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Ramblings From the Editor
Cancel culture, this shit is for real, folks!
I finally woke to just what we are doing
to ourselves, and while I would never tell you
how to think, it’s time we start giving it some
serious thought. My personal opinion, we are
on a very nihilistic downfall.
Now, I am just as guilty as the masses
in wanting to “make my dollar work for me” and
of course ultimately, we have the right to spend
our money where we want to spend it,
depending on the ethics and/or leanings of a
Company/Organization.
I
joined
the
“protestors” over the Joe “Lyin’”
Rogan whole mess with Spotify.
I cancelled my subscription with
Spotify over that protest.
Anyone that knows me
knows that I am a big audio nut.
I love music. It is playing a good
80% of the time I am awake, or
damned near that close.
I got pulled into the furor
that is “cancelling Spotify” due
to them keeping Rogan over Neil Young. I was
very upset that they would side with a lying
piece of shit spreading false info regarding the
virus and vaccinations. How dare they pic a
piece of shit like that over a celebrated
musician.
So, I signed on an cancelled my
subscription with them making sure that I put
exactly why in the form you have to complete.
That was yesterday. And of course, like
any music loving fool would do, I set out to find
a good alternative to streaming music. I looked
quite a bit and finally settled on Tidal. It doesn’t
have as many podcasts as Spotify does, but it
does stream music at a much better quality
than Spotify does AND it has quite the video

collection for streaming too! So overall, at least
in this short usage of Tidal, I think it was a good
jump for me.
But today I also started thinking about
“the bandwagon” I just jumped on. I mean I
really started thinking about it.
When is this going to end? How is this
going to end? Think about it. So, I jumped on
a bandwagon, became part of the internet
mob, all because I did not like the way Rogan
thinks. Not because I didn’t like Spotify. It had
to do with being upset over someone’s opinion,
albeit very fucked up one, about
something that he is not expert
about and anyone with half a
brain would know not to listen to.
I hadn’t stopped to think that who
really gives a fuck what he says.
If idiots take his word about a
virus and vaccine, that is on
them, not on me. I don’t have to
listen to that bullshit, do I?
But he DOES have a right
to his opinion. That’s what we all do, right? Our
opinions are like our assholes, not everyone is
going to like either! Who is the next
person/Company we try to silence because of
their opinion? When does your opinion get
nullified by the mob?
Overall, I got a better streaming service
from it, so I am grateful. But we need to use our
brains and not just jump on bandwagons!
STAY SAFE!
As always, thank you for your continued
support!!
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Mick had wrapped his big strong arms around John and his lips were
against his. Mick’s warm lips caressed John’s lips, Mick continued the
kiss as his tongue penetrated John’s lips and mouth. John reciprocated,
his tongue colliding with Mick’s tongue in a tango-like dance. Their kiss
breaks, with drool between their lips, Mick smiles warmly at John, while
John looks dumb-founded for a moment.

Story by Elijah James Barrett

Chapter 21 - part 1
In New York. The year was 1946. John was
33; it was only a few years ago, and John was 33.
He had his sight and a sound mind, and most of
all, he still had Mick. Mick, his best pal all the way
back from childhood. He couldn’t imagine life
without him, without his “Wolf”.
Two years ago, Mick was 35, and was
driving their car, John sat in the passengers seat,
they were on a nightly stake-out, they were both
dressed in their “detective” suits and trench coats,
nearly identical to the ones they wore when they
had worked for the NYPD together under Chief
Barker. They both had on tan trench coats, which
were more the length of dusters. It was a cold
night, and they were hungry.
The car was their “company car” they used
for cases at their agency, but really it was just an
old model red 1933 Ford Roadster that Jane had
fixed up at the garage, and had painted black. Yes,
Jane was the best mechanic out of them, though
Mick tried.
The car turned around a corner.
“Man I’m starved,” said Mick, “What do ya
want on break, John?”
“We can talk about it later,” said John, trying
to remain “professional”, “For now let’s just focus
on the stake-out.”
“I could use a good steak-right now,” said
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Mick, smiling, grinning over at John. John looked
un-amused.
“Aw, come on, buddy,” said Mick, “It’s our
own business, we can act however we want on
duty.”
“Yeah, but after what happened the other
day, we agreed to try to keep out personal life and
detective work separate,” said John.
“Aw…come on, it wasn’t that bad,”
mumbled Mick.
“We scared a client away,” said John,
grumbling.
“So they walked in on us while I was giving
you a big wet, messy blowjob,” shrugged Mick, “It
wasn’t our fault they broke the door, the sign clearly
said back in ten minutes.”
“But still,” said John, “it’s not good for our
professional reputation.”
“Okay…”
sighed
Mick
sounding
disappointed.
John
looked
over
seeing
Mick’s
disappointed look and cracked a slight smile at
him. He was actually amused and also happy
seeing his “Wolf” with that expression on his face,
“Well, now that you mention it I could use
something to eat.” Mick lit back up with his overly
optimism that can make anyones day brighter,
John continued, “But AFTER we finish our stake-

13

out.” Mick shook his head “yes” like a dog with his
tail furiously wagging after hearing his owner say
“treat”. John and Mick continued talking as they
kept an eye out for the mysterious “beast” that was
supposed to be stalking the area at night.
…Ten minutes later, they were still driving
the dark streets, and still no sight of what they were
keeping eye out for this night.
“Any sign of our guy?” asked John.
“Nope,” said Mick. “You?”
“Nothing so far,” said John. “I mean I’ve
seen the occasional stray dog or cat disappear
around the corner, but nothing as big as what we’re
looking for.”
“Maybe it’s too early for him,” said Mick.
John raises an eyebrow at Mick.
“Too early for what?”
“For him to be out stalking the streets,”
suggested Mick.
“Well, I would think a great big, black
werewolf the size of two football players stacked
on top of each-other would be out on the streets all
times of the night,” said John sarcastically.
Mick let out a big hearty laugh, the kind that
amused John, but still made him jump whenever it
came out of him.
“That’s not exactly what I meant, buddy,”
said Mick. “I mean, the full moon’s still a few days
away. Maybe he doesn’t go out in his wolf form
before then.”
“I tell ya Mick, I’ve seen him, this “Paw” guy,
out as a big black wolf, when the full moon wasn’t
shining. He may have to turn during the full moon,
but I think he’s able to even without it.”
“That…sure is scary, John,” said Mick. He
looked as if he had something weighing on him,
something he wanted to tell John, but kept his
mouth shut. “So, how long you think we need to
keep lookin’?”
“I don’t know,” said John. “We can’t afford to
take chances. We agreed to take shifts with old
Chief Barker and his detectives. And he said he’d
take over for us at midnight.”
“Well, that’s nice of Barker,” said Mick,
“What a good ol’ boss he was,” Mick smiles,
thinking of Barker fondly, then he looks at his watch
while driving, “Hmmm, Midnight, huh? …and it’s
8:15 now.” Mick let out a long groan. “Gods, this
night will never end,” groaned Mick. “I can’t wait
that long. (I can’t be “professional” for that long.)”

14

He let out a long sigh, like a disappointed dog.
Then he perked up. Mick grinned over at John. “Ya
know what I’m thinking we should do after we’re
done?” asked Mick.
“No,” shrugged John, “what?”
Mick winked at a John.
John looked confused.
Mick tried to sneak his right hand over to
John’s thigh, his left hand on the steering wheel.
“Mick, for gods sake,” said John, sounding
annoyed, but almost about to laugh.
“Yah wanna hold hands though, buddy?”
asked Mick.
“…Yeah.” said John.
They held hands in the car, John loved the
feeling of his rough hand in Mick’s big strong warm
one. On cold days especially it felt amazing. They
held each-others hand tightly.
Mick noticed John was shaking and his
teeth were starting to chatter, his whole body felt
tense, as if his muscle were all cramped.
“You seem a lot more tense than usual,”
said Mick , “Everything all right, buddy?”
“Uh yeah! Just feeling the cold is all, Man,”
said John.
“John…” said Mick, raising an eyebrow and
shooting him a knowing glance.
John looked back at Mick, he knew
something else was up. He could read him so well
now.
“Oh, all right,” said John, sounding
frustrated, “You got me. There is something else
on my mind..”
Mick gives a smirk, “And what is that?”
“Well, it’s a little personal and
embarrassing,” said John, scratching his chin
hairs.
“Oh, that’s okay, buddy, ya know you can
trust me,” said Mick, “I won’t tell anyone.”
“Well…that’s the thing,” said John, sounding
nervous. “You’re the one I’m embarrassed to tell it
to.”
“Oh?” asked Mick. “Is…is it something
serious?”
“Well, yeah, and no… I mean it’s nothing
bad,” said John. “I was just thinking, after you gave
me that necklace I never got you anything.”
“Ah, that’s alright, buddy,” said Mick, “I didn’t
give it to ya expecting something in return…”
“So, I got you something,” John blurted out.
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Mick almost jumped out of his seat. “I uh…have it
with me now…if you want to see it…um…not
that…I mean…could you pull the car over to the
curb?”
“Sure thing, buddy,” said Mick. He now had
an undeniably excited smile on his face.
Mick pulled the car over, and parked it, but
left it running.
Mick looked at his best buddy, and
boyfriend, trying to hide the excitement on his face.
“So…what’s this thing you got me?” Mick
asked, a happy grin spreading across his face.
John tried not looking at Mick’s face, he
looked so cute like this, this excited, and John
could feel he was blushing when he was just
looking at him.
John pulled a long package out of his trench
coat pocket. He handed it over to Mick, trying not
to make eye-contact with him, or else he would
blush harder.
“Here,” said John, looking away, out the
windshield.
Even out of the corner of his eye, he saw
Mick’s excited, joyful expression, and his mouth
drop open in a wide smile.
“Ah, you bought me flowers?” asked Mick,
sounding thrilled to pieces.
“No, not exactly, you know how ridiculous I
think giving flowers is Mick, such a waste, even if
Jane does like them,” said John, muttering, “It’s…
something that should last longer.”
Mick carefully opened the box, taking off the
red ribbon holding it together, while the box was
large, it looked small in Mick’s big hands; he
removed the lid, and undoes the wrappings inside,
to reveal a single, large, glittering object, shaped
like a flower. A glass rose, clear, shining like a
diamond, with tints and shades of blue sparkling
inside of it. John heard Mick gasp, in a way he
rarely heard a big gruff burly guy like Mick do. It
sounded so adorable to John.
Mick unpacked the glass rose.
“Man, this is beautiful! I don’t know what to
say. …I had no idea you were the romantic type,”
said Mick.
“Yeah, hope you don’t mind it being a rose,”
said John, still not able to look at Mick without
melting, “I… hope it’s not too girly for yah… I mean
with you being a big man and all…”
The next thing John knew, Mick had
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wrapped his big strong arms around John and his
lips were against his. Mick’s warm lips caressed
John’s lips, Mick continued the kiss as his tongue
penetrated John’s lips and mouth. John
reciprocated, his tongue colliding with Mick’s
tongue in a tango-like dance. Their kiss breaks,
with drool between their lips, Mick smiles warmly
at John, while John looks dumb-founded for a
moment (Mick’s kisses had that effect on him, as if
his entire brain was suddenly warm and melting.)
They see the expressions on each-other’s faces,
both flushed in the face, and chuckle.
“I love you, buddy,” said Mick, as he
chuckled.
“Hehe, you too man,” said John, chuckling
as well. It felt so good to say it to his best friend,
one he had known all his life, now he couldn’t deny
he was in love with him.
…
…(Mick was 35. John was 33.) …
…
It felt like John and Mick had been
best friends all their lives, to John at least. Well, he
had known him since his teens, but it felt like it was
longer. Like he had known him for longer…vague
memories of an imaginary friend, which was a big,
strong talking wolf in clothes similar to Mick came
to mind, before he even met Mick as a person. A
big wolf friend named “Duke”. Sometimes John
had called him “Paw”. Was that even real? Had it
been a dream?
…
…When they were kids, in his teens, John
would come over to Mick’s house (Mick lived with
his mother on a farm) and stay there as much as
he could. John hated his home life, mostly being
around his dad, who was a drunk and a corrupt
cop. Mick would ask John about the bruises
sometimes when he came over, but John would
change the subject, or make up a story. He knew
Mick and his mother would try to interfere if they
knew what was happening to him at home, but he
wanted to keep those thoughts away from here.
Here at his best friend’s house he was safe. That
was until one afternoon… when John’s father
found out where he had been going and made a
phone-call….
Continued on pg 30
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DHM Fan - Daniel M.

Ugh. Thank goodness all that “good cheer” is
over, right? Take those damn Xmas lights
down. Now.
I’ve
never been one
of
those
Christmas-y
types. I’m just
glad I survived
another
Whamaggedon and
Mariah Carey
warbling that
horrid, jingling
nightmare. Maybe it
was because I was in bed
for the
week after Crimbo until the New Year with (what I
presume) COVID. And there’s the lingering cough and the
worry other health problems will surface because of it.
Sorry I missed my deadline last month, too. And the
“Yellow Is The Warmest Color” comic book isn’t going to
be a reality when it should be going to print right now
because all the piss pigs I know weren’t enough to put it
over the top on Kickstarter. So you see, I’m really down
on people.
And I want to be up with people too and that’s a
struggle! I’m also incredibly horny and I’m eating my
feelings. I spend most of my day, doom scrolling and I
know it’s bad for me. I’m probably going to have to start
doing semi-frequent “Twitter Vacations” where I delete the
app from my devices just so I can repair my sanity and
refocus.

COVID bullshit but the United States
is determined to make everyone
meet their maker. These fantasies
also involved me topping
piggy bottoms with the
hubby, but I guess
that’s out for a 2nd year
in a row. Collectively,
we’re losing our minds.
Yes, me and the hubby.
But also, you, you, you
over there, all of you
over there being awful
and definitely you in the back
who doesn’t think we can see
him. Two fucking years of neverending, buzzsaw trauma!
So instead, I’ve tried to take a lot of this ugly,
nervous energy and have been channeling it into my
Dungeons and Dragons groups. Yes. Plural. All over Zoom
because I’m not an idiot. And even there in game, some
of us are trying to hold it together. I’m opening up a portal
gate into a land that exists solely in my imagination, the
best place I know to escape into, and sharing that for a
nice chunk of my time and for my players. I’m spending a
lot of time developing plot points and ideas to entertain
two groups of people. It’s keeping my very sharp, though
I should focus some time on art soon.

-www.drubskin.com

I’ve always been more of a dick tease. Just
enough skin to make a man nuts. I do that in the hopes
that when I do get some throbbing dick, I’m punished with
relentless cock that I make the most heinous sounds and
the neighbors complain. I’m that kind of brat. And judging
from my Twitter feed, I notice more and more gay men
getting sexy on their main account or starting ALT
accounts for their sexy side and being teasingly coy about
sharing them and honestly - good for all of us! I’m so sick
to the back teeth with politics. The world’s ending and
everyone is giving up, so I guess everyone is flashing their
dicks and hole online now. Maybe that feels more
authentic to people? I don’t know. I still like a little
preamble before you flood my email and direct messages
with filth, just saying. You know. Again.
I’m being “horny on main”, as the cool kids are
calling it, while I write this. I love my husband, but we’re
all aching for human contact and attention.
I had these fantasies that we’d be past all this
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GETTING RAW
with PA DADDY J

PENIS SHAMING

be undermining an indiciduals’ femininity
just because of how her vagina is made or
shaped.

Hello, fellas!

However, this doesn’t seem to be possible
to men. Indeed, for men (and some women)
penis size becomes something inherently
shameful and ridiculous if it doesn’t meet a
certain standard. Because the bigger the
penis, the more aggressive and powerful
(and therefore manly) that person will be.
And that’s why penis shaming is done.

I hope you are enjoying this month’s Issue
of DHM as much as we do enjoy putting all
together! Men come in all shapes, sizes,
colors, ethnicity, and sexual orientation…
and we are here to celebrate them all.
PA Daddy J here and I’ll be sharing from
time to time small yet informative topics
associated with our everyday interaction
with each other, with the goal of promoting
sex and body positivism, sexual health, HIV
awareness, male genital piercings, tattooing
and body modifications, and much more.
This being the first article, I wanted to
get straight to the root of many of our
personal insecurities: penis shaming.
You heard right: Penis shaming. Mind you, I
am not talking about the fetish but the
ongoing practice found in both gay and
straight cultures of emasculating a man by
mocking his genitalia. Such practice has
been used to emasculate, ridicule, and
humiliate guys that are perceived to have
small or uncircumcised penises… and it has
become a very toxic trait in the gay
community.
Some women, and gay men, are notorious
for engaging in penis shaming, which I find
highly hypocritical considering howmuch
those two groups complain about being body
shamed and/or objectified. However, it
seems to be more socially acceptable than
other forms of body shaming… but it
shouldn’t be.
The main function of making penis size
jokes is to attack that person’s manhood.
And this is probably what allows women to
be excluded from such shaming. No man,
and no woman, would (rightly) be found to
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Yet this thought reinforces the harmful idea
that aggression and power are the only
acceptable expressions for a man to
express his masculinity. This encourages
men to demonstrate their skills to avoid
further humiliation. Penis shaming
reinforces traditional gender roles by telling
men that they will be “real men” as long as
they are aggressive.
Size
Let’s be real here. The average human
male penis is anything between 5.1 and
5.5 inches (12.95-13.97 cm). Most men
believe that the average length of an erect
penis is greater than 6 inches (15.24 cm).
This belief is due, in part, to several oftencited studies that relied on self-reported
measurements, with means of about 6.2
inches (15.75 cm) for heterosexual men
and even greater for gay men.
There are men whose penises are either
below the standard average or above.
Penises are like women’s breasts and
areolas in the sense that they come in
different shapes, colors, and sizes.
However, their function remains the same.
Growers vs. Showers
When it comes to a flaccid state, there are
two types of penises: growers and showers.
“Growers”, like myself, are those that when
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flaccid they look smaller in size, but they always
surprise when fully erect. “Showers” are those
that they always look enlarged but do not gain
any or substantial length or size when fully erect.
So why are some guys growers and others are
showers? Genetics.
Both penises and testicles also respond to
changes in environment, brain signals, and
moods. It is a self defense mechanism to protect
the male reproductive organs. Cold, heat, pain,
fear, happiness, sadness, wet, dry, constriction,
etc…, are some of the many factors that could
temporarily affect the appearance of a penis. For
example, If too cold, the penis/testicles combo
will retract as close to the body as possible to
protect themselves and the sperm produced in
the gonads. If too hot the opposite will happen for
the same reason.
Circumcised vs. Uncircumcised
Sigh~
The old debate that ignites more arguments than
any other one regarding penises. Males that are
born with a penis are all born with an
uncircumcised reproductive organ.
Circumcision is the surgical removal of the skin
covering the tip of the penis. It is done either (a)
because of tradition (religious, cultural) or (b) due
to a rare painful tightening of the foreskin around
he penis known as phimosis. Others reasons can
be listed (easier hygiene, decreased risk of
urinary infections, decreased risk of sexually
transmitted diseases, decreased risk of penile
cancer) but to be honest, these are debatable
and perpetuate the stigma against uncircumcised
penises. The risks of not being circumcised,
however, are not only rare, but avoidable with
proper care of the penis. So… aside from a
confirmed medical condition that could affect the
penis performance, circumcision is completely
unnecessary. The human male is born with a
foreskin over the penis for a reason. Removing a
part of the body without the consent of the
individual should be actually considered a
violation of that individual’s right. Cutting off the
foreskin for conditions that may or may not occur
seems a bit extreme… but I digress and that is a
topic for another conversation.
There are so many myths associated with
uncircumcised penises, which add to the
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stigmatization of men who proudly have their
foreskin. You can learn about those myths by
clicking the link listed below labeled “Myths about
Uncircumcised Penises”.
There are some common complications
associated with circumcision such as bleeding
and infection. Side effects related to anesthesia
are possible as well.
Rarely, circumcision might result in foreskin
problems. For example: (1)The foreskin might be
cut too short or too long; (2) The foreskin might
fail to heal properly; (3) The remaining foreskin
might reattach to the end of the penis, requiring
minor surgical repair.
Why do we practice circumcision in the U.S.A?
In the United States circumcision emerged at the
same time as in Britain and for much the same
reasons: hostility to masturbation, delusions
about congenital phimosis, fear of diseases like
syphilis and cancer. But it got its biggest boosts
from the two world wars and from the
medicalization of childbirth. The importance of
both the obstetricians/gynecologists and the
military in the promotion of circumcision in the
USA cannot be overestimated. Although experts
in venereal diseases such as Abraham Wolbarst
had called for universal circumcision as early as
1914, it was the obstetricians and gynecologists
who were responsible for realizing his dream. It
may seem strange that the most important
advocates of routine male circumcision within the
medical profession were experts in women's
health, who knew little and cared less about male
anatomy, but from the 1930s onwards it was the
obstetricians and gynecologists who most
vigorously touted the advantages of the
procedure and performed most of the procedures.
Why has penis shaming become an issue in
the Gay community?
Porn, social pressure, and the perpetuation of the
fallacy that bigger is better. In porn, since the
early 1980s, men are carefully screened and
selected for their penis size to sell a fantasy. Men
with large penises are mostly depicted as the
desirable tops while others with smaller penises
are the bottoms. Listen, if you are one of those
people that like getting your colonoscopy at the
same time you are having sex: more power to
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you. But do not deprecate men that do not match the
unrealistic size standards set by porn. There are more
men on this planet with average size penises than
their larger counterparts. Same goes for men that
have smaller than average penises. Porn has made
them the butt of the joke. Small doesn’t mean useless.
Pleasure is not derived from penis size but from
stimulation. And your biggest sex organ is your brain.
Think about that for a minute. Maybe people are
spending too much time working downstairs than
upstairs where it matters.

shapes, sizes, colors, and appearances. Not
one penis is better than another just because
of those differences. That diversity is what
needs to be celebrated and not used to
humiliate, attack, dismiss, or hurt others.

Socially we continue to promote penis shaming
because men, all men, are or have been insecure
about their genitalia at one point or another. We place
all focus of masculinity on size instead of
performance. “The bigger the wang, the more manly
you are”. That’s not only wrong but a great example of
male toxicity. The size of the penis has no reflection
whatsoever on masculinity and vice versa.

Until next time, handsome fellas!

Be kind to yourself and to others.Discover,
explore, and respect the things that give us
our individuality… and have a lot of fun in the
process. After all, diversity is what makes life
exciting!

PA Daddy J

Sources:
http://www.guyoverboard.com/en/2020/08/penissize-dick-shaming.html

One hears the saying “he has a big truck therefore he
has a small penis” or “he has to play with guns
because he is compensating for something”. Let’s
stop that and address what could be other important
psychological or social reasons why men
overcompensate or behave like complete utter
morons.
Penises are like men: they come in all different
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https://www.historyofcircumcision.com/usa.html
https://www.mayoclinic.org/testsprocedures/circumcision/about/pac-20393550
Myths about uncircumcised penises:
https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/morallandscapes/201109/more-circumcision-myths-you
-may-believe-hygiene-and-stds?amp
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doing things with his best friend Mick, Mick
teaching him to play football, to swim in the river
(skinny dipping of course), and collecting baseball
…
cards, and his love of jazz music, one hobby that
…(Mick was 16. John was 14.)…
John didn’t understand in the least was Mick’s love
…
of comic books. Mick looked like a big football
John and Mick had been reading comics in player, so it surprised John when he found out not
the living room, after various chores around the only how academically smart Mick was, but how
household: milking cows, stacking hay, watering much he loved collecting and reading comic books.
crops, heading the sheep (Mick reminded John of John thought Mick could get so annoying when he
an overgrown dog, the way he ran after the sheep went on for what seemed like hours, talking about
and barked at them in his overalls) and afterwards his favorite detective comics (he really liked Dick
a jerk off session behind the barn as a reward for Tracey and one about a man who went out
all the hard work accomplished. Mick had taught dressed like an animal at night to fight crime), radio
John how to do this, once after they had raced programs, and cartoons. John did not get cartoons.
each other in the hot sun the previous summer, What was their point? To be obnoxious? But Mick
and they had cooled off taking off their clothes, loved it, so he’d listen. Mainly because John liked
John taking off his shirt and shorts, and Mick taking looking at him. He looked so manly for his age.
When they first met, John thought he was a
off his overalls, and Mick thought him this “trick”
that he said “best buddies” can do with each other. bully, he hung around them and did things other
Mick was thicker, chubbier, and much more “delinquents” did. But when some of Mick’s
muscular than John, who had been thinner, but “buddies” started cornering John after school to
building muscle since staying with Mick. John beat his ass, Mick was the one who came to his
loved that Mick was bigger than him, and was rescue, and kicked their asses. He lost his group
fascinated by his thickness, and his deep voice, of friends to protect John, and John was forever
and burly build. John immediately became hard grateful for that. Also he was eye candy to him, so
and aroused, and Mick helped him out, teaching burly and rugged for a boy his age, John would
him something new, they soon helped each other never tell him that though. Well, not for a long time.
in the grass, sometimes with their hands, He was content keeping it a secret, he didn’t want
sometimes with their mouths, until they both to ruin their friendship over something like that.
reached orgasm. It had been John’s first time, not When they would ask each other questions before
knowing what the hell was going on, and felt guilty, bed, one of Mick’s favorites to ask was “Who ya
but he had loved it. Mick comforted him, saying it diggin’?”. John would usually say Jane, their other
was okay, and it was natural. John wanted to do it friend, who was slightly younger than them, but
again with his best friend soon. They had done it acted like a big sister, who he knew Mick had a
several times since, sometimes in a ditch, near the crush on. Mick joked they’d have to fight for her
river, and others in Mick’s room, looking at “lady one day. John joked that she would join in on the
books” (magazines of naked women) but John’s fight, since she loved roughhousing, even though
eyes were always on Mick, when they did it. They she was petite and a quarter their size, but tall for
had to be sneaky when doing it at home so Mick’s her age (they would soon outgrow her though.)
mother wouldn’t catch on, one time, they jacked off They both thought Jane was pretty, with her long
with their dicks together when they were sleeping strawberry hair, and loved being around her,
together in Mick’s bed, and jizzed all over the especially since she liked talking about “boy things’
bedsheets, wetting them. Mick washed them right like racing, and wrestling, and machines. She was
after he cleaned himself and John up, and hung very talented with machines, and could build
the bedsheets outside, telling his mom that they almost anything out of junk. Mick and John often
wet the bed laughing with an arm behind his head. visited her yard to see her “creations”. While they
This embarrassed John greatly, not liking being both liked her, John could tell the way Mick talked
about her with a certain passion, and about her
called a bedwetter.
As much as John loved hanging out and features, where she was “developing” around her
Continued from pg 15
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breasts, and how much Mick liked them. John
didn’t feel quite the same. That “butterfly” feeling
that Mick said he got when being around Jane,
John only had that when he was around Mick. He
thought there might be something terribly wrong
with him at the time. His dad would sure think there
was. John’s dad had a name for people like him,
and would beat the ever-loving shit out of him if he
ever found out how he felt about his best friend,
and the things they did together. John cared too
much for Mick, and was afraid of what would
happen if he confessed his feelings to him, so he
never did, not for years. It was bad enough with his
life at home with his father, and he was beat
enough for his failing grades and “lack of
improvement” over basic chores, he was hit in the
head for being “stupid” and never doing the dishes
“the proper way” almost daily. But here at the farm
with Mick and his mother, with Jane stopping by on
occasion, he had a sanctuary where he felt even
his father couldn’t reach him. He didn’t know about
his friends, and that’s what kept it safe here. Until
that one afternoon…
…The phone had rung while Mick and John
were on their bellies on the floor, reading Mick’s
latest detective comics, and Mick’s mother called
John to the phone. John immediately felt sick once
she said who it was.
“John…it’s your father,” said Mick’s mom,
“He says it’s an emergency.”
John’s heart sunk, he had finally reached
him here. He had probably called around the entire
neighborhood until he found out where he was.
John was already shaking as he got up.
“Yes, M’am, I’m on my way,” said John
timidly.
Mick watched John, concerned, as he stood
up. All the confidence seemed to drain from him
immediately, as he went to the kitchen and
answered his father’s call. John’s mind usually
went blank when hearing his father’s voice, as if
trying to protect himself, but it never hurt any less.
…
From the living room, all Mick and his
mother heard from John was a timid and shaken,
“Yes, sir,” and “No, sir,” and heavy breaths, that
sounded so unlike the happy boy who came to visit
them daily. Then, without warning they heard the
phone drop.
There was a silence then Mick and his
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mother got up to go check on him. They couldn’t
find John in the kitchen, and searched the house
for him, then outside. They finally found him in the
corner of the barn, a secret place to John where
he and Mick would hang out in private, in a fetal
position rocking back and forth with his hands over
his head covering his ears.
Both Mick and his mother looked at each
other, and nodded, Mick’s mom went back to the
house and Mick went into the barn, alone.
John remained in the corner and crouched,
holding himself. His breathing was fast and heavy,
panicked.
“No…no….no…” John muttered to himself
over and over again.
“What did that bastard say you?” asked
Mick, looking both concerned for his friend and
angry at whatever had reduced his best friend to
this state.
John just shook his head. He started
scratching himself, almost as a nervous tick.
“He said he’s coming to get me…I can’t go
back….I can’t…you don’t know what he’s like…”
John started to draw blood, furiously baring his
fingers into his own neck.
Mick crouched down with him and held his
hands so he wouldn’t hurt himself. Mick wrapped
his arms around John in attempt to stop John from
scratching/hurting himself anymore.
“It’s okay man, I’ve got ya,” said Mick,
hugging him tight. “He’s not here right now.”
John was shivering, but feeling Mick hold
him in his strong arms, even back then he felt
strong, John felt like he could breathe again. He
buried his face in Mick’s big chest, and hugged him
back.
“He knows about you now. He’ll kill us…”
said John, still shivering.
“I’d like to see him try,” said Mick, sounding
furious, “I won’t let him hurt ya anymore.” Mick put
his mouth on the top of John’s head, on his hair,
and spoke deeply and gently, “And I won’t let you
hurt yourself anymore either, okay buddy?”
John held onto Mick tighter, almost in
desperation.
“You can’t stop him,” said John. “He’ll get
me. He always does.”
“No, no he won’t,” sad Mick, his voice now
Continued on pg 52
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The

Border Patrol
Agent
Story by

R. Jason
Collett

It has been a long week and I was
exhausted. I was a Border Patrol agent and me
and my team had been assigned to patrol the
border between the United States and Mexico.
There had been a rush of Mexican citizens trying
to enter the US ever since construction on the
border wall had started and as a result, Homeland
Security assigned the US Border Patrol to monitor
the border.
The past few nights had been busier than
normal as we had been capturing and detaining
several immigrants as they tried to cross the
border.
Now before you think I am heartless or
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anything, my heart goes out to them as
they are just trying to better their lives and
their family's lives, and I know the
immigration process is a nightmare in the
US so I understand why the rush to the
border to get in, but I still have to take my
job serious.
It was a Friday night and it was
close to the end of my shift. I was standing
at my post when I saw movement out of
the corner of my eye. Using my
binoculars, I could see what appeared to
be a young man sneaking through some
bushes on his approach to the border. He
disappeared behind a small building by
the fence.
I took off running towards him, the
dark of night and my dark uniform acting
as camouflage. He wasn't the first to try
and use this building to hide their
approach.
As I got closer, I slowed down and
tiptoed towards the building and drew my
taser. I was leaning against a corner of the
wall ready to make my move when I felt
something strike me from behind and everything
go dark.
-------I WOKE TO the worst headache I'd ever felt.
Then I quickly realized that I was tied up in the
corner, inside the building.
I could barely see anything around me. I
tried to listen for any noises, to see if anyone was
in the building with me but all I could hear were
faint noises from the distance, nothing to indicate
that someone was in there with me. But I was
wrong.
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"Quien es?" This scared voice asked me in
Spanish. I jumped in surprise.
"Soy Josh." I replied, quickly collecting
myself and thankful that I had taken some Spanish
courses in college. "Como se llama?" I asked back.
"Oscar." He replied.
"Hablas ingles?" I asked.
"Yes." He responded.
"Why am I tied up?" I asked.
"Because you would try to arrest me and I
was scared." He said, the fear reverberating in his
accented voice.
"That is my job." I responded. "You are
trying to cross the border illegally." I said. He came
closer and I could make out his features. He was
young, about twenty-five and breathtakingly
gorgeous. I drew in a gasp when I saw his chiseled
features.
"What?" He asked.
"Noth-hing, I just didn't expect you to be so
handsome." What the hell was I saying? My mouth
was going faster than my brain. Wait, was that grin
that came across his face?
"Gracias. You're quite handsome yourself."
He said as he crossed the distance between us
and knelt down. Before I even had a chance to
respond, his lips were on mine, hungrily asking for
a kiss, a kiss that I was forbidden to give but I didn't
resist. I opened my mouth and invited him in. There
was passion and seduction in his kiss and I lost
myself in it.
I could feel his arms caressing my back, my
arms and my face. For a moment, I had forgotten
that I was tied up and I think he did too when he
pulled back and looked at me. I could tell he was
thinking of what I would do if he untied me. I just
nodded my head to reassure him. He reached
towards my hands and untied them.
What I did next went against everything I
had ever trained for or swore to protect. I reached
for his face and brought his lips to mine. With my
hands now free, I explored his body. I could feel
the tight muscles of his back. I felt his chest and
what felt like a six pack abs over his thick
sweatshirt. I had to know what his chest looked
like. I tore off his sweatshirt to reveal the most
perfect chest and abs I had ever seen.
Perfectly smooth, well defined and the most
perfect shade of tanned skin I had ever seen. I
looked at his face to see him smile as he realized

The Border Patrol Agent

I had been admiring his chest. He pulled me in for
a kiss and all the passion we were experiencing
just exploded.
His hands were working over the buttons to
my shirt. I was working on removing my utility belt
that held my weapon and other gear that I needed
for my job. He had my shirt unbuttoned and off and
was trying to pull my undershirt off by the time I had
removed my belt. He reached down to start
unbuttoning my pants.
I was as hard as a rock and don't think I had
ever been that hard before. I had never been this
turned on by a guy before.
Suddenly, he stood up and pulled me up
with him. He yanked my pants and underwear
down, revealing my erect cock. Without hesitation,
he kneeled and took my cock with one gulp. I
gasped with shock and had to force myself to not
scream out in pleasure.
He sucked and sucked until I felt like I was
going to cum but I wanted to see what he was
packing first. I yanked him up and threw him
against the wall and dropped to my knees. I had
his pants down in five seconds and was admiring
his gorgeous cock. I swear it was at least nine
inches, uncut and literally throbbing and dripping
precum. I didn't hesitate to suck on it. I felt him
tighten up as I did. I loved that I was giving him this
amount of pleasure. My own cock was throbbing
and begging for attention. I slowly jerked off while
sucking him, not wanting to cum yet. I could feel
him squirming with pleasure against the wall. He
too was fighting the urge to scream out. The last
thing either one of us needed was to get caught.
The next few moments were a blur. He
grabbed my shoulders, pulling me up and twisting
my shoulders and pinning me against the wall.
Suddenly his mouth was against my ass as he
started rimming me. I bit my finger to keep from
screaming. He was just as good at that as he was
sucking.
Five seconds, I swear that is all it took
before I felt his huge cock going into my ass. I don't
know where he got lube or a condom but I bit my
finger harder as he thrust everything he had into
me.
Once he was in, he waited a moment for me
to adjust and then he let me have it. Passionate
thrust after thrust gave me pleasure I had never
experienced before.
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His hands didn't leave any part of my body
unexplored. He tweaked my nipples, jerked my
dick until he could feel I was going to cum and
would stop. He kissed my neck and ears, all the
time keeping even thrusts in my ass.
I felt his hands dig into my shoulder and his
thrusts went in harder and he muffled a scream into
my shoulder. I could feel his dick pulsing as he was
cumming inside me. His thrusts slowed until he
stopped but he didn't pull out for a few minutes.
Just when I had caught my breath, he
ripped his penis from my ass and whirled me
around and dropped to his knees and took my cock
into his mouth. He bobbed his head on me until I
was going to explode. I tried to warn him but he
ignored me and I had the strongest orgasm I ever
had into his mouth. It felt like a gallon of cum shot
out of me as I bit my lip from screaming.
Then he was kissing me again, this time
slow and gentle. I could taste myself on him and
feel the sweat from his face mingling with mine. He
put his arms around me for an embrace and I lost
myself in his well muscled arms.
The high was coming down and realization
was starting to hit. What had I just done? I broke
so many rules, so many laws. I could lose my job
for this, maybe even end up in jail. He pulled away,
pulling me from my thoughts.
"What now?" He asked, the fear from earlier
back in his voice. He and I both started to get
dressed and I pondered my options. If I arrested
him, he would go to detention and eventually be
sent back to Mexico. If I let him go, it would be
another law I would break. But again, my mouth
would answer before my brain could.
"I am not going to arrest you." I glanced at
my watch. "There is a shift change in twenty
minutes. Everyone will be distracted. Wait until
then and then make a run for it. There is a spot five
hundred feet or so that won't have any guards
watching. You should be able to make it across the
border. Do you know what you are doing when you
get there?"
"I do." He said. We were both dressed by
the point. "How can I see you again?" He asked.
"There is no seeing me again. I am with
Homeland Security, my job is to arrest
undocumented immigrants." I said, a little harsher
than I had expected. I saw the look of hurt crawl
across his face for a moment.
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"I know that." He said, any hurt gone from
his voice. "But you are too sexy to not see again."
I could feel any resolve I had melt away. Honestly,
I felt the same way. I wanted to see him again. But
it was so risky. I looked at his face and realized I
wasn't going to win the battle within myself.
"Okay, in two weeks, meet me at the
Starbucks on Fairfield Road at 6pm. I will be
wearing a red shirt. We can figure out everything
else then." I said. I straightened my shirt and made
sure my hat was on right.
"I'll be there." He said as he drew me in for
a kiss. I soaked up every bit of this moment before
I broke the kiss. I placed my hand on his cheek and
with one last glance, I made my way out of the
building and slowly made my way back to the rest
of my team. It would be quitting time soon.
Someone asked me where I had been and
I just told them I thought I saw something and went
to check it out but it was a false alarm.
During shift change, I made sure to keep my
eyes on the building where I had just had the best
sex of my life and met the most handsome man I
had ever met. I saw him running towards the spot
I had told him. I glanced around to everyone else
and everyone was so busy with shift change that
no one noticed him. I looked back just in time to
see him disappear. I smiled. He'd made it.

The Border Patrol Agent

Henry
Stone

images by

Javier
A Lara

Henry Stone

45

46

Henry Stone

Henry Stone

47

48

Henry Stone

Henry Stone

49

50

Henry Stone

51

DHM FAN - Rod Ber

Mick chuckled. “Don’t worry about that, us
Wolfs know how to handle trouble,” he winked and
beginning to shake, “I’m…I’m sorry I didn’t know grinned at John with a thumbs up.
what he was doin’ to ya before,” said Mick, now
This made John laugh as well. He didn’t
sounding as hurt as John was. “I’ll kill that bastard.” even think he could smile after that phone-call.
“No, you won’t,” said John, “You’re too Mick made him feel safe, and better yet, like his
soft…”
presence was wanted. The prospect of living with
“Hey!” said Mick, defiantly.
his best friend and his mom for awhile, on their
This made John laugh, if only for a moment. farm, was too good to be true, John had the terrible
“But, I don’t know what I’m going to do,” said feeling it wouldn’t last, even if Mick and his mother
John. “I have to go back there, sooner or later. And really wanted it to, but for now it was something to
he’s gonna…he’s going to…”
hold on to, and he believed Mick when he told him
John tried to scratch at his face again, as if that he wouldn’t let his dad touch him again. He
trying to prepare himself for the pain he would didn’t like being touched because of what his dad
receive later.
did to him, but with Mick, it was different, he felt a
“Don’t…” grunted Mick, holding John’s arms warmth like the sun, and safe when he touched
down once again.
him. John hugged Mick tightly again. He was so
Mick took his chin off the top of John’s blond big, strong and warm, John buried his face in his
head and looked him in the eyes. John’s brown big chest, which was partly exposed from his
eyes looked with Mick’s olive green eyes.
overalls.
“I made up my mind John,” said Mick,
“Mick,” said John, nuzzling his face in his
affirmatively, “there’s no arguing with me on that.” chest, “I want this moment to last forever, Mick.”
John looked backs at Mick.
Mick smiled and patted John on the head as
“Made up your mind on what?” asked John. he rested on his chest.
“You’re not going back there tonight,” said
“We can stay like this as long as ya like,
Mick, “You’re gonna stay here. I won’t let him hurt buddy,” said Mick, holding him tight.
ya. I’m sorry buddy…I would have let ya stay
John breathed deep and sighed as he
before…I didn’t know what he was doin’ to ya. ”
rested his head on Mick’s chest, surprisingly hairy
“I…I don’t want to get you and your mom in for a young man his age, and strong.
trouble,” said John. “What if he tries to come get
“Even if it takes all night?” asked John, not
me?”
wanting to leave this comfortable spot on Mick’s
“My mom wouldn’t let that bastard get one chest, as if he were a cat, curled up on a big strong,
step on to our property,” said Mick, “And neither will bear-sized dog.
I.”
Mick let out a hearty chuckle, making his big
“But…my dad’s a cop, he’s got body rumble and vibrate under John. John could
connections,” said John, worried.
feel all his big muscles move as he laughed.
“So,” shruged Mick, “My mom’s got a
“Yeah. Yeah, buddy,” laughed Mick, then
shotgun.”
smirked as he patted John’s blond hair. John
“Yeah, but…” says John. “They’ve got…”
sighed in relief. He was so happy his big tough
“Look, given how yer dad’s treatin’ ya, I friend wasn’t ashamed of being intimate like this,
don’t think he’s gonna bring the whole force out especially at a time he really needed it. He was
here to our farm. It’d the bad for his reputation, happy to have such a good friend, but secretly
ganging up on a lady and her son. Especially when wished he could tell him how he really felt. The
they’ve provide half the town’s fruits and veggies things he dreamed of doing with him, and to that
during the depression. Besides we can take care big manly face and body of his. Grabbing his raven
of ourselves, buddy. The Wolf family doesn’t take black hair, and the short beard he was growing,
shit from no one,” said Mick, proudly.
and kissing him, undressing him, and exploring
“Well…I guess…if you’re sure…” says that thick, tanned, manly developed body of his. He
John, “But what if it’s just us here, and he comes wondered if he would ever have the nerve to tell
by, what will you do?”
him he wanted to be with him like that…but he
Continued from pg 31
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didn’t want to jeopardize their friendship. If Mick
didn’t feel the same way, he didn’t want things to
be awkward. For now, he was just happy to remain
like this, and all those things he had thought of
doing with and to his best friend and his body,
would just remain a good dream…
…
…(Mick was 16; John was 14.)…
…

hot friend like this, his big hot wet throbbing dick
still in his mouth.
“Ah fuck yeah buddy,” groaned John when
he pulled Mick’s big boner, still dripping cum and
spit, from his mouth with a wet pop like a big sucker
or popsicle, then moved himself up. “I’m gonna do
it too, man.” John jacked his own hard throbbing
cock, aiming at Mick’s big beautiful chest, shooting
and splattering his large thick creamy white load all
over his big pectoral muscles, and body hair.
…
Mick breathed heavily with John’s load on
… (Mick was 35; John was 33.)…
his heaving chest, John’s cum glistening white on
…
Mick’s tanned skin. They looked at each-other,
“Yeah! yeah buddy!” moaned Mick loud and covered in each-other’s cum, the best friends who
deep. His big chest heaved. His pants and went way back to childhood, the partners who had
underwear were off, so were his shoes, and one of went to the academy together to become
his socks, his shirt and jacket open, revealing his detectives and worked at the NYPD then went off
huge muscled chest, and belly (and abs) exposed. to open their own PI office independently, the
He was laying on his back and ass, across the two boyfriends and lovers who had been in love for
front seats of the car. One of his big legs was up, years before they confessed it to each-other, and
bare foot on the driver’s window, pressing against felt stupid for keeping it secret from each-other for
the glass, toes curling, his big calf muscles in his so long, and laughed joyously.
leg flexing and tensing as he let out loud animalistic
John then leaned over and kissed Mick,
groans. John was on top of him, aggressively biting their scruff rubbing and scratching against each
and sucking the right side of his big chest, on his other, John’s blond hair against Mick’s black hair,
right pec, while he stroked his big dick in his left smelling each other’s cologne and natural scent
hand. Mick’s whole body was tense. John could tell that they were used to when on the job, and each
he was getting close.
other’s taste, and then broke apart with a string of
“Ah buddy! Don’t stop. Damn dude! drool between their lips. John then laid his head on
Aahhh!!!” He roared like a bear. Now was the time. Mick’s big chest and grinned at him (his chin scruff
John quickly went from Mick’s chest to his on the puddles of cum on Mick’s chest), like a big
big dick, sucked on his big balls which were rising, cat curling on his chest. Mick was still catching his
ready and aching to release, and bouncing over his breath. John loved being able to blow the big guys
big ass, then took Mick’s length into his mouth, the mind completely blank.
thick head, then the rod and shaft.
“I just wanted to return the favor, man,” said
“Ahhh…hahhh…” Mick couldn’t speak. He John. “Hehe. Sorry for makin’ ya wait so long, and
suddenly came, releasing his thick creamy hot load me being an ass about it.”
in Johns mouth and throat. He was a powerful
Mick smiled, looking down at John who was
shooter. Being Mick’s partner for years, no one resting his chin on his huge muscled chest
knew it better than him. Except maybe Jane.
cleavage. Mick had a big dumb expression on his
As Mick came, John swallowed, having face, his mind still warm and blank from the huge
trouble keeping up with the flow (Mick made a lot) orgasm John helped him achieve. He didn’t say
and Mick pressed his foot hard agains the window, anything but grinned that warm, handsome,
it looked as if these two huge men might burst out adorable comfortable smile of his and patted
of the car. If they weren’t worried about breaking John’s head like a big cat. John smiled again,
the car, maybe John would be inside Mick, fucking shutting his eyes, as he rested his face on Mick’s
his big hot, powerful ass.
big strong and sticky chest. He never wanted to
After making Mick cum, John watched as leave this position. He couldn’t imagine a life
his big strong chest heaved and bounced. John without his best friend and partner. He would never
couldn’t hold it anymore, not after watching his big feel complete without him…
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…

robe, Charlie in his underwear, and Blake and Mick
both naked, waiting on their clothes to dry, which
…But that life eventually came, whether were hanging on clotheslines in the kitchen. They
they were ready for it or not, almost two years later. had been laughing and chatting about their
Their paths had crossed and parted, and now had experiences with detective work, Blake fascinated
intersected again, as fate would have it. Or was it with their history as detectives, it wasn’t every day
fate? John didn’t believe in fate, but… here they he got to chat with fellow P.I.s, let alone ones he
both were, on the same case, having come to the was attracted to, and sitting naked with at dinner.
windy city individually, after the same person.
Mick drank his 12th glass of wine, and shut
As the cold rain came down on him, John his eyes, grumbling to himself, while listening to a
listened to the voices coming from the lit window story Jane was telling about an old case of theirs.
in the apartment building. He heard Mick’s voice
“So then, I said to Mick, find something
again, loud deep, and full of joy. He had missed useful to distract the night patrol with, then he pulls
that voice of his so much, and had longed to hear down his pants and pees in the corner,” said Jane.
it once more. But he couldn’t show himself to them,
“What?!” asked Blake, laughing. Jane and
not yet, not after putting them in danger. It was his Charlie laughed as well.
fault…
Mick grumbled some more, arms crossed
He had felt foolish to his guard down, over his big bare chest, his right hand holding his
reckless, not only to fall in love with another man, wine glass, eyes still closed.
but to ruin his friendship, the best friendship he’d
“Well, it did distract them,” said Jane,
ever had. He’d been out of his heart, and out of his pouring herself another glass of wine, “But the
mind. Now they were all paying for it. Mick most of night patrol ended up bringing us in for indecent
all. He’d hurt him, and he couldn’t bring himself to exposure. Barker sure had fun when we were
face that, or him…not yet. He’d abandoned them, brought in for that one. Right, Mick?”
but for good enough reason…he couldn’t let them
Mick opened his eyes and looked up at the
know he was here…not yet. He hadn’t intended ceiling, like he was done with life, or he was a sad
that they would be on the same case, the same dog.
path again, but here they were. If there was such
“I didn’t want to Barker to see me like that,”
a thing as fate, John hated it for taunting him, yet it groaned Mick.
gave him a reason to hope again. To be a fool
“Well, then you shouldn’t have peed on the
again. John, or rather Cabell, as he now called corner,” said Jane, taking another sip of wine.
himself tried to block that hope from his mind. It
“I panicked, okay?” said Mick looking pouty
wouldn’t do, not after what had happened, not in a and defensive.
case like this. There was too much at stake. Lives.
“Okay,” said Jane, smiling at Mick, as if she
John had to be on his way, and reach this “Jezebel” found him cute when he was getting angry. “Now,
and end this before Mick, before Blake could put who’s my pissy pants?” said Jane, teasingly.
his best friend’s life in jeopardy (the life of both his
“Cut it out!” said Mick defensively, getting a
best friends in any more jeopardy.). Listening to the little louder, like a whining puppy.
voices of his old friends, and his boyfriend and
Suddenly they heard a gurgling noise
partner, and “watching” the window of their coming from the other end of the apartment, which
apartment with cold gray eyes that could not see, sounded like a child talking in their sleep. Jane,
John took one more drag on his cigarette before Mick and Charlie all shared the same expression,
tossing it into the alley, and disappearing into the all fearing they had woken up the baby. Charlie
darkness. …
stood up from the table and went to go check.
A few moments after Charlie went in to
…
check on baby Cassie in the spare room, he came
back out, sighing with relief.
Back in the apartment, Blake, Mick, Jane
“Well, the good news is that she’s still fast
and Charlie, sat around the table finishing dinner, asleep,” said Charlie, taking in a deep breath,
having had a couple bottles of wine. Jane in her looking like he had just avoided being hit by a car.
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“At least all that noise didn’t disturb her.
“That’s impressive,” said Blake. “You guys
sure made a lot of noise.”
“Yeah well, of course she can sleep through
anything,” said Mick, proudly, “Takes after her dad,
(old man), haha.”
“At least she doesn’t snore like you,” says
Jane.
“Yeah, at least she...Hey!” says Mick
defiantly. Jane shoots him a look and then Mick
looks somber, “Well...that is true.”
“He sounds like a hibernating bear in bed,”
said Jane.
“He sure does,” said Blake, then looks
embarrassed. “I mean...I...um...”
“Awww...” said Jane, as if she thought
Blake’s behavior was adorable. “That’s okay,
Blake...we all know. Mick is a big slutty after all,”
Jane adds with a whisperer.
Mick just did the same nervous neck rub,
blushing, and trying to look away from the rest of
the group.
“Ehem, anyway,” said Mick, trying to look
serious again. “There’s more important matters to
talk about.” Then he got another big goofy grin on
his face, looking at Blake, “When do you wanna
see our baby Cassie?” He asked Blake, looking
happier than ever.
“Oh, soon as I can,” said Blake, “I’ve been
wanting to see what kind of baby you and Jane
made...that didn’t come out right. I’m sure it’s
fine...she’s...oh damn. I mean I’d love to see her.”
“Great! I’ll show her to ya after dinner,” said
Mick...”That is...once our clothes are back on I
mean.”
“I don’t mind you naked,” said Jane,
enjoying the view, swirling her glass of wine.
“Yeah, me neither,” said Charlie. “Um…I
mean…” Charlie quickly changed the subject,
getting too excited. “What were we talking about
again? Before we got off topic, I mean.”
“There was a topic?” said Jane,
sarcastically, before she remembered. “Oh, right.
We were telling Blake about our previous cases.
Which one were we on? I think we talked about our
most interesting ones…”
“You mean Mick peeing in the corner?”
asked Blake.
Everyone laughed except Mick, who looked
grumpy again.
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“So, Jane. I guess by now I can say that you
don’t actually waitress, do you?” asked Blake,
rhetorically.
Jane suddenly looked proper, and looked at
Blake, then Mick and Charlie, and feigned like she
was caught in a lie. “Why, my dear Blake,
whenever did you get a notion like that?”asked
Jane, in her best actress imitation.
Blake laughed.
“No, of course not,” said Jane. “But I think
everyone should have to work in a food
establishment once in their life. It’s hell, and people
need to know it. The food is good, the people
though. Kill me.”
“So how has being a waitress been?” asked
Blake, wanting to know the details.
“Oh, it’s been quite the adventure for
Waitress Jane. Such wonderful and bright happy
people,” said Jane, the sarcasm evident, but
speaking with a smile. “I tell you. Why, just the
other day, an old English gentlemen...well, now
that I think of it, I’m not quite sure he was English,
but quite pretentious, asked me for a cup of hot
cocoa. Well, asked isn’t really the word.
Demanded? Barked is more like it. He demanded,
and I quote: “I’ll have a cup of hot chocolate, the
english way, and hot. Extra hot. If it’s not hot, I’ll
throw it up.” …Such wonderful manners, he had.
And Waitress Jane said: “Right away sir, I’ll have
that hot chocolate right up,” but what Waitress Jane
really wanted to say was: “Stick your hot chocolate
right up your ass, and see if you can throw it up
then.” That’s what waitress Jane has been up to.”
She smiled and lifted her wine glass in a toast, the
sarcasm dripping, then took a sip.
Blake couldn’t help but laugh again.
“Sounds like a real dream job,” said Blake.
“Oh it certainly is,” said Jane. “Waitress
Jane has had it up to here with people’s politeness.
And the family who comes to table seven every
day and barks orders at Waitress Jane, and never
leaves a tip, Waitress Jane would really like to
show them her...her gratitude,” Jane took another
sip of her burgundy wine. “With any luck, this week
will be my last week as Waitress Jane. Then I can
move on to another fake job, to continue my
detective work.”
“Hey Mick, why didn’t you get a fake job
Continued on pg 64
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when you came out here?” asked Blake.
“Oh, I’m not as committed,” said Mick,
honestly, “Or as brave as her,” he added.
Jane laughed. “Oh, Micky, you’re brave.
Just not when it comes to grouchy customers.”
“Yeah,” said Mick, his expression drooping,
“I’d rather go through another sewer pipe, or face
that Jackal again, than one of those old white
crusty customers.”
“Jackal?” asked Charlie, looking spooked,
from Mick to Jane and Blake. “You didn’t tell me
about any Jackal.”
Mick looked like he had said something he
shouldn’t have. Blake shared Charlie’s spooked
expression. Mick and Jane exchanged a look, and
Mick changed the subject.
“Speaking of jackals and wolves and the
like,” said Mick with a laugh, pouring another glass
of wine, “What was with that huge silver wolfdragon backstage at The Blue Rose Hotel?” asked
Mick. “Don’t tell me they’re going to put on a
performance of Turnadot.” Mick laughed.
“That’s “Turandot”,” said Jane. “And what
are you talking about?”
“You know that big wolf-dragon they have
backstage,” said Mick, “You remember, right,
Blake? With it’s tongue out and bright blue eyes…
.like this…” Mick put his hands up and stuck his
tongue out imitating the “wolf-dragon’s” face.
Blake laughed, but somewhere inside he
felt unsettled, not only of the image of the silver
wolf-dragon’s head, and open jaws, but of those
glowing blue eyes, and a vague recollection of
seeing that same opera with Jezebel, in some
distant unknown time, a recollection which seemed
to take place eons ago, as if they had always been
there together…like the characters in the opera.
(Was Christina, Jezebel, like Turandot? A cruel,
beautiful and ancient thing? Ready to swallow him
up?)
“Mick, Blake….” said Jane, looking at them
like they were crazy, “I don’t know how to tell you
this, but I don’t remember seeing any wolf-dragon’s
head. And I’ve searched that place from top to
bottom.”
“Well…maybe it was hidden far back stage,”
suggested Blake. “Unless you went back stage as
well.”
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“Well,” said Jane “Ive spent a lot of time
backstage waiting to perform. When waiting before
my performance.”
“Well if that…wait a second…” said Blake.
He was starting to piece his memories at the Blue
Rose Hotel club tougher. The glimpses he had
seen of her figure, naked beneath her robe, the
way she moved. The naked figure behind the blue
curtain, the singer and dancer. He stared at Jane’s
breasts under her robe, they seemed to be the
same shape, he stopped looking, glowing red in
the face. “Wait…I think I’ve seen you naked
before…I mean,” Blake shook his head, as Jane
and Mick let out a laugh, “…I mean…you’re the…
”
“You guessed it,” said Jane, winking. “You’re
looking at the singing “Jezebel” herself. Not the
real one, of course. But the dancer, singer of the
song currently featured at the Blue Rose Hotel club
room …All part of our investigation into the
Jezebel case, that is.”
Blake felt like his mind was blown.
“So…that’s means you already…” suddenly
Blake remembered the song and dance, and how
sexy she had been, dancing around with the large
buff, naked male backup-dancers. “…Wow…That
was hot…I mean incredible…yeah…You looked
great without your clothes on…I mean you have
nice tits…I mean,” Blake, stop thinking with your
dick and balls, he told himself in his mind, I thought
you weren’t into girls anymore. Maybe, he was just
expanding in his taste, rather than one replacing
the other? Either way, he felt flushed, hot and
bothered, remembering the dance, wishing he was
in between Mick and Jane in a naked performance
like that. “What I mean’t was…I’m impressed!”
Jane just nodded, and smirked, seeing how
flustered Blake was getting, she looked over art
Mick, and he shared a similar smirk, as did Charlie.
Blake thought they could all feel the tension
coming off of him, being surrounded by three
people he thought were all terribly attractive.
Maybe that tension they felt on him had to do with
what they all decided to do later on that evening
(that or Blake’s obvious boner poking up, since he
was naked.)
“Yeah, it’s exciting alright,” said Mick,
leaning over on the table, as if he had a boner as
well, (and judging by the way Jane and Charlie
casually glanced at his lap, he did.) “Jane’s always
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been a master at getting in to hard places,” Mick,
nodded, “She’s a great actress, singer, dancer,
welder, you name it.”
“Whoah…” said Blake, looking at her with
great admiration. “So the three of you must have
had a lot of memorable cases together.”
“Well…I’m still pretty new to the group,
myself,” said Charlie, sounding eager to be a part
of the conversations. “But I’ve heard a lot of great
stories.”
“I’d love to hear more of them,” said Blake,
“Anything about their private detective work.”
“Well, we’re here all night,” said Jane.
“Yeah, buddy,” said Mick. “Ask away. What
do you want to know?”
Blake smiled. This was so nice. Blake had
never been to a dinner like this before, with people
he thought of as his friends, even though he didn’t
know Charlie as well as Mick and Jane yet. In this
moment, having dinner with these three, he was
happy. Listening to their stories, and chatting with
them, he felt like he belonged, like they were his
friends somehow, like they had an unexplainable
bond, like they were a pack or from a past life.
Whatever it was, Blake wished this feeling, here
with these friends, that this dinner could last
forever.
“So what was the case you guys were
looking in to before you came out here?” asked
Blake. “I assume something led you out here, or
was it just finding out about Mr. Newman and Mick
said: “Hey guys, we’re going to Chicago!”?”
“Well, not exactly…but…” Mick rubbed the
back of his neck, looking embarrassed.
“Yes, that’s exactly what happened,” said
Jane.
Blake laughed again. So did Charlie. Mick
looked pouty again.
“I made you guys an expensive steak and
spaghetti dinner, and now you thank me by making
fun of me,” Mick grumbled, eyes closed again.
“Of course, Mick darling,” said Jane in a
faux movie star voice, and pinched his cheek. Mick
growled like a wolf from the side of his mouth, his
large canines visible and his hairy face helped this
image. Jane wiggled the side of his cheek about,
as Mick growled, causing him to make a funny
“Wah-wah-wah-wah” sound.
“So, what was your last case before this
one?” asked Blake.
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Jane now looked from Mick to Blake, letting
go of Mick’s cheek, leaving a slight red mark. Mick
looked unyielding in his look of defiance.
“That would be Christmas Lake,” said Jane.
“Oh? Is that somewhere in New York?”
asked Blake.
“Minnesota,” said Jane.
“Oh, sounds cold,” said Blake. “What were
you guys doing there?”
Suddenly, the joyous, slightly silly air in the
room, became tense, Jane looked down at the
table for a moment, and then at Mick, who looked
back at her this time, as if they were somehow
afraid to talk about it. Charlie shared this look
between them. Charlie looked the most nervous.
“Do you want to tell him, Mick?” asked Jane.
“Sure,” said Mick, “Only if you don’t make
fun of me this time,” he said with a sly smile.
“Oh, I don’t know if I can promise that,” said
Jane. “I could tell Blake about the log you kept
while out there, how you described the car crash.”
Mick suddenly blushed and almost shouted.
“Don’t you dare!” growled Mick.
“What happened at Christmas Lake?”
asked Blake, now far too curious to let the subject
go.
Mick and Jane both looked at Blake again,
then Mick shut his eyes and breathed deeply, then
looked back at Blake and took another large gulp
of wine, as if he needed it to tell his story.
“It wasn’t one of my favorite cases I’ll tell ya
that,” said Mick, he took another gulp of wine, then
put his glass on the table, then leaned forward,
Blake could see the back of his naked ass poke out
as he did. “We were up there looking into illegal
wolf trappings about a year ago, last winter,” he
said grimly, “Our cases we take cover a large array
of clients, and we leap on a case if either children
or animals, or wild-life is at stake. The wolves were
an endangered Minnesota Black Wolf, which just
so happens to be my favorite animal,” at this point
both Jane and Charlie needlessly looked and
nodded at Blake as if to approve his statement,
“Cut that out you guys,” said Mick, then looked
back at Blake, “Anyway, Blake, so naturally I took
the case, and I was the first one up at the lake,
Jane had to make arrangements for Cassie to be
watched, didn’t want to bring her to the cold of
Minnesota, and I rented a cabin, and went out into
the woods around the lake to see if I could find any
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traces, traps left by the poachers, or any signs at
all of who was doing this, so they could be stopped
…” Mick paused and took a breath, looking down.
“I thought I’d be looking for illegal hunters, able to
stop them before any wolves were harmed, what I
found was a different story…the only thing I found
were wolves, dead ones, not trapped for their hide
of fur, but left in the snow, bloodied, they were…
half eaten, Blake, as if by some much larger
predator, in various stages, some mostly
consumed, some hardly at all. But the one thing
they all had in common was their hearts were
taken, ripped out of them. If this was an animal that
did this, it had a cold, cruel calculation, with almost
surgical precision.”
“That’s terrible,” said Blake, aghast at Mick’s
story.
“Yeah…” said Mick, he almost looked tearyeyed, “But the worst part was knowing that what
did this wasn’t just some animal on a rampage, but
a thinking person, intentionally killing off such a
beautiful creature and leaving it for dead, and
doing what they did after they had killed… I hated
to think of what could have bred something so
cruel. So, heart-broken and pissed the fuck off, I
asked around the lake, and in town for any ideas
of who could have done this.”
“And…?” asked Blake.
“No one, no one around seemed to have a
definitive answer of what was causing the deaths.
The only hunch that anyone had was that it wasn’t
human. No hunters had been in the woods around
Christmas Lake for months. The few who had…
they had been found dead as well, mauled by
something…something eye-witnesses said was
neither animal or human, but resembling a whitejackal, walking on two legs in the woods at night,
that let out a cry that sounded like laughing and
crying at the same time. …There was no doubt in
my mind that was what killed the wolves. … I had
to track it down.”
“So that’s why you really came here,” Blake
concluded, “The Jackal murders. You traced them
here?”
“Not exactly,” said Mick, “There was
something else.”
“What else?” asked Blake, feeling nervous
from the way Mick and Jane now looked at each
other.
“We thought it might be the Jackal…until we
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uncovered a cold case, that had been kept hidden
by the police department, because there was no
concrete evidence to support the story told by
witnesses. A case of a body in Christmas Lake,
seen by many, floating in the water, sometimes a
woman, pale with silver-blonde hair, sometimes a
large black fish, or shark…something the size of a
whale, a great black shape. But every time the
cops were called to investigate, the police divers
found nothing. But there were signs, tracks left in
the snow that suddenly disappeared, both human
and animal, that showed they had been dragged
by something into the lake. But no evidence was
left behind, as if whatever it was had left the lake
by the time the cops got there.”
“That sounds impossible,” said Blake.
“Yeah,” said Mick, “But you see Blake, we
deal in impossible cases, because over the years,
we’ve experienced enough to know these strange,
sometimes fantastical cases happen. Sometimes
they’ve jeopardized people we’ve cared about,
people that no one has cared about, orphans, the
homeless, things that normal detectives would just
sweep under the rug. We’ve committed ourselves
to these kind of cases. Even after losing… ” Mick
stopped talking, and had that same sorrowful
expression on his face that Blake had seen before.
Jane put one of her smaller hands on Mick’s big
one, as if to comfort him. Usually Blake would
leave it alone, but Blake wanted to know more
about this case. Something about it seemed
familiar, though he didn’t know how. Images from
his nightmares and visions came to mind.
“So…you told me about the big…fish thing,”
said Blake, “What of the woman?”
Mick looked up, then gave a smirk, and
looked at Jane, something almost sinister on his
face, “I was wondering when you’d ask about that,”
said Mick. “The witnesses were asked to give a
description, but no locals had matched, none that
had gone missing anyway. But there was one. One
young woman who they had seen in the company
of the black wolves, who matched their description,
a recent resident in the past months, who had just
as mysteriously appeared at the lake as
disappeared after the case began. They said she
loved dogs and wolves, and would be seen out
with them, as if they were attracted to her, by her
voice or beauty, shortly before she disappeared
and the wolves ended up dead. A woman who the

Jezebel

police concluded was never dead, therefore there
was no case. And all that they had to identify her
was a single photo.”
“Who was she?” asked Blake. He
immediately felt cold after asking this question, as
if someone was laughing at him in some distant
place.
Both Jane and Mick looked at each other.
Jane sighed, and reached down to retrieve a
purse, then pulled something out of a wallet, a
photograph. She handed it to Mick.
“They gave us this,” said Mick, he passed
the photo across the table to Blake.
Blake nervously took the photograph into
his hands and turned it over. He went pale.
“This is a joke right?” asked Blake, looking
for a rational answer. “You’re fuckin’ with me,
right?”
“Blake,” said Mick, sounding serious, a
graveness in his voice, “I wouldn’t fuck with you
about this.”
Blake looked at Mick’s face, then down at
the the photograph, where Jezebel’s face stared,
smiling back up at him.
…
After dinner, Blake, still shaken, had finally
accepted the real reason Mick, Jane, and Charlie
were here, but couldn’t quite wrap his mind around
it. He got up from the table, still butt naked, and
went to see if his clothes were dry.
“Still wet,” said Blake, he turned to Mick who
was still sitting at the table, nude, one big leg
crossed up on his knee. “Thanks for telling me that,
I don’t feel quite as crazy for seeing half the things
I have these past few days.”
“Sure thing, Blake,” said Mick, just as
relaxed as if they were having a casual chat, or
jack-off, “I’m just sorry we had to keep it a secret
from ya until now.”
“Yeah,” said Blake, awkwardly rubbing the
back of his neck. “I mean, I don’t think I would have
taken it well if you had asked: Hey Blake, do you
know why your old girlfriend was seen swimming
naked in Christmas Lake last winter? Think she
might have been pulling people down into the lake
with her? Eh, Blake?”
“Yeah,” said Mick, rubbing the back of his
neck as well, with a laugh, “We wouldn’t have had
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as much fun as we did, anyway. I had to ease ya
up before dropping something like that on ya.”
“Yeah, haha,” Blake laughed, “Wait did you
mean ease me up to what might be really going on
with the case, or to you?” asked Blake.
Mick shrugged innocently.
“Well, I’ve finally finished your clothes,” said
Jane, coming out of the bedroom with a stack of
men’s clothing. “Took me long enough. But I think
I got them just right.”
“Oh, I just checked, they’re still wet,” said
Blake.
“What?” asked Jane, looking at Blake like
he was completely insane.
“Our clothes are still wet from the wash,”
said Blake, pointing over at the clothes line.
“No, no, your new clothes,” said Jane, “The
ones I made for you, you know, to wear when I take
you boys to the Blue Rose Hotel.”
“Oh, those clothes,” said Blake, “I almost
forgot…wait, when you take us to the Blue Rose
Hotel?”
“Yeah, you two are going to be my escorts,
and perform with me when I do my song and
dance,” said Jane. “You know that dance.”
“Song and dance?” asked Blake.
“Perform? No thanks, I can’t even…wait minute…
you…If you’re performing there, that means…you
already got in?”
“Yeah, I got the blue prints remember?” said
Jane.
“No, I mean, you performed there,” said
Blake, “I mean I know, I saw you there…but, I just
realized that mean… So that means you’re in…
in?…”
“Yeah,” said Jane with a confused tilt of the
head.
“So…If you’re already performing there…
.then we don’t have to worry about how we’re
going to get in there anymore?” asked Blake.
“Of course not,” said Jane. “We have an
inside guy, I auditioned as a performer last week,
got the job, I told them I was bringing in two new
back-up dancers last night, and you’ll be
introduced in four days at the party, that’s why I got
you measured for these new clothes.”
“Excuse me?” asked Blake, looking
completely surprised.
Continued on pg 74
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ties, Jane and Charlie both watching them pull on
their new clothes. Once dressed, they checked
“Yeah, that was all part of the plan we came each other out. Blake thought Mick pulled off his
up with…” said Jane, as if this was the most suit very well, looking very slick and snazzy, the
obvious thing, “That the best way for you guys to colors really brought out his eyes, and
get in to the hotel would be to be part of the complimented his beard and skin tone, the fedora
performance, Mick and I discussed this at length and scarf on his broad shoulders being the icing
just the other day after we had…after our alone on the big beefcake. The clothes hugged his big
time…and he said he would tell you what we…” body tight, showing off his thick lines and contours,
Jane went silent and looked over to Mick who was and his big strong build, but also looked
blushing, and looking off into the distance. “You comfortable on him. Blake’s felt the same, and he
didn’t tell Blake the plan?” Jane asked Mick, liked the color (even though he was doubtful of
rhetorically.
Jane’s choice of pink for his tie and accent stripes.)
Mick looked slowly back at Jane, then He looked at the arms of the suit, feeling them. It
sulked, looking like a puppy who was in trouble, seemed to be very fine fabric, and excellently
then shrugged. “I thought we would discuss it woven, as if by a fine maker of suits. Jane had
tonight.”
really outdone herself. Blake looked up at Mick,
Jane closed her eyes, as if trying hard not and even though he didn’t have a mirror yet, he
to be mad, and shook her head.
could tell by Mick’s grin that he thought the suit
“Mick, that was…sometimes I can’t believe looked good.
you’re a detective.”
“Wow,” said Mick, grinning and nodding,
“Neither can I, Janey,” said Mick, “Lookin’ classy there, Blake,” he winked, and
sorrowfully.
clicked his tongue, pointing a gloved finger at
Jane opened her mouth again, then just Blake.
sighed.
“Thanks man,” said Blake, feeling flattered,
“Anyway,” said Jane, “Since both of you “You do too, with your fancy gloves. Lookin’
men are naked and clean, I was wondering if you snazzy!”
wouldn’t mind trying these on for me?” asked Jane.
Blake and Mick looked over at Jane and
“Uh…sure, thanks,” said Blake, “They look Charlie, both sitting in chairs, nodding in approval.
fancy.”
“Lookin’ good, boys,” said Jane, smiling.
“Well, you’re both well established back-up
“Yeah, thanks to you,” said Blake, “These
dancers,” said Jane, nodding. “Only the best male clothes are great.”
model body-builder bodyguards for my entourage.”
“Well, they’re being modeled by some fine
“Yeah, I’m still not sure about that part,” said big men,” said Jane.
Blake, holding up the jacket of his grey suit.
Blake slightly blushed, being complimented
“Well, Mick will teach you,” said Jane, by Jane. Mick saw Blake’s expression and gave
“Believe it or not, the guys a great dancer, and him a nudge.
he…” Jane looked over at Mick, who was falling
“Thanks…” said Blake, still flushed, “…And
asleep in his chair, “Mick, stop pretending you’re I like that they have your own logo on them,” added
asleep and get up here.”
Blake, looking at the cuffs of his sleeves. He now
Blake and Mick tried on their new suits that noticed that they were the same initials and logo
Jane made for them, to see how they fit on their the were on Jane’s robe. “F.D.” Then it hit Blake.
bodies. Blake was given a slate gray pinstripe suit “.F.D. Frost Designs. Of course! I’m such an idiot,”
with pink accents and cuff links, and a hot pink said Blake out loud.
necktie, Mick had an off-white suit with white shirt
“Don’t feel bad, Blake,” said Jane sweetly,
and grey vest and black lining with black necktie. “Mick is too.”
Mick’s suit also had a gray scarf and a white fedora
“Hey!” said Mick defensively.
(with a black band), and came with a pair of white
Jane bit her lower lip and smiled innocently
gloves. Both men started to put each of the articles at him, playfully, then went back to business, and
of clothing on, helping each other with their neck- backed up a few steps.
Continued from pg 67
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“Now let me see you walk towards me,” said
Jane.
Both Blake and Mick walked forward to
Jane, in a sort of strut, modeling the clothes.
“Nice, very nice,” said Jane, “They fit you
perfectly for walking…now…let me see…just stand
still for a moment…” Jane walked up to them, her
eye level at their chests, she felt their clothes,
making sure it was hugging them in the right areas.
“Oh, wait,” said Jane. She pulled a pair of
glasses out of the breast pocket in her robe, and
put them on. She then continued to feel them up in
their suits, as if she was playing with their big
chests.
“Dammit, Janey,” grunted Mick. You know
we’re guys. Our chests, And…those glasses,”
grunted Mick.
“Relax, Micky, I’m used to your big banana,”
said Jane, dismissing him.
“Oh…oka,” grunted Mick.
Blake agreed with Mick on both counts.
Those glasses also looked great on her, they made
her look hotter than ever (almost the same effect it
had on Blake when Jezebel had put on her
glasses, but Jane was prettier, he thought) and he
secretly wished shed keep playing with their chests
a bit more…even though it was making him…
Her hands slid down their fronts, and Blake
could tell that both he and Mick were feeling the
same way, being touched up like this by her, even
for being fitted for a new suit, was kind of turning
them on. Jane wasn’t the worst person to have
doing this either. Blake felt confused, he thought
he was done being attracted to women…he
guessed not…maybe things were more
complicated than that. At this angle, Blake could
see down Jane’s robe a bit more, and liked what
he saw. Her breasts looked a decent size and
plump, not too big, but well rounded, and he started
to think things. He thought how fun it would be to
play with both her and Mick…He wondered how
they felt, to his hands and mouth, if they were like
Jezebel’s, or different, he had never been with a
woman and another guy at the same time, that
could be fun. That cleavage of hers was just
perfect for a bullseye for both him and Mick to aim
for when they were ready to…Dammit Blake, stop
being fucking horny! He thought. He was getting a
boner again in his new tight pants.
Jane
then went down to their legs, making sure the
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pants weren’t too loose or tight. “Yes…I think I got
the circumference right on your legs too…” she slid
her hands up their thighs, …and the pants show
off your bulges nicely, just enough shape to peak
interest.”
Blake wondered if Jane could tell that he
and Mick were getting hard in their pants. But
Blake didn’t mind. Her hands caressed the shape
of their large boners in their pants. Both Mick and
Blake blessed and grunted, looking at each other,
then at Jane. Jane looked up, as if she could tell
they were looking at her.
“Don’t be embarrassed boys,” she said, “I
know you’re hard. You can’t help it. Just relax.”
Both Blake and Mick exhaled, relieved she
was okay with this.
Instead of standing up, Jane sat on the floor,
and held her hand to her chin, as if in deep thought.
Blake kind of wished she had continued feeling up
their bulges a bit more.
“Nice view, nice…” she said thoughtfully,
eyeing them through her glasses, “Now turn
around and let me see the back of you, I want to
makes sure I got that part right.”
“You just wanna see our butts,” said Mick.
“Well, that’s the selling point,” said Jane, “If
you’re going to be my naked back up dancers, not
just my bodyguards, your suits have to show that
you have the right stuff, that means your whole
body, muscles, bulges ass and all….and besides,
I’ve seen plenty of your asses by themselves
already today, thank you very much.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Mick, with and arm behind
his head, blushing, realizing he had been walking
around naked for most of the night. “That’s right.”
Both Blake and Mick turn around,
presenting their butts to Jane (in their suits of
course).
“Nice, nice, perfect…” said Jane nodding,
analyzing, “They show you off with just the right
amount of shapeliness. Well, that’s thanks to your
builds,” She spread her hands over the full
circumference of their asses, feeling them up, “but
the pants and jackets are nice as well. Now give
me a wiggle.”
“What?”asked Blake, embarrassed, looking
over his shoulder.
“Give me a wiggle,” said Jane, “They show
you off nicely, but I want to make sure you won’t
pop out of them once your movie around.”
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Blake looked from Jane to Mick, who smiles
at him and shrugs, and they both put their hands
on the waist of their pants, like they were going to
hitch them up, and wiggle their big asses in the
tight pants.
“Alright, good,” said Jane, nodding, “At least
you won’t rip out of them when you walk. Seems
to be a great fit.” She patted their big butts in their
pants. Blake grunted, and had the sudden,
unbidden urge to want to be spanked by Jane. He
pictured himself and Mick bent over naked while
she smacked them. Oh, boy, this was new to him.
“I’ll say,” said Charlie, who couldn’t take
their eyes off of them.
“Hehe. You always make the best suits,
Jane,” said Mick, winking back at her.
“Oh, thanks Mick,” said Jane, now seeming
the happiest Blake had ever seen her, she was
actually blushing at Mick.
“Yeah…” said Charlie, looking mesmerized
by Mick’s ass in his new suit.
“Well, I’ve got a surprise for you Charlie,”
said Jane, giving a sly smile to him. She stood up
and held Charlie’s hands, looking excited.
“What? A surprise, for me?” asked Charlie,
suddenly glowing with excitement. “You didn’t…”
“Well, come over in to the bedroom, and I’ll
show you,” said Jane, “It’s…Oh for god’s sake
Mick, be more mature,” Jane added when Mick
snickered like a schoolboy, she turned back to
Charlie “It’s the first time I’ver made one for you,
but I think I got your dimensions just right. I just
want to see how it looks on you first before you
show it off to the guys.” She looked over at Blake
and Mick, leading Charlie to the bedroom, “We’ll
be right back. You boys just get used to those suits,
and try not to roughhouse too much.” She smiled
back at them, looking over the rim of her glass then
led Charlie by arm into the bedroom.
Blake and Mick looked at their new suits,
and then felt each other in them.
“Wow,” said Blake, “I didn’t know just how
good these would be, you feel great in yours…I
mean, it looks and feels good on ya.”
Mick chuckled.
“Yeah, I don’t know how she does it,” said
Mick, “But I don’t trust anyone else fitting me for
new clothes now. And it’s hard to find clothes my
size, ya know. For a big guy like me. Plus he likes
taking my measurements, ” Mick added with a
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goofy, lewd smile.
“Ya know, I don’t think I’ve ever owned
anything this nice before,” said Blake, looking at
just how fine his new pinstripe suit was. “I hope I
get to keep it.”
“I’m sure she’ll let ya,” said Mick. “If ya ask
her nice enough.” He winks.
Blake looks confused for a moment.
“I’m kidding, man. Of course she’ll let ya
keep it. …I think,” Mick looked at his own suit
again, “I suppose she’ll want to have us take our
clothes off again when she gets back. So we don’t
wrinkle them before the big night.”
“Yeah,” said Blake, “I don’t blame her. I’m
not used to wearing nice stuff like this. And ya
know, I think I’m getting to where I’m more
comfortable not wearing any clothes around you
guys.” Blake winked back at Mick. “Kind of can’t
wait to get naked again.”
“Hehe,” Mick chuckled. “I knew ya would…
” suddenly Mick seemed to remember something
important, and smiled big. “Oh, but before ya, do,
while we’ve still got our clothes on, I have
something…well someone I’ve been wanting to
introduce ya to.” Mick suddenly was glowing more
than Blake had seen him before, he wondered
what it was that could make him look this happy.
“I’m glad you’re dressed proper enough for the
occasion.”
“Oh?” asked Blake, curious, “Who is it?”
Mick suddenly grinned big, “My pride and
joy,” he said happily.
“Oh…well I’ve already seen it, Mick,” said
Blake. “I get why you’re proud of it, it’s quite
impressive.”
“Huh?” asked Mick, looking dumbfounded
for a moment, then realized, “No, Blake, not that,”
Mick said with a laugh. “Our baby. Cassie!”
“Oh!” said Blake, suddenly realizing he was
way off in his guess. “Oh, right of course…”
“Would ya like to see her?” asked Mick, who
looked like he couldn’t be happier to show Blake
his kid. A proud dad.
“Yeah, of course!” said Blake with a genuine
smile, seeing just how happy Mick was. He couldn’t
wait to see her. “You know, after hearing so much
about her these past few days, and not seeing her
yet, I was wondering if she was even real.”
Continued on pg 86

Jezebel

Bliss
Pictures and poem: Christian Bailly
Models: Christian
All rights reserved
https://atoimonami.blogspot.com/
https://librecoursaveux.blogspot.com
78

Bliss

I am there wise like your obedient prisoner,
I await the benefits of your incandescent poker.
Let it get to the heart of your faithful subject,
I await about your love the blows of your penknife.

My open ass is stretched towards your cock,
I hope from it some happy moments.
I'm waiting for the time when it forces my door,
So pleasure intense pain it doesn't matter to me.
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Provided that you make me your female dog,
Provided that in me your cum comes in me.
I want to feel your stick the hard blows,
I want to pay the bill with your thrusts of your kidney.

I want to feel in my corrupted flesh,
The high price of my ambiguous slavery.
You are my master humility is my chain,
I go where your lust takes me.
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I want to feel in my corrupted flesh,
The high price of my ambiguous slavery.
You are my master humility is my chain,
I go where your lust takes me.

May my ass be domesticated by your cock,
And my sex under the yoke of your games.
I am the slave devoted to your turpitu.des,
In the torment of my flesh my bliss.
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The Straight

Fireman
story by libertine78

Everyone in the story is 25+ years old. This is
a true story about what happened during a holiday visit
home.
I went out for some last minute gifts and
happened to run into my sister’s ex-boyfriend. He was
looking hot in his fireman’s uniform. He’s cool. Has a
great sense of humor and easy to talk to. He’s a couple
years older than me, about 6 feet tall, athletic muscular
build, hazel eyes, red hair, a pale complexion, and
freckles. He dated my sister for over two years, but
they had broken up about 3 months earlier. I always
had a crush on him. Eventually, he invited me to come
over and play video games, “like old times,” he said.
When I got there he grabbed me a beer and we
played for a while. Soon we started catching up some
more.
“I haven’t been out, or had sex in more than five
months he said.” I’m f*ckin’ pent up. On the bright side,
I’m getting creative with jerking off,” he said with a
laugh.
Maybe it was his confidence, but he was never
shy about talking about stuff like that. I thought about
him jerking off and I felt my dick getting hard. I couldn’t
help but look down at his bulge. I bet he’s got a nice
cock, I thought. I laughed and thought, I’m taking a
shot. “You know, I could…help you out,” I said.
“Help me out? Don’t hold out,” he said jokingly.
“I could give you a release…maybe suck your
dick, or jerk you off? I felt my face turn red, thinking that
I made a mistake.
He paused for what felt like forever and said,
“I’ve been horny all day,” he laughed. “But you know,
I’m straight. Besides, I dated your sister.”
“Yeah, I get it. Just thought I could help. I’m not
trying to turn you or anything. I thought it would be
something different for you. Something other than
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jerking off.”
“Um, thanks. I get it. But, you know…,” he
trailed off. “I only date women.”
“I get it. The offer stands though. I’m in town for
a couple weeks, if you change your mind.” I said. I
wanted him to change his mind so bad.
After a while we turned on Netflix, but spent
more time talking about sex then watching the movie.
That only made me want to blow him more. Then,
seemingly out of nowhere he said, “F*ckin’ blow job
would be nice right now. He looked at me. I can’t turn
down a bj, can I? A mouth’s a mouth, right?”
The look he gave me made my dick flinch.
“Most definitely!” I said. Being a little too enthusiastic.
“S-so how does this work?”
“Are you comfy on the couch?,” I asked.
“Yeah,” he answered.
“Then just relax. I got you, bro. All you have to
do is lay back and enjoy it. Just a friend helping a
friend,” I said.
I kneeled down in front of him and slowly pulled
down his shorts and briefs. First, revealing his groomed
red haired bush. I bit my lip in excitement. I had
daydreamed about doing this with him so many times.
Then, I pulled his bottoms down passed his knees, and
admired his muscular, freckled thighs. He lifted his hips
off of the couch so I could slide his bottoms all the way
off. His soft cock heavily flopped out. It hung down and
rested on the couch. My eyes hungrily widened, he
was bigger than I expected. I put my arms around him
and pulled him so that he was close to the edge of the
couch. His cock twirled and flipped as he adjusted
himself. Placing my hands on his solid freckled thighs,
I pushed his legs open wide so that I could take in the
view of him. I licked my lips staring at his big, smooth,
pasty white, freckled cock. It looked so good. I could
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see a hot, wild grid of blue veins through the skin. I was
desperate to devour him. His freckles, his body, his
cock.
I felt my stomach warm and my dick starting to
fill with lust.
Holding my desperation in check, I said,“Damn,
you’ve got a nice dick.”
He looked at me and politely, if not awkwardly
said, “thanks.”
The shaft and head of his dick had the hottest
freckles on it. I couldn’t wait to get my lusting tongue
on them. First, I took his still soft member in my hand
and licked him from the bottom of his shaft to his tip,
like a popsicle. I was so hungry for his dick I couldn’t
help but moan. He relaxed, letting out a deep breath
as the tension left his body, when I took his soft sexy
dick into my mouth. I buried my nose into his ginger
colored bush and took a deep breath in. He smelled
just like I imagined. It was a sweet musky smell mixed
with the scent of campfire. I was so desperate to make
his cock feel good. He let out soft moans as I urgently
sucked on him, enjoying the feeling of his soft
circumcised dick getting hard in my mouth.
Soon, his cock was fully engorged and I had to
use my hand in tandem with my mouth. I wanted to get
a good look at his hard cock, so I started to stroke his
shaft slowly while playfully licking the sexy freckles on
the head. It was definitely over seven inches with
enough girth that I could just close my hand around it.
The wild grid of veins had gotten thicker. F*ck, I
thought, his cock deserves to be worshipped. I felt my
body craving his moans, his orgasm, his cum.
I started rubbing his glands against my rigid
tongue. I looked up at him, his head was back and his
mouth was open as he let out a shaky moan. I smiled
watching his breath quicken and his stomach twitch
with each of my hungry, teasing licks. Then, while
stroking his shaft, I took the thick, red, head of his dick
into my mouth and he moaned loudly in turn, while I
gently sucked on it like it was a lollipop that I couldn’t
get enough of. With him in my mouth, I started to swirl
my tongue around the head. His whole body hitched
with each swirl.
“Holy shit dude,” he said, “I can’t believe this is
happening.”
I stopped for a moment, “You good?,” I asked.
“Just surprised,” he answered. “Don’t stop.”
I was happy to oblige him. He couldn’t see, but
my aching dick swelled against the tight jeans I was
wearing. After all that teasing, I finally took his whole
sexy, reddening, swollen cock into my mouth. He
gasped loudly and breathed out slowly saying, “F*ck
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yesssss.”
Hearing him sent a long throb to my cock.
I was so eager to hear more of his moans. I
started to slowly bob my head on his engorged cock.
My cheeks were dimpled as I sucked like a vacuum
with every bob.
“He moaned, “holy shit…ahhhhh my god!” He
reached down for a moment and grabbed my hair
showing me the pace He wanted. He kept his hand in
the back of my head as I ferociously bobbed on his
cock following the pace he set for me.
After a while, his engorged cock was dripping
with my saliva, all the way down his smooth pink balls.
My jaw needed a break so I started to stroke him again
while I licked and sucked his balls. He started to make
little gasps and moans of pleasure. Then I saw the slick
pre-cum flow from his throbbing dick. I excitedly licked
it up as quickly as it flowed. Which only made me more
hungry for his cum.
My dick was just seething in my jeans.
“It’s so hot in here,” he said. Then he pulled off
his shirt revealing his smooth, freckled, muscular chest,
shoulders, and tattoos. F*ck I thought to myself, those
tattoos make him even hotter. I have a thing for tattoos
too. I held his rock hard cock and licked it some more.
I wanted to lick and touch all of the freckles on his chest
too. Seeing him completely naked made my hard dick
ache against my jeans.
I started sucking his incredible cock again.
Listening to his hot moans as I was bobbing my head
and twisting my hand around his shaft. I wanted to
make him come so hard. After a long while, he said,
“My god, I’m getting close,” he said. “Are you gonna let
me finish in your mouth?!” He seemed confused.
I stopped sucking and stroked him slowly as I
responded, “mmhmm.” In truth, I would’ve let him cum
wherever he wanted. Hot ass firefighter, do whatever
you want to me, I thought. I just wanted his cum so bad.
Again, I started sucking him excitedly with my hungry,
lusting, slut mouth. He started breathing harder. He put
a hand on the back of my head and pushed me down
on his full swollen cock gagging me. He let up a little,
but held the back of my head as he started rocking his
hips, thrusting his cock up into my mouth. I felt my eyes
start to water as his cock slammed against the back of
my throat. If I could have spoke, I would’ve begged for
his cum.
I moved a hand up to his hard abs mostly
because I couldn’t resist touching them. “My god! My
god! My god!,” he gasped out. His whole body hitched
and trembled uncontrollably. “Oh, f*ck!, I’m coming,” he
exclaimed. He lifted his hips towards my mouth. I felt
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his abs flex and with a loud, low, manly grunt his first
uncontrolled, orgasmic spasm of ecstasy sent an
explosion of cum into my mouth. He coated my tongue
and throat in his warm, salty seed. I let it slide down my
throat. I looked up at him. His freckled face and chest
had turned red, his eyes were squeezed closed, and
his mouth was open as he continued to grunt while
sending eruptions of more luscious cum into my mouth.
He finally lowered his hips back onto the couch. I
waited until his pulsing cock stopped before I hungrily
sucked him one last time from balls to tip. After making
sure that I had every drop of my reward, I swallowed.
He fell back limp onto his sofa. He was still breathing
hard as I teasingly licked the red sensitive head of his
dick a few more times for good measure. His dick
playfully flinched.
The frenzy of his magnificent orgasm turned
me on so much. My dick throbbed in my jeans.
Still naked, he ran his hands through his hair in
a gesture of disbelief. “F*ck, dude, I don’t know what
to say. Can’t believe you swallowed. That was just…
unexpected,” he mumbled.
“Hopefully in a good way?,” I questioned.
“Dude, yes,” he continued, “No woman is that
into sucking my dick. And then you swallowed and It
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felt…awesome. I’m just…confused. I just didn’t
expected to like it so much.”
I proudly stood up in front of him, “I just helped
you out. It doesn’t have to be anything more than that.
Unless you want it to be?,” I asked. “You just used my
mouth instead of your hand tonight,” I laughed a little.
He noticed my dick still hard in my jeans.
“Damn dude,” he pointed.
I laughed, “Yeah, sorry, I was enjoying myself.
As you can see.”
“No offense,” he said, “I…I don’t think I can
reciprocate or anything.”
“No, don’t even worry about that. It’s all good
bro. Anytime I can help, I’m there.” I smiled and
laughed.
I backed up and he got up and pulled his
bottoms back on. And then threw on his shirt. I let my
erection fade. “You want to keep playing games?,” I
asked.
“I don’t know if I can concentrate, my dick is still
tingling,” he said with a laugh. Let’s just watch
something?”
So we sat back down on the couch like nothing
happened. Eventually I fell asleep on his couch until
morning.
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“So, whaddya think?” asked Mick in a
whisper.
Blake looked from the stuffed “teddy-wolf”
Mick looked confused, and tilted his head at
to
Mick,
who was eagerly smiling, as if he couldn’t
Blake’s statement.
“Of course she’s real,” said Mick, “Jane and wait to hear his opinion on a work of art he had
created.
I made her.”
“Yeah,” said Blake. “She sure is cute.”
“That’s not what I…never mind,” said Blake.
“Isn’t she adorable?” asked Mick.
“Well, come on,” said Mick, grabbing Blake
“Well I can tell she’s your daughter. She
around his shoulders, “But quietly, I don’t want to
wake my sleeping angel up.” Mick suddenly looks like you,” said Blake, whispering back.
“Ah, shucks, thanks,” said Mick, flattered, “I
whispered.
always thought she looked more like Jane, but I
“Alright,” Blake suddenly whispered back.
Mick led Blake over to the farthest door to guess I can see that, she has my hair I think,” Mick
the right, next to the bedroom where Jane and looked back down at the slumbering Cassie in the
Charlie were, and quietly opened the door. Inside crib-bed, “Yeah…I guess she kind of does look like
was a dimly lit nursery, with a crib at the far wall, me…Without the beard o’ course,” added Mick,
and what looked like piles of stuffed animals motioning his hand over his face and jaw-line.
“Of course,” said Blake, feeling it was rather
stacked all around, all wolfs and dogs of all
unnecessary
for Mick to add.
different colors, shapes and sizes. Blake wondered
“Well, we better let her sleep,” said Mick,
why an infant would need so many plush animals.
Mick led Blake over to the crib, as Blake now “She’s had a long day, being disturbed by all of us
noticed that the nursery was painted a light purple, going in and out of the apartment. Poor girl needs
lavender color on the walls with what looks to be her rest.”
“Yeah,” Blake whispers back, “Not to
childish scribbling in one the corners. Mick reached
the crib first and motions for Blake to come on over. mention how disturbed she’ll be when you start
The room was lit by one lamp, used as a nightlight, snoring,” Blake added.
Mick looked at Blake like a confused puppy
covered with a rotating shade which cast shapes
of moons, stars, and wolves that appeared to be again, then seemed to find this absolutely hilarious
chasing them. The moon shapes were in various and let out an involuntary laugh, like a bark.
“Hah!” Mick laugh, then put his big hand
phases, from full, to half, to crescent. Blake walked
over to Mick and peered inside the crib. It took over his mouth.
Mick looked down at baby Cassie to make
Blake’s eyes a moment to adjust to the dim lighting,
but he finally saw her. She looked no more than sure he hadn’t woken her.
Cassie stirred around in her purple covers,
one or two, a toddler at the oldest, but Blake could
already tell for sure she was Mick’s daughter, with in her footie pajamas, and opened her eyes for a
raven black hair, but also had facial features that brief moment, long enough for Blake to see what
reminded him of Jane as well, asleep in blue color they were, then shut them again, yawning,
pajamas with stars and moons on them. She and went back to sleep.
Mick let out a sigh of relief.
cuddled with a black furred wolf plushie with
“Whew, that was close, wasn’t it buddy?”
orange eyes, which seemed to glow, as if watching
over her. Blake was reminded of the wolf face he asked Mick.
Blake didn’t respond. He had been
saw in his “hallucinations” for a moment. The
stuffed animal wolf had a red collar on, with a silver captivated by her eye-color. He had never seen
dog-tag that said “Paw” on it. “Paw”… Blake’s anything quite like it. One eye, the right, had
mind briefly went back to his conversation with the seemed to be a perfect marble combination of her
Hyena-man in the world’s fair-grounds, and the father and mother’s eye colors, blue and oliveperson he had mentioned, the “big wolf guy”. The green, but the other eye, the left eye, had an iris
description and Blake’s visions of Mick seemed to that appeared to be a glowing, fire-like orange, lit
match, now this name, “Paw” on the stuffed plush up like a firefly or a halloween pumpkin, a color that
reminded Blake exactly of the eyes of the wolf that
wolf. What did it…
Continued from pg 76

86

Jezebel

he had seen in his visions, and the one that lay
next to her “watching” over her. The same eye
color he thought he had seen flash and spark in
Mick’s eyes on occasion. Blake shook his head.
He felt like he had seen those eyes somewhere
else in a distant memory, but trying to think of it was
making his head hurt, as if something was
preventing him from accessing that memory.
“Yeah, close,” said Blake. “Thanks for letting
me see her, she’s beautiful. Like her mom and
dad.”
Mick suddenly grinned big, happy and
proud.
“Oh, boys,” came Jane’s voice from the
living room. “I have something to show you.”
Both Mick and Blake shot a confused
glance at one-another, then shrugged and smiled,
and went out into the living room. Blake left the
nursery first, then Mick, quietly shutting the door to
the lavender room, where Cassie continued to
sleep quietly, surrounded and guarded by many
wolves, moons and stars.

cufflinks, a chain in his lapel with a silver pocket
watch, a white flower also in the lapel, and a cute
blue and white striped bow tie.
“Oh my god Charlie! You look so adorable!”
Mick went up to Charlie and gave him a hug and
pinched his chubby cheeks.
“Haha, Mick, stop,” said Charlie laughing,
but blushing.
Mick ruffled Charlie’s hair.
“Yes, Mick please stop,” said Jane, “We
don’t want to wrinkle Charlie’s new clothes
already.”
Mick let go of his hold on Charlie. “Oh, yeah,
I forgot, sorry Charlie,” said Mick, chuckling. He
patted Charlie down for any wrinkles, with his
gloved hands, then gave him a kiss on the
forehead.
Charlie was just smiling happily up at Mick,
all he could think of to say was.
“I…I like the hat,” said Charlie.
“Why, thank ya, Charlie,” said Mick with a
thick Brooklyn accent, and tipped his fedora.
This made Charlie chuckle and blush like a
Jane was standing in her salmon pink robe, schoolgirl.
next to the open door to the bedroom, her glasses
“Alright you boys,” said Jane, smiling at how
now back in her hands, looking eager to present cute they were, “Charlie I’m going to want you to
something.
try and wiggle your ass in that for me like these two
“Well, what do you think?” asked Jane.
did, to see how sturdy your pants are, and give me
“It’s a nice robe,” said Mick, “But I’ve seen a walk, but first,” added Jane, when Charlie
you in it before…it shows off your tits.”
immediately started wiggling his cute big butt,
Jane looked confused.
“Mick, could you help me with something first in the
“No, not me,” said Jane, “Charlie…” she bedroom? I need to see how quickly you can out
looked next to her. “Charlie, get back out here. of your new clothes…” she stopped herself before
There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”
the others could say anything, “We’ll have to dance
“But, Janey, I’m not ready for them to see naked…”
me like this,” came Charlie’s voice from the
“Oh? Yeah, sure Janey,” said Mick,
bedroom.
sounding excited, and then gave another wink and
“Oh, you look fine, Charlie, trust me,” Jane tip of his hat to Charlie and Blake, as if he knew
actually sounded very gentle and kind with Charlie, how good he looked. Jane smirked, amused at his
and much less demanding than when she was behavior.
talking with Mick. Jane couldn’t seem to wait for
“Oh, and if you’re okay with it, Mick and I
them to see her work on Charlie’s suit.
were thinking we might all need to work on relieve
Blake heard Charlie take a deep breath and some of your guys’ tension and get that out of the
sigh, then he walked out of the bedroom.
way before we start practicing for the naked
Blake heard Mick gasp, as if he had just “Jezebel” dance, if we’re going to be dancing
seen something incredibly cute.
together naked that is…you boys seem a little pent
Charlie looked dapper in his new suit. He up in those pants…” she winked at Blake.
had on a cute tuxedo with a ruffled white shirt, a
Blake blushed, as did Charlie. Mick smirked.
light gray vest, a coal colored coat (jacket) with six
Mick followed Jane into the bedroom and
silver buttons, and matching pants, turquoise she shut the door.
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Blake and Charlie smirked at each other,
and eyed each-other and their clothes.
“You look great, Charlie,” said Blake,
wanting to compliment him since they hardly
shared any words together so far.
“Thank, Blake,” said Charlie, happily, “You
do as well…really good. Hope ya don’t mind me
saying?” He added with his usual uncertainty.
“Not at all, Charlie,” said Blake with a smile.
“Great,” said Charlie, as if he was relieved
they were finally talking. Blake couldn’t shake the
feeling that Charlie acted as if he somehow had
met Blake before. “Oh…” Charlie seemed to notice
something on his sleeves. He was suddenly
holding one of his silver and turquoise cufflinks in
his hand. “…I can’t seem to keep these on, haha,”
Charlie laughed nervously, “Would you mind
helping me put these back on before Jane gets
back, Blake? She had to help me with them before.
I…don’t know how. Haha…” Charlie sounded more
embarrassed and nervous than before.
“Sure Charlie,” shrugged Blake, happy to
help, “No problem.”
Blake walked up to Charlie to help him with
his cufflinks, and without thinking, or remembering
what had happened the previous time they had
made physical contact, he reached for the cufflinks
in Charlie’s chubby fingers.
As Charlie handed Blake his cuff links, the
skin on their fingers touched….

ago. What was happening? Was this a real
memory? What was…? Then he heard Charlie
whimper, after looking at something in the mirror
behind them. Blake looked to where Charlie had
seen it. He gasped. He felt that same terrible icy
chill he had experienced in the world’s fair grounds.
It was as if he were looking straight into a
nightmare. …
…
It was the Jackal. Whether it was real
or merely a mental image, it was horrifying. It’s
white skin/fur gaunt and pale, flecked with red,
fresh blood around its lips, as if it’s just killed, the
lips recoiled, bearing its teeth, like it was smiling a
cruel twisted smile. Blake felt it was looking right at
him somehow, with Charlie. That’s when his mind
put the entire image together. It was standing right
behind them, towering just over them. They had
nowhere to run in time. It grinned down at them
with blood dripping from its teeth. Why had it not
killed them yet? Its long sharp clawed hands,
almost skeletal, hung over their heads, like
operating tools. Suddenly Blake felt a headsplitting pain in his skull as he held tightly onto
Charlie. Charlie screamed and an ear-splitting
screech joined the pain in his head, and all went
red, then white-hot…then black….All was dark…
…. Screams once again filled the air, almost
like some terrible song…
…

…
…Blake immediately started to black out…
and a sudden vision of a memory filled his mind…
.He was holding on to Charlie, protecting him like
a bodyguard, wearing an all black suit with a Black
necktie, and Charlie was hiding his face in Blake’s
chest. At first he wondered why Charlie was being
so sensitive. …. Then he saw where they were. It
was the same bar, with mirrored walls which he
hadn’t noticed last time, the place his memory had
taken him before, but the floor was littered with
dead bodies, all torn to pieces by something,
gaping holes in their chests, like their hearts had
been ripped violently out. He knew he had to keep
Charlie safe from whatever was after them. If they
hadn’t known to hide…he thought…then they
would be like the ones on the floor. …What was
Blake thinking? He had only met Charlie a day
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Tony Hung Adventures

Inflight Emergency
Blue Job
Story by Tony Hung
This story I reminisce a lot about because it
was so funny. A month after I first gave Brian the
BJ, we couldn’t get alone since.
A lot has happened. We lived in the SP
(Security Police) dorm. My roommate had
discharged from the Air Force and went back home
to Kansas City. Brian’s roommate Rick, who was
also a good friend of mine and had a very nice dick
that I never got to play with, got orders for
Cheyenne Mountain Air Force Base Colorado
Springs, Colorado.
That meant Brian also didn’t have a
roommate (wink, wink). We were going to talk to
the powers above us to see if we could room
together.
Brian had made SRA, E4, and was given
his own fire team after SSGT Scott was demoted
for excessive weight. Heck, they gave him plenty
of chances, so I didn’t feel sorry for him. But now
he was part of my fire team.
Sadly, now that Brian had his own fire team
it was hard for myself and Brian to ride together.
But one late morning I was the lead on a two man
unit on the north side of base. There’s not much on
that side except forest, a ski slope, WSA (weapons
storage area) (I haves great story of me and Brian
at the WSA), and the elephant cage. The elephant
cage was a giant antenna 3/4 of a mile in
circumference.
We
listened
to
Soviet
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communications with it.
That’s were I was heading to start relieving
guys for lunch. I had my member trade with Brian
so we could go to lunch together. As we were
making the exchange, at the gate to the
compound, we all got a call about an inflight
emergency. A F4 couldn’t get his parachute to
release which they needed to stop. This meant
they had to use their hook like they do on aircraft
carriers.
Brian and I ran out to the truck and took off
lights and siren. I always got a rush on these
things. Of all the inflight emergencies I’ve
responded to I had never seen one injury. We were
there as a precaution.
It was about a ten mile trip. As soon as we
got on the main road, Brian surprised the hell out
of me and unzipped my pants and took out my
dick. He said ,“I’ve been waiting to do this for a long
time.”
He went down on me and boy was it good.
Had he been practicing on someone else? I slowed
down a little which I shouldn’t had.
I was having a hard time concentrating on
my driving. My eyes kept wanting to go in the back
of my head in pleasure. “Oh shit!” I said. “I’m
getting close!”
I took a left to head to the fight line while
Brian sucked on my head. My legs began to shake.
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I took a right onto the light line. At the stop sign, I
told him I was cumming. He took his mouth off my
six inches of manhood and started to stroke me.
I miss the power of the orgasms of my
youth. “Ol’ faithful” isn’t as faithful anymore.
I shot out. Ropes of baby batter flying all
over from the ceiling of the truck, to my uniform,
and some on Brian. “Oh shit!”
I drive on to where we are stationed on the
flight line, which luckily wasn’t far from the stop
sign.
“Unit 3 to 5.” I heard on the radio. I was 5
and 3 was a single man covering the north flight
line. “What’s your location?”
I told him and then we both hurriedly tried to
find something to clean me up.
Nothing! Nothing was in the truck that could
clean me up. I ended up using the bottom of my
uniform shirt which I then tucked back into my
pants.
Brian was laughing so hard at all this.
Though I was panicking, I was laughing too.
Then unit 3 pulled along side us. We all
rolled down our windows and I noticed he was
looking at me strangely.
This is when it’s like the movie “Something
about Mary”. The other guy said “What’s in your
hair?”
Brian lost it. I put my hand through my hair
to find cum in my hair.
I said “Oh, that’s just hair jell.”
He then said “Why the hell do you use hair
jell? Your hair is so short.”
Again, Brian lost it.
After the emergency was over Unit 3 left for
lunch.
The F4 landed safely and we’re trying to
recover from the events of the last ten minutes. I
then notice Brian looking up at the ceiling.
Curious, I looked up just as a glob of
daddies delight stalactite falls from the ceiling onto
my lips. I reacted by spitting it out which tossed it
onto the steering wheel. Which just changed the
location of the cum stalactite.
Brian was now dying with laughter. He rolled
out of the truck trying to compose himself just as
our flight chief rolled up. I’m thinking to myself
“What more can happen?”
MSGT Jones was a very laid back guy. He
rolled up next to my door and said In his Alabama

Inflight Emergency Blue Job

accent. “Is Ryan alright?”
Ryan was Brian’s last name. I’m sure
Brian’s mom was pissed when his dad insisted on
naming him Brian-Brian Ryan.
I told the flight chief he was okay and then
the flight chief said “When Ryan gets his shit
together ask him if he would like to to room with
you in the dorm.”
I said “We’ve already discussed this and we
were going to inquire about it when we got off.”
He said “Consider it done.”
He drove off and as I watched him drive
away, I saw him look at Brian on the ground and
just shake his head, as he got further away.
Now you can see why I think of this often.
Thanks for reading this. I have more memories to
share with Brian and me.

If you are thinking about
harming yourself — get
immediate support. Connect to a
crisis counselor 24/7, 365 days
a year, from anywhere in the
U.S. It is 100% confidential, and
100% free.

Call
866-488-7386
Text
‘Start’ to 678-678
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