moment or two to adjust to my dick. Once that happens, you’ll see how good it feels,” Mark said like a used-car salesman. “Just relax the muscles you’ve tightened up. That’s why you’re feeling pain.”


    


    “Okay, okay.”


    


    After a minute or so, with Mark still hard as a rock, Neal said, “Okay, go on.”


    


    Mark smiled. He eased his cock forward little by little until he was all the way in, and then he rested there.


    


    “See, I’m balls-deep. Just relax and then let me work your prostate with my fat cock.”


    


    “Fat cock is right! I’ve never had a guy I couldn’t take until you. I’m talking about blow jobs, of course, since I’ve never done any actual fucking.”


    


    Finally, Mark began to ease out and back in, and Neal was fine with it. Mark changed the angle of penetration slightly so that he would hit the prostate, and when he did, Neal lit up like a Christmas tree.


    


    “Oh fuck yeah! Fuck me, baby, slam that fat dick of yours into me, make me your bitch!”


    


    Mark smiled once more. Guys would say just about anything when you hit that sweet spot. Now that he knew exactly where it was, he pounded away, which resulted in Neal cursing up a storm while attempting to describe how good it felt. He thrashed around on the pillows and actually pushed his ass against the inward thrust of Mark’s cock. As Mark fucked Neal as well as he could, he heard the magic words escape from Neal.


    


    “Fuck, I think I’m gonna cum, and I’m not even jerking off!”


    


    Mark picked up speed and was slamming into Neal’s ass when Neal climaxed and shot string after string of hot cum all the way up to his face and beyond. Seeing that, Mark exploded too and filled the condom with his sperm.


    


    When their climaxes died down, Mark slipped Neal’s legs off his shoulders and pulled out, removing the condom. He then collapsed onto the bed next to his now de-virginized bedmate.


    


    “That. Was. The. Best. Sex. Ever.”


    


    “It was pretty intense, guy. I didn’t hurt you, did I?”


    


    “Hurt me? Fuck, I came without touching my dick! That’s never happened to me before. I feel like my ass has had a telephone pole up it, but at the same time, I feel extremely at peace… weird.”


    


    Mark got out of bed, grabbed a towel, and cleaned the spurts of cum off. He got back into bed and put his arm over Neal’s still-heaving chest.


    


    “That was great fucking sex. I also lied; it’s every gay guy’s wet dream to take another guy’s ass cherry.” Mark laughed.


    


    “No shit! You must think I’m one dumb bitch if you think I bought that line of shit earlier. But I give you points for really knowing how to not only take that cherry, but rip it the fuck out!”


    


    “I’m glad I was your first. I hope you’ll always remember me.”


    


    “Honey, you can count on that. I can live to be a hundred and one, and I’ll still remember this fuck. You are one fantastic stud, in or out of bed.”


    


    “Shall we get some sleep?”


    


    “Oh, hell yeah. I feel so good right now I could sleep a thousand years.”


    


    “Well, I don’t know about a thousand years, but I will make you breakfast in the morning along with some damn good coffee. If you have no plans, we can just hang out together here for the rest of the weekend.”


    


    “Does hanging out here the rest of the weekend mean more brain-bursting sex?”


    


    “Indeed it does.”


    


    “Consider me your guest for the weekend. Gimme a kiss, and let’s rest up for what’s to come!”


    


    Ten minutes later, both men were sharing the sleep of total contentment.


    


    

  


  
    Uniform Hardness


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    It had been a week since the early morning nude swim that became a heated bedroom romp between thirty-nine-year-old Sergeant Brian King and twenty-one-year-old Patrolman Sean Baxter. What started out as an exploratory endeavor of skinny-dipping in the sergeant’s backyard pool had turned into one very hot episode of intense sex. Though both had enjoyed it immensely, neither officer had mentioned the impassioned romp during their subsequent shifts.


    


    King couldn’t stop thinking about the well-muscled curves of the young officer whom he supervised on his squad and had enjoyed in his bed. He had suspected that the young rookie was gay and succumbed to temptation by inviting him home after a hot midnight shift to find out what Baxter looked like under the uniform that hung so well on his body.


    


    What he found made his head spin with lust and desire, which the young man returned without hesitation. The dilemma for Sergeant King was that he was responsible for certifying Baxter for solo duty in his own police unit and now he was having a personal relationship with him. For the moment, he wasn’t sure how to handle the situation as he had no experience with it. Should he transfer Sean to another sergeant? If he did, how would he explain the reason for the move? Normally, the only time that was done was when there was a discipline problem of some sort and the sergeant felt that it was caused by a personality clash rather than a troublesome rookie. While discipline might come to play a role between them, it wouldn’t be this kind of discipline, nor would it be a problem.


    


    It was another hot August night in Prince George’s County, Maryland when King and Baxter got into their patrol car for the beginning of the last midnight shift of the weekly rotation. As they settled into their cruiser, Brian’s hand lightly brushed against Sean’s leg as he made sure the shotgun was properly latched into its stand in front of the dashboard of the cruiser.


    


    Both men felt an electrical shock race through their bodies at the innocent contact. When Brian looked over at Sean’s face, he found him looking back.


    


    “You ready to hit the streets?” Brian asked.


    


    “As always. Let’s do it,” Sean replied with a smile that could melt ice.


    


    “Okay, put us 10-8, then,” Brian ordered.


    


    In response, Sean picked up the mic and spoke into it, “Car 221, 10-8 with King and Baxter on board.”


    


    “10-4, car 221, 22:02 hours,” replied dispatch.


    


    It was a routine night with the usual problems that police expected when the temperature and humidity were high. Lots of domestic violence calls, with a couple of drunks thrown in for good measure, had been the agenda of the night. It wasn’t until a call came out just before two a.m. that both men’s blood pressure rose.


    


    “Car 221 and any other available unit, report of a 10-82 in progress at the KFC located at 2957 Queens Chapel Road. Caller stated that as he drove by the business, he saw two men with guns apparently holding up the store. Car 221 handle priority.”


    


    Sean grabbed the mic and acknowledged the call while asking for a description of the suspects.


    


    “Car 221, be advised description just came in as follows: two men in their late twenties, early thirties, dark clothing with hats. No further.”


    


    “10-4, we’re about a minute away,” Sean replied.


    


    “Be very careful. If they’re still on scene, keep yourself behind cover and do exactly what I tell you to do. Don’t get you or me killed on this call,” Brian said.


    


    When they drew within two blocks of the KFC, Brian cut the siren and lights in order to make a more stealthy approach to the scene. A backup car that was not far behind did the same thing.


    


    As they pulled into the edge of the parking lot in front of the KFC, they could see two men just beginning to exit the store and head for a Buick parked directly in front of the door. When the suspects saw the cruiser, they each fired a shot at Brian and Sean, striking the cruiser’s window. They jumped into their car as Sean picked up the mic and reported in.


    


    “Shots fired; two suspects getting into a late model Buick.”


    


    “10-4, Car 221; all units: report of shots fired on scene at the KFC on Queens Chapel Road,” dispatch relayed.


    


    This announcement put every patrol unit in a two-mile radius in a response status to the scene of the robbery. This type of situation was handled by officers in the field as if it were an “officer in trouble” call.


    


    Both Brian and Sean jumped out of their cruiser, taking up a position behind their doors, and returned fire at the suspects’ vehicle.


    


    “Aim for the tires,” Brian shouted to Sean.


    


    In a split second, the tires on the left side of the vehicle exploded with a loud pop. The suspect in the passenger seat jumped out and ran toward the back of the store with Sean in hot pursuit.


    


    “Sean, wait for backup!” Brian yelled to no avail.


    


    Brian fired one more shot, striking the driver just below the left ear. He was dead almost instantly, and the car rolled backward into a nearby light pole. Upon checking the suspect and determining that he had no pulse, Brian took off to the rear of the store as other units pulled into the parking lot.


    


    “One suspect presumed dead on scene, in foot pursuit of second suspect to the rear of the KFC with my partner,” Brian yelled into his shoulder mic.


    


    As dispatch relayed the information to other units, Sergeant King tried to catch up to his rookie. His blood froze as he heard multiple shots coming from the woods behind the KFC and he followed the sounds with dread in his heart. He just knew that his young partner was going to be on the ground bleeding.


    


    Just over twenty feet into the woods, Brian found Sean standing over the body of the second suspect. Sean’s chest was heaving with exertion and adrenaline and a look of distress covered his face.


    


    “What happened?” Brian asked.


    


    “I was close to tackling him when he turned and fired on me. If I hadn’t swung left at the last second, he would have taken my head off. Instead, I fired two rounds, striking him in the chest both times,” Sean said with a breathiness that betrayed the fact that he was hyped up.


    


    As other officers arrived at the site of the second shooting, Brian got on the radio.


    


    “Car 221 requesting homicide and the shift lieutenant respond to the scene for two officer-involved shootings.”


    


    “10-4, car 221.”


    


    All officer shootings that ended with the death of another person had to be investigated by the homicide detectives to determine if the shooting was justified or not. When they arrived with the duty lieutenant, both Brian and Sean had their weapons confiscated for the investigation. They would draw new firearms back at the station even though both officers would be put on administrative leave.


    


    Other officers checked on the welfare of the KFC employees and found that, in spite of a bullet hole in the ceiling, the girls behind the counter were fine, if a bit shaken up. Brian and Sean now headed back to the homicide division to draw up their reports. It would be almost nine a.m. before they were able to leave the station.


    


    As the men got ready to leave the parking lot, Brian looked at Sean.


    


    “Do you wanna come home with me and take a swim?”


    


    “Yeah, I’d like that. In fact, Brian, I’d like to sleep at your place today if that would be all right. I’m still a little shaken up.”


    


    “Sure, kid, no problem. Let’s go.”


    


    



    


    



    


    As they drove home, Brian recalled their last encounter and grew hard in his pants. A terrible night would end, he hoped, with Sean under him in bed. Brian had taken Sean’s cherry the last time they were together, and he wanted to check to make sure it hadn’t grown back. As they arrived at his house, he smiled at the thought of what he wanted to do with Sean.


    


    They entered Brian’s house and headed into the kitchen where Brian got a couple of beers out of the refrigerator. As they popped the tops on the beers, Sean leaned against the breakfast counter, and Brian couldn’t help but notice that Sean was wearing boxer shorts underneath his uniform. As Sean moved one leg forward, Brian could clearly see the outline of Sean’s dick pushing against the material of the uniform pants. He was able to observe about three inches of soft penis and the ridge of its head as Sean stood there.


    


    As Brian’s pulse quickened, he said, “Do you wanna swim?”


    


    “For sure. I’m so damn hot I can’t stand it,” Sean replied.


    


    “I’d have to agree with that assessment,” Brian said with a smile.


    


    Sean laughed. “Was that a pass?”


    


    “Was it caught?”


    


    “Yep, without question,” Sean replied.


    


    “Then yes, it was a pass. Let’s go upstairs and get out of these uniforms and into nothing,” Brian suggested with a leer.


    


    As they stripped off their uniforms, Brian became concerned for Sean, as he seemed tense. He knew it wasn’t over becoming nude in front of him. Sean was very confident in his near-perfect body, which he knew Brian enjoyed looking at very much. Brian assumed it could only be the shootings that put a furrow between Sean’s brows.


    


    As they stood naked in Brian’s bedroom, Brian suggested they head to the pool. Brian grabbed two towels on the way, and the men walked out into the sunlight with the breeze gently caressing their bodies as they climbed into the pool.


    


    Both men gave out an audible sigh as the relative coolness of the water gave great relief to the stress and tension of the past twelve hours. After they swam a couple of laps, Sean was the first one to speak. Both men were leaning up against the edge of the pool allowing the ripples of the water to wash across their chests.


    


    “This feels incredible, Brian. You’re so lucky to have this in your backyard.”


    


    “Well, it’s a lot of maintenance and expense, but it’s worth it after a night like we’ve had.”


    


    The smile on Sean’s face faded after a few moments and he grew silent. When Brian looked over at Sean’s chest in admiration of the young man’s beauty, he noticed what appeared to be tears in Sean’s eyes.


    


    “Sean, are you alright?”


    


    “Not really. I almost got killed last night, and I killed another human being,” he said with a choked-up throat.


    


    Brian walked over to Sean and put his arms around him. Sean instantly responded by encircling Brian with his arms, and the two men stood together in the pool holding each other as Brian also thought about the life he was forced to take. Sean shook gently with sobs as the inner core tension finally began to surface and release itself. This was an important aspect of the way the body dealt with the stress put upon it by such an incident.


    


    “I feel like such a pussy for not being able to hold this all in,” Sean said.


    


    “Not at all. Let it out, because if you don’t, it’ll eat you up. Any man who says that killing another human being doesn’t affect him is either a liar or a psychopath. I would be very concerned if what we experienced tonight didn’t affect you.”


    


    “Yeah, well, what about you? You’re not here in the pool crying like a baby.”


    


    “You’re not a baby, so cut that shit out.” Brian released Sean and settled in alongside him against the pool wall. “I’m dealing with this in my own way, but I am dealing with it. The department’s shrink will talk with both of us in the next few days or weeks. Talk to her, let her know how you’re feeling about this. That’s why she’s there.”


    


    “This is a lot different than the last time we were in this pool. Then, all I could think about was how to get that cock of yours that was floating here in the pool. I couldn’t believe it when it became apparent we were both into men.”


    


    “Yes, last week was quite a surprise for me as well. You have an incredible body on you, and any gay man would be damn lucky to be able to enjoy it like I was able to.”


    


    “You’re a stud, you know that, right?” Sean asked.


    


    “Maybe so, but I can’t hold a candle to you.”


    


    “Nonsense. I don’t like guys my own age. I prefer slightly more mature men. You’re actually my ideal in a man.”


    


    Brian leaned over and kissed Sean on the lips. “Thanks for saying that. I don’t feel so old when I’m with you like this.”


    


    It was Sean’s turn to kiss Brian now. “Let’s get out. I’m feeling very tired suddenly.”


    


    Brian reached the ladder first, and Sean watched his sergeant’s well-muscled ass as he climbed out of the pool. As a result, Sean felt a stirring in his cock that might have led to a full erection except for his feeling so tired. When he climbed out, Brian handed him a towel and they dried off.


    


    “Let’s head up to bed unless you want something to eat first,” Brian suggested.


    


    “I’m not really hungry actually. Could we just hit the sack?”


    


    “You bet. Let’s go.”


    


    When they got to the bed, Brian gave Sean a kiss, which Sean returned. Their hands slid down over each other’s asses, caressing as they went.


    


    “Would you mind if we just kinda held each other in bed while we went to sleep instead of having sex?” Sean asked.


    


    “No, not at all. Get in and I’ll be right back. I wanna brush my teeth.”


    


    When Brian returned to the bed, he found Sean was barely able to keep his eyes open. Brian climbed in next to Sean and put his arm over Sean’s chest. Sean snuggled closer to Brian and in another minute or so, both men were fast asleep.


    


    



    


    



    


    They woke up around five p.m. when Sean kissed Brian on the cheek. Brian stretched, yawned, and smiled at Sean. Sean looked down the sheet toward Brian’s natural state when first waking up and smiled.


    


    “Is that an invitation?” Sean asked.


    


    Brian looked down and asked, “Now how did that get there?”


    


    Sean reached down and grasped Brian’s hard-on and moved his hand up and down a couple of times. Brian smiled and turned toward Sean and said, “Do you wanna make love now or wait till later tonight when we are both fully awake?”


    


    “I guess you’re past the time when you can do it twice in one day, huh?” Sean asked with a wicked smile.


    


    “You bastard!” replied Brian, “I’ll get you for that. Count on it!”


    


    “Promise?”


    


    “Yep, and I keep my promises, junior,” Brian said with a raised eyebrow.


    


    Brian jumped out of bed and walked over to his dresser. He pulled out a fresh pair of boxer briefs and pulled them on over his erection. Sean stared at the object of his desire, which had Brian’s new shorts all stretched out in the crotch.


    


    “Come on. Get your ass outta bed, and I’ll make us some breakfast.”


    


    Brian left the bedroom wearing just his underwear, and Sean took his cue from that. When he finished in the bathroom, he headed down to the kitchen where he found Brian bent over into the refrigerator trying to decide what to pull out.


    


    Sean walked up behind him and ran his hands over both firm butt cheeks of the man he was beginning to feel things for other than simple lust.


    


    “Stop that or you’ll never get anything to eat,” warned Brian.


    


    “I see what I wanna eat already,” replied Sean.


    


    Brian stood up, closed the refrigerator door, and turned to Sean.


    


    “Do you wanna spend the day and night here with me?”


    


    “Yes,” Sean replied without hesitation.


    


    “Okay. Why don’t you go home, get some clothes and your toothbrush and stuff, and come back? By the time you get back, I’ll have breakfast made for us.”


    


    “Well, I don’t really wanna get dressed, but yeah, that sounds like a great idea. I’ll be back in about thirty minutes.”


    


    When Sean left, Brian put the coffee on and ran upstairs to put on shorts and a T-shirt. He couldn’t help but think about how nice it was to wake up next to Sean this morning and to the feel of his lips against his face. The fact that he had access to instant sex was also an enticement hard to ignore.


    


    As Brian was putting French toast on the table, Sean returned and took his seat at the table. His hair was still wet from having jumped in the shower, and he smelled fresh and clean.


    


    “This looks wonderful,” Sean said with a smile that lit up the room.


    


    “Thanks, I try.”


    


    As they ate, Sean asked, “Did you always know that you were gay?”


    


    “Not at first. I tried to fit in with all of my buddies and ignore the strange attraction that I felt for a couple of jocks in my high school. The kids that were known to be gay were harassed something awful, and I knew that I didn’t wanna suffer the same fate. But gradually, I came to realize that I was, in fact, gay.”


    


    “What made you decide that?”


    


    “Well, one of the jocks that I was interested in and who used to taunt the gay kids got drunk one night and asked me for a blow job. Since I had been drinking as well, I said what the hell and took care of him. The next day neither one of us even acknowledged what had happened.”


    


    “Did the jock still harass the gay kids?” Sean asked.


    


    “Yep. The fact that he had asked for and gotten head from another guy had no affect on his behavior at all. That’s the internal homophobia no doubt.”


    


    “It’s a shame that you gave him any pleasure at all since he was such an ass.”


    


    “Yeah, I thought about it later and came to the same conclusion. But ya gotta understand: here was one of the two guys I was really attracted to and who was kinda the local sports hero, asking me to do something that very few could do. But after sucking his dick, I knew that girls were great for close friends, but not for the bed.”


    


    “When did you have your first real boyfriend?” Sean asked.


    


    “I’ve never had what you would call a boyfriend. I dated a couple guys in college but never got serious. My reason for being in college was to learn and get an education, and I spent most of my time studying and playing football. I didn’t really like gay bars, and I certainly would never have done something like the bath houses, so I contented myself with the occasional fling with a campus guy. When I got out of college, I joined the police force, and with the rampant homophobia in the department, I didn’t dare have anyone in my life that could be identified as a boyfriend.”


    


    “But you do enjoy sex with a man, correct?”


    


    “Oh, of that there is no doubt. I prefer to be the top and have limited experience on the bottom. I find the male form beautiful and very pleasurable to possess. Someone like you—who has what I consider to be the epitome of the male physique—is truly a wonder for me. Aside from your buff body, your black hair and blue eyes are stunningly handsome.”


    


    Sean blushed. “I feel my body has lots of improvement to make, actually. I agree I’m fortunate to have the right genes for having the cut definition that I have, but I feel I could use more muscle in my arms and chest.”


    


    “Well, I think you are pretty near perfect. Your ass is truly a thing of beauty,” Brian said with a broad smile.


    


    Sean blushed once again.


    


    “What about you? Have you always known you were gay?” Brian asked.


    


    “I knew from an early age that I liked boys. As a small boy, I was considered an ugly duckling by many, and the kids in grade school were cruel about teasing me all the time. But as I entered junior high, my face and body began to change for the better. By the ninth grade, I was considered by most to be cute, and I worked on building up my body constantly.


    


    “In the tenth grade, the girls wouldn’t leave me alone. They were always hinting that they wanted me to take them to the dance or the movies, and some were bold enough to suggest that we do more than make out. It was really scary for me, believe it or not. I liked girls as friends, but the thought of being in a position where I had to perform sexually with them scared the hell out of me. My contact with other boys was fairly frequent. Many of my friends experimented with each other sexually. I never had to go too long without having a boy in bed if I wanted one.”


    


    “You were lucky then. Did this last all the way through high school?”


    


    “No, unfortunately something seemed to happen to the other guys when we left the eleventh grade; they were very reluctant to fool around and ended up almost strictly dating girls. It was like they were afraid of being gay for life or something.”


    


    “Well, who knows really why some men and women are gay and most are not? I’ve often thought about this and wondered if I was cursed because I was born gay. But when I realized that we are also able to fall in love with another man and not just have sex with guys, I realized that we are a natural part of the order of things. I truly think that men who find lifetime partners are meant to do so and that we should cherish our good fortune.”


    


    “Well, when you put it like that, I kinda feel special, for some reason.”


    


    “We’re not special as much as we’re the same as everyone else. We just love our own gender but build the same lives together as straight couples do. If we want children, we can even adopt in most states.”


    


    “That might all be true, but we have to watch out for the bigots who would hurt or kill us if they could. There are many in this world that do everything they can to make it hard for gay people to live a happy life.”


    


    “And we as police officers can do our part to ensure that members of our community don’t get the short end of the stick when it comes to legal protection from abuse. We mustn’t give gay people extra leeway when it comes to the law, but we must ensure that they receive the same treatment as any other member of society. You’ll learn that many cops will go out of their way to hurt gay people. That’s why we have to be ever vigilant in our line of work.”


    


    



    


    



    


    “Well, the sun is almost down. What do ya say we go for a swim?” Brian asked.


    


    “Only if it’s skinny-dipping,” Sean replied with a smile.


    


    “Is there any other way?”


    


    Sean helped Brian clear the table and put things into the dishwasher, and then they went upstairs to get towels. Sean watched the older man strip off his clothes and felt the fire reignite in his stomach. He also saw Brian taking quick glimpses of his body at different stages of undress.


    


    Finally, both men stood in all their naked glory, and when Sean made an obviously lewd overture by licking his lips while looking at Brian’s cock, Brian threw a towel into Sean’s face. They laughed as they headed for the pool.


    


    Once again, Sean enjoyed the liberating feel of nature as they left the house naked and slipped quietly into the cool water of Brian’s pool. The sense of freedom that swimming naked brought to both men was immensely enjoyable. After moving around in the pool for a couple of minutes, Sean swam over to where Brian was standing and put his hands on Brian’s shoulders.


    


    “You know how damn sexy you look standing here like this?” Sean asked.


    


    “Not as hot as you look. Your fucking chest, abs, and cock are nothing short of fantastic.”


    


    Sean leaned in and kissed Brian, letting their tongues linger with each other. Brian felt Sean’s cock grow hard and poke into his own crotch. In response, he let his hands slip down Sean’s back to his ass.


    


    “You have a fantastic ass on you, boy, and I want it,” Brian purred.


    


    “Why, thank you, sir. I might just let you have it,” Sean replied.


    


    “Oh, I do believe you’ll be giving up the goods in a matter of minutes. I’m going to eat you alive.”


    


    “Really? Hmm, you make me fucking crazy with horniness. You know that, right?” Sean asked.


    


    “I know it’s mutual, stud.”


    


    Brian moved his hands under the water and grabbed Sean’s hard cock, stroking it a few times before fondling the large balls that ached for relief. Sean moaned once more and pressed his lips to Brian’s as he allowed his own hands to explore Brian’s hard body.


    


    As their passion grew, their kissing grew in intensity. Both men began to knead each other’s asses, groaning in desire for the other. Sean broke the kiss and went down on Brian’s chest. He found his left nipple and began to suck and nibble lightly on the bud that had been awakened by his tongue. Brian’s head bent backward in response as he grabbed Sean’s head with both hands and pulled him harder into his pec.


    


    Sean reached up and began to stimulate the other nipple, getting it hard and ready for its own tonguing. “For fuck’s sake, Sean, suck the other one now!” demanded Brian.


    


    Sean ignored the demand for just a few moments to let the need build even further and then released the left nipple from between his teeth and kissed his way over to the right one. He blew on the neglected nipple, making it even harder before he flicked his tongue out, teasing the end of it. In response, Brian’s legs moved through the water and wrapped themselves around Sean as he forced Sean’s mouth onto the nipple.


    


    Sean finally gave Brian what he wanted and worked the second nipple over. Brian was almost riding Sean’s cock under the water in response to the intense stimulation he was receiving.


    


    When Brian couldn’t stand it anymore, he flipped Sean around so that he was facing the outside of the pool, and Brian stood behind him. Brian reached down and lifted Sean up on the edge of the pool so that Sean was lying on his chest on the pool deck.


    


    Brian put Sean’s legs on each side of his head, and he moved in close to Sean’s ass where he spread Sean’s ass cheeks. He leaned forward and blew on the puckered entrance to Sean’s body and watched it quiver in response. He couldn’t hold back any longer, and he bent his head and flicked his tongue over the rosebud that waited expectantly. When Brian jammed his tongue into Sean, Sean’s body rose off the deck in response.


    


    Brian wrapped both arms around Sean’s legs to keep him in place as he buried his face in Sean’s ass and ran his tongue over, around, and into Sean’s opening. After a good ten minutes of intense rimming, Brian released Sean and watched as he slipped back into the pool.


    


    Sean’s eyes were glazed over as he said, “Brian, for the love of Pete, let’s fuck!”


    


    “Well, I don’t know who Pete is or what he has to do with us, but, yeah, let’s fuck.”


    


    Brian took Sean’s hand and walked through the water over to the ladder where Sean told Brian to go first. He wanted to watch Brian’s ass leave the pool once again. As Brian got out, Sean began to think about what it would be like to fuck that ass that he so admired. What were the chances that Brian would let such a thing happen?


    


    The men dried each other off and held hands as they headed into the house. Brian grabbed a couple of glasses of orange juice from the kitchen, and they headed upstairs to the bedroom.


    


    They each took a sip of the orange juice, put the glasses down, and embraced. Both became fully erect once more as they explored the insides of each other’s mouths with Sean moaning from the intensity of Brian’s probing. Their hands were busy exploring each other’s back and asses as they moved closer to the bed.


    


    Finally, Brian eased his young stallion down onto the bed and pushed him onto his back. Kneeling on the floor, Brian took Sean into his mouth and slowly worked Sean’s cock. As Sean moaned, Brian played with his balls and worked the shaft of Sean’s beautiful cock.


    


    Going up and down slowly, Brian took in more of Sean each time he went down until he felt the head of Sean’s dick pop past that point in the back of his mouth where Sean was in his throat. Now when he pulled off and went back down, he took all of Sean’s cock, even though it cut off his air each time he did it. Each time Brian went down, Sean began to lift his ass off the bed in a natural attempt to fuck Brian’s mouth. As Brian played with Sean’s balls, he felt them begin to tighten up, warning Brian that Sean was beginning to build up his climax. Brian smiled to himself as he planned what he would do next.


    


    “Sit up, Sean,” Brian commanded.


    


    Brian sat down next to Sean on the edge of the bed. “Remember when you insinuated that I was too old to get it up more than once in a day?”


    


    “Ha! Yeah, but I was kidding. You know that,” Sean replied.


    


    “Regardless, I told you that I would make you pay for that, didn’t I?”


    


    “Yeah,” replied Sean guardedly as his blue eyes grew larger.


    


    Brian said nothing further. Instead, he pulled Sean over his lap so that his beautiful ass was staring up at Brian, his cock dangling between Brian’s legs, and began to spank him. After the second drop of his hand onto Sean’s ass, Sean realized that Brian wasn’t joking and reacted by trying to wiggle off of Brian’s lap.


    


    “Oh no, you don’t. You’re going to get a sound spanking here!”


    


    “Ouch, that fucking hurts!” Sean replied.


    


    Disregarding Sean’s protest, Brian brought his hand down on each cheek resulting in a loud thwack!


    


    The harder Sean tried to wiggle out, the tighter Brian hung onto the younger man. Sean’s ass was turning a light pink from the repeated smacks of Brian’s hand as Sean began to kick his lower legs up and down.


    


    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it!” Sean said in supplication.


    


    “Maybe next time you’ll respect your elders and not insult their sexual prowess!”


    


    “Please, I’m sorry, sir!”


    


    Brian brought his right hand down hard one last time covering both cheeks in the placement of the blow. In reality, Brian’s hand was beginning to hurt and would likely bruise because of the hard muscles of Sean’s beautiful ass. When he released Sean, Sean jumped up and began to rub his tender ass. A crooked smile formed on his face as he looked at Brian.


    


    “You weren’t playing around, were you? You were beating my butt!”


    


    “I told you I would make you pay for that comment, and I just did. But one thing I can see is you liked it,” observed Brian.


    


    “I hated it! Don’t know how you can surmise that I enjoyed being spanked like a little boy!”


    


    “Sean, your cock is giving you away. You’re as hard as if I had just been sucking that beauty of yours,” Brian said looking at Sean’s erection.


    


    Sean blushed. It was true. He had found it erotic being put over the older man’s knees and spanked.


    


    Brian put out his hand and Sean took it. He pulled Sean toward him until his cock was pointing straight at his mouth. Brian took Sean into his mouth and began to suck his cock while playing with his balls. He ran his hands over Sean’s slightly sore ass and felt the warmth generated from the spanking.


    


    Brian released Sean’s balls and cock and moved Sean onto the bed, lying down alongside of him while both men caught their breath. Sean then rolled onto his side and took Brian’s left nipple into his mouth and began to gently suck and run his tongue repeatedly over the surface of the now hard bud. As he worked the nipple, Sean’s hand toyed with Brian’s cock, tugging on it and moving down onto his balls where he rolled each with his fingers.


    


    “Oh fuck, that feels great!” Brian shouted.


    


    Sean smiled and continued to work his tongue down Brian’s body toward the prize he sought. When he reached the patch of blondish hair surrounding his lover’s impressive cock, Sean flicked his tongue over the slit and licked around the ridge of the head. Sean tasted the precum that had formed there as a result of his work on Brian’s nipple. Sean ran his tongue down the underside of the shaft and onto Brian’s balls, taking each one into his mouth and gently rolling it around. Sean enjoyed the feel of Brian’s hands as they repeatedly ran through his hair, urging him on in giving pleasure. Sean moved his body down between Brian’s legs and smiled up at an expectant Brian.


    


    “Get on your knees, now!” Sean demanded.


    


    Brian was surprised at the forcefulness of Sean’s demand but eagerly complied, half expecting to be spanked. When Brian had gotten into position, Sean looked at the object of his desire and decided to repay the extreme pleasure that Brian had given him in the pool.


    


    For the first time, Sean spread the ass cheeks of a man who he not only admired but deeply desired and flicked his tongue out and onto the pink rosebud of Brian’s ass. A jolt of electricity ran through Brian’s body so hard that he rammed his head into the headboard.


    


    “Easy, stud. Don’t hurt yourself,” Sean cautioned with a smile. “I’m only just beginning.”


    


    “Please, do me good. I need it,” Brian replied in earnest, his voice thick with passion.


    


    That was all Sean needed to hear. He dove into the target and repeatedly ran his tongue up the entire crack of Brian’s ass and down again, stopping to dart his tongue in and out of the indentation of Brian’s opening.


    


    Finally, Brian couldn’t take it anymore and collapsed flat onto the bed. Sean pursued him and continued to rim Brian as he moaned and clawed at the sheets. After a few more minutes of sweet torture, Sean kissed his way up Brian’s back until he was lying on top of Brian with his hard-on pressing into Brian’s ass.


    


    “Hmm, is that a gun in your pocket, officer, or are you just glad to see me?” Brian asked with a laugh that shook both men.


    


    “Oh, I’m just very glad to see, feel, and eat ya, brother,” Sean replied.


    


    Sean ground his hips into Brian signaling what he hoped would happen. Brian had already decided that this would be one of the rare times he would allow another man to top him. But he wasn’t ready yet to tell Sean that he would get what few others had gotten before him.


    


    Brian rolled to the side, dumping Sean onto the bed, and then climbed up onto Sean’s chest. He looked down into the eyes of his partner, bent down, and kissed him gently on the lips. When he sat back up, he said, “Ya know, you missed sucking my cock when you went down to my nuts. Let’s correct that oversight, huh?”


    


    Sean opened his mouth wide as Brian moved up far enough so that he could move his hips forward and insert his cock into Sean’s mouth. He fed about five inches into the waiting opening and began to rock back and forth, fucking Sean’s face. Sean ran his hands over the muscled curves of Brian’s ass as Brian increased his pace of thrusting. Little by little, Brian fed more of his seven and a half inches into Sean’s eager, willing mouth.


    


    When Brian felt some stirring deep within him, he pulled out and lowered his balls onto Sean’s mouth so that he could once again work his nuts. Sean closed his eyes and licked and gently sucked Brian’s nuts as if he were enjoying his first taste of candy as a small boy.


    


    Suddenly, Sean pushed Brian over onto his side again and looked Brian directly in the eyes and asked, “Brian, would you let me fuck you, by any chance? You have one incredible ass, and I really would like to experience the joy of being inside of you.”


    


    Brian kissed Sean and replied, “Yeah, you’ve earned the right to take your pleasure the way you desire. You’re an excellent lover, and, considering your age, I hadn’t expected that.”


    


    “I’ll be very gentle. I promise. The last thing I wanna do is cause you any pain.” He kissed Brian once again, and Brian reached over into his nightstand and pulled out a rubber and a tube of lube.


    


    “How do you want me?” Brian asked.


    


    “Do you have a preference?”


    


    “No, whichever way gives you the most pleasure.”


    


    “In that case, I’d like to be able to look into your eyes as I fuck you.”


    


    Brian smiled. “You’re the boss.”


    


    Sean quickly rolled on the rubber and began to lube his cock. Then he covered one finger with lube and began to work it into Brian, who appeared quite ready for it. He added a second finger, working them around inside, stretching the opening, which put a smile on Brian’s face.


    


    “You like that?” Sean asked.


    


    “Yeah, but you gotta realize that the best way to get me ready for this is what you’ve already done: eating my ass. When you did that, you had me, if you didn’t know it.”


    


    “Ah, I’ll have to keep that in mind for the future,” replied Sean with a huge smile.


    


    “Just get busy, mister,” Brian commanded.


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    Sean applied more lube to the length of his cock and brought both of Brian’s legs up and over his shoulders to expose the pink hole he would be entering. Sean moved forward and pressed the head of his cock to the opening and began to apply pressure. Brian closed his eyes for a moment, concentrating on relaxing and breathing. When Sean felt that Brian was ready, he pushed forward gently until he felt the head of his dick pop though the guardian muscle. Brian saw a field of bright stars at the very moment Sean entered him, hovering halfway between pain and bliss. When no protest was forthcoming, Sean pushed forward slightly, beginning to ease his entire cock into Brian. Brian had placed a hand on each of Sean’s arms, which rested on the bed on either side of Brian. When all of Sean was in Brian, he squeezed a little on Sean to indicate that there was some discomfort. After all, Brian was not used to getting fucked.


    


    “Do you need me to pull out?” Sean inquired.


    


    “No, just stay like you are for a few moments before you begin so that my ass can adjust.”


    


    Sean leaned down and kissed Brian with gusto. He couldn’t believe that he had his handsome sergeant underneath him with his cock buried in him to the hilt. Just that thought alone was enough to almost make him cum.


    


    “Okay, I’m good. Go ahead,” Brian said.


    


    With that, Sean began a slow withdrawal, careful not to pull all the way out, and then pushed back in gently. He did this for over a minute when he heard Brian speak again.


    


    “Go ahead. Fuck me good. Give it to me hard, dammit!”


    


    Sean smiled and picked up his speed gradually until he was fucking his new friend with all the power he had. His cock was hitting Brian’s prostate gland just right each time he went in or pulled out.


    


    Brian was writhing in ecstasy on the bed as he was pounded by his young lover. He tried to drive his ass up toward the inbound thrust of Sean’s cock each time it happened. He began to play with Sean’s nipples as he was being soundly fucked, which brought moans and groans from deep within Sean.


    


    This was more than Sean could take. “I’m gonna cum!” he shouted.


    


    “Go ahead. Shoot your load into me, stud. Give it to me!” Brian commanded.


    


    With that, Sean began to shoot stream after stream of hot cum into the condom on his cock in Brian’s ass. Finally, Sean’s body began to relax, and he let Brian’s legs slip off of his shoulders and onto the bed. Sean collapsed on top of Brian, panting hard as his dick began to soften and slowly withdraw from the source of its pleasure.


    


    Sean rolled off Brian and tried to regain control of his breathing. Brian had an immense sensation of well-being that he hadn’t felt in a long time. After Sean rolled the used condom off of his cock and tossed it into the wastebasket, he rolled over and found Brian’s still-hard cock.


    


    Sean began to suck Brian’s cock with the intent of bringing him off as quickly as possible in order to end Brian’s extreme state of arousal. Taking the full length of Brian’s cock into his mouth and throat, Sean watched Brian’s balls begin to rise. To finish him off, Sean stuck a finger back up Brian’s ass and finger fucked him. With something between a growl and a roar, Brian shouted and filled Sean’s mouth with his cum.


    


    Sean eagerly swallowed every drop that Brian was giving him. After almost a full twenty seconds of coming, Sean went all the way down for the last time, squeezing every drop out of Brian that he could. Satisfied that he had done his job well, Sean rolled over on his back and smiled up at the ceiling feeling fully contented.


    


    “That was fucking fantastic,” Sean said.


    


    “That was some of the best sex I’ve ever had,” Brian replied. “You really are terrific in bed. You know that, right?”


    


    “Thanks, you know what you’re doing as well.”


    


    They lay there in each other’s arms and took a short nap.


    


    



    


    



    


    The next day, Sean gathered his things and, after giving Brian a kiss, left to go home. Now they had to wait for a phone call from the police department on the shootings they were involved in on their last day of duty.


    


    It was a stressful time even though both men knew that they were justified in the actions they took. The events of that last shift replayed themselves over and over in their minds while they looked for anything they might have done wrong. Their misery was ended finally with a phone call from the head of Internal Affairs.


    


    “Sergeant King, this is Lieutenant Hayes of Internal Affairs.”


    


    “Yes, Lieutenant?”


    


    “The shooting review board has concluded its investigation and issued its determination. They feel that both you and Patrolman Baxter performed in accordance with your duties and followed departmental guidelines in the use of deadly force.”


    


    “Thank you. That’s a relief, Lieutenant.”


    


    “Just remember that this will now be reviewed by the state’s attorney for the county, but they’ve never indicted an officer who has been cleared by Internal Affairs. You are to continue on leave until Monday, and then you are to report for duty.”


    


    “Thanks, Lieutenant. You’ll call Baxter or should I?”


    


    “He’s my next phone call.”


    


    Brian hung up the phone and felt a weight lift from his shoulders. He knew that Sean would be elated at the news. He wondered if they should celebrate in some way. He could think of a couple of ways of doing that.


    


    A few minutes later and Brian’s phone rang again. This time it was Sean.


    


    “Did they call you, Brian?”


    


    “Yes, just before you. You feel better now that we’re officially cleared?”


    


    “Yeah, although I wish I hadn’t had to shoot anyone that night.”


    


    “Some men are just determined to die, and they used me and you to do it. It sucks, but it comes with the job we both love.”


    


    “I guess. I’ll tell you what else I love….”


    


    “Yea? What’s that?”


    


    “Sucking your cock and eatin’ your ass!”


    


    “Sean, you have a dirty mouth on you, boy!”


    


    “Well, you’ll just have to spank me again to make me learn a lesson.”


    


    “You do know that can be arranged quite easily, right?”


    


    “If I’m lucky, it can be.”


    


    “What are your plans for the rest of our time off?” Brian asked.


    


    “Dunno. But I know what I’d like to do….”


    


    “Yeah? What’s that?”


    


    “I’d like to spend the next seventy-two hours naked in your arms.”


    


    “Damn, that sounds nice. Tell you what, why don’t you pack a gym bag with some clothes and your personal stuff and come on over. We’ll go out and get some food for grilling and pick up some beer and anything else you want.”


    


    “Don’t forget lots of lube!”


    


    “Okay, lube it is. Get on over here, Sean. I miss you already.”


    


    “It’s nice to hear you say that, Brian. I’ll be there before you know it.”


    


    

  


  
    Borders of Love


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    When twenty-five-year-old Border Patrol Agent Jeffrey Wilkins reported for duty that morning at his post on the border separating the United States and Canada, it was only his second month on the job. He had completed a tour in the Army and upon discharge had applied to and been accepted by the Customs and Border Protection Agency responsible for a host of law enforcement functions.


    


    “Good morning, Don. Everything quiet last night?” Jeff asked the lead patrol agent.


    


    “Yep, nothing unusual according to the briefing ten minutes ago,” replied Daniel Weber. “The supervisor told me to tell you that today you’re gonna begin taking over our alert notices and any intelligence designated to be shared with our opposites on the Canadian side.”


    


    “Do I just walk over?”


    


    “Sure, no sense in wasting gas to go that little bit of distance. You turn over the reports and bring back anything that they may have for us. You do this each day at ten o’clock.”


    


    “Who do I see over there?”


    


    “Just ask for the briefing officer and then hand him the papers.”


    


    “Okay, sounds simple enough. I take it that’s the basket that will have any paper documents to go over, right?” Jeff said, pointing to an inbox marked “Canadian.”


    


    “You got it, Einstein. By the way, you go whether there’s anything there or not. They may have something for us.”


    


    “Okay. Until then, I’ll take my place on the inspection lines,” Jeff said as he left. He headed out and opened one of the traffic lanes that allowed vehicles that had been checked by the agents through the border.


    


    The morning was routine-filled with checking passports and looking inside of cars crossing the border. Agents also asked questions, such as, “What is the purpose of your visit to the United States? Where are you staying in the United States? How long will you be staying? Do you have anything to declare?”


    


    Only if the agent heard what he or she suspected was a lie, or the hair stood up on the back of the agent’s neck, did the car get directed to a side area. There, if necessary, the car could be dismantled in a search for contraband. A drug-detecting K-9 could also be brought in to go over every square inch of the car’s occupants and their possessions, as well as the car.


    


    Nothing like that happened this particular morning, and when Jeff saw it was time to take care of his new duty, he headed into the border office, picked up a large brown envelope marked “For Canadian Immigration,” and began his walk across the roadway between the two borders. As he crossed after showing his identification, he looked down off the roadway and into the ravine beside the crossing.


    


    The five-minute walk brought him to the Canadian immigration building that housed the operations center for the US’s northern neighbors. Jeff walked in and looked around and saw someone who appeared to be a supervisor.


    


    “Good morning, sir. I’m here with the morning delivery.”


    


    “Right. New?”


    


    “First time, but I’ve been assigned to this post for two months now.”


    


    “Okay, that explains it then. I’ll overlook your impertinence and insult this one time. If it happens again, you’ll be banned from crossing over to the Canadian side,” said the stern-looking official.


    


    “Pardon me, sir, but what insult? What impertinence?” Jeff asked while turning red from embarrassment.


    


    “Did they not tell you, then?”


    


    “Tell me what, sir? I was instructed to deliver the morning briefing report and take back anything you had for us, and that’s it!” the now-exasperated young agent said.


    


    As the conversation went on, more and more Canadian officials and agents gathered around. One of them asked, “What’s going on? Don’t tell me he insulted the queen!”


    


    “Queen?” Jeff replied.


    


    “Yes, I’m afraid so. The bastards over there didn’t even bother to tell him the proper manner in which to enter into our station house here,” the supervisor replied.


    


    “Will you just tell me what the hell I didn’t or did do?”


    


    “When any American official from Customs and Border Protection enters into a Canadian facility, he must find the picture of Her Majesty, which in this case is over there, and bow three times to the queen. That is the agreed upon way for you Yanks to apologize for that thing you called the Revolution. Ever since King George lost that little spat, this has been a recognized way for you Yanks to maintain goodwill with us Canadians.”


    


    Jeff was totally flustered as he looked at the faces of the men who had gathered around him. Not one was smiling, and some appeared to be angry.


    


    “Well?” the supervisor yelled.


    


    “Yes, yes, of course,” Jeff said as he walked over in front of the queen’s picture and bowed three times to her before turning around. “Was that done correctly?”


    


    “Yes, sir, we forgive your unintentional insult. Barry, give this man the document we have for the American side.”


    


    The supervisor then turned and left the room. The other men went back to their business, and Barry, who turned out to be a very cute young customs officer, came over to Jeff and exchanged envelopes with him.


    


    “That’s all we have for today. Did I hear you say you’ve only been assigned here for two months?”


    


    “Actually, I’m just starting my second month. So, is this insult thing over with?”


    


    “Yeah, it’s already forgotten,” Barry replied with a smile.


    


    As Jeff started to leave to return to his post, he stopped and turned back to Barry. “Maybe we can get a beer together sometime and talk about our jobs, ya know, just stuff?”


    


    “Yeah, as long as you’re not mad as hell with me.”


    


    “Mad at you? Why would I be mad at you?”


    


    “Ya never know! When you off next?”


    


    “I have three days off coming up the day after tomorrow.”


    


    Barry wrote a phone number down and gave it to Jeff. “Call me and we’ll set it up. We can go to either side of the border.”


    


    “Okay, great, I’ll give ya a call. And sorry about the picture thing, just didn’t know.”


    


    “No problem.”


    


    Agent Barry Riggo watched as Jeff walked out of the door and turned to head toward the American side. As soon as Jeff was out of earshot, the entire place broke out in laughter.


    


    “It never gets old taking the piss out of a baby Yank with the whole queen thing,” the supervisor said between fits of laughter.


    


    “Kinda felt sorry for him. He was so worried he had offended everyone here,” Barry said.


    


    “I’d love to hear him tell the story to his mates over there,” the supervisor said, laughing once more. “Get back to your post, Barry.”


    


    “Yes, sir.”


    


    



    


    



    


    Jeff arrived back at the American station, turned over the report to the duty supervisor, and then went in search of the lead agent. When he found him, he wasn’t happy.


    


    “Agent Weber, may I have a word with you now?” asked Jeff, red-faced.


    


    “Sure, let’s take a walk over there, since traffic is light at the moment.” When they got to a bench, Don asked, “What’s on your mind?”


    


    “What’s on my mind is the fact that neither you nor anyone else in the station told me about the custom that we observe upon entering the Canadian facility! I was embarrassed in front of all the men over there!”


    


    “Custom? What custom would that be?” Weber asked with a straight face.


    


    “The custom whereby we have to bow to the picture of the queen on the wall, that’s what custom. I didn’t know about it and almost caused an international incident.”


    


    “Seems like we’d better take this up with the supervisor,” Weber said as he took Jeff by the arm and steered him inside.


    


    “Sir, it seems that old Jeff here didn’t bow to the queen over there until informed to do so.”


    


    “Is that right? And did you then bow, Jeff?”


    


    “Yes, sir, once I knew about it.”


    


    “Didn’t it seem a bit strange that you, an American Border Patrol agent, would be bowing to a fucking picture of some foreign-born queen whose country we fought to get rid of over two hundred years ago? That comes close to swearing allegiance to a foreign power!” the supervisor responded.


    


    “You mean I should have refused?”


    


    “Considering that only brand-new, still-wet-behind-the-ears junior Border Patrol agents fall for that shit, yeah, you should have told them to go fuck themselves!”


    


    The entire station broke out laughing at Jeff’s expense. Jeff caught on quickly; he had been made to look like an ass in front of his Canadian counterparts.


    


    “So all of you knew that this would happen then, is that correct?” Jeff asked.


    


    “Yep, you could say that,” Weber responded.


    


    “Well, go fuck yourselves!” Jeff said. He spun on his heel and left with a bright red face. He took a walk along the side of advancing traffic to give himself a chance to cool off and get himself under control. What a jackass he had been! Bowing to some fucking picture on a wall! Of a queen, no less!


    


    Inside the station, the men were still laughing.


    


    “That never gets old, I swear!” one of the agents said.


    


    “Well, I think young Jeff is rather pissed off at us for the moment,” speculated the supervisor.


    


    “He’ll cool off; he’s just embarrassed on two sides of the border!” Weber said.


    


    The day couldn’t end fast enough as far as Jeff was concerned. He was overly thorough with every car he stopped the rest of his shift, and no one got to cross the border without being one hundred percent checked out.


    


    



    


    



    


    When he got home, he took off his green uniform and hung it up, grabbed a beer, and sat down in his living room in his underwear to take a long drink from the bottle. He ran the entire incident through his mind over and over, until finally, he began to laugh. The more he thought about it, the harder he laughed, and he realized that he had just gone through a typical initiation into a new organization with new duties. He was no longer mad about the prank.


    


    Then his mind shifted to Barry. Now the Canadian’s parting words about getting a beer made sense to him: “Yeah, as long as you’re not mad as hell with me.” Well, Jeff was sure that Barry, being the junior agent he was, couldn’t have warned him. But somehow, Jeff thought that Barry might go for more than just a beer, and he could take his sweet revenge on at least one of the Canadians!


    


    He got up, went into the bedroom, and fished out the piece of paper that Barry had written his phone number on. He sat back down, picked up his phone, and dialed Barry. After several rings, someone picked up.


    


    “Hello?”


    


    “Barry? This is Jeff… you know: the Yank who’s a moron?”


    


    “Oh, look, I’m really sorry. You just fell into the standard juvenile initiation ritual that we all go through. Your side does it to our new boys as well, only the picture of the president is used. You mad?”


    


    “I was, but then I thought hard about it and began to laugh. So, no, I’m not mad any longer. Look, I was calling about getting together with you. Instead of a beer, why don’t we take our couple days off and travel somewhere in Canada? I’ve never been on your side until today.”


    


    “I see. Well, I’m game for it; how about Niagara Falls? The agents get a special price at the hotels that look out over the falls, and there are casinos also. Is something like that okay?”


    


    “You bet. Can you set it up for our break day after tomorrow?” Jeff asked.


    


    “Sure. One room okay?”


    


    “Of course, we’re both healthy boys,” Jeff said with a smile that Barry couldn’t see.


    


    “Good deal. I’ll call now and arrange it, and we can talk about the particulars tomorrow at lunch; how’s that?”


    


    “Sounds perfect, Barry. I’m sure we’ll have a good time!” Jeff said and hung up.


    


    He laughed out loud thinking about trying to get Barry’s legs in the air. I’ll show him….


    


    



    


    



    


    The next day, Jeff and Barry met on the American side for lunch and worked out the details. Jeff would leave his car at the border station, and Barry would pick him up and drive over to the falls. They’d get checked into the hotel just in time for dinner. Both men were excited about their two days and nights together, and neither knew for sure what they were excited about.


    


    



    


    



    


    As planned, Jeff had packed a small bag—leaving his weapon at home—and driven to the border, where he found Barry already waiting. He got out, smiled and waved, grabbed his bag, and headed over to Barry’s car. He threw the bag in the back seat and climbed into the front passenger seat.


    


    “Hey, dude, this gonna be fun or what?” Barry asked.


    


    “Oh, I’m planning on having a ton of fun, bud; let’s get going!”


    


    They were waved through the border checkpoint and headed off to the falls. The ride took them about four hours, which seemed to pass in no time as they talked about their jobs, their schools, and sports they enjoyed. The only subject that never came up was that of girlfriends.


    


    At the end of their trip, they arrived at an Embassy Suites that stood practically on the edge of the falls. They parked the car and checked in at the front desk. They were given a room on the thirty-fifth floor, and away they went in the elevator.


    


    When they opened the door to the room and walked in, both men were overwhelmed by what they saw before them. The hotel had given the men a presidential two-room suite with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the falls. The view was breathtaking. They walked into the bedroom and were met with the same scenery.


    


    Jeff turned away from the view and saw, to his surprise, one bed—a king-size bed, with a fireplace next to it. He didn’t say anything but walked into the bathroom where, in addition to the usual things, he found a large two-person whirlpool tub. He smiled at the thought of him and Barry frolicking around in that.


    


    His fantasy was interrupted by Barry saying, “I just saw they put us in a one-bed suite. I’ll call down and get us one with two beds.”


    


    Jeff’s smile left his face. He followed Barry into the living room, where Barry picked up the phone and called down to the front desk.


    


    “Yes, this is Barry Riggo in suite 3509. We’ve been given a room with only one bed in it. Do you have a similar room with two beds?” After a moment, “You say they only ones available are on the city side of the tower and we’d lose the view?”


    


    Jeff shook his head and waved his hand to say that one bed was okay.


    


    “Never mind, we’ll keep this suite, thank you,” Barry said and hung up. “Dude, I’m sorry that they put us in here. You sure you’re okay with sharing a bed?”


    


    “Yeah, no big deal. I’d hate to give up this view,” Jeff said as he walked back to the windows.


    


    Barry smiled.


    


    Jeff turned around and asked, “Shall we go for a walk? I’d love to get a close-up look at the falls.”


    


    “You bet; let’s go!”


    


    When they got into the elevator to descend to the ground floor, Jeff asked, “By the way, how much am I going to owe you for my part of the room? It must be pretty expensive.”


    


    “They give us a very special rate here, but this is the first time they ever put me up in one of those suites. You can pay for it later somehow; we’ll work it out,” Barry said with a smile.


    


    “Okay, sure,” replied Jeff, unsure whether or not he had just heard a double entendre.


    


    They walked over to the dock that held the lines to the tour boat named Maid of the Mist. They bought their tickets, put on the raincoats given to them, and sailed into the mist of the falls. Barry wasn’t impressed, as he had done it many times before, but for Jeff, it was a wonder.


    


    Afterward, they went to dinner at a tapas house near the hotel and took their time eating different meats carved at their table.


    


    “That was a fun first afternoon,” Jeff said.


    


    “Yeah, and we still have the night ahead of us. If you wish, we can hit the casino and see how our luck is,” Barry replied.


    


    “If you don’t mind, I’d like to save that for tomorrow night. Traveling always tires me out for some reason, and just enjoying the suite would be great. Is that okay?”


    


    “Sure. Why don’t we get a drink at the bar and take them upstairs with us?”


    


    “Sounds good, and I’m full here!” Jeff said.


    


    They paid the bill and went back to the Embassy Suites, hit the bar and got drinks, and headed up to their suite. When they got inside, Jeff changed into gym shorts and a T-shirt, which motivated Barry to change as well.


    


    Seated in the living room, they began to talk.


    


    “So, you have a large or small family?” Jeff asked.


    


    “Fairly large. Most of my family is in Montreal. I’ve got two brothers and one sister. My dad was hit and killed by a drunk driver almost eleven years ago now, so it’s just my mom.”


    


    “Sorry to hear that. Something like that, well it can happen to any of us at any time. I hope your family pulled through it fairly well?”


    


    “Yeah, my mom really hasn’t been the same since it happened, but for the most part, we gathered around each other with support and love and made it. How about you? Large family?”


    


    “No, not really. I lost my brother when we were kids. He fell through the ice when we were out walking on a frozen pond. When I tried to save him, I fell through the ice as well, but I managed to claw my way out of the water. I survived, but my brother was gone. So today, it’s me and my mom, and that’s it,” Jeff responded with a shot of pain in his eyes.


    


    “Well, how about girlfriends? You dating anyone presently?” Barry changed the subject.


    


    “Ah, no, at present I’m not seeing anyone. Between the job and finishing up my degree in criminal justice, I’ve had no personal time at all,” replied Jeff.


    


    “So that means you haven’t been laid in a while, huh?” Barry asked with a smirk.


    


    “That would be a correct guess, yes. You offering to take care of that issue?” Jeff asked with a grin.


    


    “Ha! Well, I’m in no better shape. I haven’t had a date in months. I’ve become too picky, I think. So basically, it’s my own fault.”


    


    “Well, I think I’m gonna use that whirlpool tub in the bathroom. It looks nice and relaxing,” Jeff said as he got up and walked into the other room.


    


    Barry heard the bathroom door close and then the sound of water filling the tub. Barry got up and went into the bedroom, stripped off his clothes down to his shorts, and lay down on the bed to gaze out the window at the lighted waterfalls. It made for a serene picture, and when Barry heard the water turn off, he listened for the sound that would indicate that Jeff had slid into the water.


    


    “Ouch, damn that’s hot!” Jeff exclaimed.


    


    Barry smiled, counted to sixty, and got off the bed. He walked to the bathroom door and listened for the sounds of the bubbles being made by the tub jets. Upon hearing them, he walked in, closing the door behind him. There in the tub was a naked Jeff, his head resting back on the ledge, a towel tucked under it.


    


    “Mind if I join you?” Barry inquired.


    


    “Holy shit, you scared me!” Jeff yelled as he quickly sat up and tried to cover his genitals.


    


    Barry slipped his shorts off, revealing a nice package to Jeff’s quick glance, which instantly told Barry all that he needed to know.


    


    “Since you didn’t say no, I’m getting in,” he said as he put a leg in and then dropped down into the water. He placed one leg between Jeff’s and the other on the outside of Jeff’s left leg.


    


    “This feels fucking fantastic,” Barry said.


    


    “Yeah, well, it’s also a bit strange, don’t you think?”


    


    “Strange, why?”


    


    “Two guys naked in the same whirlpool?” Jeff asked.


    


    “Nah, don’t be uptight. We’re both guys; relax and enjoy whatever it is you enjoy,” Barry said as he looked down into the water at Jeff’s crotch. Jeff made no attempt to move his hands to cover himself.


    


    At one point, Barry turned over so that his ass stuck out of the water, and it was eaten up by Jeff’s eyes. Barry was deliberately enticing Jeff to admit that he was gay, something Barry had thought he had detected that first day they had met at the office.


    


    “Damn, for a guy, you sure have a nice ass,” Jeff said.


    


    Barry smiled. “Thank you, glad you like it. Feel free to do anything you want to it.”


    


    “Okay, what the fuck? Barry, are you gay?”


    


    “Dude, I just told you that you could fuck my ass. Does that make me gay?”


    


    While Barry was smiling, he was shocked at the sudden pain that a sharp slap on his bare ass caused him.


    


    “Ouch! Why’d you do that?” Barry asked while turning so his ass was now facing the bottom of the tub.


    


    “Well, you said I could do anything to it, and I wanted to smack it!”


    


    Barry smiled and said, “Fair enough, stud. So, are you gay or not?”


    


    “You take chances for a guy who lured me across the border apparently for an immoral purpose, brought me to Niagara Falls, and then climbed naked into my bathtub, where he exposed his voluptuous ass to my gaze and lust. I’m gonna show you how gay I am in a little while, but for now, I’m enjoying this water.”


    


    In response to that statement, Barry slid around in the water and joined Jeff down at Jeff’s end of the tub. Jeff made room for his new friend to slide in next to him, and Barry ran his hand over Jeff’s chiseled chest and down his washboard abs. Jeff let out a soft moan.


    


    “Okay if I go further?” Barry asked.


    


    Jeff just nodded his head. Barry let his hand drift down and wrap around his new buddy’s engorging cock. He jacked Jeff’s cock a few times before going farther down and capturing Jeff’s floating balls.


    


    “Hmm, nice, dude. Good ole cock—nothing like it.”


    


    “Glad you like,” Jeff replied, his eyes still closed.


    


    Barry let a single finger travel farther down until he found the entrance to Jeff’s ass. Jeff moaned again as Barry rubbed that finger back and forth over his hole, pushing in just a little.


    


    “I have a feeling we’re gonna make sweet love tonight,” Barry said as he leaned in and kissed Jeff on the ear and neck.


    


    Breaking his silent mode, Jeff quickly swung around and over Barry, almost pushing him under the water. As he lay there on top of Barry, he bent down and kissed him, using lots of tongue, as he gently rocked their cocks together under the water. This went on for several minutes until the water began to cool. They sat up and smiled at each other, the desire evident in their eyes.


    


    They got out of the tub, dried off, and headed to the bed. As they climbed onto the mattress, they couldn’t help but look out the window, and they were struck by the beauty of the falls at night.


    


    As they slid under the top sheet, Jeff turned to Barry. “I have a feeling that you’ve planned this all along. Am I wrong?”


    


    “Ah, no, you would be right. You’re a hot guy, and my gaydar went off, which it usually doesn’t unless there’s a brother in the area. When I got a good look at your ass, I knew I had to have you. This trip just moved the moment forward.”


    


    “I had no idea you were gay. I started to get the feeling when you were asking certain questions and the way you would answer me on my questions, but I knew for sure when I heard the bathroom door open. It’s the only reason I jumped into the whirlpool so early tonight. I figured it would give you the opportunity to make your move, and that you did.”


    


    “You sly dog. Now let’s make love. I brought condoms if you didn’t,” said Barry.


    


    “Ahh, I might have one or two with me and oh, yeah, some lube. The question is, whose butt’s getting lubed up?” Jeff said with a smile.


    


    “Why don’t we let the sex lead us to that decision? I go both top and bottom, so I don’t care. But you’ve got a very nice ass, and I wouldn’t mind pounding it.”


    


    “Oh, be quiet and kiss me,” Jeff invited.


    


    They kissed for a while once more, both men being into making out more than usual. When Jeff tried to take the dominant role, he was rebuffed by Barry, and the struggle for dominance was on.


    


    Jeff stopped and said, “Look, it’s obvious you want ass tonight, so I’ll give it up. But tomorrow night, you’re getting popped. Fair enough?”


    


    “Very.”


    


    And Barry took over in bed and made love to Jeff as if he had thirty more years of experience at making love, leaving Jeff breathless when it was over. As Barry pulled out of Jeff, removed the used condom, and tossed it into the trash can in a tissue, Jeff luxuriated in the terrific feeling of just having been truly and soundly fucked by a man who knew how to use what genetics had given him.


    


    “Was that good?” Barry asked.


    


    “‘Good’ does not describe it. I’ve only been fucked maybe seven times, but that was without question a fuck in an entirely different league. Where the hell did you learn how to do that?”


    


    “My first lover was thirty-two years older than me and taught me everything I know about how to make love to a man. When I was fucking you just now, I was concentrating very hard on how it was making you feel, not on how it was making me feel. I tried to hit your prostate gland every time I thrust inward. I could tell I was succeeding by the fireworks I saw in your eyes. It’s also why I varied the length of my strokes in and out. There’s nothing worse than totally surrendering to another man by giving your ass and then getting a lousy fuck out of it. I wanted to make sure you’d remember how I made you feel.”


    


    “My God, you did that all right. I had trouble breathing at one point; I just wanted to scream out in joy and lust. Your dick is magic, Barry.”


    


    “Ha ha, magic dick, yep, that’s me.” Barry laughed until he fell over on the bed. “Now I can’t wait see what you can do tomorrow night.”


    


    “Are you sure we’re done for tonight?” Jeff asked in a timid voice filled with hope.


    


    “You mean you want me to fuck your brains out again?”


    


    “Well, I certainly wouldn’t object if that’s what you wanted.”


    


    “How bad do you want it again?” Barry asked.


    


    “Pretty bad.”


    


    “Will you do anything to get my dick again?”


    


    “Well, probably, yeah.”


    


    “Okay, I’ll fuck you again if you let me spank you.”


    


    “What? Spank me? You’re shitting me,” Jeff replied.


    


    Barry grinned as he grabbed his dick and began to play with it. “Nope, not kidding. You want another fuck tonight, you go over my lap and I get to spank your ass.”


    


    Jeff was slightly stunned and aroused at the same time. It took only a few seconds of remembering how good the fucking was before he said, “Okay, you’re the boss.”


    


    Barry shifted around on the bed so that he was sitting on the edge, and Jeff went over his lap. Once Barry adjusted Jeff just like he wanted him, he began to bring his hand down on Jeff’s bare ass. He alternated the cheeks each time he struck, and Jeff’s ass began to wiggle around. Once Jeff’s ass began to burn a little from the spanking, he struggled to get off of Barry’s lap.


    


    “Stay put,” Barry said firmly. “You’re gonna take another twenty, and then you get what you want!”


    


    Jeff settled back down, wrapping his arms around Barry’s left leg as he counted off the next twenty ass smacks. By the time Barry was done, Jeff’s hind cheeks had a warm, reddish glow. When he climbed off Barry’s lap, he noticed that Barry was hard as a rock.


    


    “You really get off on beating a guy’s ass like that?” Jeff asked, framed by the huge window behind him as he rubbed his ass cheeks.


    


    “Yeah, I do. It’s my only kink. Now, I give you what you need,” Barry said as he looked down at Jeff’s soft dick. “Come over here and let me suck that hard for you.”


    


    Barry edged Jeff a couple of times while blowing him before he paused to fetch the lube and a new condom. He applied fresh lube to the inside of Jeff’s ass, put on the condom, applied lube to his erection, and for the second time that night, took Jeff to the heavens above through sex. After about the sixth thrust, Jeff forgot all about the spanking; he just took it and drifted away in ecstasy.


    


    As Barry neared his climax, he pulled Jeff up off the bed, pulling his legs straight up into the air, which allowed him to blow Jeff while he continued to thrust.


    


    “I’m gonna cum, dude!” Jeff warned, and Barry sucked even harder.


    


    When the first splash hit the back of Barry’s throat, he unleashed his own load deep into Jeff’s ass. Both men were spent, and they once more collapsed on top of each other, enjoying the sweet feeling of being drained and content. Entwined, they caressed each other lazily.


    


    By the time they were finished getting acquainted, it was past midnight. They crawled under the sheets, wrapped each other up in their arms, and fell asleep. Never before had the American and Canadian border authorities worked to a common end with such stunning results. The last thought in Jeff’s mind before drifting off to sleep was that they still had one more night in heaven and possibly many, many more after that.


    


    

  


  
    The SAC


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    Traffic was unusually heavy as forty-six-year-old John Andrews headed into work. He made his customary stop at the local Starbucks and indulged in his guilty pleasure of enjoying exotic coffees from around the world before heading into the federal building. He showed his ID and was admitted to the parking garage, where he left his car and proceeded to his office via the garage elevator.


    


    “Good morning,” John said a half dozen times before inserting his key into the office door that bore his name with the notation of “SAC” underneath. On his desk, the letters SAC were spelled out as “Special Agent in Charge” on his desk plate.


    


    He sat down and carefully took the lid off his coffee, breathing in the rich aroma of the beans used to make this morning’s cup. As he sipped, he opened a file folder marked Incident Reports that bore the seal of the FBI. These reports covered the past twenty-four hours, including the night shift that had ended a short time before John got to work. Contained within were updates to current cases, new crimes that had been assigned to the Orlando office, and intelligence on such issues as terrorist activities in his area of jurisdiction.


    


    As he read through the reports, a knock on his door brought his attention to Ruth, his secretary, who was standing in the doorway.


    


    “Sorry, Agent Andrews, but you have the new man reporting in for duty this morning, and he just arrived. Do you want to see him now?”


    


    “Give me another five minutes to finish the update file and then show him in, please, Ruth.”


    


    “Certainly, sir,” she said as she closed the door behind her.


    


    John went back to the file and finished the reports. He closed the folder and placed it in his top desk drawer. Reaching into his inbox, he pulled out the personnel file on Special Agent Robert Capparell. As he skimmed the information, he saw that Agent Capparell had just graduated from the academy at Quantico, that he was twenty-six years old, single, and had a BA with a double major. Capparell had graduated in the number-two slot and came highly recommended by his supervisors at Quantico.


    


    While John was grateful for a new agent, he would have preferred a seasoned man and not one that had to have his hand held. A knock on the door brought Ruth and Agent Capparell into the office.


    


    “Sir, this is Special Agent Robert Capparell reporting for duty,” Ruth said before she backed out of the office.


    


    John rose, shook the good-looking young agent’s hand, and indicated a chair in which to sit. John grabbed his coffee and walked around his desk to a little sitting area where he could conduct a brief interview in a more conversational setting.


    


    “Welcome to the Orlando Field Office, Agent Capparell. You’ll find we are extremely busy here with a large case load and that your presence is more than welcome.”


    


    “Thank you, sir; I was very happy to have drawn Orlando for my first field assignment, and I look forward to giving whatever assistance I can.”


    


    “I gave your jacket a quick glance before you came in, and I’ll go over it in greater detail later this morning, but the fact that you graduated second at the academy tells me a lot about you already. One thing it doesn’t tell me is this: can I depend on you?”


    


    “In what way, sir?”


    


    “To keep a cool head in an emergency, to think before acting, to protect yourself as well as your fellow agents. You can have all the training in the world, but it doesn’t predict your actual behavior under real circumstances. Do you have balls, and do you stay cool? That’s what I’m asking.”


    


    “Yes, sir, you have nothing to worry about on either point.”


    


    John smiled. “Good, I’m relieved to hear you say that. Part of the reason for me asking is that you’re going to be assigned to another agent who is up to his or her ears in case work and won’t have a lot of time to hold your hand. Now that’s not to say they won’t take the time to show you the local ropes and what you need to know to do your job, which can only come from on the ground here in Orlando.”


    


    “Understood, sir. Will I be assigned to a male or female Agent?”


    


    “Does it matter?”


    


    “Not really. I just thought for my first field assignment, I would be better placed with a male to get me started.”


    


    “Why is that?” John asked.


    


    “I know it sounds silly, but I would tend to have more confidence around a male agent in the first few months of acclimating to the job. If it is a female agent, no problem, sir; I’ll make it work.”


    


    John walked over to his desk, pulled the duty roster from his inbox, and looked it over. “As luck would have it, Agent Capparell, you are being assigned to Special Agent Winfield Coulter, who has been with the bureau for fifteen years. Does that meet with your approval, son?”


    


    The new man stood and said, “Sir, please don’t think I’m going to be trouble for you. I guess I shouldn’t have brought it up at all.” He glanced down at the floor.


    


    “If it affects your job or how you might perform on your job, you did precisely what you should have done, and I make no judgment on your request. Now, you should have processed in before meeting with me, correct?”


    


    “Yes, sir, I’m ready to get my desk and get started.”


    


    “Come with me,” John said with a smile.


    


    They opened the door and left the office to find Ruth.


    


    “Ruth, would you get our new agent here a desk and whatever else he doesn’t have? Then get him with Agent Coulter, his field partner as of now.”


    


    “Yes, sir, I’ll take care of everything.”


    


    “Thank you, Ruth.”


    


    John shook hands with the agent again and went back into his office. He walked over to the coffee pot and poured himself a fresh cup. As he mixed in the cream, he looked out of his office window at the new agent and decided he liked what he saw.


    


    Capparell had coal-black hair, green eyes, and the body of a twenty-six-year-old recent grad of the FBI Academy, which meant it was in top physical condition. He was somewhere around six feet two inches and couldn’t weigh more than one hundred and ninety pounds. His skin was flawless, showing no signs of ever having pimples terrorize his face.


    


    When John felt something move in his pants, he realized he was looking at his newest employee with eyes that were not the eyes of a supervisor. He returned to his desk to cease the process of undressing the man with his mind. As the Church used to teach him, “Custody of the eyes.”


    


    The rest of that first day was consumed by the routine of a typical FBI field office, and before John realized it, the end of the workday had come. He reversed his steps from the morning and was in his car and on the way home with the air conditioning humming away, keeping the interior and John cool from the oppressive August Florida sun.


    


    Entering his home, he was met by his well-trained and well-loved German shepherd, who was always glad to see his daddy.


    


    “Hello, boy! You been a good boy today and not destroyed the house?” John said, only half kidding with the excited canine. “Wanna go out?”


    


    In answer to that question, Max immediate danced around on his hind legs and then dashed to the back door. John caught up with his four-legged companion and let him out, then adjusted the air conditioning down a couple of degrees. Taking off his jacket, gun, and shield, he hung them in the front closet.


    


    Without Max, the house would have been a very empty and lonely home for John after losing his partner of twenty years to cancer. Hard to believe it had only been three years. He opened his refrigerator, looked in, and found the same old crap that was always in there. He absolutely hated grocery shopping, and any excuse to avoid it was taken with glee.


    


    Unable to stomach anything that was in his own refrigerator, he picked up his house phone and hit the number one button on speed dial.


    


    “China Garden, how can I help?”


    


    “Chen, this is John. Would you send over the usual, please?”


    


    “Right away, sir, thank you.”


    


    John hung up the phone and let Max back into the house. He knew from experience that he would have twenty-five minutes from the time he hung up the phone until the front door bell rang with his General Tao’s chicken and pork fried rice with two spring rolls.


    


    He dashed upstairs, stripped off all his clothes, and jumped into the shower to wash off the day’s sweat. Minutes later, he stepped out of the two-man shower he had built into the house when there were two men to share it. He dried off as Max watched from the bed.


    


    After slipping on some gym shorts and an FBI T-shirt, he headed downstairs in his bare feet. He put a dinner plate and silverware on the table, poured himself some Diet Seven Up, and waited for the doorbell.


    


    As usual, when it rang, Max was at the front door growling before John could make a move. When he opened the door, he found the same smiling face he always did on the deliveryman holding the brown paper bag. John took the bag and handed the deliveryman a five for his trouble. Since he had an account at the restaurant that he settled at the end of the month, he didn’t have to pay anything else then and there.


    


    He took the bag to the table and sat down with Max sitting nearby, hoping for a piece of chicken and some rice. Max was not to be disappointed, for at the end of the meal, he was treated to two pieces of chicken, some rice, and a piece of broccoli, much to his delight. After cleanup, John and Max went into the living room, where the evening news was on the television and a comfortable seat on the sofa was waiting for both man and dog.


    


    The story that captured John’s attention was a report on the increase in bank robberies in Tampa. They seemed to have been committed by the same men, according to details he picked up from the report. John made a mental note to request a briefing from the Tampa SAC in the morning in case this criminal outfit moved into his territory.


    


    After the news, Max got a bowl of dry dog food and a large Milk-Bone to finish off his repast, and then he went with John out into the yard to inspect the current tomato crop. Pleased with what he saw, John picked some of the lower-hanging bright red tomatoes that he enjoyed growing each summer.


    


    He stored them in the refrigerator and went back into the living room, where Max knew it was now time for his master to once again sit on the sofa and watch the thing that the voices came from for at least a couple of more hours.


    


    John found a movie on HBO he hadn’t seen, and that finished out the night. Max was let out once more, and after the house was checked to be sure all was secure, up to the bedroom they went. John always brought up his service weapon and put it on the nightstand next to the bed. He got settled on the bed with the ceiling fan set on medium, and he and Max drifted off to sleep while John was thinking about his new agent.


    


    As the night wore on, John dreamed about a torrid love affair with Agent Robert Capparell that involved heavy man-on-man sex that seemed to satisfy every bit of John. Much to his embarrassment, John woke during his first nocturnal emission since his teen years and was forced to get out of bed and clean himself up before going back to sleep.


    


    



    


    



    


    The next morning while showering, he thought about his wet dream and why it had occurred. What was it about this new guy that got so far under John’s skin? Sure, Capparell was a hot, well-built young guy with the looks of a GQ model, but besides those things, what was so special about him?


    


    John forced himself to stop thinking about the new man and willed his dick to go down. He got dressed, let Max back into the house, put on his shield and weapon, and patted Max on the head one final time that morning.


    


    “You be a good boy, and the neighbor will be by in a few hours to let you out. Please don’t try and eat her, okay, boy?”


    


    Max looked as if grinning at the joke about eating the fat lady who gave him treats when she came to let him out. He watched sadly as his daddy left the house and he heard the familiar sound of the lock being turned.


    


    Coffee obtained, John was back in his office for the start of another day. As per the routine, he was reading the reports that he read every morning. At nine o’clock, he dialed the number for his counterpart in Tampa and asked to speak with him.


    


    “Hi. John, what brings your attention to me this fine, hot, muggy morning?” Agent Kentwell asked.


    


    “Hi, Gary. Look, I saw a news report last night on your bank robberies. You got any solid leads on who they are or where they might be headed?”


    


    “Ahh, you’re worried they might enter the kingdom of Mickey Mouse and Goofy! I see.” When Kentwell stopped laughing, he continued. “Look, these guys are serious badasses. What didn’t make the news yet is that we had a kidnapping of a bank president. The victim was forced to open the bank two hours early, and the robbers cleaned out the money that was locked in a separate safe outside the main vault— money that’s used to set up the cashiers’ drawers in the morning. When the scumbags got the money, they pistol-whipped the poor president and left him bleeding on the floor.”


    


    “Wonderful. Is he going to live?”


    


    “Yeah, he’s in fair condition as of an hour ago. But all the banks are on edge, and we have at least a half dozen under surveillance this morning. We’re hoping that if they hit again, they’ll hit one of those we’re set up on.”


    


    “Okay, do me a favor and keep me in the loop, and if you need anything from our office, just let me know.”


    


    “Okay, John, you got it. Listen, I’ll fax you the prelim reports of the robberies. Hell, maybe you’ll spot something all of us missed!”


    


    The phone went dead, and John said a quick prayer for the bank president injured in the latest robbery. John relied on a personal kind of faith that no one else even knew he possessed, but John believed in private prayer.


    


    As he was pouring his first cup of office coffee, Ruth came busting into the room in a panic.


    


    “Whoa, what the hell is wrong?” John asked. “You look like you just got goosed by a ghost!”


    


    “I’m sorry, boss, but we’ve got trouble. There’s a bank robbery in progress on Orange Blossom Trail, and one of our agents is caught inside. He was making a deposit when the robbery commenced.”


    


    John set his coffee down and asked, “Who’s the agent?”


    


    “I’m afraid it’s Bob Capparell. He’s alone; no other agent is with him.”


    


    “Has FBI SWAT been notified? Do we have our people responding?”


    


    “Yes, sir, all in motion.”


    


    John grabbed his jacket and headed out the door towards the garage at a run. He grabbed a piece of paper with the address of the bank on the way out. It was one of the many SunTrust branches that dotted Central Florida.


    


    As he put the bubble on the roof and left the federal building with lights and sirens, he picked up the radio mic and contacted units on the scene.


    


    “Do they know they’ve got one of our agents in there?”


    


    “No, sir, not that we can tell.”


    


    “All right, I should be there in about three minutes.”


    


    Images of Capparell flew through John’s mind, highlighting the fact that the handsome agent was so young and so new. Would he panic? Would the robbers figure out that he was FBI? The Orlando field office had never lost an agent, and John was determined that one not be lost on his watch. He cut the siren when he was within a block and pulled in behind an Orlando Police command truck and got out of his car, looking for one of his agents.


    


    His eyes landed on Capparell’s partner, and he headed in that direction. “Bring me up to speed. Do we have eyes on the bad guys?” John asked.


    


    “Yes, sir. We’ve got SWAT snipers up on the rooftops. There are some areas that are out of view, but they’re able to see most of what’s going on inside the bank.”


    


    “Have they spotted our man?”


    


    “Yes, sir, he’s lying on the floor amongst the other customers that were in there when the robbery went down.”


    


    “What the hell went wrong that we have a bank full of hostages?”


    


    “They tripped an alarm and an OPD patrol happened to be about two blocks away at the time. They responded and called for backup, which got there double-quick. When the robbers saw the police units, they went into hostage mode immediately.”


    


    “Just fucking great! This kid’s been on the job two days, and he’s a hostage already. Does it look like he’s keeping his cool?” John asked hopefully.


    


    “As far as we can tell. He’s doing the same thing as everyone else that’s on the floor. I’m sure he’s running everything, including his training, through his mind trying to decide if he should do something.”


    


    “He’d better not. Do we have a confirmed number of hostage-takers?”


    


    “As far as we can tell, there are three. Two of them are watching the hostages, and one seems to be staying back in the manager’s area. Hostage negotiation is due to arrive at any moment, and then the scene becomes theirs.”


    


    “Have the crooks made any attempt to make demands or otherwise contact us?”


    


    “Nothing so far. I think they’re totally off their game at being caught inside the bank. They seem like smash-and-grab punks, not criminal masterminds. I’m surprised they didn’t shoot the tellers to get the one that pressed the alarm button.”


    


    John took out a pair of binoculars from the trunk of one of the cars and trained it on the bank’s large plate-glass front window. He could see two men moving around, both wearing ski masks and holding automatic weapons. He counted around fourteen people lying on the floor that he could see. He presumed there were more out of sight behind the counters.


    


    Agent Coulter came back to John. “The hostage negotiator just arrived,” he said. “By the way, the back area of the bank has both OPD and our people watching it from rooftops.”


    


    “Whose negotiator are we using?”


    


    “Well, the one who just arrived is OPD. Ours is out on a training day, remember?”


    


    “Fuck, yeah, that’s right. It figures that the one time we could really use her, I’ve got her ass sitting in a classroom for advanced techniques. Great. Do you know the OPD guy?”


    


    “Yeah, Officer Frank Evans. Competent and knows what he’s doing.”


    


    “Of his last six situations, how did they turn out?”


    


    “As far as I know, all but one ended without bloodshed; on that one, the hostage taker was killed by snipers.”


    


    “Okay, let’s meet with Evans before he gets started.”


    


    



    


    



    


    John and Agent Coulter found Evans with the on-scene OPD commander. When they walked up, they immediately identified themselves. When the formalities were over, John addressed Evans.


    


    “Officer, you know that one of the hostages is a brand new FBI agent, correct?”


    


    “Yes, the lieutenant just filled me in on that. Who is in charge of the negotiations?”


    


    “You are. Our person is away for the day. From what I hear, you’re damn good, and I pray your luck won’t run out today. Don’t try and force it, but if it comes up naturally and we can get some hostages out, ask for the women first and at least one man. Maybe they’ll choose my guy. If the robbers find out who he is, he’ll more than likely end up dead.”


    


    “Understood. If you go to tact two on an OPD radio, you’ll be able to listen in on much of what will be going on. They’re setting up a call in a couple of minutes from me on the only line that’s still connected to the bank. The phone company is being very cooperative.”


    


    “Okay, we’ll be over there. Good luck,” John said as he turned around and walked away.


    


    



    


    



    


    An hour went by as the negotiator talked to the robbers three times without making much headway. John kept his face glued to the binoculars and watched the scene inside as he listened to the OPD radio channel that carried nothing but the incident at the bank. As the day wore on, the air temperature climbed to just under one hundred.


    


    “Sniper one to Andrews,” John heard over the FBI radio.


    


    “Go ahead.”


    


    “Sir, we have a clear shot at two of the gunmen. If we take them out, couldn’t our guy inside take out the third?”


    


    “Hold fire until told otherwise.”


    


    “What do you think, Winfield? Would the kid be able to react fast enough to take out the remaining gunman?”


    


    “It depends on where the man’s at in relation to Capparell’s position. It might lead to all of the hostages in the viewable area being able to make a dash for it out the front.”


    


    “Do we know if the doors are locked?”


    


    “As far as we know, they never tried to lock them, so they should be accessible from the inside.”


    


    “Let’s check with the negotiator to see how he thinks this thing is going,” John said as he headed towards the command post.


    


    They opened the door and entered the air-conditioned coolness of the command post. When everyone looked up, John addressed the negotiator.


    


    “Evans, what’s your opinion on how this is going to end?”


    


    “Right now, they’re demanding what you’d expect. They want the money from the bank and a bus to take them to Orlando Airport where a private jet, fully fueled, will be waiting. They insist on taking six women hostages with them. They’ve given us an hour to decide, or they start shooting the men, one every five minutes, until we answer.”


    


    “How long do we have left?”


    


    “Forty-two minutes.”


    


    “Okay, here’s what we propose. My snipers tell me that they can take out two of the gunmen. If they take them out, I’m hoping my guy takes action and either takes out the last one or at least gives the hostages an opportunity to get out the front of the bank in the confusion. We’d need a team to get in there fast to back up my agent. What do you think?” John asked.


    


    “Since these guys aren’t in the mood to concede to any of our requests that they let a few people go in exchange for food, I say go for it,” the negotiator said.


    


    The OPD commander agreed. “Since you’ve got a man in there, I’ll defer to you on how you want this to end.”


    


    “Andrews to sniper one,” John said into his radio.


    


    “Go ahead, sir.”


    


    “You still have line of sight on the two gunmen?”


    


    “They move around every minute or so, but yeah, they can be taken out.”


    


    “Prepare to fire on my command.” John turned to the OPD on-scene commander and asked, “If necessary, Lieutenant, can we get your SWAT guys to go in with ours to take out the front window and get the hostages out?”


    


    The lieutenant turned to the com officer and told him to give the order to get ready to go in and to coordinate with FBI SWAT.


    


    A couple of minutes later, the command post was told that the entry teams were ready to go.


    


    “Okay, tell them to go in when they hear the snipers fire.”


    


    The order was relayed, and when John was told all was ready, he made the decision that he got paid to make. “Andrews to all FBI snipers, green light, green light.”


    


    John left the trailer and rushed to the closest car and knelt down beside it with two of his agents. He drew his weapon and said, “Get ready; this thing is ending.”


    


    Ten seconds later, shots rang out from above them, and the radio crackled with the results. “Two down, go!”


    


    By the time John looked up, the entry teams were already going through the doors. As John rushed the bank, he saw Bob Capparell on one knee with his weapon drawn. Bob fired about four shots as hostages flowed out of the bank, and John and the agents squeezed by them to get inside. Two of the robbers lay on the floor covered in blood and gore, both taken down with headshots. The one closest to the hostages had obviously been hit by two rifle shots.


    


    “Bob, you get the other one?” John yelled as they raced to where the new agent was now standing.


    


    Capparell didn’t answer, but John was now close enough to look over the counter and saw the third gunman lying on the floor bleeding heavily from the chest. “Bob, wake up; are there any more of them?”


    


    “Ah, no, sir, there were only three. I had a feeling you were going to take those two out, and I’ve been waiting on pins and needles for twenty minutes, ready to spring up and start shooting if I had to.”


    


    “Looks like you did an outstanding job, Bob. Outstanding.”


    


    



    


    



    


    All of the hostages were cleared from the bank, and statements were taken by the OPD. The bodies remained in place for the usual official and forensic process to unfold. Since robbing a bank was a federal offense, the FBI took over the investigation.


    


    The incident made the national news on television that night as Bob Capparell sat in the office giving his statement to his partner. When all the statements were taken, John came out to the central area of the office.


    


    “It’s been one long, tense day. Everyone but the duty shift, go home. Bob, can I see you for a second?”


    


    “Sure thing, boss.”


    


    John closed the office door and sat down with Bob.


    


    “Look, you’ve had one helluva day. Do you need to take tomorrow off to process what happened today?”


    


    “Why should I need a day off when no one else is taking time off?”


    


    “Okay, let’s cut the macho bullshit. You were a hostage in a very dangerous situation. I’m sure you were frightened for your life being caught up in that mess and praying they didn’t discover that you’re an agent. You also killed a man today, which I know from your file is a first. Am I wrong?”


    


    Bob looked at the floor, and his hands began to shake a little. When the young man put a hand to his face, John knew the dam was breaking and some of the tension and stress were being relieved.


    


    “It’s okay to let go of your feelings in here,” John said kindly. “It helps you stay mentally healthy to take the time to adjust to what’s happened.”


    


    “Actually, boss, the last thing I wanna do is go home to an empty apartment, and I’ve been taking my time so I can put that off as long as possible.”


    


    John sat back and thought for a moment. “Look, if it will help you at all, you can stay at my place tonight. Why don’t you go home, pack a bag, and drive over to my place? Here, take this card; it has my address on it.”


    


    “I don’t have to do that. I have a packed bag in the trunk of my car with everything I need. I keep it there in case we get an urgent case that requires me to leave the area for an extended period of time.”


    


    “In that case, just follow me to my place.”


    


    John got up and they left the office. He told one of the agents to inform day shift that both he and Bob would be in an hour later in the morning.


    


    As John drove home with Bob in his rearview mirror, his mind was flooded with thoughts of what Bob would be like in bed. Before John realized it, he was completely hard in his boxers. He fought the thoughts and once more got them out of his mind as they neared his home. When they pulled into the driveway, he was decently flaccid once more and planning to stay that way.


    


    As they got out of the cars, Bob retrieved his overnight bag from his trunk, and they walked up to the front door.


    


    “Now, don’t be afraid, but there’s a very large German Shepherd on the other side of this door waiting for me. Just don’t make any sudden movements toward me, and there will be no problems once he sniffs you.”


    


    John opened the door and was immediately met by Max, who fawned over John. Only when the door closed and both men were inside did Max go slowly over to Bob.


    


    “Hi there, boy, I work for your daddy,” Bob said.


    


    In response, Max firmly planted his long nose directly into Bob’s balls and sniffed a couple of times. John laughed out loud as Bob turned red.


    


    “Come here, boy; that’s enough. Wanna go out?”


    


    The routine was underway. When Max was let out, John returned to Bob, who was standing in the living room.


    


    “Sorry about the way Max greeted you, but I’ve been wanting to do that all afternoon.”


    


    “Ah, you’ve been wanting to stick your nose in my balls?” Bob smiled.


    


    “Actually, I’ve been wanting to get to know you better was my meaning,” John replied. “Let me show you to your room, and you can get a shower if you want.”


    


    “Oh yeah, a shower is definitely one of the things I need. This heat is unbearable. Does it get like this often down here?”


    


    “August is usually brutal. You’ll get somewhat used to it, and you’ll thank God every day for air conditioning,” John replied as he showed Bob his room. “The bathroom is just down the hall and is all yours, since I have a master bath in my room. Steak okay for dinner?”


    


    “Hell yeah.”


    


    “Okay, you get cleaned up; I’ll start dinner. When you’re done, you can watch things while I shower. I was actually out in the sun for a couple hours today, and I know I stink.”


    


    Bob went into the guest bedroom and unpacked his case, removing a fresh, neatly folded dress shirt for the morning as well as a new tie. He grabbed his toiletries for the bathroom, stripped off his clothes—which brought immediate relief—and walked out into the hallway naked.


    


    John rounded the corner on the way to his bedroom to lay things out and was stunned to find a naked Bob coming toward him. Upon seeing his boss, Bob smiled.


    


    John couldn’t help himself; his eyes traveled down and back up Bob’s magnificent body, and he let out a noise that sounded something like a bird chirping and a cat screaming.


    


    When Bob saw John turn red, he said, “Sorry if I shocked you by heading to the shower naked. I grew up with five brothers, and nudity is no big deal to me. I hope I’m not making you uncomfortable?”


    


    “Ah, no, not at all. I was just struck by the shape you’re in. Everything I see is damn near perfect.”


    


    “Thank you! I’ll take that as a high compliment coming from you. Check out my back,” Bob said, spinning around.


    


    Bob’s back was the last thing John looked at. Like the front, his ass was perfect and begged to have all sorts of things done to it.


    


    “Whatcha think?” Bob asked.


    


    “Magnificent. You really are well put together. Now, you take your shower. I’m going to put out a change of clothes so that I can shower when you’re finished,” John said as he walked by the Adonis gracing his hallway.


    


    



    


    



    


    Finding Bob naked in his hallway had totally thrown John into a tailspin. He was filled with lust for the younger man and knew if given the chance he would make passionate love to his employee… which he also knew was wrong. Bob’s chest was chiseled like his ass, his lower abdominal muscles formed a V at his pelvis, and his beautiful piece of cock and two large balls lay nestled amongst well-groomed pubes. Combined with his face, that body made for one hell of a beautiful man and made John wonder why he had chosen the FBI for a career when he could have easily become a top international male model.


    


    John pulled out gym shorts and a T-shirt and went back to the kitchen, where he made a salad and threw two steaks on the grill on low. He set two places for dinner as Max watched, sensing that something had changed his owner’s normally peaceful demeanor. Max growled when Bob flew around the corner clad only in gym shorts, his dick moving to and fro inside the soft fabric.


    


    “That was fast,” John said.


    


    “I remembered you were outside in the heat while I was lying on the marble floor of that air-conditioned bank, so I know you need to get relief. Tell me what to do, and you can run off to the shower.”


    


    Oh my God, if I told you what I want you to do, you would faint.


    


    “Just turn the steaks in four minutes, and I’ll be back in about five,” John said as he almost ran from the room. He flung himself into a cold shower that revived him. Once he was cleaned up, he got out and went to grab a towel only to find none on the rack. He frowned, knowing that he had had two fresh towels hanging there when he went into the shower.


    


    “Damn, must be more stressed then I realized,” John said as he walked out into the bedroom. There stood Bob with the towels.


    


    “What the hell?” John said.


    


    “I thought that since you had a rough day too, I would treat you to a rub down to help relieve the stress that’s written all over your face and body.” Bob looked down and back up John’s body. “Not bad for your age, not bad at all, boss.”


    


    With his face turning bright red, John replied, “Ah, the steaks will burn, so I’ve got to turn your kind offer down.”


    


    “No worries, boss, the steaks are finished, and I put them in your oven on warm to keep them that way. Now, let me dry you down, and then I want you to lie down on the bed and let me work your muscles.”


    


    Stunned, John couldn’t think fast enough to analyze the situation or think of a proper response and then verbalize it. Bob moved quickly and rubbed both towels all over John’s body, including his ass and up and down both legs. The only area he didn’t dry off was John’s genitals.


    


    “Here, dry there and lie down on the bed. Before you know it, you’ll feel better, and we’ll be eating those steaks!”


    


    John walked over to the bed knowing that he should be angry with his subordinate, but somehow he wasn’t, not in the least bit. He lay down on his stomach and felt Bob climb onto his back and sit down on his ass. Strong hands spread out and began to massage John’s neck and shoulders, relaxing him to the point where he reacted with an audible moan of delight.


    


    Bob smiled and took that as a sign to continue his attention to his boss’s body, and he began to work his hands down John’s back, kneading the muscles, pushing in the right places, and stretching to the sides at other places.


    


    John felt a nudge in the crack of his ass from Bob’s nether regions and realized that the nudge was from Bob’s dick. Once more, he didn’t know how to react to a physical reaction on Bob’s part to his hands-on-body contact. Before John could decide what to do, Bob moved down.


    


    Instead of stopping at the beginning of John’s ass, Bob continued to rub and knead directly on the muscles there. It was the first time in a long time that John had felt another man touch him like that. It felt so good that John was determined to just enjoy it now and bring it up later, if he still felt like it.


    


    Bob finished with John’s ass and moved down to his thighs while he slid off the bed and bent over to finish the legs. When he was done, he said, “Now doesn’t that feel much better?”


    


    “Actually, yes, it feels a lot better. Would you get down to those steaks and pull them out before they’re all dried out?”


    


    “You bet, boss.”


    


    When John heard Bob leave the bedroom and bounce down the hallway, he rolled off the bed and his cock sprang out, erect. He quickly slipped on undershorts and then gym shorts and his T-shirt. He definitely didn’t want Bob to know just how much he had enjoyed the massage.


    


    



    


    



    


    As they finally sat down to eat, John was struggling to find a casual way to bring up the entire bedroom incident.


    


    “Damn, this is good. I guess it’s been a while since I’ve eaten meat,” Bob said, smiling at John. “Your back feeling good?”


    


    “Yes, thank you. But even though it does feel better, it really wasn’t proper for you to just presume that I would be comfortable with you being in the bedroom with me naked and then giving me a rub down. I was a little uncomfortable with the situation.”


    


    Bob put down his knife and fork and finished chewing the steak in his mouth. When he swallowed, he said, “Damn, that is the last thing I wanted to make you feel. I really just wanted to help you unwind from a stressful day. As I lay on the bank floor, I wondered how much stress you were experiencing having a brand new ‘baby’ agent inside a bank that was being held up. I figured you might be preparing for the news that they had found me out and shot me.


    


    “I’m truly sorry if I acted in any way that upset you in your bedroom. I only wanted to bring you comfort, and I thought you were enjoying what I was doing. Your breathing changed, you sighed a couple of times, especially when I worked your ass muscles, and now to hear you were uncomfortable… I’m sorry.”


    


    “I don’t wanna make a bigger deal out of it than I should; I did enjoy the massage very much. You’ve obviously had either training or have received many massages.”


    


    “Well, my former boyfriend was a physical therapist and taught me everything I know about massaging a man. Maybe I forgot some things he taught me.”


    


    John choked on a piece of meat, and when he was able to clear his throat, he said, “Your what? Did I hear you right? Did you say former boyfriend?” John asked with a look of shock on his face.


    


    “Yeah, boss, but don’t think what I did for you in there was anything but trying to help you. It wasn’t a sexual thing at all.”


    


    “You’re gay?”


    


    “Yeah, boss. I guess with my generation it isn’t that big of a deal anymore, and I’m not used to concealing the fact that I’m gay. I guess in your generation, it’s still a thing to be ashamed of?”


    


    “My generation? We’re not that fucking far apart in age! You make me sound like a great-grandfather. Does everyone at the office know?”


    


    “I haven’t mentioned it yet. Since it hasn’t come up, there’s been no need to disclose it. But from the day I spent with my partner, I figured that you might be gay. If you are, I’m not trying to take advantage of that fact in any way job-wise. I think you’re a hot man, and I wanted to help you out a bit.”


    


    “Whoa!” John put his silverware down now. “What was said in the day you spent with your partner that moved you to conclude I might be gay?”


    


    “Relax, boss; after all, the agency we work for was founded by a gay man. Everyone accepts that fact except for some of the conservative assholes who still say that Clyde Tolson was just a good friend.”


    


    “About that conversation?” John repeated, slightly uptight.


    


    “Oh, Win just said that you had lived with a guy roommate for a number of years until something happened, and that you have been alone since. He didn’t know of you dating or anything. The guys figure you’re just dedicated to the job, which excludes a social life for you. Are they right?”


    


    John went to the wet bar and poured some Grey Goose vodka into a glass with rocks and orange juice. He returned and sat back down at the table.


    


    “Go ahead and eat before it’s stone cold. I don’t usually talk about my personal life to anyone, but with you, I’m making an exception. Win Caulfield was right. For over thirteen years, I lived with a guy who was my lover. We were deeply in love and were very happy. He got sick, and it turned out to be pancreatic cancer. He died a year after being diagnosed. I’ve basically been alone for almost four years now.”


    


    “I’m so sorry. I really am! You don’t even date? Is it because you still love him or something like that?”


    


    “I don’t date because it’s damn hard for the head of an FBI field office to just go out to the local bar, which might be under surveillance for some reason. I can’t be photographed going in a gay bar alone and leaving with a man. I still love my Jimmy, and that will always be the case. I’ve been very lonely, but I throw myself into the job, and that helps. But days like today, I could definitely do without. If you had been killed, it might have ended my career with the Bureau.”


    


    “Why? They couldn’t have held you responsible for my death under those circumstances!”


    


    “No, not because of that. I would have been heartbroken to have lost a young man such as you on his second day on the job. It would have just been too damn much.”


    


    “It’s my cute ass, isn’t it?” Bob said, chuckling.


    


    “Ha! All of you is cute, but now that I’ve seen your ass up close and nude, I have to say, you’ve got one hell of a set of genes in you. Make sure you thank you parents every chance you get.”


    


    “So, did I really upset you by giving you the massage?”


    


    “You aroused me terribly, and I enjoyed it both for the relief it brought to tight muscles and also just to have physical contact with a male after so long. When your dick nudged me in the ass, I thought I would blow a load.”


    


    “Ah, yeah, sorry about that, but I got a little excited as I got nearer to your butt wondering if you would stop me. If you like, I’ll give you the rest of the massage after dinner. You know, your front?”


    


    “Bob, what are you saying?”


    


    “I’m saying that I want you to fuck my brains out and leave me wanting more. This has been a terrible day for me. I’ve killed my first, and hopefully last, human being and spent two hours on the hard floor of a bank not knowing if I’d be dead or alive at day’s end. You, sir, are a very handsome man who should have human contact as much as you desire it. I’ve always liked older men versus men my own age, and in fact, you are perfect for me.”


    


    John sighed, looked deep into Bob’s eyes across the table, and then looked down at the remains of dinner on his plate. “It isn’t that simple. I’m your supervisor. You report to me at the FBI. In fact, there’s a regulation against my fraternization with you because of our work status. You understand that?”


    


    “Yes, and ordinarily I would say that it was an outstanding regulation… an outstanding regulation for straights. Until the world grows up and accepts that human sexuality is not black and white but has shades in between, there have to be exceptions to that rule. You said it yourself, why can’t you just go to a bar and pick up a guy, or meet a potential boyfriend there. You and I would have to cover for a relationship.”


    


    “A relationship? We haven’t even had sex, and you have us in a relationship already!”


    


    “Boss, can I call you John when we’re in private like this?”


    


    “Yeah, considering everything we’re talking about….”


    


    “John, do I not please you physically? Don’t you like what you see?” Bob asked while pointing to himself.


    


    “You know damn well that you are a beauty of a man and that I was stunned by how good-looking you were when you walked into my office. So yes, I like everything about you, and now I’ve seen everything about you physically. You’re fucking perfect, which in and of itself is unfair to the rest of the male world!”


    


    “Okay, so I turn you on; you turn me on. Look, I promise you on my honor that I will never take advantage in any way of our personal relationship on the job. I will expect to be treated exactly the way you treat the others. No favors, nothing.”


    


    “Are you sure? Because if I agree to a physical relationship with you, I really can’t treat you any different than the rest of the office. If you fuck up, you’ll get dealt with the same way any other agent would be. You can’t call me John in the office until you’ve been there a while. You have to act like the usual rookie in the way you deal with the SAC. Understood?”


    


    “Yes, sir. May I clean up the table while you let Max out?”


    


    “Sure, just put the dishes in the dishwasher and make yourself a drink.”


    


    As John let Max out, he chastised himself for letting a relationship with an employee go in the direction it was headed. Was this a smart thing to do? On the other hand, John needed to fill the emptiness in his life, and Bob’s companionship would go a long way in healing the pain in his heart. No one could ever replace his lost lover, but John was sure that Jimmy wouldn’t expect him to remain a widower the rest of his life.


    


    God, what would it be like to have a regular sex life again? Having sex was a great way for dealing with stress. It was good for the heart, blood pressure, and, a man’s Achilles heel as he got older, the prostate gland. John was a top and never enjoyed the act of bottoming in butt sex, and he had made a mental note when Bob had said, “I want you to fuck my brains out.” So that part of the equation was probably a perfect match.


    


    As John waited for Max to come back to the door, Bob walked up behind him and put his arms around him and rested his head on John’s shoulder.


    


    “In case you were at all curious, it’s been a long time for me also as far as sex goes. As you know, the Academy is not conducive to any kind of social life that doesn’t further the pursuit of passing with honors. I know you’re anxious about a possible relationship with me, but I ask you to trust me. We both need this, and it has nothing to do with the job.”


    


    “Okay, Bob. Why don’t you take our drinks to the bedroom, and I’ll be in shortly.”


    


    A minute later, Max asked to be let inside, wagging his tail looking up at his daddy. John opened the door and in he came. John had begun to harden thinking about what he had seen of the young agent’s body, and he adjusted himself as he locked the doors in the house. He headed into the bedroom, where he closed the door to keep Max out in case the big dog mistook the sounds of moaning as an attack on his master.


    


    As John walked through the bedroom door, his breath caught in his throat. Lying on the bed in only his shorts, Bob was the sexiest man on earth, and the thought that he was going to fuck this sexy man made John’s shorts bulge out.


    


    “Is that for me?” Bob asked, nodding at John’s erection.


    


    “Well, it ain’t for Max,” John replied, smiling. “You look good enough to fucking eat.”


    


    “Thank you,” Bob said as he got off the bed. He took John into his arms and kissed him deeply and passionately. Bob pulled John’s T-shirt up over his head and then knelt in front of John to peel down the gray gym shorts and pull them off John’s feet, leaving his boss standing there in his briefs.


    


    As he looked directly at John’s bulge, Bob said, “That is a thing of beauty.” He leaned forward and left a trail of kisses along the ridge of John’s erection. He then began to suck on the head of John’s dick through the material, soaking the underwear with his saliva as John let out a little moan.


    


    Finally, Bob took the waistband of John’s Calvins in his teeth and pulled them down, allowing John’s dick to spring free. He then pulled them the rest of the way off and watched for a moment until John’s dick stopped bobbing around.


    


    “You’re beautiful, John, and I’m going to enjoy this immensely.” He put his hands on each ass cheek and then took the head of John’s dick into his mouth and began to suck it. He worked his way down the ample shaft, and when his nose was in John’s crisp pubic hair, he released the shaft slowly so that he could breathe. After Bob swallowed the hard-on a few more times, John drew him up off the floor and kissed him again.


    


    John slid Bob’s shorts off his body and watched Bob’s dick bob to and fro as he slid his hands down Bob’s back and onto his well-muscled ass cheeks. He gave them a squeeze and said, “We’d be more comfortable on the bed, I believe.”


    


    As they climbed onto the bed, John got on top of Bob and kissed him, using his tongue liberally. Bob ran his hands up and down John’s back, reaching as far as he could in order to caress John’s ass.


    


    John began to work his way down Bob’s body, not really taking his time, as he really wanted Bob in his mouth. When he got down to Bob’s groin, he noticed for the first time that Bob was closely trimmed, which made his dick look even bigger.


    


    As he fondled Bob’s balls, John bobbed up and down on Bob’s dick, enjoying it each time he felt Bob’s dick pop past the back of his mouth and into his throat. After a couple of minutes, John flipped Bob over onto his stomach.


    


    “My God, but your ass is beautiful. Michelangelo’s statue of David in Florence has nothing on you!”


    


    John moved up on Bob’s back and kissed his way back down his spine, ending at the ass crack. He then spread Bob’s ass cheeks apart and looked at the pink rosebud entrance. “I am going to fuck you so good that you’ll think you’ve never been fucked before tonight.”


    


    “I hope you can deliver on that brag,” purred Bob.


    


    “You’ll see shortly.”


    


    Overcome with lust and desire, John did something that he wasn’t fond of doing. He spread Bob’s ass cheeks again and planted his tongue on the object of his desire. He tried his best to tongue-fuck his bedmate as Bob began to moan, groan, and move under his lover for the night.


    


    John dragged his tongue down the rest of the crack and then took Bob’s balls into his mouth one at a time, rolling them around with his tongue. He released them and reached under Bob, pulling Bob’s dick back so he could lick the hard shaft and head.


    


    Too excited to prolong the sexual encounter, John reached into his nightstand and pulled out a condom along with a bottle of his favorite lube.


    


    “I’m sorry; I’ve got to have you. Do you mind?” John asked.


    


    “No, not at all. Just fuck me good. We have many more opportunities if you agree to make love, and then we both can take our time. Frankly, I’m in need of what you’re about to do as badly as you need to do it.”


    


    Smiling, John squirted lube onto his fingers and worked it deep into Bob’s ass before he put on the condom. He applied a liberal amount of lube on his cock and aligned himself with Bob’s entrance. He bent down and kissed each cheek and then began to press inward.


    


    He felt the head of his dick pop through into Bob’s ass and heard him draw a quick breath.


    


    “You okay?” John asked.


    


    “Yeah, you’re a little on the big side, and it’s been a while since I’ve had a man this way. I’m okay now, though; just go slowly, please.”


    


    John eased himself into Bob a little at a time until he was balls-deep in the very hot ass. John felt as if he had put his dick into a furnace as the heat told him that this was one sexed-up man he was about to fuck.


    


    Since he heard no words or other signals that Bob was in pain, he began to pull out and push back in. As the old feelings of fucking a guy flooded back into John’s head, he thought of his old lover and tried to push those thoughts out. He became lost in the fucking.


    


    “That feels incredible; I knew you would be a good fuck!” Bob exclaimed. “Do you mind if I flip over so I can look into your eyes as you screw me?”


    


    “Not at all,” John replied as he pulled partially out and flipped Bob over onto his back without his cock ever coming out of Bob’s ass. He resumed fucking Bob, now looking into his eyes when they weren’t closed.


    


    Bob began to jack off while John fucked him. Both men began to sweat from the intensity of the physical act as well as their lust. John continued to fuck Bob at varying speeds for almost fifteen minutes, and then he felt his climax building.


    


    “Are you close?”


    


    “Fuck yeah, if you can, pound my ass good and let ’er fly!”


    


    John smiled at hearing Bob’s response and reached down and lifted Bob’s ass up off the bed a little, slamming his cock into Bob without worrying about whether he’d be able to stop his climax. When Bob began to cum, his ass muscles clamped down on John, and that was all it took for John to begin his release.


    


    Both men were groaning, making strained noises as their climaxes peaked and finally ended with John collapsing on top of Bob. John was breathing heavily, feeling like every ounce of his energy had flowed out through his penis. When his dick popped out of Bob, he rolled over. Bob peeled off the used condom and wrapped it in a Kleenex before throwing it into the bedroom trashcan.


    


    As Bob climbed back on the bed, he found John was all smiles.


    


    “Did you enjoy that?” he asked.


    


    “Hell yeah!” John replied. “You’re lucky I didn’t blow the top of your head off when I came. My balls actually hurt from the force of it. And you? Was I a good fuck?”


    


    “Oh, no question at all on that score. I have a very content feeling for the first time in a year. You got a nice dick, and you do know how to use it. In fact, and I’m not bullshitting you, you’re probably the best I’ve ever had. Let’s just say you rang my bell good,” Bob said, lying down next to John and putting an arm over his chest.


    


    “Good. I’ve not had any practice lately, which is the main reason I couldn’t prolong our foreplay. Your ass drives me crazy, dude. I hope I didn’t hurt you.”


    


    “Hurt me? Hell, you could have fucked me twice as hard and I’d not complain. Your dick kept hitting the magic button on every thrust. Seriously, I am sexually satiated.”


    


    John just smiled as he moved his dick so that it hung down over his balls instead of lying across on his thigh.


    


    “I’m gonna sleep well tonight, thanks to you,” John said.


    


    “Speaking of that, can I sleep with you tonight?”


    


    John lifted his torso up and leaned back on his elbows. “That might be something that I’m not ready for yet. It’s not you, by any means; I’ve just got to get used to the fact that I’m active again, if you know what I mean.”


    


    “You’re referring to your deceased lover?”


    


    “Yeah, I am. Are you upset?”


    


    “No, not at all. No problem. Can we sleep together another time?”


    


    John pulled Bob toward him and kissed him gently on the lips. “Count on it, beautiful man.”


    


    



    


    



    


    The next morning they got up—having slept in separate beds—had coffee, and left for the office in separate vehicles. John skipped his stop at the Starbucks and went directly to the office. He was in a very elevated mood as he said good morning to all the usual people on his way to his office. The twenty-four-hour reports were waiting in the middle of his desk, and the daily routine began once more.


    


    The things that made this morning different from all the other mornings were that John had enjoyed great sex, relieved the tension of a bank robbery, and met someone who might possibly become his lover in the near future. He was going to put a lot of thought into that decision rather than just be guided by his dick.


    


    “Good morning, boss!” Ruth said as she stuck her head in the door.


    


    “Good morning, Ruth. Anything going on this morning?”


    


    “All’s quiet for the moment, but you know how that can go,” she replied.


    


    “Just look at yesterday!”


    


    “Boss, you look different this morning… I don’t know, full of life or something? Did something good happen last night?”


    


    “Oh, nothing too important. I might have met someone that will become important to me in my personal life. We’ll see, but keep that to yourself!”


    


    “Yes, sir,” she said and closed the door.


    


    As she was walking towards her desk, she heard whistling coming from over the partition that housed the newly hired agent. She walked around and looked in on Bob.


    


    “Good morning, Agent. You sound pretty cheerful for a man who could have bought the farm yesterday!”


    


    “Yeah, I am in a great mood. Had a date last night that went far better than I could have ever anticipated.”


    


    “Good for you. Geez, everyone seems to have had an exciting night but me. Isn’t that always the way it is. Where the hell are all the good men?” she asked as she went back to her desk.


    


    Sitting at their desks, both John and Bob were smiling and thinking good thoughts about life. It was a significant change from the day before.


    


    

  


  
    Age Is But a Number


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    It was a month after their passionate three day love-fest before Sgt. Brian King and patrolman Sean Baxter saw one another again. Brian had been sent out of state for a special training session, and both men were surprised by how much they’d missed each other during that time.


    


    Sean was being heavily pursued by two civilian friends and a fellow gay police officer. While Sean had briefly considered taking the other young cop up on his offer of “one night in Heaven,” he turned it down when Brian’s face flashed into his memory.


    


    Prince George’s County, Maryland was having a hot September and Brian’s return only added to the heat index. Just as Sean was getting into his car to go home at the end of his shift, his cell phone rang, and he saw Brian’s number flash up on the screen. Sean’s heart leaped in his chest and he quickly flipped open his phone. As he answered, he got himself under control.


    


    “This is Sean,” he said coyly.


    


    “It better be you answering your phone!” Brian said.


    


    “Hey, stud, you’re back! When did you get home?”


    


    “About an hour ago. If memory serves me correctly, you should be coming off your shift about now, right?”


    


    “Your memory is perfect, Sergeant. I’m done for the day.”


    


    “Tired?”


    


    “A little, but not too tired to come see you, if that’s why you’re asking.”


    


    “That’s why I’m asking. Wanna spend the night?”


    


    “Only if we can go swimming first!”


    


    “You dare bargain with your bodily gifts?”


    


    “Yep.”


    


    “Well, swimming goes without saying. Coming?”


    


    “Not at the moment but I hope to rectify that shortly,” Sean said with a laugh.


    


    “Good, get your stuff for the night and head on over. I’ll order a pizza.”


    


    “Sounds good. See ya within an hour.”


    


    As Sean hung up, he realized he was hard as a rock. Just talking to that man gets to me! Giving his crotch a quick squeeze in order to adjust himself, Sean drove a little faster to get home and reach the main event. Knowing he would be getting laid always put Sean in a great mood. He was just a little surprised that hearing from his sergeant and occasional lover put him in such a euphoric state.


    


    Once home, he quickly stripped out of his uniform, jumped into the shower, and then dressed in tight jeans and a T-shirt. He threw a few things into an overnight bag—including his off-duty weapon—and left his apartment in a hurry. Fifteen minutes later, he pulled into Brian’s driveway.


    


    Once Sean was inside, he and Brian embraced like long-lost lovers. Their kiss was deep and passionate with both men growing hard in their jeans.


    


    “Good to see you, Sean, and it looks like you’re glad to see me too,” Brian said, looking down at the prominent bulge in Sean’s jeans.


    


    “Yeah, you might have crossed my mind once or twice,” Sean replied before kissing Brian once more.


    


    “The pizza just got here; let’s eat while it’s hot!”


    


    “Okay, but I’m really in the mood to eat something else that’s hot,” Sean replied.


    


    Brian smiled. “All in good time, dear boy; all in good time.”


    


    They tore into dinner like they hadn’t eaten in a week. Before they knew it the pizza and beer were gone.


    


    “Come on, let’s go to the bedroom and change for our swim.”


    


    A few minutes later Sean was admiring the well-muscled curves of Brian’s ass as Brian’s towel dropped to the deck. Brian slid into the soothing water and when he surfaced and turned to watch Sean drop his towel and get into the pool, he was all smiles. Sean was hard at the sight of Brian getting into the pool naked, much to Brian’s delight. Sean swam over to Brian and once again they kissed as their hands slid up and down each other’s bodies.


    


    The water felt great as they floated and bobbed like a pair of corks.


    


    “How’s it been on the streets?” Brian asked.


    


    “Just the usual crap, nothing real serious. How was your training?”


    


    “Actually, for once it was really good. The FBI puts on a good course in anti-terrorism, and I’ve been asked to teach it at the academy once each class. I’ve kinda wanted to get involved in the academy and this is my chance.”


    


    “Will it take you off the streets?”


    


    “Only for two days each academy cycle. But I’ve been thinking about a couple things, Sean. I hope this doesn’t scare you away, but I’m developing feelings for you and while I don’t know if it’s mutual, I’m thinking it would be for the best if I had you transferred to another squad.”


    


    “You have feelings for me that rise above lust?” Sean asked with a smile.


    


    “Yeah, you could say that. But being honest, I’m also concerned about our age difference. I’m pushing forty, and you’re in your early twenties. Not sure that’s gonna work for us.”


    


    “First of all, I do have feelings for you also. I missed you terribly while you were gone. I had three offers of sex, one of which was from another cop. I turned them all down.”


    


    “Another cop? Who was it?”


    


    “Jenkins from Sergeant Kitner’s squad.”


    


    “Jenkins…oh, him! He’s pretty damn hot himself. He’s gay, huh?”


    


    “Yes, and forget about Jenkins! Anyway, he really came on strong, and I’ll admit I was tempted to let him have his way, but you came into my mind and my hormones died straight away. It’s obvious to me that you mean more to me than a great fuck. As for our age difference, if you’re afraid you can’t keep up with me in bed, well… that I understand.”


    


    “What? Keep up with you in bed? You little shit!” Brian said as he rose out of the water to dunk Sean under. Sean came up laughing and splashed water into Brian’s face.


    


    “Seriously, Brian, I’m not concerned about our age difference at all. You’re a hot man with a great body, and I’d be more than proud to be seen with you anywhere. If age is a problem, it’s all your hang-up.”


    


    “I guess the thing I have trouble with is that I’m almost twice your age. But I’ll work on that. You do have to be transferred from my supervision, though.”


    


    “You’re the boss,” Sean said as he moved in again and kissed Brian.


    


    “Damn, you make me hotter than fire, Sean.”


    


    “I know,” Sean replied with a smile. “That’s one reason why we’re so good in bed together.”


    


    “Only one reason?”


    


    “Yeah, another would be that I’m so good at sex!”


    


    Brian laughed and hugged the younger cop to his chest. “That you are.”


    


    “I want us to be boyfriends,” Sean said.


    


    “Boyfriends? As in exclusive? No other men get into our beds, that kind of boyfriends?”


    


    “No other men unless we both invite them,” Sean said with a laugh.


    


    “Are you sure? That’s kind of a big commitment, especially on your part. Guys aren’t knocking down my door to get friendly with me, but like you said, three guys tried to get it on with you while I was gone. You’d give up all that? For me?”


    


    “Yeah, if you’ll have me.”


    


    “Come on. We’re going inside,” Brian said.


    


    As Sean climbed out of the pool first, Brian couldn’t resist. He smacked Sean on the ass just before he stood up.


    


    “Ouch! Don’t tease me like that!”


    


    Brian laughed as he got out and picked up his towel. They dried off and walked to the house hand in hand. When they got inside they headed to the shower to wash off the chlorine and then headed to where Sean wanted to be all the time: the bedroom.


    


    Brian pulled the covers back on the bed and turned around to Sean. Sean stepped into Brian’s embrace as the two began to kiss. Brian ran his hands down Sean’s back and over the well-built ass, squeezing both cheeks and making Sean moan into Brian’s mouth.


    


    Both men were fully erect and gradually worked their way to the bed to fall back onto it with Sean on top. With his feet still flat on the floor, Brian enjoyed Sean’s tongue as it worked its way down onto his chest. Sean licked each nipple, sucking on them gently at first and then harder when they rose up to meet Sean’s hungry mouth. As he sucked on one nipple, Sean worked the other one with his thumb and forefinger, rolling and squeezing it, making Brian moan this time.


    


    When he had excited Brian’s nipples enough, Sean worked his way down Brian’s stomach to find the beginning of his treasure trail, and followed it lower until he hit Brian’s pubic line. Once there, Sean fondled Brian’s balls, rolling them gently between his fingers. Not being able to resist any longer, Sean ran his tongue up the underside of Brian’s shaft, savoring each inch as he went.


    


    When he reached the top, he licked all around the head of Brian’s dick, sending Brian into a series of moans and then pleas for Sean to swallow his cock. Sean picked up Brian’s erection, licked the other side of the shaft and then took the head into his mouth, sucking it while continuing to run his tongue around the circumference.


    


    Unable hold back any longer, Brian pushed Sean’s head down on his dick. Sean swallowed as much of the swollen member as he could before moving back up the shaft and taking a breath. Brian began to buck his hips up into Sean’s mouth, urging Sean to take it all. Giving it the yeoman’s try, Sean took all of Brian until his nose was resting in the hair surrounding Brian’s manhood.


    


    Brian greedily rested his hands on top of Sean’s head, keeping him there for a few moments. When he removed his hands, Sean drew up and off of Brian’s shaft. He traveled down to Brian’s low-hanging balls, hungrily licking each one and then moving his tongue over both at the same time.


    


    Sean was kneeling on the floor between Brian’s legs as he worked over Brian’s balls. Needing more, Sean moved Brian’s legs up and back, exposing Brian’s hole. Sean began to lick everything from his lover’s balls downward. Reaching the puckered orifice, Sean teased Brian at first by blowing on the entrance, making Brian’s balls move up toward the shaft, covered in goose bumps. Finally, he gave into his urges and flicked his tongue over the opening, sending Brian into a fit of moans and urgent pleas for Sean not to stop.


    


    Sean dove into the target of his lust, repeatedly driving the point of his tongue as deeply as he could into the quivering orifice. Brian was shaking and yelling at Sean to never stop. Sean relentlessly teased the numerous nerve endings gathered at this location of the human anatomy and only stopped to roll Brian over onto his stomach.


    


    Looking down at the well-muscled back and ass achieved through aerobic exercise, Sean ran his tongue over both cheeks, nibbling as he went. Finally, he ran his tongue up the crack of Brian’s ass, and then separated the cheeks once again. He fully exposed the sensitive orifice that drove men crazy when treated just right.


    


    Sean once again lapped at the twitching entrance, resulting in renewed moaning and extravagant promises of giving the world to Sean in thanks for this extreme pleasure. When Sean had the sudden urge to ram his cock into that same orifice, he backed off and slid onto the bed next to the grateful man he had just partially serviced.


    


    “That was fan-fucking-tastic, stud, thank you. Now let me show you how much I enjoyed that. Stand at the edge of the bed,” Brian ordered.


    


    As Sean did as he was told, Brian flipped over onto his back and moved his body so that his head was hanging over the edge of the bed, face up. He pulled Sean in so that Sean’s balls were dangling directly above his mouth and then he went to work.


    


    He licked Sean’s balls and took them one at a time into his mouth, gently sucking on them. He then ran his tongue along the strip between Sean’s balls and asshole, stopping short of repaying Sean for the pleasure he had been given. Brian moved back slightly on the bed so that his open mouth and throat could accommodate Sean’s erection.


    


    “Fuck my throat, stud,” Brian commanded.


    


    Sean smiled and pushed his hard-on down so that he could ease his dick into the gaping mouth that waited for it. He slowly pushed it all the way in, breaching Brian’s throat with his balls resting on Brian’s nose. He knew that Brian couldn’t breathe with a cock cutting off his airway, so he pulled out and thrust back in. As he fucked Brian’s face, he watched as Brian slowly jerked off. Sean moved his hands to Brian’s nipples and tweaked them repeatedly as he thrust in and out faster. Brian’s moans grew louder with his increasing enjoyment of his favorite position when servicing Sean.


    


    When Sean felt his orgasm begin to build, he slowed down dramatically, eliciting a moan of protest from Brian.


    


    “I’m gonna cum, baby, and I don’t wanna do that yet,” Sean offered as an explanation.


    


    Brian took his hands off his dick and ran them down Sean’s ass. In response, Sean withdrew his pulsing cock from Brian’s mouth and stepped forward once more. Brian parted Sean’s cheeks and pulled Sean down onto his mouth where he hungrily tongue-fucked Sean’s opening, making sure to get it soaked with his saliva. Brian had every intention of fucking that beautiful ass good and hard, which made him eat Sean out all the more enthusiastically.


    


    Sean’s dick was now pointing toward the ceiling, and he knew it wasn’t going to take much more to push him to the point of no return. Sean stepped back and away from Brian’s very talented tongue. “Fuck me,” Sean said as he looked down into Brian’s eyes.


    


    Brian was up and off the bed so fast that Sean swore he felt a breeze. He gave his lover a pleased smile as Brian reached for him.


    


    Brian guided Sean to the bed and put him face down in the pillows. Quickly, Brian took out a condom and lube. He rolled on the condom, spread Sean’s ass cheeks and applied a generous amount of lubricant to the already wet orifice before spreading it all over his cock.


    


    “I’m gonna fuck you like you deserve to be fucked,” Brian said in a very throaty voice.


    


    “Do me right, baby,” Sean replied happily.


    


    With very little effort, Brian guided his cock down into the entrance of Sean’s ass. He began to push inward, feeling the initial resistance from Sean’s sphincter muscle but slowly pushing past it. After no protest was heard from Sean, Brian continued to ease all the way in until he was balls-to-ass deep.


    


    “Fuck, that feels so fucking good, Sean.”


    


    “Feels good for me too. When you slid over my prostate I thought I would lose it. Now fuck me, stud.”


    


    Brian needed no further encouragement. He began by moving in and out slowly, making sure that Sean’s ass was well-adjusted to the intrusion of his dick.


    


    “Faster, damn it!”


    


    “As you wish, my darling,” Brian replied as he went into full fucking mode. Since Sean was on his stomach, Brian was able to lift really high and slam back down, driving Sean into the mattress. The audible slap, slap, slap their bodies made on the downward thrust added an aural element to the excitement of the sex.


    


    Sean began to moan and urge his lover on as Brian pounded into his well-built ass. “That’s it; fuck me into next week,” he urged, his head turning side to side on the pillows in reaction to the continued fucking.


    


    Brian’s head began to swim from the extreme pleasure he was feeling at totally dominating this young stud who was apparently falling in love with him. When he felt the start of his climax he pulled out suddenly, making Sean complain loudly. Brian flipped Sean over, threw Sean’s legs over his shoulders and with one thrust was once again buried balls-deep in Sean’s ass.


    


    “I wanna see deep into your eyes when I cum,” Brian said as he picked up thrusting speed once more.


    


    As Brian fucked Sean, Sean began to stroke his own cock, enjoying the feel of Brian’s dick penetrating deeply into his ass. They locked eyes and their gazes never wavered as Brian built up to his climax. Sean heard Brian’s breathing increase in rapidity and knew the end was near. Sean began to contract his ass muscles, rhythmically squeezing Brian’s cock and enhancing his lover’s pleasure.


    


    As Brian’s climax began, he made no effort this time to stop it, thrusting in and out as fast as he could. When he began squirting into Sean’s ass, he threw his head back and moaned loudly. A few precious seconds of indescribable pleasure seemed like an hour-long climax as his body shook from the power of the feelings flowing through him.


    


    Finally, he collapsed down upon Sean, his chest heaving as he tried to regain control over his breathing. Sean had wrapped his legs around Brian’s lower back, keeping him inside as long as he could. As Brian relaxed against his chest, Sean placed gentle kisses on his neck and face. “That was good, baby, that was really fucking good!” he said breathlessly.


    


    Brian turned his head so that he was looking down at Sean’s face once more and smiled.


    


    “I’ll say it was good. I thought my balls were going to pop off. I came so hard my nuts ache right now, and it takes a lot to do that to them.”


    


    They kissed as Brian slipped out of Sean’s ass and Sean lowered his legs, releasing his hold on Brian. Brian slid down Sean until he found his cock, gleaming with pre-cum, and swallowed Sean all the way down.


    


    Sean gasped. “It’s not going to take much, hon; I’m on the edge now,” he warned.


    


    Brian began to suck Sean’s cock with a firm steady suction. This was no “give ’em pleasure and back off” sucking, this was “gimme your load, stud” sucking. Brian’s head bobbed up and down rapidly and when he saw Sean’s balls move up, he knew any second now he would be receiving Sean’s load.


    


    “Ah, fuck, hon, I’m gonna cum!” Sean moaned loudly.


    


    Brian sucked all the harder until he felt Sean’s entire body go rigid and lift slightly off the bed. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shot into Brian’s mouth and throat. All in all, Brian counted twelve spurts of hot liquid, and he managed to swallow it all. Brian wasn’t going to let one drop of Sean’s life-giving fluid go to waste.


    


    As Sean began to go soft, Brian continued to suck and milk his cock. Brian just couldn’t bring himself to release what he considered a great source of passion and joy. Finally, he took hold of Sean’s flaccid penis, licked the slit, kissed the head and let it drop down onto Sean’s flat belly.


    


    “That was one helluva blow job, guy. Talk about aching nuts!” Sean said.


    


    Brian rolled over onto his side and smiled at Sean. “Damn, you taste good.”


    


    “Yeah? Well, feel free to go to the tap for a drink anytime you want,” Sean said with a laugh.


    


    “I fully intend to, boyfriend.”


    


    “Boyfriend? You mean the answer is yes?”


    


    “That’s what it means. But, one warning: if you cheat on me even once, I won’t kick your ass and I won’t kick the other guy’s ass. We’ll just be through for good. Now, to be fair here, if there’s a guy who comes along that you just have to have because he is so fucking hot you wouldn’t be a man if you didn’t fuck him… well, him you can talk to me about, and if I agree, we fuck him. If I don’t agree, he goes on his merry way untouched. Can you agree with that?”


    


    “What if you find a man who comes along like that, what then?”


    


    “Same rule. I bring him to your attention and if you say no, then that means no.”


    


    Sean smiled and moved in to kiss his boyfriend.


    


    “Wait! Are we in agreement from this second forward?” Brian demanded to know.


    


    “Yes, we are in full agreement,” Sean said. “Now can I fucking kiss you?”


    


    “Yes.”


    


    They kissed and held each other, falling asleep in each other’s arms, and they didn’t wake up until the sun rose.


    


    



    


    The next morning they woke up and untangled themselves, kissed and got out of bed. Both men took a shower—separately, so that Brian could make breakfast while his young boyfriend washed. As they ate breakfast, Sean was starry-eyed when he looked at Brian.


    


    


    


    “If you keep looking at me like that, I’m gonna think something is hanging out of my nose,” Brian said.


    


    “Oh, sorry, hon. It’s just you’re my first real boyfriend, and I can’t believe I got so lucky.”


    


    “Oh, knock it off, dude. I’ll admit I’m not bad in the looks department, but I can’t hold a candle to you. You’ve also got one thing I don’t have….”


    


    “Well, it certainly isn’t a big dick, so what is it?”


    


    “Youth.”


    


    “Oh, not that again. I wish you would stop being so insecure about that. It really doesn’t bother me in the slightest. In fact, I think I’m lucky that you’re a bit older.”


    


    “Lucky? In what way?”


    


    “Well, in bed for one. You’re very experienced, and you’re teaching me new things. Most guys my age are still learning, and they’re just not as fulfilling as you because all they really want is to get off and they forget about the other guy.”


    


    “Name me one thing that I’m teaching you.”


    


    “Okay. How to delay my climax for one thing. And for me that’s a big deal. A lot of guys pop off the minute they feel your tongue hit their pecker. You’ve taught me how to recognize when my partner is nearing his climax, how to delay it, what to do to make it better. Younger guys just don’t know that stuff and it’s only going to make our sex lives even better than it already is, don’t you think?”


    


    “Okay, I’ll give you that. It took me a while to learn to control my climax and of course, the longer you last, the more enjoyment you get from the session. Do you know how proud I’ll be to have you on my arm at gay events like political functions? Do you realize that I have an invitation to the next Presidential ball and that I’m allowed to bring a guest? You are going to look so incredibly hot in a tux; it makes me hard just to think about it. I know all eyes will be on us, and they’ll be thinking ‘How did that old man get that hot young stud?’”


    


    “Okay, we’ve both been blessed with the right genes in the looks department, not to mention in the equipment department. But I think it’s because our personalities go together so well that we’re gonna last a long time. We get each other, I think. For example, I know that you’re the boss in our personal lives, but I also know that if I feel strongly about something, you’re going to give it a lot of thought before dismissing it. Right?”


    


    “No question about that. As far as I’m concerned, you’re an equal partner, and we’ll see how far this thing goes. I don’t look at things as if I were the boss. This isn’t the job, where I am the boss. What you want is going to go a long way with me.


    


    “We’re pretty damn compatible in bed, which is not something all couples can say. We both make good money; I make a little more with my sergeant’s pay, but you can too one day. We’ve already established that we complement each other physically in the looks department. So, I feel we have a great chance of making it as a couple as long as the age thing doesn’t get in the way, and I’m gonna take your word that it makes no difference to you. My only real concern in that case is: what will it be like when I’m sixty and you’re forty two? Am I gonna have to worry then about you hooking up?”


    


    “I can’t answer for that far in the future, hon. I’d be dishonest if I said I could and honesty is really important in a relationship. What will make a big difference is whether or not we have moved our relationship beyond the boyfriend-lover stage.”


    


    “You mean like if we’re married?”


    


    “That’s exactly what I mean. It’s far too early to even think about that, but in the future we’re discussing, we should be married if we’re still feeling about each other the way we are now.”


    


    “Agreed, and I see what you mean. We’ll talk about all that in, say, four or five years. Is that cool?”


    


    “That’s perfect,” Sean said.


    


    “What about living together? We need to be careful because of the job. When is the lease up on your apartment and do you want to live together?” Brian asked in a rush of words.


    


    “I agree we have to be careful with the department and my lease has five months to run yet. My suggestion is that I continue to live in my apartment through the end of the lease. I can stay with you on our breaks, and we’ll keep a low profile with the department. I don’t wanna chance anyone accusing you of giving me good evaluation reports because I’m sucking your dick.”


    


    “That reminds me. I’m gonna call Sergeant Kitner and make arrangements for you to be transferred over there. Listen to him; he’s a good sergeant and knows this job as well as I do, if not better. If you get into some kind of jam, make sure I know about it. Now the trick is, since he’s Baker sector, I gotta try and get you put over there when the shift matches with mine so that we’re off at the same time. Otherwise, we’re never gonna have any time together.”


    


    “When are you going to talk to him?”


    


    “Right now.”


    


    Sean watched as Brian sat down in the living room and picked up the phone.


    


    Brian dialed the station and asked to speak with Kitner.


    


    “Sergeant Kitner.”


    


    “Randy, Brian King here.”


    


    “Yeah, Brian, what can I do for you?”


    


    “Favor, if you would. I’d like to transfer a bright new rookie over to you. I think it would be good for the both of you.”


    


    “Oh, who is it?”


    


    “Sean Baxter. He’s a good kid and works hard. He’d be an asset for your squad.”


    


    “Can I ask why you wanna transfer him if he’s such a good cop?”


    


    “Yeah, sure. I think training him in Baker sector will be good for him and the department. I think we got a really good young cop on our hands and I’d like to see him get ahead.”


    


    “Okay, sounds reasonable. He can start next Monday if you put the paperwork through by tomorrow afternoon.”


    


    “Consider it done, and thanks for giving the kid a hand.”


    


    Brian walked back into the kitchen smiling and hugged Sean. “He agreed if I get the paperwork in by tomorrow afternoon. Not gonna chance something happening to louse up tomorrow, so I’ll go into the station today and take care of the paperwork. You report to Sergeant Kitner next Monday.”


    


    Sean broke into a broad smile. “While I’m happy that I’m gonna get to police in Baker sector, I’m gonna miss you watching over my shoulder. But I know we have to do this, so I’ll make it work.”


    


    “I expect nothing less from you. Aside from being a smart, handsome guy, you’re also extremely competent and I know you’ll do well. I’m gonna change now so that I can get this all taken care of today. Can you clean up the kitchen while I’m gone? Just pile the dishes into the dishwasher and wipe down the counters, okay, hon?”


    


    Sean responded by giving his new boyfriend a kiss and a squeeze of his ass.


    


    



    


    



    


    Six days later, Sean reported to his new squad and was assigned to a solo cruiser. His reputation preceded him because of a shooting he’d been involved in. A few of the men looked at him with extreme respect because he had been tested under gunfire and passed the test.


    


    With Brian back working in his old squad, he and Sean saw very little of each other during the week. They did, however, manage to end up on the same shift so that their weekends matched, and Sean continued the habit of packing for his two or three day weekends at Brian’s. They fell deeper in love with each other, even though the words hadn’t been spoken yet.


    


    The first weekend they shared after Sean’s transfer, Sean wanted to go out.


    


    “Hon, can we go dancing tonight?” he asked.


    


    “Where did you have in mind?” Brian replied.


    


    “How about Avenue Q? They have great dance music, rarely a cover charge, and your car is generally safe in that neighborhood.”


    


    “Okay, that’s a deal. When do you wanna go?”


    


    “Let’s try and get down there about eleven. No sense in getting there too early and being the only ones in the place. The D.C. boys like to start late and finish even later with breakfast.”


    


    “Okay, let’s go to dinner in D.C. and then go to the bar afterward. We’ll eat light and then hit the bar; sound good?”


    


    “Deal. Let’s take a nap so that we don’t end up falling asleep on the dance floor.”


    


    Brian smiled. “I’ll take a nap with you anytime.”


    


    Sean laughed. “Can we save the type of nap you’re talking about until after we come home from the bar? I’ll be nice and boozy and easy to take advantage of if you want.”


    


    “Okay, sex after the bar,” Brian said as he smiled. “Let’s go lie down.”


    


    “Lead the way, dear.”


    


    Three hours later they got up, showered, and dressed for dinner and the bar. For Sean, this meant a tight pair of Levi’s 501 jeans, a black T-shirt, socks and loafers. A gold chain hung around his neck to complete the look. He checked in the mirror to make sure he looked good and adjusted his junk so that he showed just a hint of what lay beneath the denim.


    


    Dressing for the bar for Brian meant a polo shirt, black slacks, socks, and loafers. Both men looked great but Sean definitely looked sexier.


    


    Once at the bar, they were on the dance floor before even ordering drinks. The music was the best and Brian was captivated by the way Sean’s body moved to the beat. Sean moved so well that at times, Brian wasn’t sure Sean’s back and hips were even connected.


    


    After three songs, they found a table, sat down, and ordered drinks. Sean ordered a screwdriver and Brian ordered his favorite—scotch on the rocks. As they waited for their drinks, they watched the other men dancing. Many of them danced as well as Sean and Brian and were entertaining to watch. They noticed a man watching Sean from the dance floor.


    


    The stranger looked to be in his early twenties, around six feet tall, one hundred and sixty five pounds, with sandy colored hair and green eyes. When he saw that Sean was watching him, he removed his shirt so everyone could admire his broad well-built chest and six-pack abs.


    


    When he ignored the man he was dancing with, it became obvious that he was dancing for Sean’s pleasure, moving as suggestively as possible. Sean had to admit that the guy was really built and had one great ass on him.


    


    Brian didn’t seem to take notice of the act unfolding in front of him as he watched some guys dancing on the opposite side of the floor. When the half-naked dancer actually grabbed his crotch for Sean, Sean broke off his admiring stare and shifted to the other side of the dance floor as well.


    


    The longer the night went on, the hotter it got in the club. The hotter it got, the more shirts came off, until almost no one was wearing anything above the waist except the occasional hat. The dance floor was filled with bare-chested men covered in sweat from both the exertion and the heat.


    


    “Honey, do you care if I go bare-chested?” Sean asked. “It’s hot as hell in here.”


    


    “No, go ahead. I agree it’s fucking hot, but at least they banned smoking in the bar and that makes the heat tolerable,” Brian replied.


    


    “Come on; let’s dance,” Sean said.


    


    As they walked onto the crowded dance floor, all eyes were on Sean. While Sean didn’t have a serious six-pack, his body was well-defined and you could tell that with just a little work, Sean could have the kind of body that should be in magazines.


    


    As Sean and Brian began to dance, the other guys continued to watch the handsome pair and gave them more room to move. The DJ played a moldy oldie by Barry Manilow, “Copacabana.” This song called for a lot of hip action and Sean had it nailed down tight.


    


    By the time they left the dance floor, Sean was covered in sweat like the others and Brian’s polo shirt showed wet patches both front and back.


    


    “Why don’t you take off your shirt and be more comfortable?” Sean asked.


    


    “It makes me too self-conscious,” Brian replied.


    


    “Your body is fantastic; show it off, honey!”


    


    Brian smiled at the compliment and finally gave into the heat and removed his shirt. The thing Sean noticed almost immediately was that Brian didn’t shave his chest like most of the men in the bar. He had a fine layer of hair that lightly covered his pecs and formed a tuft in between that traveled down his stomach in a line that continued in his treasure trail. It gave Brian a very manly appearance, and Sean sprouted wood just looking at his boyfriend.


    


    Sean got off on seeing Brian showing off his virility in that setting and was proud to be seen with him. Sean shaved his chest completely which was the trend for guys his age. Together, they were one hell of a sexy-looking duo.


    


    Sean got up, grabbed Brian’s hand, pulled him out onto the floor, and began to dance. Brian smiled as his eyes traveled down his boyfriend’s fine body until they reached the prominent outline of Sean’s erection running down the right side of his jeans. When he looked back up to Sean’s face, he found Sean smiling as he moved in close enough to be heard.


    


    “Sorry, but when you took off your shirt, my dick got hard. You are so fucking hot, Brian. I can’t stand it. I want you to fuck me right here on the dance floor.” Sean reached down and squeezed Brian’s crotch.


    


    A look of shock spread over Brian’s face but quickly faded as he saw how sexy the situation had become. He glanced down once more at Sean’s hard dick. When he found that he was becoming aroused too, he shut his eyes as he danced and forced his mind to concentrate on the music.


    


    Sean smiled as he noticed Brian’s bulge increasing in size and knew it was going to be a night of hot sex when they got home.


    


    The interaction between the two hadn’t gone unnoticed by others. The more the spectators watched the less they danced, and some ended up just moving in place instead of actually dancing. All of the guys noticed Sean’s hard-on and the saliva was running freely.


    


    One guy in particular was transfixed by the sight. The same guy who had grabbed his crotch earlier was staring at Sean wantonly. He paid no attention to Brian until he saw Sean reach down and grab Brian’s dick. The guy was in heat in more ways than one.


    


    The drinks began to have an effect on Brian. When he opened his eyes and saw that Sean was still hard, he moved in closer and ran his hand over Sean’s erection. His touch sent an electrical pulse through Sean that almost made him cum right there on the dance floor. Smiles crossed the faces of a dozen men who were thrilled at seeing the two studs interact in such a personal way. Only one of them moved closer to the couple until he was dancing right next to Brian, facing Sean so he could enjoy the sight of Sean’s cock.


    


    Brian didn’t notice but Sean did. At first Sean smiled, trying to be pleasant and let the guy get a good look at his junk, but when the stranger cut in so that he stood between Sean and Brian, Sean acted before Brian had a chance.


    


    Sean stopped dancing, physically moved the guy out of their personal space, and shot him a look that said “Fuck off.” The guy took the hint and stayed a few feet away as Sean began to dance once more. Brian merely smiled. He was having a great time and wouldn’t let some dickhead spoil it for him and his boyfriend. Sean was upset enough that his erection finally died and his prominent bulge went back to being just a regular bulge.


    


    When the song ended, Sean took Brian by the hand and they went back to their table. “I hope that ass didn’t upset you!” he shouted over the music.


    


    “Nah, I knew you’d handle him since it was you he was all hot and bothered over,” Brian responded with a laugh. Brian truly wasn’t upset by the incident at all, proving he had total confidence in his new boyfriend.


    


    “I’ve got to hit the bathroom. Be right back,” Sean said.


    


    Across the room, a man with a pair of bloodshot eyes watched Sean head to the men’s room. He pushed himself off the bar and followed.


    


    As usual, Sean had to wait for a urinal to use as the bathroom was always crowded at a bar. Finally, one opened up and Sean moved into use it. After he pulled himself out to piss, a hand reached around and grabbed his dick. Sean was so shocked that he pissed all over the hand that grabbed him. When he shot his head around to see who had just sexually assaulted him, he found himself staring into the eyes of the guy from the dance floor.


    


    “Are you fucking nuts? Get the fuck away from me, or I’ll mop up the floor with you!” Sean warned.


    


    Sean tried to hurry up the reason he went into the men’s room in the first place, and when he finished, he zipped up quickly. Turning around with a look of death in his eyes, he saw that the guy had backed off and was leaning against the wall. Sean washed his hands and then walked over, realizing that this moron was going to have to be dealt with in no uncertain terms.


    


    “Are you fucking nuts? You looking to have your ass kicked? Who the fuck do you think you are, grabbing a guy like that?”


    


    “Calm down, stud. You got me all hot out there on the dance floor, and I just had to cop a feel of that rock-hard dick I saw.” There was a slurred edge to his voice when he spoke.


    


    “This cock is for my boyfriend and him only; you understand, asshole?”


    


    “Look, why don’t you leave that old man and come find out what a real man is like in bed? I’ll tear that cock of yours up!”


    


    That did it. The drunk had crossed a line that Sean would not let be crossed. Before he could stop himself, he hauled off and nailed the guy so hard on the chin that the drunk flew across the room and ended up on the floor by the urinals. Without thinking about it, he walked over to the guy, pulled his dick out and finished urinating all over his molester.


    


    The rest of the guys in the bathroom who had witnessed it all and knew the drunk was way out of line joined in on the fun. When Sean left the men’s room, five guys were using the prone drunk as a urinal.


    


    When Sean got back to the table, he was visibly upset. Brian noticed abrasions on Sean’s knuckles and instinctively knew what had happened.


    


    “Did that asshole follow you into the men’s room?”


    


    “Yep. When I left, he was on the floor with guys pissing all over him. We’d better go,” an apologetic Sean said.


    


    Brian asked no further questions for the moment, and they got up and left the club. Outside, the fresh air brought both men down off their club high and after getting into the car, Sean began to relate what had happened. When he got to the part of the guy grabbing his dick, Brian put his foot on the brake.


    


    “No, it’s okay,” Sean said quickly. “He may have copped a feel of my dick, but it cost him. After I decked him, I pissed on him and the other guys in there did the same thing. How he is going to walk out of that bathroom drenched in piss is beyond me.”


    


    Sean left out the insult to Brian. He thought it might create some insecurity in his boyfriend, and he wasn’t going to let that happen again.


    


    “I kinda wish I had seen that. He just lay there on the floor as you whipped out your cock and whizzed on him?”


    


    “Yeah. He knew if he got up, I was gonna knock him right back down. I thought about arresting him for sexual assault but this was far more satisfying.”


    


    Brian laughed for a good minute. “Fantastic, hon. You’re good at meting out justice, but don’t make decking guys a habit. We’re cops; we’re not supposed to be breaking the law.”


    


    “So should I have arrested that shithead instead?”


    


    “No, that would have been a bad move. We would have had to call the D.C. cops to take him, and then reports would have been filed and our department would have been notified, and it would come out that all of this took place inside a gay dance club. No, I think you handled it about as well as you could, although pissing on the guy was probably overkill.” Brian laughed once more.


    


    “Yeah, well, he deserved it, believe me. He’s lucky I didn’t break his jaw.”


    


    “Okay, tough guy, it’s over. Let’s go home and fuck our brains out.”


    


    “Now that is the best suggestion I’ve heard all night!”


    


    A few minutes later Brian was chuckling once more.


    


    “What’s funny now?” Sean asked as he reached over and ran his hand over Brian’s crotch.


    


    “I just can’t stop picturing you standing over the asshole and pissing on him.”


    


    “Well, he’s lucky I had mostly emptied my bladder before I decked him. But the other guys made up for it.”


    


    Brian laughed loudly once more.


    


    When they got home, they were tearing each other’s clothes off as they went up the stairs to the second floor. Instead of going to the bedroom, they jumped into the shower to wash off the sweat that had accumulated on their bodies from dancing. Once that was accomplished, they ran into the bedroom, where they hit the bed and began to kiss like teenagers.


    


    “Brian, you were so hot tonight on the dance floor and when you ran your hand over my dick, I almost came then and there.”


    


    “I couldn’t help myself. You were half naked, sporting a hard-on and looking at me like you wanted to fuck me right then and there,” Brian replied.


    


    “Ah, but I did. That’s exactly what was going through my mind as I watched you dance. You move very sensuously on the dance floor and it turns me on so fucking much.”


    


    Sean quickly slid down and began to suck Brian’s cock without any fooling around on the way. This was going to be a super passionate need to be quickly sated with an orgasm. Brian ran his hand through Sean’s hair, moaning as Sean worked his cock for all it was worth. Sean played with Brian’s balls as he bobbed his head up and down, hungry for his lover’s climax.


    


    Through his moans, Brian managed to utter, “Stop—I’m gonna cum!”


    


    Sean not only didn’t stop, he sucked all the harder, milking his lover’s cock with his mouth and both hands. As he jerked and sucked Brian, Sean saw Brian’s balls move up to hug the base of his shaft and shortly after that he heard the moaning and heavy breathing that signaled a climax was in progress.


    


    Sean felt the first spurt of cum hit the back of his throat and increased the speed of his sucking and jerking, enjoying spurt after spurt of Brian’s juices, swallowing as fast as he could. When Brian sank back down on the bed and the moaning died, leaving only the sound of heavy breathing, Sean slowed down on his sucking, savoring each remaining drop he coaxed out of Brian’s cock.


    


    When he took his mouth off Brian and slowly jerked his now softening dick, he looked to see if there were any more droplets showing. When one appeared, he quickly licked the drop off Brian’s cock, and then put his dick down so that it lay over his balls.


    


    Sean watched Brian’s chest heave up and down, gradually slowing. Sliding up alongside his lover, he ran his hand over Brian’s hairy chest. Brian turned toward Sean and smiled.


    


    “That was one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had, dear. Whatever got you in the mood to suck cock like that? We’re gonna patent it and sell it and become billionaires.”


    


    “I was hungry for you and had to have you right away. I needed to taste your essence and it was good,” Sean said with a smile.


    


    Sean lay across Brian’s stomach and began to stroke his own erection, slowly at first. Brian reached up and tweaked Sean’s nipple, which always drove his lover crazy.


    


    “Move up so I can suck your big dick, babe,” Brian said.


    


    Sean complied, and when Brian opened his mouth, Sean fed him his dick and began to rock back and forth.


    


    “Fuck, that feels good, Brian. I love watching my dick disappear into your mouth.”


    


    Brian fondled Sean’s balls as he was being face-fucked and looked surprised when Sean withdrew from his mouth.


    


    “Why’d you do that?”


    


    “’Cause I wanna jerk off all over your damn fine chest, that’s why.”


    


    “Okay, hang on a second,” Brian said as he reached into the night stand and pulled out the lube. He applied a good amount to two of his fingers and then reached under Sean’s balls where he found Sean’s entrance. He worked in one finger and began to finger-fuck his boyfriend. When he added the second finger, Sean began to jerk off again.


    


    “Oh damn, that feels fine, honey; I wish it were your cock!” Sean exclaimed.


    


    As Sean began to jerk off faster, Brian increased the speed with which he drove his fingers up Sean’s tight ass. When Sean was practically screaming, Brian rammed his fingers up Sean as far as they could go and left them there.


    


    That was all Sean needed to begin his climax. Spurt after spurt flew from Sean’s cock, the first shot landing all over Brian’s face, the second shot landing in Brian’s open mouth, and the rest landing on his chest, matting itself into Brian’s chest hair. Brian counted thirteen spurts in all, which was a record for any man that Brian had ever been with in bed.


    


    Sean wiggled on Brian’s fingers, getting the last bit of enjoyment out of his prostate massage.


    


    “Damn, I sure made a mess of your chest hair,” Sean said with a laugh when Brian finally withdrew his fingers.


    


    Brian bent his head down so that he could see. Droplets of cum were running down the hairs on his chest until they coated his skin. He ran his tongue around his mouth, licking up any cum that he had missed from the two shots that hit his face.


    


    Sean climbed off Brian’s chest and went to get a wet washcloth. When he brought it back, Brian wiped his fingers off and then began to wipe his chest. When he was sufficiently cleaned up, both men headed to the shower once more.


    


    Under the hot spray, they took their time and washed each other’s chests, backs, ass cracks, and saved for last, their cocks. They spent extra time cleaning their shafts and when Sean became fully erect, it was obvious that he needed to get off again. Brian rinsed Sean off thoroughly, got down on his knees in the shower, and began to suck Sean’s meaty cock once more.


    


    He alternated between licking Sean’s hanging balls and going down on the shaft. At one point, Sean took Brian by the back of the head and face-fucked him good. Brian struggled to take all of Sean down his throat but was able to give him a good sucking.


    


    Sean warned Brian, “I’m gonna cum already.”


    


    Brian answered by putting his hands on Sean’s ass and holding him in place as Sean thrust his cock in and out of Brian’s mouth until he climaxed again. Brian swallowed Sean’s entire second load, ending by licking every inch of Sean’s now softening cock. He finished by running his tongue over Sean’s balls that were descending back down to their normal position. He then took Sean’s flaccid dick in his mouth and backed off with a final sucking to get every drop.


    


    When he let Sean’s dick flop down in front of his balls, Brian stood up and embraced his lover. He ran his hands down over Sean’s ass, squeezing the cheeks one more time.


    


    “Do you wanna fuck me?” Sean asked.


    


    “Nah, I’m good. I love your taste when you cum, and I never get tired of feeling your ass.”


    


    “Okay, but you just blew me, so I’ve cum twice. Do you wanna go again? I’d really like to get you off another time.”


    


    “You sure? You don’t have to just because I was greedy and needed your dick in my mouth again.”


    


    “No, I’m sure. Fuck me, boyfriend, okay?”


    


    “Right here?” Brian asked.


    


    “Right here,” Sean replied as the water washed over their bodies.


    


    Sean turned around and braced himself against the back wall of the tub, sticking his ass out invitingly. He heard Brian take the soap and lather up his cock.


    


    Brian inserted a soapy finger up Sean’s ass, which made Sean moan. Brian moved in and guided his cock to Sean’s entrance, pushing once he felt it at the end of his dick. Sean opened right up and Brian was able to slide his dick all the way in with very little difficulty. When he was balls-deep, he kissed his boyfriend on the neck as he ran his hands over Sean’s chest. He began to move in and out of Sean’s ass, picking up speed rapidly.


    


    “That’s it, hon, fuck me, fuck me like you mean it, babe,” Sean pleaded.


    


    Brian smiled as he ramped up the speed with which he was taking his lover’s ass. He loved watching his dick slide in and out of his boyfriend’s well-muscled, curved ass, and as he drove his cock in once more, he realized that he was having the best sex he’d ever had.


    


    He continued the ass pounding until he felt his balls tighten and the familiar tingle deep down inside that signaled the beginning of his climax. As he thrust in and out, listening to his young boyfriend urging him to fuck him harder, Brian shot his load up Sean’s ass, emptying his balls for the second time within a half hour. When his climax finished, he let his cock stay buried in Sean’s ass.


    


    “That was a great fuck, stud. You really know how to lay pipe to a man, don’tcha?”


    


    “It isn’t enough for a man to have the equipment; he’s got to know how to use it. With you it’s easy. Your body and face turn me on so fucking bad, I doubt I’m capable of being a lousy fuck,” Brian replied.


    


    After a few moments, Brian’s cock slid out of Sean’s ass and it was only then that he realized in horror that he had just fucked his guy without a condom. Shaken, he shut off the water and slid back the shower door. He stepped out with Sean right behind him, gave Sean a towel, and began to dry himself off.


    


    “Honey, do you realize what we just did?” Brian asked.


    


    “Sure do, we had some more fucking fantastic sex!” Sean replied with a broad smile.


    


    “Ah, yeah, it was really great. But I just fucked you bareback. It never dawned on me that I entered you without having a condom on, and I for sure shot a load up your ass.”


    


    Sean thought about it for a moment and smiled. “Is that why it felt so special? Look, hon, I’ve not been a slut; I was tested about four months ago and came up clean as a whistle. What about you?”


    


    “I was tested maybe a year ago. But since then I’ve never barebacked anyone. I don’t think we should get all shook up over this, but I think we should get tested anyway. It pays to be careful.”


    


    “Agreed. We can go to our own doctors or someplace where you’re anonymous,” Sean suggested.


    


    “I think we should go to our own doctors and follow their advice. But again, I’m almost positive that we’re fine.”


    


    “When we both come back clean, can we always have bareback sex?”


    


    “I’d love nothing better. I’ve always hated using condoms. But that makes our commitment to each other all the more important.”


    


    “Honey, I’m not going to cheat on you. I love you.”


    


    “You love me?” Brian asked.


    


    “Yeah, I love you. That’s why I couldn’t stop myself from punching out that douche bag in the bar tonight. He really pissed me off.”


    


    “He pissed you off? Ha! More like he got pissed on!”


    


    They laughed, dropping the towels on the floor before going back into the bedroom, where they crawled into each other’s arms.


    


    “Sean?”


    


    “Yeah?”


    


    “I love you too.”


    


    

  


  
    Marshal Service


    


    



    


    



    


    



    


    For seven weeks, Deputy United States Marshals Devon Maxwell and Eric Banter had been tracking a dangerous felon. Donnie Bush was wanted for jumping bail while awaiting trial for the attempted murder of a police officer in New Hampshire, as well as a half dozen other charges. The marshals had tracked him through two states, finally ending up in Ft. Lauderdale, Florida.


    


    It appeared to the Marshal Service that their fugitive was planning on staying put in tourist mecca Ft. Lauderdale and attempting to blend in with the local population that ebbed and flowed. Though they knew he was in the city, they didn’t have an address where he was staying. Their only option was driving to the city and staking out of various locations that men of Bush’s type would be sure to frequent.


    


    “I’m tired as hell of driving around this place and seeing the same ole shit we’ve been seeing since we got here,” bitched twenty-eight-year-old Deputy Maxwell.


    


    His partner was exactly one year older but had a year less on the job. That didn’t stop him from speaking his mind. “The alternative is to set up at check-cashing places and bars, watch the hookers and see if he picks one up, or walk the beach checking out the homeless. The problem with this kind of weather is that it makes it possible for someone on the run to sleep outside in relative comfort.”


    


    “You got a good point there about the beach. I’ve got an idea,” Maxwell said as he popped open his cell phone and made a call.


    


    As they drove on, Banter’s head moved constantly from left to right, searching as much as he could while driving and eavesdropping. When Maxwell got off the phone, his partner knew what his idea was and that it was going into action.


    


    “So, they’re gonna do it?”


    


    “Yep. Starting at three a.m., a Broward County Sheriff’s Department chopper is going to fly about a three-mile stretch of beach with a thermal camera and see if they can spot our guy sleeping rough. Let’s hope they find him; it would be so easy to take him in those surroundings.”


    


    Maxwell’s cell rang, and he answered it quickly. “Maxwell,” he identified himself.


    


    “Deputy Maxwell, this is the Broward County Sheriff’s Fugitive Squad. We’ve information from one of our snitches that your target intends to hold up a convenience store tonight. Are you in your vehicle?”


    


    “Yes!”


    


    “Sending to you now all of the information via your encrypted laptop link. If you have any questions, get back with me. Do you want backup?”


    


    “No, we’ve got two other guys on standby that we’ll call in. How reliable is the information?”


    


    “Well, this one’s never been wrong before, so I’d count on it going down.”


    


    “Thanks, the info just came in,” Maxwell said.


    


    “Good luck!”


    


    “Thanks.”


    


    “Eric,” Maxwell said to his partner, “pull in somewhere so we can go over this information.”


    


    “Okay, what’s it say?”


    


    “It states that our boy likes to case joints both inside and out before striking and that this is how he’s been living in every state he’s ended up in. Further, he’s expected to strike the 7-Eleven at 456 Main Street after midnight tonight. We got all our gear with us?”


    


    “The trunk is full.”


    


    “Okay, head on over there, make a pass first, and if it’s clear, swing back around,” Maxwell said before he dialed the other team and filled them in. Backup would do outside surveillance while Maxwell and his partner were inside the store.


    


    After arriving in the area and making a careful pass, they determined that it was safe to park, get their equipment, and get into the store. They pulled the manager to the back and told him what was going to go down.


    


    “Where can we hide so that he doesn’t see us? We want the drop on him,” Maxwell said.


    


    “Well, the only place is up there above the freezers. If you pull that screen down, you both could squeeze in there and be able to see the entire store. You’d have a direct line of sight to the cash register.”


    


    “Okay, if we knock off that screen, you hit the floor and stay there until it’s over with, you understand?”


    


    “Yes, sir!” responded the manager.


    


    They brought out a ladder and dropped one side of the screen, and the two deputy marshals crawled into what had once been an air-conditioning duct. They had to climb in feet first, as there was no room to turn around, but no one could get out of their line of fire from that position. They could see the entire store, and there was literally nowhere for the suspect to hide.


    


    Once situated, they phoned the other team and told them the setup and to stay awake. If the suspect cooperated, he would remain still until the arrest team could take him down while Maxwell and Banter held their weapons on the suspect. If he didn’t cooperate, he would be dead. Once the manager fixed the screen—which was held up by two flimsy screws—back up, he removed the ladder and got back behind the counter.


    


    Banter and Maxwell tried to make themselves comfortable for what could be an all-night stakeout. Their bodies were close and touching each other, and when one turned on his side, his body lay flat up against the other.


    


    As the minutes turned into hours, both men turned on their sides to ease the tight quarters in which they found themselves. Essentially, both men were now looking into each other’s eyes if they looked away from the cashier’s position and turned their heads slightly.


    


    “Damn, these things can get so boring. Minutes seem like hours, don’t they?” Banter asked.


    


    “Yeah, and this space we’re in isn’t exactly making it any easier.”


    


    “Hey, Devon, you started to tell me yesterday about you being without a girlfriend for a year now, is that right?”


    


    “Yeah, ’fraid so.”


    


    “Why did you and her break up? You said you were with her for seven months, right?” Banter asked.


    


    “Yeah, just a little over seven months actually. We broke up for reasons I’d rather not go into and you’re not ready to hear,” Maxwell replied.


    


    “Huh? Reasons I’m not ready to hear? What’s that mean? Did you beat her or something?”


    


    “No, nothing like that.”


    


    “Tell me, Devon. We’re partners, and partners don’t keep shit from each other, right?”


    


    Maxwell looked at Banter and then up at the tin ceiling that hung about three inches over their heads. With a worried look on his face, Maxwell said, “I’m not sure we’re in the right conditions for us to have that talk, Eric.”


    


    “Okay, now you’ve done fucked with my head. What the hell does the fact that we’re inside of what amounts to a giant tuna-fish can have to do with why you are uncomfortable with telling me? If you didn’t beat her, was it illegal?”


    


    “No, it wasn’t illegal, and I didn’t beat her. She came home early from work one day and found me in bed with someone else. She walked out that night, and I haven’t seen her since.”


    


    “And that’s why you have been single all this time? Why doesn’t that make any sense?” Banter pushed.


    


    “You just have to know, don’tcha? Okay, fine. She caught me in bed with another guy, okay? Satisfied now?”


    


    “Whoa! Another guy? You mean you’re gay?”


    


    “Actually, I’m bi, but that’s immaterial. I think I lean towards the gay side of that particular scale. Aren’t you sorry you wouldn’t let it go?”


    


    Banter didn’t say anything. When they heard the door open below, both men tensed as they watched a male that could be their man walk through the door with a woman. With their hands on their weapons, they watched the pair pick out a couple of things, go to the register, and pay. They then left the store, and the two marshals relaxed.


    


    “So, you want a transfer now?” Maxwell asked Banter.


    


    “A transfer? We’re fucking partners, Devon; why would I ask for a transfer?”


    


    “Just wondering. Lotta guys are uncomfortable with their sexuality and get tense if they work with a guy who likes guys. If you did, I could understand.”


    


    “Why would I be uncomfortable working with a bi guy when I’m gay?”


    


    “What? You’re gay?”


    


    “Last time I sucked a dick I was,” Banter said with a broad smile on his face.


    


    “In that case, I gotta think about whether I wanna new partner!”


    


    “What? You gotta be shitting me,” Banter said with a raised eyebrow.


    


    Maxwell started snickering and covered his mouth so he wouldn’t give away their position. “No, that’s very cool, Eric; thanks for telling me,” Maxwell said.


    


    “So, you haven’t been with anyone all this time because why?”


    


    “’Cause it’s hard to hook up with a guy when you’re on the road all the time with a partner who doesn’t know you’re gay. I didn’t want any grief on the job, that’s all.”


    


    “So it’s been, what, a year since you got off with another dude?” Banter asked.


    


    “Yeah, and it’s been a very long year. How about you? You got a guy in your life?”


    


    “Nah, same reason as you actually. On this job, you never know where you’ll end up the next day, and with a partner usually around, it’s been hard to get laid.”


    


    Maxwell began to snicker once more. Banter looked at him and tried to think what was so funny. Then he realized that he had said, “It’s been hard to get laid.”


    


    “Funny, dude, but I wasn’t making a joke,” Banter said as his eyes scanned down Maxwell’s body, stopping where the legs met the torso and liking what he saw there.


    


    “I know a way to make this stakeout go a little faster….”


    


    “Yeah, how?” Maxwell asked.


    


    Banter moved his hand down his own body until it was even with Maxwell’s bulge.


    


    “I could make you hard and blow you good right here. It would take care of our boredom and your horniness. Whaddaya say?”


    


    Maxwell looked at Banter like his partner had two heads. “You wanna blow me while we’re on a stakeout, stuck above a freezer, surrounded by aluminum, when our suspect could walk in at any time? And what do I do with my dick when the shit hits the fan?”


    


    “As horny as you are, how long do you think it will take you to cum once I start?”


    


    “Good point.”


    


    “So can I fool around with you?”


    


    Maxwell was tempted. He looked out the grate, and the store was empty. He called the outside team and asked if there was anyone walking around and was told all was quiet. It was just after two in the morning. “Okay, but I don’t have any tissue. What about the mess?”


    


    “There won’t be any mess,” Banter said as he reached across and caressed his partner’s crotch. He rubbed the bulge, feeling where his partner’s dick was and where his balls were. When Maxwell got hard, Banter pulled down his zipper and pulled out a nice dick, which he continued to massage. “Fucking nice cock, dude, no idea!”


    


    Maxwell checked the store and then looked over at his partner. “Glad you like it; you gonna do something with it?”


    


    Banter smiled and slid back farther in the old vent until his face was an inch from Maxwell’s dick. He moved the fully erect cock over a couple of inches and swallowed his partner’s dick in a very aggressive blow job. Banter made little appreciative sounds in his throat, glad to have a dick to suck on as he went rigid in his own jeans.


    


    Maxwell almost floated off with the intensity of the cock-sucking he was receiving. His mind flooded with images of the man he had been caught with that terrible night when his world almost fell apart. The guy had been perfect for Maxwell with one exception: he was married, and Maxwell’s girlfriend had threatened to tell the other man’s wife that he was sleeping with her boyfriend. That had scared him off for good, and so Maxwell lost both a girlfriend and a potential boyfriend in the same night.


    


    Maxwell was brought back to the present when he felt a hot, wet tongue on his balls and a hand jacking his cock. Having his balls tongued was one of the things that made life worth living in Maxwell’s world.


    


    “Eric, we don’t have time for all that, just finish me off, please!” he whispered.


    


    Banter didn’t say anything; he just quickly sucked down Maxwell’s dick once more and bobbed up and down on the full length of the shaft. He sucked so hard while using his tongue that Maxwell felt like a volcano building for an eruption.


    


    “I’m gonna cum!” Maxwell whispered the warning.


    


    Banter took Maxwell all the way to the base of his cock and felt Maxwell erupt and shoot stream after stream of hot cum at the back of his throat. He swallowed as best he could as Maxwell closed his eyes and bit down on his fist to stifle the roar he wanted to let out. Maxwell shot string after string of cum for at least six or seven seconds before finally ceasing. His body relaxed and his muscles began to unclench.


    


    True to Banter’s word, there was no mess. He had managed to swallow the copious amounts of fluid that shot out from Maxwell’s dick. When Maxwell was soft enough, Banter pushed Maxwell’s dick back into his jeans, along with his balls. Banter made sure they were back in Maxwell’s underwear and placed correctly before he zipped his partner up. He gave the new bulge a gentle pat and inched his way back up to lie head-to-head with Maxwell.


    


    “Keep an eye out for a minute,” Maxwell said as he closed his eyes and put his head down, still breathing heavily. Banter smiled, grabbed his rock-hard cock, and gave it a squeeze as he surveyed the store.


    


    “That was fucking fantastic, Eric. You have no idea how badly I needed that. You are fucking good at sucking dick, bro!”


    


    “Thanks, I’ve had a lot of practice. Well, not so much lately, but it’s like riding a bicycle,” Banter said, smiling.


    


    Maxwell looked down, saw the outline of Banter’s erection, and echoed the smile.


    


    “Can I return the favor? You look like you’re in great need by the size of that cock outline.”


    


    “You don’t have to, you know?”


    


    “Oh, I know that. But actually, I’ve kinda had a crush on you, and I’ve thought about what it would be like to suck your cock, as well as do other things to you.”


    


    Banter smiled, pulled down his zipper, and popped the button on his jeans so that all Maxwell had to do was pull down his underwear a bit and pull his erection out to suck.


    


    It was Maxwell’s turn to slide back into the vent until he was even with a cock. He reached over and pulled the waistband of Banter’s underwear down and found a very fat cock that was about six inches long. He jacked it a few times and pulled Banter’s balls out so they hung down outside the underwear.


    


    Maxwell moved the shaft with his mouth until it reached an angle that he could go down on. He tasted the slightly salty flavor of the pre-cum that had been generated when Banter had sucked him off. As he slid down the thick cock, he had trouble taking much more than four inches into his mouth because it got wider the closer he got to the base. He began to suck hungrily at his partner’s ample cock, enjoying the taste and sensation of once more having a friend’s dick to give pleasure to. He flicked his tongue over the length of the shaft and then repaid Banter by tonguing Banter’s small globes. When his tongue slipped off the bottom of Banter’s balls and hit the taint, Banter bounced his head off the ceiling, making a loud bang.


    


    Maxwell dropped Banter’s cock and looked out to see if there was any cause for alarm. When Banter waved his hand for Maxwell to continue, he took Banter’s cock back into his mouth and sucked with determination. It was risky enough getting each other off like this, but to get fancy was not wise.


    


    After about two minutes of intense sucking and tonguing his partner’s cock, Maxwell heard Banter whisper, “I’m about to cum!”


    


    Like Banter, Maxwell liked taking the load down his throat, and he continued to suck for all he was worth. He was rewarded by a strong climax that he eagerly drank down, and when it stopped, he used his hand to milk the last drops out of Banter’s cock. When he was satisfied that Banter’s balls had been properly drained, he put his partner’s cock and balls back into his shorts and repaid the favor by zipping up his jeans.


    


    He slid back up to be even with Banter and smiled.


    


    “That was damn good, Devon, damn good, thank you.”


    


    “Thank you. I think we both feel better now, no?”


    


    “I feel fucking great. In fact, when we get off work, how about round two at the hotel room?” Banter asked.


    


    “Round two it is. We might also be able to explore other options as well.”


    


    Banter’s retort was cut short by the cell phone vibrating.


    


    “Maxwell here.” Maxwell listened to the voice on the other end. “Okay, get ready.” He hung up and said, “They think he’s on the way in.”


    


    Both men took up their automatic weapons and watched the entrance. The door opened, and a solitary man entered the store. He walked down the aisle right in front of where Maxwell and Banter were hiding. He walked along the back of the store, looking up each aisle as he went.


    


    “He’s gonna do it,” Banter said.


    


    “Gun!” Maxwell warned as the suspect pulled a gun out from his belt below his middle back.


    


    Maxwell texted the code 999 to the other unit, which told them to move in, as he watched the suspect point the gun at the manager and announce, “This is a holdup. Give me everything you have in the register and open the safe or die!”


    


    The manager did as he was told, throwing the money onto the counter. When he said, “The safe is on the floor” and dropped down, the marshals sprang into action.


    


    Banter punched the screen off their place of concealment, and they pointed two M-16s at the fugitive’s back.


    


    “US Marshals! Don’t move a muscle or you will die! Drop the weapon!”


    


    When the suspect saw two more marshals at the entrance, he swung around, thinking that the voices he had heard came from behind a row of merchandise. When he fired into the canned peaches, Banter and Maxwell opened up from above. The suspect was hit multiple times and went down. The other team came through the doors and secured the scene while Banter and Maxwell climbed down out of their hiding place.


    


    The suspect had been hit five times with automatic fire and was dead at the scene. The only other injuries were to the canned peaches.


    


    After bending down and pulling the wallet out of the dead man’s pocket, Maxwell announced to the team, “Fugitive Donnie Bush has been captured.”


    


    



    


    



    


    Four hours later when they returned to their hotel to sleep, Maxwell and Banter showered, and even though both men were extremely tired, they got into bed together naked and “tried out other things.”


    


    “This could be the start of something beautiful,” Banter said.


    


    Both men laughed, snuggled closer, and fell asleep in each other’s arms.
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    The Presidential motorcade screamed down the highway from the airport toward central San Diego. The President was going to make a quick stop to shake the hands of some big money donors, and then he’d move on to La Costa Health Spa, where he and his party would be staying.


    


    The advance team was already occupying the rooms that the President and First Gentleman would stay in for two days while the President conducted both business and politics. On the ground at La Costa were almost a dozen agents, among them Special Agents Kurt Jackson and Philip Margold. Both agents were new to the Presidential detail and young compared to other agents assigned to the premier posting for the Secret Service.


    


    Jackson would turn thirty during their stay in San Diego, and Margold was thirty-four. Both men were well built, fast, agile, and gay, although neither agent knew that particular detail about the other. They worked the overnight shift together, sleeping during the daytime, and were the closest thing to partners that the detail had.


    


    Both men heard the same message come in over their earpieces at the same time: The Presidential motorcade had left downtown San Diego and was en route to the resort.


    


    “Everything clear?” the on-site detail leader asked of all posts.


    


    “Post one, secure,” Kurt replied.


    


    “Is that a new suit?” Phil asked.


    


    “Yeah, surprised you noticed, as many suits as we go through.”


    


    “It’s just that you always seem to get really nice suits on the clothing allowance we get. Don’t know how you do it,” Phil replied.


    


    “Here’s the secret. You ready?”


    


    “Yeah?”


    


    “I put a lot of my own money in with the allowance, and that’s how I get quality suits. At the end of the year, I write the money off as a job expense. I mean, look who we’re in close quarters with… and I don’t just mean the POTUS. He meets all the time with world leaders and American VIPs, so I try to look my best when I represent my country.”


    


    “True. Maybe I should think about that too,” Phil replied.


    


    “All posts, Condor One entering the property, prepare to receive,” came the order over the radio.


    


    Kurt and Phil walked to the curb and made one last scan around the area. They noted the expected presence of Secret Service snipers on certain rooftops that overlooked the route. They were satisfied that all was as it should be when the lead escort vehicle came down the small hill, announcing the arrival of the leader of the free world.


    


    As the President’s limousine, nicknamed the Beast, came to a halt, his personal agents jumped out and looked around while preparing to open the doors. When the all-clear was given, both back doors were opened, and the President and First Gentleman exited the car. The President waited for the First Gentleman to come around to his side of the limo and took his hand as they walked toward the hallway to their rooms.


    


    Kurt and Phil turned and led the way into the hall that contained exactly two rooms: one at the entrance and one at the far end of the hallway, which was the Presidential Suite. The bodyguards escorted the First Couple down the hallway and into the room. They stood to the side as the party entered and then the agents fanned out, doing a double-check before leaving them alone in the suite.


    


    It was a beautiful set of rooms with bedrooms at opposite sides of a very large living room and kitchen area. Fresh flowers were everywhere and gave the rooms a light, perfumed scent. The master bathroom had a marble Jacuzzi with gold fixtures that could easily fit four people. The windows had all been fitted with temporary bullet-resistant film, which would be removed after the First Couple’s stay was over.


    


    The President traveled with his own chef, as he was particular about what he ate. Since the suite had a kitchen and dining room, it was easy to accommodate that requirement. When the agent in charge nodded, Kurt and Phil left the suite along with the others. The Secret Service command post was set up in the other room, just inside the doors that led to the outside. Two men took up positions directly outside the suite doors, and the rest of the close-in detail took up various posts around the immediate area.


    


    “Okay, you guys get some sleep,” the agent in charge said as he handed Kurt a room key. “You and Phil have got seven hours before you’re on duty down here. You’re off at six a.m. as usual. You can eat in your room or order food to be delivered here to the command post. When you’re off duty, you can make use of the spa. Just sign in and write down your room number. Any questions?”


    


    “Nope, time to sleep,” Kurt replied.


    


    The two agents went to their room, which was directly adjacent to the Presidential suite in a separate building. They found their luggage had already been delivered, and they checked out the room. It was a standard hotel guest room with minor upgrades, two queen-size beds, a big-screen TV, a coffee machine, and the other small amenities.


    


    “Let’s get to sleep. I’ll set the alarm for six, which will give us an hour to order breakfast, or whatever the hell we can get, shower, and dress. Sound good?”


    


    “Yeah. I’m just glad the boss gave us a couple extra hours before we have to be on duty. Normally, we’re on at six p.m.”


    


    “Don’t I know it.”


    


    The two friends got undressed and went to bed. As Kurt crawled between the sheets, Phil couldn’t help checking out his cute ass before it was covered. That was the last thing on his mind before he slipped off to a sound sleep.


    


    The men were jarred awake by the alarm and jumped out of bed immediately. Both men had the usual morning piss hard-on, and they laughed at their shared condition.


    


    “You want the usual for breakfast if we can get it?” Phil asked.


    


    “Yeah, and while you’re doing that, I’ll hit the shower,” Kurt replied.


    


    Kurt grabbed a fresh pair of underwear and his shaving gear and headed into the bathroom. He didn’t bother to close the door all the way so Phil would know it was okay to come in and start getting ready if he wanted to.


    


    As Kurt stood under the streaming hot water, Phil came in with his kit and prepared to brush his teeth.


    


    “We got breakfast with no problem. It’ll be here in twenty,” Phil shouted above the noise of the water.


    


    “Great, I was hoping we wouldn’t have to eat dinner when we first got up,” Kurt replied.


    


    When Kurt had finished washing, he shouted to Phil, “Want the water left on?”


    


    “Yeah, I’m ready to jump in,” came the reply.


    


    Kurt stepped around the curtain onto the bath mat that Phil had laid down and grabbed a towel. Phil slipped off his shorts and climbed in as Kurt dried off. While Phil washed, Kurt brushed his teeth and shaved. As he was finishing, the water went off, the curtain was drawn back, and Kurt handed Phil a towel.


    


    “Nice body.” Kurt uttered his usual retort in this situation.


    


    “Thanks, I try hard,” was the standard reply.


    


    Both men were in fresh underwear and socks when there was a knock on the door followed by, “Room service!”


    


    Phil peeked through the peephole and said, “It’s okay, just a guy,” before he opened the door and let the man wheel in their breakfast. Phil signed the bill and the waiter left. Both men sat down in their underwear and ate quickly, keeping an eye on the time.


    


    “Damn, this is great coffee!” Kurt said.


    


    “Yeah, I noticed that. For a change, it’s actually got some taste to it. This might not be a bad couple of days,” Phil answered.


    


    When they finished eating, they put on their suits, guns, badges, and security pins with the color of the day. Checking their watches, they saw they had seven minutes to report.


    


    “Let’s go, partner,” Kurt said, placing his hand on the small of Phil’s back as he went by.


    


    They reported into the command post exactly two minutes before their due time.


    


    “Hey, guys, everything is normal,” said the agent on duty. “There are seven guys outside and two on the rooftops with the standard equipment. You’ve got the hallway and entrance to the suite. The standard alarm buttons are in the suite, and these attach to your belts so that if someone presses the button, you’ll be able to hear it clearly. Also, as usual, the First Gentleman is armed. Any questions?”


    


    “Yeah, where are the Uzis?” Phil asked.


    


    “There are two under the table on the end there. Fully loaded, round in the chamber, on safety.”


    


    “Okay, nothing else, I guess,” Phil said.


    


    “Alright, gonna hit the sack, then. That coffee was just made, so you start out right. Do likewise in the morning, guys, okay?”


    


    “Yes, sir,” Kurt replied.


    


    The detail going off duty left the command post, and the area went silent as night began to settle down over the temporary Presidential compound. The first night at a new location was one of rest for the President. He worked like a dog the rest of the time he spent in a city, but not the first night.


    


    On the tables that had been set up in the room were monitors that showed views of the entire surrounding area. Portable surveillance cameras had been set up in order to detect any attempt at a sneak attack. Either Kurt or Phil had to remain with the monitors while the other walked the hallway from one end to the other.


    


    The main problem with working the overnight shift was extreme boredom. The First Family was asleep, there were agents outside, and nothing was going on unless the President got a call and had to take some kind of action. Otherwise, it was just a long night of trying to stay awake and alert. Lots of coffee was usually drunk, and idle conversation was the mainstay of keeping awake.


    


    “Did I see you putting on Ralph Lauren underwear earlier?” Kurt asked.


    


    “Yeah, what of it? Jealous?” Phil replied.


    


    “No, just that stuff isn’t cheap. You spend a lot of money on clothes, damn.”


    


    “Why are you looking at my ass anyway to notice what I was wearing?”


    


    “Well, I’ve always liked cute asses, and you’ve got one of the cutest I’ve ever laid eyes on, stud,” Kurt said.


    


    “Thanks, you big hunk. I’m jealous that I didn’t get to see what brand of undies you put on,” Phil replied.


    


    “Here, take a peek, babe,” Kurt said, smiling as he pulled his waistband up so that the words “Calvin Klein” could be seen.


    


    “Not bad, but Ralph’s shorts are better, I think. They feel nice,” Phil said.


    


    “I’d have to see if they felt nice to me,” Kurt said with a twinkle in his eye.


    


    “Later, when we’re back in the room, you can feel whatever you want.”


    


    Neither man was sure if it was a joke or an invitation, and their nervous laughter would have been heard by anyone who happened to be outside of the command post.


    


    Kurt smiled again and turned and left the room without saying another word. He had felt his dick stir in his pants when his partner made the suggestion that he could feel whatever he wanted. He knew what he wanted to feel, and more.


    


    As he walked slowly down the long hallway to the doors of the Presidential suite, he ran that conversation over and over in his mind. Was it possible he might have a chance to make love to the guy he had been in love with all these months? Could he get to experience the different tastes and smells of his buddy? By the time he arrived at the doors to the suite, he was fully erect. He adjusted himself so that his dick pointed straight up and turned around to walk back.


    


    By the time he arrived at his starting point, he’d convinced his erection to subside. He needed some coffee.


    


    “Coffee, guy?” Kurt asked.


    


    “Sure, you can take care of that for me,” Phil said. Why does everything I say sound sexual now?


    


    When Kurt brought the coffee over, Phil looked down at his partner’s crotch. “Looks like you’ve been thinking naughty thoughts. I see a little bit of a bulge there. Something got you hot and bothered?” Phil asked with a shit-eating grin on his face.


    


    Kurt put the coffee down and decided on the spot that he wasn’t going to play cock tease. “Yeah, something’s got me hot and bothered, and it’s you. I wanna suck you and fuck you; how’s that for being hot and bothered?”


    


    Instead of looking shocked or offended, Phil put his head back and said, “Thank God that’s out in the open.” When he opened his eyes and looked at Kurt, he said, “When we’re off duty, we are going to party. And we won’t have any clothes on, partner; get the picture?”


    


    “You’re gay, then?” Kurt asked, not believing it.


    


    “I just said we were going to party naked in our room. If I’m not gay, it’s going to be a rather dull party, don’tcha think?”


    


    Kurt went over to the doorway, looked down the hall, and ran back to Phil. When he got to him, he gave him a quick kiss on the lips and squeezed him between the legs. “That’s a date, stud. Your turn to do the walk.”


    


    Phil stood, looked Kurt up and down, and licked his lips before he left the room. Kurt silently jumped into the air and then sat down, checking all the monitors. His hand went to his own crotch and gave what was there a squeeze. He was finally going to make love to Phil. It was hard to believe.


    


    The command post phone rang, startling Kurt out of his sex fantasy haze. “Command Post, Agent Jackson speaking.”


    


    “Agent Jackson, this is Secret Service Intelligence in Washington. We’ve got a Code Blackjack on Condor One; do you understand?”


    


    “Affirmative, Code Blackjack on Condor One.” Kurt jumped to his feet and ran to the door. “Phil, Code Blackjack!” he called out.


    


    He ran back to the console and spoke into the mic. “All posts, we have a Code Blackjack on Condor One, repeat, Code Blackjack.”


    


    Next, he picked up the phone and dialed the detail leader.


    


    “Morgan,” the agent in charge identified himself.


    


    “Code Blackjack, Code Blackjack.”


    


    “Details?”


    


    “They’re just coming in now over the secure link to Washington. You wanna wait for a second?”


    


    “Negative, activate a recall: all agents and notify the President.” The detail leader hung up just as Phil raced into the command post.


    


    “Grab the Uzis,” Kurt said. “I’ve got to wake up Condor and Falcon.”


    


    “Windsor,” the President answered his phone.


    


    “Sir, we have a code Blackjack on you; we’ll evac by motorcade ASAP.”


    


    “Damn it! Okay.” The phone went dead.


    


    “Code Blackjack is an immediate threat to Condor One,” Phil said.


    


    “I know; I’m about to decode the transmission now. You take up post down at the entrance to the suite… and give me one of the Uzis.”


    


    When a nighttime recall occurred, every agent had another room to call until all agents were notified. The rule was that they had four minutes to respond.


    


    The phone rang again, and Kurt answered. “Jackson. What are the details?”


    


    “Sir, it says that Intel has detected a terrorist cell in the area that has apparently been activated due to Condor One being present. It further states the threat is credible, and intercepts indicate an attack here at this location.”


    


    “Roger that. The President is awake. Have the on-duty agents bring the motorcade around now!”


    


    Fuck, there goes my fuck! “Command Post to all posts, activate evac plans by ground. Motorcade to the door.”


    


    Kurt swung the Uzi’s strap over his shoulder and began to pack the essential classified equipment. All of these items were made to collapse easily or fold quickly for a fast departure. By the time the detail leader and the freshly-wakened agents arrived, the command post was almost ready to go.


    


    Some of the other agents finished the job, and as the motorcade revved up outside, the equipment was taken out by seven agents.


    


    “Morgan to Jackson, come down to the suite and act as lead escort to the motorcade,” Kurt heard over his earpiece.


    


    He ran out of the former command post and down the hall to stand with Phil, both cradling the Uzis. As they waited, they heard Morgan tell the entire detail that they were heading to San Diego Naval Station. Local police had already set up the usual escort vehicles, plus some extras due to the extreme nature of the alert.


    


    When the door opened suddenly, both agents jumped. “Let’s go!” Morgan shouted from behind the First Couple, and Kurt and Phil led the group toward the exit door where the “Beast” would be waiting with only the right rear door open. As they came through the outer doors, the other agents swung into action.


    


    Condor One and Falcon entered the back of the Beast quickly, and the doors were shut. Kurt and Phil got into a “war wagon” two cars back, and the motorcade took off. Once they were on the highway and headed to the next location, they quickly picked up speed. Overhead roadways, as well as any entrances onto the highway, were shut down until the President went through the area.


    


    Kurt and Phil knew that the White House situation room was briefing the President on the potential threat as the motorcade drove on. Their speed reached eighty-five miles per hour, making them a very hard target to hit. After a very fast drive, they arrived at the main gate of the naval base, which was fully turned out to admit and defend their Commander-in-Chief. Once inside and secure, the President would make the decision on where to go from there after consulting with the Secret Service.


    


    As they reached the gates of the naval base, the motorcade slowed to about thirty-five and the civilian escort peeled off to be replaced by a Shore Patrol escort that would take the motorcade to a secure hangar on the base.


    


    Once the vehicles came to a stop, everyone disembarked, and the President was met by the base commander. The commander assured the chief executive that he was perfectly safe and that a detachment of Navy SEALs was now on duty to protect him. After discussing the situation, it was decided that the President and his entourage would spend the rest of the night here, relocate the next day’s meeting to the base, and then leave for Washington.


    


    “Okay, Kurt, Phil, go with this sailor. He’ll take you to enlisted quarters. Get some sleep, and someone will wake you in four hours when you’re expected to be back here. Give the sailor your shirts, and they’ll be washed and ready for you by morning. Meanwhile, we have someone going to all the rooms to bring your things here before we leave for DC.”


    


    “This way, men,” the young sailor said.


    


    Kurt looked at Phil with a mixture of concern and excitement. He figured there wouldn’t be much privacy where they were going, and he didn’t know if Phil would still be in the mood for a quickie. Any thoughts of fun ended when they saw where they’d be sleeping.


    


    “Okay, guys, try to be quiet going in. Your berths are two cubicles down, and you’ll find two beds with sheets and blankets and pillows. I’ll lead you there and take your shirts with me to the base laundry.”


    


    As they walked as silently as possible, they saw that they were in a barracks with two-man cubicles on both sides of the walkway. Men were snoring all over the bay.


    


    “Here you are. As for your weapons, put them in your shoes and slide them in under the bed. I’ll wake you in four hours.”


    


    Kurt and Phil stripped off their shirts and gave them to the sailor, who seemed to discreetly check out their chests before he left. They took off the rest of their clothes and draped them over the end of the beds. Rather than wasting time making up the beds, Kurt and Phil each spread out one sheet and lay down on it, covering themselves with the other.


    


    Kurt gave the thumbs up to Phil, who returned the gesture from the next bed, and both men tried to get to sleep while ignoring the hundred or so men snoring away. Finally, sleep overcame them only to be broken moments later, or so it seemed.


    


    “It’s time to get up, sir,” the sailor said.


    


    Kurt and Phil sat up on their beds and stretched and saw that all of the naval personnel were out of the barracks already. Hanging on the wall separating the cubicles were their shirts, washed and ironed. Kurt picked up his hand mic and spoke into it.


    


    “Jackson to Morgan, so do we have time for a shower?”


    


    “Affirmative, just make it quick,” came the reply.


    


    They grabbed the towels from the feet of their beds and headed to the shower, which they had all to themselves.


    


    “Well, we don’t have soap, but at least we can rinse off,” Phil said as he kicked off his shorts.


    


    Kurt followed suit, and both men stood under the shower rinsing their bodies for about two minutes before they shut the water off and dried themselves.


    


    “We should have given the sailor our shorts too!” Phil said.


    


    “Skivvies,” Kurt corrected.


    


    “Huh?”


    


    “In the Navy they call underwear ‘skivvies’.”


    


    “Well, whatever they call ’em, we should have had these washed too. Hate climbing back into dirty underwear.”


    


    “But—but then we would have been naked all night!” Kurt mocked in exaggerated shock.


    


    “Yeah, like you would’ve minded,” Phil replied.


    


    They returned to their cubicle, dressed, and headed back to the last place the motorcade had been seen. It was still there, and Kurt and Phil met up with Morgan.


    


    “Okay, what we’re using for a makeshift command post is over there on that table. No monitors, just communications. One of you man that while the other watches the vehicles. The President is having his meetings at the base commander’s house, and we should be outta here and on Air Force One in six hours.”


    


    “Gotcha covered, boss,” Kurt replied.


    


    After the detail leader left the area, Kurt bitched a little. “Don’t we just always get the best jobs around here?”


    


    “Whaddaya expect? We’re the new kids on the block, the junior agents. Of course we get the shit details. One day, we’ll be senior agents, and two other young agents will be where we’re at and bitching about it.”


    


    “Yeah, I know. Listen, when we get back to DC, wanna spend the night at my place?” Kurt asked with a smile.


    


    Phil smiled back, and no further answer was needed.


    


    



    


    



    


    The President’s meetings were concluded and preparations were made to depart. The SEAL team was relieved of duty, and everyone stood by waiting for the POTUS and the First Gentleman to come out to the motorcade.


    


    No further intelligence was received on the terrorist cell’s threat against the President, and the matter was turned over to the FBI with a Secret Service liaison assigned to the case. Apparently, the quick relocation of the President had foiled any plans that had been put into motion. The terrorists knew there was no way to get to the President inside a military base.


    


    The door opened, and the President walked out with his husband by his side. Neither Kurt nor Phil had known Agent Thompson—now the First Gentleman—as Thompson had left the service for his new role by the time they came along.


    


    When the Presidential party climbed into the car, everyone loaded up, and the motorcade moved out past an honor guard. They headed down the long sea wall and out the gate, where civilian police picked up the escort, front, side, and back. Once more, the speed picked up to well past seventy to preclude the chance of any further incidents.


    


    When they arrived at the airport, they swiftly boarded Air Force One with no departure speeches, and the Presidential limo was driven onto the transport plane along with all their gear. Wheels up took place exactly four minutes after the President sat down. The Service had done its job once more and brought the President safely out of harm’s way and back on a heading for Washington.


    


    Once they were airborne, everyone settled down in their seats, with only two agents on duty at the door to the Presidential cabin. Everyone declined food service and decided to get caught up on missed sleep.


    


    When the announcement was made that they were getting ready to land at Andrews Air Force Base, everyone began to come alive. Trips to the bathrooms were made to brush teeth and shave. Some light refreshments were served by the Air Force galley, and everyone seemed ready to go into the heightened state of alertness that they all observed whenever the President was in transit. No one had seen either Condor or Falcon the entire flight, and everyone assumed they were sleeping.


    


    They touched down at Andrews, and minutes later, they were deplaning. The First Couple boarded Marine One and took off for the White House. The President did not seem to be in a good mood.


    


    “Okay, Jackson, you and Phil drive the Beast back to the nest. Once you’ve got it parked, you’re off duty.” Looking at his watch, Morgan continued, “Report back tomorrow morning.”


    


    “Yes, sir,” Phil said with a smile. Since it was only four o’clock in the afternoon in Washington, he and Kurt had the rest of the day and night off. Neither man said anything as they got into the front seat of the Beast, and with two other limos and two war wagons behind them, they left the Air Force base and headed back to the White House.


    


    



    


    



    


    “Damn, I’m glad we’re off. I need some serious relaxation,” Kurt said with a smile.


    


    “I’m going home first to dump clothes off and get stuff for today… and tonight too?”


    


    “Yep, tonight too. Tell you what, bring one of your suits, and we’ll go into work tomorrow morning together. Okay?”


    


    “Yeah, sounds good to me,” Phil said with a twinkle in his eyes.


    


    As Phil walked to the employee parking area, Kurt couldn’t help but check out the way his partner walked and held himself… so masculine, just the way he liked his men.


    


    Kurt jumped into his car and drove to Capitol Hill, where he had a small but very nice first-floor apartment with a little courtyard behind it that was all his to use. He threw his dirty clothes into the hamper, jumped into the shower, got out, pulled on shorts, and changed the sheets on the bed. He checked his refrigerator and put in a bottle of his favorite Riesling. Food was low, and he decided to order Chinese delivery for dinner if that was okay with Phil.


    


    



    


    



    


    Across town, Phil went through a similar routine when he entered his apartment. Thirty minutes after packing a few things and grabbing a fresh suit, tie, and shirt, he slipped condoms and lube into his overnight bag, smiling as he did so. The last thing he did was bring the mail in and scan it for anything important before he flew out the door.


    


    Kurt made himself a drink and settled down onto the soft sofa. It felt funny to be drinking while waiting for a man to show up for sex, but the last forty-eight hours had been rough, and he needed to relax. The only question was whether or not he could wait until later to jump Phil’s good-looking bones and make hot, sweet monkey love. When the doorbell rang, Kurt flew to the door and found Phil standing there with his bag and suit.


    


    “Come in; that was pretty quick!” Kurt said.


    


    “Thanks. Wanted to get a shower and get my stuff over here so we could settle in for a nice evening.”


    


    “Sounds good to me, guy. Here, give me your suit; I’ll hang it here in the guest bedroom, where I hope it gets lonely without you until morning.”


    


    Phil just grinned and put his bag down in the bedroom, unpacking just a few things but leaving others tucked away right where they were.


    


    “Is that a drink this early in the day? It’s not even six o’clock yet,” Phil asked, feigning disgust.


    


    “Yeah, sure is; wanna join me?”


    


    “Hell yeah. Rum and Coke if you got it.”


    


    “I got.”


    


    Phil slipped on a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt and headed into the small living room, where he was met by Kurt with his drink. They sipped their drinks and sat down on the sofa.


    


    “I’m so damn glad this trip is over. Talk about an adrenaline rush last night. I didn’t know if we would be in a firefight or what the deal was when that damn code word came in.”


    


    “Tell me about it! I was the one who answered the phone calmly only to get one of the top three dreaded code words. The bad guys sure hate the boss, don’t they?”


    


    “Hell yeah, they do. I’m really not surprised that he still looked pissed when we got off at Andrews. His man didn’t look pleased either,” Phil said.


    


    “Yeah, cool, isn’t it? We work to protect a gay President and his live-in boyfriend—very affirming for us and the gay community.”


    


    “Yeah, and talk about two hot damn men! I bet Thompson can throw one hell of a bed party.”


    


    “The better question is, can you?” Kurt said as he ran a hand down Phil’s arm.


    


    Phil set his drink down, moved over next to Kurt, and leaned in for a kiss. Their lips met softly, without hurry, as they savored the feeling of touching and the meaning behind the kiss. They parted and looked into each other’s eyes, and both men felt stirrings in their shorts.


    


    “Hmm, are we going to continue this or wait until a decent hour for decent folks to make love?” Kurt asked.


    


    “Who says we’re decent? When it comes to a hot guy, I lose my sense of propriety. However, we can be indecent more than one time a day, no?”


    


    “True, and my gun reloads easily,” Kurt said as he brushed lips once more with his work partner.


    


    “This is all right, isn’t it? I mean, we work together, and I’d hate to have hard feelings and be unable to work with you or something,” Phil asked with concern.


    


    Kurt stood up and pulled his T-shirt off and dropped his gym shorts, leaving him standing there in a very brief pair of Andrew Christian shorts that looked incredible on the Secret Service agent’s sculpted body. “I love to have hard feelings when it comes to you,” Kurt said seductively.


    


    Phil looked Kurt’s body up and down and settled on the growing bulge. He reached out and fondled the objects of his desire, letting out a low growl.


    


    “Fuck,” Kurt groaned. “You know you can’t do that and expect me to do anything other than grab you and take you to bed.”


    


    “So what’s stopping you?” Phil asked.


    


    “Not a damn thing,” Kurt replied and took a long drink of his cocktail. “Bring that with you,” Kurt said as he picked up his own drink and led the way to the bedroom. “Otherwise the ice will be all melted by the time you come back out here.”


    


    Kurt flipped on the ceiling fan, pulled back the fresh sheets on the bed, and slipped off his shorts, freeing his cock and balls.


    


    “You know, I’ve seen your equipment many times on the road, but not in this condition,” Phil said, nodding towards Kurt’s crotch.


    


    “Yeah, well, it’s all yours, stud,” Kurt replied while getting on the bed.


    


    Phil slipped down his shorts and kicked them up in the air. He walked to the bed and moved his dick directly in front of Kurt. Kurt took Phil into his mouth, gently sucking, taking in a little more each time he went back down until his nose was resting in Phil’s bush. He reached up and played with Phil’s balls while sucking slowly back and forth.


    


    Kurt then flipped over onto his back and moved his open mouth directly under Phil’s balls. Phil obliged him by dropping his balls down onto Kurt’s mouth. Kurt sucked in one ball at a time, rolling each nut around in his mouth before pushing it out. Phil took a step backward and pushed his cock down so that he could run it directly into Kurt’s waiting mouth and throat.


    


    Phil rocked back and forth, throat-fucking Kurt, who played with his own cock while sucking Phil. At one point, Phil let his cock sit in Kurt’s throat, cutting off his air. After a minute, Kurt looked up into Phil’s eyes, and Phil pulled out.


    


    Bending over, Phil resumed thrusting in and out of Kurt’s mouth, taking Kurt’s erection into his mouth and sucking it hard while playing with his balls and moving a finger down Kurt’s crack in search of his asshole. When he found it, he prodded, finally penetrating just a little. He removed his finger, dropped Kurt’s cock from his mouth, and straightened up while Kurt kept greedily sucking on Phil’s big dick.


    


    Kurt let Phil’s penis slide from his mouth and began to lick behind Phil’s balls, working towards Phil’s hole but stopping short of tonguing out the opening. He rolled on the bed, and Phil followed him. As Kurt lay on his back, Phil got down to some serious dick sucking while playing with Kurt’s nipples, tweaking and pinching them, making Kurt moan. Phil obviously wanted Kurt as badly as Kurt wanted him.


    


    As Kurt reveled in the attention he was receiving from Phil, he thought of all the times he had dreamed of being in this exact position with the man he’d had a crush on from the first day they met. The more he thought about it, the more the sucking seemed somehow surreal; the line between fantasy and reality blurred momentarily. He had to look down to assure himself it was in fact Phil sucking his cock rather well.


    


    He reached down and pulled Phil up until Phil was lying on top of him, then kissed him with force, shooting his tongue into Phil’s mouth like an archer’s arrow. Phil fought back with his tongue, and what began as a kiss turned into a full-blown battle for dominance between the two alpha males, neither man quite willing to concede the battle and take the bottom position.


    


    Finally, with no victor determined, they broke their lips apart and Phil smiled down into the face of his lover for the day.


    


    “I wanna fuck you.” Kurt smiled as he looked up into deep blue eyes.


    


    “I’m the top. I was planning on fucking you,” replied Phil.


    


    “Hmm, such a problem we have, then. Who’s going to fuck who, or is it whom?”


    


    “Well, since we both seem to be tops, might I suggest that one of us take the bottom role now and top later?”


    


    Kurt thought for the briefest of moments and then smiled. “I suppose as long as you’re gentle going in. You’ve got a big one, and my butt isn’t all that used.”


    


    Phil responded by kissing Kurt gently, slipping his tongue into Kurt’s mouth without encountering resistance. “I promise not to hurt you.”


    


    Phil felt the tension flow from Kurt’s body, and he knew he was in charge. He began to suck and tweak both of Kurt’s nipples, licking his way down his body until he hit his dick once more. After giving more head, Phil sat up and asked, “Do you have supplies?”


    


    “Of course. Like I said, I’m a top,” Kurt replied, reaching into a nightstand and pulling out both lube and condoms.


    


    Phil took a condom, opened it, and rolled it onto himself as Kurt’s eyes followed the condom.


    


    “Is there a position you like or think you’d like?” Phil asked.


    


    “I wanna look up into your eyes when you enter me.”


    


    “Then you don’t have to move at all.”


    


    Phil popped open the lube, found Kurt’s asshole, and lubed it up by inserting his finger and working it in. He knew that Kurt hadn’t taken it in a while, so he would have to spend some time loosening him up.


    


    When he inserted a second finger, Kurt smiled and said, “That feels good for some reason. I think it’s because of who’s doing it.”


    


    Phil smiled back and continued to work the lube in, stretching the entrance to Kurt’s body. When he was satisfied that Kurt was loose enough to enter, he applied more lube to his dick and lined up between Kurt’s thighs. Lifting Kurt’s legs to rest on his shoulders, he inched forward on the bed. He felt his dick hit Kurt’s entrance, and he gave the standard instruction that every bottom heard when he was about to be impaled on his lover’s cock. “Relax, don’t tense up when I enter, and enjoy it. Just don’t clamp down on my dick, or you’ll be in pain. I’ll stop if you need me to.”


    


    Kurt smiled up at Phil and said, “Go ahead; take me.”


    


    Phil applied pressure on the opening, and it began to give way. When he got halfway past the opening, he felt Kurt tighten.


    


    “Relax, don’t fight it. That’s it; okay, you’re doing good.”


    


    When the head of Phil’s shaft popped all the way through, he knew he was home. He eased in another two inches, and while it was obvious that Kurt felt it and was not enjoying it yet, Phil knew that his partner would start feeling pleasure fairly quickly. He inserted another three inches, and when he saw nothing else indicating discomfort, Phil sank all the way in until his balls were resting on Kurt’s ass.


    


    “I’ll just leave it like that for a moment to give your ass a chance to fully adjust. It feels so hot and tight, but not uncomfortably tight. You are some stud, dude.”


    


    Kurt opened his eyes and smiled. “I feel like there’s a telephone pole shoved up my ass, Mr. Big. Go ahead, I think I’m fine.”


    


    Having gotten the go-ahead, Phil slowly pulled back as far as he could without popping out and then pushed back in. When he picked up the pace a little, Kurt began to move his head from side to side on the pillow.


    


    “Dude, that feels fucking fine!” Kurt moaned out.


    


    “Good. I’m gonna make you feel real good as I pick up speed, baby.”


    


    With that, Phil increased the pace of his thrusts, and soon he was fucking at his normal rate of speed. Phil could see that he was hitting Kurt’s prostate gland with each thrust as Kurt moaned and tossed his head about.


    


    “Fucking fantastic, stud. Just fuck me. You’re the man, dude, bang away!”


    


    Phil went into overdrive, pounding away on Kurt, enjoying each thrust and pull out. He tweaked Kurt’s nipples, sending a shudder through Kurt’s body and putting a smile on his face once more.


    


    Phil grabbed Kurt’s cock and began to jerk it with one hand as he supported himself with the other hand and continued to drive his dick into Kurt. When Phil felt his climax building, he slowed way down and sat back on his heels, moving Kurt’s legs straight up in the air.


    


    “Ahh, why did you slow down?”


    


    “Because I was getting ready to bust,” Phil replied.


    


    “So am I; bang the hell outta me and let it fly!” Kurt pleaded.


    


    “Your wish and all that….”


    


    Phil pulled Kurt over to the edge of the bed while he stood beside it. Kurt began to jerk off as Phil slammed into Kurt’s ass as fast as he could move his dick. It wasn’t too long before Phil felt the climax building once more. When he saw Kurt shoot his load all over his stomach, chest, and face, Phil’s orgasm reached the point of no return, and he began to shoot deep into Kurt’s ass, grunting and groaning each time a stream flew from his cock.


    


    When he was spent, he lowered Kurt’s legs so that his feet rested on the floor. Both men were breathing hard, and a major sense of contentment spread through Kurt. Phil pulled out, removed the condom, wrapped a tissue around it, and threw it into the bathroom trashcan.


    


    When he returned, he found Kurt exactly as he’d left him. He took Kurt’s legs and shifted him around on the bed so that he was laying the correct way. Kurt inched his way back to the top of the bed, and Phil lay down next to him, still catching his breath.


    


    “Damn, that was a good fuck,” Phil said.


    


    “You’re telling me. I know it’s been a while since I took the dick like that, but I don’t ever remember it feeling so damn good or putting me in the place I’m in right now mentally. I don’t feel an ounce of tension in me.”


    


    “Now that you mention it, I don’t either,” Phil replied.


    


    Kurt yawned and said, “You know what, guy? I need a nap after that pounding you just gave me.”


    


    “Do you want me to get a washcloth and clean you up a bit?”


    


    “Would you mind?” Kurt asked.


    


    “Not at all. Any washcloth from your bathroom okay?”


    


    “Yes,” Kurt replied sleepily.


    


    Phil got out of bed, found a washcloth, soaked it in warm water, and returned. He cleaned off Kurt’s chest, stomach, and face. He even found some cum that had hit Kurt’s hair and got that out as best he could. He then raised Kurt’s legs and ran the cloth over his entrance to remove any excess lube.


    


    When he was finished, he took the cloth back to the bathroom, rinsed it out, and draped it on the sink. When he got back to the bedroom, Kurt was snoring. Phil finished his drink and lay down next to him.


    


    He leaned on one elbow and studied the sleeping Kurt, struck by his natural beauty, which for whatever reason shone forth more at that moment than any other time. Phil felt his heart move and wondered if there was more to this than just much-needed sex with a very handsome guy.


    


    He and Kurt were going to have to have a talk when they both woke up and before the next round of sex took place. Was his lifetime companion and lover lying right next to him at that moment? He would find out shortly.


    


    



    


    



    


    The next morning, when the men got up to get ready for work, both Kurt and Phil knew that they had more than likely found a life-mate. Phil seemed to be even better at sex the second time than he was the first, and Kurt was able to make him like bottoming. They both admitted to having feelings for each other and agreed to take it slow, but the decision to date only each other was made. For the time being, they would maintain separate living spaces, but if they were still seeing each other off the job in six months, Phil would move in with Kurt and officially set up house. The only question was… should they find a way to tell Condor and Falcon?
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