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Chapter 1 

 Doug had been conditioning me for months. We had met at the gym, and several 

weeks after we’d become regular spotting partners, he revealed to me, almost in an off-

hand manner, that he was bisexual and that he actually preferred gay sex. He didn’t 

come on to me—at least not directly—and I consider myself fairly open-minded, so I 

continued with our informal spotting arrangements, him monitoring me as I worked the 

weights and him doing the same for me. I also had an insatiable curiosity, and Doug 

was quite clever about exploiting that curiosity. He wasn’t the one who said or did 

anything about my trying out the gay lifestyle; he just responded to my natural curiosity. 

How was I to know, though, that this seemingly innocuous quirk was but the beginning 

of a long spiral down into the maelstrom? 

 Sometimes after we’d worked out and showered, we’d go someplace together for 

a drink before going our separate ways. As time went on, I started asking him about his 

life and about the whole gay scene. I don’t know why I did this—or didn’t know at the 

time. Looking at it from hindsight, he obviously had seen the curiosity in me for all sorts 

of things and had played on that from the beginning. 

 Regardless, the more he didn’t push the topic, the more curious I was, the more I 

asked about it, and the more I became interested in it. After a while, he wasn’t at all shy 

about watching me in the shower, but I guess I wasn’t all that shy about watching him 

either. He slowly made his interest in me known in no uncertain terms. I remember 

going weak in the knees the first time I saw him hard in the shower. He must have had 

at least nine long, thick, hard inches jutting out from his balls. He was a good seven and 
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a half inches just dangling. I hadn’t been even vaguely interested in men in terms of sex 

before I’d met Doug, but now my curiosity was entertaining all sorts of “what ifs.” 

 During that period, Doug didn’t touch me with anything but his eyes, however, 

and the longer he went without trying to make a direct move on me, the more curious I 

became about his lifestyle and the more attractive he himself appeared to me. He had 

the blond good looks and robust, big-boned and heavily muscled physique that went 

with his Nordic heritage. His broad, open smile and ready humor also came straight 

from Scandinavia. 

 Whenever I was well into quizzing him about the gay lifestyle and why he was 

like he was, he would insert the hint that I might like to try it, and I’ll confess that the 

more we talked and socialized with each other, the more curious I became about what 

he saw in this gay business that was better than a good fuck with a hot woman. I’d seen 

the way the women eyed him in the gym, so I knew that his lifestyle was definitely 

something he preferred and had chosen. I also saw how some of the men ogled him, 

and this only served to stoke my own curiosity. But still, no matter how closely we 

spiraled into trying it together, he never laid a hand on me in those early days other than 

to keep me from getting hurt from a falling weight during a gym workout. 

 That was until I fell from the rings one evening and he caught me by the crotch 

with one hand and his other hand slid up under my T-shirt and cupped one of my pecs. 

We stayed in that position perhaps for a second or two longer than was necessary, and 

he could hardly avoid noticing that my dick came alive under his touch. I could tell that 

he was impressed with what he’d felt by the look he gave me when we parted. 
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 That evening, after our workout, while we were drinking beer in our usual bar, he 

finally moved in on his pitch. I don’t remember how he maneuvered me into the 

proposition, but it was I who asked him if he’d do it with me just once so that I’d have 

some idea what his attraction to it was. By not making a direct move on me, he had 

caused me to start to doubt my own attraction and wondering if someone like him just 

didn’t want someone like me. But, when I brought it up, he came alive and put on that 

broad smile, and I knew that he had just wanted it to be me who made the proposal. 

 Strangely, though, we didn’t just go off and do it then. He went to great lengths to 

ascertain that I’d never done it with a man before—that I hadn’t been fucked before and 

hadn’t so much as let another man touch my cock or balls. 

 This seemed a little odd to me; I assumed that all gay men fucked 

indiscriminately like rabbits, but I did assure him that I was a virgin in the sense of any 

kind of sex with a man. 

 This declaration pleased Doug greatly, but again, strangely, he didn’t suggest 

that we march off and get it on right there and then but suggested that I go with him to a 

private party the following week after our gym workout, where there would be a room we 

could use for all night if we wanted to. He pressed me for assurances that I really was 

interested in doing this, and I told him that the only reservation I had was that I had seen 

him hard, and I was scared about making nine inches disappear up my ass. He had 

smiled and said that I must really be terrified at the thought of twelve inches then, and 

we had both broken down into laughter. 

 I hadn’t had any idea how much my curiosity had worked me up for this, but I 

walked around with a hard on and a vision of those nine inches at Doug’s midsection for 
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most of the week in anticipation of having this experience with Doug. My butt twitched 

from the very thought of it, even though I was giving equal thought to the certain pain 

and possible pleasure of the experience. 

 On the night of the party, I trembled through our workout so badly that I couldn’t 

half manage to complete my routine. Doug kept clucking and smiling at me and telling 

me that it would all go off just fine. He did hand me a small bottle and tell me to use it to 

take an enema and to shower really well before we went to the party, though, saying 

that good hygiene was a turn on and my virgin ass canal was going to get quite a 

workout. Not having the vaguest notion what men did to prepare to have sex with other 

men, I found this instruction alone so sexy that I almost creamed myself as Doug 

watched me shower. 

 We left my car in the gym parking lot and took Doug’s. It was a dark night, and he 

soon had me lost in a maze of unlit streets in a far suburban section of town I’d never 

been in. At length, we turned into a drive and up to a set of large gates that opened to a 

clicker Doug pulled out of a compartment in his dashboard, and we slowly swept up to 

and parked on the grass beside several other cars in front of a large Georgian mansion. 

 The party was men only, as I had anticipated, and the entertainment rooms were 

heavy with smoke, not all of it from cigarettes, booze, testosterone, and the heavy 

musky smell of men in heat, on the edge of busting out in full rut. I don’t know why, but 

this excited me and made me determined to drop all of my inhibitions, if at least for this 

evening. As Doug and I moved through the crowd, I cupped one of his butt cheeks in 

my hand, but he took my hand in his and moved it away from his body. 
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 Uncertainty. He had told me that he was going to make love to me this evening, 

telling me in very detailed terms about his favorite sidesplitting position, and yet he still 

was avoiding intimacy. 

 He took me to a sofa toward the back of one of the many lounge-type rooms on 

the mansion’s ground floor, somewhat away from the swirl of men around the floor, and 

we sat down. He did put his arm around me then. 

 But almost immediately after we sat down, my view of the room was cut off by an 

older man, probably somewhere around forty but in very good shape, who came and 

stood directly in front of us. Doug introduced me to the man, who turned out to be the 

host of the party. I was told his name was Donatien. I raised an eyebrow at the fancy 

French name, but he just laughed and said I could call him Don. My first impression was 

that he must be a dancer. He was lithe but well muscled and moved with a smooth 

grace. He was dark and hirsute, with a close-cut mustache and beard that came to a 

point below his chin, heavy eyebrows twisted up at the ends, and long hair that came 

down below his shoulders. The most striking aspect of him was his eyes; they were 

violet and piercing. I felt that he could look right through me and discern my thoughts—

or at least to completely undress me. 

 Don sat down beside me, so that I was closely sandwiched between Doug and 

him. And, although Doug kept his arm behind my neck and his hand with a tight hold on 

my bicep, it was Don who started to make moves on me there on the sofa. 

 I had fully intended on having sex with Doug at this party, but this was something 

entirely new, something I hadn’t bargained for or agreed to. 
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 But Don was mesmerizing. He had his hand on my thigh, holding it in a firm grip 

with long, elegant fingers, and all the while he was telling me how beautiful Doug had 

said my body was and that he could see now that Doug hadn’t been exaggerating. He 

mentioned that Doug told him we worked out together and his hand fluttered over my 

chest and down my abs and across my belly briefly as if he was checking out what 

Doug had told him, and then it went back, higher on my thigh. The hand went between 

my legs, and he pushed them apart, and I involuntarily found myself accommodating 

him and letting my legs spread. I had no idea what I was or was not supposed to be 

doing in this situation. I was entirely flustered and was angry at Doug for just sitting 

there, holding me in place for this assault, but not making any moves on me himself. I 

had come here for Doug’s touch, not to be handed over as a party favor. 

 Don was turned to me now and had managed to get me to make eye contact with 

him, and I was lost in those violet eyes. As he murmured reassuring flattery to me, his 

hand went to my basket and traced my lengthening and thickening cock through the thin 

fabric of my pants and briefs. 

 I could feel Doug trembling beside me and wondered wildly why he wasn’t doing 

anything. I could tell that he wanted me by the way his pants were tenting at his crotch. I 

moved my hand toward his basket, but he quickly grabbed it with his hand and held my 

hand immobile between us. My other arm was trapped behind Don’s back. Between 

them, they had me pinned to this spot. 

 Don’s hand snaked up under my shirt tail, and he tested and prodded my belly, 

abs, and pecs and squeezed my nipples gently. I began to breathe heavily and tried, in 

vain, to writhe away from his searching fingers. His hand slid down across my belly and 
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continued under the waistband of my pants and found my dick and balls. Meanwhile, his 

other hand had slipped behind me and down my spine, and a long finger was snaking 

its way down below my waistband, between the crack of my butt cheeks, and rested 

very near to my asshole. I shuddered and gave a little moan. 

 He broke eye contact and his lips went to the side of my neck, where my carotid 

artery was pumping blood through my body at a rapid rate. I felt sharp teeth scrape 

against my vein, but he hesitated there just a few seconds. He gave me a sucky kiss 

there and then lifted his head and made eye contact with me again. 

 Staring deeply into my eyes, he started quizzing me in a low voice, just as Doug 

inexplicably had done a week before. Was I virgin to the touch of men? Never been 

touched by another man or touched another man before just now, let alone been kissed 

anywhere on the body, sucked off or given suck, or fucked? Was I quite sure? 

 My halting and bewildered answers seemed to satisfy him, and suddenly he had 

pulled his hands away from me and was reaching for the drink he had put on the floor 

next to the sofa before he sat down. He took a long swig from the drink, and then, 

turning to me, he held my face between his hands and forced my lips open with his and 

went into a long, deep kiss. His violet eyes held mine enthralled, as his tongue pushed 

deeper into my mouth. 

 But it wasn’t just his tongue. He had transferred a couple of capsules to my 

mouth with his, and he was forcing them down my throat with his tongue. I gagged, but I 

swallowed them. There was nothing else I could do. They immediately started to have 

an effect on me. I was blacking out, as I had the sensation of both Don and Doug rising 

from the sofa and Doug hauling me over his shoulder like I was a sack of seed. 
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Chapter 2 

 When I awoke, still very groggy, I found I was completely naked, with my arms 

suspended from overhead hooks with chains and my legs spread apart and attached by 

chains to a stone floor as well. We were in some sort of stone vault. I had what seemed 

to be a wooden stool supporting me from behind and below so that I didn’t drag my 

arms out of their sockets against the chains in my unconsciousness. 

 I felt wetness all over my body and became barely conscious that all of my body 

hair was being shaved off me with foam and straight razors, except for the hair on top of 

my head and my eyebrows. A man I barely remember from the crowd at the party was 

working on my right armpit and Doug, himself, was quite carefully shaving my pubic hair 

and my balls. Someone else was working on a thigh and a calf. 

 They were pretty much finished as I came at least partially out of my stupor and 

began to test my chains. Doug was washing me off—everywhere—with a wet, scented 

cloth. I found that all of my limbs had a bit of freedom of motion, but not much. The 

hooks of the chains attached to my arms and legs ran in groves along the floor and 

stone ceiling, and the grooves ran up into pillars in front of me and behind me, which 

indicated that the position of my body could be readily changed without freeing me. My 

wrists and ankles were heavily padded where they were cuffed to the chains. I had 

never felt so exposed and controlled before in my life. 

 I would have let everyone know how little I appreciated being trussed up like this, 

but I was still groggy and was completely awed by what I could see. About fifteen feet in 

front of me, in the middle of the room, was a low-slung altar, with a large brazier on top, 

which was emitting heavy, musk-scented smoke. But even more awesome were the 
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men in the room. Although I recognized several as having been at the party in the 

mansion and the sexual allure had been heavy in the air there, the current context of 

their presence here was highly confusing and had entered an entirely new sexual 

dimension. They were swirling about the stone vault and all were naked to the waist. All 

wore tight, latex-like red leotards, open at both the crotch and the ass. They all were in 

superb shape, well-endowed to a man, even though of widely different body builds and 

types, and all had at least half hard ons. They also all wore horns on their heads, which 

made them appear to be satyrs, which, no doubt, was what they were pretending to be. 

They were drinking heavily from flagons, and many were smoking joints or popping pills 

as they glided about the room, touching each other intimately in passing. 

 Then, out of the smoke, emerged the host of the party, Donatien. In contrast to 

everyone else, he was entirely naked, except for the horns and a black leather belt 

crisscrossing his chest. He was heavily tanned, which could hardly be discerned 

through the hair that covered his body in profusion, absent only here and there to 

accent how it flowed in channels over his body. His violet eyes had a new luster to 

them, whereas he had borne the slight illusion of the satanic when I had met him at the 

party, now he was the devil full blown—a devil of extreme sexuality and allure. Every 

inch of him exuded illicit sensuality. But what I couldn’t take my eyes off was his cock. 

He was horse hung and was in full erection—and no doubt had taken something that 

would keep him so for a good long time. 

 I was growing more aware of my surroundings and started rattling my chains, 

trying to break free. But Donatien just walked up to me and pushed the stool off to the 

side now that my legs could more or less support my own weight. With a big grin on his 
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face, he backhanded me smartly across the mouth, stunning me. Then his mouth, 

tongue, and teeth started to brutalize my pecs and nipples. He grabbed my head in both 

of his hands and went into another deep kiss on my lips. Once more his tongue pushed 

capsules down my throat. But instead of blacking out this time, the drug made me feel 

powerless, but increased my sensitivity to touch, and I also could feel my cock 

hardening and my ass canal loosening. 

 Still intent on struggling my way out of this, I bit him on the lip. He pulled away 

and gave me a startled look. Then he laughed, licked at his lip with his tongue, and 

backhanded me across the cheek again. My head snapped back, and he sank his teeth 

into my neck. I could feel him sucking at my blood. He only did this, though, long 

enough to demonstrate to me the totality of the power he had over me in this situation. 

 For the next half hour or more, Don played my body with his lips, teeth, and 

fingers. His mouth wound up on my cock, where he worked it in front until I thought I 

was going to explode. He let me rest briefly and then approached me from the rear, 

pulling my cock between my legs and alternating between working it and my asshole 

with his mouth. 

 All the time he was doing this, the rest of the men were working their way into a 

sexual frenzy. Right in front of me, I saw Doug bend a willowy young man forward over 

at the waist, enter him from behind in one long, continuous slide that had the young 

man panting and moaning, and begin pumping him in deep thrusts. While doing this, 

Doug was staring intently at me, and I had the sensation of him entering me rather than 

this anonymous young man. Another man was sucking the dick of Doug’s partner, and 
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in short order, yet another, heavily muscular man was riding Doug from behind as well. 

Doug threw his head back and laughed with pleasure. 

 The brazier had been moved from the altar, and a young man was stretched out 

on his back on the top of the table. Below him a beefy black man was spread-eagling 

the young man’s legs and pumping away at his ass with a big, thick cock. A man 

covered in colorful tattoos was straddling the young man above and both were engaged 

in a vigorous 69 sucking. In one corner of the room, a completely hairless satyr was 

trussed up in a sling made of black leather straps and was being blown by one muscle 

man and fist-fucked by another, whose sweat glistened and wavy tattoos undulated in 

the light from torches placed along the walls. A third man was languorously sucking the 

toes of the bald guy. And in another corner, another lithe, young man was strapped up 

to a hook by leather straps, and a tormenting satyr was flicking his back and buttocks 

with a riding crop and was inserting a thick dildo into his ass. The young man was 

writhing and twisting, but he was screaming repeated exclamations of “Yes!” and “More, 

deeper!” at the top of his lungs. Another muscular giant had a black satyr up against the 

wall. The giant was supporting the black man with beefy hands clutching his buttocks. 

The black man’s legs were wrapped around the small of the giant’s back and the giant 

was pounding away in the black man’s ass with his club of a dick. A third man was 

fingering the giant’s ass and working up his own cock with his hand. 

 I swiveled my head and saw, nearly at the edge of my peripheral vision, a satyr 

holding a flagon high over his head, letting wine stream out. Some of the wine managed 

to hit his mouth, but much of it was streaming down his face and onto and down his 

chest and belly. A second satyr was licking the wine off the torso of the first as it flowed 
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down his glistening, marble-white skin. A third satyr was behind the first, his face 

planted firmly between the marbleized youth’s butt cheeks. And, as I watched, he stood 

and took his engorged penis in his hand. His tool was fascinating; it was long and thin, 

with a rosy, bulbous helmet, and had a pronounced curve up toward his belly. It looked 

very much like an Oriental crescent sword. And, as he pierced the ass of the first satyr, I 

had the image of that bulbous helmet head dragging along the ass canal as it skewered 

its prey. 

 I swiveled my head back and saw that a tall, thin redhead was stretched out on 

his belly between me and the altar. A muscular blond lay full length on top of him, his 

arms atop the redhead’s arms, the fingers of their hands entwined. Their heads were 

cheek to cheek; the blond’s powerful thighs held those of the redhead’s close together. 

Only the way that their fingers flexed and unflexed in a rhythmic fashion; that their faces 

shared an intense, yet faraway look; that the redhead moaned quietly; and that the 

blond’s thighs twitched and his buttocks gently undulated revealed that the redhead was 

being deeply and tightly plowed. 

 I saw that the eyes of both the redhead and blond were focused on my own 

methodical taking under the ministrations of their dark, hairy master. Looking around the 

room, I could see that, in fact, nearly all of eyes of those around me were swimming in 

semen and fixed on what Don was doing to my body. I was the centerpiece of this party. 

No, obviously this was a ceremony of some sort rather than a party. I felt Don’s teeth 

tighten around the root of my cock, and his index finger, deep inside my ass, was 

rubbing relentlessly across my prostate, further engorging my cock and bringing me to 

the brink of coming under a sensation in my cock that I had never experienced before. 
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 I heard a scream of ecstasy from one corner of the vault as the bald man in the 

sling shot arcs of cum on the chest of his tormentor, and from Doug as he arched his 

back to find the mouth of the man who was riding him and launched his load up the ass 

of the willowy young man he was servicing. The man strapped to the hook in another 

corner strained his head back and joined in the scream, as the dildo with which he was 

being prodded was pulled out, and his body was lifted off the ground by one dick 

entering him from behind and another joining the first as it enter him from in front. His 

body lurched and twitched and bobbed up and down against the piston motion of the 

two dicks slowly disappearing up his stretched asshole in a counterplunging drilling 

action. Legs planted firmly on the ground, the bulging-muscled torsos of the fucking duo 

leaned away from their shared toy, every vein bulging and rolling wildly and their 

mouths open in a tenor-baritone duet of intense pleasure. 

 The redhead stretched in front of me let out a loud groan, as the blond, going up 

on his knees, pulled the redhead’s buttocks up with him and pumped him in five long, 

hard strokes with his throbbing cock before pulling out and spewing cum up the 

redhead’s back. The blond fell back on his haunches, and the redhead came on his 

knees, turned, grabbed the blond by his calves, wishboned his legs, and plunged his 

dick into his partner’s ass to where his strawberry pubic hair merged with vanilla fluff. As 

the blond arched his back and threw his head back and screamed in surprised pain 

laced with pleasure, the redhead started pumping away like mad. 

 All of this was too much for me; I had never imagined, not to mention seen, 

anything like this. And I shot off a load of semen down Don’s throat. Don now lost focus 

on my cock and balls and moved back to in front of me. At his command, the chains on 
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my wrists slackened considerably, and Don was pulling my head down to his crotch with 

both hands. The wet tip of his bulbous dick head pushed at my mouth, forcing it open. 

Gently, at first, he guided me in giving him suck and then, more insistently, he began to 

face fuck me, guiding my head in rhythm with his strong fingers. I gagged as he forced 

his enormous cock deeper toward the back of my throat. But when I thought I wasn’t 

going to be able to take another breath, he pulled out of me, the chains jerked me back 

up to a standing position, and he moved around to behind me. 

 Don let out an animal howl, and we were receiving the full attention of the room 

now. Everyone disengaged from what they were doing and formed a circle around me, 

choosing their favorite vantage point from which to see me violated. Some were stroking 

themselves as they watched. Some were being stroked from behind by others, and 

Doug and few others had their arms entwined around and their dongs up the asses of 

some of the younger satyrs. Still, while he was even then slowly fucking another from 

behind, Doug’s eyes were locked on mine, and I felt he was sharing in everything that 

Don was doing in what was approaching the centerpiece of my ritual deflowering. 

 Standing right behind me, close to me, Don placed his palms on my hips and 

was gently stroking my butt cheeks with his thumbs. His breath was hot against the 

back of my neck, and I felt that huge tool of his running up the small of my back. He 

kissed me tenderly, and I trembled as I felt that bulbous head of his cock stroking its 

way down my back and into my crack. 
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Chapter 3 

 Donatien started lathering up my asshole with a glob of salve. He gave a 

command, and I found my legs being flipped up into the air and spread farther apart, my 

hips suspended slightly above my head. Don walked around to in front of me, holding 

his gigantic cock in his hand and pulling it in gentle, long strokes. He placed the bulbous 

head of his member at the entrance of my hole and rotated it around gently for some 

time. I whimpered quietly, paralyzed by fear of the anticipated but unknown. He told me 

to take a deep breath, and, as I did, he brutally entered me to the point where his dick 

helmet breached past my sphincter muscles. I threw my head back, my vision crowded 

by a sea of the muscled legs of my audience, and bellowed in pain and frustration, all of 

my veins bulging. I gritted my teeth, remembering that I had wanted this—that I had 

come for this—just not from Donatien. From Doug. 

 “The first breach of the virgin,” the master announced in full voice, as a ripple of 

applause and murmurs of enjoyment and admiration fluttered through the circle of 

satyrs that surrounded me. I quickly realized, however, that writhing about would only 

push the assault ram deeper sooner, so I went rigid. Don whispered endearments at 

me, telling me to relax, that it would be far less painful if I relaxed and went with the 

flow. His hands ran across my belly, abs, and pecs, and he gently massaged me, 

helping me to relax. 

 As I relaxed, Don commented on how beautiful my body was and on how sure he 

was from my reactions that I must really be a virgin to the touch by man. His eyes 

sought Doug in the crowd around us and beckoned him over. I could hear Doug’s cock 

slurp its way out of a young satyr’s ass, as he extracted himself and walked over to us. 
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Don expressed his pleasure at Doug’s gift of my body for this ceremony and kissed him 

on the lips. From the murmurs in the crowd, I could tell this was a distinct honor. I heard 

Don tell Doug that, for his reward, he could join in the final ceremony on the altar, and 

Doug thanked him profusely and backed toward the crowd. 

 It was then, while I was relaxed, that Don pushed his cock into me two or three 

more inches. I started to tense again, but his helmet had found my prostate, and started 

rubbing back and forth on that, which produced sharp flashes of pleasure in my cock 

that were far beyond anything I had ever felt before. I moaned loudly. 

 “Furrowing the field,” the master announced. The crowd voiced its 

congratulations. 

 “Oh, God, oh God,” I moaned. I could feel precum bubbling up and out of my 

pisshole. 

 “Oh sweet baby,” Don whispered to me. “You’ve never felt this before, have 

you?” 

 “Oh, God, no,” I moaned back at him. 

 “Never realized it could feel this good, did you?” he pressed. 

 “Oh, God, oh, God. No!” 

 “Shall I stop or continue?” he asked. I hesitated and he pulled out from the 

prostrate and then rubbed back on to it with his dick head. The pleasure of the contact 

flooded back. I couldn’t help my response. 

 “Oh, no, don’t stop. Don’t stop, please.” I wailed. 

 He, of course, had no intention of stopping, but there were murmurs of approval 

from the crowd, and he obviously was pleased at my acceptance of his power over me. 
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He gave a command, and the tension was completely erased from the chains on my 

wrists, and I arched back. I didn’t fall; however, because Don’s strong hands supported 

me under my buttocks. He arched forward over me and his lips and teeth went to my 

nipples and abs. My throbbing cock was rubbing back and forth in the hair on his belly, 

and the combination of that sensation and the rubbing on my prostate made me come 

again. 

 “He came! The life-giving rains!” the master announced to the audience in 

jubilation, and there was another round of cheers and celebration. 

 The cock head continued on past the prostate another inch, and I was filled with 

pain. 

 “Plowing,” the master declared. The tension in the room was electric. 

 “Oh, ah. A-h-h-h. Please.” Another inch and, “Oh, God, no. Stop, please. You’re 

splitting me. I can’t—” 

 A command was given and my arms were pulled back up and Don was putting 

his mouth very close to my ear. 

 “Sssst,” he was whispering insistently to me. “You must want it. You must want it 

for your own good. The ceremony is fixed. There is no alternative. I’m going to take you 

completely, one way or the other. But there are consequences if you don’t want it.” 

 “Oh, oh,” I moaned. “It hurts. How much more? I can’t take it.” 

 Don laughed bitterly in my ear. “Can’t take it? I’m only about half in myself now, 

and you are going to be taking it for hours—by cocks of all sizes.” 

 “Oh, no, no, please,” I cried. Another inch in and I lurched and moaned deeply. 
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 “Plowing deeper,” the master declared over my moans of pain. Both he and I felt 

the wetness that now lathered his cock. 

 “I confirm a new field. Virgin, unplowed ground!” he yelled in triumph, and he 

pulled his cock out of me to show all that it was smeared lightly in the blood of my ass 

canal. Excitement buzzed in the crowd. 

 “The ceremony is now validated and can proceed!” the master declared to a 

round of applause and louder buzzing and a great release of tension in the room. 

Obviously we had passed some sort of portal of the action. 

 He crouched and his lips and tongue went to my asshole. His ministrations were 

soothing, even if a little scary. I primarily was glad that he had stopped the plowing. 

When he came back up he leaned back down to me and put his mouth beside my ear. 

 “It’s only this time you will feel the pain, I promise,” Don said. “The drug I gave 

you will both increasingly loosen you and take away the pain. At some point there will 

only be pleasure. But for now the pain is necessary. You must be shown to have a 

virgin ass. The ceremony requires it. It also requires that I plow the field and plant the 

seed. After this first time, there will only be pleasure in it.” 

 “Oh, oh,” I whimpered. “But can you go more slowly?” 

 “I can mix more pleasure with the pain,” Don answered. And to my groans and 

moans, he reentered me with his hard ramrod to where his cock helmet rubbed over my 

prostate again and slowly rotated his cock around in my ass canal with his hand 

wrapped around the root of his cock. That indeed, increased the pleasure, and my 

moans and sighs and grunts showed the increased satisfaction. Once more, upon 

command, the wrist chains released, and I arched back, which jutted my pelvis into 
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Don’s and forced his cock deeper up my canal, but this time not with nearly the pain I 

had experienced before. 

 “Tell me,” Don commanded in a louder voice. “Tell me what you want me to do to 

you.” 

 “OK, OK,” I whimpered. “You can do it.” But I gasped as the cock reached the 

deepest point it had attained earlier, a good six inches in. 

 “A second furrowing of the virgin fields! A sure harvest is a well-plowed field.” 

Don announced to his adherents. 

 “Tell me. Tell me in your own words. Let me know you want it; that you consent 

to this taking of your virginity. To the dedication of your virginity to the master of this 

coven. Tell me.” and them more softly into my ear. “It will happen regardless. There are 

dire consequences if you don’t declare your willingness. I like you. I want you to pass 

the initiation.” He took the root of his cock in his hand and rotated the embedded end in 

my ass. My ass canal responded, widening to him and sending ripples of pleasant 

sensations through the muscles of my channel. This, in turn, made him gasp at the 

rippling across and around his embedded dick, and his eyes caught mine. And the flash 

in those violet eyes confirmed that we were on the brink of an action he could not 

control and that was inevitable. He was going to fuck me deeply. I knew that now. 

Nothing was going to prevent that. Doug would not be the first to reach my core. What 

the hell. I’d come here to be fucked. Curiosity had sealed my fate. 

 “Take me,” I cried. The crowd bubbled over in exclamations of approval and awe. 

 “What do you want me to do?” Don screamed. 
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 “Fuck me!” I cried. “Fuck me deep! Plow these fields and plant that seed. Please, 

now. Finish. Now. Fuck me hard, fuck me deep. You are the master of my body.” 

 Don plunged into me that last four or five inches. I screamed in pain and he 

screamed in ecstasy. 

 “To the root! Reaching the good, virginal soil!” Don declared triumphantly, and 

the crowd roared its appreciation. 

 Immediately, he pulled nearly all the way out, and I sharply took in breath, which 

exploded back out of me as he plunged back to the root. 

 “Oh, God, oh God, oh, God,” I screamed, as he repeated this deep plunge 

several times, ending in the loud gush of “The seed of the master! The seed has been 

planted deep and true in virginal soil.” The sensations of my innards being drowned in 

his semen washed over me. The cheers were deafening, reverberating around the 

stone walls. 
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Chapter 4 

 Relief poured over me along with Don’s semen that was bathing my insides. I 

thought I had survived the ritual. That it was all over now, that it would all get better. But 

nothing was happening. Well, nothing beyond the master satyr pulling out of me and 

marching around the circle, waving his still-engorged dong and exhibiting the mixture of 

his semen and my intestinal blood dripping from the gigantic organ. He had left me 

there, trussed up with my legs spread wide and cum and blood dripping out of my ass 

onto the floor. And then, when he had made a couple of victory laps to the appreciative 

comments of his coven, he returned to stand in front of me, positioning his pelvis 

between my suspended torso and spread legs. 

 He gave me a big, devilish grin, and declared. “You are worthy, sir. You have 

proven you are a virgin, and you have willingly and chastely given your virginity to the 

master of this coven. No part of you is a virgin now, and I have had the honor of taking 

you in every way. I am well pleased. Now, it is my duty to prove my manhood, my 

superior sustaining power to my men. The duty is over. The pleasure now begins. A 

well-plowed field is a productive field. The more seed planted vigorously and 

continuously, the more abundant the harvest!” 

 I barely had time to form my protest, when he pushed in between my legs, 

dripping, but very hard dick in hand, and slowly remounted me up his root. As he had 

promised, though, the drugs had set in and the initial deflowering had passed. I felt 

more pleasure than pain now, as his man meat slid slowly and fully back into me and, 

for what seemed to be forever, pumped me both deeply and shallowly. His long, slender 

fingers dug into my butt cheeks, and he guided me back and forth on his long, thick 

24 



ramrod. His mouth went to mine in a brutal kiss and then to my nipples, which he 

ravished with his lips and teeth. After an eternity, he came in another gusher, which he 

announced to the cheering crowd as a second seeding. He pulled out of me, came 

around behind me, and entered me again from behind. He wrapped his arms around my 

torso, bringing me very close into his chest, and he stroked and kneaded my pecs and 

nipples with his long, elegant fingers. We came together that time, which he was quick 

to point out to those encircling us as a third seeding enhanced by abundant rain. 

 At his signal then, the chain lowered me to the floor, minions unbound me, and 

Don continued to pump me in various positions, with me, now beyond pain and into my 

own zone of new-found ecstasy, increasingly finding and matching his rhythm and 

giving into the power and urgency of him. I was his now, and he knew it. We moved as 

one in the center of the floor, him enjoying my hairlessness and me enjoying the feel of 

his profuse, silky body hair. And when he came for the fourth time, with me fucking 

myself on the prone master and running my hands through his chest hair, and he slowly 

beat me off, while, entwined, we tenderly kissed. 

 When he had made me come again at last, he rose from me and signaled the 

rest of the men in the room, who descended on me, carried me over to and laid me on 

top of the altar, and, approaching me from every angle, filled my every orifice with dicks 

of varying lengths and thicknesses as I lay panting and moaning on the cold, hard 

stone. 

 “Feeding the masses from the abundant harvest,” the master bellowed over the 

rutting masses. 
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 I certainly hadn’t counted on this part of the ritual, the throwing of the sacrifice to 

the mob. I was being covered in semen and came at least twice more that evening that I 

could remember. I had never produced semen this often or this fast. It must have been 

the drugs. But then, I’d never been in an orgy like this before. 

 I lay with my butt at the edge of one side of the altar and my head dangling off 

another end. The redheaded satyr was holding my head in his hands and face fucking 

my mouth from above. Someone was pouring wine on my chest and belly and licking 

me off there, paying special attention to my nipples and my navel. I felt my legs being 

wishboned and a cock entered my ass. I knew in an instant it was the satyr with the 

curved crescent sword cock, as a cock head was dragging across my prostate and kept 

dragging up my ass canal, changing the curve of the canal itself, giving me a sensation 

of my innards being stretched forward. I felt the weight of a man on my belly, and my 

own cock was entering a moist channel and being massaged by undulating walls as it 

slowly explored the depths of someone unknown. That unknown person was slapping 

his own cock on my abs and dry fucking me between my pecs as he worked his ass 

back and forth on my dick. Hands were deeply massaging my pecs and nipples; 

tongues were running over my legs. The thinner cocks at my mouth and anus were 

replaced by much thicker pieces. I gagged at getting past the helmet of a big, ropy-

veined cock at my mouth and labored under a baseball bat-headed cock forcing 

purchase at my hole. When it was in several inches, I was turned on the altar, being 

spun on that big cock, and it continued pumping me from behind. My legs were being 

spread wide by multiple hands to give the batsman as wide a channel as possible. What 

he had been denied in length had been made up in breadth, and I was panting and 
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moaning and grunting at the effort of taking him in. My cock was swallowed from below 

and yet another satyr was licking and sucking my balls. I was being faced fuck from 

below now. I reached around with my arms and placed my hands on this satyr’s butt 

cheeks, only to find that he was being fucked from behind—the man with the extremely 

curved dick again. I followed the curve of the root of the dick with my hands until it had 

disappeared altogether and then I cuddled and pulled at the balls of the man sticking 

him. Now there were two satyrs on my chest and belly, one fucking the other. 

 At some point, I vaguely remembered four cocks pushing into me at once, two at 

either end, but by then I was close to blacking out again. The last separate phase of this 

ordeal that I remember was of the swirl of men falling back from the altar upon 

command and Doug coming up on the table, laying down behind me on the altar and 

gathering me tenderly in to him. His long, thick cock entered me and held there near the 

entrance until my sphincter muscles grabbed his bulbous dick head and pulled it in to 

where it rubbed against my prostrate. He let it rub there for a few minutes, as I trembled 

and moaned and sighed quietly within his arms. None of the rest of what had happened 

now mattered to me. The pain I had been through before was worth the reward of this 

pleasure. I could not have imagined that anyone could work my prostate as well as Don 

had just done, but Doug proved that to be wrong. I vaguely remember thinking that 

Doug had better be very careful that Don not find out that Doug quite possibly was the 

better lover. 

 The rest of crowd in the room was drifting away. This is what I had been 

fanaticizing about for the past week, entwined in Doug’s strong arms, his horse-hung 

dick snaking up my ass canal, filling me to the limit. The drugs and the stretching and 

27 



stuffing I had already experienced had taken away all of the pain. It was better that the 

pain was with someone else and pure pleasure was reserved for my long-anticipated 

fuck with Doug. All I felt now was Doug’s need and urgency, his need to fill me with his 

hot, heavy cock. He was sighing and moaning with me now, pushing deeply into me, 

slowly and rhythmically pumping me with his manhood, sidesplitting me deeply as he 

had promised he would do. I suddenly knew that I was here because Doug wanted me, 

not because the master needed another sacrifice. And that thought made me fearful for 

Doug. I needed to guard against the overflowing feelings I had for Doug—at least as 

long as we were on display to the master’s coven. 

 As my body calmed and went into a slow coordinated movement with Doug’s 

rhythm, I felt him lift my leg high into the air, and, looking down my torso, I saw those 

violet eyes of the dark master, boring into me. I had to be careful now. I gave him a 

smile as if he owned me, as if he were my one and only lover, as if I were letting Doug 

fuck me only because the master had granted him this reward. 

 The master wrapped one hand around my engorged dick, which he gently 

stroked. His thumb was on my piss slit, probing and opening and closing it in a 

pleasurable rhythm. I watched, guarded but also completely lost in my gentle but 

relentless deep fuck from Doug, as the master’s lips went to my leg. He tongued the 

surface from knee down to where the leg met the groin. This tickled and sent flashes of 

pleasure up and down my legs, but the real pleasure I was feeling was from Doug’s 

cock in my ass canal, being rotated around and given short pumps at various depths by 

his long fingers that managed to manipulate his cock inside me, while rubbing an index 
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finger on my prostate. His cock had a crock in it, and he was making me yip and moan 

by dragging his dick helmet around my ass canal walls. 

 “Rejuvenating the seed,” I heard the master declare in a loud voice. My attention 

was jerked back from the sensations in my ass canal to those in my leg, as the crowd 

buzzed and a drum started a slow, but steady beat from the corner of the vault. 

 Donatien had found a pulsating vein on my leg in the crock of the groin, and I felt 

the pressure as he, first, deeply kissed me there, and, then, slowly sank his strong teeth 

into the vein and drank. For some reason, I didn’t even notice and was feeling more 

pleasure from the sucking than pain. I was becoming woozy, though, which, no doubt, 

added to my lethargic attitude about Doug and Don’s combined renewed assault on my 

body. If I had thought the thorough deflowering of my body at the hands of the satyr 

master was to be all there was to this ceremony, I obviously had been badly mistaken. I 

thought I heard a low, but sustained murmuring of the crowd of men whose close 

presence around the altar I felt more than saw. And a drum started a slow beat 

somewhere off in a corner of the vault. 

 The fear of being drained of blood slowly worked its way into my brain. Donatien 

had sucked on a vein earlier in this ordeal as a signal of his total control over me in this 

place, but I hadn’t thought about the ramifications of that to this point. Sensing my 

reaction and the reintroduction of a higher level of fear, Don pulled away from me and 

whispered reassuringly to me. “This is where the ritual parts ways on the virgin’s 

declared willingness as opposed to a rape,” Don said to me. “We drink sparingly from 

the willing; we drain the unwilling. Relax. I see that Doug is giving you deep pleasure. 
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Go with those sensations. Never fear.” And he returned to sucking gently at my leg, 

which began to feel numb. 

 Doug was kissing me deeply on the neck, and then I felt his teeth break into my 

carotid and he, like Don, was sucking my blood. A flash of concern went through me, 

wondering if Don knew that he was sharing this rejuvenation with Doug. Strangely 

enough, this was increasing my own pleasure, and I decided that Doug could look after 

himself. As Doug sucked, I could feel his dick lengthen and thicken, and he was plowing 

farther into me than anyone else had gone this evening. He must be over eleven inches 

into me. I’d never heard of a fuck this deep. But, as far as I could care, this could go on 

forever. His hand was roughly rolling and kneading one of my nipples, and his own 

moans had increased in intensity and had an animal edge to them. 

 I wondered briefly if someone like him could lose control and fuck someone else 

to death. If so, I was weakening and wouldn’t be able to do a thing about it. The fingers 

of his other hand left the rotation of his dick and the stroking of my prostate and I felt 

them going to the entrance of my ass and pushing the opening even farther apart, and 

at least two more inches of his dick entered me. He had been holding something in 

reserve. I moaned loudly and groaned and grunted, and wondered just how far into my 

intestines a baseball bat could go. If this was leading to death, it must be one of the 

most pleasurable ways to go. 

 I felt Don detach his teeth from the vein in my leg and tongue his way up to my 

balls. He sucked those momentarily, and then I felt his lips at the underside of my cock, 

right where it entered into the ball sap. He was holding my cock up against my belly and 

was licking the bulging vein there that was pumping blood into my engorged cock. 
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 “The purest of the pure.” he declared to the coven, and then he sliced his teeth 

into the vein, and, whether from what Doug’s rod was mining or Don’s lips were sucking, 

I came in three gigantic spasms. Don had sensed that I was ready to come and had his 

mouth over my dick to accept my hot semen. 

 “The last of innocence,” the master declared to the room, semen bubbling out of 

his mouth. “The essence of the sacrifice; the mingling of the purest of the life juices. The 

end of the ritual!” The room erupted into loud cheers and screams. He returned to gently 

sucking blood from the root of my throbbing cock, Doug shot off fourteen drug-induced 

inches deep, deep inside me, and I heard the drum pick up the beat and sound of its 

tempo, as I slowly drifted into unconsciousness. 

31 



Chapter 5 

 When I awoke, it was nearly dawn, and I was back at the gym parking lot, fully 

clothed and lying on the back seat of my car, but aching and hurting in every nook and 

cranny of my body. I was still a little woozy from the drugs and the loss of blood and 

moved with great lethargy and moans that were completely different from those that 

Don and Doug had dragged out of me earlier in the evening. I’m sure that much of what 

had happened in that stone vault was subsequently lost to me, and I even began to 

question how much of it was real and how much of it was my vivid imagination at work. 

 I found that, for the life of me, I couldn’t even remember now where the party had 

been; I didn’t have the foggiest notion how we had gotten there. But I could feel the pain 

in my ass canal and could feel it stretched so wide that I doubted it would ever return to 

the tightness it had before this repeated plowing, a fact that wasn’t all that unpleasant 

for the many men I subsequently tried out in search of the level of pleasure that Doug 

had given me in that last glorious side split. 

 I found a note on my dashboard. It was from Doug. I had passed my initiation 

with flying colors, he said. The master had been very pleased. And if I was interested in 

joining his coven, I should leave a note pasted to his locker in the gym. If not, though, I 

would never see Doug again and should not try to find him. He wouldn’t come back to 

work out at that gym unless I joined the coven; he was not permitted to have sex with 

other men outside the coven. He noted that he had shared women outside the coven 

with those he’d initiated before but that he didn’t think he could trust himself with me in 

such a situation. He admitted that I had been the best fuck he’d ever had. 
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 Left with the note was a small bottle of capsules. A handwritten tag on the bottle 

said, “The answer to a twelve-inch cock. Take two.” I opened the bottle and counted the 

capsules, wondering even then who I might deem worthy of a surprisingly deep fuck—or 

whether I’d save them all to slip into the meal of some hunky man I picked up in a bar 

and took home. 

 I might be the curiosity type, but no one could say that it was impossible to fully 

satisfy my curiosity. I didn’t leave a note for Doug. I still found him maddenly attractive, 

and there were moments for some time that the memory of his masterful cock and 

searching lips and hands filled my thoughts as fully as his cock had filled and stretched 

my very core, although, yes, I did get a capsule-induced twelve-inch fuck from a wildly 

surprised and another appreciative hunk from time to time during the next few weeks. 

But, now that I was away from that stone vault, I could accept that Doug had cold 

bloodedly and purposely procured me as a virginal sacrifice to his master in some dark 

satanic ritual. And I could see now that the privilege he had received of sharing me with 

the master—albeit after the master had taken all forms of my male-on-male virginity—in 

the highest ritual was just a reward from Doug’s having found, cultivated, seduced, and 

delivered me. 

 Doug was probably out cultivating another sacrificial lamb right now. I found I 

could not forgive him for that, even though I seemed no worse for the experience after 

I’d rested for a week. Within a couple of weeks, I noted that Doug’s locker at the gym 

had been reassigned to a pudgy executive who looked well beyond ready for retirement, 

even though he was still randy enough to give me a few purposeful looks. 
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 I went on to experiment with my sexuality with other men—to the surprise of 

several who thought it was my charms alone that had coaxed their cocks to over a foot 

long. But nothing I did in the ensuing weeks approached the wildness of when my 

virginity was first sacrificed—nor the satisfaction of that first deep fuck I had gotten from 

Doug. And that’s why I set out to find and compromise Doug, both to pull him from the 

coven and to experience that incredible dick inside me once more. 

 It took me over eight months of intense searching through all of the gyms in and 

around the city before I found Doug, but I did find him. I stayed in the shadows and 

watched him as he put the moves on a young, Middle Eastern university student who 

seemed far more oblivious to what was going on than I had been when Doug seduced 

me. He also was chatting up the women in the gym, and I saw his lack of struggle when 

a buxom brunette had him up against a wall near the passage to the locker rooms and 

was exploring his basket with her hands. 

 I laid out my plans carefully. I determined the evenings that Doug regularly 

attended the gym and then scoped out the evenings that the student and the buxom 

brunette attended the gym when Doug wasn’t there. I also followed Doug home from the 

gym until I struck on a night when he went out to Donatien’s mountain-side mansion out 

in the suburbs. I made note of the address of the mansion. I now knew where the coven 

met. That part of the plan settled, I now turned my attention to Doug’s friends at the 

gym. 

 I started to attend the gym on nights the student and brunette were there but 

Doug wasn’t, and I put some moves of my own on the two in separate campaigns. The 

brunette fell first. She was the very, very friendly type, who turned out to work on her 
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back on the side for money, and it wasn’t long before she had me up against the wall by 

the passage to the locker rooms and her hand down the front of my gym shorts. She 

liked what she found, and we finished the evening with her sucking me off in the 

backseat of my car and me telling her that cars inhibited me and I was sure she’d like 

the goods even better in her own bedroom. Curiosity got to her with little difficulty, I 

invested two of the capsules Doug had given me, and the brunette had the deepest, 

most enjoyable fuck of her life. She was all over me to repeat the performance, which I 

said I’d do if she did me a little favor by setting up a threesome when I wanted it 

arranged. A threesome suited her just fine, even with my stipulations, and she was even 

more pleased with the money I stuffed in her ample bra. 

 The olive-skinned Middle Eastern student was a harder sell. He obviously had no 

idea he had homosexual tendencies, and it took me several weeks of dropping the soap 

in the shower and inadvertently rubbing up against him on the gym floor to evoke his 

interest. But I had already proven my desirability to other men, and eventually one day 

he accepted a ride home, with a side trip to my place, which started with a mild Mickey 

in a drink that loosened him up and then to a complete collapse of his inhibitions. 

 After the effects of his drink started settling in, he perched himself on my kitchen 

island counter and agreed with me that it was entirely too warm in my apartment. No 

sooner had we stripped off our T-shirts and I came in close to him than he had his 

hands running through my now regrown chest hair, and we were locked in a tender kiss. 

I worked my lips down his smooth chest, six-pack, and flat belly, and sucked on his cock 

through his shorts and briefs until the material was transparent, his nice cock was 

apparent, and he declared that he would explode if I didn’t stop. 
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 I stripped off my own shorts and briefs and came up on the island on my knees in 

front of him and let him suck me without having to strain through fabric. I could tell from 

his clumsy, but still very nice efforts that he was a virgin to this sort of thing, and I 

considered the rest of what we did that night as saving him from Donatien’s coven. 

 I stripped off his wet clothes, with him agreeing in a fog that they now needed to 

be dried before he could use them, turned him over on the top of the island, and 

tongued up his ass for several minutes before reaching over for the butter off the other 

kitchen counter and lathering up his ass nicely. 

 I was gentle with my first entry, far more gentle that either Don or Doug had been 

with me, and I stopped at every stage of the way to allow him to adjust to my length and 

width, which, even when not enhanced by Doug’s capsules, were quite enough to put 

me into the highly desirable category at the gay bars I had started to frequent since my 

initiation by the coven. I was kneeling on my calves on the island top, and the student 

faced me, with his legs straddling my thighs. This gave me ready access to his lips to 

assure him this was true romance and to his nipples when he arched his back in the 

pain merging into pleasure of my cock slowly skewering his ass. I had given him the full 

prostate attention with my cock helmet, and his dick was just as hard as it was going to 

get and was bubbling precum when I slipped a couple of inches farther in and wrapped 

my hand around his rod and started stroking inside him. 

 He complained of the pain and was panting hard when I pulled him two inches 

closer into my lap, but he forgot all about the pain when I put my thumb on his piss slit 

and started flexing it open and closed. I took my other hand, wrapped it around the base 

of my cock and gave him a taste of ass canal wall rubbing. I discovered that this was 
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the key to his response mechanism, as he went wild, flung his arms around me, went 

into a deep kiss and started moving his hips against me, which pulled him onto my dick 

far enough that I didn’t have any root to rotate. The thumb-on-piss slit trick worked as 

well, as he shot his load up between our pulsating stomachs and into the cleavage of 

our rubbing pecs. 

 I finished him by lifting him off the counter and frog-marching him over into the 

living room. I draped him over the back of an upholstered chair, folded one of his knees 

up to the top of the chair to gain added access, and ran my dick up into him several 

inches. He no longer was complaining about the pain, but he also may have lost some 

interest when he got his own rocks off, so I held out of him enough to get a grip on the 

root of my cock and gave him a repeat of the rotating rod game. He fell apart in ecstasy 

again, which allowed me to ram all the way up into him and pump off my own rocks. 

 Fifteen minutes of the romantic conoodling and mutual fondling of balls that he 

seemed to enjoy, followed by a vigorous twenty minutes of side splitting on the living 

room carpet that had him writhing with enthusiasm and toasting me in some exotic 

language, and a quick shower with us soaping and jerking each other off again, and he 

was ready to be driven home, no doubt to a dull, obedient spouse who only responded 

to the missionary position. 

 He proved to be a nice, simple lay, but nothing special. The most important thing 

was that he no longer was a virgin, and it might take Doug several more weeks visiting 

the gym I’d found him at to discover that his current prey didn’t qualify for the coven’s 

specifications. He may have been a virgin to male attentions before he sat on my 

kitchen island counter, but he certainly wasn’t a virgin now. 

37 



Chapter 6 

 Now I could put the ultimate part of the plan into operation. The brunette was 

good at what she did. On the date she specified, she had everything set up, and all of 

her directions, as I had outlined to her, were followed to a tee. We were in her darkened 

bedroom, stretched out on the bed. I was the one in the black mesh stockings and the 

spiked heels. I had shaved my legs, just like the coven liked them. Also made sure I 

was buried in pillows so that my torso and face were covered in the deeper shadows in 

the room. The brunette was straddling me, doing a very good job of pretending that two 

cunts were being rubbed together in ecstasy—when, in actual fact, she was getting a 

deep fuck that she seemed to be enjoying immensely. 

 She had told Doug that she wanted to surprise a girlfriend of hers. That she 

understood he was known for having a monster cock, and that her girlfriend enjoyed 

taking monster cocks up the ass. It was her friend’s birthday, and she wanted to 

surprise her with a threesome. Doug was intrigued with the idea and agreed to enter the 

dark apartment through the door the brunette would leave open, to shed his clothes in 

the living room, and to quietly enter the bedroom and plow the girlfriend’s ass while the 

brunette serviced her from above. Then he could fuck both women together if he 

wanted to. 

 Doug arrived exactly when and as told. He’d popped his capsules, so both 

women were going to get the ride of their lives. As he entered the bedroom, he could 

barely make out the pair on the bed. But he saw the back of the brunette he knew, her 

hair flowing down her back and her pelvis rubbing up and down on the figure under her. 

The figure under her had nice legs, accentuated by enticing black mesh stockings and 
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stiletto heels. Her legs were wide apart, knees bent on the edge of the foot of the bed, 

and Doug could see that her ass was wide open to him. 

 He came up to the humping figures. To let the brunette know he was there, he 

put his arms around her, covering her ample breasts with his hands, and jiggled her 

quarter-sized nipples while nuzzling his face into her neck. The brunette giggled and 

then took in a gulp of breath, as she felt Doug’s now-huge cock run up between her 

shoulder blades. 

 Two impossibly hung men. Her resolved faltered for a brief moment, while she 

considered not fulfilling her part of the deal in trade for the possibility of having twelve 

inches run up her from both sides at the same time, but a deal was a deal, and if she 

played it right she might eventually get both of them in her simultaneously anyway. 

 The brunette turned her face to Doug and gave him a deep kiss and then 

whispered in his ear to go ahead, that she’d help control her girlfriend. 

 So Doug moved back, sliding his dick off the brunette’s back, and carefully 

putting his hands on the bottom figure’s ankles, he lifted the legs up and away from him, 

rolling the two figures so that the butt rolled up on the one with the stockings and further 

exposed “her” asshole to him. 

 There was an exclamation from the top of the bed, which was muffled by the 

pillows, and the stockinged legs flinched. The brunette soothed her friend. 

 “It’s OK, Suzy.” the brunette cooed. “It’s my birthday surprise to you. A hot, heavy 

cock from a real hunk, right up your ass. Just the way you like it. Just lay there and 

enjoy it, honey. Debbie’s taking care of everything. You’ll simply drool when you see 

how hunky the man is who plowed you.” 
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 More muffled noises from the top of the bed, but “Suzy” obviously didn’t object to 

this surprise. Doug went down on his knees at the foot of the bed, running his hands 

down the stockinged legs to the thighs and holding the butt in the presentation mode. 

The brunette’s butt draped down to where Doug couldn’t get a look at “Suzy’s” twat, but 

he could clearly see the asshole. It gaped a bit. It was quite apparent that “Suzy” indeed 

liked to be plowed in the ass. That was all the confirmation Doug needed. His nose and 

mouth went to her crack. She was lightly perfumed in an enticing scent. 

 Doug kissed the hole, and the butt twitched. He rimmed it with his tongue, and 

the stockinged legs trembled. He inserted and flicked his tongue and he could hear a 

moan that was distinct from the considerable moaning and sighing the brunette was 

doing, and my cock gained interest, thickened, and marched farther up the brunette’s 

cunt. If the capsules and Doug’s ministrations combined well, the brunette would enjoy 

at least four more inches of me before her role was done. 

 Doug went to work seriously in moistening and opening the asshole. When he 

was satisfied, he stood and placed the head of his dick at the entrance to my ass. He 

rotated it around in what was a remembered way as he slowly worked it in the first inch. 

I moaned for him appreciatively and moved my ass for him to help him gain purchase 

and to show him I was interested and ready for him. 

 I thought the game was going to be up then, though, as he lifted one of my legs, 

flipped the shoe off, and started to roll the stocking off my leg. In the heat of the moment 

he either didn’t realize my leg was as heavily muscled as it was or he thought he’d 

encountered a woman runner and weight lifter, but it probably turned out to be a really 

good thing that I’d shaved the legs and painted my toenails. He then began kissing my 
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feet, ankles, and calves and as far up the leg as he could get without losing the position 

of his dick helmet in my ass. Where his lips couldn’t reach, he sent his hand, and his 

fingers continued from my leg to my ass and, as he had done with me on the coven 

altar, he inserted three fingers, at nine, twelve, and three o’clock, between the sides of 

his shallowly emplaced cock and the sides of my ass canal. He slowly worked his 

fingers in two inches and spread them. His dick followed along behind, between the 

fingers, and he was in two inches. This was a maddenly inventive and sensual entry 

plan that, I’m sure, worked equally well for men and woman. I let him know I 

appreciated the performance by groaning and moaning in falsetto and lurching my butt 

toward him as best I could to take him in another half inch. 

 He met the challenge by digging deeper with his fingers, spreading and gaining 

an extra inch of buried cock. He was well beyond my sphincter muscle now, which 

pulled him on another inch, and he withdrew his fingers. I showed him how much I was 

enjoying this by working my free foot, the one on the leg not being run up the left side of 

his magnificent chest, and the one still in stockings and heels, to where I could push the 

toe up under his ball sac and apply pressure behind the root of his cock. 

 Doug exclaimed and laughed aloud. Then he grunted as I started running the toe 

across his perineum in search of his asshole. Then he yelped and pulled my foot out 

from between his legs and flipped the shoe off. Grabbing both of my legs at the calves 

he wishboned me and ran his cock into me at six or seven inches and began a slow and 

shallow fuck of my ass. I had hoped he wouldn’t notice that I was equipped with a 

prostate—and, to tell the truth, I didn’t know whether than even could be discerned by a 

cock in full heat. But, by chance, I had encouraged him to push even deeper. He slowly 
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mined the depths, pumping me at several levels. At eight inches, he brought my legs 

back to run up between his now-heaving chest and the brunette’s back. I had been 

playing with the brunette’s tits, just as she was playing with mine, and I just got my 

hands away in time for Doug to take over. He must have been rougher on her tits than I 

was, because she was yipping and moaning and groaning and bouncing a bit on my 

skewer, which went to eleven inches under her attention. 

 After a few minutes, he wishboned my legs again so that he could bury meat to 

nine inches, where he spent some time in an energetic slide in and slide out fuck. It 

seemed like this was as far as he was going to go, not having any idea of my 

tolerances, but in the highest and most muffled voice I could manage and still get the 

idea across, I yelled, “Deeper, harder. Debbie said you were a hung stud. Feed me 

some meat.” 

 With a flair of anger, he pushed immediately to the eleven-inch level and to 

alternating long and short strokes. 

 “Deeper, deeper,” I cried, and the brunette was writhing and throwing herself 

about now, as I was plowing her deeper too. 

 “You asked for it, Babe,” Doug muttered, as we dipped more than twelve inches. 

I was expanding and contracting my ass muscles just to let him know that I could play a 

good game to. 

 Doug let loose of my legs again, and grabbed for the brunette’s tits, trying to 

keep her from throwing herself around so much. While one hand squeezed a tit, the 

other moved down her belly, in search of her cunt, ready to play with her there as well. 
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 And that was when he learned there was a dick up her cunt, not another cunt 

rubbing against hers. 

 Luckily I had reached thirteen inches inside the brunette by then and was bathing 

her deeply with semen, my ejaculation coming at the precise minute that Doug had 

encircled the root of my cock with his fingers in wonder of what he had found down 

there. 

 “Now!” I yelled at the brunette. “Off now! As agreed.” 

 The brunette dutifully rolled off from between us and over the side of the bed. 

She hobbled over to a lounge chair, turned the lights up a notch at a nearby switch, 

draped herself in the chair, and watched the two hung studs go at it while she rubbed 

her clit with a very experienced finger. 

 And then it was just Doug and me. I stretched on the bed and him posed over 

me, in shock, his cock twelve inches up my ass. As I was prepared for this, I was faster 

off the mark then he was. I wrapped my legs around his ass, holding him inside me, 

while I pulled him onto the bed. Rolling him with my body, I got him on his back, with his 

legs off the foot of the bed. I was straddling him, still encased in his cock, and I planted 

my hands on his shoulders at the arm pits, while I wildly bounded up and down on his 

cock, driving him even deeper into me. 

 “What?” He was crying. “Kevin? What? How? Why? Stop that. Get off me!” 

 “No,” I exclaimed. “Pump me. Fuck me. Deeper. Deeper. Plaster me deep with 

your cum.” 

 “Oh, God! No, I can’t,” he cried. 
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 But I didn’t listen to him. I pulled his torso up to me and parted his lips with mine 

and went into a full, French kiss. Our tongues met, and slowly he succumbed to me, as I 

continued to fuck myself on his cock in deep, shallow strokes. His head flopped back 

and my lips and teeth went to his nipples. His hands went to my butt cheeks and 

squeezed hard. 

 He was moaning and groaning, fighting me, but with ever weaker resolve. And 

eventually, he let out an animal sound and overpowered me. Rather than retreating, 

though, he pushed me over on my side, during which his dick was extracted from my 

ass. But he went on his side as well, and nestling my butt into his groin, he lifted my leg 

high into the air and entered me again. This time he stopped briefly at my prostrate to 

get my cock bubbling precum again and then slid deep into my ass. We were in his 

favorite position. I had won. He was mine. 

 I hummed quietly to myself as he deep fucked me to the thirteen-inch level. He 

was holding my flat, panting belly firmly into his lap with his free hand, sliding the black 

stocking off with the other and running his hand up and down my smoothly shaved legs 

and deep kissing my mouth. I heard him sigh in resignation as he came deep inside me, 

lathering my insides once more with the powerful spurts of his man juice. 

 We lay there for an eternity. Both of us full of drugs that held us at full erection. 

Doug allowed me to drop my leg, but he stayed encased deeply inside me. His hand 

now was playing with my long, thick cock and my balls. 

 “You know why I did this, don’t you?” I whispered into Doug’s neck. 

 “The coven. Revenge for the coven experience. I can’t go back now. I’ve had sex 

with a man outside the coven.” 
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 “Right,” I answered. “But it was for me too. I want you inside me. This seemed 

the only way. I wasn’t going to join the coven.” 

 Doug laughed quietly. “But I like variety,” he said. 

 “So do I,” I replied. And danger, if it comes to that. 

 “I could just ignore that this happened, and continue with the coven, you know,” 

Doug countered. 

 “Probably not,” I replied. “I know where the mansion is. I’m sure I could convince 

the master you’d fallen off the wagon.” And then I told him the address of Donatien’s 

mansion, and Doug rewarded me with another dry laugh. 

 “It was getting as little dangerous there for me anyway,” Doug whispered. 

“Donatien was losing position as I was gaining it. He could only see that as a threat.” 

 “I noticed,” I said. “No one, including Don, made love to me that night like you 

did. I’m sure he noticed.” 

 A cough was heard from across the room. “If you boys aren’t using that big long 

cock, I know where you can find a case for it.” The brunette who had helped me and 

who politely stayed off to the side, enjoying the show, as I seduced Doug and he fucked 

my brains out was pleading her case. 

 “So, would you be up for our hostess?” I asked Doug. 

 “I’m still very hard up your ass,” he laughed. “Does it feel like I’ve lost interest in a 

good fuck?” 

 “OK, she’s was very good about this,” I said. Let’s give her a thrill. 

 We bounced off the bed, and Doug asked, “Cunt or ass?” as we strode toward a 

surprised, but very pleased buxom brunette. 
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 “Ass, I guess,” I answered as we got to the chaise lounge and lifted the brunette 

up on her feet. “I’ve plowed her cunt already tonight. She probably will appreciate the 

change.” 

 The brunette looked like she would very much appreciate the servicing by the 

two luscious studs no matter who stuffed what where. 

 Doug grabbed the big, square pillow off the back of the chaise lounge and 

plunked it down on the bottom edge of the lounge. He then sat down on it, with his feet 

on the floor, and directed the brunette to sit in his lap, facing him. She did so, and Doug 

positioned his erect phallus at the entry of her cunt, held her up under her breasts with 

his strong hands, and slowly lowered her onto his totem pole. 

 The brunette gasped and moaned and sighed and gave little yipping sounds as 

she slowly descended his rod. 

 “Oh my, oh yes. Oh, my God. No, it’s okay. I’ve already had one this size up me 

tonight. Go ahead. Oh, yes. Oh, Baby. Oh God. Pump me. Fuck me deep. Oh, Baby.” 

 When she was fully skewered, Doug began to lift and push her down, 

alternatively, fucking her deeply, as she had requested. The brunette’s neck loosened, 

and her head flopped around. She was clearly enjoying this. 

 I came up close behind her and let my cock run up her spine just as Doug had 

done earlier, and brought my hands around her and worked her tits just as he had done. 

And she moaned as deeply for me as she had for him. This time, however, her chest 

was pushed into Doug’s, and I was playing with his tits as well. I got their nipples on 

both sides in line and brushed them back and forth across each other, and both 
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rewarded me with sighs and moans. My chin rested on the brunette’s shoulder and 

Doug and I kissed each other deeply. 

 “You, you. Now you,” the brunette whispered in my ear insistently. 

 So I moved back, tilted the brunette’s pelvis up and tongued her asshole briefly. 

She had used the same enticing perfume on her ass that I had to fool Doug. Then I 

slowly entered her ass, while she cried out in pain and ecstasy, telling me in no 

uncertain terms not to stop pushing up her ass no matter how she screamed until she 

had all thirteen inches of both of us. I obliged, and once rooted, both Doug and I moved 

our cocks in and out and around, until, in a flopping frenzy, the brunette achieved her 

orgasm, which was well timed with Doug’s ejaculation. 

 The brunette was cooing when I pulled out of her, pushed her and Doug onto 

their backs on the chaise, spread Doug’s legs, and entered him. I didn’t stop to rub his 

prostate or anything else, but pushed in a good six inches, before he had the presence 

of mind to scream. 

 The brunette started laughing and pinned Doug to the chaise with her ample 

bosom. Doug fought me with his powerful legs, but I already was deeply encased, and 

pushed in farther with each of his lurches. 

 “God, you’ll split me. Get off,” Doug yelled. 

 “Don’t be a baby,” I said, as I pushed to ten inches. “I saw you get fucked at the 

coven affair, and you were liking it then. This is all part of the plan.” 

 “Ohhh, Awww,” he screamed as I pushed in eleven inches and then started a 

furious, long-stroked pumping action. 

47 



 Doug heaved up furiously, and the brunette went off one side of the chaise, and 

Doug and I went off the other side. Doug and I landed in a side-split position, with me 

still embedded, and I lifted his leg high in the air and drove the full thirteen inches in. He 

let out a cry, but that soon subsided into a whimper, which changed to a sensual moan 

and a purring sound deep in his throat, as I pumped him in the ass with long and deep 

strokes and worked his tool and balls with my hand. In short order, he was moving in 

rhythm with me, and I was learning why he liked this position so much. When I came, 

our lips were locked together and our tongues were dueling. Our hostess turned out the 

lights and collapsed on her bed with a very satisfied sigh, while we lay there on the floor 

next to the chaise lounge the rest of the night, with me buried deep inside Doug, as the 

drugs wore off. I felt he was truly mine now. 
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Chapter 7 

 The next two months were the most blissful that I had ever had—or, the 

foreboding oppressive, quite possibly that I would ever again have. I moved in with 

Doug, and we freely shared everything in life, most especially our cocks. He was 

enough for me. I didn’t need women or other men now. I was ready to settle down for a 

life of my butt nestled into his lap. Beyond an occasional inexplicable feeling of panic, I 

didn’t give another thought to Donatien or his coven during that period of bliss. But I 

should have done so. 

 One night we turned in early after an exhausting day of tennis followed by a 

vigorous workout in the gym. We had explored each other’s bodies with soap and water 

during a long, drawn-out shower, followed by toweling each other off and a naked tussle 

on the bed, with me winning and, as a reward, pulling Doug into my lap, facing me, as I 

knelt on the bed and watching the expressions of desire in his face as he slowly 

skewered his ass on my cock. He was arched back and I arched forward, wrapping my 

arms around his torso and finding his nipples with my lips and teeth, when I was 

suddenly jerked up and out of him from behind. 

 The bedroom was swarming with big, beefy men, stripped to the waist. Doug was 

hauled off of the bed and over into a corner, where several of the men started beating 

him with their fists. He was fighting back, and landed a couple of good punches of his 

own, but there were too many of them, and they were too strong for him. In short order, 

they had beat him senseless and were dragging him out of the room. 
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 Meanwhile, other men had strapped my hands together with a leather thong at 

the wrists and had tied off the other end on the brass slats at the top of the bed. I was 

yelling and screaming, but no one was paying any particular attention to me. 

 All the time this was going on, a huge, black man was standing almost 

motionless in the middle of the room, supervising the action with just a few hand 

gestures here and there. He was a monster of a man, more than seven feet tall and built 

like a footfall fullback. He was a handsome devil with dreadlocks that reached his 

shoulder. 

 When they had silenced Doug and hauled him out of the room by his arms, his 

head dangling and his feet dragging on the floor, the black monster turned and grinned 

down on me where I lay on my back on the bed, my arms tied above my head. 

 “And what shall we do with you, my lovely?” he teased me with in a thick, 

baritone Jamaican accent. “I know. You can be my bitch for tonight.” With that, he pulled 

off his pants and stood there in all his oversized glory. He had balls and a humongous 

dong that more than matched his beefy seven-foot physique. His gigantic nipples were 

pierced with golden rings as was the tennis-ball sized helmet of his half-hard cock. 

 “You’re from the coven, aren’t you?” I cried, suddenly realizing how vulnerable 

Doug and I had been to the wrath of Donatien the past two months. 

 “Of course,” he said, as he mounted the bed, making the bedsprings groan under 

his weight, and sat astride my chest. I felt like he was going to crush me with his 

powerful thighs. 

 “Then you can’t touch me,” I said. “I’m not of the coven. You can’t have sex 

outside the coven.” 
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 “Ah, but there you are wrong,” the Jamaican said with a laugh. “The master 

considers you part of the coven, and I was, regrettably, absent the evening of your 

initiation. He has specifically told me I can take you. That is my reward for bringing the 

renegade member back.” 

 “But it’s not Doug’s fault!” I cried. “I tricked him. I made him untouchable in the 

coven.” 

 “Enough, bitch,” the black monster demanded. “Suck me to hard. Prepare me for 

the fuck of your life.” With that, he pulled my head up by the hair, and pressed the head 

of his cock between my lips. 

 “Suck me good, bitch,” he demanded, “Or you’ll be sorry. You thought your Doug 

was well hung. Well, I have the thickest and longest dick in the coven, and I have 

access to the same drugs Doug does, and you are going to be fucked deeper than you 

ever have before and in more ways than you can count.” 

 I dutifully kissed and tongued and sucked on the Jamaican’s cock as it grew to 

astronomical length and thickness. Meanwhile, one of the other men still in the room 

prepared my ass with his tongue and, apparently, with added salve. At length, the 

Jamaican leaned back and inserted a beefy finger in my ass and finger fucked me 

deeper than most men could do with their cocks. He rubbed hard on my prostate, and 

as precum was bubbling out of my cock and I was moaning loudly, he gave permission 

to one of the men in the room to suck me off, which he did intensely and quickly. 

 And then the Jamaican came off my back and flipped me around on my stomach 

and raised me onto my knees. I felt the cold metallic feel of the golden ring in his cock 

helmet at my asshole and he was pushing into me. He was splitting me as I never was 
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split before. I could not take him in. It was going to be impossible. At his command, 

however, there were hands on both of my legs and on my belly, and my legs were being 

drawn far apart and suspended at the level of the Jamaican’s groin. Other hands were 

drawing my butt cheeks farther apart. And then he was in. I screamed bloody murder as 

he slowly rose up my ass canal. Heavy, roped veins running down his cock rippled 

across the walls of my canal, causing the channel to go into wild contractions. The 

Jamaican gave another command, and one of the men was above me, pushing his 

thighs in a kneeling position under my chest and forcing his cock into my mouth—

forcing me to suck on him to stifle my screams. His hands were on the back of my head, 

holding me in place. 

 Deeper, deeper the Jamaican plowed, opening my canal wall to and almost 

beyond the limit. He didn’t brutalize me, though. He pushed in slowly, and, although 

Doug had never been this thick, he had prepared me so that I could withstand this—

barely. He was in farther now than anyone, including Doug, had ever gone. At his 

command, my legs were lowered on the bed, and then he gathered them in between his 

strong thighs. I could feel his pubic hair mashed against my butt cheeks, so I knew he 

was in to the hilt. He commanded the man with his cock in my mouth to clear out, and I 

was free of him now, laying flat on the bed, gasping for air, and all of my attention 

focused on the gigantic club, with its rippling veins, reaching up for my stomach from my 

asshole. 

 The Jamaican lowered his massive chest on my back, and he enfolded me in a 

close embrace. His ham-hocked hands came under me and covered my pecs and 

nipples. He nibbled on my ear and kissed me in the crook of my neck. His dreadlocks 
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covered my face. I was panting heavily, trying to contain the pain, slowly adjusting to 

him inside me. 

 “You’ve got one sweet ass, Mon,” he whispered in my ear. “Just as the master 

promised. We’re going to be great friends, you and I. There aren’t too many who can be 

trained to take what I have to give. Doug made a good start on training your sweet ass 

to my needs.” 

 I whimpered and moaned, but he could feel me relaxing, adjusting to him. 

 “Kiss me, Mon,” he whispered in my ear. “Relax, and don’t fight it.” 

 I turned my head to the side and met his lips. He pushed his tongue in and took 

control of my mouth, stifling my scream as his hips started to undulate and his dick 

came to life inside me. He pumped me slowly and shallowly, at least at first. Waves of 

pain rolled over me, and I felt the golden ring dragging along my ass walls, mining even 

deeper into me. He must have tired of this position, because, in one coordinated move, 

he slowly spun my body on his cock and changed his own position so that I now was 

face up on the bed, and he was at a right angle below me, my legs arched over his hips. 

He was T-squaring my ass with his rod so that the top of his cock was now running up 

the side of my ass canal. The thick veins in his cock now gave their attention to a whole 

new canal surface. He grabbed my hips with his hands and moved my ass up and down 

on his pole. 

 Just when I’d become accustomed to this position, he dragged me up to my 

knees on the bed, facing the headboard, with his big mitts dug into my pecs. We 

scooted closer to the head of the bed to give me more play on the leather strappings. 

He widened the stance on his thighs, pushing mine out, which opened me up more to 
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his relentlessly pumping cock. He held me to him with one arm crossing my chest and a 

hand spread on one of my breasts. The other hand went down to my belly and then to 

my cock and balls. 

 The pain was still there, but my own desire was growing, and some pleasure was 

breaking through. It was a thrill that I was handling a cock of more than thirteen inches 

and with the thickness almost of a normal wrist. The strokes became longer and more 

insistent, and the Jamaican was breathing heavy. He pitched me forward and down, so 

that my weight was supported on the mattress on my shoulders, my head now getting a 

good view of the club pounding my ass, and held me suspended with his hands on my 

thighs, holding my legs up and out, and he jack-hammered his pile driver down into my 

ass. After growing tired of this position, the Jamaican stood up on the bed, bringing me 

with him. He lifted my feet out and away and I placed them on the top of the brass 

headboard, lodged against the balls at the corner. My torso was stretched forward by 

the leather bonds binding my wrists. His pelvis was under me, he held me by the hips, 

and he pumped up into me from below like a might piston. He was right. I was losing 

count of the separate positions he was ravishing me with. 

 We were both panting and moaning and groaning and yelling to each other how 

great a fuck this was. There was little pain for me now; I was lost in the action of the 

huge sausage powering its way in and out of my ass. His dreadlocks were whipping 

around my head. 

 The bed frame collapsed under us, and the brass headboard fell apart, freeing 

my hands from being lashed to the bed, although my wrists were still bound together. 

But the Jamaican didn’t lose a stroke. Before abandoning the ruins of the bed, he folded 
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my legs at the knees and had my cheek and chest up against the wall. I’d brought my 

hands back and over his head and they hung behind his neck. My other cheek was 

against his. Suddenly, he stopped the thrusts and held very still. He was panting heavily 

and must have been close to coming, but he apparently didn’t want to do that yet. When 

his breathing had become regular again, he hauled me off the mattress, cupping one 

hand under my buttocks so that his cock would remain encased, and turned from the 

bed and swiveled my body around facing his and my butt in his lap, while he sat in a 

straight chair. 

 He arched my torso back so that my head nearly touched the floor. My knees 

were bent on either side of his butt cheeks, and my calves ran back toward the front of 

the chair so that I could balance my body on the balls of my feet and maintain some sort 

of fulcrum leverage, as he grabbed my hips in this hands and slid my ass back and forth 

in deep strokes on his tool. He came in five separate massive floods of cum up into my 

intestines, and we both held position there, panting hard, until he we cooled down. 

 Then he lifted my pelvis to his face, just as if he were drinking from a glass, took 

my engorged cock in his mouth, and sucked me off to my own ejaculation. Lowering my 

pelvis back to his lap, he pulled my torso up to his then, kissed me hard in the crook of 

my neck, and whispered to me that I was going to love our time together and so was he. 

I was close to tears, torn between pain and desire. 

 Then he let my body slide off his dick and into the rumpled sheets. He rose from 

the chair and pulled on his pants, as those around us who had been enjoying the 

performance immensely pulled a pair of sweatpants over my legs and bond my ankles 

55 



together. Then the Jamaican hefted me over his shoulder and hustled me out of the 

house to a waiting van with smoked windows, and we were off to the suburbs. 
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Chapter 8 

 I wasn’t all that surprised to find that I was being taken back to Donatien’s 

mansion in the suburbs. The Jamaican hustled me into the stone-vaulted chamber and 

over to the corner where I’d seen a young man hanging from a hook in the ceiling during 

my initiation ceremony. This time, I was the one who was hanging from the hook with 

the leather straps around my wrists. The Jamaican untied my legs and stripped off my 

sweat pants so that once more I was naked. 

 I looked into the center of the room, and there was Doug, strung up where I had 

been fastened during my initiation to male sex. He had been beaten even more after 

they had taken him from our home and had been lashed as well. Blood dribbled from 

welts across his torso and legs, and I assumed that his back had been lashed as well. 

But he stood there, glowering, defiant, not yielding to the coven. 

 As before, the room was full of studly men of all ripped body styles, dressed in 

their red leotards with uncovered crotches and butt cracks. The room was hushed, as 

Donatien stepped out of the smoke-enshrouded shadows. As before, he was naked 

except for the leather straps peeking out of the hair on his chest. But, upon reflection, I 

saw that he wasn’t as naked as before. His cock now was encased in a thick leather-

strapped sheath, with silver studs dotted around the leather. His smile was as devilish 

as ever. 

 Donatien strode up to in front of me and back-handed me from both sides across 

my face. My head snapped back, and I could feel blood in my mouth. 
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 “You’ve been very naughty,” he said to me with a malevolent smile. “Very 

inventive—and I admire you for that—but very naughty. Not only haven’t you accepted 

my invitation to join the coven yet, but you also subverted one of my best men.” 

 He leaned into me with his face, took my head between his hands, and gave me 

a deep kiss on the lips, making sure that he’d sucked my cut lip before he disengaged. I 

jerked my head out of his grasp, and arched back from him. This brought our pelvises 

into contact. Donatien reached down with one hand and encased our cocks together. I 

felt rough leather and cold studs on the tender flesh of my dick. His other hand went to 

the small of my back, and a long, elegant finger pushed down between my exposed butt 

cheeks. His mouth went to my nipples, and it was impossible for my cock not to respond 

by engorging. He was rubbing our cocks together and gently stroking them as one. His 

finger entered my ass and rotated around, causing me to gasp. 

 “Ah, I remember how sweet your body is,” he whispered to my lovingly. “Thomas 

has reported that he took you many times earlier this evening, and that he found each 

position and fuck invigorating and highly pleasant. I feel you and he are going to be very 

good friends. So, tell me, are you melting at the prospect of being regularly serviced by 

our Thomas? Are you ready to join the coven now?” 

 “No, never,” I hissed at him. Donatien’s teeth bit down on the aureole of one of 

my nipples, and I let out a little scream. He lifted his head and gave me a look of deep 

disappointment. 

 “Never say never, my friend,” his whispered in a throaty voice. “At least don’t say 

it in haste. Perhaps you should get some sense of what is at stake.” 
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 He then moved behind me, his torso closely touching my back. His cock came 

between my thighs, the head pushing at the root of my dick and my ball sac. The rough 

leather and studs gently rocked back and forth along my perineum. He took my head in 

both of his hands again and turned it to where I could see the trussed up Doug directly. 

 As I watched, the giant Jamaican, Thomas, reappeared in the room. From 

another corner, an equally giant, but thinner, Asian man appeared. Both were 

completely naked except for a sheath encasing their cocks. Light glinted off these 

apparatuses. 

 “Rhinestones,” Donatien hissed in my ear. “Very pretty, but also very sharp.” 

 The two men circled Doug, like sharks. He gave them a defiant look. 

 “What . . .?” I started to ask. 

 “Shhhh,” Donatien hissed at me. “You were quick to say no. Both for his own sin 

and for your flippant response to my repeated invitation, you’ll see just how careful you 

need to be and how carefully you need to consider your words when it concerns the 

coven.” 

 “No, please,” I cried. “It’s not Doug’s fault. Not any of it. I tricked him.” 

 “Regardless, he chose to stay with you.” 

 Doug lurched in surprise, and his face showed a sudden grimace of pain, as 

Thomas approached him from the rear. The Jamaican had one hand on Doug’s belly, 

and the other was hidden behind Doug’s back, but I had little doubt that Thomas was 

positioning his massive cock at Doug’s asshole. The Asian approached Doug from the 

front, and, upon a command from Thomas, the chains on Doug’s wrists pulled his body 

up and those on his ankles pulled his legs up into the air. Both the Jamaican and the 
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Asian had their pelvises under Doug now, their massive dicks poised to strike, and were 

arching their backs away from him. 

 Tears came to Doug’s eyes, as the first inch of the two cocks entered his ass. 

Thus far, most of what had entered him was exposed dick helmet, and he’d been 

doubled before. Nevertheless, rhinestones must already be cutting at the rim of his ass. 

He set his jaw, though, determined not to scream. 

 I screamed for him, however, as Donatien stood close behind me, his arms 

wrapped around me with one hand playing with a nipple and the other gently stroking 

my dick. I could still feel the roughness of his stud-covered cock running across my 

perineum, but I felt shame at Doug’s and my respective predicaments. 

 “Give our Doug a little bit of the rhinestone razzle-dazzle,” Donatien commanded 

in a booming voice. A bit more of the two cocks disappeared up Doug’s ass, and now 

he involuntarily screamed. Rivulets of blood ran down his inner thigh. 

 “No!” I cried. “What do you want from me?” 

 “Tell me you accept the invitation to my coven,” Donatien said in a hoarse voice. 

 “Yes, yes,” I cried. 

 “Yes, what?” Donatien hissed. 

 “Yes, please let me in the coven,” I said loud enough for all to hear. “Please, I 

accept your invitation.” 

 “You realize that that would mean you could no longer have sex with Doug, don’t 

you? Doug has forfeited his rights to be in the coven.” 

 “Yes, yes, whatever you say,” I answered. “Just let him go.” 
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 “But you want to tell me why you so easily give up a relationship with Doug, don’t 

you?” 

 “What?” I moaned. 

 “You want to tell me that I give you a much better fuck than Doug does, don’t 

you?” 

 “What? Oh, yes, yes.” 

 “Yes, yes what? I want everyone here to hear it.” 

 “You’re a much better lover than Doug,” I said. “You are and will always be the 

master.” 

 “And so, what do you want me to do to you now?” 

 Silence. 

 Long, slender fingers went to my balls, and I could feel the pressure. Not pain 

yet, but the promise of pain. 

 “Fuck me! Fuck me now,” I cried. “I can’t wait for you to get inside me.” 

 And then he was pushing into me from behind with an already-generous cock, 

further thickened now by leather straps and silver studs. He pulled my pelvis back, and I 

arched my torso, and my eyes went to the floor, as Donatien’s cock plowed up my ass. I 

had been stretched so much so recently by a bigger Thomas that I could accommodate 

the assault, but the studs did a real job on my prostate and ass walls. I grunted and 

moaned without reservation, which pleased Donatien greatly. I was reverifying his 

position in the coven with his adherents. 

 I looked up at the sound of repeated screams from the center of the room. More 

inches of the rhinestoned cocks had disappeared into Doug. 
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 “Let them rip!” Donatien commanded. 

 “No-o-o,” I wailed. 

 “Halt!” Donatien rescinded his earlier command. 

 “Doug’s life for your total willingness,” Donatien hissed into my ear. “My men 

must see that you truly want me.” 

 “Yes, yes,” I moaned back. I’ll do anything if you don’t kill Doug.” 

 “Untie this one,” Donatien ordered, and my hands were immediately unbound. 

Donatien pulled out of me and came to stand in front of me. 

 “Kiss me. Kiss me passionately,” Donatien whispered to me, and I did as he 

directed. He led me over to the low-slung altar, sat on the edge, and told me to make 

love to him. I started with another kiss on the lips and worked my way down his hairy 

torso with my tongue and licked the insides of his thighs and the helmet of his cock that 

protruded from the leather casing and sucked his balls. After a few minutes, he rose 

from the edge of the altar and had me sit in his place. We kissed some more and played 

with each other’s nipples, abs, and bellies. 

 “Look like you are enjoying it,” Donatien whispered. I spread my legs wide then, 

arched my back, took his sheathed cock in my hands and guided his cock back into my 

asshole. There was an intake of breath around the room at the demonstration of my 

submissiveness to the master. He pumped me for some time, eventually bringing my 

torso up to his lips and tonguing my nipples again. He guided my cheek to his; we were 

both facing Doug, still shallowly impaled on two rhinestone poles. 
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 “Ruin him!” Donatien commanded the posed Jamaican and Asian. Stretch him 

and cut him up so he will never be of use to anyone again. But don’t finish him. Let him 

live.” 

 “No, you promi—!” I screamed, but Donatien brutally took my mouth in his and 

stepped up the rhythm of his deep stud-encrusted fuck. 

 “Shut up!” he hissed in my ear when he took his lips off mine. “Protocol calls for 

death. You are saving him. I can still change the command.” 

 “Show them you want it,” Donatien whispered in my ear. “Change of position; you 

fuck yourself and show them you love it.” 

 He pulled me off the altar, sat on the edge again, and I climbed into his lap, 

facing him, and descended on his cock. He pushed my torso toward the floor briefly to 

show to all that he was in to the root, and then, on his command, I rose up and down on 

his joy stick and rotated around it, until I felt him tense. With a powerful lift, he pulled me 

off him and into the air above him, and his cock shot off in a powerful arc that hit me in 

the belly. Then, he rose from the altar, laid me on its top and sucked my cock until I 

came. 

 Standing above me, his voice rang out. “Enough with the renegade. Take him 

and clean him up as best you can and then toss him out in the street.” Then, as they 

released Doug and he slipped to the floor, Donatien turned back to me and said in a 

voice all in the room could hear, “I can’t accept you as a regular member of the coven. 

But you belong to the coven now. When I call, you will come and do what you are told. 

You may have Doug back now; I have no use for him. But you will never again have sex 

with him. I doubt now that you will ever want to.” 
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 He started to walk away, and then, almost as an afterthought, turned and spoke 

again. “Have no fear that we will forget you. I’m sure that Thomas would not let me 

forget to call on your services often. And, oh, that reminds me. Thomas got his reward, 

but I almost forgot Shao-chuan. You must thank him for being so careful with Doug.” 

 I was lying, exhausted, on my belly on the altar top. I looked over, in horror, as, 

with a big, evil grin, Donatien waved his hand between the Asian monster and me. The 

Asian grinned and walked toward me, his blood- and rhinestone-covered man meat still 

very much at attention. 

 For the briefest moment, I thought that Donatien was going to double cross me 

and let the Asian tear up my insides too. But when he reached me, the Asian pulled off 

the rhinestone sheath and climbed up on the altar top, pulled me up onto my knees, and 

crouched behind and over me. He pushed my cheek down on the altar top with one 

beefy hand and swiftly entered my ass with a long, not particularly thick cock. But his 

cock was like a slithering snake, attacking my insides from all angles at once, playing a 

tattoo on my ass walls and prostate. He rose up onto the altar in a standing position, 

then, forcing me to come up on my forearms for support, and pile-drived his tube down 

into me. 

 He was giving me long, deep strokes, and his hose was snaking around in my 

ass on the way in and out. Thomas had come to my front, now minus his sheath, and 

forced my mouth onto his cock. The gathered coven was getting quite a performance, 

and I had to restrain myself not to show that I was enjoying this plowing a thousand 

times better than what Donatien had done to me. 
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 After only a few minutes, Thomas stopped face fucking me and the Asian let me 

come back down on my knees. He rolled his pelvis up on my butt and let his hose push 

up and down in me as well as in and out. While he was fucking me, the Asian’s hands 

were flying all over my body, finding pleasure points I never knew I had. Thomas was up 

on the altar top now, The Asian’s cock pushed down to the lower end of my ass canal, 

and I felt the Jamaican’s cock entering me above the Asian’s. I screamed and grunted 

something fierce for the room at large, but I was blessed with extraordinarily flexible ass 

walls and had been doubled before. I could bear this, knowing that Doug had suffered 

so much worse. 

 Their dicks were like pistons working on counterbalance, keeping me filled to the 

limit and rubbing against each other in ways that must have given them a great more 

pleasure than they’d been able to get in Doug’s ass with the sheaths they had been 

wearing. At one inward stroke, I’d be stretched with Thomas’s thick dick augmented by 

the Asian’s flexible hose, and at the next stroke, the Asian’s hose would go for depth, as 

the ass walls received a brief respite from Thomas’s stretching. 

 Donatien appeared at my head, gave me a big grin, and kissed me deeply, as 

the two studs pumped away at me. Thomas gave a little cry, exclaimed in French, and 

bathed my insides and the Asian’s dick in cum. With a noisy slurp, he slowly withdrew 

his tool and disappeared from the altar. The Asian, nearly as exhausted as I, pulled me 

over onto my side, with my butt spooned into his belly and side split me in much the 

same way that Doug loved doing. I almost cried at the realization that I might never be 

able to enjoy Doug at all in this way again, that this punishment had, indeed, ruined him 
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for sex. The Asian was massaging my muscles all over the parts of my body that he 

could reach, paying particular attention to my pecs and dick. 

 I couldn’t help myself. Before the Asian was finished, I was lost in his embrace, 

participating fully in the act. Being reduced to just one attacking cock came as a great 

relief. I was vigorously kissing him and enjoying the ginger taste of his mouth, when he 

pulled the helmet of his dick to the surface of my hole and spread his hot, burbling cum 

between my legs. He had managed to time our ejaculations almost simultaneously by 

coordinating the stroking of my cock with the timing of his own orgasm. I had almost 

forgotten that this same cock was tearing up the insides of my lover only a half hour 

earlier. Almost. 

66 



Chapter 9 

 The coven was good enough to dump Doug on the steps of an ER in a cross-

town hospital and to drop me off at home with one of the younger men from the group 

with me to clean me up, straighten up the damage to our bedroom, and provide an alibi 

for me when the police arrived later that evening. After the police left, I went into the 

bathroom and ran a steaming bath. I stretched out in the tub and soaped myself, 

listening to classic music on a CD. I looked up and saw that the young coven member 

was standing, posed enticingly in the doorway to the bathroom, watching me sponge my 

tired torso, arms, and legs off and apparently thoroughly enjoying the view. 

 He looked so young and fresh. He couldn’t have been more than nineteen years 

old. A strawberry blond, with a smooth, chiseled chest. He was stripped to the waist and 

was wearing extremely low-rise faded jeans that showed a good inch of reddish pubic 

hair. His pecs were held high and his arms were muscled, but not overly so, a very lithe 

youth. I wondered how his initiation into the coven had gone and how recently that had 

happened. He looked barely used. 

 “Okay, I’m settled back in now,” I said. “Thanks for your help and for giving me an 

alibi. You can go now.” 

 “Do you really want me to leave?” The young man asked. “I mean, with the alibi I 

left, shouldn’t I be leaving some DNA around or something in case the police want to 

check out whether we really were together?” 

 “I rather think this bath will be taking care of that,” I responded dryly. 
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 “Oh. Well, it’s just that Don told me there would be something in it for me if I 

came home with you and helped you get the place back into order and provided an 

alibi.” 

 “Something in it for you? Like what?” 

 “You are quite a legend in the coven. All anyone can talk about is your initiation 

ceremony, and, well, I wasn’t in the coven yet. But seeing you in action this evening—” 

 “So, the long and short of it is that you want to top me. Is that it?” 

 “Well . . . doesn’t everyone?” 

 “Strip those pants off and let me see you. I’m pretty picky.” 

 “What? Oh, yes, sir.” And the jeans and briefs quickly came off. I nearly 

swallowed my tongue. Another long, beautiful cock, hard and curved up nicely. 

 “Oh, hell. Why not?” I responded with a weary sigh. “But make it quick. Come on 

into the tub.” 

 The young man eagerly entered the tub with me just as “Bolero” was 

conveniently starting on my CD. I appreciated the clichéd moment—almost laughed out 

loud—and left the music running. None of this seemed real anyway. I spread my legs up 

onto the rim of the tub, and he slid under my buttocks, kneeling on his thighs. He 

entered me, his luscious dick curving up onto my prostrate, well before the rhythmic 

section of the music started to pick up its jungle-like beat, and he proved to be musically 

vigorous in being able to stay right on the beat with his long strokes, even as they 

intensified. Then we made more languid waves through the bathwater as he slow-

fucked me through “Clair de Lune.” And when he had bathed my insides with his young, 

hot cum, I graciously acknowledged that maybe he had a point about bolstering my alibi 
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in this manner. He had spurted semen so deep inside me, a mere tub bath wasn’t going 

to erase the proof that he’d been having sex inside me this evening. I didn’t bother to 

point out that I had the cum of four other men, including Doug, mingling inside me from 

this evening’s exertions, which no doubt would really confuse a diagnostic lab. 

 During a particular wild Yanni number with even a more pronounced beat than 

“Bolero,” I showed the young man that I could pound ass with the best of them as well, 

and he proved to be so tight, and yelled, grunted, and groaned so believingly, that I 

doubted that his initiation into the coven had been anywhere near as vigorous or 

stretching as mine had been. I was almost sorry to see him pull those jeans back over 

those plump orbs of his and slip out into the night. 

 In the subsequent weeks, the police only halfheartedly pursued the case of 

Doug’s beating and brutal rape, being homophobic by nature and assuming that Doug 

had probably deserved all that had happened to him. I also later found out that 

someone in the office of the mayor was protecting Donatien’s operation. 

 I had the bedroom completely redone while Doug was recovering from his 

surgery in the hospital. When he was returned to me, it took him mouths to recuperate 

to the point that he was even able to walk in the house. For weeks, he just gazed at me 

with empty eyes. And he only slowly became interested in anything remotely connected 

with sex, which was quite a contrast to the randy devil he’d been earlier. 

 It was a week or more after my plowing by Thomas and company before I was 

able to walk around anything but bowlegged, as well. But I recovered remarkably 

quickly—and a good thing that I did, because almost from the beginning, I found myself 

summoned by Donatien at least once a week. I wasn’t taken to the stone coven cavern 
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again but was deposited in one of the lush upstairs bedrooms, where whatever coven 

member was receiving an award that evening would find me and ravish me. Often, I 

serviced more than one at a time. These sessions fed on my anger, not the least 

because I began to look forward to the sex that I couldn’t be having with Doug. 

 More than a third of my sessions at the mansion were with Donatien himself. He 

would keep me all night, and an initial furious assault on my ass would quickly change 

to prolonged, gentle rocking in and out in a comfortable position. It was now that I 

learned that Donatien had a fetish; he liked to tie men up fully clothed and then slowly 

cut their clothing off as foreplay with a razor-sharp-edged knife, during which he’d get all 

hot and bothered and take his prey while they were naked, but still bound. With me, 

however, he was always especially careful not to cut flesh with the knife. I grew to 

suspect that he especially loved what I had to give, and that, no matter what cruel 

streak he had, he was protecting me from the worst that he could do. 

 I had discovered three very interesting facts about myself in these weeks. I had 

an asshole and canal that was remarkably pliable and able to retract back to reasonable 

size even after having been doubled by two gigantic cocks. And even more remarkable 

than that, I now realized that I loved the sex. I could feel pain until my canal had 

adjusted to whatever partner I was with, but it was becoming quite evident that I reveled 

in having a dick up my ass in all sorts of inventive positions and a cock in my mouth. If it 

was just the physical act of getting plowed, I would have enjoyed myself immensely. But 

I was being mentally and emotionally raped with each summoning to the mansion, and I 

could not come to grips with losing control over my body in this way. 
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 The third thing I learned from this period, something that I would have gleaned 

sooner if I’d analyzed the events of the past several months, was that I realized that I 

was extraordinarily attractive to men. Even the straightest of men undressed me with 

their eyes and speculated about having sex with me. 

 I began to plot my revenge on Donatien, and, as I did before, I decided to use my 

attraction to other men to put this revenge into play. 

 I researched the members of all of the vice squads in the city’s police precincts, 

and soon hit a bonanza. There was a thirty-something, ripped muscles, square-cut body 

and sandy crew-cut Marine drill sergeant type of a vice detective who worked out nearly 

every evening in one of the gyms I already had a membership to. He liked to work out 

when he came off shift, apparently to exercise off all of the frustrations and 

aggressiveness that came with his job. And thus he’d been given the keys to the gym to 

close up after himself after a workout that had extended into the early morning hours. 

 One evening, I timed my own workout for the end of the regular day. He arrived 

on the floor very close to closing, and I could tell that he was pent up with adrenaline 

from the intensity of his workout. I slipped into the locker room and made sure I was in 

the shower after everyone but the detective had left. Shortly thereafter the detective 

closed up the building after them, finished his routine, and slammed into the locker 

room, the workout not having come close to assuaging his energy and anger. 

 I was standing there under a stream of water, giving him a full frontal of my 

luscious body and soaping myself intimately, when he burst into the shower. He 

glowered at me from across the room, as I soaped up and stroked my cock, and I stared 
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him down as his belligerent glare changed to a look of animalistic desire and his cock 

started to stand to attention. 

 I turned off the water, padded back to the entrance of the shower room, and 

toweled off, slowly and caressingly, giving him both front and butt shots. I barely had my 

briefs and T-shirt on when I heard this animal howl from the entrance of the shower and 

he was upon me, still dripping wet. He threw me up against the bank of lockers, literally 

tore my T-shirt off my torso and wrapped a beefy arm entwined with ropy veins around 

my waist. He pulled my pelvis into his and I could feel the urgency of him—and he could 

feel my hardness as well—and he went for my chest and nipples with his mouth and 

tongue in loud slurping sounds. 

 I gasped and asked him to stop, which he took as a further turn on, which I had 

suspected he would. Pushing me down to my knees and taking my head in his hands, 

he commanded me to suck him, which I did, paying particular attention to pushing his 

uncut foreskin off his glans with my lips and rimming where the helmet met the bulk of 

the cock with my tongue and flicking his piss slit. I also moaned in feigned terror for him 

and acted like I wanted to disengage several times, which pleased him immensely. 

Tension was draining out of him to the point of him realizing this was exactly what he 

needed, but he was still tightly strung enough to take out his pent-up anger on my body. 

 He pulled his locker open behind me and pulled out several objects. Pushing me 

down on my back on the bench welded to the floor between the lockers, he handcuffed 

my wrists behind me and under the bench slat. He ripped off my briefs. Then he showed 

me a policeman’s billy club, which he proceeded to lather up with salve from a tube. I 

babbled my fear to him and pleaded with him to stop and let me go. He just laughed and 
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lathered up my asshole as well. He produced cording from somewhere and lashed my 

legs by the ankles to the lock holes in lockers on either side of the bench. My legs now 

were spread wide to him. Then he straddled the bench behind me, and started to work 

the billy club into my ass. I screamed and hollered virginally for him, but he was mightily 

surprised—and further turned on—when he discovered that I could take the billy club 

inside me. While he was rotating it around in me and pushing it ever deeper, he stroked 

my cock with his other hand and indulged in tasting it for himself. 

 He had only pushed the club in five inches or so when he was overcome with 

desire and exchanged the billy club for his own club, sliding in and out of me across the 

top of the bench. I changed my tune for him now, moaning and sighing and grunting and 

convincing him he was the best and that I was loving what he was doing to me. I told 

him I was dying to kiss him, and he released me from the handcuffs so that I could raise 

my torso to him and kiss him deeply on the mouth. He released my legs then too. 

 As soon as I was released, I pushed him away and made like I was going to 

make a run for it. With a loud, animalistic roar, though, he caught me and pushed me 

into the shower and up against the wall, with my cheek and belly flat against the wet 

surface. He turned the shower on full blast above us, commanded me to spread my 

legs, and, with one hand pushing my chest into the wall and the other on my belly 

pulling my pelvis back toward him, he roughly plunged into me and pumped away at 

me. 

 “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he was moaning as he plowed me deep, becoming aware 

that he was (he thought) raping me, but not being able to help himself. 
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 “Deeper, harder,” I answered, increasingly putting my own butt into 

countermotion to his stroking. Eventually, he pulled out of me, his hot cum spewing up 

my back. 

 This copious and furious ejaculation drained the last of his anger and frustration 

from him, and he stood there close behind me, his dick still in me but withering away, as 

his breathing became more and more regular. 

 “I’m so sorry,” he whispered in my ear. “I’ve never done anything like that before. 

I don’t know what came over me. I just have all of this stuff built up inside me. I’ll never 

touch you again. I don’t know what to do or say beyond that.” 

 “No apologies,” I whispered back. “I loved it. It was just the way I like it. Please 

don’t say you’ll never do it again.” 

 “Oh, God,” he moaned. “You mean you’d let me take you like I was raping you 

again.” 

 “Again and again and again,” I answered, “Whenever you need release.” 

 We kissed then, dried off, and went our separate ways after I gave the detective 

my business card with my home address and phone number on it. 

 He did call on me again, frequently, and each time we followed the pattern of his 

fetish, with him assaulting me in ambush, ripping my clothes off, plowing me first with a 

dildo or some other inanimate object, and then fucking me with his own tool until his 

cum and tension drained away; and with me going from pleading and resistance to 

acceptance and hot desire. 

 After several weeks, I felt I controlled him enough to tell him about Donatien’s 

coven and suggesting that the vice squad should bust up that operation. 
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 “I wish,” he murmured to me as we lay, spent beside each other and he stroked 

my nipples through a ripped T-shirt and pushing the flash light off the bed that he’d used 

to plow me before fucking me with his own dick. “We know about that operation, but 

someone in the mayor’s office is protecting it. We haven’t been able to make a move on 

it. I’d love to initiate that. It would make my career.” 

 “But you’d move if the mayor’s office OKed the raid?” I asked, my hand cuddling 

and lightly rolling his balls. 

 “Oh Gawd, oh Gawd,” he whimpered under my touch. “Yes, certainly we’d take 

them down immediately.” And all other conversation was then suspended, as he rolled 

over on top of me, grabbed my wrists in his strong hands and pushed them over my 

head, and entered my ass again roughly with his cock. He was wearing a cock ring with 

studs around it, and I moaned in appreciation as they did a friction dance on my asshole 

rim. 

 As much as he was pleasuring me, I was able even then to begin planning anew 

my vengeance against the coven. 
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Chapter 10 

 I was nothing if not persistent, so I went back to my research. This time I 

researched everyone in the mayor’s office until I discovered that the mayor’s deputy 

chief of staff was a member of Donatien’s coven. All right, I thought, I’ll just look for 

someone in that office who trumps his influence. 

 And it wasn’t long before I did. I was just about to get into my car outside a gay 

bar one evening, when I noticed a big, black Cadillac parked down the street that I had 

remembered being there when I had arrived. The car had a low-number tag on it, which 

indicated it was an official car. I got in my car and watched for some time before a man 

emerged from the car and walked slowly, in hesitating steps, toward the gay bar. When 

he passed under a lamp post, I recognized the deputy mayor. His walk slowed, and 

when a noisily amorous couple approached and entered the bar, the deputy mayor 

changed his mind, retreated to his car, and motored off into the night. 

 I researched him thoroughly and planned our encounter for the shower at his golf 

club. Everything was set up. I displayed myself with a half hard-on in the cascading 

water, and he showed his interest, but in an instant my plan changed. I decided to play 

heavily to his obvious need. He was a bear of a man, shorter than average, stockily 

built, although not yet going beyond slightly padded to fat, and his body was very hairy. 

But his most distinctive feature was his cock, which, when he first entered the shower 

was hardly in evidence at all beyond an unusually large, bulbous rosy dick helmet. 

Although he was obviously aroused by me in the shower, his dick never increased in 

size beyond four inches. It seemed to be over two inches in diameter, however. 
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 I decided that lack of length was at the root of his sexual tension and that if I 

relieved him of this burden, he would be putty in my hands. So, I left him there in the 

shower and cleared out of the locker room before he returned to it. 

 I did some architectural work for the city and thus was able to wrangle an 

appointment with the deputy mayor in his office one Saturday afternoon. I had indicated 

my schedule was so tight that this was the only time I could meet with him, and he 

assured me over the phone, having no idea we’d already met in intimate circumstances 

in the golf club shower, that he’d be alone in the office on Saturday but would be 

working that day. 

 I arrived at his office in a tight turtleneck sweater, making sure that the bulge of 

my nipples showed, and tight pants, making sure that the bulge of my basket showed 

off well, and carrying two foam containers of coffee, his laced with two of Doug’s magic 

cock pills. 

 He recognized me immediately and presumably realized that I recognized him 

from the golf club shower room as well, so there was an unacknowledged sexual 

tension in the air from the start. He dutifully drank his coffee while we were looking over 

architectural drawings, he sitting away from his desk in his desk chair and me perched 

on the edge of the desk in front of him, one leg planted in the carpet and the other one 

swinging gently between his spread legs, mimicking a intimate pumping action there 

and conveying in no uncertain terms that I was invading his space in sexual terms. 

 I watched as the capsules took their effect, him not realizing that his cock was 

rising far beyond its normal limits because of drugs rather than because of his unusual 

attraction to me and my obvious coming on to him. After a while, I decided to take him 
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out of his misery, and, indicating the tenting of his pants, I said, “I can’t notice but that 

you are aroused by me. Would you like me to take care of that for you?” 

 He blustered as I stood and stripped off my sweater and pants and gave him a 

good shot of me naked. 

 “We’ve met before,” I said, “In the shower at the golf club. Remember this?” I 

waggled my cock before his eyes. “I had the feeling you wanted me there. Well, you can 

have me here if you like. Your cock seems to be interested.” 

 He just sat there paralyzed, hovering on the threshold of giving into his long-

resisted sexual desire for male-on-male sex and weighing what he had to gain against 

what he might lose. Only his eyes and cock betrayed his deep desire, but his failure to 

actively try to stop me was, in itself, a decision. I knelt before him and slowly pulled 

down his zipper. I freed his cock, which was a respectable six inches in length now, and 

he stared at it in fascination, as if he wondered where such a nice cock had come from. 

His fantasies were being realized. He was a full-blown stud now, and he thought that I 

alone was making him this hard, which, in fact, was technically true. 

 I pulled his pants and briefs off his legs and went to work on his tool. He put his 

hands on my head, threw his own head back, and enjoyed his good fortune. My hands 

went to the buttons of his shirt, and I exposed his heaving chest and torso and ran my 

fingers through his chest hair. He was grunting and moaning in a way that indicated that 

he already was close to coming, so I pulled my mouth off his now-big cock, stood, and 

then straddled the arms of his chair with my legs, positioned my asshole on the bulbous 

head of his cock and descended onto him. I pulled his face to mine by his tie and deep 

kissed him until, on about only the eighth journey of his cock up and down my ass 
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canal, he came in a big splattering of pent-up semen. His cock remained hard, however, 

thanks to the properties of the drug, so I pumped him for a few more minutes, his cum 

providing an adequate lubricant. 

 He sighed and moaned and told me how good it was and that he’d never 

imagined that it could be like this or that his cock could get as big as it did. He freely 

attributed the latter to my charms, and I didn’t disabuse him of his belief. 

 He put his mouth at my ear, obviously not wanting anyone else to hear in this 

deserted building, and asked me if I could fuck him too—that it was his fantasy to be 

fucked by a beautiful stud like me. 

 I complied. I rose from the chair arms, brought him up as well and turned him to 

his desk. I pushed his torso down on top of piles of official papers and then crouched 

behind him and worked his hairy butt cheeks and asshole with my tongue and lips and 

stroked his still-engorged cock with a hand. He moaned and twitched for me. I entered 

him as gently as I could, and, although he winced in pain, he pleaded with me to 

continue splitting him. I pushed in as far as his prostate and rubbed that with my penis 

head until his cock produced precum, which I spread around his helmet with a finger. 

 He was relaxing now and begging me to take him fully. My cock slowly but 

smoothly glided in to where I could feel his pubic hair merging with mine at the root of 

my cock. I slowly and relentlessly pumped him deeply and shallowly, in turn, until he 

spurt another load through my fingers and down the drawer fronts of his desk. Then I 

finished him in swift deep strokes that had him huffing and puffing and yelling in 

ecstasy. After that I grabbed the tie and arched his back up to where I could reach his 

lips with mine and gave him a final, deep kiss. 
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 Several “consultations” and half a bottle of Doug’s magic capsules later and the 

deputy mayor was ready to put the force of his office behind a raid on Donatien’s coven. 

I told my vice detective lover that the way had been cleared, and he went into action. 

Although I had been prepared to blackmail the two into doing my bidding, I was 

delighted that they were accommodating me on the strength of my attraction—and their 

individual needs—alone. 

 The detective gave me the date of the planned raid, and I bought a cabin in the 

mountains with considerable acreage, using inherited money, and moved Doug there, 

not wanting to be in town when Donatien’s operation came down. I told the detective, 

and only the detective, the general location of when we’d gone and gave him my cell 

phone number so he could inform me when the deed was done. But I gave no one the 

specific location of where Doug and I would be. Two weeks after we had moved to the 

mountains, my cell phone rang, and the detective informed me that Donatien and most 

of his crew were behind bars. 

 I settled in to nursing Doug and trying to recover as much of his libido as I could. 
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Chapter 11 

 The fresh, clean air of the mountain country was good for Doug. Within a few 

weeks, I was able to harden his cock through, first sucking him off, and later, taking the 

lead in sitting in his lap with his dick up my ass canal. Merely days later, he was back to 

humping me in his favorite sidesplitting position. But the fire was not in our fuck 

sessions yet. We just hadn’t reached anywhere near the intensity we had enjoyed 

before his ass had been reamed by that rhinestone-encrusted double fuck. 

 One afternoon I left him at the cabin and drove down into the little town in the 

foothills to buy groceries. I was hauling them to the car when I noticed a young, lean 

cowboy, decked out in flannel shirt unbuttoned to half way down his chest, tight 

weathered jeans, leather cowboy boots, and a black cowboy hat. He was leaning 

against the bumper of a van with smoked windows and rubbing his basket while he 

watched me sling my sacks of groceries around. I smiled and tipped my cowboy hat and 

he smiled and tipped his, and then I headed to the men’s room at the side of the country 

store to take a piss before driving the winding road up the side of the mountain. 

 Unbeknownst to me, the young man followed close behind me into the small 

restroom and turned the lock on the door behind him. I heard the lock turn and twirled 

around to see that there were two of us in a rather small, smelly space. 

 “What, the fu—?” I started to say, not realizing I had turned him on so quickly or 

that he had been right behind me when I entered the john. 

 “Don’t speak,” he said in a hoarse voice, as he stopped my speech with his lips 

and pulled the tail of my shirt out of my pants and ran the fingers of both hands up my 
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torso to my nipples. He was a lithe, handsome devil, with a deep tan and well-cut 

features, so I didn’t give him much of a fight. 

 With little more preliminary action, he was undoing my belt buckle and pulling my 

pants off my hips. His mouth sent to tracing my engorging dick through my briefs. He 

had me pushed back onto the toilet tank, where my butt was perched, and he was 

making appreciative clucking sounds at the back of his throat. 

 “Not here,” I managed. “Anyone could be out there waiting and would see us 

both leaving together.” 

 “My van,” he answered. “I’ll be waiting in my van.” 

 He left me then, and I took care of the business that had brought me to the men’s 

room to begin with, adjusted my clothes, and left the restroom, intending just to go back 

to my car and drive on up the mountain to the cabin. But, as had happened before, 

curiosity got the best of me, and I walked over to the open back door of the van instead. 

 He was waiting for me, just inside the van. He was naked except for his boots 

and cowboy hat, and his heavily tanned body was beautiful. He pulled me into the back 

of the van and tore off my clothes, as first his hands and then his mouth found my cock 

and balls. We were in the third seat back, where there was room in front of the seat 

from the access corridor for us to move. He had me in the seat and was kneeling in 

front of me, with his mouth on my cock and his arms running back along my thighs, 

hands cupping my butt cheeks from behind. 

 I let him suck me until desire got the best of me, and then I rose up around him, 

brought him up on his feet, and pushed his chest against the back of the seat I had just 

vacated. His hands grabbed for two straps hanging at the edge of the ceiling on either 
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side of the inside of the van, and he dug his heels into the carpet of the entryway to the 

backseat, while my tongue and lips went to his asshole. He moaned and writhed under 

my ministrations. 

 When I went to enter him, though, I found that he was very tight and that he 

tensed up noticeably when the helmet of cock rubbed around at his opening. 

 “Have you ever done this before?” I asked. 

 “No, never. But don’t mind that. I want to do it now.” 

 “Never been fucked?” I asked again. 

 “No, never. I’ve always been top, but I want to be your bottom.” 

 I had an idea. “I don’t mind topping you, but I know where there’s a truly 

magnificent cock that can be your first one. You can do me here, and then I’ll lead you 

to where you can be fucked for the first time royally, and then I’ll do you after that if you 

still want me. What do you say?” I suddenly had formed the idea that perhaps what 

Doug needed to get him truly started again was some variety, a virgin hole in a really 

nice stud. I remembered him telling me that he wanted variety. This could be my gift to 

him to try to make up for all of the trouble I’d gotten him into. 

 “So, what do you say?” I repeated. 

 “But I could do you now?” the young cowboy asked. “I’ve gotta get my rocks off 

soon, or I’ll burst.” 

 “Yes,” I laughed, “Let’s reverse and you go ahead and do me now.” 

 I moved back, and the cowboy turned, took a seat cushion up from the second 

row of seats, and placed it on the seat we’d been straddling. This would elevate my butt 

to a more convenient level for his cock. I sat on the cushion and lifted my legs, wedging 
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one foot in the frame of the open door and the other in the frame of the back window on 

the other side of the van. 

 The cowboy had a nice, hard piece, with a gentle crook in it that made it rise 

toward his belly, and he was quickly sending it up my ass canal and pumping with the 

vigor of youth. I stroked my cock while I enjoyed his pile driving. He came before I did, 

and so he nestled beside me and jacked me off the rest of the way. 

 When we were finished, I gave him directions to the cabin. He said he’d be along 

in a bit—that he still had to do a little gathering of provisions before he could go back up 

into the hills. He apologized for being so forward with me, but he said that there was 

something about me that had been irresistible and that also had told him I’d be willing, 

and he’d been up in the mountains all alone for weeks without a good fuck. 

 I drove back up to the cabin and told Doug, who was stretched out on the sofa, 

that I’d have a pleasant surprise for him after I put the groceries away. 

 A knock at the door introduced a surprise for more than Doug. I opened it, 

expecting to find my randy cowboy. And I did find my randy cowboy, but I found so 

much more. Standing behind him were Donatien; the Jamaican, Thomas; and the 

massive Asian. And behind them was my disloyal, lying vice detective lover. The latter 

was grinning at me, his eyes wild with tension and desire, and one hand slapping a 

rubber junior baseball bat against his calf. 

 From the shocked look on the cowboy’s face, I could see that he hadn’t been 

completely apprised of what Donatien and friends had in mind when they enlisted him to 

bring them to the cabin. I only had time to wonder if he had been signed up for this 

before we’d made love in his van or after before the Asian had come around Donatien 
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and grabbed the cowboy by the back of his shirt, which was already being stripped from 

his body, as the Asian pushed him, face down, into the cushions of the living room sofa 

and began topping him to the tune of the cowboy’s shocked cries of pain and dismay. 

 Donatien stood there, supervising, a big devilish grin on his face and his arms 

folded across his chest, as Thomas carried a screaming and wriggling, but sick and 

weak, Doug back toward the bedroom door and my drill sergeant detective pushed me 

over on my back on the dining room table, tore at my clothes, and got the end of the 

child’s bat between my legs, pushing up between my thighs. I arched my back and 

screamed, simultaneously cursing myself for giving the cowboy directions to the cabin 

rather than quickly driving away, as, once again, I found myself sacrificed to my 

insatiable curiosity. 

 That’s when, as my life continued to swirl down into the vortex, I knew this may 

never end. 
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Chapter 12 

 Donatien and his coven left us later that night after their debauchery, taking a 

semiconscious cowboy with them. But they didn’t leave until Donatien had gotten a 

pledge from me that I would maintain contact and come to him whenever he called. I 

had been surprised that Donatien hadn’t done worse; when I had gone against his 

wishes earlier, he had been swift and extremely brutal in his reaction. He told me now, 

however, that he thought he’d proven to me at last that I was not going to escape him—

and I had to admit that he’d made his point. Now he just wanted to maintain a routine. 

Now he just wanted me—whenever he called. 

 They had set back Doug’s recovery, mercifully not to the point of endangering his 

life, but, just when I thought we were about ready to fully resume our sex life, that once 

again was not in the cards for some time to come. 

 But my thoughts went more to Doug’s safety now than to my own sexual needs. I 

maintained a cell phone I always kept with me where Donatien could reach me, but as 

soon as I was able, I moved Doug and myself down to a small beach house just up the 

strand from a public beach boardwalk and put the mountain cabin and acreage on the 

market. It sold quickly and at a good price, but I knew we didn’t have nearly enough to 

get so far away from Donatien that he’d lose interest in toying with us. Not yet at least. 

 Life would have been OK at the beach house, if Doug hadn’t gotten so frustrated 

that the only time I went out was when Donatien called. Doug said that just because he 

couldn’t have sex yet or even go out in public, there was no reason that I shouldn’t 

enjoy myself—that it was making him feel worse that I didn’t get out and mingle. 
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 So, I let him talk me into going out cruising one evening. I had no intention of 

ending up with anyone, but there was a men’s bar on the boardwalk, by the name of 

Ricky’s that I heard was a swinging place. So that’s where I went one night. 

 The bar was pretty much what I had expected it to be. Guys playing pool, guys 

dancing with guys to a heavy-noise band, guys putting the moves on other guys in the 

shadowed booths along the wall inside a dense layer of cigarette smoke and 

atmosphere of unleashed testosterone—all mighty good-looking guys, knowing the best 

place to ogle and be ogled and to get a little premium-guy action. 

 I decided to belly up to the bar and to do some watching and taking in the action 

and then, after a decent interval, going home and telling Doug that I’d have some of the 

action myself, when I hadn’t. Anything to make him feel better about his slow recovery 

and its effect on me. 

 When I got to the bar and signaled for one of the bartenders to turn and take my 

drink order, I got a shock that sent chills right down to my boots, and I turned to escape 

from the room. 

 “No, wait, don’t go,” the bartender said in a pleading voice as he laid a hand on 

my forearm. “I didn’t think I’d ever see you again, but I wanted to apologize for what 

happened and to try to make you believe that I had no idea what they were going to do. 

They waylaid me after you got out of my van and made me take them up to that cabin.” 

 The bartender was the cowboy who had led Donatien and his cohorts to us. But I 

found it easy to believe that he’d been duped and hadn’t had any choice in the matter, 

because he had been taken as brutally as either Doug or I were that day—and I’d been 

able to tell from his cries that, as he had claimed to me, he’d never been topped before 
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that. If he had been one of Donatien’s men, his topping would be done in the 

subterranean stone vault at Donatien’s estate in a satanic rejuvenation ritual, not up at 

my mountain cabin. 

 I turned back to the bar, signaled that I’d have the same brand of beer as the guy 

next to me was having, and gave the cowboy a smile. 

 “I know. I don’t blame you,” I said. “I saw what the Asian and the Jamaican did to 

you that day. I think I should be apologizing to you for getting you dragged into it.” 

 “Thanks,” he said, as he set my beer down in front of me. “My name is Mike, by 

the way. And I also hoped one day I’d get the opportunity to tell you what a hot lay you 

were that day in my van. Maybe someday again . . . ?” 

 “Could be,” I was saying when someone down the bar signaled to Mike and he 

turned to get back to slinging drinks on a busy night. 

 “Nice taste in beer.” 

 The voice, a smooth baritone, was coming from just beyond my right elbow. I 

turned and realized that it was the guy behind the brand of beer I’d signaled to Mike to 

pour me. 

 “Actually, it’s the first time I’ve tasted this, what’s it called, Samuel Adams’s 

Utopias? Great taste, but pretty strong.” 

 “And very expensive,” the guy said. He had somewhat of a smirk on his face. He 

was very good looking in a beach blond sort of way, but he was dressed so nattily and 

held himself with such confidence that he screamed “entitled.” And the smirk on his face 

promised spoiled bad boy as well. The two guys lurking behind him and oozing of 

“bodyguard” added to the image I was forming of him. 
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 “Expensive?” I asked. 

 “Yes, it’s about $100 a bottle. That’s why I’m surprised you ordered it.” 

 “A hundred bucks?” I blurted out. And I must have turned several shades of “I’m 

fucked” pale, because he laughed and his eyes developed a twinkle. I felt stupid—and a 

little resentful that he was having so much fun with my stupidity. 

 “No, problem, though,” he said, flashing that big, knowing, superior smile of his. 

“I’ll be happy to pay for yours. I heard the barkeep say you were a great lay. Play with 

me, and I’ll pay for it. Hell, I’ll buy you another one.” 

 “Are you always this direct?” I asked, barely hiding my flash of anger. He was 

already getting on my nerves. 

 “Only when I see what I want. And I want only the best. You should be flattered.” 

 “Well, I’m not.” I answered. “And I’m not that easy either. Thanks for the offer; I’ll 

manage.” 

 “Sorry, my mistake,” he responded. But he couldn’t get rid of the smirk entirely. I 

decided it was frozen on his rich boy face. I couldn’t tell if he was still playing me or if he 

just wasn’t able to get close to genuine contrite. “I’ll still pay for the beer, though,” he 

said. “You didn’t know what you were ordering, and it’s because of what I was drinking 

that you ordered a Utopias. No reason not to savor it. Stick around and maybe I can 

take another run at getting you interested in a fuck. I’m good at it.” 

 “I’m sure you are,” I said, trying to show an edge of indifference without pissing 

him off altogether. If those two guys behind him really were his bodyguards, I didn’t 

want any part of a fight tonight. “I think I’ll just give a listen to the band and take in the 

sights for a few minutes, though.” 
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 I turned then, my back to the bar and my elbows leaning back on the surface. 

Right off I caught the eye of a magnificently built black guy at a table not too far away. 

We did a little bit of mutual assessment, and we both seemed to like what we saw. 

Another black guy came over to his table, though, and apparently urged the one I’d 

been eying out onto the dance floor. Before he left, though, he gave me that 

unmistakable “I’m interested; later” look. So, I decided not to run out quite yet. 

 When I turned back to the bar, my beer had been recharged, but the spoiled rich 

guy was now turned away from me and chatting up one of the bodyguard types. 

 I drank the beer half way down, in long swigs, taking a few minutes, but hungrily 

enticed by the rich, strong taste. A very strong taste. 

 I didn’t remember much for a while after that. 

 I do remember leaving with the spoiled rich guy and the two bodyguard types, but 

I have no idea why I was doing so and don’t remember having made a decision to go 

with them. The beer had an extremely heady effect on me, and I had little control over 

what I was doing—or any memory of agreeing to do it. It was all a hazy blur for a while. 

 I remember that the spoiled rich guy had a big, sleek, hunter-green Jaguar 

sedan. And I remember that the Jaguar had a big, cushy back seat. And I remember 

that I was suddenly naked and that one of the bodyguards was under me on the seat 

and holding me in a full Nelson and that the spoiled rich kid was half naked and was 

crouched above me and my legs were being wishboned and that he was fucking me 

hard and roughly. And I remember the glint of a knife, and the door to the back seat 

opening and a whole lot of yelling by a lot of people. 
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 But the next thing I remember was waking up in sort of a lounge type room and 

Mike, the cowboy bartender, swabbing my forehead with a damp, cool cloth. 

 “Seeing better?” he was asking me. The voice seemed far away at first, but it got 

stronger and his handsome face, supporting a very concerned expression, was coming 

more into focus. 

 “What? Who?” I spluttered. I was laying on some sort of day bed, completely 

naked. It took me a moment to come to grips with being naked, and I wasn’t fully able to 

reason it out. 

 Mike pushed me back down with a firm grip on my upper arms, though. He was 

sitting on the daybed beside me. 

 “Shush,” he said. “Give it a moment or two. You’ll come out of it soon enough, I’m 

sure. And be good as new.” 

 “What . . . ?” I repeated dumbly. 

 “I saw him slip you that Mickey in your beer,” Mike said. “I saw you leave with him 

and his goons, but it didn’t fully register for several minutes. I was slinging drinks pretty 

rapidly. But then it hit me that I thought I saw him put something into your drink and I got 

a couple of guys together and we found him doing you in his car. I’m not sure what he 

planned after he was finished, but I’m sure it wouldn’t have been pretty. Benji is known 

far and wide for making guys just disappear.” 

 “But why then . . .?” I was beginning to come out of my drugged state, but I didn’t 

have it all together yet. 
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 “Benji’s dad owns this town. He’s the mayor and first citizen all rolled into one. 

And he owns the local law, too. The best we could do is pull you out of that car. That 

can’t be taken any further. Not with Benji.” 

 “But you saved my life,” I said, pretty much fully lucid now. “You could have just 

let me go, but you came out and saved me.” 

 I was overcome with the moment, and I reached up and brought his face down to 

mine and we kissed hungrily. 

 We made long, initially frantic and eventually languid love there on the daybed. 

He covered my face and torso with kisses, and I opened my legs to him and pulled him 

deep inside me, and we bucked and groaned and moaned, and he rode me hard like 

the cowboy he was. 

 I would not have to lie to Doug after all about having had a fully satisfying night 

on the town. 
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Chapter 13 

 After multiple failed bids to slip out of the control of Donatien’s coven and the 

pain of the fallout for having tried, it was tempting to just give up and give in and hope 

that Donatien would lose interest in toying with Doug and me. But opportunities were 

beginning tantalizingly to fall into place, and the curiosity that had gotten me into this 

mess was beginning to work its way on the possibility of both revenge and escape. 

 After Cowboy Mike’s brave act of saving me from the clutches of the vengeful 

mayor’s son, it no longer was safe for him to work at Ricky’s or be seen much in the 

nearby town at all, so I felt honor-bound to invite him to live with Doug and me. And this 

turned out to be doubly advantageous. Mike proved to be a sensitive lover and 

companion to both Doug and me, and his ministrations to Doug worked wonders on my 

lover’s recovery and regathering libido. Just as important, however, my mind had been 

mulling various schemes for revenge and a flash exit, but everything I could think of 

required help, and it would be a long time before Doug could take on this role. Mike, 

who had been roughly and dishonestly taken by Donatien’s men was all too eager to 

help out. 

 I had already been working on bits and pieces of a loosely conceived plan. Doug 

and I both had passports already—and as soon as I had recruited Mike to a plan in 

principle, he applied for one as well. And I had been taking full advantage of the times 

Donatien had summoned me to his mansion for sex. Most often it was Donatien himself 

who wanted to fuck me—in his own quarters. I was only taken by anyone else as a 

reward bestowed by Donatien. I had used the opportunity of his brief absences from his 

bedroom to locate his wall safe, hidden, not too cleverly, behind a painting on the wall. 
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More important, I overheard him telling someone that he changed the combination the 

first Saturday of every month. And another time, when he thought I was asleep but I 

wasn’t, I was able to spy out where he kept the current combination, on a slip of paper 

in a paperback book in his nightstand drawer. I had even seen the safe open—and 

stuffed with money. 

 The other preparations I had made on the mansion end I had initiated myself. 

Donatien’s fetish provided the opportunity for the first groundwork I laid. Because each 

time he took me in his rooms, he bound me fully clothed and cut the fabric away in 

foreplay before fucking me, bound to the bed, I brought a change of clothes with me 

each time in a duffel bag. After I had planned how to use this to my advantage, I started 

filling one of the compartments of the duffel bag with smelly gym clothes each time I 

was summoned, with the explanation that I stopped to work out on my way up into the 

hills above the city to Donatien’s remote estate—that I had to pump myself up to give 

Donatien the service he enjoyed. 

 The first couple of times, Donatien’s guards thoroughly checked the contents of 

all compartments of the bag, but they soon got lax with the one where I had stuffed the 

gym clothes and merely opened it each time and gazed at the dirty shorts and T and 

wet towel without digging to see if there was anything under them—which, of course, in 

this preparation stage, there wasn’t. 

 And then, as my plan started to coalesce, I arranged a false police raid on the 

mansion during one of my sessions with Donatien so I could see which way he’d run. I 

had Mike call in a warning during one of the initiation ceremonies when I was being held 

upstairs in Donatien’s rooms for his sport later in the evening. I wasn’t sure it was going 
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to work, because I knew that Donatien had the police in his pocket. But he wasn’t taking 

any chances that night. He rushed into his room, decked out in his open-crotched satyr 

getup, and quickly changed and grabbed my wrist and pulled me behind the thick 

draperies at the windows next to a turreted alcove. To my delight, there was a door 

behind the drapes, leading to a spiral staircase that took us down to a tunnel leading 

into the side of a heavily foliaged gully just beyond the walls of the estate. There was a 

small garage just off the road there, where Donatien had a getaway car stashed. We 

were well away before he got a cell phone call that no police had shown up and that the 

deputy mayor had been contacted and assured them no raid was planned. 

 With this foundation, I went to work on a detailed plan. The sale of the mountain 

property had come through, and I bought an old, rusty tub of a yacht with an excellent 

engine and what looked, in the sales brochures, like a very nice two-bedroom bungalow 

overlooking the sea on the island of St. Thomas in the Caribbean. I berthed the boat up 

the coast at a small, on-its-last-legs marina, where Mike was able to find some part-time 

work and some free, useful lessons in boating from a beyond-the-prime boater who 

appreciated being fucked by a young stud. 

 And then I opened an account in a very private and cooperative bank in the 

Grand Caymans. 

 It wasn’t only Donatien and company that I wanted revenge on now, though. The 

more I chewed on it, the more I wanted to hurt the mayor’s son, Benji, as well for what 

he had done to me—and, even more important—what Mike had probably saved me 

from at Benji’s hands. 
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 Mike didn’t like my plan much; he thought it was much too risky. I didn’t tell Doug 

what I planned to do in detail at all, because I knew he would try to stop me. But the 

more I discussed it with Mike, the more he could see the elegance and “rightness” of the 

plan. 

 “But why include Benji?” Mike had asked. “I can see the part about the coven, but 

including Benji makes it a lot harder to pull off. Very risky. And I don’t like the idea of 

you ever coming into contact with him ever again. He’s unpredictable. And he’s capable 

of anything. It’s just not his sexual appetite and nastiness, but it’s the whole drug 

dealing aspect.” 

 “That’s exactly why he fits so well into the scheme,” I said. “When you told me he 

was a high-volume drug dealer, the whole plan just fell into place. And it’s also because 

he’s the son of a powerful politician. It’s just too perfect for what I need.” 

 “But the cops are in Donatien’s pocket—and Benji’s for that matter, through his 

father. They just won’t—” 

 “Which is why we’ll go above their heads, why we need Benji for it to work well,” I 

whispered to Mike, putting my fingers to his lips to still is objections. 

 I had been laying in the hammock on the sleeping porch overlooking the ocean, 

watching the sun set, naked and drifting off in the glow of a large slug of Yellowtail 

Shiraz when Mike had returned from the marina. He was crouched beside me, running 

his strong, sinewy hands over my body and bringing my cock to life as we went over my 

plan for the hundredth time, trying to be quiet in our discussion and foreplay so as not to 

disturb Doug, who was napping in our bed—his and mine—in the bedroom beyond. 

 “But I’m afraid. I’m so afraid for you in this. It’s just so risky,” Mike muttered. 
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 “Shush, Mike,” I said. “It will all work out; it will be fine. But for now, it’s getting 

cold out here. I need heat, your heat. Make love to me. Please.” 

 And then Mike turned me onto my stomach on the rope hammock, and he moved 

below the swinging sling. My cock was poking through the mesh and he crouched below 

me and took my cock in his mouth and held me there, swaying above him, doing 

wonders with his mouth on my cock until I was moaning for him. Then he came up 

around the side of the hammock and straddled it with his legs, as he lifted my legs up 

and out of the rope sling. His pelvis was between my spread legs, and I managed to dig 

the sole of one of my feet into the railing of the porch, and Mike held the other leg up 

and out as he worked his cock inside me, making me lurch and set the hammock into a 

counter motion to the stroking of his cock inside me.” 

 We moaned and groaned in unison, as quietly as possible, but fully enjoying the 

working of our bodies. 

 Tomorrow. Tomorrow I would set the plan in motion, starting with Benji. But this 

evening, this sunset, this last calm before whatever came, I would spend draining my 

personal cowboy of his fear—and his cum. 
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Chapter 14 

 The next day it was time to put my plan into action. There were two difficult parts, 

and the needs of the plan dictated that I tackle the worst one first. Mike contacted a 

friend of his who was tending bar at Ricky’s down in the town on the beach and asked 

him to give a heads up when Benji came into the bar. He was coming in every Friday 

night like clockwork, and it was now Friday. Mike got the call that Benji had arrived as 

usual, and I poured on a mesh muscle shirt and my tightest jeans and drove down to 

the bar. Mike wanted to come with me, but I told him it would spoil everything if either 

Benji or his bodyguards saw us together. 

 When I rolled into the parking lot, there was the hunter-green Jaguar. And there 

were the two bodyguards, leaning up against the luscious curves of the classic sedan 

and taking a smoking break. This was a break for me, as it meant Benji wasn’t 

surrounded by muscle in the bar that might strike first before I had time to cozy up to 

him. 

 He was at the bar, nursing a bottle of his favorite Utopias beer and ogling the 

bartender, who was doing his best to ignore Benji. Benji was trouble, and that was 

understood far and wide. 

 I sidled up to the bar beside Benji, on his blind side, and mustered up the 

strength to get the plan in gear. 

 “A bottle of Utopias, if you please, barkeep,” I sang out over the general hubbub 

in the bar, which was in full-testosterone swing. The band was taking a break, though, 

so the noise wasn’t deadening. Benji had clearly overheard someone else ordering his 

hundred-dollar-a-bottle beer. 
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 His head snapped around, and he took a defensive step backward. “What? 

Where’d you come—” 

 “Hi, Benji, how ya’ been? Haven’t seen you around.” I swallowed my fear and 

disgust and gave him a winning, innocent smile. 

 “Hey, look. My guys are just outside. They could be in here—” 

 “That’s nice,” I answered, trying to put a twinkle in my eye, “But it’s you I want, 

big guy. You know you didn’t have to slip a Mickey to me that last time. I liked your dick 

inside me, and I’d like you to do me again.” 

 I reached over and lightly mitted his package, letting my thumb run up and down 

on his now-rising cock through the fabric of his well-tailored trousers. 

 He looked at me suspiciously. But there was also desire and lust there, which I 

could tell were fighting hard for control. To seal the deal, I hooked my other hand 

around the nape of his neck and drew his mouth to mine and we kissed, holding it for a 

long time until I felt him completely give in to me. The Utopias tasted good—even on the 

bastard’s lips. 

 When I pulled away, I could tell from the look in his eyes that he was gone to me. 

 “Half hour—after I’ve had time to enjoy my Utopias—under the Third Street pier. 

No bodyguards and no knives. Make me enjoy it with no strong-arm tactics and we can 

make it a regular thing.” 

 Benji was, of course, there, in the shadows of the underside of the pier, near 

where the sand met the water, all slathery and in heat. I stripped quickly for him, and, 

although he had no helpmates and no knife, he still took me roughly. He pushed me up 

against the weathered, splintery wooden pillar, facing the shaft, and he roughly attacked 
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my ass with his tongue and searching fingers until he was satisfied that I was 

comfortably open for him, with no concern whether it was comfortable for me. 

 Then he was fucking me hard, with long, cruel strokes, digging fingernails into my 

exposed buttocks with one hand, and pulling my head back in a painful position with 

fingers buried in my hair and with my back arched like a taut bow. When he climaxed, 

he had his teeth buried in my neck where it met my shoulders. 

 Everything he was doing was painful, and I writhed and let him know I was in 

pain—but with my eye ever on the goal of the plan, I used terms of ecstasy, egging him 

on, making him think this was exactly how I wanted to be taken. It was the way he 

wanted to fuck. He was mine if I could convince him we were well matched. 

 And my act worked. Over the next three weeks, we met often, and he took me 

brutally again and again. But he never went over the edge; I serviced him so well that 

he always wanted there to be a next time. 

 At the end of the third week, I moved to the next level. We were in the basement 

of his house, in his “special” room, and he had just fucked me while I was suspended in 

a sling and my arms and legs were bound to the four straps supporting the sling from 

the ceiling. He had been a big spender this time, investing a bottle of his precious 

Utopias beer as a sex toy to pump me with, mercifully neck first, letting the beer slosh 

inside me and to the floor, before he exchanged the glass bottle with his pounding dick. 

 “There, how’d you like that?” he asked when he was finished. 

 “God, you nearly split me apart with that bottle,” I answered, breathlessly and my 

voice revealing the hurt, for which I didn’t have to put on an act. “I almost thought I’d 

need a line of coke to manage that. It was great!” 
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 “That could be arranged,” Benji said with a laugh. 

 Bait set; line being run. 

 “Yeah, I’d heard you moved drugs, Benji,” I replied. “Too bad it’s small time. I 

have someone who wants a whole lot of the stuff. He’s got a regular cokehead club 

goin’ at a big estate up in the hills.” 

 “Who told you I was small time?” Benji said. He was tweaking my nipples hard 

with a thumb and a forefinger, working himself up to fucking me again. “I can handle 

anyone’s needs you can come up with.” 

 Fish hooked; reeling him in. 

 “I’ll see if I can hook you up. I think he’s doing something special up there the 

end of next week. Could you get a large sample together by then?” 

 “No Sweat.” 

 “Oh, God, oh, GOD, BENJI.” He was cracking my nuts, fisting them and crushing 

them hard. I had to make him stop. “OH God, Benji. Fuck me! Fuck me now! I can’t wait 

for it any longer, big guy! Stick your dick in me!” 
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Chapter 15 

 The target date at last had arrived. It was a Saturday, and it was the target date 

because it was a night scheduled for a coven initiation ceremony at Donatien’s estate. 

And I was in charge of putting the virgin on the altar. Donatien had been after me for a 

couple of months to take up Doug’s role—to cultivate and deliver virginal men to him for 

his coven initiation ceremonies, just as Doug had cultivated and delivered me into this 

hell on earth. 

 “You’ll be a natural for it, stud,” Donatien had told me. “Men flock to you like bees 

to a honey pot.” 

 I, of course, had refused. 

 “You are not in a position to refuse,” Donatien had countered. “Or I might be 

forced to put Doug back out on the street to do this.” 

 There was no way I could do this—except that it fit in perfectly with my 

developing escape plan, so I eventually gave in. I didn’t give in so easily and quickly 

that Donatien would become suspicious about it, though. 

 “Well, there is someone I think you might enjoy,” I said one evening as Donatien 

was playing surgeon on my clothes before taking me in his huge canopied bed. “When 

do you need him.” 

 That had set the date for “operation escape.” Today, Saturday. 

 As far as Benji knew, however, today was the day he was going to a big party up 

in the hills and setting up a big, ongoing score for his drugs. 

 Mike, Doug, and I spent the morning packing our old tub with what we couldn’t do 

without in setting up a whole new life for ourselves. 
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 I then met Benji at the town’s pier late in the afternoon and we watched, together, 

his two bodyguards pushing off with a group of deep-sea fisherman in a charter yacht 

for an overnight cruise out to the offshore islands. This had been my hard-fought 

stipulation for hooking him up with the big buyer in the hills. I insisted that there be no 

muscle, no possibility of mistaken violence—and if his bodyguards weren’t safely out of 

the picture—and if I didn’t watch them leaving the scene—there would be no hookup. 

Benji took it hard, but he took it. The bodyguards tried to look stern, but they obviously 

were pleased by the unexpected holiday. 

 Neither of the bodyguards was all that smart—nor was Benji for that matter. I had 

a chance to test one of the bodyguards two weeks earlier when he was fucking me by 

Benji’s pool—as a favor granted to him by Benji. I had a small bag on the table by a 

chaise lounge, alongside the bodyguard’s cell phone. I had been on my back on the 

chaise, with my legs spread out, and he’d been straddling the chaise below me and 

fucking up into me. 

 When it came time for him to change condoms for another go at me, I reached 

into my bag for a fresh one and, so he thought, accidentally pushed his cell phone onto 

the patio blocks and shattered it. I said I’d replace it for him, which was fine with him—

he didn’t care much; he was focused on fucking me again. What he didn’t see was that I 

had switched his phone with a near-identical one in my bag before I dropped “my” 

phone on the stones and slipped “his” phone into my bag. I now had the device that 

would call in the cavalry. 

 So, on Saturday afternoon, with the bodyguards disposed of and Benji 

concentrating on his big drug score in the hills later, I suggested we stop for some 
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barbecue and beer—Utopias, naturally—and hang out at his place until it was time to 

head for the hills. 

 He didn’t see me slip the Mickey in his Utopias any better than I had seen him 

drug my beer the first time we had met. I don’t think my drug was as potent as his had 

been, but it made Benji just a few seconds short of a reasoned response about 

anything. He noticed it, but he signaled that it was nerves. He wouldn’t admit to being 

nervous, but I could tell he felt the effect, because he was on edge and even more 

brutal than usual when he pushed me down onto my belly fucked me on the dining room 

table after we’d eaten there. I gave him the best performance of my life in wanting what 

he was giving me, all the time knowing this would be the last time and that I’d leave him 

with some satisfaction about what he was getting. 

 I was behind the wheel when we started up into the hills just before dark in the 

hunter-green Jaguar, but night had fully fallen when we reached the gates to Donatien’s 

estate. This was much like the night I had first arrived there—when Doug had brought 

me here, as a virgin, to be sacrificed on Donatien’s satanic altar. 

 The party scene in Donatien’s bar room was also much the same as it had been 

on my initiation night. It turned Benji on—or at least did so as much as it could when he 

was half drugged. I had brought my gym bag, as usual, because Donatien had made it 

clear, as usual, that he would come to me upstairs after he was finished in the dungeon 

with the initiation ceremony. This time, however, I had more than fresh clothes and dirty 

gym shorts, T, and towel. Under those, this time, I had a small fortune in cocaine, 

thanks to Benji. These were the sample wares Benji was bringing to what he thought 

was a drug buy. 
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 Benji had pretty much forgotten the drug buy part of the party, however. The 

three of us were sitting close together, Benji between Donatien and me, in a banquette 

in the shadows of the room, where the men of the cult, not yet dressed out as satyrs, 

were doing everything short of fucking on the dance floor and at the tables. Donatien 

was feeling Benji up, exploring his body, assessing the goods—just as he had done with 

me that first time. And he seemed pleased. And Benji, in his half-drugged state, seemed 

pretty pleased himself. Donatien was asking Benji the “are you virginal?” questions, and 

Benji probably didn’t even hear them. I whispered in his ear what to respond, and he 

parroted what I told him to say. I didn’t know how close to lying I was doing. I had no 

idea whether or not Benji had ever been plowed himself before. 

 Satisfied, the Jamaican and the vice detective who had betrayed me in my earlier 

bid for freedom showed up and carried Benji off to the sacrificial ritual in the dungeon, a 

ceremony that I remembered all too well. I was particularly pleased to see the detective. 

I hoped he was staying around for the ceremony part. 

 Although there was nothing noble in what I did next, I couldn’t resist the urge to 

watch at least the first phase of Benji’s undoing in the satanic ritual I had condemned 

him to. He had treated me so badly, that I could only give up my resentment and hatred 

at what I had endured by seeing him similarly undone. When the bar room had emptied 

out as the young, studly men rushed to change into their satyr costumes and join the 

festivities in the dungeon, I moved to a sort of musicians’ gallery overlooking the stone 

vault dominated by a sacrificial altar and various apparatuses for serious bondage. 

 As I positioned myself in the gallery and peeked through the wooden latticework 

that hid me from view from below, I could see that the satyrs were already forming and 
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warming up to the mood of the ritual by embracing and prodding and stroking each 

other, the cocks exposed by their open-crotched satyr costumes well on the rise. 

 Benji was naked, hung by his bound wrists from a hook suspended from the 

ceiling, and his curves and crevices were being worried by the Jamaican. The spoiled 

rich mayor’s son who had bedeviled and delighted in bringing me pain had the good 

sense to be awake enough now to be screaming his indignation and fear. However, 

none of the hunky hulks below, other than the Jamaican, was paying him the least bit of 

attention. They were all well into working themselves up to a hot and heavy orgy. 

 But then Donatien, the magnificent leader of the coven, had arrived, and all had 

given way to him, gone silent, and gathered in a semicircle around him and the fettered 

Benji. Even Benji was quiet now, in awe of the moment and of Donatien’s presence, 

and, most particularly, of the gigantic cock standing out proudly between Donatien’s 

thighs. 

 The ceremony began. Donatien stepped up to the suspended Benji and the 

Jamaican stepped back. The semicircle of panting, entwined satyrs drew a step closer 

and a sigh went out over the tableau and lifted toward the vaulted ceiling and 

reverberated around the stone walls. Flashing through the sigh, a loud cry of shock and 

invasion shot to the ceiling. The cry turned to a gurgling long, drawn-out moan, reduced 

to a whimper. And then renewed cries of pain and helplessness. 

 I heard the voice of the master cutting through the cries. “Plowing!” Donatien 

bellowed. A cheer went up from the salivating crowd, and, as on signal, they broke 

away in groups of two and three, and the orgy of frenetic male-sex had begun in 

earnest. I could clearly see the writhing, moaning Benji now. Donatien was crouched 
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behind him, his hands grasping the blond victim’s hips, and was fucking up between 

Benji’s plump butt cheeks in long thrusts of his monstrously thick and long cock in 

strokes that were lifting the pads of Benji’s feet off the stone floor and setting the blond’s 

body into a trembling, writhing dance of totally, deeply fucked rhythm. 

 I could clearly see that Benji was being taken as brutally as he had ever taken 

me. Satisfied, I turned and left the gallery. 

 I then went straight upstairs. When I got there, I knew I’d be alone for a good 

long time. Donatien and crew would be in the dungeon giving Benji—and each other—

the planting and sowing and harvesting jazz for a couple of hours. I didn’t particularly 

need to see Benji debauched as long and as hard as he would be, but I had no qualms 

about knowing it was happening. It hadn’t been a necessary part of our escape plan, but 

it certainly gave me a nice sense of revenge for what he’d done to me. 

 The first thing I did was call Mike on my cell phone to let him know the ceremony 

had begun. Then I retrieved the combination from Donatien’s night stand, opened the 

safe, and exchanged the packs of cocaine hidden under my dirty gym stuff for the 

stacks of money in the safe. I left the safe door yawning open, hard to miss by anyone 

coming into the room. There was so much money in the safe that I had to jettison my 

dirty laundry and fresh clothes as well. When counted later, it came to nearly two million 

in cash, in large bills. Some of it was in Euros, which I was much happier seeing than 

deflated greenbacks. 

 After dark had fallen, Mike and Doug had driven our old car that we were happy 

to be parting with to the shoulder of the dirt road running down the side of the estate’s 

walls. Standing beside the open driver’s door, Mike used the cell phone I’d stolen from 
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Benji’s bodyguard to call the nearest FBI office. Identifying himself as Benji’s 

bodyguard, Mike said that Benji, the son of that important politician down on the coast, 

had been kidnapped and that he and the other bodyguard had followed the kidnappers 

up to a mountain estate. They were about to try to go in. And, oh yeah, the kidnappers 

had dropped some packets of coke from the getaway car when the bodyguards tried to 

prevent the kidnapping. 

 While Mike was talking, in hushed, panicked tones on the cell phone, Doug stuck 

his arm out of the passenger window of the car and fired off a couple of shots from the 

flare gun that had come with our yacht. Mike grunted in feigned pain, carefully laid the 

cell phone on the ground, circuit still open, and folded himself back into the front seat of 

the car. He then coasted up thirty feet or so to stop next to a gully, near to where I had 

shown him to stop. 

 While Mike was calling in the cavalry—the Feds, not the local police, and, with 

any luck, the Drug Enforcement Agency as well—I was making my way, the duffel bag 

full of money bouncing off my hip, through Donatien’s secret escape passageway to 

beyond the estate walls. 

 I arrived at the car about the same time all hell broke loose at the front gate of 

the estate. We left Donatien to try to explain away the kidnapped official’s son hanging 

naked from straps in his dungeon, thirty-odd men dressed as satyrs with their privates 

hanging out, and a stash of cocaine in the open safe in his bedroom and sped down out 

of the mountains and down the coast to our stocked boat. 

 Mike had learned enough from the horny old boatman to get us safely to the 

coast of Baja Mexico, where we found a bank quite willing, for a stiff fee, to cable 
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transfer our new-found wealth to the bank in the Grand Caymans. Mike and Doug were 

both delighted with the cliff-top beach cottage I’d bought on St. Thomas, and Mike, 

Doug, and I remained there together and enjoyed our new-found wealth and peace and 

security ever after. 

 From then on out, whenever I felt I was getting curious about something, 

wondering if I’d enjoy doing something different or kinky, I gave a thought to the swirling 

vortex I somehow had miraculously escaped. Then I dug into my stash of Utopias beer 

and drank myself silly and nonfunctional. 

The End
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habu, a bisexual former supersonic spy jet pilot, intelligence agent, and diplomat, 
is a published mainstream novelist and short story writer under another name 
and in another dimension of his life. 
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RAVEN POSSESSION 
by habu 

Raven Possession is the saga of six decades of a remarkable woman’s life and of 
a strong man’s vendetta of possession and control over that woman’s family. Ada 
Raven, born in poverty and religious fundamentalism, wanted “it all” out of life 
and strove successfully to get it, but at a high cost, torn between an acclaimed 
novelist of enormous ego and determination and the man who patiently waited in 
the wings for decades to provide her refuge. J. H. Kincaid, a larger-than-life 
novelist of men’s adventure stories and of “bonding” and sweeping appetites 
wanted not only Ada but her sons to the third generation as well. Ada wanted to 
experience and escape the world at the same time. And she wanted to be loved 
by men, powerful men, and her ravenous beauty guaranteed that she was.
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This saga of the Raven family takes the reader on a journey through the 
highlights of six decades of American history from the homesteading of the West 
to the false interlude of peace in the 1960s. It follows Ada from the small town 
Midwest, the St. Louis World’s, Fair, and the Spanish flu epidemic to a celebrity 
dude ranch in Colorado and ultimately to the halls of government in Washington, 
D.C., and the exotic Southeast Asia. But everywhere she turns, there is the 
brooding presence of J. H. Kincaid, manipulating and subjugating her family, until 
it all ends in smoke and explosion.

Warnings: This title contains graphic language and f/m/m threesome sex. 

DARK ANGEL REVIEW BY FROST

habu demonstrates a particular gift for winning the reader’s attention immediately 
while weaving a complicated plot with numerous main and secondary characters 
swimming in a sea of erotic stimulation and suspense buildup… Caution, reader: 
once you open the first page, you’re hooked!

 
Excerpt From RAVEN POSSESSION: 
 

When they first started working their horses up into the foothills of Hahn’s Peak, 

Ada was quiet. She more than a little resented this somewhat petulant demand on her 

time and resources that the self-possessed novelist had made. She had little idea how 

to track elk and Kincaid had taken her away from all of her other guests. But J. Harvey 

Kincaid was a patient man, a very patient man. And he proved to be a fascinating travel 

companion, as profound, humorous, and lyrical in his observations of what was going 

on around them in the wild, beautiful Colorado mountain wilderness as he was in an 

opulent dining room amid gleaming silver and shining china and crystalware. 

The two rode across the isolated ridges for the morning and afternoon, straight 

for the tree line, where Ada had seen elk in her painting excursions. By evening their 

horses were worn out and although they had seen elk, it had been at a great distance 

and only fleetingly; there had not been time or opportunity for Kincaid to get off a rifle 
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shot. Ada secretly was pleased with this, as she hated any thought of the killing of any 

of those magnificent beasts. 

As the sun was setting, Kincaid suggested that they just lay by in a stand of 

cottonwood trees next to a fast-running stream in a sheltering ravine. They ate that night 

over an open fire, leaning against the saddles they had slung on the ground between 

the bank of the stream and a line of cottonwoods. J. Harvey was his charming best, 

weaving a story of primeval earth just for Ada. He told her of the village of simple, close-

to-the earth people of beauty and purity who were on the eve of being invaded by the 

despoilers of the outside world. He described in great detail of the last night of 

lovemaking across the village, with the men warriors of the village knowing that they 

had to meet in the new dawn in a cataclysmic and surely final battle in the meadow 

separating their primeval forest from the cruel modern world. 

Kincaid focused on one woman of the village who knew the precise moment that 

her husband and her only surviving son died in this battle, and how, in her grief, she ran 

deeper into her forest, only a short time ahead of the invading “moderns” to die in the 

forest, to become absorbed by the earth. He told in poetic words how, exhausted, she 

leaned into an old oak tree, which slowly morphed into her lost husband, making deeply 

possessive love to her there, as she was absorbed into her virile oak of a husband, 

gone to this world when the despoiling “moderns” reached and then passed by the base 

of the oak. The intriguing metaphors of Kincaid’s imagery possessed Ada’s soul as his 

rich voice rolled over her, using the words of earthy love that did not sound dirty on his 

lips and that stirred her to the quick. 
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The air was crisp and slightly chilly, and Ada had been sitting close beside him 

as they leaned against his saddle and shared the single blanket to aid the glow of the 

campfire in warding off the cold wind. As Kincaid melded his story to slowly enfolding 

Ada to him under the blanket, he reasoned in whispers that they would be so much 

more comfortable making maximum use of their shared body heat. And Ada, lost in his 

storytelling believed him and melted into him. 

The story was sad and poignant all at the same time and Ada was crying. Kincaid 

kissed her tears away. And he kissed her cheeks. And he kissed her lips. He told her 

not to cry, in that mesmerizing poetic baritone voice of his. He told her he loved her. 

She whimpered that she had disappointed him; that he had not bagged the elk he 

wanted. He asked if she hadn’t understood his story at all—that she was the elk. The 

elk only symbolized her, and it was Ada herself he needed to possess. Ada was the 

spirit of his elk. 

He asked Ada if she trusted him and if she loved him too. And then, at that 

moment, she surely did. He unbuttoned her shirt and comforted the hollow of her neck 

with his lips, and then he cupped her breasts and comforted her nipples and her belly 

with his hands and his tongue. 

He unbuckled her jeans and slowly unbuttoned the fly, all the time telling her that 

he loved her and wanted to take care of her. And asking her if she loved him and 

trusted him. And she did and told him so. And then he told her he wanted to be her virile 

oak. That he wanted to fully bond with her, for them to melt together in one unit. Then 

he unbuttoned himself and turned her and placed his lips and tongue where Estelle had 

so recently played and was pushing his huge manhood between her lips. 
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At length he moved her again, on her belly over the saddle, and he knelt behind 

her between her spread legs and fucked her long and deeply, all the while making love 

for her with the poetic murmurings of his rich baritone voice. He possessed her fully and 

several times and in various positions in front of the crackling fire throughout the chilly 

spring night. Her young, masterful, virile oak… 
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And look for these other titles from habu: 
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DEATH ON THE RHINE
by habu 
 
When his partner and lover is murdered in an investigation of an international crime syndicate, 
New York police detective Clint Folsom takes leave from his job and flies to Europe in pursuit of 
the killer. Folsom finds his quarry on the Rhine River gay male-oriented cruise ship, the MS River 
God, murdered in the same sadomasochistic manner his partner had been killed. As the cruise 
glides down the Rhine toward Amsterdam, stopping at German cities along the way to add flavor 
and twists to the increasingly complex plot, Folsom is thwarted at every turn in his inquiries. He 
slowly unravels not only what is at stake but also who is involved while finding sexual release 
among the crew and passengers of the River God. When the German police inspector Sigmund 
Frist enters the scene, Folsom himself becomes the pursued in more ways than one. A traditional 
“who done it?” detective murder novel chockablock with intriguing gay male characters and 
encounters. 
 
Warnings: This title contains graphic language, m/m sex and violence. 
 

RAINBOW REVIEW BY FROST’S FANCY: 4/5

An astonishing opening rockets the reader straight into the heart of this very intense 
novel…Death on the Rhine is a truly nonstop rocket of a story with sexual adventures that never 
end and murder, sadism, and sociopathic evil determined to carve its wedge out of society…Not 
for the faint of heart, Death on the Rhine is still a fascinating, explicit, suspense-laden mystery 
which will keep the reader flipping the pages with caught breath.
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FLYING HIGH 
by habu 
 
Warning: This title contains graphic language and m/m sex. 
 
Flying High provides a three-decade memoir of the gay portion of a male bisexual’s awakening to, 
nearly unfettered enjoyment of, and sometimes bittersweet reflections on the active gay lifestyle 
on the international scene in the latter third of the twentieth century. The author was a male model 
and film actor who turned to international intelligence service during the Vietnam War era, a 
career that started off in the stratosphere as an SR71 photo-reconnaissance jet pilot and moved 
on to more earth-hugging intelligence and diplomatic service in Asia and the Middle East 
 
Although coming late in his late twenties to the gay scene, the author’s sexual encounters and 
experience as a willing bottom blossomed quickly in the exotic, sexually free, risk taking, and pre-
AIDs environment of Bangkok, Thailand. Flying High covers the high points of the author’s sexual 
experiences in twenty-three short stories that are chronologically laid out.  
 
These stories take the reader from the author’s male-male initiation in Bangkok in the mid 70’s 
through sexual encounters during stints in Japan and the Middle East to the concluding years of 
the last decade of the twentieth century as he thought his gay life activity was waning, only to be 
joyfully reawakened. The author provides a no-holds-barred, insightful, never shirking from 
bittersweet remembrances series of snapshots that move from the free, sensual, “anything goes” 
international gay scene through the realities of the horror of AIDs to appreciation for the deep, 
lasting relationships that arise from the world of men loving men. 
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SECOND COMING: EMILE LACOUR UNLEASHED 
by habu 
 
Emile LaCour, scourge of the finest young male flesh of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth 
centuries in the plantation area of the Louisiana delta region, has been freed from his tomb to 
sustain himself once more by loving the young men of New Orleans to death. He does so by 
draining them of their blood and vitality which then rejuvenates LaCour.  
 
Lamont Breaux, who is responsible for freeing LaCour in an effort to uncover the vast fortune 
LaCour’s family hid before LaCour was entombed, oversteps his greed and falls victim to 
LaCour’s wrath. Needing a new financial manager and now wanting a companion as well, LaCour 
seduces Gage Angle, a blond giant member of a motorcycle gang.  
 
LaCour’s experiment to find the balance between making love to Gage and loving him to death 
goes awry when the curse of LaCour’s never-ending life and the extreme requirements to sustain 
that lifestyle are transferred to Angle. Angle, however, is not the self-possessed moral decadent 
LaCour is, and his struggle with what LaCour is and what he himself has become leads to a fiery 
conclusion.  

Review by Frost’s Fancy, Rainbow Reviews: 

Emile LaCour is a tantalizingly subtle novel of the paranormal and a neat interweaving of 
historical and contemporary settings. Settle back in your favorite armchair and curl up for an 
enjoyable read of characters, plotting, and vivid imagery… Prepare to be tantalized and 
scintillated by Emile’s upfront eroticism…he is like a force of nature. Caution: kicker ending!

Warnings: This title contains graphic language m/m sex. 
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ACROSS THE THRESHOLD 
By habu 

What gay male can ever forget his first full-blown sexual experience—a particularly memorable 
first time, given the conventions of society? The first time can be the culmination of long-held 
frustration, or completely casual and come as a complete surprise. It can be traumatic or sought; 
imprisoning or releasing, disappointing or far beyond the wildest dream. First times can be 
prearranged or ritualistic; spontaneous or unexpected by both parties. The first time could have 
been instigated by a predator, a new lover, or a savior, or even by the first timer himself. The 
situation and venue can be sordid or off-the-cuff convenient, or might involve silken sheets, 
candles, champagne, prolonged seduction and foreplay. 

But for most men, the one thing it cannot be is forgotten.

This anthology provides a treasure trove of thirty-five short stories of separate, varied “first time” 
gay male experiences, from the stalked to long anticipated, from the romantic to the brutal, for the 
young or not so young. The one central theme of all of these stories, however, is the experiences 
depicted all result in the beginning of a new lifestyle, not the ending of a world.

 

Warnings: This title contains graphic language and m/m sex. 
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TUSCAN TWILIGHT 
By habu 

The aging Conte, Luciano, in an autumn glow of romance, takes the stranger, Dakota, as his long-lost 
lover, whom Luciano had foresaken to take up his traditional role as the head of the family. Dakota 
quickly begins to act as a catalyst throughout the moldering Italian noble family, already too overly 
burdened by a quickly disappearing traditional order of society in the vineyard-clad hills of Tuscany. 

The Conte’s grandson, Paulo, training by family tradition for the priesthood, latches onto the American 
stranger as his deliverance into another lifestyle altogether, while the Conte’s granddaughter, 
Gabriella, thoroughly disgusted with the paternalistic order she is bound to, seeks any avenue of 
escape. Rosella the maid—and Conte’s mistress—a woman society designated to serve the noble 
family, and the local villager portraitist, Giovanni, besmitten with Gabriella but unable to break the 
barriers of social status to claim her, are both also caught up in the winds of change unleashed by the 
appearance of the American stranger. 

This is the story of five men and women, all thrown toward disintegration and release by the 
appearance of one young, blonde American stranger, the fiery spark who sets the sun on an ancient 
Tuscan order.

RAINBOW REVIEW BY FROST’S FANCY: 5/5

Author habu once again captivates with his winning lyrical prose style, and immediately catapults the 
willing reader into entrancement… Even when setting his fiction in an exotic locale ~ in this case 
Tuscany ~ habu is a wizard of enchantment and entices readers into his cave of magic with a few well-
chosen phrases, then introduces us to characters who come to seem as close as our family, friends, 
and neighbors…Again habu serves up a don’t miss, steaming, character-driven story that deserves 
reading and rereading. Tuscan Twilight is very special.
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