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

If explicit homosexual sexual acts and coarse language offends, continue no further, you have been warned.
Our lovemaking was now over. Harold was really excited at the prospect of me becoming his boy friend I couldn’t get him to stop. I was insulated from his talking by cocooning myself in my own thoughts.

The room was still hot the neon light never seemed to stop its incessant blink, blink, blink. Sending out its message.

The gentle breeze still wafted through the window barely disturbing the curtains and the fan still ping, pinged away stirring the air.

I had to tell Harold that I had not meant what I had said earlier. It was all in the heat of the moment when our passions were at their height. It may have taken place in a dowdy upstairs room in a questionable Hong Kong hotel, but I had enjoyed every minute of it. Harold had been a perfect lover. He had invited me to stay in Hong Kong and become his boyfriend. I’m sure he could “Pleasure me” quite admirably as he put it but I could not make the commitment he wanted me to make, even though I’d agreed to his proposal earlier on, very regrettably so, in hind sight 

We were still lying side by side, naked on the bed he was telling me how wonderful it was going to be.

“Oh David I’m so happy about us” His lips gently kissing my neck and his hands caressing and running over my body.

It felt wonderful and exciting, oh god I wish I could stop with him. My own thoughts starting to sway a little, trying to tell me “Well why not, you like him, it could be good living out here in Hong Kong…you owe it to yourself to want something good…you might regret a missed opportunity” I was trying to justify accepting his proposal. No, no, no. I must not sway, I’ve got to tell him, put the record straight.

He moved from the bed. I turned on my side head supported on hand and watched his naked body stride to his jacket hanging on the door. The more time I took to cast my eyes over his body the more I liked and desired it. He was almost perfect. No I rephrase that. He was perfect. I lay there watching his movements and thinking about this mystery man. It seemed out of order for such a person as him to be here. I mean he was so well dressed and spoke so educated. Was it all an act?

He took the packet of Dunhill from his jacket pocket and selecting one lit it, taking a long satisfying lung full, before exhaling the smoke.

I gazed in awe at his weapon hanging in a southerly direction. God I’d love that thing up my ass again I thought to myself. I just loved the sight and feel of the male penis.

He slumped down in the room’s only chair, stretching his legs out. Taking another lung full of nicotine, before exhaling.

He caught me gazing at his slack penis and smiled.

“You like Peter don’t you David old chap?”

“Mmmm yes very much so” I replied

“Well Peter likes you also….I’m sure you and Peter are going to get on just fine old boy….lots of good times ahead eh?” He said

Oh god I’m going to have to tell him I thought.

He took another drag on his cigarette then throwing his head back exhaled and said

“Oh god I’m so lucky to have found a nice young partner like you David….I really and sincerely mean that. Your body is so young an fresh, god I’m looking forward to fucking you on a regular basis eh”

Tell him for god’s sake I was saying to myself.

His head was resting on the back of the chair as he gazed at the ceiling; it was obvious he was lost in the thought of the two of us together.

Oh god his cock looks as if it is getting bigger, it certainly looks fatter than a moment ago. There was no doubt, as I watched I could see it lifting up from between his legs. Yes now it was fully erect like a titan rocket ready for launch. Oh man it was a beauty to behold. It must be eight or nine inches, the bulbous end with its own corona then the shaft and the veins pumping blood and life into it. A living, throbbing thing.

He took one more drag from his cigarette, and then stubbed it out in the ash tray. He looked at me and smiled “Oh dear me, just look at Peter….he’s all agitated and ready for you again my dear boy” He said as his hand stoked and caressed the monster. 

“Look Harold I think I…….”

“No, no, no, dear chap I think you should be calling me Rusty….all my friends know me as Rusty, and after all my dear now that you are formally my lover it would be much better if you also called me Rusty….don’t you think?”

Oh god it just gets worse….why won’t he let me tell him I thought.

“Ok! Rusty I just want to……..”

He stood up and at the same time saying “Ok my love come on down here to the bottom of the bed, bend over the edge on your knees and let Peter pleasure you…..ha now that’s what we’ll call him “Peter Pleasure”….. Peter wants to make you feel good”

“Look Rusty I want to…….”

“Come on, come on. Hurry, Peter is getting impatient my love mustn’t keep him waiting must we” He interrupted 

I crawled to the bottom of the bed and hung my arse end over it bearing it upward keen and ready for penetration.

He knelt behind me, I felt him tenderly running his hands over my buttocks caressing and squeezing them, Peters hard end as he ran it up and down between the cheeks of my ass, tormenting and teasing me. I heard the sound of his breath escaping through clenched teeth. “Oh god that feels quite fantastic old chum, I just love fucking you” He said

I forgot all about my problem at that moment, all I wanted was to feel his hard throbbing cock being pushed inside me.

“What about the torn condom” I asked

“Don’t worry about it….nature will take care of it” He replied, as I felt the hard head touch the entrance. 

I gasped as the long hard throbbing shaft was pressed home.

“Ohhhh my god” I screamed. At the same time he gave out his own satisfying sigh as he entered.

“Oh Peter is in his rightful place old boy” As he thrust upward, his hips started to sway back and forth and the shaft once more slid in and out. Warm hands firmly holding on to my hips.

Thrust! Thrust! Thrust! His big balls slapping my bum with each and every stroke

The motion settled into a steady rhythm.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Was all I could keep repeating as he humped away behind me, each thrust lifting me up and pushing me into the matress and the bed springs squeaking? His fingers digging into my flesh as his own excitement increased. His panting “Huh, huh, huh”. With each and every stroke. 

“Oh David I love you my dear boy….I love you….I can’t wait to get you home my love” Now was not the time to tell him. At present I wanted him as much as he wanted me and I was enjoying it. Later I’d have to tell him, later.

His “Huh! Huh! Huh!” Was getting louder and the strokes were getting faster.

“Oh David…. Oh David…I’m goooiiiing too cuuuuuummmmmmm!” He gasped

His hands were holding firm. His fingers digging hard into the flesh on my hips. Thrust…. Thrust…Thrust, three final strokes before his hot sperm percolated, shooting straight up the hard shaft and erupting into my love tunnel, causing his balls to contract from large plums to small marbles. He slowly exhaled through clenched teeth.

“Oh my god that was so fantastic…I still can’t believe my luck, you’re my boyfriend….I’m just so lucky” He said

Oh god it’s getting worse I feel so bad about this how am I going to tell him? I thought I can’t do it just yet, maybe later.

“Well old chap I guess we should be getting a move on eh?” He said. I remained draped over the edge of the bed still feeling the after glow, watching as he strode to the small wash basin, taking the flannel and soap, carefully washing himself. I felt between my own legs, it was wet and sticky. Like wise I washed myself down.

I collected my carelessly discarded clothing and slowly dressed at the same time taking a final glimpse of his beautiful penis, before the zip on his trousers hid it from view.

“It’s been a wonderful way to get to know each other and to start our relationship don’t you think old bean?” He asked

“Er yes…yes” I replied nodding in agreement. “Wonderful”

He was now looking as immaculate as the moment he walked through the door earlier in the evening.

“Now then I’ll have to start making arrangements for you to move…I’ll clear some space in the wardrobe for your clothing…and make sure there is plenty of food for us…the Ana can attend to that…we could go and grab your gear tonight if you like”

“No…no not tonight I need to organise things first” I lied.

“Oh well tomorrow will do just fine old boy…Peter Pleasure will have to be patient won’t he”

“I’m sure he will make up for it” I said

“He can’t wait old chap…he’ll be ready for you in a little while if you want him”

“Yes…yes I do but I think tomorrow will be just fine Rusty” I replied

Oh lord the pit is getting bigger…. How the hell do I get out of it?
“I’ll run you back to the ship old chap…no point in getting a taxi…must look after my boyfriend what” He said, with that he stepped over to me and putting his arms around me kissed me fully on the mouth, once more our tongues locking together, exploring each others mouths. I could not help myself I responded and reciprocated fully, my heart pounding with excitement in my chest.

“Oh god Peter’s getting excited again you might have to take your trousers down and bend over my love”

“No! Come on control Peter Pleasure I’ve got to get back…he’s going to have plenty of other opportunities” I said.

“If you say so my dear but I promise you’re going to have to make it up to him” he said

“I promise you I will” I replied.

“Mmmmmm! Can’t wait my dear”

The pit was now about thirty feet deep or more and just as wide, maybe the ship will sail tonight and everything will be solved tomorrow.

“Here take this old chum…keep you going…I’ll set something up permanent for you tomorrow” He said pulling twenty quid from his wallet and laying it on the table.

“No, no please you don’t….”

“No I insist old boy…you’re going to be worth every penny believe me” He replied and headed for the door

Shit! Shit! Shit! I said to myself as I took a look around the room. The sounds were still there, now they seemed more apparent. The voices, the cars and trucks. The curtain still flapping in the breeze that bloody fan ping, ping, ping. The bed with its now crumpled pillow and rumpled sheets and that neon light still flashing away. An additional sound I had not heard it before, the duke box thumping away from the floor below. 

It was now just after midnight, I had not realised Rusty and I had been at it for so long. He’d certainly pleasured me all right I had no complaints in that direction. I followed him out of the room and down the stairs.

“I’ll just hand the key back my dear and meet you outside” 

As I stood there waiting I realised it was the first time I’d been by myself in this big crowded city. I could physically see and hear the noises that had permeated the room only a short time ago. I was now just one of the crowd, as they jostled and chatted going about there own individual ways. I was of no real interest to anyone. I looked up at the row of dimly lit windows; I could see the room we had used and the flapping curtain. How long would it be before some other couple occupied the bed we had just vacated?

My thoughts were disturbed by the return of Rusty. “Ah my dear chap there you are…now let’s get you back to the ship” He said

We did not have far to walk to the dark ally where he had left his car. I was more surprised at seeing the car, it was a Bentley, dark in colour, it was hard to distinguish the precise colour in the dark but I thought maybe blue.

He obligingly opened the passenger door for me. “There you are old boy…hop in” His hand firmly cupping and squeezing my buttock as I entered.

As I sat waiting for him to take the drivers side I was in awe at its opulence. The smell of the leather seats was almost enough to give me a hard on, and all that walnut surround. God I’d take my knickers off for “Peter Pleasure” anytime in here I thought. Who the hell was this guy? He just seemed to get more mysterious by the minute.

With little effort the engine burst into life and slipping it into drive we pulled away heading toward the well lit and crowded shopping area. Hong Kong just never seemed to go to bed; there were as many people now as when I’d travelled the same way with Bull and his mates. Oh god Bull Elliott I’m in big trouble I thought.

I silently gazed at the lights and night life that was unfolding before me, all those ant like people hurrying to get to or get from somewhere or anywhere.

I felt his hand touch my thigh, rubbing it. “Oh David old chap I can’t stop telling you how much all this means to me….being my boy friend and all…we’re going to have so much fun together just you wait and see…I really love you” His hand squeezing my thigh.

Make that pit forty feet deep. I returned to my own thoughts as we cruised toward the dock area.

“Look just pull over here…it’s just a short walk now, you won’t get the car onto the dock” I said. The car drew silently to the side of the road and stopped.

Once again I felt the warmth of his hand as he placed it on my thigh, squeezing it. I felt his breath and lips at my neck as he kissed it gently. His tongue; now licking my ear. I could tell he was getting worked up. His hand rubbing my crotch. “Oh god David I just can’t stop getting a hard on with you” He said then taking my hand he placed it on his own crotch. I could feel his hardness though the material as my fingers closed around the shaft.

Oh god no, no, no. I was saying to myself but it felt so good to the touch. That leather smell was working on me. His mouth found mine and our tongues entwined. I felt his fingers undoing my belt, the zip coming down. I wanted to struggle but found I could not. I was shouting “No! No! No!” But I could not hear my voice. Someone was pulling my pants down. No not someone. It was me. You would think I’d had enough of his cock for one night but no I wanted more. He must have an insatiable appetite for sex, as fast as seemed to knock his cock over, it was all stiff and proud again. I had my pants down around my knees, when I heard voices; Chinese voices a whole swag of them heading our way. We quickly broke apart and watched the departing dockers as they strode past us having finished their shift. I quietly retrieved my trousers and dignity, looking at Rusty who just had a smile on his face.

“God if they had been a little later they would have had something to watch” I said

“So what I’m sure being Chinese they would have seen it all before”

“I’ve got to go” I said now that the balloon had been burst.

“Hey no not yet old boy, at least give me a blow job….I can watch and see if any one comes our way” He said unzipping his pants and removing the stiff erection. He’d already learned how to control me. 

My mouth moved deftly up and down the hard shaft until I felt the warm sperm spread over my tongue and down my throat.

“There you randy bastard…now I must go” I said

“Oh god have I told you how much I love you David old chap” He asked

“Yes Rusty you have…quite a few times if I may say so” I replied

“You’re a real gem my dear… a real gem…I’ll pick you up around ten in the morning my love”

“Look Rusty I….”

“Shhhhhh! Say no more around ten in the morning…and don’t worry it is going to be alright just wait and see…now scoot along…sleep well”

I walked to the main gate, I heard the car start, do a u-turn and disappear. The dock seemed remarkably quiet now that the workers had gone, especially after the hustle and bustle of the city.

I was left with my own mixed thoughts. I’d just been out with a guy I could really go for but? It was the but that disturbed me. I had this high that always came when I’d just been fucked on the other side there was also this low that went with it this time.

The side of the ship loomed like a large white cliff as I climbed the gangway. The only visible signs of life were night workers or night owls unable to sleep, leaning over the side smoking and watching all those coming and going. It was still warm but not the stifling heat of the day. The taste of Rusty’s cum still lingered in my mouth. After a strong coffee and a shower I felt a little better but it had not answered the question. What do I do about his offer? I lay in my bunk trying hard to sleep. The dreams I had that night were more like nightmares as I tossed and turned wrestling with my problem. One moment I was enjoying myself with him the next I was running, running but always being caught and dragged backward. 

I awoke to the sun streaming through the slats of the wooden blinds I had drawn before going to bed. The fan whirred, it seemed there were whirring fans every where to remind me of that room I and Rusty had occupied some hours earlier 

I was totally drained knowing that he was going to turn up and escort me back to his house, confusion rained. I wanted to very much to do as he said, but the other side was saying, no you can’t.

Time was running out. I had to bight the bullet. When he came to pick me up I was going to tell him. Yes indeed I would tell him.  
I dressed, went out on deck to greet the morning. It must have been raining earlier as the decks and wharf were wet. Now there were clouds and blue sky and the temperature was starting to rise. It was going to be a hot humid day. Another shift was on the dock below scurrying like ants. 

I had breakfast and went below to the engine room. It did not take Bull long to make his presence felt.

“Well! Well! Margaret and how is my good wife this morning” He said in a rather jovial mood. “I hope you behaved yourself when I left. No big sailor fucked you I trust”

“No. No!” I lied. Had someone seen me with the Swede and Rusty or was it my guilty conscience that had provoked the overly quick response.

“Good, glad to hear it---we should have your dresses back today…you should come down to my cabin for a fitting…I bet you’ll look lovely in them” He said with a big grin

Shit! Shit! Shit! I thought. Now I have Bull wanting me to try dresses on and Rusty wanting me to take off with him to god knows where. Who was Rusty? The Bentley he drove where did his money come from. I was deep in thought when the second came up to me. “Good morning Dave…good night ashore” He asked

“Yeah, yeah, quite fantastic” I replied

“Oh good I was hoping to catch up with you before you left or even when you returned” He said with a smile that needed no interpretation. “Anyhow you’re uncle is topside wanting a word with you…you never said you had relations out here”

My uncle? My mind racing. Then a sudden realisation. Rusty god it must be him.

“Oh yes…yes my Uncle Rusty” I stammered “Ok to go and see him” I asked

“Sure there’s not much to do here at present”

When I got to my cabin Rusty had made himself at home, sitting stretched out in the armchair blowing smoke from a cigarette.

“Ah my dear old chap there you are…god I just couldn’t stop thinking about you last night, went to sleep with a hard on and woke up with a hard on…all your fault dear chap…can’t wait to get you home…then into bed and fuck, fuck, fuck, sound good to you old bean?”

“Look Rusty I…”

He stood then took a couple of paces toward me.

“God I’ve missed you already” He said his arms slid around my waist as he hugged me hard against his body, down the small of my back gripping my buttocks and squeezing them hard. His lips found mine, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth. A sudden passion welled up inside me a feeling in my loins as my own mouth responded to his. I was rubbing myself hard against his bulge wanting to feel it against me.

I was gasping for air as we broke from our embrace

“Oh god” I was panting

“I don’t think we are going to see much of the outside world for a while” He said

“Hey where’s your bag…not packed yet?” He said.

He was still holding me hard against his erection. I was in no hurry to brake free. My mind was running wild with all the thoughts of what we would do together.

“No I haven’t I wanted to tell….”

“Doesn’t really matter we’ll buy you all new gear…more to keeping out here eh?” 

Shit he still wasn’t going to listen

“Hey look give me some time I’d like to square a few things with the second first so that there won’t be any panic as to where I’ve gone…don’t want the Hong Kong police looking all over the colony for me do we”

“Don’t worry about that I’ll put it all right”

“No, No I want to square it with the second first” I insisted

“Well if you insist…how long will it take” He asked

“About half an hour…hour at the most” I replied.

“Ok go to it old boy I’ll wait here…if that’ all right”

“Yeh I’ll do this as quick as possible”

“Good show then we can get on with it eh” He replied giving my ass a pat and a squeeze. The bulge was still very prominent in his trousers.

Now I had to talk to the second and see if he would release me for a few days. I know Rusty would be thinking in terms of me moving in permanent but I wanted to buy a little time and put off telling him I could not be his “Boy friend”.

I made sure to keep out of the way of Bull I didn’t want a confrontation with him at this stage.

I told the second that my “Uncle” would like me to stay with him for a few days and would it be possible to take some of my accrued leave here in Hong Kong and I’d work the extra back in Southampton. He was very good and I think it was as much to what he had in mind for me when I got back as anything else, anyhow I was given time off and went back topside to meet with Rusty. Naturally he was a pleased as when I told him I’d squared things and we could go.

“How do I go regard staying here in Hong Kong surely I need to apply for something or other” I asked.

“Now don’t you worry about a thing…in my position I can make anything work…just leave it to me” He said with a smile.

I wonder what he does I thought.

I stuffed a few things into a bag

“Can I come back for the other stuff” I asked

“Don’t bother with it…we’ll get you fitted with new old boy”

We left following the decks down to where the gang plank led to the dock, along the dock and out of the gate. I could see the Bentley parked a few yards further up. In the daylight I could see it was a dark blue. My bag was placed on the back seat as I climbed into the passenger seat. The look and smell of timber finish and leather giving that ambiance one gets with a luxury car. A hand grips my thigh.

“Now my love let me get you home…your home as well from now on”

“Mmmm” Was all I could say as I smiled at him. My hand sliding to his crotch, working it until I could feel the stiffness in his pants.

“You little horny bugger just you wait until I get you home…you’ll beg for mercy just you wait and see”

Now that I was leaving the confines of the ship I was feeling surprisingly relaxed and looking forward to what promised to be non stop sex.

The car purred effortlessly through the crowded streets packed with shoppers and traders, little ants continually going to and fro trying to make a living, some a better living than others. I wondered about the Red Lion, who was there at present, the girls plying their goods for trade. Through the tunnel with its orange lighting and on to Hong Kong island.

Rusty was giving me a running commentary some what like a bus driver with a couch load of passengers, the only difference was the coach I was driving in was top of the market. From time to time his hand would stroke my thigh and he would keep telling me he just could not wait to feel my warm tight ass wrapped around his hard shaft and just how much sperm he was going to pump inside me.

“And the best of it is you’re never going to get pregnant” He added.

We made our way to a large block of high rise luxury apartments. Parking underneath we took the lift to the top. The right hand passage took us to what was Rusty’s apartment. I stood there my heart pounding, adrenalin pumping as he fitted the key to the door.

“Well we are home my dear” He said gesturing with his hand for me to enter.

Was I entering the lions den, the spiders’ web? Then took the steps necessary to pass through the door.

God it was like a palace, the living area was open plan, well laid out and views that were priceless across the harbour. I dropped my bag and wandered to the window that led to a balcony. I just stood there gaping. The whole city below me the miniature ships and ant like people as they scurried through the packed streets.

I felt his arms enfold me as he came from behind.

“Now you little cock teaser I’m going to make you pay” I could feel the hardness of his erection pressing my buttocks.

“First there are a few rules I like to have around the place” He said

“Oh what’s that then” I asked 

“Whilst indoors it’s no cloths on” He said

“Oh is that so” I cooed back “Sounds good to me”

His hands were fumbling with the buckle on my belt, then the zip as he slowly peeled me out of my cloths. I did not hesitate to assist as I removed my trousers underwear, shoes and socks, only my shirt remaining. His fingers fumbled excitedly with the buttons, at the same time pressing the bulge in his trousers against my buttocks. The shirt flittered to the floor to join the rest of my clothing.

“Now old boy you just remain there taking in the view…I’ll return”

I thought he had gone to undress but was taken by surprise when I felt something being placed around my neck and fastened from behind, something cool touched against my body and buttocks, it was a chain.

“What…?”

“It’s all right old chap just a dog collar and chain lead to remind you who’s in charge eh” With that he pulled the chain hard almost knocking me off balance.

I turned to face him. He was smiling, his free hand undoing the zip on his trousers allowing his hard erection to burst forth.

“Now take a look at your master” He said

I could not help but see the fullness of his erection. It had my heart and adrenalin pumping at the mere sight of it.

“Now down on your knees before the master” He said

I dropped to my knees. I could see the whole beautiful hard shaft only inches from my grasp. It was growing form the dark bush of pubic hair like a strong tree trunk. The veins pumping blood and life into it stood out and were like vines growing and extending up to the head. The corona followed by the tapered bulbous end, then the slit and Cyclops eye on the top staring back at me. It excited me to imagine all the pleasure this monster was going to give me

“Kiss your master and tell him how much you love him” He instructed

I could not wait to place my hand on the warm clammy shaft, my lips gently caressing the tight skin, my tongue licking the warm surface.

“Come on tell him who is master and that you love him” He said  

“Oh yes, yes. I do, I do, Peter you are my lord and master I love you oh my great one” 

“No, no tell him with feeling” As he jerked the chain around my neck.

This time I tried to put as much emphasis into it as possible.

“Oh god Yes! Yes! My Lord and Master. I love you I love you I love you” I pleaded looking directly at Peter Pleasure

Then my warm soft moist mouth enveloped the shaft moving over the surface until I was gagging.

He flung his head back breath hissing through his teeth.

“Oh god yes, yes, yes” He gasped. My hand and mouth working the hard shaft.

Now my mouth could feel every contour. My lips and tongue could feel the veins as I moved up the shaft. My mouth could feel the corona at the top, my tongue delving into the slit. Again and again my mouth worked up and down the hard shaft. The sound of Rusty grunting and groaning tells me of the pleasure ripping through his body.

Twenty minutes later my mouth and jaw was aching when he removed himself from within.

“Take a break whilst I make myself comfortable” I watched as he peeled off each piece of clothing and like last night folded each garment, placing them carefully to one side. His cock never lost its harness as I gazed upon its wonderful form and size.

It was indeed my Lord and Master I just loved it.

He stooped picking up the chain and yanking me to my feet.

“Come with me my boy” Pulling on the chain. I followed him to one of the large bedrooms. I did not have time to take it all in on that first time, (as indeed it was to be a while before I could wander and explore each room our need for sex was such that the bedroom was the immediate place of importance) but it did have air conditioning as did all of the apartment, unlike the clanking fan of the Red Lion. 

The bed was sheer luxury with silk sheets that felt cool to the touch and giving a sensual feel about them.

After flinging me on to the bed he stood above me his hands on his hips, the stiff cock pointing up in the air

“Now my boy you’re going to come to love this room because this is where all the fucking is going to take place and I’m going to make that hind end of yours work overtime” I watched as his hand worked the hard shaft back and forth as he spoke.

 He stood at the edge of the bed pulling on the chain attached to the collar around my neck

“Now kiss your master again,” He said as he yanked the chain harder

This time I could see a dew drop of sperm seeping from the eye, my tongue quickly licking on it relishing its flavour before devouring the shaft once again.

Rusty’s’ joyous exclamations a delight to listen to knowing it was my mouth that was doing it.

“Ohhhh ahhhh, yes, yes my love” Was all I could hear as my mouth and hand worked the shaft.

I was relieved when he told me to stop; once again my jaw was starting to ache.

“Alright my love you can now be my bitch, on your hands and knees, let’s do what I like to do best…fuck you” He tied the chain around the bed rail restricting my movement. I could just turn my head to the right and left and for the first time was aware of mirrors on the walls either side.

He made his approach from the rear. I felt the bed tremble and at the same time watched as he moved in for the kill I felt excitement run through my body anticipating his next move.

The hard head felt warm against my buttock as he traced a path around my rear end and entrance, teasing me with the movement. First pressing as if to enter only to withdraw. Then letting me feel its hardness, its warmth against my skin.

He was working me into a frenzy. The more he teased and tantalised me the more frustrated I became. I wanted him and I wanted him now.

I was whimpering

“Oh for god’s sake please Rusty, please put it in” I begged

I could see the expression on his face, he was enjoying this tormenting.

“Would you like me to fuck you David old boy?”

“Oh god yes, please, please” I begged

“Ha I like to hear you beg and plead for it…tell me how much you want it” He asked

“Oh for gods’ sake just do it please…just put it in and fuck me” I was becoming more and more frustrated my anticipation building moment by moment.

“Oh David my old chum it doesn’t sound as if you want me to fuck you”

“No, no please, please, please, I’m begging you for it. Please fuck me. I do so want it” I begged

“Ohhh well alright I’m sure Peter Pleasure can oblige you my love”

I was now in full wind up mode as he shuffled through the draw looking for the lube. The gel felt cool as his finger inserted for the first time then again as more gel was applied.

“I want Peter to slide home nice and easy” He said as he now applied it to himself.

I felt its hard bulbous end. My heart racing adrenaline pumping with anticipation I was only moments away from penetration. My entrance was expanding as he applied more and more pressure. The bulbous end was in, the corona passed inside, inch by inch, my love tunnel adapting to its new size to accommodate his enlarged penis.

“Oh god, oh god” I was saying as I felt it being inserted.

“There how does that feel my dear…Peter’s right inside now” He said

I was fully expanded; my pussy ass was stretched to capacity. His hips swayed back and forth slowly, getting me used to it, each stroke making it easier than the one before. Back and forth he swayed. I could hear his breath hissing, his exclamations.

“Ohhhh yes David that feels sooo gooood!” 

Thrust! Thrust! Thrust! His warm hands holding my hips firm as he speared me with his hard erection. Every thrust was exciting. My own exclamations

“Ohhhh, ahhhhhh, yes! yes! yes!” I was screaming with shear joy.

Back and forth, back and forth. The adrenalin pumping. Both of us shouting from the joy and pleasure we were getting. Rusty from the fucking and me from being fucked. “My Master…Peter Pleasure” was doing his job.  

 A quick glimpse of his cock on the outward stroke then gone as it vanished back inside, balls slapping against my hind end. Every forward thrust pushing me forward then swaying back together before another thrust pushed me forward again.

“Uh! Uh! Uh!” I could hear him grunting with every thrust.  

I turned to watch the action in the mirror. I could see Rusty mounted behind me, his hands on my hips, his hips swaying, his arse slamming back and forth propelling me forward at the same time. Oh god it was a marvellous sight to watch, adding further excitement and pleasure. I could see the collar firm around my neck and the chrome the chain hanging from it.

He pushed me forward onto my stomach, now he was lying fully on top of me my firm round buttocks like cushions as his arse rose and fell; he could feel their contour with every inward thrust of his body whipping his passions to a frenzy.

I could feel his hot breath on my neck his tongue licking at my ear.

The bouncing getting faster, more urgent as the climax rushed within him. He could contain himself no more he was forced to let his warm sticky sperm burst forth, one thrust, two thrust and the final thrust, the eruption of his own Mt Etna.

All motion stopped as we lay there enjoying the final moments of passion.

It was now mid afternoon we had been engaged in sexual combat the time just slipping away it was only now that hunger made us attack the icebox for what remnants of food were available

Sex was the only thing on the agenda so far. I had not been out of the apartment or seen anything of Hong Kong. Rusty’s appetite for sex seemed inexhaustible. 

We ate then showered his foreplay continuing until his penis became hard again.

Afternoon became evening and then eventually night as the city lights sparkled and winked lighting up the bedroom. I was becoming exhausted when he eventually felt he’d had enough and we both drifted into a deep sleep.

When I awoke the sun was streaming in and Rusty was gone. Still in a sleepy state I wandered through the apartment, this being the first time I’d been able to truly view the property properly. There was a note saying he had left early and would be back after lunch. My cloths had been locked away and there was a deadlock on the door so I was not going anywhere. Naked and with a chain hanging around my neck I continued to familiarise myself with my new home. The sound of the key in the latch got my attention as my lover entered with food and a big smile.

“I say old chap I am glad to be back here with you to greet me…you look absolutely desirable” He said

“Brought us some vitals to keep our strength up…let’s eat, then shower and continue with some wonderful lovemaking”

God does he ever get tired? I thought

Once he’d undressed it was feeding time at the zoo, into the shower and back to bed. After making another sperm deposit he told me what he had done that day.

He presented a bank account made out in my name with a deposit of five thousand pounds in it.

“Now this is yours old boy and I will deposit your monthly salary as well so you can do as you wish with it…but I do warn you, you’re going to earn every penny”

Oh god this was bad news, knowing I was not going to be staying here that long, it made me feel real guilty.

The initial days were a kaleidoscope of events spent mainly in the bedroom and getting over the amount of money he had deposited into my new bank account. 

I eventually made it to the outside world to the city of Hong Kong and Kowloon always in the company of Rusty. The conducted tour, and meals at some of the best places. I was thinking I could get used to this sort of life, and perhaps that was what all this was about the honeymoon period the expensive living it was all turning my thinking the way he wanted it. I enjoyed it.

He kept strictly to our rules. Every time we returned to the apartment we removed all vestige of clothing. The leather collar was placed around my neck along with the chrome chain. I was now his prisoner his slave. I had to address “Peter Pleasure” as my lord and master on all occasions I was dragged from room to room at Rustys bidding 

One day Rusty told me that we had been invited to the Woolastons’ for a dinner party. 

I was a little unsure and more than apprehensive in regard attending this function

Time and money was spent to make sure that I was to be dressed correctly and on the evening in question we set forth.

“Don’t worry about it old boy just relax and remember you’re my nephew out here for a spell from England” He said

“Yeh but will they believe you” I asked

“Probably not but it keeps up appearances they may not believe me but no one is going to openly come out and question it old chap…they all know me and my outlook on life”

It did nothing to calm my nerves 

The house well more like a palace compared to what I would call a house was set on the hillside, old well established probably built late 1890 to early 1900. There were people already there as a few others and we arrived at the same time.

Rusty was in his element and at eases whilst I was nervous and ill at ease as we made for the entrance. Lights seemed to pour from every room and anyone on the water or in the harbour would have no difficulty picking out the residence from afar.

We were greeted at the great entrance by what I suppose was the butler or metre-de. He knew Rusty all right as he entered. 

“Ah Mr Pemberthy good to see you again sir”

“You too Walton…this is my nephew David”

“Good to meet you sir” He said with a smirk and look that said oh yeah how many nephews have you got?

The room was quite full and I felt that all the guests had stopped to stare at us as we entered. It was just my guilty complex; some did of course but more out of curiosity, wanting to view Rusty’s latest boyfriend and what he was like.

We did the rounds drifting from one group to another and I must say I started to relax a little as I was introduced to the various people attending.

“They all have their own little secrets to worry about without making a big deal out of us old boy”

A voice to my right broke in to our conversation

“Ah Rusty, Rusty my dear, dear chap…well! So this is David your latest…I’m delighted to me you old chum…and may I say green with envy Rusty”

Rusty turned to meet the new guy saying “Yes rather a fortunate find old chap” Then turned to me and introduced us”

“David this is my very old and very dear friend Eugene Stubbington…Eugene this is David” Then adding “A very dear and close friend”

Eugene’s hand was hot and clammy as he grasped hold of mine, holding on and squeezing hard. His eyes and expression had already undressed me.

“Very pleased and glad to meet you David…I’m sure we can become very good friends once we get to know each other a little better” He said with a smile and a wink.

“Down boy! Down! There’s plenty of time for that later” Rusty replied  

As we talked I had noticed a very attractive female on the other side of the room. She was absolutely exquisite in a strapless black dress that showed of her equally exquisite figure. I could only imagine what her long legs and curvaceous body must have looked like beneath. I’d seen her look our way before but I quickly turned my gaze elsewhere.

Rusty and Eugene had moved away to have a private conversation and I was left alone feeling a little self-conscious.

A soft voice broke my thoughts and turning the sight of the beautiful image was before me. Blond hair and those blue eyes her whole expression was a delight to behold. She smelt good as well.

“Hi David isn’t it”

How did she know my name? I tried not to let my eyes linger too long on her breasts.

“Er yes, yes that’s right I’m Rustys nephew” I stammered 

There was a quiet little laugh “No you’re not, not unless I have family I’m not aware of” She replied

I didn’t know what to say I was caught completely off guard, speechless.

“Hey don’t look so serious, I’m Sally, Rusty is my uncle, mothers brother…he’s told me all about you…said he had a new partner…I just had to meet you”

I was still under her spell.

“I er well…” I was stammering.

“Hey relax it doesn’t worry me you’re a homosexual…there is a great mix of people in this room all trying pretend they have nothing to hide…the women over there in green is having an affair with the chap over by the door…the dark haired fellow with the tash, whilst her husband is having…well don’t let him know you’re a homosexual he’ll be around you like bees to honey…I thought I was a lesbian for a time had a relationship with a schoolmistress until a friend of my fathers came on the scene and was with him for a year or so…he eventually went back to his wife”

“He must have been a fool to give up someone as beautiful as you” I said

She laughed “Hey you flatterer, you shouldn’t be saying that you’re a homosexual”

“I still recognise beauty when I see it” I replied

I could not help but see this beautiful creature before me. I was jealous of her, green with envy that she should have this wonderful body. I would give a small fortune to have a body like hers, no I tell a lie I would give a very large fortune to be her, I wish it were my heart beating inside her breast, my blood rushing through her veins. 

“Come let’s walk outside to the patio…get some fresh air before the meal” She said taking my arm. I could feel her breast warm, soft but firm pressing against me as we walked to the patio.

“I’m glad uncle Rusty has found someone nice” She said “I’m sure you’ll be good for him he deserves it…his last lover let him down badly. Took a while for him to get over it”

Oh shit why me why does it get worse with each step forward. I should have killed it the first night now I was sinking deeper I thought.

“I’ll do my best to see that he gets what he wants and make him happy” I replied

As we talked I was getting to like this Sally more and more she was not only good-looking but very intelligent with it. I enjoyed being with her.

Eventually we were asked to take our places for dinner. I had no idea where Rusty was or where I was supposed to sit. Sally prevailed sitting me next to her. The husband and the women in the green dress took the chairs on my left.

I looked toward Sally to see if she had seen who had placed himself next to me but she as already engrossed in a conversation with the women on her right

He quickly introduced himself as Alex Sotheby. It was small talk for a while until the entrée then the wine was served.

Whist the dishes were being cleared I felt a leg press against mine it was Alex rubbing his leg up against me. I moved over a little. He stopped for a while then started again.

I looked around the table to see if there was anybody watching but all were engrossed in conversation as his leg continued to rub mine. I tried again to move away but it was only a few moments before it was once again rubbing against me. I looked to see if he was watching me be he was just casually continuing to talk with his wife and others across the table.

I felt a warm hand on my thigh. Oh god! I thought as once again I looked to see if there were any watching eyes. I did not want to cause a scene by jumping up and telling him to keep his hands to himself.

I leaned forward to conceal his movements. His hand massaging and feeling my private parts. I was starting to get a hard on. His fingers gently running up and down the hard shaft. Then closing around it, working it.

I let my own hand move slowly under the table in an effort to grab his and stop him getting me excited He was strong and I was having little or no effect on deterring him. If I tried any harder it would become apparent to all what he was doing.

His hand grabbed at my wrist and placed my hand to his crotch. I could feel the hard shaft as he forced the palm to run over its surface. I then did the wrong thing my hand automatically closed around the shaft giving it a squeeze and a rub, then realising what I had done I withdrew feeling embarrassed at my action.

For the first time he acknowledged my presence by leaning over and beckoning me to draw near to him. When I had done so he whispered “I get the message old boy we must find a quiet place somewhere later get to know one another eh?” 

“No! no…” I did not get to tell him it was all a mistake he was already back to talking with his wife.

Sally had been unaware to what was going on. She realised who was sitting next to me, then whispering in my ear “Be careful I see you have.-You Know Who- sitting next to you”
I did not tell her that it was already too late.

The meal over Sally and I went to the patio for fresh air we wandered to the outer boundary where we could view the city and harbour below. It looked real alive even in the dark neon lights flashing, car lights both head and tail as they wound there way through the congested streets. Then the harbour itself san pans, junks, fishing boats, ships, docks I could just imagine all the activity that was going on as we stood and watched from on high.

It was whilst we talked that someone approached Sally to say there was a phone call for her. I continued to gaze upon the lights of the city and harbour, naughty thoughts as to what was going on in some of the buildings. How many stiff cocks were getting their share of pussy right now I wondered?
I heard the approach of someone behind me and thinking it was Sally returning I was turning to greet her again when the voice, male said. 
“Ah so your out here waiting for me eh David?” It was Alex Sotheby.

“No, no I was wait….” 

“Oh don’t pretend or play hard to get…I know you came out here to meet me”

“I can assure….”

“Come let me show you the garden” He said taking my arm and guiding me toward the darkness.

“I’ve been waiting all night for this David…I knew when you grabbed my cock you were hot for it”

“Look it was just a…..”

“Hey here’s a nice quiet spot and dark no one to see us”
We were completely hidden from view the lights from the house just did not penetrate the foliage. It was perfect for what he had in mind

“Alex I really don’t…”

“Shhhh save your mouth for other things” He said as his finger traced the outline of my lips. I heard the zip on his trousers as he undid his fly. “You’ll see I’m already for you old boy” He said. His hands on my shoulders as he pushed downward.

I was down on my knees; I could see the vague outline of his stiff erection in the dim light. My fingers closing around the stiff shaft. It was hard warm and clammy to the touch as I pumped the shaft up and down. A sigh and a hiss escaped through his clenched teeth as my mouth devoured it.

“Oh god David that feels so good dear chap” I could feel the outline and contours with my tongue and mouth as my mouth sucked and hand pumped. My tongue explored every inch and crevice whilst I listened to his excited exclamations.
The flow and taste of warm sticky liquid over my tongue told me he had reached his climax as his cock pumped his sperm into my mouth almost gagging me as I fought to swallow it.

“Oh my dear chap that was so wonderful…must have a go at that ass of yours sometime…I’ve been unable to keep my eyes off it all night…if it’s as good as your mouth I’m really going to enjoy myself eh?”

“Yes, yes I’m sure you will” I replied. I really must try and keep out of his way. Although sucking and fucking was something I enjoyed.
We made our way back to the house; I made sure he went first me following when I was sure no one else was there to see us together.
Alex seemed to be in the same vicinity as myself wherever I went his eyes always upon me. Whenever I glanced in his direction he was looking at me. He would smile; give me a knowing nod and a wink.

I’d come through my first dinner party quite well I thought. It had gone better than I thought possible as was quite relaxed as Rusty drove us home.

On entering the apartment it was the usual ritual. We both stripped off our clothing. I stood still whilst Rusty fastened the collar and chain around my neck, and then dragged me to the bedroom.
“I’ve been waiting for this all night” He said excitedly.

He pulled me to the big brass bed then tied the chain around one of the bed rails restricting my movements. Grabbing a wrist he secured that as well, followed by the other wrist. I was his captive.

“You’ve been a naughty boy haven’t you David?” He said

“No, no I haven’t” I replied

“Does the name Alex help your memory old chap?”

I knew now what he was getting at, the expression on my face telling him he had hit the target.

“Yes you know what I mean eh. Alex couldn’t wait to tell me how wonderful your mouth was to fuck”

He was smiling as he said “Naughty boys must be punished eh?” 

The leather riding crop in his hand said it all. I heard the SWISH as he flicked his wrist. Another SWISH. “Now my naughty boy”

I watched in the mirror the raised hand. The SWISH…”Ahhhhhh” I cried out.
*********************************************************************

