The material in this story has graphic homosexual content. If you are underage or if this type of material offends please read no further. You have been warned
Article 1 (the later years)
I have named this Article 1 (The later years) because it is a continuation after my time at sea. There are articles that still need to be written and will be at some time in the future. I just want those readers who have followed the Document IV series to be aware that there is a gap from life at sea and life back on dry land.

One of the reasons I had given up my life at sea was that I had married. I thought that if I entered into matrimony I could change my life. I would no longer be attracted to the male species and I would live happily ever after….wrong. It just does not work that way. Well not for me anyway. Whilst I did manage to take control for a while THE feeling would continue to come back and haunt me time after time. The frustration was unbearable I would continually fanaticize and remember those times at sea that I so dearly missed and would pay anything to relive. Who would have thought I’d miss Bull Elliott, and all that dressing up. I would pay a small fortune to don a pair of women’s sexy panties and silk stockings next to my skin. I should have realized that once a homosexual always a homosexual. My electrodes were wired that way. 

It took a while to settle into a job ashore. Life at sea had been good and comfortable with no real responsibilities. I eventually found work that fitted the bill and one that I felt reasonably comfortable with. My engineering background got me a job looking after a small fleet of trucks and vans. I also inherited an apprentice mechanic by the name of Roland. A very good looking type who never seemed to have any problems getting a girl friend or two. As time went by we became very good, firm friends although I did not in the early stages mention my homosexual feelings or desires (For obvious reasons).
Two nights a week we would visit the local pub or club. Mondays and Fridays were our nights out together. 
I must admit I’d given plenty of thoughts to having some fun with Roland but had never pushed the issue.

On the nights he went out with his girl friend I always got the results of the night before at work.
He’d been going with Carol for some time and had tried always to give her one. Every morning I would get the same resulting story.

“Oh shit I think she’s just a tease…I’m almost there when she backs off making one excuse after the other…Man I’m getting so bloody frustrated” He would say

“Yeh well I know how you must feel” I replied but not in the same way as he thought.

Two weeks later it was still the same story.

“God how much has a guy got to take from some women…again she gets me all nice and hard…strokes me gently along and when the time comes to slip it into her she reneges…tells me she can’t do it. After promising tonight is the night…If I don’t get it soon I’m going to have to fuck you” He said, casually looking out of the garage window.

The very thought of it had me alive and excited. Did he mean it or was it just tongue in cheek.

I should take a chance. Like him I was very frustrated. I could always backtrack and say I was only joking.

“Oh yeh…I should be so lucky…that just doesn’t happen in my world” I replied.
He turned and looked at me. I was wishing I had not said it. What the hell must he think of me now?

“Well mate I’m telling you. It might just happen…I’m going to have to fuck someone…and fuck them soon” He said.

I decided to press on a little more…let him know that I wasn’t just saying it…leave him wondering if I would go all the way.

“Well pal if it gets too bad for you I’m always willing to help out”

Nothing more was said. I just left things as they were. If he got the message, all well and good if not, well…what the hell.

He continued to complain about being frustrated but never mentioned the offer I had put to him. I was disappointed…I had really thought I’d left the door open for him, maybe I had read him all wrong. Then it happened……..
One of the duties from time to time was to respond to breakdowns, for whatever reason a van would suddenly come to a screaming halt and the driver would be on the phone for assistance. 
Now these vans serviced the outlying farming community and the breakdown would always be in the most out of the way place possible “Murphy’s Law”.

The call came in “Where did you say you were…shit that’s way out in the wop wops we’ll be there as soon as” I told the driver and told Roland to put some gear together so that we could roll out.

It was one of those real nice sunny warm days, the type of day that made you feel good and wish that you were out driving on holiday and not attending a breakdown.

As it turned out it was an easy one and with the minimum of effort we had a thankful driver on his way.

The warm day gave us the opportunity to divest our heavy overalls, driving back in just slacks and open neck shirt.
I was doing the driving and we had driven in silence for some time. The country side looked magnificent and the smell of new mown hay was keen on the nostrils.

I had the feeling that Roland was staring at me, his arm resting on the back of the seat. I resisted the urge to look at him. Then he said

“I’m going to fuck you”

Suddenly my heart was racing. God did he mean it or was this just a try out.

“Ohhhh lucky, lucky me, perhaps I should buy a lotto ticket….and when is it all going to happen” I asked

“In the next twenty miles…there’s the Old Mill Rd just ahead, if you turn off there head for the old mill, I’m sure we can find a nice quiet spot and not be disturbed” He said

At last I looked his way…was he for real or just pulling my tit.

“You’re kidding aren’t you….I mean we go all the way…is that right”

“I’m not kidding…unless you are and you are just like Carol just full of wind and piss”

“Christ no, no” I eagerly added “I just thought you might be having me on” 

His hand was suddenly on my thigh “I’m not kidding in any way pal…I meant what I said…I’m going to fuck you…the rest is up to you”

Shit now my heart was really pumping along with the adrenalin. My hands and body shaking. His hand continuing to stroke my thigh.

Oh god no this was not happening. I’m dreaming…yes that’s it I’m dreaming. I’ll wake up soon.

He took one of my hands from the steering wheel and placed it on his crotch.

I let out a startled cry “Oh my god” and my mouth dropped open.

Neither wonder the women went for him and perhaps it was one of the reasons why Carol didn’t want to have him put it inside her. He was a big guy.
“Oh shit buddy you are big aren’t you” I said as I gripped the firm hard shaft in my hand and started to pump him.

“Ohhhh yes…that’s a nice touch you have there Dave…real nice…sure you still want it” He asked

“Oh fuck more that ever pal…more than ever…I think I’m going to enjoy it”

The sign said Old Mill Rd and I turned to the right following the old dusty trail to the Old Mill that had gone out of business years ago and now lay derelict. I couldn’t stop shaking, even though the day was warm. 

There it was directly ahead. Most of the walls crumbled, just piles of stone. The grass and nettles had over grown most of the area, what was left of the paddle wheel just hung there derelict and rusted. The river still flowed past at a lazy pace, something it would have down for centuries. There was plenty of shelter and shade from the trees and bushes surrounding the area.

“I guess we can make ourselves comfortable over there” He pointed to a sheltered spot under the trees. He was doing all the leading. I was still wondering if he was for real or whether he would change his mind at the last minute laugh and call me a poofta.
We just left the van where it was and strolled to the spot under the tree.

I stood there wondering what I should do next; well I knew what to do but hesitated in doing it.

“Well come on. Come on I can’t fuck you with your gear on can I…might as well get everything off”

He was kicking his shoes off as he spoke, his fingers undoing the buckle on his belt and then his fly. God this was it. If I doubted his intent before he was going all the way right now.
I nervously looked around the area as if I was expecting someone to jump out of the brush, but I need not worry there was nobody out here doubt if it had anyone out here for years.

The only other living thing was a skylark chirping merrily high above us

I was reluctant at first to remove any clothing. I still wasn’t convinced that he was just having me on. One thing I’d never been shy or reluctant in shedding my cloths in front of men. I enjoyed watching their faces and see that lusty look when the last piece of cloth was removed and their eyes hungrily ran over my ass.
There was no doubt it was going to happen and now that I knew it was going to happen I was excited and eager to get on with the game at hand. I wanted to feel that hard weapon of his, in the flesh and not just through his trouser material
I watched him discard the last piece of clothing. His body was obviously that of a young well developed male in prime health, as of yet no fat just a good muscular body. Myself being six years older I was still in good shape and prided myself on the fact that I was in good shape and looked somewhat younger. I still had that firmness and roundness in my ass that men liked to gaze at and fondle. 

He stood there eagerly waiting for me to get rid of my last piece of clothing. The one thing that was bigger and better than mine was his beautiful hard cock.

I don’t know about him but I had a real sensual feeling come over me as I stood there in the open naked as the day I was born. The gentle breeze was wafting over my body, caressing my genitalia. I felt wonderfully daring and sexy, ready for anything especially that hard thing between his legs.

My eyes as always in these situations were on his hard cock, standing at attention, awaiting instructions from its master. Oh god my legs felt weak I was trembling, actually trembling, I’d never felt like this in a long time, soon very soon it was all going to happen. Already I could visualize the action and anticipate the delights I would derive from playing with it.

“Oh my god Roly….it’s…it’s magnificent” I gasped.
“Hey yeh pretty good eh!” He replied.

“No…no mate it’s better than pretty good, it’s really, really magnificent” I cooed “It’s a long time since I’ve seen one so good” 
The skin was stretched tight, veins standing out like vines as they ran to the head, corona smooth as. When he got to the fucking I was going to know I’d been fucked. 

How could anyone resist such a fine looking penis? The answer was I couldn’t

Suck it; I just had to suck it I kept thinking. I could already imagine it in my mouth.
My hand reached for the prize. My heart raced, body shuddered as once again after all this time, my fingers touched the hard shaft, my palm folding around it and then stated working it up and down.

His hands were firm but gentle as he in turn reached for my buttocks, his gossamer touch following the contours of my bum, over and over. At the same time my hand caressed and worked the hard shaft up and down.

Both of us taking great delight in each others groping and feeling. Hissing of air as we inhaled then exhaled through clenched teeth.

“Oh this is so gooood!” He exclaimed 

“Oh Roly I just love that soft touch of yours” I responded 
I could hold back no more. I was down on my knees, stuffing the hard shaft into my mouth. One hand working the shaft the other massaging the sack that contained his balls.
Again he murmured “Ohhhh fuck that is soooo gooood!
I delighted in hearing those words, telling me he liked it. It was all part of the joy I derived from knowing my partner was enjoying himself.
Ohhhh I thought to myself. This was the first cock I’d sucked in how long? I couldn’t immediately recall, but oh it was oh so good, letting my mouth and tongue feel the contours of the hard shaft and the bulbous head. My tongue was delving into the eye and slit on the top. At the same time my fingers were fondling his balls. 

Now my mouth was sucking on his balls and my hand working his hard shaft.
Everything was slow and steady. All that could be heard were the sounds of nature and our own love making. “Ohhhh….mmmmm” 

The skylark continued to sing high in the sky. I wondered if he could see the action that was unfolding beneath him 

“I think you should stop….I’m getting close to coming” He declared.

“You can if you so desire” I assured him.

“What…you mean just let it come in your mouth” He asked

“Yeh…if you want just let go…I’ll swallow it for you if you want” I replied.

“Oh god that would be great…but not this time…this time I want to fuck you” He said.
“As you wish” I replied. I was glad that he wanted to fuck me, that’s how I wanted it this time. It had been so long and I was ready for it.

I was sitting on my haunches gazing lovingly at his hard cock waiting his instructions..

“Get on your hands and knees…let’s get on with it” He said

My heart rate and blood pressure rose at the thought of what was about to happen.

I was in the hands and knees position in a trice, presenting my hind end to him.

He dropped to the ground behind me. I felt the hard warm shaft brush against me as he jockeyed into position.
He spat some saliva from his mouth onto my hind end, then after first rubbing his hard cock into it he searched for my anal entrance. I reached behind, pulling my cheeks wide to assist entry.

He was trembling with excitement as he pushed inward.

“Ohhhh god” I exclaimed. I’d almost forgotten how good it could feel.

“It’s going in…..it’s going in” He said with obvious excitement.

I knew that already as the bulbous head pushed aside my entrance, making its way in.

My anal tract way opening up with every inch of penetration  

“Ohhhhh fuck” I heard him murmur. I knew there was no more to go. His balls being the only part still outside. I felt his hands firmly holding my hips as he pulled back the thrust forward again. His own hips swayed back and forth 1…2…3…4 times. Oh god I was being fucked. I was all as I remembered. God I loved it. His rhythm was smooth and slow.

15…16…17…his hips continued to sway and gyrate. The hard rod like a piston felt good doing its job as I cooed with pleasure.

He was now felling good himself, confidence and cockiness (if you’ll pardon the pun) rising with every stroke 
“Yeh you like a bit of cock don’t you” He quipped; now feeling he was in charge of the situation.
Stopping for a moment then Thrust…thrust…thrust giving three big slow thrusts inward before getting into rhythm once again. 40…41…42 strokes.

“Oh god that’s good….oh god that’s great” I kept shouting as he kept up a relentless assault on my hind end….150…151….152, This was about as far as it was going as he told me “I can’t hold on much longer I’m going to cum” His fingers dug deep into the flesh of my hips. Followed by

“Oh fuuuuck” Then all movement coming to an end. His hard cock throbbing and pulsing as his sperm boiled and spewed inside of me. 

“Oh god that was just fantastic” He cooed still staying connected not wanting to give up that after glow feeling.
In the end it was just that the end as I felt his now soft penis drop away. He lay on his back letting the breeze roll over his body.

“Hey I’m going in for a quick swim” He declared

“I’ll join you” I replied and together we headed for the river diving headlong into the cool water.

When we felt we’d had enough we climbed onto the embankment and lay exhausted in the grass letting the warm sun dry our naked bodies.

At first I lay on my back until my front had dried. Then turning on my stomach I let the sun do its job.

I was feeling really good and completely satisfied about myself as I dozed in the warmth of the sun.

I was brought back to the present moment when I felt Roland’s hand gently run across my bottom. It was so smooth and gentle I shuddered and felt the goose bumps on my skin.
“Mmmmm that ass now belongs to me” He declared as he continued massaging my hind end.

“You think so” I replied

“I know so…Carol can go to hell from now on…I’d sooner fuck you any time”

His mouth and tongue felt warm as he kissed and licked the cheeks of my ass. His teeth bit hard, mouth sucking, leaving one big love bight.

“Ooooccchhh” I cried

Rolling on my side to face him, and then my eyes lit up with delight as I spied his cock big and hard as ever.

“Oh jeese Roland you’re all hard again you randy bastard”

“Mmmmm it’s all yours my friend….you can now expect a lot of this in the future” He declared.

“I’m going to take you up on what you said before…I want you to suck me off…you did say I could cum in your mouth didn’t you?”

“Ohhhh yes…yes of course you can” I told him
“Then you had better get over here and get your mouth around this thing” He instructed

He was starting to take command fanned on by his previous experience his confidence was growing.

I crawled to his side, gripped the hard warm shaft and plunged it into my mouth at the same time I heard his sigh of satisfaction. 

“Ohhhhh…fuck…ohhhhh” As my mouth went to work on his hard manhood.

The moments flew by as my mouth and hand worked in coordination on the shaft.

“Mmmmmm” Was all I could say along with his “Ohhhh god….ohhhhh fuck” As I worked him closer to climax.

“Are you sure it’s ok to cum in your mouth” He murmured.

My head nodding at the same time trying to speak “Mmmmmm” I replied

“I think I’m coming” He said. A moment later he was thrusting up into my mouth. His sperm felt warm the taste acrid as it spread across my tongue and inside my mouth.

My mouth was really full as I struggled with the hard shaft and his semen at the same time.

Once the hard shaft had been removed I rinsed the sperm around in my mouth before swallowing. 

“Oh shit that was so cool man… I like to see you swallow it…that really is good” He declared.

“Oh boy you’re going to have such a lot of my cock from now on” He said. He really was taking command. He was treating me just like his girlfriends. Now that we had established who did what to whom. He was firmly in charge.
“I think we had better be getting back to base mate” I said “I don’t think the boss would approve of any of this”

It was a pity to have to leave. The weather was still hot and the country smells made me want to stop there a little longer but no, we had to go.

Roland was on a high. As we drove back all I got was how good it had been. 

“Fucking you has been one of the best experiences I’ve ever had god you have a lovely arse and when you sucked me off oh god that was great…yak aty yak aty yak”

“God I can’t wait for the next time” He kept saying.

Well this is what I had wanted and dreamt of for some time. I just hoped I wasn’t going to live to regret it
 ***************************************************************
The damn had been broken. I’d been without male to male action for far too long. I just hadn’t realized it until now.
Touching, feeling being with Roland now made me want more. I wanted to make up for all that lost time.

I had a new appetite for it. I wanted as much as I could get. My mind could think of nothing else. It seamed every moment of every day was spent thinking about sex with other males. Where could I get more? I asked myself.

You could try a visit to the toilets in the park area. I’m sure I heard there are guys who hang around there looking for action. My thoughts were telling me.

The more I wanted action the more I was tempted to pay the park a visit. I just wasn’t sure that it was the right spot to meet up with someone. In the end temptation got the better of me. I had Saturday off, I could make it there around ten am I’d just saunter across the grounds follow the foot path then casually walk into the toilet. I had it all worked out, yes that’s what I’d do. I felt excited at the thought, Fantasies played in my mind over the ensuing nights as I waited and craved for Saturday. Oh how I hoped it would live up to my expectations. 
The day and time arrived. I jumped into the car having made my excuses to do some extra time at work. I was excited and a little fearful and nervous about the coming events as I drove toward the park.

It was a beautiful clear day, not a cloud in the sky and warm, could get to be a scorcher as the sun got higher. The weather had been amazing over the last few weeks. My fingers strummed the top of the steering wheel keeping in time with the tune. Queens. It’s a kind of Magic. It only took about half an hour to drive from home to the park which was on the outer part of town. Well we called it a town; some of our big city cousins would only see it as a village. I and all who lived there thought it was just right. No big city hang ups.
I parked up and guiltily looked around as if all and sundry were there watching me as I was about to make my way to the toilets.

The trees in the park always looked great this time of year as did the flower beds with carefully manicured edges. The tar sealed paths led in all different directions but I stuck to the path I needed to follow, the one to the toilets. A sign at the side pointed the way for me.

As I approached I saw the building come into view. Some distance away from them a guy sat on the park bench, reading the morning paper. He was dressed in a white open neck shirt and a pair of casual grey slacks, he was engrossed in the paper and did not seem to be paying much attention to who and what was going on around him. My thoughts were on the toilet. I wondered if there was any body in there already. How would I handle the situation if there were, I’d never given any thought to it so far.

As I drew level to the guy on the bench, a breeze ran through the park rustling the trees and his paper as he turned the page.

I nodded and said hello as I passed, each step taking me to my ultimate destination.

He in turn looked up and nodded in return.

I concentrated on the entrance, not looking right or left.

I walked through the door, my eyes slowly becoming adjusted to the darker interior.

No one. There was nobody inside. I let my eyes survey the inside. Two empty stalls, both doors open. The sudden hiss of the water cistern as it released a stream of water to flush the urinal. There was that usual smell of all toilets. A mixture of urine and disinfectant.

I stepped onto the stainless steel urinal, undid my fly and removed my cock, holding it as if I was taking a piss. I was only pretending as I did not really want one at the time.

This was the waiting game. I would give it time so that any one outside could see I was not in there just for a piss and leave. I was there for a purpose. The same purpose as they were.

It did not dawn on me at the time but this was where the hunters met up with their prey. Like the animals on the Veldt waiting for their meal to come to the watering hole where upon they could pounce on them.

I was what they had been patiently waiting for

The cistern flushed again as I waited, cock in hand.

Then I heard it. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up, my heart beat and pulse rose in anticipation.

Foot steps were coming toward the toilet. A slow steady clop…clop…clop.

The outside noises were reduced a little as he made his way through the doorway momentarily blocking of the sound. Now I could sense he was behind me, slowly making for the urinal.

The stainless steel trembled and buckled a little as he stepped up beside me.

I resisted any temptation to look his way keeping my eyes straight ahead, but I knew and could feel his eyes upon me as he weighed up who I was and what I wanted.
My gaze fell to the bottom of the urinal and at the same time angle a little to my right. 
I heard the purr of the zip and watched as he removed his cock. My heart started beating even faster as I took it all in.

I saw the amber fluid as it left the end of his penis hit the urinal and cascade down to the bottom and flow toward the drain. Then it stopped, but my friend did not put his weapon away. Instead he continued to hold it in his hand, working it back and forth. I watched as it grew in size before my very eyes. No longer a limp piece of flesh. It was now a beautiful living, throbbing piece of hard flesh. Once again I came a very distant second in the queue as I gazed in awe and with a certain amount of envy in my heart.

Suddenly his left hand shot to his left, brushing my own hand aside and grabbing at my penis. It was all so sudden; nothing had been said so far.

“Grab hold of mine laddie” I heard him say. He was obviously a Scotsman by his accent.
For the first time I took in who the person was. Dressed in casual grey slacks and white open neck shirt. It was the guy who had been reading the paper outside.

I took a nervous look behind me to check that there was no other person looking then grabbed the warm, hard pulsating shaft in my hand. Oh shit it felt real good as I knew it would. Every time I touched one I got that oh so good feeling from doing so.
I’d only stroked him a few times when he grabbed my arm then hurriedly and roughly guided me to one of the empty cubicles, closing but not locking the door behind him. I don’t think they had any locks on anyhow.
“Right laddie drop ya trewsers…in fact it might be better if ya took them off all together” He said, waiting for me to conform to his request.

I quickly did as I was told, kicking of shoes and socks and eagerly discarding my other clothing, I was left standing in a casual shirt.

“Sit doon” He said and at the same time his big strong hands pushed down on my shoulders.

The stainless steel seat was cold on my bum as I sat there facing toward him. My face and mouth were level with his hard cock. I always loved looking at a good hard male penis and right now I was looking at a fine example of one. Like some giant rocket ship pointing to the sky. Its super streamline design was just magnificent.
He undid his belt and pushed his trousers down so that I could now see more of his body and in particular his hard cock and the sack hanging beneath it, containing large set of balls.
“Start sucking lad” He commanded at the same time pushing the monster toward me, inviting me to do so.

Oh god this was it, this is what I’d come here for. My hand grabbed the firm shaft at the same time my mouth opened up and I felt it warm and pulsating as I pushed it into my mouth.

“Mmmmmm” Was all that I could say, letting my partner know I was delighting in sucking cock.
“Ock laddie that’s wonderful…just wonderful…ya ken how to suck cock so ya do” He commented his strong hands holding my head in place as he pushed and swayed in time to my sucking.
I let my mouth and tongue feel the stiff contours of the hard erection, delighting in it. 

“Ohhhh fuck laddie yes, yes, yes” He kept saying as my mouth worked up and down the shaft.

“Do ya want it up ya laddie” I heard him say.
“Mmmmmm” Was all I could get out along with the nodding of my head letting him know that Yes that’s what I wanted.

He slowly withdrew from my mouth and helped me stand, at the same time twisting me round to face the wall.

His hands were firm and warm as they groped, squeezed and fondled my ass.

“Oh laddie that’s a nice firm tight ass ya have there. I canna wait to get my cock inside ya” He said.

“Let me just squeeze a we bit of gel in first…get things started eh!”  

He had obviously come prepared. The gel was cool at first touch but soon reached body temperature as he applied more of the soft liquid.
As always I delighted in the finger fucking first moaning and groaning as his finger slid back and forth.

“If ya like that ya gona love this my lad” His finger being replaced with something just as hard but much, much bigger.

I reached behind taking both my cheeks in my hands, pulling them apart. I felt the hard head touch the target area, ready to be pushed home.

“Oh yes, yes, yes” I pleaded “That’s it go on push it in” I kept pleading.

He gave a quiet chuckle “Ho. Ho laddie ya do indeed want it don’t ya….ya must be gagging for it eh?” He asked

All my pent up frustrations and expectations were upon me as I panted.

“Oh god yes, yes fuck me please, please fuck me”.

Firm hands gripped my hind end holding me steady as he applied pressure, slowly forcing himself into me.
Relax…relax…I kept saying to myself as the hard shaft moved relentlessly inward. First the bulbous head then inch by beautiful each the rest followed, leaving only his balls suspended at the end.

“Ock laddie ya feel real gud so ya do” As his hips started to sway back and forth.

I thought to myself Oh god I’m being fucked. His thick hard shaft sliding in and out. I could both feel it and hear the slurping sound of the gel as it thrust back and forth.

My gaze was down into the toilet bowl. I thought to myself. How many of these have I looked at whilst being in this position. They all seamed to be the same. The cracked porcelain and the makers name printed on the side.

He was a well built, heavy guy. Each thrust inward was driving me against the wall. My outstretched arms were having to push back with every inward thrust.

Above his grunts “Huh…huh…huh” I thought I had heard another person come into the toilet.

Yes…there at the bottom of the door a pair of toe caps. Someone was looking over the top watching us. It was confirmed when my Scots friend started shouting at the owner of the shoes,

“Heh fuck off…leave us be” The shoes remained where they were. He was quite content to stare down and continue to watch the action. My partner had not faltered in his actions as his arse continued swaying back and forth.
He could take it no more.

“Come…come in…dinna stand oot there gawking” He said.

Our new friend needed no second invitations; the door was pushed open as he pushed his way in standing next to the Scotsman whose arse was still thumping away at my hind end.

The truth now came rushing home to me and just where I was in the state of play.

As I’ve already stated this was the hunter meet prey situation. It now dawned on me just how much of the prey I was.

Not only the two who were in the toilet with me now had gathered but others also.

They had their own little out of sight positions where they could stand and watch who came and who went.

I’d been manna from heaven. The alarm bells would have been ringing as they watched me approach the toilet.

They would have been patiently waiting hands in their pockets playing and stroking hard cocks.

Then “Oh…oh here comes a victim, my nice hard cock…lets’ wait and see…you may soon be getting fed” 

They would all be counting the time I was spending inside. The longer I was in there the more likely it was that I was there for a purpose other that a piss.

The Scotsman had made the first move. Now two of us were in the toilet and no one came out, which confirmed only one thing…yes some sort of sexual activity was going on within the walls. The wolves, hyenas and all others wanted a piece of the action. They would be circulating much like dogs with a bitch on heat…me being the hot bitch on heat. I knew I was probably going to be here for some time as each of them became more and more frustrated and braver then made their way into the toilet.

I looked over my shoulder and could see the new comer was getting ready. He unzipped his trouser fly and removed his hard stiff prick which the Scotsman was stroking for him. His own arse was still flashing back and froth.

“Huh…huh…huh” At the same time it was slap…slap…slap as his balls collided with my hind end.

I knew the end was soon when the Scot gave up playing with our new friend put placed both hands on my hips, taking a firm grip and pulled me onto the hard shaft.

He could hold back no longer. There was a muffled cry as his cock stiffened and sperm spewed up the hard shaft embedding itself deep inside my ass.

“Ohhhhhh…yesssss!” He hissed with complete satisfaction 

The Scotsman was reluctant to move as he let the slowly deflating cock pulse its final drops of come.

On the other hand our new boy was keen to get on as he said “Come on…come on move over you’ve had your turn…pull out”

“Ock let me enjoy the dying moment’s matie” He replied.
“If you don’t hurry up I’ll be coming all over you” He quipped back.

I felt the thick fleshy shaft slowly being removed….then it was gone. It was only a matter of a second or so before another pair of excited trembling hands gripped my ass and I felt the second cock being inserted.
“Ohhh my god” I moaned as he quickly had his hips swaying thrusting his cock back and forth.
“Ohhhh…Urrrrrr” As he got into a steady rhythm.

My Scots friend was making himself presentable. Once ready he opened the door and quietly vacated. The door was fully open and I could see that two other “Predators” had appeared.

Seeing me bent over the toilet bowl with a guy thumping at my rear end had them gawking for a moment or two, before they returned to their senses and came closer to the action.

“Hey pal bring him out here…where we can work on him”

Strong hands started to twist my body then heading both of us out into the open area. A slow shuffle brought us to the sink area.

My current partner resumed his pleasure. “Huh!...huh!...huh!”  With each and every thrust of his ass.
The sight of him and I in our present position was a little more than they could stand. Now wanting to join the fun rather than wait.

First one then the other undid his fly and removed their bloated throbbing cocks.

“Here your mouth is looking a little redundant mate” As he pushed it up against my lips.  I didn’t need to instruct me on what to do. I opened up wide and allowed him to push the warm hard flesh into my mouth.

As I excitedly sucked on the warm hard cock. At the other end the action was just as passionate. It was a little difficult trying to keep still and suck whilst at the same time the action from behind was pushing me forward
The only thing I felt a little nervous and apprehensive about was the fact that this was a public toilet and we were pretty open as to our activity. However the excitement and adrenalin took care of that and any guilt I may have had.

The thumping in my ass stopped at the same time more sperm was being pumped inside me. I felt the hardware being removed but it took just a moment then another piece of hot cock was taking the place of the former. Then the thumping started all over again.

I was so engrossed in what I was doing I was unaware of the comings and goings.

A pair of strong hands held my head in place as warm sticky fluid flowed across my tongue filling my mouth as the guy I was giving the blowjob to could no longer hold back. He was keen to let his pent up feelings and frustrations go. I had forgotten how awful male sperm tasted. My mouth now harbouring both hard penis and warm semen.

I felt his cock pulsing pumping the warm sticky fluid. When he was sure all had been disgorged. He removed himself leaving me with the sperm. Then rinsing it around in my mouth I swallowed.

“Ug” I guess I would never get used to that distinctive flavour.  

Then suddenly I was by myself. I was desperately trying to remember who had done what and how many in fact had I been with.

I recalled two I’d given a blowjob to and three at least who had given me a good fuck.

I turned on the tap and drank corpus amounts of water riding myself of the taste. Then using what I could regard tissues. I cleaned myself up as best I could. 

As I dressed I was starting to feel good. It was always the same after I’d been fucked I felt good about life. I was aware once more of the breeze flowing through the building and the toilet noises. Like the water flushing the urinals. For a time I’d been oblivious to them. God it was good I’d forgotten and missed my sex with men. I desperately wanted to re-establish my contacts again. I had to leave and leave now before any one else entered the building. I’d spent enough time here and would have to account for any further time if I did not leave.
I walked from the toilets out into the warm sunshine. The air smelt fresh after the smells of disinfectant, stale cigarettes and stale cum.

I noticed the Scotsman was back sitting on the park bench. Then seeing me leave, he beckoned me to join him.

“Hey laddie I just wanted to say thanks…you have a nice tight arse…and make a good fuck” He said

“Oh…thanks” I said a little embarrassed.

“I’d like to keep in contact with ya…ya ken…meet up once in a while and have a little cock fun eh?” He asked

“Er…well…yes…yes I think I’d like that…I’d like something regular” I said

“Here…here’s a contact number…don’t be surprised if my wife answers just leave some sort of message and I’ll get back to ya” He said

I in turn gave him my number at the bakery.

“Ock ya work at the bakery eh?” He said “Well ya can count on a call soon…so ya can. I look forward to given ya another fuck” 

He rose and walked off. At the same time I made for my own car but with a definite feeling of satisfaction. Things were on the up and up. I would soon have many good contacts again. Life was great.
I didn’t tell Roland what I’d been up to. I wouldn’t dare. He’d become very possessive and demanding. 
  I have never seen a person change so much as I saw Roland change. That one afternoon of sexual pleasure was the start, the catalyst to the all new Roland.

His whole attitude and demeanor just changed. Over a period of a few weeks from that eventful afternoon He was the one taking control, deciding when and where. I really hadn’t seen it happening. I was so rapt up in our sexual affair I just did not realise until too late.

I was the older person admittedly not by too many years, but I had the experience over him and I was supposed to be the one in charge. Now he was the one in charge.

It was quite evident one day when he locked the garage door, come up and grabbed me from behind.

“Hey….what?…” I stammered

“We’re going to have some fun Dave” He said as his fingers started to undo my belt.

“God…no…no…not here and not now Roly” I said 

He ignored my pleas as his fingers undid my belt then was pulling the zip on my fly down.

“Yeh…here and now…come on you know you want some of it don’t you?”
“Yes…no…well yes but not now…please” I begged trying to prise his hands away.

My pants were being pulled down around my knees, my arse bare to the elements. I heard the zip on his trousers, then the hard warm flesh being pressed against me.

“Please…please…no…Roly” I continued. It was all in vane of course; my hands were firmly pulling the cheeks of my ass apart helping him gain entry. This was not the action of a person who was an unwilling participant.

I took a deep breath and let my body relax as he pulled and pushed his way in. Hands firmly holding my hips at the same time thrusting upward.

The edge of the bureau desk dug into my thighs as his hips started to sway back and forth. Each forward stroke pressing me into the desk.

I kept my balance by holding onto each side and gazed upon the array of letters, correspondence and bills lying scattered on top. Folders and files were placed in their compartments. All were awaiting attention, but right now my mind was elsewhere as Roland got into his stride and rhythm. The sounds of our bodies as they came together, then parting and slap…slap…slap. His balls bouncing of my hind end with each inward thrust.

His hands firmly holding me in position. His breath hissing through clenched teeth.

“Oh yeh this is what you like and want isn’t it? Yeh you know what’s good for you don’t you?” His arse continuing to pound at my rear end.

“Oh god yeh….I love it…I love it” Was my eager response.

“Yeh…yeh well I can sure give you plenty of it my friend” He replied. “Your mine all mine…. Don’t you forget it” 

“Oh no…no I won’t” I said excitedly.

The pace became quicker and quicker that feeling stirring deep inside; then one final thrust and he stood still, only the throbbing and pulsing of his cock as he unloaded himself.

Our relationship was now more man to women. He treated me just as he would a girlfriend. I’d let him fuck me and now he saw us in a different light to what had been in the past. Dominant male and subservient female/person
I should have known. I’d seen him with Carol his now former girlfriend and others before her. Carol had hung out and not given in to him regard sex, but he still had treated her like some chattel.
Now it was my turn. It did not matter one iota that I was a male. To him I was a sexual relief valve, a sperm deposit box and I was to be obedient to him.

I gave up trying to fend him off. He always got his way in the end. I always knew what to expect. I would see him lock the garage door to outside intruders. Then I’d watch as he strode back and stand in front of me.  

“You know what to do” He would say

I’d drop to my knees unzip his fly and remove the warm hard cock from within. It was always hard I never had to coax it up. I’d put it in my mouth and give him a blowjob until I felt the warm and acrid tasting fluid spread across my tongue and into my throat. 

What came next came as some surprise. It had been two or three months now since I’d first become his sexual partner. I’d learned he had a very large appetite for sex. It was just as well my appetite was just as large for playing with a male’s hard penis.

However as I said what was to follow took me by complete surprise.

He was now on a new course. Ambition and manipulation were to play a great deal in his new future. He was already planning and scheming.

It was a Friday morning he seemed keen to tell me everything from the night before.

Friday nights were normally one of the nights that he and I had for visiting the various watering holes. It used to be a few beers a game or three of darts and then home. That had now all changed. It was now a few beers a game or three of darts then find a quiet secluded place where he could vent his sexual pleasures and then home.

However he had been out the previous night, Thursday.

“I went to the Wheat Sheaf last night had a game or two and a few pints” He said casually

“Oh yeh…what made you go there?” I asked

“Just a change from the usual haunts” He replied “However something very interesting happened”

He now had my attention as I asked “Oh yeh what’s that?”

“Well I’d been playing darts and later in the evening I got paired up with an out of town sales rep. We won a few and lost a few games then I decided to take off…go home. He asked if I wanted a lift as he was leaving and it wouldn’t be any bother dropping me home”

“That would be great” I said “We set off and had only gone a couple of blocks when his hand landed on my knee then my thigh”.

I felt a twinge stirring in my loin at the thoughts running through my mind.

“Would you like to earn ten quid” He asked.

“What would I have to do” I replied “Knowing full well what I had to do”.

“We find a quiet spot…have a little cock fun…take my cock up your ass”

“Nah sorry mate I’m not into being the women…don’t like it up…I’m very much the top guy…I like giving the orders not receiving them” 

“Oh shit what a shame…like you I like to do the fucking” Was his reply.

“Hey I tell you what…I got a mate who just loves being fucked…I fuck him all the time he can’t get enough of it” I told him.

“Oh you didn’t tell him did you” I asked.

“Yeh of course I did…well you do don’t you”.

“That’s beside the point” I replied.

“Well I told him you would meet him next Thursday at the Wheat Sheaf….but he’d have to pay you ten quid.”

“That would be no problem” He assured me “You bring your mate and I’ll fuck him”

“So what do you think….good idea eh” He asked

“Good idea….good idea….you do realise its prostitution don’t you?”

“It may well be but hey ten quid is ten quid…and just for doing something you like…can’t be wrong surely”

“We don’t go out on Thursday nights as well you know” I said

“Hey change it. It’s now Thursday nights instead of Friday,” He said with a rough edge and threat in his voice.

I looked at him in defiance for a moment then backed down.

“Ok..ok...it’s next Thursday night and not Friday” I replied.
I don’t know why but I wasn’t happy with the arrangement, after all it was nothing different that he and I did together. I liked doing it and I should be pleased that he’d found another player…a player that was prepared to pay for it. Maybe it was because he’d organized it and also it was a blind date, who was this guy.

Well it was now all on. The days slipped by and Roland kept reminding me.
“Well one day less soon be Thursday”

On the Monday night we went down by the river first to find a good spot to hide from the rest of the world whilst he slipped me a length and second to find a spot where I could take this new guy to.

Well Thursday did arrive. I was to meet with Roland at the Wheat Sheaf and he would then introduce me to Alistair, after that it was up to me.

We were going through another fine spell weather wise. The day had been sunny and hot. The evening continued warm and muggy.

The Wheat Sheaf was the run of the mill country pubs, low beamed ceilings, lots of brass and country articles pinned to the wall or hanging from the rafters. A snug area, main bar with a dart board that had a group of players around it. Bar and stools with most of the stools already full.

There were two empty stalls with table and curved bench seating as well as a couple of free standing chairs.

I grabbed a beer and reserved us a stall. The beer tasted good as I took a long hard drink of the cold fluid. Then surveyed my surrounds. 

The place was full of chatter and smoke each group engrossed in its own conversation. About twenty minutes later Roly bowls in orders a pint and joins me.

“Ho that’s better” He remarked after downing half the golden liquid.

“Well we just got to wait now eh?” He said

“Yeh I guess so” As I once again surveyed the area.

We played a couple of games of darts, then got beaten off the board so went back to sitting and waiting.
“Perhaps he isn’t coming” I said

“He’ll be here don’t worry” He replied looking at his watch.

As if it was a prompt for his entry who should arrive.

“He’s just walked in” Said Roly

The guy was different to what I expected but then people always are.

He was older, hair receding and brushed back and slicked down. He was starting to spread out a little, not overly so but given time and job he was destined to become a barrel without exercise. I would guess he was around forty five maybe fifty.

He went straight to the bar and ordered a drink then having paid for it he surveyed the area, I guess looking for Roly and me. He face lit up as he recognized Roly giving a nod to let us know he’d seen us. Roly returning with a quick flick of the hand and a nod.

Then taking a mouthful of beer strode toward our table.

“Hi there Roly…nice to catch up again” Holding out his hand for Roly to shake.

“And this is your gorgeous friend” He said now holding out his hand to me.

It was warm and sweaty but firm not limp.

“I’m Alistair you must be Dave is that right?”

“Yes…yes that’s right” I replied searching the bar to see if anyone was listening in to the conversation. After all being called gorgeous was not what I wanted to be called right now.

No one had the noise of their own conversation was sufficient to hide it.

He moved around the table and sat right next to me, at the same time squeezing my knee and rubbing my thigh.

“Well it’s good to catch up with you Dave…Roly told me so much about you last week I could hardly wait for tonight” He said, his hand remaining on my thigh. It was just as well the table concealed his actions.

I was seated between Roly and Alistair the conversation casual “How’s ya day been” etc, etc.

Every once in a while his hand would squeeze my thigh as we continued in conversation.

The time came when I needed to visit the toilet. Squeezing past Alistair presented him with an ideal opportunity. His hand fondling my bum as I squeezed passed.

“Oh that feels nice” He commented.

I’d no sooner stepped to the urinal when he was standing along side me. 

“I could do with a piss myself” He said as he presented his cock.

“Think you’ll like this” He asked at the same time nodding downward.

It was pink and soft, but there was no doubt that when it became hard it would be a great thing to play with.

I nodded agreement “Yes…yes it looks pretty good to me”

“Good…good. We’ll get away soon…have some fun eh?”

Now that I’d seen it I was eager to get to it, even now I wanted to reach out and touch it, feel its warmth and softness in my hand.

It was only a preview of what was in store for me later; there was no way I could fool around in here. It would prove too dangerous.

Returning to our seats Roland decided it was his turn to visit the toilets. During his absence Alistair took out two five pound notes and placed them under my almost finished glass of beer.

“There you go gorgeous…it’s all paid for” He said

Again I shot a look around the bar. I felt guilty at receiving it and thought the whole bar was staring at me as I pocketed the money.

Oh god I’m bought and paid for now…no turning back. I thought.
Darkness had descended outside and it was nearing the time for action.

When Roland returned Alistair decided it was time for one last round and made for the bar.

“Has he paid you yet” He asked

“Yeh…two fivers…ten quid” I replied

“Good…give me one of the fivers” He said

“Hey it’s me who’s getting fucked not you” I said

“Yeh but it’s me who set it up and got the contact buddy…I deserve half”

I reluctantly handed him a fiver.

Roly said he was going to take off. Wanted to go to the Black Bull meet up with his old man and have a pint with him before heading home 

As the time was almost upon us, my heart started to race a little I was getting excited like a kid about to get a new toy. I’d soon be walking out of here with this bloke, headed for that secluded spot down by the river. 

I was hardly aware of the noise that was going on around us. With so much smoke filling the air I would be glad to get out.

His hand was still warm on my thigh as he squeezed it one more time.

“I like what I see so far Dave…I think we should go and see about the rest honey”

“We can take my car if you like it’s a station wagon, good big back seat” He said
“Yeh ok sounds alright to me…I do like comfort” I replied
We downed the last of our beers, and then headed for the door. Outside the air was clear and fresh. It was good to clear the lungs. 

Light from the pub spilled and shone on the car park outside. The moon was not yet fully up but there was sufficient light to see.

As we headed for his car I felt his hand running over and the squeezing my buttocks.
“Hey not out here…god anyone can see us…just wait till we get to the car” I said looking around at the same time to see if there was anyone watching.

“Oh can’t help it Dave…god I’m so randy…I’ve got a big load for you tonight” He said

We made for his car. He unlocked the passenger’s door for me, which I thought was real courteous of him or so I thought but his ultimate reason was different. He turned toward me grabbing me by the waist, pulled me hard against his body, and then his lips caught mine full on.

I was taken totally unawares as I struggled to disengage myself from his grasp, but before I could a good fifteen seconds had elapsed.

“Mmmmm….mmmmm…gasp…for gods sake Alistair not here someone’s going to see us” I protested. 

“Nah who’s out here…no one is going to see us” He replied

He was wrong. Already a camera shutter had clicked several times since we had left the pub.

The car swung out of the car park and headed for the river road. Traffic was light.

Before long a sign lit up by the headlights “Benson River Road” We turned into what could best be described as a narrow tar sealed road. There was only one reason anyone would head down this road at night and that reason is what we were about to do.
The headlights shone through the trees making shadows dance giving an eerie appearance.

After a couple of miles driving we decided a sheltered clearing would be ideal for our love making. If another car did come they would hardly join us, it was more than likely they would keep going.

“God it’s hot…I’ll leave the windows down a little but lock all the doors…don’t want some smart arse peaking in”
We changed from the front seats to the luxury of the wide back seat. Now that the car headlights off. The area was dark just enough light to see outlines. I could hear the breeze rustle the trees. The river that was way over to our left ran silently by heading for the sea about twenty miles away.

Alistair flung himself onto the back seat as I climbed in behind him closing and locking the door.

He stretched out and at the same time undid his belt and unzipped his fly pulling his trousers and undies down to his thighs.

I could see the soft pink thick flesh that was yet to be aroused as it hung between his legs. The dim outline of his balls slung beneath.

“Fuck…get ya gear off…get ya gear off” He said excitement in his voice.

“What…you mean all off…..”

“Yeh…yeh take it all off…hurry….hurry I can’t wait” He replied.
His hand slowly stroking and coaxing the flesh into a hard rod

I hurriedly pulled off shoes and socks, my fingers and hands shaking with nervous excitement as I undid belt and unzipped fly struggling and kicking to rid them from my body trampling them under foot in my haste.

The air was warm and sensual around my naked ass and cock.

As I had struggled with my trousers his nervous and excited fingers were undoing the buttons on my shirt. He was eager to see and touch my naked body. The shirt now discarded and joining the rest of my gear on the floor

His hands reached out like an octopus’s tentacles finding and locking on to my ass. Hot sweaty hands squeezed my buttocks as he pulled me on top of his own body.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck… you gorgeous thing you” He shouted. Then his lips locked on to mine.

There was no pushing or resisting this time. Blood and passion boiled inside of me as I responded to his kiss.

“Mmmm….mmmmm” Was all that could be heard as tongue and tongue fought and wrestled with each other.

He pressed his hard flesh into my flesh. Its hardness making me silly and wild with excited anticipation.

As we kissed I reached for and felt the hard shaft in my hand, this only made me fell worse.

Eventually we broke away.

“Gasp…oh fuck…oh fuckkk….suck me…suck me…suck me” He screamed.

It needed no second invitation. I moved my mouth down his body. Then felt the warm pulsing shaft as it entered my mouth.

Our emotions were simultaneous.  As my mouth closed around the warm hard shaft, he likewise felt the warmth of my mouth as the shaft made its penetration.

“Mmmmmmm” From me and “Ohhhh fuck’n hell” From him.
His hips swayed continually thrusting upward as he tried to push his hard cock to the back of my throat.

His cock felt warm, hard and exciting as my hand stroked up and down at the same time my mouth sucking and licking.

The moon was starting to shed more light and I could see the outline of his hard manhood more clearly as I rested my aching jaw, just slowly stroking him up and down.

Rest period over I again attacked the monster. Other hand massaging his balls.

Even with the windows cracked open, perspiration poured freely from my body.

I could now taste his salty body perspiration on his cock along with a certain amount of pre cum. There was no mistaking that taste. Every now and again droplets would form at the slit and mix with my own saliva.
“Come on, come on, sit on it, sit on it” He invited

Oh god now for it. The part I always longed for.

Like him I was keen to feel penetration. My head bumping against the headlining as I moved to straddle his body.

Oh god I could feel it hard, warm and throbbing as I maneuvered it into position.

With a firm grip I placed it between my legs. It felt good as I sat on the head slowly impaling myself onto it.

He let out a excited whimper as I inched myself on to the shaft.

“Oh. Fuck…oh fuck” was all I heard as the shaft slowly disappeared.

We were both trembling and moaning with pleasure as I moved my ass up and down his hard penis.

The car was rocking up and down on its springs in time with our body motion. To any person watching it would be perfectly obvious as to what was going on.

Hot clammy hands gripped and squeezed my ass.
 “Ohhhhh Dave, Dave, Dave…you’re a great fuck” He exclaims as I continue the up and down motion on his hard cock. His hands could not keep still. From my ass to my thighs then up to my breasts as he squeezes and tweaks at my nipples.

His hands now around my neck as he pulls me toward him and his eager mouth.

“Mmmmmm” Once again our lips and tongues lock in mortal combat.  
“Mmmmm…” Our lips disengage “Ohhhhh….fuuuuucckkk!” He exclaims thrusting upward and deep. Balls contracting at the same time his warm sticky sperm flows freely inside. The tension leaves his body as he falls back into the seat exhausted.

I remain straddled across his body feeling the last few throbs of his cock as it regurgitates the last of his sperm.

Both somewhat exhausted from the action we reflect on the night’s action.

“H fuck that was good Alistair” I tell him

“Oh god yes Dave….I think you may have quite a load inside you old pal….I’ve been saving it up over the last few weeks” He said.

“As long as you enjoyed it that’s the main thing” I said.
“Oh I did that….I sure did that” He replied with a satisfied sigh.

Next day Roly wanted the full story as we stood in the garage, every detail he said.

When I’d finished he walked over to the door locking it. Then striding back he stood before me.

“You know what to do don’t you” He said

I was already on my knees and undoing his zip.

“You know” He said after as I was swallowing his cum “It would be good if we could set up a regular clientele for you…like Alistair and a few others…what do you think?”

“With you as my pimp no doubt” I replied

“Oh no I don’t like the word pimp…manager….yes that’s it your manager”

“No way…last night was bad enough…and now I have him wanting to meet me again next week” I said.
“You will be meeting him again won’t you…and charging him as well”

“Yeh but him only…no more” I said trying to sound firm.

He gave a cruel laugh then said “Oh I think I can get you to change your mind my friend…in fact I know you will change your mind…we have the makings of a good little money earner her…a good little money earner”

“What do you mean get me to change my mind” I asked

A cruel smile and cruel laugh. “Just wait and see buddy…just wait and see”

