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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

 

 

Nothing people said mattered to Louis Tartt because he knew he was the next big thing. His darling personality and deep, seductive voice would make him famous. Nobody would be able to resist his charm when he spoke on the radio. He was just waiting for his big break. Now, he was a local radio deejay’s assistant, but his day would come. He even got to fill in for the main deejays when they called in sick, but it didn’t happen often.

Louis was saving up so he could move to Chicago. He often applied to radio jobs in the city, hoping one would take him. Lake Morton, Wisconsin, was a beautiful town with a spectacular lake, but Louis wanted more. He wanted to hear the screams of the city instead of a deafening quiet at night. He rented a one-bedroom house at the edge of town, but a roommate in the city sounded better. Louis could get so lost in his fantasies of living in the big city, he didn’t even see everything he had in front of him.

“Louis, you know any new indie songs we can share with our listeners?”

Eleanor, the main deejay, played soft rock, classics, and some newer stuff. Eleanor tried to share two or three new songs with her listeners every week. She loved promoting artists, especially if they were local. Louis loved how chill his station was, even though he wanted to work at one of the big ones. He didn’t care if he had to play the same forty songs on repeat if it meant a swath people knew his name.

“Yeah, I brought a list,” said Louis. He passed Eleanor the list of songs and bands he’d found. He did one every week. Eleanor gave him the list she’d come up with, and they would decide on which songs to share with the listeners later this week.

“Have a nice night,” Eleanor said after she’d read over his list. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Outside of work, Louis lived a rich life. He loved spending time with his friends. Louis’ best friend, Poppy, was as outgoing as him, and they could stir up a storm when they were together.

Louis drove to his one-bedroom house at the edge of town. It backed up to trails and wasn’t far from Lake Morton, but Louis had to drive to part of the lake where most people parked and swam. Why would Louis miss Lake Morton when he would have Lake Michigan in Chicago?

Louis turned the key in his front door, sighing as he pushed the door open and stepped inside. His home smelled of fresh air because he kept the windows open, even when he went to work. He had neighbors, but there were tons of trees between his house and theirs. He knew who lived in every house on his street.

Louis’ phone buzzed as he was standing in front of his bathroom mirror, shaving the hair from his body. He hated hair and had gotten laser treatments done, but it needed touching up sometimes. He couldn’t wait until he could afford the permanent hair removal; but could always find coupons for laser treatments until then.

Poppy: What are you doing tonight? Victor and I are going to the carnival. You have to come with us!

Without replying, Louis locked his phone. He needed to finish what he was doing. He was half covered in shaving cream, not sure if he wanted to go out tonight. Louis was an outgoing guy, but some nights he liked to stay in and wear his favorite clothes.

Louis finished shaving, dipping his razor in hot water and reapplying shaving cream to touch up any spots he had missed. He rinsed off and patted himself dry while watching TV in the living room. He was surfing the internet, reading posts on social media, checking out pictures of handsome guys, and letting himself air dry.

An hour had passed before he replied to Poppy, who was his best friend.

Louis: What time?

Poppy: 7:30? 8?

It was summer in Wisconsin, so the sun lingered well into the evening. Louis told Poppy he would meet her at eight since it was already six fifteen. Kevin, the evening deejay, worked until nine, and then the radio station functioned automatically the rest of the night. Louis wanted Kevin’s spot but wasn’t sure he would ever get it. He only got the leftovers when they were sick.

Louis: Okay, I’ll message you when I get there.

Poppy replied within seconds. Louis imagined her sitting at her dresser, painting her nails or straightening her hair. She had bleached blonde hair and spent a lot of time running it through a flat iron.

Poppy: Perfect. Victor and I are hanging at my house. See you there.

Louis went to his bedroom and opened his top drawer. Mixed in with the trunks were thongs, panties, and tights. He loved wearing lingerie and womanly things. He had a padded bra and dresses in his closet. Feminine blouses. Louis didn’t go out much in public dressed as a woman, but he loved to do it for himself. Nothing turned him on more than seeing the outline of his dick in a tight thong.

Louis pulled out a sky blue thong made of satin fabric. It was tight around his muscular ass and taut on his dick. He loved how his balls fit perfectly in them, even though he’d bought them in the women’s section. Louis put on the sky blue thong and a pair of jeans over them. He wore a red t-shirt with the logo of a local sports team.

Throughout his life, Louis has always been a fan of sports. He played soccer and football, spoke with a deep voice, and had an athletic body. Most people didn’t assume Louis was gay at first sight, but Louis loved nothing more than kissing a hot guy or putting on a cute dress and sucking one’s dick.

Louis was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, and he could still feel his half erect dick pressing against the satin fabric. He left his house early so he could buy a beer and food at the carnival while he waited for Poppy and Victor.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

 

 

Not everyone in Lake Morton, Wisconsin, wanted to leave town for the big city. Michael Cordon was in the group that didn’t. He’d lived in the city his entire life and wanted to die there too. He loved the fresh air, fishing on the sparkling water, and working from home.

Michael got up every morning to stretch, exercise, and fish before the markets opened. By the time the markets closed, he was ready for dinner and went to bed early most days. Michael wouldn’t trade his life for anything.

The markets had closed a few hours ago. Michael spent a lot of time researching stocks after the market closed most days. Today, hours had passed without him noticing. He had a long list of potential investments, and his eyes hurt.

Michael got up from his computer and went to the kitchen to make himself a pan-fried fish sandwich. He breaded his fish as the pan heated on the stove before dropping it into the shallow oil bath. Michael had caught and cleaned the fish himself that morning.

When Michael wasn’t trading stocks on the market, he sold fish to locals who had his number. His side business was word-of-mouth. He operated it professionally and had his papers in order, but he didn’t want it to grow much larger than it already was. Michael didn’t need the money because he had plenty of that.

Michael enjoyed the human contact selling fish brought. Sometimes he wondered why he did it when customers bitched, but it was part of the job. No matter how well he operated his side business, there was someone who would complain about his work. He sold fish cut, cleaned, and ready-to-cook.

Michael flipped the fish and prepped the other parts of his sandwich. Whenever he got tired of cooking what he caught, he would pick up food from the store or throw some frozen meal he had in the oven.

When his phone rang, Michael sighed. He saw Oscar’s name flash across the screen.

“What’s up?” Michael asked as he held the phone with his shoulder. He lifted his fish out of the pan and slid it onto his dressed bread.

“I need more fish! Do you have any?” Oscar asked in a panicked voice. He used to be a bank manager until retiring last year, but set up a fried-fish stand at the local carnival this year. Oscar had told Michael he decided to sell food at the annual festival to express his passion for food, but he sounded stressed to Michael. “Michael! There’s a huge line here, and I don’t know what to do!”

Michael didn’t have time for this. He just wanted to sit back, listen to fifties and sixties music, and chill at his house. “Why don’t you just close the stand for the day?”

“I asked, but they won’t let me!”

“You could send someone to the grocery store?”

“That fish is trash,” said Oscar. Michael could hear people yelling and food frying in the background. The sounds of the rides. Michael hated the annual summer carnival, but everyone in town loved it. “I can’t sell grocery-store fish. I’ll pay you double. Don’t you have anything?”

“I sold you everything. You have to put in a bigger order. Did you want double tomorrow?” asked Michael. He had a freezer full of vacuum-sealed fish filets, but he wasn’t trying to leave the house. His sandwich was staring at him, and Oscar was still yelling on the other end of the phone.

“Michael, please! I know a man like you has more,” Oscar said before going into a long rant about how Michael had eight of everything, which was true. He never wanted to run out of the stuff he used daily.

“Fine. I’ll be there in thirty minutes, but I only have frozen fish.”

“Thanks fine. I’ll make a hot bath now! Thank you! I’ll give you extra. You’re a life saver!” Oscar said and hung up the phone.

Michael sat at his kitchen table and slammed his fist against its surface before taking a deep breath. He looked out the window and made his perspective more positive. It would be good to get out the house. He clicked his phone to check the time, and it was fifteen minutes past seven. He ate his sandwich as quickly as he could. Michael didn’t want to leave, but he went to his bedroom to put on a pair of shoes and socks.

After gathering pounds of fish from the deep freezer, Michael put away his list of potential investments and grabbed his keys from the bowl on the kitchen counter.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

 

 

Louis ran up to Poppy and Victor when they appeared in the food court. Louis was happy he’d left the house. Happy to feel the summer’s evening air brush against his face. To hear the hum of the insects. To feel the buzz of the crowd. Louis loved being out in the world, and his sky blue thong felt incredible against his smooth skin.

“There you are,” Louis said as he hugged Poppy while Victor stood to the side. Louis liked Victor, but he was a wallflower most of the time. Victor and Louis had dated, but Louis was far too much for Victor. They hadn’t lasted long in a romantic relationship, but they were great friends.

Louis had eaten fried fish and drank a beer to relax while he waited for his friends to arrive. They had taken a little longer than he expected. Poppy was early to everything. “Your breath smells like beer,” said Poppy as she stepped back from the hug.

“I ate. Sorry,” he said.

Poppy slapped Louis on the shoulder. “How could you eat without us? You’re so rude, Louis,” she said.

Louis scoffed. He had no time for her accusations. “You two can eat now. The fried fish is incredible. The man selling it said his friend catches it fresh every day and was waiting for another delivery.”

In a different part of the park, Michael unloaded the last cooler of frozen fish from the back of his truck. It was almost eight o’clock, and Michael just wanted to go home, but Oscar had an endless line of people begging him for fish and hush puppies.

“You’re a lifesaver,” Oscar said as Michael approached his stand. He already had the first cooler of fish soaking in warm water to defrost. Oscar was scooping fried fish nuggets and hush puppies into a paper container.

Two men and a woman approached the counter. Oscar seemed to recognize one, beaming when he looked up. “Coming back for more?”

Louis chuckled. “No, my friends came late, and they’re hungry.”

Poppy screeched and pulled on her bleach blonde hair, “What?! You’re the one who told us eight o’clock!”

Louis didn’t notice because his eyes were on Michael. Michael was watching Louis watch him, and he couldn’t have been more turned on. Most people wouldn’t suspect a guy like Michael was gay, but he was, and it was hard to come by a decent guy.

Michael didn’t use the apps, but he could tell when a man was into him, just as he knew Louis wanted him. The mutual attraction between them obvious.

Oscar, the fish vendor, didn’t notice any different. Poppy was steaming and complaining to Victor about Louis. Victor was staring at the pile of hush puppies and bubbling oil as Poppy whined. “Would you mind giving me a second? I have to pay the man for his fish,” Oscar said with a bright smile.

“That’s fine,” Poppy said in a dismissive tone. “Are you listening to me, jerk?” she asked and pushed on Louis’ shoulder.

“Why do you always have to push me? Damn,” said Louis. He loved Poppy, but she could get on his nerves sometimes.

“You never listen,” she said.

“I wasn’t planning on coming early. It just happened,” said Louis. He had turned his attention from Michael to Poppy, staring into her eyes so she knew he was listening. Victor stuffed his hands in his pockets, looked the other way, and whistled. No wonder Poppy loved having him around. He was like her puppy. An accessory she could push this way and that, making him do whatever she wanted. Louis had noticed Poppy’s changing, overly dominant attitude the more time she and Victor spent together.

Oscar counted money, giving Michael an extra sixty dollars for the late delivery and coming out to the festival. Michael tried to give the money back to him, looking at Louis through the corner of his eye, but Louis was busy engaging Poppy. They were bantering like old friends, which brought a smile to Michael’s face. “I insist,” said Michael.

“No. It’s yours. Will you give me double tomorrow? I’m sorry we’re so busy! Will double the fish be okay?”

Michael didn’t mind spending more time on the water. He could trade stocks from his phone, even though he preferred to do it from his computer. He didn’t buy and sell them often, but he liked to keep an eye on them when the market was open. One never knew when the market would swing. “Not a problem,” Michael said and stuffed the money into his pocket.

Michael stared at Louis, letting his eyes linger on him, until Oscar opened his mouth to take their order. The line had grown behind them. “Sorry about that. Crazy busy day. What could I get for you?” Oscar asked in his bright, singsong voice.

Louis moved away from Poppy and Victor as they ordered, following the hot guy who had brought fish to the man selling it. They’d been making crazy eye contact, and Louis wanted to say hello. It wasn’t every day he saw a rugged guy staring at him. “Hey, wait up,” he said.

Michael turned to see the sexy guy who had a surprisingly deep voice running his way. He had buzzed blonde hair and a fantastic body. Michael had a brown mullet, and he ran his hand over the top of his head, pulling on the long part.

Louis knew everyone complained mullets weren’t sexy, but Michael was the sexiest man he’d seen since the last time he went to Chicago. Louis slowed to a walk, closing the gap between him and Michael. “I know you sell fish, but fish isn’t what I like,” Louis said as he approached Michael, feeling more confident than normal since Michael was smiling and looking him up and down.

“If you don’t like fish, then what are you doing eating it?” asked Michael.

Louis smirked. “I could think of better things to eat than fish,” he said.

Michael’s dick was growing hard. Who was this man, and where had he come from? Lake Morton wasn’t that big of a place. Michael didn’t know everyone, but he couldn’t even remember seeing this hottie. He wanted to know everything about Louis. The way he moved was slightly flamboyant, but Louis was all man; at least he looked that way. Michael couldn’t see the thong hiding beneath his jeans.

“I could, too,” said Michael.

“What’s your name?” asked Louis. They exchanged names, and Louis felt like he was already in love. The chemicals in his brain swirling around, making him high with hope. “Nice to meet you, Michael,” Louis said. He put out his hand, shaking Michael’s hand with a firm, yet not-too-firm grip.

“The pleasure is mine, Louis,” he said.

Louis looked over his shoulder. He couldn’t see Poppy or Victor. He checked his phone, and neither had texted him. Louis wanted to spend more time with Michael, so he said, “are you leaving?”

“I was about to, yeah. I go to sleep early,” he said.

“Oh, yeah. A fisherman must have to wake up early,” Louis said and frowned to convey his disappointment that Michael was leaving so soon. Michael noticed this and stood straight, shaking his shoulders. He was such a robot sometimes, he couldn’t even notice when he was tossing a good thing in the trash. “But I could stick around for a second. Did you want to grab a beer?”

Louis shook his head. “I was thinking we could sit by the tree?”

“Or in the back of my pickup?” he asked.

“Perfect,” Louis said and took Michael’s hand, pulling him toward the rows of cars. “I guess I should let you lead the way,” said Louis. They had walked a few steps, and Louis had no idea which one was Michael’s truck.

“Sure,” Michael said and led them to his silver pickup truck. He pulled down the back, and they sat in the bed. “Ah, I just love the summer,” said Michael. He spread his arms along the edge of the truck, staring at Louis with a mixture of lust and fear. Michael didn’t know where this sexy man had come from, and he didn’t want to lose him before he had him.

Louis stared at the definition in Michael’s arms, turned on by the lines his muscles created. “How much time do you spend on the water?” Louis asked, imagining Michael rowing a boat in the open water.

“At least an hour every day,” said Michael. He was also staring at Louis’ muscles, turned on and resisting the urge to crawl across the bed of the truck and kiss Louis. Michael wouldn’t need that though because Louis was seconds from breaking down and doing the same thing.

From Louis’ side, all he could see was where Michael’s jeans bunched around his cock. He wanted to touch it. Kiss it. Louis was staring at Michael’s cock and licked his lips without thought. He got to his knees and crawled across the bed; his muscles flexing with each movement.

“What are you—” Michael asked, but Louis pressed his lips against Michael’s before the man could finish his question. Louis didn’t care who saw them as he pressed his hand against Michael’s leg, moving it slowly up his thigh to his cock.

Michael pulled Louis down but didn’t break the kiss. Michael lowered his back to the bed of the truck, hoping nobody could see them now that they were lying flat.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” Michael said as he ran his hands along Louis’ body like a maniac. He reached his hands to Louis’ ass and squeezed. Louis moaned into Michael’s neck, leaving a wet kiss as he moved his body down. Michael put his hands under Louis shoulders and pulled him back up. “Not here,” he said.

“I just want a taste,” said Louis. He was desperate to wrap his lips around Michael’s cock.

As much as Michael wanted a blow job by sexy Louis, he couldn’t. He reached his hand into Louis’ jeans to squeeze his ass. He squeezed it tightly and bit the lobe of Louis’ ear, beyond turned on by Louis. “The best things come to those who wait,” he said and put Louis’ hand on the outline of his dick.

Louis’ eyebrows lifted as he felt Michael’s long dick. “Oh, I guess I have no choice but to wait,” Louis said, Michael’s hand still pressed firmly against his ass.

Michael was a timid guy until he got going. Then, he could become a dominant monster, and he wanted Louis’ as his sub. “Are you wearing a thong?” Michael asked as he traced his fingers along Louis’ bare ass, slipping a finger into his split.

“Yeah,” said Louis.

“Louis,” they heard. Poppy was calling him.

Louis cursed under his breath. “Guess that’s the bell. I did agree to meet them here.”

“Nothing wrong with a little distraction,” said Michael. “Give me your number before you go.” Michael took his hand out of Louis’ pants to pull his phone from his pocket. Louis programmed his number into Michael’s phone. “I’ll text you,” Michael said.

“Please,” Louis said before Poppy called his name again. “Coming,” Louis screamed, not visible because he was in the bed of the truck. “Don’t make me wait too long,” Louis said, kissing Michael on the lips before he stood and hopped out the back of the truck.

“Where have you been?” Michael heard Louis’ friend ask as he lay there and smiled to himself about the hot guy who’d just given him his number.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

 

 

Even though it had only been two days, Louis couldn’t stop thinking about why Michael hadn’t called him. He lay on his bed, holding his phone above his head as he scrolled through social media. He didn’t care what people were saying. All he could think about was the hot guy he’d almost fucked in a public parking lot in the bed of a truck.

Louis wondered if it was because of the thong he’d been wearing. Not every guy liked how he preferred thongs and panties to boxers and other men’s underwear. He wasn’t opposed to ordering lingerie designed for men, but his dick wasn’t super big, and he had no problems fitting into the women’s options.

A photo of a hot guy Louis didn’t know caught his eyes. He clicked on the profile, scrolled through the pictures, and envisioned himself on his hands and knees as the hot stranger took him from behind. It didn’t take long for the hot guy’s face to blur into Michael’s in Louis’ mind.

Louis wasn’t sure if he wanted Michael so bad because he hadn’t called or if it was because he thought Michael was sexy. Louis screeched, slammed his phone against the mattress, and rolled out of bed. He didn’t know what to do with himself. He felt like a crazed lunatic. A fiend without a fix.

Louis paced his bedroom, hating himself for how he felt. Hating Michael for not messaging or anything after two days. Didn’t he want more? Louis threw himself on the bed, reached out for his phone, and opened his social media.

There was an endless amount of attractive guys with perfect bodies who posted photos of themselves. Louis had been one until he realized none of it really mattered since he didn’t have someone who would accept him for who he was and what he liked to wear. Posting sexy photos of him in briefs he didn’t really love wasn’t the best way to promote his DJ career, either. His personality would get him a lot farther than his ripped body ever would.

Exhausting himself after a four-minute photo binge, Louis sighed and rolled over. Maybe it was best if Michael never called. Even if he couldn’t have Michael, nobody could take away his extensive collection of lingerie. Even though men in lingerie weren’t popular for social media, few things brought Louis more joy in the world.

Pulling out a turquoise crotchless thong from his drawer, Louis got instantly hard. He dropped his basketball shorts to the floor and pulled off the white cotton panties he was wearing. He loved to wear a crotchless thong when he jacked off, and he needed to cum to clear his head. He had been jacking off several times every day since he met Michael, thinking about how big his dick had been when he pressed his hand against Michael’s jeans.

Louis didn’t need porn. He closed his eyes and went back to the festival. In the truck's bed. People speaking around them as they kissed. As their tongues touched. Louis’ dick standing erect and straight out of the hole in his crotchless thong.

Louis held his hand under his cock and spat on it. He stroked his cock, moving his hand as he’d wanted to bob his head on Michael’s dick. His hand was his mouth. His dick Michael’s, even though Michael was much bigger than Louis was.

Michael had the cutest smile. As Louis had his eyes closed, he imagined them in bed together. Their chests touching while Louis wore nothing but a pink lace-trim jockstrap. Michael’s fingers on his hole. His dick half-hard and pressing into Louis’ stomach. It was all a fantasy, but Louis was desperate for it to come true.

Louis moaned. He lived alone, so he didn’t hold back. Nobody could hear him as he stroked his cock and imagined Michael playing with his hole. Louis wanted nothing more than to get on his hands and knees to take Michael’s long dick.

“Fuck me,” Louis whispered to nobody. He moaned. When he thought about how Michael hadn’t called, he pushed that thought to the side. He couldn’t be hung up on what Michael did and didn’t do. Another man would come along. His enormous crush would fade.

Louis put out a small hand towel under his cock before cumming all over it, releasing the tension he’d been feeling. It would come back, but his pain would get lighter every day. Even if Michael didn’t call, Louis would always have their evening in the bed of his truck. Their kisses.

Groaning, Louis pinched his eyes and tried to forget how much he had liked Michael sticking his hand into Louis’ pants to grab his ass. He tried to forget how badly he’d wanted to suck Michael’s dick. Louis pulled off his crotchless thong, dried himself with a towel, and put on his white panties under a pair of jeans. He had to get out of the house, or he would go crazy.

Louis texted Poppy, and she was down to hand out, so he got ready and went over to her house.

 

***

 

If most people had as much money as Michael, they would blow it on this or that, but Michael didn’t care about material objects. He didn’t care much about his money either, but he loved to add to the stash. It was more of a game than anything. His cost of living was next-to-nothing since he owned his trailer outright and didn’t do any expensive activities. His truck was the most costly thing he owned.

Michael had inherited a large sum of money when he was nineteen, invested it in the stock market against the wishes of his parents, but he had earned the last laugh. The stock market wasn’t easy, but Michael knew how to make money in it, and he had the fish business on the side.

Oscar had been ordering double, which meant more time on the water, but Michael didn’t mind. Catching, cleaning, and delivering fish to Oscar made him feel useful. He had to enjoy the summer while he could because winter was always right around the corner.

Carrying the last cooler of fish, Michael unloaded it into the big cooler Oscar had behind his cooking station. “Thanks, Michael. Take an extra twenty as a tip,” Oscar said and handed over the stack of cash.

Michael waved his hand, counted the cash to confirm there was extra, and passed Oscar back the twenty. “No, I can’t take this,” he said.

Oscar stuck his hands into his pockets. “Go on now. I have to get ready for the day,” Oscar said with a bright smile. Michael didn’t know why Oscar enjoyed selling fried fish and hush puppies, but he did. Anyone could tell Oscar was a satisfied man. Maybe that was why he was busy from when the park opened until they closed.

“See you tomorrow,” Michael said and waved. He needed to get back to his computer. It was Friday, so he had to make sure his investments were in a good place for the weekend. Michael walked to his truck. It was parked near where he had met Louis.

Michael pulled out his wallet, retrieving the piece of paper Louis had written his name and number on. Michael wanted to call Louis because he was hot, but the thong had given him pause. As sexy as Louis was, Michael didn’t like women. Sex was already strange enough without the extra layers. Michael was not a man for extra anything.

Rubbing his hand along the edge of the truck, Michael stared at the bed where he had kissed Louis. Where he had squeezed the man’s firm ass. Michael licked his lips and tucked the piece of paper with faded writing back into his wallet. Michael got in his truck and drove home.

Whenever Michael wasn’t looking at stock prices, he stared at Louis’ handwriting. He thought of how soft his lips had been. He closed his eyes and remembered the feeling of Louis’ smooth ass, even though the thong had thrown him off. Did it really matter what underwear he wore? Louis was all man. He had a deep voice, strong body, and masculine lines up and down his frame.

Michael’s long dick hardened as he thought of Louis pressing his hand against it. He saw Louis’ eyes widen as he realized how well endowed Michael was. Michael didn’t use the apps, but he had, and there was always a slut willing to worship his dick. There was nothing more Michael hated more than a desperate slutty bottom, even though he wanted Louis to be that for him; just not at first.

Michael squeezed his hands together into a tight fist. He couldn’t concentrate on stock prices as his dick throbbed in his pants. He had to take care of it, or he would go crazy.

Michael pushed out his chair but didn’t get up from the desk. He grabbed his tablet, opened a porn website, and propped it in front of his computer screen. He watched a long-dicked man pound a twink’s tight hole. Michael bit his bottom lip as he stroked his dick and pictured Louis on his knees in front of him, but then he wondered if Louis would want to wear lingerie.

Holding his dick, Michael leaned forward and searched for a video of a slutty bottom dressed up in lingerie and was instantly turned on when he found a video of a cute latino twink on his knees in front of a monster black cock.

The video panned out to show the muscular black man. The latino bottom was wearing a white lace thong with his dick popping out the side, white stockings, and a mesh slip. He looked adorable. His body hairless and thin. Louis was thicker than this guy, but Michael was suddenly overwhelmed with a desire to have Louis dressed just like the bottom in the video.

Michael spat on his dick and stroked it, watching the twink suck the monster cock. He pulled on his stockings, and Michael growled. He leaned forward to make the video full screen, really getting into it, even though he usually just tried to jack off as quickly as he could.

Michael watched the video as he edged himself, getting closer to cumming with each stroke of his cock. It wasn’t a long video, but Michael wanted to savor every minute. The twink was on his hands and knees now, and the top was fingering him and playing with the twink’s cock.

When the top pushed his dick into the twink, he held on to the bottom’s slip. It turned Michael on to no end imagining Louis in that position taking his cock. Begging for his cock when he pulled out to lick his hole.

The top told his bottom to change positions, and the bottom listened. He sprayed a massive load onto the twink’s face. Michael came with him. The twink came a second later as Michael was panting and staring at the spent couple before the video cut to an advertisement poster of the recording studio.

Michael closed the porn on his tablet and placed it to the side before grabbing his underwear from the floor to clean up the mess. Nobody could see into his house, so he walked with his softening dick dangling and swaying all the way to the bathroom. Michael washed himself off in the sink.

The stock prices had changed little by the time he got back to his computer with a dry dick and a fresh pair of boxers. He picked up his jeans off the floor and put them on. Michael got the piece of paper Louis had given him and pulled out his phone.

Michael: Louis, it’s Michael. Are you free to hang out tomorrow? I have the day off.

Michael stared at his phone, hoping for an instant response, but he wouldn’t get one until much later in the evening after the stock markets had been closed for hours. Louis was at work, and he liked to play hard-to-get, which was just the way Michael liked it.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

 

 

Michael had taken days to reach out to Louis, so Louis wasn’t about to throw himself at Michael, even though that was what he wanted to do. Louis knew men liked it when he played hard-to-get. Louis was a bottom, but he was far from submissive. He knew how to play a man, hook him, and get what he wanted.

Louis had never really wanted a boyfriend after his lackluster experience with Victor, so he had stuck to friends with benefits since then, but there was something about Michael. Louis could see himself spending more time with Michael. He could see himself waking up next to him in the mornings.

After work yesterday, Louis had waited until it was late in the evening to reply to Michael. When Michael had responded after a few minutes, Louis knew he had him. He had been worried the thong scared him away, but it hadn’t.

It had been over a year since Louis thought he’d found love. Most guys he had didn’t mean much, but last year he’d fallen head over heels with a friend with benefits named Patrick. Patrick was ten years older than Louis, super masculine, and had been the best sex of Louis’ life. Patrick loved how Louis wore lingerie. They never went on dates or talked much, but their physical connection had been otherworldly.

Louis opened his bottom drawer where he kept extra sheets and pillowcases. Beneath everything was a duplicate of Louis’ favorite thong. He had thrown the original away after Patrick left his life but hadn’t had the heart to wear the new pair yet. The thong was a series more crisscrossing strings than a solid structure. It covered nothing but looked so sexy when Louis put it on because it cupped his ass and hugged his dick.

Staring at the thong, Louis hoped he wouldn’t let himself spiral into a crazy person with Michael like he had with Patrick. Patrick had moved to Houston for a job without telling Louis. Weeks had passed after their last hookup when Louis found out Patrick had fled. It crushed Louis. He’d never been more disappointed in his life. How could someone you know so intimately leave without care? Louis would never understand.

Louis was sitting on the edge of his bed, naked with the thong by his side. He crossed his legs and held his phone. Michael had texted him.

Michael: Can’t wait to see you

Louis smiled as he rubbed his thumb across the screen. He wanted to run his hand through Michael’s hair. His mullet was sexy, and Louis wanted to pull on it while Michael held up his legs and fucked him hard.

Grabbing the thong, Louis held it in the air. It was olive green. The old pair was red. Louis stood and slid the thong up his legs. He stood in the mirror as he moved the strings so they were perfectly in place. His dick was hanging out with strings crisscrossing around it and holding it. His ass cheeks perky and supported by the thong.

Louis opened the camera on his phone. He thought about sending Michael a photo of his ass but reconsidered. He should make Michael wait. He snapped a pic for himself. Louis climbed on the bed, crawling forward. He loved having the mirror in front of his bed. Nothing was hotter than watching his ass get stretched by a guy, and Michael was next on his list. Louis wasn’t a major slut, but he liked to have fun and wanted a new regular.

He couldn’t help feeling the stronger-than-normal connection he’d felt to Michael that evening in the bed of the truck, but it could have been the weather. The environment.

Louis stared at his ass and stroked his dick. He teased himself. He edged his dick until he was about to explode, but Louis didn’t cum. Not yet. He wanted to wait for later, so he jumped off the bed and grabbed a pair of black jeans and an olive-green t-shirt to match his thong, but Michael would only see that if he was lucky. Louis put on a pair of socks and went to his closet for black sneakers.

Louis: What did you want to do? Did you already eat lunch?

Across town, Michael was cooking the same fish sandwich he ate almost every day. It never got old. Sometimes he would do pasta and fish, but it seemed less healthy, and Michael cared about his body. He didn’t obsess over it but enjoyed his thin frame. It made his dick look even bigger.

Michael: Cooking lunch now. Did you want to come over?

Louis: What are you making?

Michael: Fish sandwiches. You’d have to leave now though, so it doesn’t get cold.

Louis: Okay, walking out the door then. Text me your address.

Michael sent Louis his address, feeling anxious about how Louis would react when he pulled up at the trailer park. Michael loved where he lived, but a lot of guys he met were judgmental. Lake Morton didn’t have the biggest gay scene or the largest population, but it was big enough Michael could find a few guys to date each year. He only hoped things worked out with Louis because he was super attractive and came off as a bottom. What more could Michael hope for when he didn’t use the apps and only liked the internet for stocks and porn?

Louis: Can’t wait. Be there in a second.

 

***

 

Louis entered the trailer park. He had a friend who lived in the same trailer park when he was in high school, but she had moved away, and they fell out of touch. Louis pulled up to Michael’s place. His trailer had plants growing along the side and a porch. It looked cute. Louis took a deep breath, acutely aware of his intricate olive-green thong, and opened his car door.

Michael stepped outside onto the front porch, “hey. Perfect timing. I just finished your sandwich. Did you want salad?”

“Sure,” Louis said as he climbed the steps. Michael kissed him on the lips, which made Louis blush. He hadn’t expected it. Louis loved when men surprised him.

“I’m glad you came,” said Michael. His smirk was undeniable. Louis wanted to cum all over him. He wanted to shoot his load while riding Michael’s long dick. The air was thick with desire as Louis stepped into Michael’s home.

It was simple. Masculine. There was a small bookshelf with a lot of literature on finance and the stock market. Louis walked over to the books. “Do you invest?”

Michael grinned. “Yeah, it’s my primary source of income.”

“So, you sell stocks and fish?”

“Yeah, pretty much. What about you?”

Louis told Michael about his job at the radio station. When he mentioned how he wanted to move to Chicago and take over the radio world, Michael frowned. Louis cast his eyes to the floor. He didn’t want to upset Michael. “Not like that will ever happen at the rate things are going,” Louis said and chuckled.

“Never give up on your dreams,” said Michael. He was walking to the kitchen with his back turned to Louis. “Are you hungry? What kind of salad dressing would you like?”

“Italian, if you have it. Oil and vinegar is fine, too,” said Louis.

Michael smiled. He took a bottle of Italian dressing and placed it on the kitchen table. Louis watched him as he grabbed everything. “Could I help?” asked Louis. Michael waved his hand in the air. “Sit there and do what you’re doing,” he said and winked. “How old are you, by the way?”

“Twenty-two. You?”

“Twenty-six,” said Michael. He filled two glasses with water and joined Louis at the table. “So, when are you planning to run off to the big city?”

Louis shrugged. He dreamed about it every day, but wasn’t sure when he would make it happen. He could always grow an online following and do a radio show from the internet, but there was something about the allure of being a name everyone in the city knew. “I don’t know. It’s a dream more than anything.”

“Dreams are worth taking seriously,” said Michael. He was using French dressing on his salad.

Louis took a bite of his sandwich, and it tasted incredible. The fish was fresh and fried to perfection. “Wow, this sandwich is amazing,” Louis said after he swallowed. Louis realized the man from the festival was probably successful because of the quality of Michael’s fish.

“Thanks.”

“Do you have any dreams?”

“I’m living the dream, man,” he said and offered a sly smile Louis found irresistible. His dick twitched and throbbed in its web of fabric. Louis hoped Michael would see his olive-green thong but didn’t want to push him. Louis was patient.

“That’s awesome. I really like your place,” Louis said and looked around the room with his eyes.

Michael grunted. “I know it’s not much, but I prefer freedom over luxury,” he said.

Louis had visions of himself in the future living in a Chicago high rise with his own talk show and massive following of fans. He envisioned himself with designer clothes, security guards, and the admiration of many. Louis didn’t know if Michael was the man for him. They seemed so different. “Your truck is pretty luxurious,” said Louis. He reached his hand under the table and placed it on Michael’s knee.

“Nicest thing I got,” said Michael. He lifted the sandwich to his mouth. Louis shivered as Michael stuck half the sandwich in his mouth, gazing at him as he did it. Every movement that passed was so sexual. Louis thought he would explode. His dick was so hard in the olive-green thong, and now Michael was treating his sandwich like a dick, driving Louis wild. “That’s what I want you to do,” Michael said and put down the sandwich.

Louis could have dropped on his knees there and crawled under the table but stayed strong. “Oh, yeah?” he asked.

“Isn’t that why you came here?” asked Michael.

“I came here because you offered me lunch.”

Michael thought of the video he’d watched yesterday while he was stroking his dick, picturing Louis as the cute latino boy. Picturing Louis on his knees as he stuffed his mouth with his dick. Michael leaned back in his chair as he stared into Louis’ eyes, “no pressure.”

“Why don’t we do something else? Get to know each other a little more?” asked Louis. He was playing hard-to-get.

Michael brought his chair back to flat ground. His dick was hard and ready, but he didn’t mind waiting. “What did you have in mind?”

“I don’t know. We’re at your house on your side of town. You tell me,” said Louis.

“The skate park is down the street.”

Louis laughed. “I haven’t skateboarded in years. I’d probably fall and bust my ass. Plus, don’t teenagers just use it as a place to smoke pot now?”

Michael shrugged. “They move out of the way when I fly past,” he said, and had his arms out straight, acting as though he were soaring through the air.

Louis placed his hand over his mouth, giggling softly. “Fine. Whatever. As long as you have a skateboard for me to use.”

“Not to worry. I have everything you need so we don’t hurt your pretty face,” said Michael.

The way he looked at Louis. How he talked to him. Fuck, Louis didn’t know how long it would take before he was madly in love, but he knew it wouldn’t be long. Michael went to the back and came out with two skateboards and two helmets. “I have knee and elbow pads too if you want,” he said.

Louis looked down at his pretty jeans and fragile arms. “Uh, okay. If you know where they are,” he said.

“Yeah, of course,” Michael said and went to the closet where he had the pads. Louis cleaned up the kitchen while he waited. He was standing at the sink when Michael came back into the room. “Let’s go.”

“You’re driving?”

“Yeah,” Michael said and put his arm around Louis, and they walked out the door.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

 

 

Louis fumbled on his skateboard, grateful for the pads and helmet keeping him safe. Louis ignored the regular skaters zooming past him. Michael knew everyone, which was unnerving, but they treated him like a friend; almost as though he were a god. The older guy they all looked up to and wanted to become with his handsome mullet and shiny pickup truck.

After Louis couldn’t stand falling another time, he made his way to the grassy area by the skate park. Michael waved at his fellow skaters before following Louis.

“Had enough?” asked Michael.

Louis nodded as he unhooked the helmet. He placed it by his side and pulled off the pads as quickly as he could. Louis huffed as he tossed the pads to the grass. Michael took off his helmet and pads before sitting in front of Louis and crossing his legs.

“Thanks for trying as long as you did,” said Michael. His eyes lingered on Louis. Louis squirmed and moved to hide his face. Michael got to his knees and leaned forward to touch Louis’ face. “You’re so pretty.”

Louis hated how much Michael could make him blush. How could he be so manly yet speak so romantically? Louis had never met a man more comfortable with himself than Michael, and it was refreshing for Louis.

“Why did you choose a mullet?” asked Louis.

“I’ve always liked the hairstyle,” he said. “Ever since I was young, so I cut my hair like this about five years ago. Seems to be making something of a comeback.”

“Maybe you’re the one who started it,” Louis said. He reached out to touch Michael’s knee. His eyes couldn’t help but travel down to where Michael’s jeans bunched up around his cock. It was such an amazing summer day outside, and Louis wanted to sit by the water. He still had a good amount of money from his check and felt like spending some. “Would you mind driving us to Pier Cafe?”

“You hungry? We just ate lunch,” said Michael. He wasn’t big on restaurants. It was so much money for the simplest things. He preferred saving his dollars to buy stocks. “Pier Cafe is expensive, too. They only get away with it because of their view.”

The view was all that mattered to Louis. Even though he longed to live in a big city like Chicago, he still relished the fact that his town had a beautiful, sparkling blue lake with a few restaurants and bars on the water. They all had amazing patios, and the sun was shining. The air felt incredible. “The view is what I want! We don’t have to eat, but I wouldn’t mind an appetizer or dessert. Skating took a lot out of me,” said Louis.

Michael shrugged. “Okay, I guess that’s fine,” he said.

Louis pushed Michael’s knee. “Oh, come on. Don’t be like that! We went skating like you wanted, so why can’t we go to Pier Cafe?”

“Okay, okay. Let’s go,” Michael said and hopped to his feet. They got in his truck and drove to Pier Cafe. There was a pier at the end of the road and ‘beaches’ where people often lay out on the grassy banks between dips in the water.

Louis put out his arms when he hopped out the truck. He spun in a circle, in love with how the air smelled. Dazzled by how the drifting waves reflected the sun. The patio at Pier Cafe was busy. They grabbed the last table. It was the lull time between lunch and dinner, so most people were finishing their meals as Louis and Michael got comfortable.

Michael ordered an iced tea. Louis ordered a citrus beer. They sighed as they relaxed in their chairs. Louis became increasingly aware of his intricate olive green thong as his dick grew stiff under the table. They weren’t even touching. Louis was lost in a thought of how Michael’s dick had felt when he touched it in the back of the pickup truck. “How are sales going on the fish?” Louis asked to distract himself from his dirty thoughts.

“Oh, they’re great. Oscar, the guy from the festival, is taking up a lot of time now, but everyone understands. Most of my customers have been customers for years, so I know their families. It’s always good to catch up.”

“You must know a lot of people in Lake Morton,” said Louis. He always had a smile on his face when he was with Michael. Louis didn’t know how he would cope losing Michael if he found a job in Chicago. Louis was getting ahead of himself, but he couldn’t forget his dreams. They were with him every moment of every day. Louis had to become someone big in the radio business, or he didn’t know what he’d do.

Michael ran his finger along the edge of the table. He looked into Louis’ eyes. His muscular arms. The way he would squirm in his seat while he waited for the server to bring back their drinks. “I know some people,” he said. “But you’re the one I care about most.”

“Stop it,” said Louis. He was afraid of falling for Michael. He was afraid of getting his heart broken. “You barely even know me.”

“I know we have a deep connection,” Michael said and leaned forward. He didn’t care who saw them. He took Louis’ hand in his and squeezed it.

Louis’ heart felt as bright as the sun reflecting off the lake. He felt as light as the misty summer breeze blowing past them. The server came to drop off their drinks, and they broke contact. Louis ordered a plate of black bean nachos for them to share. He wanted something to nibble on. He could always take the leftovers home if he didn’t finish the nachos, but those facts didn’t reserve judgment from crossing Michael’s face. “You don’t have to eat them if you don’t want to,” Louis said.

“I’ll eat some nachos. Just makes me feel like I didn’t give you enough for lunch,” Michael said and frowned.

“Oh, come on. We have to make it worth the server’s time. I’ll pay,” Louis said and winked. Michael tried to protest, but Louis shut him down. They enjoyed their drinks. Michael drove them back to his place after they had been at the restaurant for forty minutes and had gotten more than enough sun.

 

***

 

“You sure about this?” Michael asked as he had Louis pressed up against his living room wall. He had his right hand on Louis’ ear and the other on his side. His mouth so close to Louis’ they could feel each other breathing.

Louis hadn’t been more sure of anything, ever. He hooked two fingers into Michael’s belt loops and pulled him close. “I want you. You don’t know how bad I want you,” he said.

Michael could feel his dominant side rising to the surface. He couldn’t help Louis had been so receptive to his force when he pushed Louis against the wall or when Michael pressed his mouth against Louis’ and thrust his tongue into Louis’ mouth. “Are you wearing a thong today?” Michael asked as he let his weight press against Louis.

Louis needed Michael to take off his pants and put him on his hands and knees. He could feel Michael’s huge dick pressing against his smaller one, and all he wanted to do was service Michael. He was so tired of pretending like he didn’t want to be Michael’s little slut for the evening. “Take off my pants, and you can see my thong.”

“Take off your own pants, and I’ll watch,” Michael said. He released Louis and stepped backwards to the couch. “Give me a show, sexy.”

Louis pretended to act shy. He pretended to act afraid, and Michael was eating it up. He whispered sweet encouragements and even moved the coffee table out of the way and pulled the blinds tight as Louis stood in the middle of the room; hands clasped against his crotch, twisting his hips.

“What are you waiting for?” Michael asked when he returned to the couch. Louis wasn’t expecting it, but Michael unbuttoned his pants and pushed down his pants and boxers. His pubes trimmed. His dick long and half erect. “If you won’t take yours off, then take off mine,” Michael said and put his legs out for Louis.

Louis was rock hard under his pants as he stared at Michael’s dick. It was the most beautiful cock he’d ever seen, and he never wanted to lose it. Louis pulled Michael’s jeans off and tossed them to the side. Michael took off his t-shirt too, revealing his lean body with a visible six pack. Louis whimpered as he took in Michael’s beauty. Michael spoke with a new darkness in his voice. “I want to see your thong.”

“Okay,” said Louis. He took off his shirt first, exposing the first crisscrosses of the olive green thong. Louis felt sexier as he undid his pants and pulled them over his hips. Michael spat on his cock and stroked his erect monster. Louis couldn’t wait to sit on it.

“Show me your cock,” Michael said in a low, throaty voice. He rubbed the head of his cock, mixing the precum with his saliva to make his dick extra slick. Louis pushed his pants past his cock, and his dick popped up. It was tiny compared to Michael’s. Michael didn’t care. “Wow, you’re so sexy. Tell me you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” Louis said as he pulled on his cock.

“Come over here and put your dick in my mouth,” said Michael.

Louis stepped over to the sofa where Michael was sitting. He stood on the sofa so his dick was in Michael’s face. Michael laced his fingers with the crisscrossing strings of Louis’ thong as he parted his lips to take Louis’ dick in his mouth.

Michael could fit all of Louis’ tiny, pretty cock in his mouth. He ran his tongue in circles around it as he squeezed Louis’ ass as hard as he could. Louis was moaning like crazy, holding on to the edge of the sofa with all his might as Michael bobbed his head along his dick. Before Louis knew what was happening or could stop himself, he was shooting a thick, hot load into Michael’s mouth, and Michael swallowed every drop.

“I’m sorry,” Louis said as he dropped to Michael’s side. Michael leaned over and kissed him, slipping a taste of the cum past Louis’ lips. Louis’ dick got hard, and he felt like a slut for loving what Michael had done.

Michael ran his hand along the side of Louis’ face. He was still rock hard. “You have nothing to be sorry for,” he said.

Louis smiled.

“Yet,” Michael added and glanced at his dick. “Don’t think you’ve finished.”

Louis shook his head and dropped to his knees. Michael’s dick was what he’d wanted all along, and he wasn’t about to disappoint his man. Not after how hard he’d cum in Michael’s mouth. Louis got between Michael’s legs and wrapped his hand around the base of Michael’s dick.

Michael held Louis’ head as he lowered his mouth to Michael’s cock. Louis didn’t mind as Michael pushed on the back of his head, encouraging him to move his mouth down farther. Louis sucked Michael’s cock for several minutes until Michael couldn’t stop thinking about Louis’ ass. He had to taste his hole. He had to feel inside of him and felt an overwhelming sense of urgency.

Louis let his body fall limp as Michael stood from the sofa. He slapped his dick on Louis’ face a couple times and fucked his mouth once or twice before lifting Louis into his arms and carrying him to the bedroom. Michael kicked open his bedroom door. He had made his bed and cleaned his room before Louis came over for lunch, so it was sparkling and smelled like the aerosol he’d sprayed earlier.

Louis looked so sexy in his intricate thong. “Get on your hands and knees,” Michael said after he’d lowered Louis to the bed. Louis did as he said.

“You gonna fuck me with that big dick?” Louis asked, looking at Michael over his shoulder.

“Think you can handle it?”

Louis stood on his knees, still looking at Michael over his shoulder. He cupped his ass with his hands. “I don’t know, but I want to try,” Louis said as he held his cheeks apart. His hole smooth and ready; a tiny little hole Michael couldn’t wait to stretch.

“Careful,” Michael said as he stepped to the edge of the bed. He pushed Louis back down and ran his fingers along Michael’s split. He spat on his fingers and pushed two into Louis’ tiny hole. Louis moaned as Michael used his other hand to play with Louis’ thong.

“Fuck me,” Louis said. The fingers were good, but he knew Michael’s dick would be more satisfying.

Michael told Louis to stay where he was and got a condom. He told Louis to finger himself as he unwrapped the condom and rolled it over his dick. Louis pressed his fingers against his hole, supporting himself with his right hand as his left one played with his hole. He watched as Michael used the extra-large condom to cover his extra-large dick.

“That thong makes your ass look so sexy,” he said.

“My ass is yours,” Louis said as he spread his hole with two fingers.

Michael climbed onto the bed and squatted behind Louis. He held the olive green thong as he slid his dick into Louis’ tight hole. Louis moaned as Michael stretched his hole. He barely had half his dick in Louis, and it felt like it’d never end. Louis had already cum, but his dick was hard again.

Michael dropped to his knees and held Louis’ thong with two hands as he pushed the second half of his dick into Louis. Louis cried out but took it. He needed it. He had been dreaming of Michael’s dick for too long to turn it away now. “Fuck me, baby,” Louis said in a low, inaudible mumble.

Michael was pounding Louis’ ass. Slapping his cheeks through the entanglement of thin lines. “Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Michael said after he’d been fucking Louis for several minutes. Louis touched his dick. It was dripping with precum, making a pool on the sheet beneath him.

“Cum in me,” Louis said in the strongest voice he could muster. He was weak and on the edge of cumming a second time.

Michael pulled out of Louis and hopped off the bed. “Get down here,” he said and pointed to the floor in front of him. Louis went where Michael said, opening his mouth to catch Michael’s cum. Michael stroked his cock, staring into Louis’ eyes as he sat on his knees below him. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

Louis placed his hands on Michael’s thigh, gripping his strong legs. Michael’s balls tightened. His cock throbbed. He shot his load into Louis’ mouth and all over his face. Louis reached down with his left hand, stroked his cock once, and came with Michael as he emptied a second load onto his tongue. Michael pushed his dick into Louis’ mouth, and Louis sucked him dry.

Michael pulled Louis to his feet, kissed him, and placed his hand on Louis’ ass. “I want you to wear something sexier and more feminine next time,” said Michael.

“Anything for you,” said Louis.

“Come on, let’s clean ourselves up,” Michael said and scooped Louis into his arms, carrying him from the bedroom to the bathroom.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

 

 

Louis was sitting on the edge of the sink in the bathroom at the radio station scrolling through his phone. He was wearing a white cotton jockstrap with lace trim. He loved how the hole around his ass felt when he walked, and thinking about his ass reminded him of Michael. Michael’s big dick. How amazing it felt when Michael fucked him.

After getting bored with social media, Louis went to his emails. Elanor, the main deejay, had a playlist going, and Louis could hear what was playing on a little transmitter next to him. He had at least five more minutes before he had to go to the booth, say a few things, and hope Elanor made it back before the big boss noticed.

Louis covered his mouth when he saw the email from a prominent radio station in Chicago. He jumped off the sink and did a little dance nobody could see. He was alone, and the door was locked. There were three bathrooms in the building, and there were so few employees sitting in one for minutes on end was never a problem.

Louis reread the email. He pinched himself. They had offered him an entry-level position, but they were offering a similar salary to what he was making now. The money wouldn’t go as far in Chicago, but there was so much more room for career growth at the other radio station.

The moment of elation faded as Michael crossed Louis’ mind. What would he do about Michael? How could he move to Chicago when he had fallen so madly in love with him? Louis didn’t want to miss this chance in Chicago, but he didn’t want to give up on Michael either.

Chicago was only three hours from Lake Morton, but it felt like a distance Louis wasn’t sure he could overcome with Michael. As much as he loved Michael, he wasn’t sure they would last if he moved to Chicago. What if their bond wasn’t strong enough?

The radio called Louis’ attention. He had to return to the booth before the music cut off, so he slid his phone into his pocket, unlocked the bathroom door, and ran down the hall to the booth.

“Ladies and gentleman. Good afternoon,” Louis said in his deep voice. He loved its resonance. Louis smiled to himself and said something about the songs that’d been playing, the weather, a brief traffic report (there was none), and then said they’d be going to commercials before returning to the song he had on deck.

Elanor walked through the door while the commercials were playing, and Louis still hadn’t decided what he’d do about the email. He couldn’t say anything to Elanor because who knew what she’d say to their boss. “You need anything else before I go?”

“For you to teleport Kevin here with your mind,” she said.

“Wish I could,” said Louis. Kevin was the evening deejay, and he was running late, but that wasn’t Louis’ fault. Sometimes he started work later if Kevin knew he would need the help, but Kevin worked alone most days. He was a one-man show, and Louis was extremely envious of him, but maybe they would be the ones looking up to Louis and what he had down the line.

“See you, Louis. Don’t worry about Kevin,” Elanor said.

Louis told her bye and went out to his car. He had to tell Michael, but something told him he had to answer the email before it became too late, so he wrote a reply to the station in Chicago saying he would love to interview for the position. Louis called Michael when he finished writing the email. His heart was racing as the phone rang.

“Hey, sexy,” Michael said when he answered.

“Michael,” said Louis in a low voice.

“What’s wrong?”

“We need to talk. Can you meet tonight?”

“Definitely! I’m free. Are you going to wear something hotter than last time? You’re all I can think about, Louis. I wish we didn’t have to work,” he said.

Louis thought Michael could sound so sexy on the phone with his masculine and dominant voice. Maybe Louis was hearing things or picturing how Michael had put down the dick like a champion. “Yeah, I’ll wear something hot for you.”

“Can’t wait. What do you want me to make for dinner?”

“Anything but fish,” said Louis.

Michael laughed. “I’ll start something for us. The markets closed already, and I’m tired of looking at financial reports.”

“Okay. I’ll call before I come over.”

Michael said a couple other things, and they hung up. Louis sighed and reclined his seat instead of starting the car. He should feel happier he finally got a highly interested response to his resume in the city of his dreams, but Louis was crushed by the crossroads he faced, and he didn’t want to tell Michael but knew he would have to tonight.

After sitting there for a few minutes, Louis put up the seat, started the car, and went home to find something sexy to wear.

 

***

 

Louis walked up Michael’s stairs holding a paper bag of goodies. He couldn’t wait to change from his jeans into an outfit he hoped Michael would love, but he had to tell him the news about Chicago first. It was weighing too heavily on him, and Louis had to come clean. Louis knocked on the door.

Michael opened it a few seconds later, looking as sexy as ever. His brown mullet groomed. He smelled of body wash and cologne. His home was sparkling clean, and it smelled of pasta sauce. “What did you cook?”

“Spaghetti. I was waiting until you got here to make the garlic bread. You want some?”

“Sure. I’ll have one slice,” said Louis. He sat at the kitchen table as Michael pulled the garlic bread out of the freezer. He popped two pieces on a cookie sheet and put it in the oven. Louis had placed his bag to the side. He glanced at the outfit he’d packed, reminding himself it was the reward for his honesty. “Michael, I have to tell you something and get it off my chest.”

Michael’s back stiffened, and he didn’t turn to face Louis. “Okay, what do you have to say?”

“I got offered a job in Chicago,” said Louis.

Michael turned to Louis. He smiled hard because he thought Louis was going to say he met someone better and more interesting than him, but Louis had fantastic news. “That’s great, Louis! Isn’t that your dream?”

“Yeah, but—”

“There is no ‘but’! You have to follow your dream if it has come to you,” said Michael.

“What about us? How will we work?”

“If we’re meant to be, Louis, we’ll find a way. I love you, Louis, but you can’t give up your dream for a relationship.”

“You love me?” asked Louis. Now he wanted to stay behind in Lake Morton even more. What was so bad about being a small-town deejay? It wasn’t like he was going to make more starting out, even though there was more opportunity for growth in Chicago; a chance guaranteed nothing.

Michael took Louis’ hands and got to his knees in front of Louis. He was between Louis’ knees and wouldn’t mind sucking his dick. He could see hints of black lingerie poking out the paper bag behind Louis. Louis would look incredibly sexy in whatever he brought. “I love you, Louis, and it would hurt me if you didn’t at least try. Chicago is only three hours away. It’s nothing. We can make it work,” said Michael.

Louis nodded, feeling hints of wetness at the corners of his eyes. He could tell Michael meant the words he was saying. Louis touched Michael’s face. He leaned forward and kissed Michael’s lips. “I love you, too.”

The room smelled of garlic, so Michael stood and pulled the bread out of the oven. He scooped portions of the spaghetti onto two plates. Michael poured them both wine. Louis watched Michael moving around the kitchen with ease. He wouldn’t have these meals in Chicago, which made him frown as the thought crossed his mind.

“I’ll come visit you,” Michael said and smiled, sitting at the table.

“Promise?” asked Louis.

Michael nodded. They ate and drank wine. Louis finished first, but waited for Michael to eat the last bits from his plate. Louis picked up the dishes and washed them. Michael moved to where Louis had been sitting so he could watch Louis’ backside.

“So, what did you pack to wear?”

“You want to see my outfit?” Louis asked as he held a soapy sponge in his hand.

Michael bit his bottom lip and nodded. “Fuck yeah, I want to see it. Then, I’m going to give you this big dick,” Michael said and lifted his crotch.

Louis could see the outline of Michael’s dick, and it looked so long against Michael’s leg. He couldn’t wait to put it in his mouth. He couldn’t wait for Michael to fuck him. Louis gripped the edge of the counter with his wet hands and bent his back in so his ass stuck out. “Where are you gonna put that big cock?”

“I’ll put it wherever I want,” Michael said and unbuttoned his jeans. Louis was rock hard. He came close to pushing his pants to the ground and begging Michael for his dick but resisted. “Concentrate on those dishes. You aren’t getting any dick until they’re clean.”

“You want me to change before I finish?”

Michael tilted his head to the side as he considered Louis’ idea. “Sure,” he said and smirked. “Let me see what you packed.”

“Okay,” Louis said. He walked across the room slowly until he was standing in front of Michael. He put his arm on the back of the chair, bending over Michael to reach the bag that was on the floor behind him.

Michael grabbed Louis’ ass through his jeans and squeezed it. He smacked it. Louis picked up the bag. He ran off to the bathroom before Michael made him lose control of himself. He needed Michael’s dick, and Michael was making it next to impossible for Louis to ignore his urges.

Standing in the bathroom, Louis stared at himself in the mirror. He placed the paper bag on the counter. He glanced at the clothing inside the bag before stripping naked.

First, Louis put on a black jockstrap with a lace trim. He wanted Michael to have easy access. He put on black stockings next and then a black garter belt. Louis clipped the garter belt to the stockings, feeling sexier as he looked at himself in the mirror. The outline of his dick clear beneath the feminine jockstrap. Louis put a bra on his hairless chest and added to the look with a pair of black platforms. He preferred no wigs, no makeup.

There was one last piece in Louis’ bag. He pulled out a faux fur-trim black mesh robe. Louis slid one arm into each sleeve, feeling fabulous and seductive. “You ready?” Louis called.

“Yes,” Michael said in his dark voice he reserved for the bedroom. A voice Louis hoped he only heard and nobody else. He stepped out the bathroom and went to the bedroom where he found Michael naked and sprawled out on the bed.

 

***

 

Michael lay on the bed, naked and stroking his hard cock. Louis twirled as he moved toward the center of the room, his black mesh robe catching air, and Michael could see everything Louis was wearing from his heels to the bra on his chest, and Louis had never looked more beautiful. It wasn’t just what he was wearing; it was also the confidence and ease in his eyes. “What do you think?” Louis asked in an innocent voice.

“You look incredible,” said Michael. He got off the bed and walked over to Louis. Michael wrapped his hand around Louis’ side as he gazed into his eyes. Michael ran the backside of his hand along the soft fabric. He kissed Louis’ neck and blew on it, which made Louis laugh at the sensation that ran through his body.

“You really think so?” asked Louis. Michael had acted weird about the thong at first, but it seemed he’d changed.

Michael’s grip tightened on Louis’ side. “You’re so sexy it’s hard for me to control myself.”

“Then let go,” said Louis.

Michael lifted Louis into the air and walked him over to the bed, placing him on its edge. He moved the jockstrap to the side, and Louis’ cock popped out. Michael loved sucking Louis’ dick. He loved how it fit in his mouth. How sensitive it was and how it tasted. Louis tasted like honey, and Michael needed some sugar.

Louis leaned back as Michael sucked his dick. He curled his toes as an orgasm built in his balls. He tried to maintain control in a situation where he was losing it. Louis touched Michael’s head, and Michael placed his hand on top of Louis’. Louis wouldn’t last much longer, so he begged Michael to stop before he came, but it was too late.

Michael pulled back, and Louis shot a load. It arched as it went from Louis’ cock to Michael’s chest. Michael wiped it off and laughed. “Hot,” he said.

“Fuck, Michael,” Louis whimpered. His dick was growing soft.

Michael covered Louis’ dick with the fabric and stood. He was stiff and erect. “You’re far from done, sexy,” he said. “Show me how much you love this dick.”

“Oh, baby, I love that dick,” Louis said as he slid off the bed to his knees. Louis wrapped his hand around the base of Michael’s cock and swirled his tongue around its tip like a cone of melting ice cream. Louis wanted all the cream in Michael’s milky surprise. Louis got his lips wet and slick by bobbing his head along Michael’s dick before coming up for air to say, “fuck that dick is so big.”

“Take it all,” Michael said and pushed Louis’ head down on his cock. Louis choked on Michael’s shaft, but that didn’t stop him from trying to fit more into the back of his throat. Louis breathed through his nose as he pulled down on Michael’s balls and choked himself with the man’s dick. “Easy there,” Michael said and pulled up on Louis.

Louis wiped his mouth, but it was still wet. “I want you to fuck me,” he said.

“Why don’t you dance for me first?”

“Put on a song,” said Louis as he waited. He stepped backward, and the heels clicked on the floor. Louis walked across the room and picked up his cell phone. He perched on the edge of the bed as he looked for a song. He put on a soft rock song from the seventies, and Louis rocked his hips.

Louis spun in circles, lip syncing to the familiar lyrics, even though he moved his mouth the wrong way a few times. Michael didn’t care as he pulled on his cock and watched Louis. Louis lifted his robe and let it fall. He bent over and snapped back. He moved his body like a leaf floating in the wind.

When the song was near its end, Louis turned around so his ass was facing Michael. He lifted the robe so Michael could see his bare skin; the black jockstrap with a lace trim encircling his ass cheeks. Louis bent over so his ass spread, revealing his clean hole to Michael. He had come prepared to take Michael’s dick. “You want this ass?”

“Yeah, I do. Not as much as you want this dick, though, right?”

“Never,” Louis said. “I need that dick.”

“Come show me how much,” Michael said and wagged his dick from side to side.

Louis sucked Michael’s dick for a few more minutes, closing his eyes and savoring every second. His heels jutting out behind him. His mesh robe spread across the floor beneath him. Michael watched Louis suck his dick with passion, but he couldn’t stop staring at his ass either. It looked so good in that jockstrap, and he had to have it.

“Get up here,” Michael said and pulled Louis to his feet. He told him to bend over the edge of the bed, and Louis did as he said. “That’s right. Just like that,” Michael said and smacked Louis’ ass after he’d lifted the robe out of the way. “Take off the robe so I can fuck you right,” he said.

Louis stood for a moment to let the robe slide off his arms and pool around his feet. He was still wearing the bra, garter belt, stockings, jockstrap, and high heels. Everything a shade of black. Michael stood behind Louis and rolled a condom over his dick. He squirted lubrication onto his fingers and rubbed it against Louis’ hole. He slipped a couple fingers into him to loosen his ass before he fucked him with his huge dick.

Louis needed his dick. The fingers weren’t enough. He dropped his body to the bed, held his cheeks apart, and told Louis he needed his dick. Now. He couldn’t wait another second. “Give me that dick,” he said.

Michael growled and stepped forward. He slapped his dick against Louis’ hole, which was contracting and opening as Michael rubbed his cock against it. Louis holding his cheeks apart and making desperate noises. Michael slapped his ass before shoving his dick into Louis.

Louis’ eyes shot open as he felt Michael’s dick stretch his hole. He moved forward, and Michael let his dick fall out of Louis’ hole. Louis took deep breaths as he let his hole relax. Michael spat on his fingers and rubbed Louis’ hole. “You okay?” he asked, stroking his dick with his other hand.

Louis nodded. “Yeah, I’m okay. Go slow,” he said.

Michael grinned as he took out his fingers and pushed his dick against Louis’ hole. Louis took a deep breath, and Michael pushed into him, placing his hand under the garter belt. Louis rubbed a nipple between the bra and his chest as he supported himself with one hand.

Michael slid in and out of Louis’ relaxed hole. Louis moaned as Michael used every inch of his dick, pushing Louis to the limit. Louis moaned and thrust his ass up against Michael’s dick. Michael slapped his ass and pulled on his garter belt, making Louis’ ass lift even higher in the air.

Louis moved his hand from his chest and pressed against the front of his jockstrap. His dick was hard and leaking. He would cum against if Michael kept fucking him hard with every inch of his dick. He didn’t know how much more he could handle.

“Fuck,” Louis said. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“Yeah?” Michael asked as he pulled his dick all the way out before slamming it back in Louis’ hole, hitting his spot.

“Yeah. Shit,” Louis said. Michael had thrust so hard Louis fell to the bed, and his dick was getting jacked off by the bed and Michael’s humping. Louis moaned, unable to control his cock. He was cumming seconds later.

Michael could feel Louis’ dick contracting around his hole. He reached around and touched where Louis’ cock was, and it was soaking wet. Michael moaned and fucked Louis harder as Louis’ ass kept squeezing his dick. Michael pulled out when he couldn’t handle it, ripped off the condom, and shot his load all over Louis’ exposed ass.

Louis moaned as he felt Michael’s warm, creamy milk sliding down his ass cheeks. He had cum twice and was spent. “Damn,” he said.

Michael fell by Louis’ side and held him. He kissed Louis’ shoulder. “Louis, I want to be yours no matter where you go. Okay?”

Louis nodded before resting his head against Michael’s chest. They interlaced their fingers and closed their eyes to enjoy the afterglow of their orgasms. Louis kissed Michael softly before letting himself fall into a gentle nap. Michael did the same, and they lay there holding each other.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

 

 

One Month Later

Louis got the job and was moving today. He had packed his house, found someone else to take over the lease, and couldn’t believe moving day had arrived. His new roommate was expecting him in Chicago. Louis was waiting for Michael to arrive with his truck. Michael was taking him to Chicago, and Louis couldn’t have been more grateful.

The interviews had gone well, and they offered Louis the job three weeks ago. They were understanding when he told them it would take time to get there, but those three weeks had gone by so fast. Louis had spent every night with Michael, and he couldn’t believe that was going to change, but he had to chase his dreams. Michael was supportive.

Louis had reduced his possessions to a few boxes they’d put in the back of Michael’s truck. His new roommate had all the main furniture they’d need, and Louis would buy a bed and whatever else there. He had taken his bed from his parent’s guest bedroom, and they wanted it back. They were supportive of his move.

Everyone was delighted about Louis’ job. Louis was too, but he knew how much would miss Michael. He walked around the house, taking photos because Michael was already on his way. By the time Louis finished, Michael was waiting outside.

“You sure about this?” Louis asked Michael after they’d loaded his boxes in the truck and locked the door to the house.

Michael sighed. They’d had this conversation more times than he could count. Michael put his hands on Louis’ shoulders. “You have to try. I’ll be here for you. It’s only three hours away. You might have sold your car, but there is a lot of public transit. I can come get you sometimes. We will make this work, but you can’t miss out on this chance to live your dream.”

“You’ll never move to the city.”

“You might be able to convince me on the suburbs one day,” Michael said and shrugged. “Let’s take it a day at a time. Are you ready?”

Louis smiled softly and nodded as he looked into Michael’s eyes. He placed his hand on Michael’s chest, and they kissed. They got in the truck and took off to Chicago, where Louis would start a new job and have a new life, but their love would endure.

 

***

 

Six Months Later

It was winter, and Louis loved how he could wear tons of layers. He never went without a bra and panties in the winter. Everywhere he went, he could feel the fabrics’ hold on his body, and it was fabulous.

The job at the new radio station couldn’t have been going better. He had already gotten one promotion and a raise, and the managers always talked about how luxurious Louis’ voice sounded. Even though Louis missed Michael all the time, he knew he’d made the right decision.

Louis was sitting at home looking over what he’d packed. His roommate wasn’t there. It was the day after Christmas, so everyone was on vacation, and the radio had given him a week off to celebrate the New Year with his family. He worked a few hours on Christmas, but they had compensated him well, and Louis loved his job. Michael and his parents understood.

Michael was on his way to pick up Louis. They were going back to Lake Morton. Louis couldn’t wait to spend a week sleeping by Michael’s side. Waking up to him every morning. He couldn’t wait to ride his dick every night. Louis had packed a suitcase full of pretty lingerie and couldn’t wait to dance for his man.

Louis was wearing a pink bra and matching panties under his plain green sweater and blue jeans. He had on pink stockings too because it was cold, and they helped keep him warm.

Michael called fourteen minutes later when he was outside. Louis grabbed his suitcase, turned off all the lights, locked the door, and went out to meet Michael. He was standing outside his truck. Louis jumped into Michael’s arms and kissed him hard on the lips.

Michael loved feeling Louis’ arms around him. He could feel the bra under Louis’ sweater and smiled to himself. “I missed you, sexy,” he said.

Louis’ knees shook. He loved when Michael called him ‘sexy’. “I missed you too,” Louis said.

“Let’s get you home,” Michael said and opened the passenger’s door.

Louis hopped in the car, smiling from ear to ear, “let’s get out of here!”

Michael smiled and walked over to the driver’s side. He hopped in and kissed Louis before starting the car, leaving Illinois for Lake Morton, Wisconsin.
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