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    Hi there,this is Matthew John Carmona.The most libertine erotica writer you will ever meet.I dream sex,I eat sex,I live sex,I breathe sex.Exploring 
 
    Moments of sexual pleasure is my passion.Join me in a wild sex ride in this book.In this book I have 50 gay erotic stories.Please enjoy and leave a review.Here is some lines of my book 
 
      
 
      
 
    His penis through his clothing. 
 
      
 
    It felt huge, he pushed me away and stood up, and began uncovering, I began doing in like way and soon we were both completely stripped, next to his headgear, he had the hairiest body I have ever watched, he was solid all finished and his cockerel was around 8 inches semi erect and whole, mine was around 7 inches trim, I stooped before him and began licking his chicken a little bit at a time. 
 
      
 
    I by then put his chicken in my mouth and began sucking on it, it got up to around 10 slithers long, and it was astoundingly thick, it was peculiar inclination tasting a chicken since, I kept sucking for around ten minutes and out of nowhere felt his body shake and he detonated in my mouth, I took a large portion of his sperm in my mouth, he said thank you and prepared me to sit on the bed, I plunked down and he stooped down before me and took my dick in his mouth, and he began sucking. 
 
      
 
    Unusually I felt essentially more invigorated than when an adolescent gives me a penis work, he continued sucking on my dick for around 15 minutes until I began cumming in his mouth. I held his head in my mouth as I pushed my dick dynamically critical in his mouth as I came. After that we set down on the bed talking while all the while scouring each other's body, I began licking his finished areolas while my hand is scouring his armpit. 
 
      
 
    I licked all over his battered chest and stomach, his armpit, and his thighs and legs, he by then asked concerning whether he could screw me, I divulged to him that I couldn't imagine anything better than to as long as I can screw him subsequently, I masterminded my self on the entirety of the four, he went behind me and began scouring my can with his hands, by then I felt his tongue licking my rear all finished and a brief timeframe later licking my butt face, 
 
      
 
    it was an amazing inclination, different to anything I have ever experienced, by then I felt him fingering me, he asked as for whether I was prepared and I said no doubt, he orchestrated the tip of his cockerel on my butt face and began pushing, he battled to push in from the earliest starting point at any rate after more spit he was soon in my rear, I need to yield that it hurt from the earliest starting point, yet soon as his chicken got further and progressively critical in my can the propensity went to force. 
 
      
 
    He was pushing in and out as smart as could sensibly be normal, after dynamically more push he began hollering that he was going to cum I provoked him to cum in my posterior a so he did. he constantly took his dick out from my butt and passed on it to my face, and I began sucking on it, and cleaning it with my tongue, I revealed to him that it was my chance to screw him now, and made him lay on his back, attempted his psychological dependability disconnected and put them noticeable all around, and I put my face between his legs and began kissing his balls. 
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    Phil's swollen purple cock-head was inches in front of my eyes, its distended oval slit filled with clear fluid. I spread the drop of lube around the front of his bell-shaped glans with one fingers as I held the shaft with the other hand. At the same time, I felt Phil's warm fingers clasping my engorged cock, gently stripping the long thick foreskin back from my turgid glans, then covering it again. Phil was perhaps my best friend, who had introduced me to other guys both in our area and in different parts of the country. 
 
    He was the unofficial head of our network of guys who enjoy hand jobs and other forms of safe sex, and who live around the country and welcome visitors. Phil was 65, a few years older than I, but in better physical shape. Sometimes I think everybody's in better shape than I am, but the other side of that coin is that I've encountered many guys who envy my cock. I have exactly six inches hard, down a bit from when I was younger and didn't have that fat pad in front of my pubic bone and around the base of my shaft. Most guys I know have roughly the same length, between five and seven inches. 
 
    I've never seen a nine-inch cock. Maybe someone out there has one, but I've never seen it. Limp, my cock's about four inches, with a big bulge in the skin at the front. The skin rides smoothly over the bulge and tapers down to a long nipple. Many guys younger than I don't have their foreskins any more, because they were cut at birth, and many of these guys envy my cock. Phil didn't, because he's natural like me, with long thick hood covering a large, bell-shaped glans. Phil and I enjoy playing with each other's cocks, because of the similarity and because of the differences. 
 
    Phil's hard-on is about half and inch longer than mine, measured along the top from base to the tip of the glans. Both of us have straight shafts, with a big vein along the right side. When we're skinned back we can see a difference. My purple tip's like a German helmet, with big, wide, flaring ridge that sweeps forward underneath to meet at the front. Phil's tip is lighter purple and bell-shaped, with a ridge that drops down under the shaft, and looks like the rim of a bell. My pee-hole has the shape of a teardrop, while Phil's is oval. 
 
    We began that evening by playing with each other's skins, rolling the nipples between two fingers, pulling on them to stretch the nerve endings, and feeling the heads swell under their coverings. I felt a tickle deep down in my cock-root, and the subtle feeling of drops of lubricant oozing forward through my shaft. Both our foreskins fully cover our heads even with hard-ons, and we slowly stretched them back over the bulging contours of our big tips, enjoying the delicious stretchy feeling as the skin distended. 
 
    We were in a sixty-nine position on Phil's king-size bed, as close to each other's cocks as we needed, and we'd had lots of practice at stimulating each other's equipment. With thumb and forefinger, I caressed Phil's ridge through the covering skin as I stretched the hood back in stages, uncovering a little bit at a time to let him feel each nuance of sensation. Phil had already skinned my prick back half-way, and now his index finger was spreading my lube over the front of the head with a light touch. I enjoyed the tangy man-smell of Phil's foreskin and cock-head, wet and shiny, as I stripped it back farther. 
 
    The hole at the end of his cock-head was distended, forming an oval, and I stared deeply into it, knowing that I'd never see bottom. I pressed a finger into the thick tube on the underside of his shaft, forcing his lubricant forward. A clear drop filled his oval orifice, and while I held his hood back with one hand, I spread the lubricant over the dome of his glans with one finger of the other. The slippery lubricant had a different odor than the foreskin secretion, and I inhaled deeply, enjoying this dimension of giving Phil's cock pleasure. 
 
    We always went slowly, consciously avoiding a mad rush to orgasm, because as experienced jack-off artists, we knew that getting there was half the fun. We'd agreed to avoid coming for a week beforehand, so that we'd have a lot of jizm to shoot. That always made for a hotter and more prolonged orgasm. We'd also found that if we took our time, jacking each other for an hour or more, climax would always be more intense because of the prolonged build-up. 
 
    I guess we practiced a form of what people call "edging," but truly we didn't get close to coming until just before the end. We always remained well below the summit, and although I'd read about guys who could bring themselves to the edge and remain there for a long time, I'd never met anyone who did that, and had never seen anyone do it. Phil and I concentrated on making our orgasms more intense by different strokes and techniques. We had different ways of caressing our heads and foreskins, and we even would press a finger into the big tube under the shaft during orgasm to dam up the gushes of cream, the pressure making us howl in ecstasy. 
 
    This time, Phil had something else in mind for me. He'd said he wanted to use something he'd tried on his cock last week. He'd bought an electro-sex unit, complete with plug-in cord and a variety of electrodes that fit around his cock, balls, and even into his rectum. He'd raved about it on the phone a few days before, and said he wanted me to test-drive it as well. I'd already had some experience with this type of stimulation because another friend had let me try his last year, and I'd found it produced a really heavy, throbbing orgasm. Phil's idea was different from what my friend had had me try. 
 
    Instead of using the electric pulses from the start to make me hard and increase my excitement, Phil would turn on the unit only when I was on the edge of coming, so that I could enjoy the delicate sensations of light stimulation as he slowly teased my cock closer to climax, then experience the full rush of sensation when he used the electrical pulses to boost me into orgasm. Right now, we concentrated on working ourselves up gradually, having agreed that Phil would have his orgasm before mine. 
 
    This would leave me free to work on stimulating his cock to orgasm without distraction, and after he'd finished he'd concentrate on mine. I was twisting his foreskin gently around the head, using my full fist, guiding the lubricated skin over the compound curves of his tip, then stroking it back and forth lightly for variety. We'd learned that using light strokes and varying them often provided delightful stimulation because the nerve endings didn't become tired. Rapid hard pumping, on the other hand, required even more speed and pressure near the end because the nerve endings had discharged so often that they were tired and needed even more stimulation. 
 
    Now we began long, slow strokes that completely bared our cock-heads, our tight foreskin rings gently squeezing the heads from front domes to rear ridges. I felt the coolness of air on my heated glans as I skinned Phil's cock all the way back, watching the long hood snap back into the deep groove behind his rim. I blew gently on his hot naked tip, knowing this would give his nerve endings a slight jolt that would bring him closer to climax. 
 
    Now I pulled forward, watching the skin bunch up as it compressed his ridge, then jump suddenly over the ridge and begin the long down-hill slide towards the end, where it formed a thick pucker in front of the head. I could feel a change in Phil's cock-head, a hardening and swelling. I skinned it back gently once more, and saw the now naked head swell to full size, flaring ridge standing out above the encircling ring of foreskin, and the color of the glans dark purple. 
 
    "I think you're ready," I said. Phil let go my cock and lay back on the bed to let me do him the way I wished. I spread a towel over his chest and stomach. Having gushes of semen coat your body is nice, but not when you have to wash it out of your body hair. I pulled his foreskin fully forward and held his cock between my two hands, palms and fingers flattened, and asked; "Ready?" Phil nodded, and I began moving my hands in opposite directions, twisting his loose foreskin over the hard cock-core underneath. 
 
    I knew what Phil was feeling because I'd experienced the multiple stimulation of friction on the tender glans, the inner lining, and the feeling of having the nerve endings in the foreskin stretched with each twist. When my friend Stan did this to my cock, it always brought me to a gasping, shuddering climax within seconds, and now I saw Phil begin to approach the brink. I twisted faster, and heard his breathing deepen. 
 
    His lips drew back from his teeth, and his stomach muscles began to contract as his balls drew tightly up against his body. His cock felt hot in my hand, partly from the blood flow, but also from the friction, and I went faster. I saw the dome of his dark purple head through the opening in his hood, and a gush of lubricant oozed from the skin and over my fingers. Phil groaned and his eyes closed as I felt the first hard throb in his cock, and watched a long string of white shoot from his tip to land on his chest. I moved my hands back slightly to make sure the front of his cock-head was clear of skin, and kept twisting hard as another jet erupted. 
 
    Phil was a shooter, always ejaculating his juice, while I was a dribbler, usually pouring out large jets but without enough force to carry them in a trajectory. Phil's cock throbbed between my fingers as he shot again, this time the jet landing in the area of his belly-button. I felt another heavy throb, and watched another gush fly onto his stomach. Phil was really into it now, crying out in pure joy and he floated on the sensations of orgasm, helpless in my hands, trusting me to produce more delicious sensations in his prick. His legs twitched as another jet shot onto his stomach, and he groaned in delicious agony. 
 
    His cock jerked again between my hands, and gushed a thick rope of white fluid that this time fell right back onto the purple head and ran down his shaft onto my fingers. I closed my right hand around his cock, pumping him back and forth through the final throbs, until he cock just drooled thin white fluid and he'd stopped throbbing. Phil took a couple of minutes to recover, as I knew he would from many other sessions with him. I rolled up the cream-soaked towel and carefully wiped his softening cock with paper tissues. I skinned him back to wipe around the ridge, then pulled his ample foreskin forward to cover his tender tip completely. Now Phil raised himself and got the electro-sex unit from the bedside table. 
 
    "This is the ring electrode," he said as he slipped a thick rubber ring around my half-hard cock, pushing it down to the base. He clipped a lead to a stud on the ring and connected the other end to the black box. 
 
    "This ring has electrodes to hit the two dorsal nerves in your cock." He then poured a few drops of olive oil between the ring and my shaft. 
 
    "Olive oil is conductive," he added. He then picked up a small cylinder and poured olive oil over it. I was lying on my side and he lifted one ass-check and placed the cylinder in the crack, touching my anus. 
 
    "I know you don't like anything up your ass, but it doesn't matter. The current will go through it anyway. He connected another lead to a clip on the cylinder and plugged the other end into the black box. 
 
    "Now I'm going to work on your cock just as I always do, but when you start to come I'll turn on the current," he explained, as he pushed me onto my back and spread a towel over my body. Picking up my cock, he gently skinned it back, and I propped my head up with a pillow to watch as my swollen glans came into view. Without the foreskin covering it, the head swelled to full size, and Phil gently tugged on my foreskin, stretching it back along the shaft and running a fingertip along the groove behind the high ridge. That felt very good, and when he pulled harder on the tightly-stretched back foreskin the tension on my gee-string pulled the head down towards my balls. 
 
    Hot as I was from the previous stimulation , it didn't take long until I was very hot, approaching the point of no return. Phil's gentle fingers stroked my long hood back and forth, slowly uncovering the big helmet right down to the ridge, then pulling the sleeve forward to cover the head again as drops of lubricant oozed from my orifice to lubricate it. I saw that my cock-head had gotten darker, and I felt a slight ache in the tip, signaling a profound need to come. As Phil continued to stroke, I felt a pleasant tickle begin in my rim. As the skin moved over the tender, sensitive head, the tickle changed to an itch, then to an urgent tingle, telling me that I was on the brink. 
 
    "You're almost there," Phil murmured as he skinned my rock-hard cock all the way back, making the glans dip again as he pulled hard on my gee-string. I saw his other hand move toward the black box, and then a heavy thrill ran from my cock deep into my cock-root. Less than a second later, another, stronger electric throb ran from the base of my cock to my anus, contracting all the muscles in its path, and I cried out in surprise as the intense sensations filled my body. I heard myself going "HAH-HAH-HAH" in time with the electric pulses that wracked my lower body, even before starting to come. I was helpless in the grip of the powerful stimulation that dominated my consciousness. Another throb shook me as I felt a hot, burning gush run up my shaft. 
 
    I saw my cock jump in his hand as a long jet erupted from the hole toward my face, and I closed my eyes. My legs twitched as my insides convulsed in orgasm, sending another heavy gush out my cock-tip. There was a heavy, rhythmic thud-thud-thud filling my lower body as my muscles contracted in time with the electric pulses. I felt as if my entire insides were being ejected through my cock as pulse after pulse convulsed my body, each one making my cock-root contract. 
 
    I heard myself crying out in joyful agony as the electricity pounded my cock-root, and my glans and shaft throbbed in response, shooting more jets. I lay helplessly supine as more throbs filled my cock, and the rapid electric pulses brought forth more jets. I threw my head from side to side, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations, and groaned loudly as each powerful gush erupted from my cock-tip. 
 
    Suddenly, the electric pulses stopped, and I felt the last drops dribble from my tip as my sensations faded. Phil had sensed when I'd had enough, and shot my load. I felt him remove the electrode from between my ass-cheeks, then his fingers gently slipped the ring up my softening prick, dragging the foreskin along with it to cover the head as the ring slipped off. I still felt the gentle tickle as the last drops of jizm crawled up my tube to run out under my foreskin when they leaked from my hole. I opened my eyes and watched Phil remove the soaked towel, then gently retract my hood and wipe away the thick coating of cream with a paper tissue. He was very careful, knowing that the head was super-sensitive for a few minutes after orgasm, and even soft facial tissue would feel like sandpaper to my tortured nerve endings. 
 
    Now he worked the long hood back over the shrunken head, pulling it in place to cover it completely and form a tight nipple at the end. I saw that his cock was limp and totally skin-covered, like mine, but I could distinguish the subtle difference in the shape of our heads through the covering hoods. Phil gave my nipple one last tug, and my cock twitched in response. I grasped his long foreskin nipple and tugged at it, feeling the responding twitch through the thick skin. Phil turned out the lights and we enjoyed a deep and restful sleep. 
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    "I'm ready", you said. 
 
    I raised my head far enough off your chest to stare into your crystal-blue eyes. If you were lying, this would be the way to find out -- their innocence meant that they were unable to deceive me. 
 
    I knew, you see, just what readiness' was. The signals had been there, of course, over the past few weeks -- the times I'd caught you fingering my strap-on, the way you'd begged me totake you up the arse' on those rare occasions when I was dominant -- but I hadn't let myself extrapolate from such small pieces of evidence. I didn't want to be disappointed again. 
 
    When we'd first met, I had been firmly of the opinion that inside every broad-minded straight person was a bisexual waiting to get out. As the months went by, however, I had been reluctantly to accept that, at least in your case, this simply wasn't true. I'd tried, I'd really tried -- harder than I'd ever tried with anyone before -- to convince you that you probably were. I'd teased out of you your attraction to a male friend, you'd told me that you had spent some time considering whether you might be gay, and I'd explained my philosophy of bisexuality to you. All to no avail. You were firmly, avowedly and proudly straight and no amount of urging on my part could make you reconsider. I learned not to mention the subject unless I was feeling particularly blue, and even then it generally only made things worse. 
 
    So it came as some surprise when you announced that you were ready'.Ready' meant that you had actually been giving the whole sorry subject some thought over those long silent months and that you had come to the conclusion that, actually, you might be bisexual. `Ready' also meant that you were willing to test this hypothesis by acting out my favorite fantasy. 
 
    Overjoyed, I held you close in my arms as we began the laborious process of composing a suitable personal advertisement. Perfections both, we made heavy weather of it, but eventually we were satisfied. Having selected a suitable newspaper, we consigned the advertisement to its care and affected to think no more about it, although I cannot believe that it was any accident that we were both awake hours before the newspaper was due to be delivered on the appropriate day. Finally, when we were almost resigned to its non-arrival, we heard the familiar rat-tat of the letter-box flap, followed by the usual dull thud as the newspaper landed on the floor. Trembling with excitement, we raced to collect it; you won and, maddeningly slowly, with fingers numbed by anticipation, you turned to the page. We stared at it once more, seeing it (we hoped) as others would see it: 
 
    "VOYEUSE seeks experienced, dominant male to initiate innocent bi-curious Adonis, 26, in ways of the adult world. (Photo appreciated)." 
 
    There it was, in print at last. Now all we had to do was to sit back and wait for the replies. I knew that you probably still objected to the bit about the photograph, but, on the other hand, you could not be expected to fancy just anyone and, since this would most likely help you to define whether you really were bisexual, I wanted the experience to be a complete success. 
 
    The replies, when they came, were many and varied. As usual, there were the psychopaths, who we filtered out immediately. There were many who seemed likeable, honest and personable but, somehow, for one reason or another, did not seem quite right. There were several who seemed to be serious contenders, intelligent, attractive and interested, but there seemed to be no clear deciding reason to choose one above all the rest. And then it came: the letter. You tried to hide your immediate interest, but your more susceptible parts betrayed your true arousal. He was, to be brief, the ideal candidate -- tall, like you, slightly more well-built, with raven-black hair, eyes which seemed halfway between green and brown and a very engaging grin. Intelligent, too -- another Oxbridge electronic engineering graduate, although a few years your senior. Into leather, and born to dominate, this man seemed the ideal person for you to experiment with. 
 
    He had left both a telephone number and an email address. Several times you picked up the telephone, as if to call him, and then changed your mind halfway through dialing the number. In the end, you decided that an email would probably be less difficult. A whole flurry of messages passed between you that week -- I was gratified that you appeared to be getting on so well together -- and eventually a date was set for him to come to our house. You told me that he had asked me to prepare you, before he arrived, and that I was then to welcome him at the door. You told me that I would discover what `preparation' meant when the day arrived. 
 
    The days leading up to the rendezvous dragged. You were in a state of high excitement, eager anticipation and nervous tension all rolled into one. You seemed to want to save yourself for the big day, to the extent of giving up alcohol, refusing anything more strenuous than light petting and being in bed, ready to sleep, by 10 p.m. I began to wonder whether the life of a nun held any real appeal. 
 
    It was a Saturday that the rendezvous was actually set for (pressures of work for both of you having stopped a weekday evening being suitable) and he was due to arrive at our place shortly after lunch. I envied you the deep and peaceful sleep you had enjoyed the previous night, whilst I had tossed and turned with excitement mingled with worry. What if you really hated the experience ? What if he didn't turn out to be the amiable, likeable person he'd presented, but was instead a bitter and twisted sadist who wanted only to hurt you ? What if -- not likely, I hoped, and my own fault entirely should it happen -- you decided that, in fact, you preferred men to women and left me for him ? Small wonder I passed a tormented night and rose in the morning somewhat frazzled. You, on the other hand, appeared refreshed and eagerly awaiting the `preparations'. 
 
    I took you into the bathroom. He apparently wanted me to shave off all your pubic hair. Carefully I covered the area in shaving-foam and began to remove the hair. Luckily, you had been shaved only a couple of weeks previously, and so it was not the marathon job it could sometimes be. Lovingly, I cupped your balls, one at a time, and removed all the hair from them, and finally from your cock itself. Your legs and underarms also apparently required de-hairing; I contemplated the evil option of wax but settled in the end on a depilatory cream. Next you removed your embryonic mustache and beard, and took a long shower. 
 
    I was, meanwhile, engaged in replacing the cotton sheets on our bed with silk ones. White, since this was to be the day you lost your second virginity, and pillowslips to match, with a few ornate Japanese embroidered cushions to add color to the scene. 
 
    You returned to the bedroom and requested a glass of water. Apparently, you were to eat and drink nothing else until the arrival of your lover. You lay down on the bed, looking so young and angelic that I wondered how anyone could want to do anything but protect you. You asked me to buckle the leather collar round your neck, to slip the cock-ring onto your penis and then to fit each wrist with a manacle and chain the manacles, via lengths of chain, to the bedposts under the bed. Dutifully I obeyed, caressing your flaxen hair all the while. I wanted desperately to kiss you, but you pushed me away, saying that this was not permitted and that the rules for your preparation had to be adhered to rigidly. Sighing, I acquiesced and left you alone in the bed. 
 
    On the stroke of one, the doorbell rang. Suddenly panicked, you turned to me, being me to protect you. Taking my revenge, I covered you with the white silk top-sheet, leaving only your beautiful head and your neck, encased as it was in its leather collar, sticking out, and went downstairs to answer the door. 
 
    It had been the subject of a heated discussion between us, what I should wear. You wanted me to wear a short dress with shear stockings, whilst I favored jeans and a baggy jumper -- after all, it was you he was here to lavish his attentions on. In the end, we had agreed on the compromise solution of a stylishly-tailed trouser-suit, which looked suitably smart, but not sexually enticing. As I went to answer the door, I was grateful for this decision but, even so, had to take several deep breaths before opening the door. 
 
    "Hello," said a deep voice, "you must be Voyeuse." 
 
    I nodded my head in agreement and offered to take the man's coat and fix him a drink. 
 
    "Just a glass of water, please. I'll take the champagne up with me to Adonis." 
 
    There seemed nothing wrong so far, so, having duly retrieved the champagne from the fridge and clutching two champagne flutes rather more tightly than perhaps they ought to have been, I led him upstairs to where you were waiting. 
 
    I made the introductions, poured the champagne and left. As I did so, I could not help but notice the eager expression on your face as he bent over you to lift back the top-sheet, and the satisfied smile cross his as he got his first glimpse of your taut body. I adjourned into the neighboring room and switched on the bank of television screens which would show me in graphic detail, and from all angles, exactly what kind of experience was in store for you. 
 
    You were still lying as I had left you, but he had stripped down to his underpants, which were bulging. He had placed his briefcase beside you on the bed and was opening the lid. As I watched, he lifted out an enormous tube of KY jelly, an equally enormous packet of condoms, a small butt plug, a blindfold and a whip. He needn't have bothered, I thought to myself, we have all those here. 
 
    He leant over and kissed you on the lips, gently at first, then with increasing passion. Had you not been so comprehensively shackled, I am sure that you would have thrown your arms around him and started running your fingers up and down his spine. 
 
    Eventually he broke away from the kiss and turned his attention to your cock. Although there was unfortunately no sound connection between the two rooms, it was clear to me that he was admiring its size and shape. He then proceeded to lick his way round the head, before finally taking as much of the shaft as he could manage into his mouth. I noticed that your eyes had closed and you appeared to be swiftly attaining a state of extreme excitement -- quite the opposite of the usual deflationary response I attain on trying this same tactic. Just as I thought you would be unable to hold off any longer, he took his mouth away from your cock, leaving visible signs of frustration etched across your face. 
 
    Removing his underpants, permitting his own cock to spring out, he held it invitingly over your mouth. Greedily, you accepted the proffered present and were soon licking and sucking for all you were worth. Gradually, it became apparent that your technique was not to his liking, as a growing frown appeared across his face. Snatching his cock out of your mouth, and strenuously defeating your pitiful attempts to reclaim it, he placed the blindfold over your eyes and roughly turned you over. 
 
    Heart in my mouth I watched, ready to intervene at any moment should I feel that you were not enjoying things or that he had lost control of his temper. He picked up his whip and began to lash you. I could see the involuntary jerking of your body as a backlash to the whip on each stroke. I worried for you, but you appeared to be in command of, and maybe even enjoying the situation. 
 
    He tired of this game and for two long minutes sat at the foot of the bed, sipping champagne, whilst you fretted, wondering what new game he was thinking up for you. You soon found out, for he turned you back over again and removed the blindfold. Kissing you once more, he caressed your cheeks, whilst you tried to push your body closer into his. He soon got the message and squeezed a blob of KY onto the entrance of your anus, whilst thoroughly lubricating the butt plug. He shoved this into your anus, and then moved it tantalizingly in and out, until I saw your mouth form the words "More, harder, deeper". 
 
    At this, he slipped a condom onto his by-now swollen cock, removed the butt plug with infinite care and raised the lower part of your body with enough cushions to raise you to a more comfortable angle, before sliding inside you. Your face twisted with instantaneous pain as he penetrated you, but was soon eased by the pleasure induced by the feel of his hard throbbing cock inside you. 
 
    What happened next came as no shock to me, but took him completely by surprise -- you, having got more and more excited by this caressing of your anal passage, came, as is your wont, splattering his body with your semen and contracting your anal muscles in an orgasm-inducing fashion round his eager cock. Unsurprisingly, he came too, in a wave of ecstasy which looked as if it might never end. 
 
    Eventually, he pulled out of you, wiped your anus in a delicate and tender fashion and cleaned your semen off both your bodies. He then undid your shackles and, judging by the expression on his face, expected you to make a dash for freedom to join me. He and I both. In fact, to both our manifest surprises, you reached out, put your arms around him and dragged him close to you again for an extremely passionate embrace. 
 
    That night in bed together, your body had an extreme hunger about it that I had not known before as it before as it sought to join mine. We did not really discuss the subject -- I only asked, 
 
    "Will you see him again ?" 
 
    "I might," came the reply. 
 
    The smile on your face was enough to answer that question. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Organa And The Lifeguard 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I found out early in the week that my parents would be going away. It was usually common that they spend their holidays away. They asked me if I wanted to join them, but, as usual, I chose not to, seeing as I was 20 years old and could have more fun on my own. 
 
    I'm a 20 year old college student of average good looks. I'm about 6'2" tall and 220 pounds with brown hair and hazel eyes. My build could be considered "stocky" and I have somewhat good looks. Living on the outskirts of the suburbs of Philadelphia, it has been hard to find guys that are interested in other guys. Lucky for me, the internet has changed all of that... 
 
    After my parents had left, I logged on to the Philadelphia chat room. I was immediately bombarded with requests to chat and guys who were looking for a good time. Many of the guys didn't fit the bill for me. Suddenly a guy with the nickname "Lifeguard" entered. 
 
    I thought "well this is worth a try." 
 
    I opened a window and began to chat with him. He wasn't too far from me, and seemed agreeable to me. We arranged to meet at a local coffee house. I waited at the coffee house for his arrival, slowly sipping my espresso. 
 
    I glanced at my watch. 5:40. He was running later than expected. At about 5:45 I figured he was another no show. Just then a guy meeting his description entered the coffee house. He was about 5'8", 140 pounds, and sparkling green eyes. An orange quicksilver hat covered his hair. He wore a tight tank top and khaki shorts which clung closely to him from the hot walk. I glanced up at him. He seemed self possessed, in his own little world. I watched as he ordered a coffee, grabbed a magazine and sat down. 
 
    I had finished with my coffee and was settling up at the counter, attempting to catch his eye. When this failed, I approached him. 
 
    "Hi, are you Ryan?" I inquired. 
 
    "Yes...oh, you must be Chris! I'm so sorry I didn't see you! I must be up in a cloud," he replied. 
 
    "Oh that's all right." 
 
    "So do you live around here?" 
 
    "Yes ... about six blocks away" 
 
    "Ok...well.. I'm up for a walk." 
 
    "How about we walk to my place then?" 
 
    "Sure," he replied. 
 
    The walk back to my house was nice. We talked about our lives in general. He recently moved to the area, while I was a long time resident. Although there seemed to be a lot of differences between us, we hit it off rather nicely. Finally we were at my house. We sat in the living room of my house and talked for a bit. Then at my suggestion, since it was so hot, we decided to move to my bedroom which has fans. 
 
    We both nervously entered my bedroom. Ryan sat down on my bed as I adjusted the fans. 
 
    Ryan and I sat on the edge of my bed, a moment which will be forever frozen in time for me. We glanced at each other awkwardly, each of us unsure what to do next. 
 
    I asked him "Well what should we do?" 
 
    He exhaled slowly. His head turning in my direction. The slight twinkle in his eyes gave away his nervousness. He smiled innocently. I could hear his almost inaudible panting as the tensions heightened. 
 
    Finally, Ryan leaned in, his pale green eyes meeting meeting my gaze. He leaned in further, and his lips met mine. Our lips parted and he thrust his tongue into my mouth. 
 
    PART 2 
 
    Ryan leaned back, laying his head on my pillow. He gently pulled me toward him, running his hands along my back. We kissed again, starting softly. Slowly the pace increased, until our lips blurred in a fury. Our tongues danced a forbidden, passionate dance. As the kiss continued, I ran my fingers through his hair. 
 
    My hands moved from the back of his head to his shoulders. Slowly massaging them for a second, I then continued down to his crotch. I gave his clothing covered crotch a gentle squeeze. His shorts were hiding a little monster begging to be freed. Taking his cue from me, he grabbed my crotch through my cargo pants. I moaned in approval. 
 
    I released my hold on his crotch and stood on my knees. As I pulled my shirt over my head, he grabbed at the button on my pants. The pants snapped open and he unzipped my fly. Without anything to hold them up my pants slid down my legs, leaving me clad in a purple pair of Tommy briefs. He reached around my back and hooked his thumbs under the waistband of the briefs and pulled them down, exposing my dick. 
 
    My dick is about average in length (6.5") but thicker than most guys I've been with. I'm cut, but the doctor in charge of that left me a bit of extra skin, which can be fun if a guy knows how to use it. Ryan grabbed my dick and began stroking it. I pulled him closer to me and he removed his tank top. 
 
    My eyes caught sight of his chest. His chest was well tanned, like the rest of him. His small nipples slightly darker than his medium dark skin. I twisted his nipple between my fingers and noticed a slight stubble around his nipple. Apparently, he shaved his chest hair. I leaned in and pressed my lips to his softly. His tongue penetrated my lips and wrestled with my own. 
 
    I moved my hand down from tweaking his nipple to unbutton his shorts. He sat up in order to help me slide his shorts down his legs. I rubbed my hands along his thighs and legs noting that they were hairy, while his chest was smooth. 
 
    Removing his shorts left him wearing a purple pair of CK briefs. A rather nice sized tent was in the middle of them. I gave the tent a quick fondle and removed his briefs. His dick sprang forth from the tented area. His dick was somewhat erect, about 6" long, and rather hairy. He had nice sized balls. I leaned in to wrap my lips around his dick, but before I could, he slipped his hands under my arms and pulled my face to his, embracing me in another warm kiss. 
 
    He released me from the kiss. His tongue traveled over my unshaven face, licking my skin and sending waves of pleasure up my spine. His tongue slid into my ear bringing me to new heights of pleasure. 
 
    I kissed him gently on the chin and moved down to his nipples. I tweaked each one, making him moan. I lowered my head down to his wonderful crotch. I breathed in his masculine scent as I moved my tongue around his completely erect dick. 
 
    My lips parted and I took the head of his dick in my mouth. My tongue swirled around the head. I could hear his breathing become more intense. I released his dick from my mouth and began to stroke it with my hand. I took his hair balls one at a time into my mouth, giving his tasty skin a bath. 
 
    I returned my oral attention to his dick, swallowing almost all of the 6" of hot cock. His stomach tightened as his dick tickled the roof of my mouth and back of my throat. 
 
    I pulled my mouth off of his dick and moved back up to kiss him. Our tongues wrestled for a bit. He continued running his tongue along my stubble covered face. I ran my tongue along his earlobe. He whispered into my ear "I want you to fuck me." 
 
    PART 3 
 
    After Ryan asked me to fuck him, I kissed him again softly and grabbed a bottle of astroglide from my bedside table. I squeezed Ryan's ass with my free hand. His ass was wonderful. It was firm, yet spongy to the touch. 
 
    I squirted a small amount of the lubricant onto my hand. I spread his ass cheeks apart with my free hand. Making sure my fingers were well greased, I inserted my index finger into his tight red pucker. 
 
    As my finger made its way in, Ryan let out a sigh. 
 
    "Is this your first time trying anal?" I questioned. 
 
    "Yes. Please be gentle," he replied. 
 
    "Don't worry. You'll be fine," I reassured him. 
 
    I slowly moved me finger around inside his ass, pulling it out, and reinserting it. The smile on Ryan's face broadened and at times turned to a look of great pleasure. While fingering him, I gently licked the area around his erect dick. Again I took his balls into my mouth, one at a time. 
 
    At this point, his ass had become more accommodating to my finger and I challenged its elasticity with both my middle and index fingers. Ryan moaned and grunted in approval, his eyes becoming mere slits as a response to the pleasure I was giving him. 
 
    I moved up the bed to kiss him while i continued to finger him. Our tongues meeting at the Lagrange point of mutual passion between us. All at once I removed my fingers from his ass and pushed him back down on the pillows, pinning his arms beneath my hands. My erect penis was at the gateway to his love canal. 
 
    Breaking off from our kiss, I inserted my tongue in his ear, probing around until I could feel his hot body writhing beneath me in extacy. He let out a little grunt and I could hear his somewhat quicker breathing. Ryan continued to rub his smooth face against my stubble. I ran my fingers through his partially bleached hair, savoring the moment. 
 
    I grabbed his penis and slowly jacked it while we continued to kiss. His dick had a nice curvature which was advantageous in this particular position. 
 
    Ryan pulled his face off of mine and sighed. "I thought I told you to fuck me," he wheezed, his breath short from the immense pleasure I had brought him, but his voice was still commanding. 
 
    "Yes," I replied, grabbing a condom from the bedside table. 
 
    PART 4 
 
    I opened the condom, my hands shaking from anticipation and nervousness. I rolled it on my erect cock. As usual the condom put up some resistance (damn small condoms). I squirted a small amount of lube on my hand and rubbed it around my condom covered cock. I looked down at Ryan and saw a look of excitement on his face. He cracked a slight smile. 
 
    I moved down to kiss him again. Our lips met and wrestled, as my cock pressed against his tight boy cunt. He released my lips from the kiss. 
 
    "Fuck me," he said, sounding half like a whine and half like a command. 
 
    He grabbed my cock, aligning it with his hole. I pushed harder than before; his tight ass refused entry. 
 
    "Push....harder" he grunted. 
 
    All at once my dick slid passed the gateway to his anus. I inserted my full length into him. The expression on his face changed from anticipation, to mild concentration, to engrossed enjoyment in the period of that thirty seconds. 
 
    I slowly started to pound his tight ass, my balls slapping loudly into his ass cheeks with each thrust. Ryan and I continued our kissing as I pounded his ass. His tongue and mine dancing as my organ tickled his prostate. 
 
    His penis was trapped between our bodies; it was being stimulated by the sheer force of my thrusts. He put his arms around me and embraced me as our lovemaking continued. His legs became entwined with mine as we fucked, his rock hard penis sliding between us as mine worked its way inside him. 
 
    As the fucking continued, I wished to myself that it would never end. One of my thrusts pulled too far out and my penis dislodged itself from his anus. He quickly pushed his lips away from mine gasping for breath. 
 
    "Fuck me, " he wheezed, his mouth left dry from the swapping of our saliva. 
 
    It didn't take much convincing to get me back inside him. This time he grasped his hard penis between us. He jerked himself off as I continued to plow his tiny ass. I reached around feeling his soft and pliable ass, as if testing melons at the grocery store. Our kissing continued, as our bodies merged together. 
 
    All at once his penis shot its load between our chests. I needed no further coaxing. I unloaded my sperm into Ryan. He moaned and licked his lips. Together we collapsed in each other's arms on my bed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trip To The Park 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I've always had a thing for glory-holes, every since I was about 17 and I stumbled upon on in a bathroom at a local Sears store. It was a classic, big, well used with lots of graffiti and it brought many wonderful days of hot sucking and being sucked. Nowadays, these are just fond memories that still bring a hard-on, thinking of them. 
 
    Anyway, we don't have anymore glory-holes in our small central California town, but I had a hot time last week at this park on the outskirts of town. It is in an area that has a lot of farms and most of the time, the guys that cruise there are farm workers, or ranchers. Some construction guys from town and an occasional business man. 
 
    This one day about a week ago, I was feeling horny and headed out to the park. I pulled into a bathroom area parking lot where there is usually action going on and there was already a white van parked there with the driver behind the wheel. 
 
    I parked my Toyota and walked into the head. As i walked past the van, I noticed the sign on the side was for a landscaping service. The guy was probably a gardner type, hot and sweaty from a day's work outdoors. As I entered the brick building, it was a typical park head, cement brick walls, metal stall partitions, everything painted dark brown and the slight unsanitary smell in the air. I headed into the far stall and stood with my back to the swinging door, took out my dick and started jacking myself hard, waiting to hear the footsteps of the guy coming in from his van. 
 
    I didn't have to wait long before he came in, accidentally stepping into my stall (to check me out) and then backing away. When he saw me looking over my shoulder at him and jacking, he got bold and came in. I turned and showed him my stiffening cock for the first time. The guy was not really my type, kind of effeminate, long wavy soft black hair, 35-ish, heavy set, but he immediately went to his knees and took my dick deep in his mouth. It was good and hot, but not very vigorous sucking, just kind of licking. After a few minutes,I looked up and saw another guy peeking into the stall. If it had been a sheriff, we both would have been dead, because my dick was all the way down his throat, my pants around my ankles and the open bottle of poppers in my left hand. But I recognized the guy as a hot cock sucker that had taken my load maybe 5 or 6 times in the past. 
 
    I hadn't seen him out at the park in over a year and thought that he had been busted out there, I don't know. Anyway, he comes over beside the other sucker on his knees, whips out his own dick and starts oh-ing and ah-ing, watching me get a blow job. He was pounding on his own dick and the first sucker didn't even slow down, he just kept taking my dick. 
 
    But he soon stops to lick my nuts and that is all the second guy needs, he bends over at the waist and sucks my hard dick into his mouth. WOW!, he sucked me hard and fast, the difference in techniques was incredible. But more incredible was now I had 2 guys doing me at once. One on my nuts and the other on my knob and shaft. It was something that I had fantazied about but never thought would happen. The guys traded off swallowing my hot rod, and when I mumbled that I was cummig, the second guy says "lets share his hot load" The first solid shot went into the throat of the second sucker and then the first guy got the rest, maybe 2 or 3 more shots. 
 
    While I was recovering, the guy was licking me clean. I had to pull him off of me because my cock was so tender from the workout. The second sucker leaned back against a wall and started pounded his own dick again. He was moaning and started getting louder and louder. While I was pulling up my pants, the first guy started sucking off the second guy and then the guy was practically screaming that he was cumming! 
 
    God, I left in a hurry because I'm sure he could be heard 50 feet outside the bathroom. Luckily, when I left, there were no other cars in the little lot and we were alone. I left the park and haven't been back but am planing a trip soon! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Key To A New World 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Eric had saved up for months, and this was finally it. Spring break had arrived and Eric was taking his dream vacation to the Florida Keys. Eric was twenty two, and in the last semester of his junior year at college. Standing about five foot ten some might say he had a medium build, others might have called him lean. He was fairly health conscious and routinely visited the college's gym, and played intramural basketball every year. He kept his sandy blond hair short, and almost always wore a rather beat up ball cap. By the fourth day of his vacation his skin was finally taking on a tan. 
 
    Eric had managed to find a party the first two nights, and a willing girl on the third. By noon on the fourth he was again out on the beach. Dressed in only sandals and swim trunks his smooth upper body, and his lower legs. 
 
    "Hey you!" a voice shouted out. "Hey, you any good at volleyball?" 
 
    "I can hold my own," Eric replied looking over at a group of guys gathering around a net. 
 
    "Great, we're a man short, wanna play." 
 
    "Yeah sure." 
 
    Eric jogged over to the net, taking up an available position on the front. It was all guys playing, but there was a decent crowd of mostly girls watching, and like most college guys Eric never missed a chance to show off. Besides, it was the chance to have some mid-day fun. 
 
    Eric did fairly well, and quickly found himself high fiving and winning over their respect. 
 
    "Hey, my name's Brad," 
 
    "Eric," 
 
    "You play pretty well man, and you seem like a good guy." 
 
    "Thanks," replied Eric as Brad shook his hand. 
 
    "Listen man, we're having a party tonight, you interested?" 
 
    "Yeah man, when and where?" 
 
    "Great, you familiar with the island at all?" 
 
    "Not really, I'm on spring break, " Eric replied as another guy approached. 
 
    "Not a problem man," said Brad. 
 
    "Yeah," said the other guy, "it's a private party, I got a card with the location right here." 
 
    "Thanks man," replied Eric. "So I'll see you guys tonight then." 
 
    They parted ways and Eric spent the rest of the afternoon tanning and swimming. Returning to his hotel room he showered got dressed. It was his usual party attire, cargo shorts, and a sleeveless t-shirt, as well as his sandals and lucky hat. >From the map he could tell it was a short walk from the hotel, so he watched a little television and waited until about eleven to go. 
 
    Looking at the card Eric realized that it would only take him about ten minutes to walk there. The location was club right on the beach, and there was a ten dollar cover charge. That seemed a bit steep, but considering that the party was at a private club with open bar it seemed justified. Looking at the clock Eric realized that it was already five after eleven. He grabbed a twenty from his wallet, his hotel key, and headed out. 
 
    As he expected it only took him about ten minutes to get there, fifteen if you count the time he spent waiting for the elevator. As Eric approached he could hear the party inside, and could see a few guys on the back deck. 
 
    Opening the door Eric was stopped by a rather large gentleman. 
 
    "This is a private party sir," said the bouncer. 
 
    "Oh, I was invited by Brad." Eric replied. 
 
    "Hey Eric!" Brad called out as he approached the scene. "Its okay Phil, He's cool." 
 
    "Not a problem" replied the bouncer, "that'll be ten." 
 
    Eric paid the fee and he and Brad walked down a short hall. As Brad opened the inner door he ushered Eric in. Looking around Eric quickly saw the standard features of any club. There were two bars, one on either side of the large dance floor. The music was loud and the lights continually flashed and changed. 
 
    After a quick survey Eric took a second look. The place was about half full, and Eric estimated at least forty or fifty people, but every one of them was a guy. 
 
    "Hey Brad," Eric shouted over the music. "I don't see any chicks." 
 
    "Why would you?" Brad asked. "Oh shit, you had no clue did you." 
 
    "No clue about what?" 
 
    "I'm sorry man, I should've told you, this is a party for guys only." 
 
    "Are you saying that...." 
 
    "Yup," Brad interrupted, "every guy here is either gay or bi. I should've told you man, my bad. If you wanna bounce I understand." 
 
    "Don't worry about it, I'm not a homophobe. Besides, I paid my ten bucks, I might as well have a few drinks." 
 
    "Awesome man, help yourself." 
 
    With that the two parted. Brad headed for the dance floor, and Eric for one of the bars. He ordered a beer and once he got it turned to face the floor. Most of the guys were dressed in a similar fashion to himself, though quite a few had no shirt. Eric watched as men, all of them around his age, danced with other men. It was obvious from their tans that the vast majority were local. As the minutes ticked by more and more seemed to arrive. 
 
    It wasn't long before Eric spotted several couples, and even a threesome making out. It was then that something caught his eye. A few of the guys had completely stripped, and about three or four of them were completely erect. A couple minutes later and even more guys were naked. 
 
    His eyes were suddenly drawn to the side. Brad was on his knees, blowing one of the naked guys. A few of the guys headed for the deck, still more arrived as others seemed to head through a door labeled "Private Rooms". 
 
    "Hey," called out a voice. "I'm Jarrett, you're Eric right?" 
 
    "Yeah, you were on the other team this afternoon right?" asked Eric. 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    Jarrett took the seat next to Eric, placing an order as he did so. He was almost the stereotypical looking surfer, complete with pierced ears. He had think blonde hair that reached to his shoulders, a smooth, well cut but lean body. He was dressed only in cargo shorts, and sandals, and sported a help necklace around his neck. His skin had dark tan, even his nipples were brown, as were his eyes. By Eric's guess he looked to be in his early twenties, and was roughly the same height. 
 
    "First time at a party like this?" Jarrett asked. 
 
    "Is it that obvious?" 
 
    Jarrett laughed. "I take it you've never even been with another guy then have you." 
 
    "No man." 
 
    "That's a shame," said Jarrett as the bar tender delivered two hurricanes. "You're pretty good looking guy." 
 
    "Thanks," Eric laughed in response to the compliment as Jarrett handed him one of the hurricanes. "I can't believe some of the things I'm seeing here." 
 
    "Oh yeah man, it gets pretty wild here. Cock sucking is pretty common on the floor, so are hand jobs, and a few guys always end up going a lot further." 
 
    "Like in the back rooms?" Eric asked. 
 
    "I was just talking about here. Everything you can imagine goes on in the back." 
 
    Eric scanned the room, his eyes seeming to fix themselves on two guys in the corner for a moment. 
 
    "Look man, I don't really know how to put this, but if you've ever wanted to try anything, this is the place to do it." 
 
    Eric took a gulp of his drink. Looking around the room a strange feeling suddenly overcame him. Perhaps it was the alcohol, or maybe even a genuine curiosity, most likely it was a mix of the two. Simply put, Eric found himself becoming somewhat aroused. By now about half the guys were completely naked, and most those guys were erect. Many were touching one another in some way or another. Indeed, Eric could see guys blowing each other almost anywhere he looked. 
 
    "Well," Eric started, "I'm straight, but, none of this is bothering me for some reason." 
 
    "That's cool man." 
 
    Eric was about to take another sip when he spotted one guy in the corner getting down on all fours, and another taking up position behind him. 
 
    "Hey," said Jarrett placing a hand on Eric's leg. "Why don't you come with me." 
 
    Eric looked down at Jarrett's hand. He really didn't know what to say, but strangely, he could feel a rush of blood to his own manhood. 
 
    "Eric," said Jarrett, "Come on man, I promise you won't regret it." 
 
    Jarrett got up, prompting Eric to do the same, and after another swallow of his hurricane he did. Walking around the edge of the dance floor Eric couldn't help but to look at the other guys, especially the ones who were proudly displaying themselves. Not even half way around the dance floor he could feel himself growing. 
 
    They soon reached the hallway under the sign that read "Private Rooms." It was a dark hall, with black walls and red lights. Most of the doors were closed, a few where open, and looking in one Eric caught a quick glimpse of one guy riding another. 
 
    Finally Jarrett found an empty room, and the two went in. It was a small room, maybe ten by ten, the floor had a plush carpet, and there was couch and folding chair. The music from the dance floor could still be heard, but was somewhat muted. The walls and ceiling were black, but the room was well lit. 
 
    "Close the door," said Jarrett as he took a moment to adjust to the light. 
 
    When Eric turned around from closing the door he could see a large bulge in the front of Jarrett's pants, and by now, was sporting one of his own. 
 
    "Now dude, I know this is going to be really different," Jarrett unzipped his fly as he spoke, "but I man, I want to make this as good for you as my first time was." 
 
    Eric watched as Jarrett allowed his shorts to fall to the floor. His entire body was tan, and he was completely shaven. His erection stood a good seven inches, and was very think. Although nervous, the sight of Jarrett naked only added to Eric's own sense of arousal. 
 
    Jarrett walked up to Eric and placed his hands on Eric's waste. 
 
    "Dude, I...." 
 
    "Hey man," Jarrett interrupted, "How about we get these clothes off you." 
 
    As Jarrett undid Eric's shorts Eric pulled off his shirt. Jarrett placed his thumbs under the elastic of Eric's boxers, and dropping to his knees pulled Eric's shorts and boxers down to his ankles. 
 
    Fully erect Eric was about six inches long, and not quite as thick as Jarrett. He sported a light bush around his cock, but was fairly smooth aside from that. Both Jarrett and Eric were circumcised. 
 
    Jarrett glanced back up at Eric, but only briefly, he then placed a hand on Eric's leg, and slid it back onto Eric's right ass cheek. Next Jarrett opened his mouth slightly, and stuck out his tongue. Gently grasping Eric's scrotum with his free hand, Jarrett proceeded to lick Eric's manhood, starting at the base, and working towards the tip. Once he had reached this goal he opened his mouth further, and drew Eric's cock into his mouth, engulfing it entirely. 
 
    Eric's head dropped back, he never imagined that a guy could give head like this. Jarrett was slowly but firmly working him and it felt incredible. Already fully erect, Eric's manhood soon began to ache, it was an incredible sensation. He had never felt more turned on in his entire life. 
 
    Jarrett greedily consumed every inch of Eric, as badly as he wanted to swallow Eric's load there was so much more he wanted as well. After only a minute he pulled back, releasing Eric's cock, and gave him a kiss on his left testicle. 
 
    Standing up Jarrett pressed stood only a few inches from Eric. He reached down and pressed Eric's erection to his own. After a moment he released them, then, took Eric's hand. 
 
    "Put you hand on my cock Eric," said Jarrett as he placed a hand on Eric's chest. 
 
    Eric took a deep breath, then reaching forward, grasped Jarrett. Focused entirely on his hand Eric could feel every bump and vein, it was warm, and rock hard. 
 
    "There, see," Jarrett smiled rubbing one of Eric's nipples, "it doesn't bite. Now, stroke me, very slowly." 
 
    Eric slowly pulled his hand back, and then pushed it forward, all without releasing Jarrett. Although it seemed so foreign at first it soon felt natural to Eric. 
 
    "I never though I'd hold another dude's cock." 
 
    "Feels good, doesn't it," replied Jarrett. 
 
    "Yeah, I can't believe it, but it does." 
 
    "You're doing good for a first timer. Hey Eric, I won't force you man, but if you want to, you can suck me." 
 
    Eric released his grip on Jarrett, and got down on his knees. Just as he opened his mouth Jarrett placed a hand on his head. 
 
    "Hey, don't try to take the whole thing," said Jarrett. "It's your first blowjob, so don't try to impress me, just take what you can." 
 
    Eric leaned forward, and closed his eyes as Jarrett's tip made contact with his tongue. After a brief pause he pushed forward, taking in about two of Jarrett's seven inches. 
 
    "I'm sorry man," said Eric as he pulled back, "That's all I can take." 
 
    "Hey, don't worry about it. Listen, it takes some practice to swallow the whole thing. Just take what you can, and stroke the rest with your hand." 
 
    Eric leaned forward again, and once more took the first two inches of Jarrett's cock. Reaching up he grasped the remainder with his right hand. 
 
    "Yeah, that's it," Jarrett said in an encouraging tone. "Oh man, that feels good man, you're doing good." 
 
    Eric was almost in a state of disbelief, but having Jarrett's cock in his mouth and hand felt incredibly erotic. In fact, it was almost as much of a turn on as receiving a blowjob. A thrill shot through his body, he almost felt as if he was getting away with doing something he shouldn't. Feeling more at ease he was able to swallow another half inch. 
 
    "Oh dude that feels so good," said Jarrett, "Yeah, oh yeah. Shit man I think you lied, I think you've done this before." 
 
    Eric pulled back, "No, I swear man." 
 
    "No, I believe you, come on, let's go over to the couch." 
 
    Eric stood up and two walked over to the couch. Jarrett placed his hands on Eric's shoulder's and prompted him to sit. As Eric did so Jarrett knelt on the floor, and both spread Eric's legs and pulled his lower body to the edge of the couch. 
 
    For a second time Jarrett began to lick Eric's cock, as well as his scrotum. What Eric couldn't see was that Jarrett had reached under the couch and found one of the complimentary bottles that was underneath. Continuing to lick Eric, Jarrett opened it, and rubbed the lotion all over his middle finger. 
 
    "Now dude, I don't want you to freak, so I'm going to tell you, I'm going to finger you." 
 
    Suddenly Eric could feel a small object putting pressure on his tight hole. 
 
    "Ah, oh man," Eric moaned out as Jarrett's middle finger penetrated his lower body. "Oh shit dude, oh man." 
 
    "Eric just relax, that's it, you are so tight man." 
 
    Eric looked down at Jarrett, who had by now sunk his finger as deep as he could. Jarrett pulled his finger slowly back until only the tip remained inside, and then pushed it all the way in. He pulled back again, but as he pushed in for the third time he also inserted his index finger. All the while he continued to lick Eric's throbbing erection. 
 
    "Oh my god man that feels so weird and cool at the same time," said Eric. 
 
    "If you think that's cool, well..." 
 
    "Well what?" Eric asked. 
 
    "Man, there's so much I want to do with you," Jarrett answered as continued to finger Eric. "Are you open man, are you willing to try it all dude?" 
 
    "Yeah man, I mean, I've never been so turned on, its like, man my cock is so fucking hard it hurts." 
 
    "Mine too, I love that feeling." 
 
    "Yeah, so do I." 
 
    "Eric man, I want you to get on the floor, and bend over the couch." 
 
    Eric stood up, and turning his back to Jarrett knelt down and bent over the couch. Jarrett took hold of Eric's firm cheeks, and pushed them apart. Extending his tongue and leaning forward, Jarrett licked a line from Eric's scrotum to his rosebud. 
 
    Eric cooed out. This was the kinkiest thing in his mind so far. He could feel Jarrett's tongue circle his hole several times, then, with a little pressure, it pushed inside just a bit. 
 
    "That feels so fucking good man," Jarrett moaned softly, "Holy shit that feels good." 
 
    Jarrett then leaned back, withdrawing his face from Eric's ass. He pushed his body back from the couch, and then laid back. Eric turned to look at Jarrett, not sure what to do. 
 
    "Eric man, get on top of me, I wanna sixty nine you man." 
 
    Eric smiled as he turned his body. Crawling on all fours he brought his groin to Jarrett's face, and turned to Jarrett's was in his. As he lowered himself he could feel Jarrett swallow his cock. In turn, he swallowed the first two inches of Jarrett. 
 
    This was the king of turn-ons, not was Eric getting his own cock sucked, but he was sucking one as well. At the same time he feel Jarrett rubbing his ass. Try as he might Eric couldn't suck in anymore of Jarrett's cock, to make matters worse he was now primarily concentrating on not blowing his load. Jarrett could sense this, and as such he pushed up on Eric's lower body. 
 
    "Eric I wanna fuck you so bad man." 
 
    Eric rolled off of Jarrett, "Okay man, but..." 
 
    "Hey, just trust me okay. I want you to turn over, and get on all fours." 
 
    Eric did as he was told, he was both nervous and excited. Jarrett reached over to his shorts, and pulled out a condom. Tearing the wrapper with his teeth he wasted no time applying it. Next he grabbed the lotion bottle, and slathered the condom. He then squeezed some into his hands, which rubbed on Eric's hole. 
 
    "Alright man, just relax." 
 
    Eric tried, but it was a tall order. Jarrett pushed his legs fairly wide, and he could feel a pair of hands opening his ass. Next he felt what he knew was the tip of Jarrett's spear against his tightly puckered hole. With one push Eric felt an immense pain. 
 
    "Oh shit!" he cried out as Jarrett sank deep inside him. 
 
    "Hey dude, its okay man, just relax." 
 
    Jarrett Held hi cock deep inside Eric for a moment, allowing Eric to adjust. After a couple minutes he pulled back, and then slowly sank back in. For Eric the pain was still there, but nowhere near as bad as before. Again Jarrett held himself deep inside for a moment. 
 
    As he pushed in a third time Eric's pain mixed with a new feeling. On top of that the pain itself began to feel good to Eric. Jarrett pulled back a fourth time, but there was no pause, as soon as he was all the way in he pulled back. A slow and steady rhythm developed. Eric grunted and groaned. It was an incredible feeling be fucked for the first time. 
 
    "Oh my god man you're so tight," Jarrett moaned. "Oh shit you feel so good inside." Slowly Jarrett increased his pace. 
 
    Eric tried to speak, but could only grunt and moan. As Jarrett filled and emptied his lower body his own cock throbbed and ached. 
 
    "Oh my god dude," Jarrett called out, "Oh god I'm gonna fuckin' cum man." 
 
    Jarrett tried his best to last as long as he could, and was able to put up a good fight, but Eric's tight ass made it a battle he could never win. Feeling he was about to blow he pulled his cock from Eric's ass. 
 
    "Fuck dude," Jarrett half moaned half yelled. "Roll over and open your mouth." 
 
    Eric rolled onto his back, his ass throbbing, and opened his mouth. Jarrett ripped off the condom. Crawling on his knees he sat on Eric's chest, but kept most of his weight off. 
 
    With a loud moan Jarrett exploded. His milky load sprayed out, landing on Eric's face, a good portion in his mouth. To Eric it tasted both salty and sweat, and the warm cum on his face was incredibly arousing. 
 
    Jarrett stroked his cock for another few seconds, allowing more of his semen to land on Eric's chest and throat. Releasing his cock Jarrett collected the load with his fingers, dipping them into Eric's mouth who in turn gladly licked and the sucked them off. 
 
    "Dude that was so incredible for me," Jarrett said. 
 
    "I can't believe it," replied Eric. "Your cock felt so good in my ass. Oh my god I'm so..." 
 
    "Hey man, don't worry, I won't leave you hanging." Jarrett stood up, and reached down to help Eric up. "Go sit on the chair man." 
 
    Eric walked over to the chair. It was a padded folding chair, so he didn't have to worry about the cold steel so much on his skin as he sat. Once seated Jarrett approached him with a second condom in his hand, which he applied to Eric's cock. 
 
    "I'm gonna ride you dude," said Jarrett, "so just relax and let me take care of things." 
 
    Jarrett straddled both the chair and Eric's legs. Grasping and opening his own ass Jarrett lowered himself onto Eric's erection, resting his own cock, now only at half mast on Eric's stomach. Once fully seated he bought one of his hands to Eric's chest, and took his own nuts in the other to avoid sitting on them. With a smile he raised himself back up. 
 
    "Oh man that feels good," said Eric as Jarrett lowered himself again. 
 
    "Thanks man, I'm no virgin but I keep my ass pretty tight. I only let certain guys fuck me." Jarrett took up a very slow pattern of raising and lowering himself on Eric's cock. "The moment I saw you I thought you had potential, and when Brad told me tonight you'd never been with a guy, I knew I had to have sex with you." 
 
    "I'm glad you did," Eric moaned as pressure began to build in his loins. 
 
    "Oh man, I wanna do so much with you." As Jarrett spoke his own cock began to grow once again. 
 
    It was more than Eric could take, to relieve some of the tension he began to moan, desperately trying to hold back from unleashing his load. 
 
    "Eric man its okay, just let go and cum, I'll make you stiff again, I'm gonna make you cum so much tonight, and if you want we can even join some other guys." 
 
    "Jarrett, I...Oh fuck." With that Eric lost it. He could feel his juices streaming out into the condom. 
 
    Jarrett pushed himself down as hard as he could onto Eric's cock. 
 
    "Jarrett man" said Eric, "Oh man that felt...." 
 
    "I know, remember man, I'm a guy just like you." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Being Sold at the Charity Auction 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "And finally on the catwalk this evening, a couple of cool dudes who I'm sure you being bidding high for - James and Luke." 
 
    It was the University Rag Week Charity Auction - an auction with a difference. Instead of things being sold, people were. It had been a great evening, with lots of money being raised for good causes. I was standing behind the curtain feeling rather nervous. I had only entered this auction because James, who was organising the whole event and happened to be my best friend, had begged me to. We'd decided it would be quite fun for the last 'lot' to be two people rather than one. 
 
    Now I was beginning to wish I'd just been in the audience. 
 
    The curtain pulled back and James and I sauntered down the catwalk. The Adrenalin rush was such that my nervousness of a moment before was gone. Now all I could think of was showing myself off to good effect - merely to get some good bids for charity, of course. 
 
    James and I had worked out a bit of a routine and were going for it like crazy, strutting, twisting and basically making it look like we were a pair of hot studs. Don't get me wrong, James at 6 foot tall with dark hair and sultry looks was definitely anybody's wet dream, but at 5ft 10 with mousy hair and a face that could only really be described as ordinary, I knew I was very much in his shadow. 
 
    "30 pounds!" shouted someone near the back. 
 
    "Pathetic!" roared the auctioneer, "These two guys are worth a lot more than that. Think of all those starving children..." 
 
    There was a bit of good-natured heckling at that point, but the bids started to increase: 40, 50, 60, 70. 
 
    "100 pounds!" shouted a voice from the back of the room. I squinted into the lights but couldn't see who it was. I glanced at James. He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    "Amazing! Our first 100 pound bid of the evening. Any increases on 100 pounds?" 
 
    The room fell quiet (apart from the insistent beat from the DJ's booth). 
 
    "Going once, going twice, gone to the buyer at the back for 100 pounds." 
 
    There was a great deal of good natured cheering and clapping from people around the room and then the crowd began slowly to disperse. 
 
    James and I sat side by side on the edge of the catwalk. Paul, the auctioneer, came over. 
 
    "I've just been given this note for you." He handed it to James and then wandered off to help pack up. 
 
    James unfolded the note. 
 
    "Come to room D74, Hulme Hall tomorrow at 7 p.m." 
 
    It was simply signed "Your owner." 
 
    We looked at each other, frowning. It seemed a bit odd - usually the buyers came in person to make their arrangements. Still, there were two of us. We couldn't really see any problems. 
 
    We walked into Hulme Hall just before 7 p.m. the next evening and eventually located the room. I knocked on the door. 
 
    "Come in." 
 
    I walked in, James behind me. The room was almost in darkness: only a few candles burned near a large bed. The room (as far as I could tell in the dim light) was one of the biggest I've seen around the campus - plenty of room for one person to live and entertain. 
 
    "Sit." 
 
    The male voice came from the darkest corner. I strained my eyes, but couldn' t see who was speaking. We both sat on chairs set out near the door. 
 
    "I believe I have paid for four hours? When you do what I wish you to?" 
 
    "Yes." I thought James' voice sounded less confident than usual. "But within reason, of course..." 
 
    "Of course..." 
 
    There was a long pause. 
 
    "You may be surprised by my requests at first, but I am sure, once you stop and think about it that you will be more than happy to comply. There may be some extra money for your charity collection in it." 
 
    I attracted James' attention and mouthed 'nutter' at him. He shook his head slightly, whether to disagree or to tell me to stop I wasn't sure. 
 
    "Why don't you show yourself?" he asked. 
 
    "I like the element of mystery. Perhaps you, too, will come to appreciate it before this evening is out." 
 
    All I could tell of our 'host' was that his voice sounded like the voice of someone our age. 
 
    "Go on," I said. 
 
    "Luke. You have been in love with James ever since you first met him." 
 
    My face turned scarlet. How could he know? I hadn't told anyone. James stirred next to me, but said nothing yet. 
 
    "I know you fantasise about sleeping with him, Luke." 
 
    "I..." What could I say? It was true. 
 
    "But what you don't know, Luke, is that James feels the same way about you." 
 
    My jaw dropped. James, gay? I'd been absolutely sure that he wasn't. 
 
    "It's true," said James, in a very quiet voice. 
 
    "My role was to bring you together in realising your mutual attraction tonight," continued the voice. "But I do have some particular requests." 
 
    "Such as?" I felt like the one who had taken the confident role out of the two of us. 
 
    "I am going to ask you to perform certain... acts. If you comply, I will increase the bid for you to 500 pounds. If you allow me to watch quietly from this corner, I will increase this to 1000 pounds." 
 
    "Acts?" I queried. 
 
    "Nothing that two loving men should find out of the ordinary. Oral sex, rimming, anal sex. What do you say?" 
 
    "1500 pounds or we leave," said James, startling me, as I had thought he was bound to reject this ludicrous, and yet attractive, offer. 
 
    "You're a hard bargainer. 1500 pounds and I ask one last favour of you when you leave." 
 
    James and I looked at each other. He reached over and kissed me gently on the lips. 
 
    "Done," we both said together. 
 
    "Okay," said the voice. "Take all your clothes off except your underwear. Then I want to see how well you kiss and enjoy each other's bodies." 
 
    I hesitated for a second, but my desire for James outweighed my concerns about being watched. And after all, I could always claim this was for charity... Looking at James, I could see a similar look of uncertainty on his face before he shrugged and began removing his clothes. I did the same. 
 
    We stood, looking at each other. For the first time I was getting to look, without worrying about being caught out, at James' wonderful body: well-proportioned, yet not too muscly, smooth-chested with large nipples, cock and arse framed by a tight white pair of briefs, long legs. Everything I'd ever dreamed of and more. 
 
    I stood there in my black briefs, a little overweight (not so as it showed), a little hair on my chest. To my surprise (I've always been less than proud of my body), James eyes seemed to be drinking in every one of my features and enjoying it. He pulled me gently forward and our lips met in a flash of passion and excitement. He put one hand behind my head, playing gently with my hair, and the other started caressing my back. I played my hands across his back, tracing out his spine and then moved them down to his backside and softly began to knead his buttocks. His hand moved from my back and begin exploring my arse as well. 
 
    We made our way, still kissing and exploring, to the bed and collapsed onto it, James on top of me. He began to nuzzle and nibble on my neck and then worked his way down to my chest which he kissed all over before beginning to suck gently on my nipples. I couldn't believe this was happening - James, my hot friend, who I'd fancied ever since first meeting him, was here exploring my body with a passion I never could have dreamed of. I jumped slightly as his tongue licked across my cock through the material of my briefs, then he worked his way back up to my mouth. 
 
    I rolled him over and began to explore his neck, then his smooth chest and those gorgeous huge nipples, kissing, licking and occasionally biting gently. 
 
    "A good start," announced the voice. I jumped - I'd forgotten we were being watched. 
 
    "I can see the two of you are hot for each other and I'm sure you could spend a lot longer doing that. However, our time this evening is limited. I'd like Luke to remove James' underwear and show him how much you love his arse." 
 
    I looked at James. He nodded, so I turned him over and crawled down to his beautiful, well-rounded arse. I began by kissing him there through his underwear. Then I quickly lowered his briefs and removed them. I stared for a few seconds at those wonderful globes of flesh before beginning to kiss every part of them. I heard some soft sighs from James as he clearly settled into what we were doing. 
 
    I parted his arse cheeks a little and he shifted to make it easier to gain admittance. I began with a slow, leisurely lick from the base of his balls to the top of his crack and then back again. He shuddered. I then slowly circled his pink rosebud, drawing the circle smaller and smaller until I was tickling his pucker with my tongue. It opened slightly and I began to ease my tongue in, fucking him with sharp little jerks. He groaned out loud. 
 
    This continued for some time, with James' groans getting louder, until the voice spoke again. 
 
    "James, it's your turn now to give pleasure. Remove Luke's briefs and show him how much you love his cock." 
 
    I rolled off of James and onto my back. James rolled on top of me gave me a quick kiss and then kissed right down my torso to my groin. He again toyed with my cock through my briefs before taking them off. He seemed to be really getting into this, as was I. 
 
    He looked at my cock (about 6 inches in length and quite slim) and then ducked his head between my legs and began licking my balls. It was unexpected and I jumped slightly - I hadn't expected how sensual that would feel. He seemed to thoroughly cover them before he moved his head and began to nibble very slightly at the tip of my cock. Waves of pleasure went through me as he played so tenderly with it. Then he began to explore my length with his tongue - I could feel him tracing each of the veins in my engorged member. Finally he clamped his mouth round my whole length and began to suck delicately, while all the time his tongue explored and prodded. 
 
    I was so overcome by all this attention on my cock that it took very little time before my balls began to boil and my cock spurted out come in the biggest amounts I can ever remember. He licked my tip clean and toyed a little longer with my cock as it bean to shrink. 
 
    "Wonderful! And for the finale, James, you should fuck Luke - I know he's desperate for you to do it." 
 
    James and I looked at each and nodded with a grin. We knew what we wanted now - and we didn't care who was watching. 
 
    "There's a condom and lube on the side." 
 
    James reached for them and rolled the condom onto his cock. 
 
    "How do you want to do this?" His voice was a hoarse whisper. 
 
    "I want to see your face when you fuck me, James." I leant up and kissed him. 
 
    He knelt between my thighs and lifted my legs over his shoulders, smiling at me the whole time. He dipped his hand into the jar of lube, rubbed some on his cock and then moved to my arse. He slowly inserted one, then two, then three finger into my arse, turning them a little to open me up. When he withdrew them I almost reached for them, wanting them back, but realised a greater prize was waiting for me. 
 
    He positioned his cock above my arsehole and began to push slowly, as if waiting to be invited in. I relaxed my sphincter as much as I could and was rewarded by the feel of him beginning to slip inside me. He continued to push and sent a judder of joy through me as he hit my prostrate. I smiled up at him - this really was my dream moment. 
 
    He began to pick up a rhythm, moving out and then back in again, making the length of the movement longer each time, until he was almost withdrawing on the up thrust. 
 
    "Faster, James, fuck me!" 
 
    He begin to increase his speed and I could feel him more and more as he thrust in, me moving my hips to meet each thrust. Finally he yelled and I could feel his cock pumping sperm into his condom, inside me. He stayed almost frozen for a long moment and then leant forward to kiss me. 
 
    I half expected a comment from our mysterious host in the corner, but there was a long silence as James' cock shrank and he finally pulled out, discarding the condom. 
 
    He crawled up beside me and we exchanged short, soft kisses. 
 
    "Thank you. Thank you so much." The voice sounded almost as if what was choking up. 
 
    "No, thank you," said James, turning towards our host. "Without you we might never have realised we were meant to be together." 
 
    There was silence for a moment. 
 
    "I almost feel embarrassed to ask anything else," said our host. "But I'll increase the bid to 2000 pounds no questions asked, whether you do the last thing or not." 
 
    "What was your last request?" I asked, intrigued. 
 
    "Nothing major. I just wanted to see you dress in each other's clothes and make your way home dressed like that." 
 
    I looked at James, who was smiling and whose eyes were shining. 
 
    "Right now, I think you could ask us anything," I replied. "I'm sure we'd both love to do that." 
 
    We stood there, pulling on each other's clothes. We both stopped when we pulled on the other's briefs. I'm sure James was feeling the same as me - these briefs have hugged my lover's body... 
 
    As we turned to go, James stopped and turned to the corner one last time. 
 
    "I may never know who you are, but I want to thank you again for bringing us together in this way." 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    "Believe me," said the shadowy figure, "the pleasure was all mine." 
 
    We turned and left the room. 
 
    Out on the street, James put his arm round my shoulders. 
 
    "Well," I said, "do you think that was worth 2000 pounds?" 
 
    "Luke," he stopped and looked at me very seriously. "I just wish I'd known sooner how you felt." He kissed me. "I would have done that - and more - for nothing." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My Private Glory Hole 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The phone rang. It was Jim, one of my good cocksuckers. I answered the phone. 
 
    "Is the cock available today?" Jim asked. 
 
    "Yeah. At seven". 
 
    "I can't make it till nine." 
 
    "Fuck. Nine. ... that works. Don't be late." I hung up on Jim. I was annoyed that Jim couldn't make it earlier. My last blow job was at noon and my balls were starting to ache. I need two or three blow jobs a day. Ever since I was a teen, my 8 inch cock has been serviced that often. Any less and I can't think, my cock constantly leaks lots of pre-cum and my balls hurt. 
 
    I took a shower before Jim arrived. As nine approached, I got undressed, unlocked the front door, got my self a drink, turned on some music, lit up a cigar and sat back in a comfortable chair. My cock was half erect from anticipation. I could feel a drip of pre-cum rolling down the front of my dick. I left it there. I never touch my cock. I never touch any cock. 
 
    At nine Jim let him self in. 
 
    "Hey there.." he said. 
 
    "Just get started." I answered. 
 
    Jim obliged. He started licking up the pre-cum, applying just enough pressure with his tongue to tease me. 
 
    Next he worked his tongue around my cock head. Sucking it into his mouth and tickling it a bit. Then popping it out and licking it. 
 
    He was off to a good start. I wouldn't need to correct him, so I laid back, puffed on my cigar and sipped my drink. 
 
    I let my thoughts wander and tried to ignore Jim as he sucked my cock deeper into his mouth. As much as my cock needs to be serviced, I don't like being controlled by cocksuckers. I make sure that I cum when I choose and not when the cock sucker wants me to. Sometimes I'll make a cocksucker work on me for hours before he gets my load. The next time he services me, I'll shoot three times in thirty minutes and then kick him out the door. 
 
    My cock has banging the top of Jim's throat. Jim was starting to relax enough to let my cock in deep. It would be easy to cum fast. I didn't want that. 
 
    I looked at my cigar. It had a good thirty minutes left to it. I decided that I would finish my cigar and then face fuck Jim till I spermed in his mouth. I didn't need to face fuck Jim in order to get off-- Jim was very talented. But, I didn't want Jim to know that. Talented cocksuckers get lazy and you can't be lazy if you are going to give me good head. 
 
    Jim still hadn't managed to get my cock into his throat. His mouth felt nice, but his throat would feel better and I was starting to get impatient with him. 
 
    I set down my cigar and my drink. I put my hands on the back of his head and slowly but strongly pushed down till my balls hit his chin. Jim was shaking. His gag reflex was going off, but my cock was preventing any mess from happening. I held my cock in a good ten seconds before I let up. 
 
    Jim's face was sweaty and he was panting. "That was good." I said. "Now do it without my help." 
 
    This time Jim took me in all the way. I picked up my cigar and drink and savored the pleasure. 
 
    After a few minutes I said "Good. Now suck my balls." 
 
    My balls were very full and Jim's mouth would help relax them. I laid back and let my mind wander again. 
 
    Eventually I finished my cigar. By that time Jim was working my pole up and down sucking the cock head back into his throat, then pulling up till my cock head slid over his lips. He was trying his hardest to make me cum and I could have shot easily if I wanted. 
 
    I stood up, grabbed the back of Jim's head and started thrusting in his mouth. I'd thrust in deep enough to cut of his air then pull out about half way. I could feel the cum waiting to burst out of my dick. This time I didn't hold it back. I shot my load in Jim's hungry mouth-- a good seven spurts. Then I pulled out and told him to lick up any cum that had dripped out. He did so like a good cocksucker. 
 
    Jim had done a good job. I would be able to sleep through the night. Jim thanked me for access to my cock. Then he asked. "Do you ever use glory holes?" 
 
    "No." I answered. 
 
    Jim continued. "I've always had a fantasy about sucking a man at a glory hole. It would be nice if it was you." 
 
    I smiled and said "Thanks. Not sure I know where any glory holes are." 
 
    Jim said "I was thinking I could build one for you-- in your side entrance." 
 
    "Tell me more." I said. 
 
    "Well, I do a bit of carpentry. And your side entrance is small and private enough that a fake door with a hole would work. Then sometimes when I service you, we could use the glory hole instead." 
 
    I thought about it. I liked the idea of Jim sucking me through a glory hole. But, I knew that wouldn't be enough. I'd make sure others had access to my dick at a glory hole. 
 
    "Yeah." I said. "Let's do it." 
 
    PART 2 
 
    Jim did a good job with my glory hole. He built it the following weekend and we christened it right away. Jim did a great job of servicing my cock. I wasn't in the mood for one blow job. After Jim left, I went to the Internet and posted a simple ad "Come suck cock at a private glory hole. The cock will cum in your mouth. No questions. No reciprocation." I included a picture of my cock. Then I left my computer hoping for the best. 
 
    When I got back to my computer I had thirty messages. I couldn't stop smiling and my cock immediately got hard. 
 
    I searched through the messages and picked a few that seamed promising. Some of the guys didn't return my response. But a few did. I got a young inexperienced cutie to head over right away. An hour later, I scheduled someone that looked like a talented and experienced cocksucker-- he had the pics to prove it. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the cutie showed up. I heard him open the side door. I stuck my cock through the glory hole and let him get to work. He first wrapped his lips around my dick. His mouth felt warm and velvety. A good start. But, he was inexperienced. He had problems keeping his teeth off my cock and more than once I had to bark "No teeth!" through the partition. 
 
    He also didn't have much stamina. Just as I was getting into it he complained that his jaw was getting sore and asked me if I was close. That disappointed me. He had potential. I let my cum shoot into his mouth. I pulled back and looked down on his mouth still near the hole. I ordered him to swallow. He paused a second, closed his mouth and then did so. That was a good sign. With some training he may improve. 
 
    He left and I returned to the computer. By this time another thirty messages had piled into my inbox. 
 
    I started sorting picking out the promising messages-- those who sounded talented and those who sounded inexperienced but promising. I usually only let experienced and talented cocksuckers touch my cock but sometimes it was fun to train someone new. They would learn how to suck cock exactly like I needed and I wouldn't have to break them of bad habits. 
 
    I scheduled more sessions at my Glory hole for the rest of the day. I tried to alternate between experienced and novice cocksuckers. 
 
    I heard the next cocksucker show up. I walked to my glory hole, my cock already dripping and standing erect. I felt his lips and nose push deep into my crotch. He inhaled deeply and started tonging around my crotch. The cocksucker pulled back and I heard him ask "Were you sucked earlier?" 
 
    "Yes" 
 
    "Hot Sir. I can taste his spit on your cock." 
 
    "Just keep sucking." 
 
    He got back to work and started going down deeply on me. He was very talented. It was going to be a challenge to hold back my load from him. Being blown thirty minutes ago would help, but this guy was good. 
 
    His mouth was velvety wet and tight. His throat was open and he had good control of his gag reflex. My cock was pushing in and out of his throat. I could hear him moaning with pleasure. I started thrusting to get my cock deeper in his throat. It was pure heaven. 
 
    We played for a long time-- cocksucker and cock. He used every trick to make me cum. I fought back to hold my load. I wanted the cocksucker to go all out, to show me everything he was capable of. I didn't want to make it to easy for him to get my juice. 
 
    I didn't realize how long we played. It had to have been more than an hour because the next cocksucker showed up. When the door opened my cocksucker pulled back. I heard them say a few words to each other, then I felt two sets of lips on my dick. One would work on my balls while the other sucked my cock. Then they would switch. It was getting hard to hold my load back. Finally I decided to cum. I thrust my cock deep into the hole and told the cock sucker to take it all. I blew my load deep into his throat. He took it all without gaging or needing to breath. He was a good cocksucker. I'd use him again. 
 
    I felt the second cocksucker lick some of the cum drops off my cock. Then they both left. 
 
    This was going to be a good day. I had already cum three times and I had three more appointments schedule. It had been a long time since I came six times in a day. But, I needed it and the glory hole gave me the opportunity. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    First Time Visiting Bathhouse for a Nice Man 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    During a weekend trip to see a good friend in another city, I went to a bath house for the first time. Stan had decided it would be a new experience for me, and as I am adventurous enough to try anything within reason once, I went along with his proposal. That Saturday evening, after dinner, we went to the bath house and checked in, leaving our clothes in a locker and wearing only the skimpy towels the staff had issued us. In this regard, we were just like all of the other 100 or so guys on the premises. 
 
    Stan enjoys the steam sauna, while I find it fogs my glasses and makes it hard to breathe. While he went into the sauna, I went into the hot tub, where we'd agreed to meet later. Putting my towel up on a hook, I stepped down into the large tub, aware that all three of its occupants were eyeballing my thick fore-skinned cock. 
 
    I took a seat and after a couple of minutes, two of the guys got up and left, leaving me alone with the third, who began sidling around the periphery towards me. He struck up a conversation as he slid sideways through the hot, swirling water, and when he was within arm's length he reached out to stroke my thigh. My cock began to stir. 
 
    The contact was pleasant, but I remembered that Stan would be along any minute. Stan isn't jealous, and in fact we don't even have a solid physical relationship, but I also did not want casual sex with a stranger, as I didn't know where it might lead. 
 
    "You're a nice man," the stranger said to me, as his hand traveled down to caress my butt. I replied; "Thanks for the flattery but I'm here with a friend." 
 
    His face registered disappointment, and he stopped caressing my flank. After another minute, he got out of the tub. This gave me a view of what the swirling, bubbling water had concealed from me up to now, a nice, heavy fore-skinned cock remarkably like my own. Stan emerged from the sauna and joined me in the tub. 
 
    When I told him what had happened, he laughed. After a few more minutes we got out, donned our street clothes, and went back to his house. There, Stan put a European video on the screen and we stripped down to enjoy it. Stan had been cut at birth, and enjoys watching and handling foreskin. His eyes rested on mine for a moment, and I followed his gaze to see how my bulging cock-head outline was clearly visible through the protective cover. His fingers closed around my cock, which began to swell. 
 
    I put some baby oil on my hand and clasped Stan's prick, which despite the amputation was longer than mine. Stan had seven inches, and mine measures only six, although it's thicker and the head is much larger. I began stroking his quickly stiffening cock up and down, making sure my finger hit the sensitive bump on the underside of his cock just behind the head. Stan had told me this was the most sensitive spot on his penis, and I wanted to make his prick feel as good as he was making mine. We'd jacked each other while watching videos during previous visits, and we settled down to enjoy the show and the long, slow, build-up to release. 
 
    Tacitly, we'd decided against trying for simultaneous orgasms, because overall, we enjoyed sequential climaxes more. True, we gave up sharing the magic moment, but we gained a lot in other ways, and we were about to experience these again. Stan's glans swelled, and a drop of clear fluid filled the oval-shaped slot in the front of his tip. Stan had pulled my foreskin back all the way to lodge behind my high, flaring rim, and as we approached the end my tip swelled and became a darker shade of purple. A drop of prick-honey dribbled out of my tear-drop shaped orifice, running down the glans onto his clasping, encircling fingers. 
 
    After an hour, we were ready for release, having watched many of the performers on the screen shooting their loads with wild abandon. We decided Stan would go first, and I began rotating my fist on his reddened glans with each stroke. His prick felt hot and hard in my hand, and I saw him close his eyes as the moment neared. More lubricant dribbled from his tip, mixing with the baby oil, as my fist pleasured his prick. I increased my pace, watching Stan throw his head back as his hand fell from my prick. 
 
    The advantage of making each other come separately is that each can throw himself totally into what he's doing, as I was concentrating on giving Stan pleasure without the distraction of my own orgasm. Stan, in turn, was free to concentrate on his own sensations, which were rapidly bringing him to the edge. I slowed my strokes slightly, wanting to make the last few seconds of build-up last, because I knew from my own experience how delicious the last few seconds of anticipation could be. His tip reddened even more as it went into its final swelling, and then I felt the first pulse through my encircling fingers. 
 
    His cock throbbed in my hand as the first jet shot from the tip, falling back onto my fingers. His prick felt so hot in my hand that his juice felt cool by comparison. Stan's eyes were screwed tightly shut, his lips drawn back, as the waves of sensation wracked his body. His prick throbbed again, and he groaned in pure pleasure as another white jet shot from his tip. His knees drew up as his legs spasmed, and I knew that waves of overwhelming sensation had erased his awareness of the world outside his body. 
 
    I wrapped my free arm around him, pulling him to me, feeling his body straining against mine as waves of orgasm went through him. I was enjoying his climax, both because I liked making his hot swollen prick feel good, but because I could experience it vicariously. I knew what he was feeling, and also knew that he'd be sending me into rapture within minutes. Hugging him, I felt every spasm, and my prick pressed against his flank as I stroked his. 
 
    Stan's spasms were weakening as his orgasm faded, and I knew his prick got super-sensitive at the end. Nevertheless, I gave him a few more powerful strokes, even though he groaned loudly, because I wanted to milk every last drop from his engorged prick. He writhed in joyful agony, and then I stopped. letting him come down off the wave of feeling. He looked at me and said: 
 
    "You didn't stop, you bastard," with a grin. 
 
    "No..." I replied. Stan took a paper towel and dabbed the cum juice from his prick and stomach, and I wiped my hands free from the sticky fluid. Now it was my turn. Stan grasped my prick, which had softened only slightly from the brief neglect. He pulled the foreskin back completely to lodge behind the flaring rim, allowing my glans to swell to full size. 
 
    He stroked my foreskin back and forth, slowly, and I relaxed, enjoying the build-up, knowing that within a minute or two I'd be in the same state of mindless, blissful free- fall Stan had just enjoyed. I watched my glans swell and turn even darker purple, with the rim's back face almost black as it engorged with excitement. A steady ooze of fluid from my tear-drop flowed down to lubricate my cock-head and Stan's encircling fingers, which brushed slowly over the swollen rim. 
 
    I was getting close, and my legs began to twitch as my breathing became more labored. My awareness of the world faded as the hot sensations in my cock overwhelmed my consciousness. There was a tickling sensation in my tip where Stan's fingers caressed it, and I felt a sensation of swelling. The Stan put both palms on either side of my prick and began working them rapidly back and forth, twisting my foreskin around the base of the glans. 
 
    The sudden, hot sensations were turning the tickle in my tip to a hot tingle that traveled down my shaft to the root. My prick exploded, and I threw my head back, eyes screwed shut, as I groaned in mindless ecstasy. A jet of hot lava poured into the root of my prick, surging forward to erupt from the tip. My hips bucked, and I felt my cock throb again as Stan's hands rapidly worked to twist the foreskin and the head in one direction, then another. 
 
    Another hot jet burned its way to the tip and erupted into the air, as I writhed in pure pleasure. I felt Stan pressing his body against mine as his fingers wrapped around my hot, swollen knob, and twisted to enhance my sensations. His fingers explored every contour, running into the groove behind the rim, probing under my foreskin, sending hot erotic messages into the tender flesh. My tip was getting super-sensitive, and I was now crying out as waves of sensation poured over me. 
 
    Finally, my rapture faded into the mist, and I came back to Earth. Stan was smiling at me as he wiped the fluids from my prick and abdomen. It took several minutes to recover from the sledgehammer daze that follows orgasm. I hugged him, and we went into the kitchen to mix martinis. 
 
    Sitting on the bed, sipping our drinks, and having a smoke, we silently reflected on our good luck in having been able to share such beautiful sensations that evening. The last thing I remember before slipping into a deep sleep was his saying; "You're a nice man." 
 
    Elven Wood Worker 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dane was walking through the forest. but he was lost. He did not know this area very well. He used his large hip knife to cut through the under brush as he moved. This was not difficult seeing as he had a pretty good build even for a 18 year old. he wiped the sweat from his deep green eyes and brushed back his medium length black hair. 
 
    He would not normally be travailing at this age but he recently took over his fathers wood working business in his death. His tracking was interrupted when he herd a small yell somewhere in the brush. he headed towards it. In a clearing he found a young boy a few years younger than him he would guess clenching his foot which was caught under a fallen large fallen tree branch. He rushed over and effortlessly, with the help of his nice muscles, lifted the branch and through it away. he dropped to the ground examining the young mans foot. 
 
    " Are you OK" Dane asked as he looked up into the young mans face. He felt a shock when he saw the boys face. He was blond, with a fair face more beautiful than any woman he had ever met. the boy had light blue eyes and his most prominent fetcher was his pointed ears. 
 
    "Thank you" the young boy said. Dane's heart and his crotch jumped at the sound of the boys voice. 
 
    "Can you stand" Dane asked. 
 
    "Yes, we elves heal extremely fast" the boy answered. Elf, Dane knew elves existed but he never dreamed he would meet a beautiful elven boy in the wood just aways from his own town. What is your name Dane asked. My name is Myas. The boy answered. I am 14 and of the crooken clan. Ow, well my name is Dane. Nice to meet you Myas said. 
 
    The Myas, to Dane's surprise because he was not familiar with elven customs, leaned forward and gave Dane two kisses, one on each cheek and a tight full body hug. This slightly embarrassed Dane as his hard member had just pressed firmly into the boy giving away his excitement at there meeting. Thank you again, how will I ever repay you. Myas said. 
 
    Oh, there is no need. Dane said, despite his great dicier to take the boy right there. But i must, said the boy, other wise it would shame my clan, besides i am sure you could think of something i could help you with, Myas said as he lanced down at Dane's tenting pants. Dane nodded indicating that he approved of the proposal. The elf needed no farther push he immediately began undressing Dane. 
 
    He grabbed his hard cock and slowly began stroking it. Dane moaned exhaling in pleasure. You don't have to do this you know Dane said. Now what makes you think I didn't want to do this the moment I saw you Myas replied. and with that he took Danes cock into his mouth. Dane moaned in pleasure again and grabbed the elves head to help him along. 
 
    He slowly face fucked the boy as his pleasure increased. He was loving this and could tell he would cum soon. He warned the boy but he just kept sucking. Ow here it cums. And he exploded squirt after squirt down the elves throat. The elf sucked him dry and looked up into the humans eyes. without hesitation Dane leaned in and began to kiss Myas passionately. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Day At The Movies 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There must have been a full moon this particular Friday, because not only was I feeling sleazy and horny, but I think half the men in Brooklyn were too. Not that I minded, of course... 
 
    I got to the Kings Highway Cinema not too long after it opened, about 11ish. It didn't take me long to check the place out, and - armed with a can of soda - I headed upstairs to watch the movie. It wasn't too long before both the movie and the soda started getting to me, so I headed downstairs to the basement to use the john. 
 
    It was empty when I went in, so I figured I might as well enjoy the "luxury" of a stall. As I was taking care of business, I heard the outside door creak open, but I ignored it until I finished, and then I turned around to look. 
 
    I couldn't tell too much from the back, but the guy that came in didn't look too bad. Dirty blond hair, short - about 5'8" or so, late twenties to early thirties. He was standing at the urinal, staring at the ceiling, which usually means "straight," but I figured I'd watch anyway, to see if he might jerk off or something. 
 
    When he finished, he turned around suddenly and saw me looking. I was embarrassed, but at least I got a good look at his face, and he was pretty hot looking...a real "cugine" type. From the way he was dressed, I figured he was one of the guys who worked for the big Jack LaLanne gym down the street who just came in on his lunch hour. Since he'd already seen me, I just kept looking as he walked over to the sink to wash his hands. 
 
    To my surprise, as soon as he finished washing his hands, he came back over and stood in front of the stall I was in, looking through the crack in the door. I was tall enough to see over the top, and my eyes quickly zeroed in on the fact that he was rubbing his crotch through his jeans. 
 
    As I popped the lock on the stall door and let it swing open, he stepped back and stood at one of the urinals again, opened up the top of his pants and unzipped his fly. I figured we might get into a hot jerk-off session, so I hauled out my meat - which was already stiff - and started lightly stroking it. He kept looking over his left shoulder at me, and finally turned around, giving me a look at his dick. Average size, dirty-blond pubic hair, and his fist wrapped around it, stroking. Nice. 
 
    I motioned him to come and join me in the stall, but he shook his head. "You like dick?" he asked; I nodded, and now he started stroking even faster, pounding his fist up and down his rod. He whispered, "Let me see it," so I pulled the door open a little further to give him a good view. 
 
    We stood there like that, him furiously stroking his dick, me lightly stroking mine, and it looked like he was going to come. Suddenly, we both heard the outer door creak open, and quick as a flash, he pushed his cock back into his jeans and zipped up, heading for the door. Damn! My rod was a little too big and stiff to stuff back into my pants, so I just closed the door, locked it, and sat down to...uh...regain my composure. 
 
    As I was sitting there (smoking a cigarette), I heard the door open and close a few times, but I ignored it...I figured no one could top that last guy, and I was a little disappointed that he'd left. By the time I finished the smoke, I figured he wasn't going to come back, so I stood up and made to leave. 
 
    I was evidently wrong about no one being able to top the previous guy. Standing there side-by-side at the two urinals were two completely different men. They both looked pretty hot (from the back, anyway). The one on the left was about 5'10" or so, dark haired; the one on the right was about 6'4" (taller than me), and also dark-haired, but he looked much more muscular. I figured I'd watch 'em both for a minute to see if they were going to get it on with each other, but the one on the left was evidently using the men's room for its intended purpose, because he just zipped up and left (just as well, too, because when I finally got a look at his face, he was a real dog). That left the other guy, but he wasn't doing the ceiling routine...as soon as the other guy walked out the door, he looked over his shoulder, and of course I looked back. 
 
    This guy didn't waste any time on preliminaries. He turned right around, and I'm not sure which feature caught my eye first...his big, hard dick (about 8" from the look of it, fairly thick, and cut), or his face. He was a really handsome guy...still had dark hair, dark brown eyes, and looked like he hadn't shaved that morning...a real rugged look. He looked to be about 30 years old. He had his dick sticking out of his fly, and as soon as he was sure I was interested, he hauled out his balls...pretty hefty-looking low-hangers! 
 
    Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I once again opened the stall door, only this time I walked over to him before pulling down my zipper and taking out my meat. I stood sort-of on his side, and he angled himself so he was at an angle to both me and the urinal. Now that I was close to him, I could even tell the scent of aftershave he was wearing...Old Spice... but I concentrated more on watching him stroke his rod. 
 
    Just as I reached up to cop a feel of his dick, the outer door opened again, and I beat a hasty retreat back to my stall, just getting the door closed and locked as the inner door opened. Whoever it was hadn't gone toward the "free" urinal or the "free" stall, so I risked a peek over the top of the stall door. My tall friend was still standing there at the urinal, still stroking his shaft, and was looking off to the side at whoever had come in. From that angle I couldn't see who it was, so I craned my head over the door and saw it was someone I knew was "into" it...a 19 year old Hispanic kid named Raoul who I'd messed around with once or twice. 
 
    Knowing it was safe, I opened the stall door again, and Mr. Tall swung around, dick in hand. I walked over to him and this time didn't waste a second copping a feel of his joint. It was real long and thick, and from the way it jumped when I grabbed it, I could tell he was pretty horny. Fine by me! 
 
    I looked over my shoulder at Raoul in the corner and the hard-on he was running in his parachute pants was pretty obvious. I remembered he had a big uncut dick, so I motioned with my head for him to come over and join us. He did, unzipping as he walked, and as soon as he was standing next to me with his rod out, I copped a feel of his with my other hand, while Mr. Tall felt my dick. 
 
    I guess Mr. Tall was hotter than I thought, because he suddenly grabbed his own dick back out of my hand and started stroking furiously. After all this time, I wanted to get my rocks off too, so I fisted mine, and kept my left hand traveling between Raoul's thick cock and Mr. Tall's balls, which I was caressing as he beat off. 
 
    My tall friend suddenly twisted a little, evidently aiming for the urinal, and started shooting his load, making these little "grunting/sighing" noises as he blew his load. That was enough to set me off, and I twisted in the other direction and started shooting my cum on the wall, with my hand still on his balls. Raoul just watched, give his rod another stroke or two, put it away, zipped up and left...I figured I'd catch him later...and by that time, the two of us were both finished shooting off. My tall friend (God, was he handsome!), turned to me, and - pressing his softening cock against mine - pulled me to him and gave me a long, hard deep kiss. If my knees hadn't been buckling, I might have had the presence of mind to get this stud's phone number, but by the time I thought of it, he was gone. Such is life. 
 
    After -that- little scene, I decided I needed another soda and another cigarette, so I went back upstairs, and after a quick stop at the soda machine, went back up to the balcony to watch the movies and recuperate. I just relaxed for a while, checking out the movie with one eye and the audience with the other. Only one or two guys, and they were aged somewhere between retirement and death, so after about an hour, I went downstairs to check out the straight film. 
 
    I went down one of the side aisles to one of the little "standing areas" behind the seats, only to find Raoul getting sucked off by some guy I couldn't quite make out. Needless to say, I didn't feel like interrupting, so I went over to the other side's "standing area" and watched the film for a few minutes, until my eyes got accustomed to the dark...and then I found out where all the hot men were...and then I was watching them more then the movie. Something about straight guys, though; they don't "whip it out" in the theater; they just rub it through their pants. Although that was fun to watch, I figured I'd check out the johns again... 
 
    As I hit the bottom of the steps, I could see three or four guys sitting around watching a straight movie (the same one as upstairs), on the video screen there in the lounge. Even though the movie is a straight one, it's fairly well-known that if you hang out down there, you're looking for dick, so I didn't feel funny checking these guys out. One, in particular, was pretty hot...another dirty blond guy, about my age and height, fairly muscular, and with an incredible thatch of chest hair showing through the neck opening of his shirt. He looked like he had a pretty good-sized basket, too, but I couldn't tell too much because of the way he was sitting. 
 
    To my disappointment, he didn't follow me into the john (either one of them), so when I confirmed there was no one in either of them, I went back out and decided to sit down and join the crowd. While I'd been in the ladies room, though, all but Mr. Dirty Blond (number 2 for the day!), had left, so I sat myself down in a place where I could watch him and the stairs at the same time. 
 
    That touched off one of those "cat-and-mouse eye games" I love to play. He'd look at me when he thought I wasn't looking, and I'd look at him when I thought he wasn't looking. After a few minutes, we'd both "caught" each other, and started staring at each other openly. I figured I'd "up the stakes" a little, and spread my legs wide and started groping myself through my jeans. Well, he "called my raise," and did the same thing, massaging a hefty basket through his pants. I made sure that while I was doing it, the outline of my hard-on showed clearly. He topped me there, too, tugging down his zipper and sticking his hand into his pants through the fly to rub his rod through the white briefs I saw bulging outward. 
 
    This was too much. I stood up, and waved for him to come into the men's room with me. I waited till I saw if he was going to, and sure enough, he stood up, and - holding his leather jacket in front of him to camouflage the open zipper - joined me. 
 
    As soon as we were into the john, we each headed for one of the urinals. He wrestled to get his cock out as I twisted and squirmed till my hard-on was out in the open. He had a nice cock...almost a twin to my own...and without a word being spoken, we both grabbed for each at the same time. In short order, we were both standing there next to the urinals, facing each other, jerking each other off. We did exactly the same things to each other...he stroked me a certain way, I stroked him a certain way. He hefted my balls in his hand, I hefted his in my hand. He reached up under my shirt to run his hand over my chest, I did the same to him, luxuriating in the feel of his hairy chest, running my fingers through the hair, darting back and forth from nipple to nipple. 
 
    We gradually moved closed and closer to each other, until the heads of our cocks were rubbing together. He took one more step toward me, and with a flip of his wrist, had both our cocks in his hand. He started jerking them at the same time, and I started thrusting my hips back and forth, fucking his hand. He kissed me. I kissed him back. He kissed me again, harder. I kissed him again, harder. Finally, we were standing there, him jerking us both off, our faces locked together, our tongues darting back and forth in a long, deep kiss. 
 
    I knew we'd been lucky not have been interrupted before this, and I knew I wanted to cum. He was stroking both of us hard, but I pulled back, leaving him working on only his cock. He didn't seem to mind; he just picked up the pace on his meat, while I took mine in hand to "catch up." In retrospect, I shouldn't have done this, but I reached up and grabbed ahold of the base of his shaft (right where it was sticking out of his fly), and traced my finger through the pubic hair, down to the underside...and then I grabbed his balls. 
 
    With that, he let out a loud groan (I swear it echoed off the tile walls, but that's probably my imagination), and shot his load straight up in the air...after the first blast, he aimed toward the urinal, and like the tall guy before, I kept my hand wrapped around his balls while he blew off. This time, I didn't cum though...nuts!...but it was still fun. As soon as he creamed, he took off, so I put myself back together and went back out to the lounge to sit down. 
 
    There were a couple of more guys out there now...no one really special; the hottest was a Hispanic guy in his mid-late twenties who was also watching to see who'd come down the stairs. He wasn't the type I'd go after, but I wouldn't throw him out of bed, either, and besides, his thin little moustache looked kinda cute. With his thin, light build, he reminded me of a cat. Since we were both looking for the same thing, we both basically ignored each other, except once when a particular ugly came downstairs, he turned to me and made a face. I laughed despite myself. 
 
    I was just about to give up hope when this STUD came down the stairs. This was one of those guys you just cannot picture as being into men. He was about 6', about 180#, blond hair, green eyes (I know, I stared), dressed like a GQ boy, 30 years old, tops. Very, very handsome, and very, very hot. The Latino and I both followed his progress, and when he disappeared into the men's room, I noticed he had a hot ass too...and I'm not generally an "ass man." 
 
    When Mr. Stud didn't come out after a couple of minutes, I began to have second thoughts about him being "obviously straight," and I non-chalantly made my way into the men's room... the Hispanic guy had the same idea; he was almost right behind me. There are only two stalls in there, and it was obvious from the open door that he wasn't in the one on the left, so I knew he was in the one on the right. Figuring that he was doing his business, I considered this "expedition" a loss, until I caught a glimpse of him looking back out at me through the crack in the door. Hot damn! 
 
    I walked over there and stared through the crack in the door. He was looking back, and from the motion of his arm, he was stroking himself. I started rubbing myself through my jeans, and after a quick look over my shoulder (the Hispanic guy was leaning against one of the sinks behind me, paying avid attention), I unzipped my fly and hauled out my dick, stroking it so he could see it. 
 
    Mr. Stud seemed to hesitate a minute, then I saw him reach up and I heard him open the door to the stall. Once it was fully open, I could see that I had been right; he was sitting there on the john, his pants around his ankles, and a thick, cut cock standing up from his lap. His hand returned to his dick at the same time the Latino guy came over to look. 
 
    Actually, the Latino guy came over to do more than look. He took one glance at Mr. Stud's hard slab of meat, one look at my hard dick, and promptly whipped out his own. My God...it wasn't fully hard (it still had that "rubbery" look about it), but it was really fucking thick and really fucking long. It was almost like it -poured- out of his pants, and my opinion as to his looks was suddenly revised... 
 
    Mr. Stud was really getting off on watching the two of us standing side by side outside his stall pulling our puds, because he was pounding away. He looked really hot doing that, and there was something about the way the gold chain around his neck stood out in contrast to his taut neck muscles that drove me wild. The Latino guy tried to walk further into the stall (probably hoping Mr. Stud would suck him off), but Mr. Stud pushed him back, then grabbed the Latino's dick and felt it...then mine...then Mr. Stud leaned back, pulled up his shirt, and blasted his load all over his smooth stomach. Shit! 
 
    The Latino and I were both evidently too far gone to be stopped, though, and after the last occasion, I wanted to cum, bad! He stepped back and was again shoulder-to-shoulder with me, and as Mr. Stud closed the stall door, we just looked at each other and kept stroking, grooving on each other's dicks and the scene we'd just shared. He came first, shooting a couple of good blasts onto the stall door...and that set me off; I shot a huge load right on top of his. When we were both finished and putting ourselves back together, he just looked at me and grinned, and I think I probably grinned back. 
 
    After that, I definitely needed some recuperation. I spent the next hour or two drinking a soda, smoking a couple of cigarettes, and watching the movies (which were getting stale at this point). I knew as soon as I felt my hard-on stirring again that I was fully recovered...and once again I went off on the prowl. 
 
    It was about 5:30ish or so now, and I guess it was between "shifts," because the place was fairly empty...the afternoon crowd has dispersed, and the after-work crowd hadn't hit yet. I didn't feel like sitting downstairs in the lounge, so I decided to check out the straight theater again. I found a seat quickly on this ratty old couch in the back and just relaxed. 
 
    A few minutes later, this tall guy in a business suit came in and stood about two feet away from me. I couldn't see too much of him - it was dark there and his suit was dark - but I could tell he was at least as tall as I was, had a moustache, and looked to be in fairly good shape. I figured he was straight and waiting to get his bearings before he went to find a seat (you'd think I'd learn after a while, wouldn't you?), so I didn't pay too much attention to him until I could see that not only was he hard, but it was showing through his 3-piece suit pants, and he was rubbing the bulge. That really caught my attention, and I uncrossed my legs and started rubbing my own bulge, putting on my own little show for his entertainment. 
 
    He got the hint fast, first staring at me and then (with a quick look around to be sure no one was watching), he sat down on the couch next to me, spread his legs wide and unzipped his pants. Up close, I could tell he was Italian, and looked for all the world like an insurance salesman...and I've always had thing for guys in suits. Once I could see that he had a decent-sized rod, I tugged down my fly and hauled my meat out once again. He surprised me by reaching over and grabbing ahold of my rod, but fair's fair, I figured, and I did the same to him. He leaned over, and I thought he was going to give my a blow-job right there, but instead he whispered, "Meet me downstairs in a few minutes." I nodded, and he stood up, zippering himself up as he walked toward the door. 
 
    I waited the few minutes, then casually sauntered out of the theater and down the stairs. I first checked the women's room - not in there - and then headed for the men's john. When I got in there, it seemed I'd been replaced, because he and another guy in a suit were just disappearing into one of the stalls. I sighed and went to walk back out, but then figured "fuck it," and walked over to peer over the edge of the stall. The other guy in the suit was also Italian-looking, also with a mustache...not as tall from the looks of him; he was sitting down, and I started looking it at just the point where the tall one (my friend from upstairs), rammed his cock into the shorted guy's mouth. 
 
    The slurping sounds were pretty hot, and the tall guy must have been having a good time, because he was really slamming it to the other one. He put his hand up on the side wall of the stall to balance himself, and I noticed his wedding ring...I figured he was probably stopping in on his way home from work for a quickie. He got it, too, because when I next looked over, he pulled back, pulling his dick out of the guy's mouth, and shot his load on the guy's face...he didn't seem to mind; he stuck his tongue out to catch as much as he could. I left before he came out of the stall and grabbed a seat out in the lounge. 
 
    Well, both of them came and left and so did about a dozen other guys. I was getting hungry, but I wanted to shoot off one more time before I headed home, so I figured I'd hang out for a while more and see what happened. Fortunately, the particular straight movie that was on the video monitor was pretty hot (all the guys were anyway), so I wasn't bored. 
 
    I had almost decided that I'd just forego the pleasure of a third shoot when someone I knew from a previous "trip" came in. Steve was 27 years old, 5'10", 170#, brown hair, green eyes, hairy chest and stomach...of Greek descent...and while his cock wasn't long (maybe 7"), it was thick, and had those "perfect proportions" I like so much. He looks a lot like the actor, John Stamos. We'd run into each a few times before there, and had always had fun getting it on. I looked at him and cocked an eyebrow (basically asking, "You wanna get it on?"), and he looked back, smiled, and nodded toward the men's room. 
 
    We hit the stall together and it wasn't long before we had out pants down around each other's ankles. He had a good pair of balls, too, and I was having a good time holding his sac in one hand and stroking his rod with the other...he was doing about the same thing to me. We did that for a minute or two, and then he let go and started unbuttoning his shirt. I waited till he finished, and then I pushed the two halves apart and started licking and nipping at his nipples, and returned my hands to his dick and balls. 
 
    We kept that up for a nice long while and I was really starting to get into it, but then Steve pulled away and asked me to turn around. I was a little mystified, but hot, so I did it... 
 
    I felt his hand running up and down my ass, and he kept whispering, "Nice buns, nice buns..." I was complimented, but was never much one for ass-play, so I was paying careful attention to what he was doing. He bent me over a little, almost over the john, and I felt his hand replaced with the tip of his hard dick. 
 
    I said, "I don't get fucked," and he said he remembered. He moved in closer to me, and now I thought I knew what he was up to. He rubbed his whole shaft and up down my ass, and finally, resting against my ass, he moved in closer and grabbed me by the hips and started thrusting. It felt pretty good, having this hot stud semi-dry-fucking me, and it felt even better when he leaned over me, trapping his cock in place, and my grabbing dick. As he thrusted, ever so gently, I could feel the hair on his chest and stomach rub against my lower back and ass, and that felt hot, and he seemed to have just the right grip on my rod to make -that- feel good too. 
 
    I could have gone on like that for a while, but I could sense Steve was getting closer. The thrusts were getting stronger, and his hard cock felt even stiffer up against my ass. He was jerking on my shaft harder and faster too...our movements were getting really violent, and as I straightened up a little to regain my balance, he leaned closer in, nuzzling the back of my neck. He said, "I'm gonna cum!" and without breaking stride, starting shooting his load onto my back and his...he kept thrusting his big dick against my ass, and I the combination of his hairy stomach rubbing against my back, his hot breath on my neck, and the stroking he was doing on my cock set me off...I creamed, shooting into the john. 
 
    I think it was the john, anyway; by the time we'd both finished, both of us were cum-covered...thank God they had paper towels in the place. We got ourselves together and chatted a bit out in the lounge...smoked a cigarette or two...and then I left, tired - but happy! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Train Travel 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The had not had a vacation for several years now, and it was time. They decided to travel by luxury train in Europe, across the big continent for several weeks, relaxing and with their first class euro-rail pass they could spend time in any city with a train station. As the first stop, they flew to London, then made the famous orient express from Waterloo station. As the train pulled out on track no. 3, the two jumped aboard just as the conductor waved the lantern for "all aboard." 
 
    Their tickets called for a small roomette with two beds, an upper and a lower, with no wash stand. The bathroom was at the end of the car. Further along the train was the club car, the dining car, and the observation car. These they could enjoy as they sped across the landscape. They sat on the lower bed talking, making plans for the next few days and where to stop. Both were excited, as two young children, to be alone together on a well earned holiday. 
 
    The knock on the door was the porter with the bags that had been checked at the station, his name tag said Henry. He looked around and then said, "This is going to be a tight squeeze for two big fellows like yourselves." 
 
    They said nothing in return, but just grinned in agreement. Henry threw the bags on the upper berth, accepted the tip, and left, sliding the door closed behind him. The two men laughed out loud. 
 
    They signed up for the second dinner service at 7:30 that night and walked to the club car. As they were returning to their roomette, Henry, the porter, stopped them "there was a larger compartment available in the next car if they would like." He could move the bags over while they dinned, and also turn down the bed. The men agreed to the new stateroom, but were surprised at the word "bed." Well, maybe they had misunderstood the British accent and Henry had in fact said 'beds." Even if there were two beds in the room, they would use only one, as they had always done at home. 
 
    The second setting bell rang for dinner and at 7:30 they went into the dining car. Both men ordered poached salmon, which was done to perfection. The accompanying vegetables were fresh peas and baked potato, followed by a bowl of Italian ice cream, a cup of espresso with a frothy cream colored top. With typically British reserve, not one of the other dinners at the table spoke a word to the two Americans during the entire meal. Outside the carriage windows, there was only the blackness of the night. With no one to talk to, and nothing to see, there was no option but to make it an early night. 
 
    Henry was waiting for them. They walked to the new carriage and the porter showed them the new stateroom. It was in the "Calais coach", the very best on the orient express. 
 
    Walls of warm mahogany woods, dark green leather trimmings with brass studs, cream colored silk shades on the small wall lamps, cut glass crystal glasses near the small sink, ice in the silver bucket that was embossed with the "Calais coach" coat of arms. The big double bed was turned down, sheets crisp, clean, white as snow. The blankets, warm and fluffy, all matched the decor of the suite on wheels. It was all first class luxury, British style. They thanked Henry and closed the wood door. Smiling, they fell into each others arms and onto the bed, kissing passionately. Happy with their new world that would be theirs for the next few days. 
 
    Typically for Britain, there was no shower available in the train suite, for all the luxury surrounding them. They stripped and tried to splash water on their bodies from the corner washbasin. It was virtually impossible, and noticed to their horror, that a pool of water had collected around their feet. Mack reached for the large fluffy towel and began to give his lover a vigorous rub-down, ignoring the others happy protests. He finished by matter-of-factly drying around his lovers crotch. Naturally, both started to get hard-ons. 
 
    David's cock was thick and rumpled with extra skin. The size was impressive because the body it dominated was comparatively well build for his size. Fully naked, he was impressively muscled, his skin had a golden glow, from both the sun and the rub down moments before. He was enjoying the interest in his body, and with slow deliberateness began to play with his balls and cock. With excruciating slowness he pulled his foreskin back to reveal the bright crimson of his cock-head... sleek, satiny, moist. 
 
    The hardening uncut prick was calling to the other man, as his own began to grow harder. Mack steeped forward and let his hands glide possessively over the compact strength of the smaller man. His lips fastened on his lovers tits, provoking them into steely knots. His arms slowly wrapper around the others neck, as hands reached around him to cup his round, firm buns. They pulled into an embrace and swayed together, with the motion of the speeding train. Their legs balancing against the rhythm of the train as it thundered through the night. Mack felt the others cock grow rigid against the muscles of his upper belly. 
 
    "FUCK ME, FUCK ME, make love to me now." David's voice was muffled because his face was buried in the others chest. As mack found the lubricant, david made a satisfied little noise and said, "I love you so much, and I need you even more." 
 
    Mack's touch was stimulating and sensual, and he could see tiny drops of pre-cum on the tip of his lovers dick, giving the other more pleasure. David backed up to the edge of the big bed, and sat down. With a practiced flip, he swung his legs up in a v-shape, anchoring himself by pressing with his feet against the wall. Thus the trio of delights were lined up for his lovers inspection: the rose of his asshole, the heavy ball sack, and a rocket-like prick garlanded with its extra rolls of foreskin. 
 
    No urging was needed to fill up the waiting love tunnel. After smearing extra lubrication on his dick, mack kneeled down by his lover. "here" he said as he tossed two pillows to the other man "those should bring you up to the correct height, and you'll be a damned more comfortable." With mack's cock head perfectly aligned with the waiting asshole, he shoved right in, and there was an immediate tightening of the sphincter around his shaft. Both men moaned with pleasure as if it was the first time they had enjoyed each others bodies. 
 
    Moving in and out with increasing rapidity, burying his shaft to the hilt, relishing the noise as his balls slapped against his lovers ass cheeks. His body was on fire from his cock outward. It was an incredibly exciting feeling. 
 
    "Jerk me off as well" david moaned, "go on, jerk me off. I want to see myself cum." And his lover was eager to oblige. Under mack's pumping fist, the thick tool became even thicker, moved more veiny. The glistening cockhead that emerged from the folds on moving foreskin was becoming redder and more lustrous with each stroke. Tiny spurts of pre-cum sparkled between the lips of the gaping piss-slit. 
 
    Their breathing became harsh and strained. They were in the final stretch. It would be mere seconds before they shot loads in and on each other. With motions that matched the trains thundering rush, they climaxed in unison, again, again and again until they were drained of all love juice. Happily they cuddled and pulling a sheet over themselves, dozed for a while. They got up once to wash and to collapsed back into each others arms for a bliss filled nights sleep. Satisfied beyond all desire, as only the two lovers could. The years together had not dimmed their need for one another. 
 
    The train sped on, the days filled with the wonders, sights and people of europe. Places on their many stops read like an old world adventure - paris, basil, zurich, vienna, budapest, belgrade, bucharest, and istanbul. They remained in the "calais coach" most of the way, enjoying its luxury and themselves to the fullest. Only once did the men have to give up their suite, and then they did not mind. 
 
    The count and countess zerkowski, newly married and on honeymoon, required the big suite. The two couples became friends during the trip across the European heartland. The two men were invited to the large country estate of the count, called "altamount." There they spent more than a week exploring the forests, the many small villages, and historical sights, a wine festival on the estate, featuring the counts excellent vintage. 
 
    The two lovers became tipsy with a bottle the countess had given them to take on their excursion to the lake. A series of musical concerts filled the nights, but the place they returned to was the small lake in the woods. There, large white swans had nested, swimming gracefully over the water, calling to their young. 
 
    Regretfully, they said good-bye to the newly married count and countess, hoping they too, would find life together as wonderful as the two men had. They boarded the orient express for the last stop - istanbul and the flight home. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Who Just Sat On A Doughnut? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Who put it there? Right there on the chair. Raspberry jam all over my bum. It was so sticky, its everywhere, on my jeans my shirt. Everywhere, even in my hair. I'm a raspberry jam red alert and I guess I know who the practical joker is, John is a typical candidate. It's even sticky work to remove my jeans - sticky zip, everything, but I managed to get them off, just as John came in laughing his head off. 
 
    "Who sat on a doughnut then I wonder who put it there?" 
 
    "You fucking git, John, how I am gonna get all this off?" 
 
    "You asking me, Pete? "I feel sticky from head to toe, all that jam oozing out I never realized just how much jam there is in one doughnut." 
 
    "Looks good from where I'm standing" John muttered with that certain lusty sound in his voice. 
 
    "Better let me clean you up..." I might have known that wasn't the end of it, there I was, jeans off now, but underpants still covered, and bloody John, he was only stuffing another one down my pants and not only that, rolling and so spreading it all over my privates, like he was enjoying it!" 
 
    "Your ass and bollocks look even more rapturous and appetizing now," said John and by the way he was breathing I knew what he had in mind. 
 
    "I always fancied you and jam doughnut, mmm!" He had me where he wanted, sticky fingers not wanting to touch anything, but he was touching me, his mouth finding the tip of my half erect shaft and sucking it like their was no tomorrow. So his practical joke paid off, He knew it would of course, because I was soon fully aroused for him as his face, which was also now smeared in raspberry jam, circumnavigated my throbbing cock. His rough hands prying my ass cheeks apart as he followed with his passionate sucking down under, me feeling the luxury of being all his, as he liked me to be, as he knew what would turn me on even though we had never tried the doughnut sequence before. 
 
    If I'd know what John had in store for the rest of the afternoon I might have geared up little more, how was I to know when five of his cricket team mates filled in to the room, one hot guy yelled out loud, "we've been watching your great practical joke on the big screen," and he clearly sounded Australian. 
 
    Fucking hell, it had all been planned and I bet you any money they were recording everything right now, because seeing the guys dismantle their gear, I know just what I was in for, "Nice bit of ass, John," said the hot guy, "where do you pick `em, I'm dying foe bit of that!" 
 
    "They threw a coin, who was going to have me first, I knew the plan, last time it was just three guys, they were all very suck-able and that's how it was going to be, sucking the first, and then the second as the first fucks my ass and so on, I am always in my heaven serving two at the same time. 
 
    It was the colored guy first who came over to me, opened his strong legs and jerked himself ready for my mouth. I glanced around to see the others, including John, looking intensely, their mouths hanging out almost as I took the colored guys cock deep into my mouth, sensing the familiar taste of cock once more, which was absolutely divine. I just don't know where I'd be without my regular tasting of prime cock. But after just enough sucking to prime him for his fuck, he moved to the rear of me, by then I was fully in position, on all fours on a low table, high enough where they could comfortable access me all ways. I spread-eagled, waiting for the first touch of cock press against my hole, rough hands spreading me, feeling it prize me, his big thick cock working into me with little effort for John and seen to it that I was well stretched over the weeks I had slept with him. 
 
    It always fascinates me how guys hardly talk in a situation like this, all concentrating on the job in hand, with now in my hand was the second guy, the one who screamed in the beginning, he has a lovely cut dick, which made a wonderful variation after the colored guy who stretched his foreskin back to reveal his gleaming red end. 
 
   
  
 

 But that did was now well and truly fucking me so sweetly as I started to suck him, hearing his throat sounds of content. I loved that, and the feeling of having two cocks like that was heaven on earth. "MMM!" That colored guy can sure fuck, going at me like a steam engine, his tight grip squeezing my hips as he manipulate me in different ways, feeling his fuck cum so strong, and then him finished, exhausted on the carpet. 
 
    The second went into me, no messing, after the colored guy, the yelling guy slipped up me so easily and he was already fucking me by the time I had the third dick in my mouth. Sucking and fucking, fucking and sucking, it was all so good, my body felt numb yet so good, hearing balls slap my ass as each fuck thrust fully into me no holds barred, by the end, that's when Pete took me, I was just about done in, but with Pete inside me, and being the last one, I could suck no more, just the taste of multiple cock in my mouth, on my tongue as I felt the surge of Pete's as always wonderful fuck. 
 
    "We shall have to do that again." 
 
    "With the doughnuts?" I asked "Yes and with the doughnuts, but do you know something?," 
 
    "I have an idea, tell me , I know you will anyway!" I replied. 
 
    "We have two of the guys girl friends interested..." 
 
    "You mean an orgy, a bi-time orgy?" 
 
    "Will you go for it, Pete?" Images flashed through my mind, sucking pussy whilst being fucked, licking cock as it fucked pussy. 
 
    "Yes, I am game, John." 
 
    "Fucking hot!", I heard the Aussy say. 
 
    "Roll on" I say. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pleasing Greg 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We are laying on Greg's bed. I ask him if I could touch his body. He says yeah, go ahead. My trembling hands first touch his face. My hands roam across his forehead and then around his deep blue eyes. He stares into mine. I then explore his cheeks, feeling the stubble of beard. Down to his neck, I trace my fingers from one ear to the other, tickling his ear lobes. Now on to his chest. His shirt is open at the collar and I play with his chest hairs there. Applying more presure, I rub his pecs through his shirt. 
 
    I can feel his nipples hardening at my touch. I undo one then two buttons of his shirt and reach in to continue stroking his nipples. They feel hard as pencil erasers. I stop to unbutton the rest of his shirt and expose his whole chest and stomach. His chest is covered with curly blonde hair and there is a trail reaching down to his navel where it spreads out to cover his stomach and then to travel on into his pants. I continue to stimulate his nipples causing them to harden and stand erect. He has a muscular chest from working out. His abs are rippled with tight muscles. I notice his breathing has become deeper and I watch his broad chest expand and contract with each breath. 
 
    I then move on to his arms. His biceps are huge and almost hairless. I lift one arm up and smell his pit, taking in the aroma which defines manhood. I lick his biceps and he moans. Next, I position his arms up and back next to his head, watching his chest expand even more. Now, back to his trunk. My hands roam across his chest, stomach and sides of his body. I watch the hairs stand up as I stimulate him more. His breathing increases again and he softly moans. I get up to kneel beside him, increasing the intensity of my rubbing. With both hands, I caress this hunk of man. Glancing down, I see a bulge in his pants. 
 
    Both nipples are erect and I take two fingers and gently pull on the left as I lean down and lick the right one. His moaning becomes more pronounced. My other hand teases his navel hair and then the navel itself. I exchange tongue and fingers repeatedly from one nipple to the other, brushing his chest with my chin as I do so. He begins to moan more. His head tosses from side to side. I stop for a few minutes to let him catch his breath. He looks up at me and smiles. 
 
    He sits up and I get behind him to help him out of his shirt. He tosses the shirt on the floor and I massage his broad shoulders. I work my hands across his shoulders and then down his back feeling the hard muscles of his body. Lifting his arms up, I reach my hands around his body to rub his chest. The nipples become erect with my touch. With my arms around him, I can feel his breathing, feel his body expanding and contracting, feel the heat eminating from him. I kiss the back of his neck and lick his earlobes. He tenses up and I grab him tightly, holding him close to me. Slowly, I pull away from him and let him lie down again. 
 
    I take in the sight of this hunk laying before me. 
 
    I start to massage his chest and stomach again. But this time I use as much force as I can. Kneading the muscles and pecs, teasing his nipples and navel. His breathing comes faster again but I don't stop. My hands roam across his torso faster and faster, harder and harder. He moans loudly. Suddenly, I place a hand on his crotch. I can feel the huge shaft through his jeans. I rub harder on his pouch causing him to writhe on the bed. I undo the button of his jeans and pull the zipper down, slowly...very slowly. I look down and watch the zipper reveal the hard dick encased in his briefs. I can make out the ridge of his dickhead through the cloth. I look up at him, his chest is heaving up and down, his nipples are hard and he is smiling at me. 
 
    I tell him to turn over and as he does so, I help him out of his jeans. He lays on his stomach with just his briefs on. I move down between his legs and stroke them. I can feel the hard calves and smooth thighs covered with curly blonde hair. My hands roam up and down his legs. He is moaning again. I put my hands on his butt-cheeks, massaging them. His ass is grand! Round, firm and meaty. I lift his waist up and pull his briefs off. Now, my breath becomes faster. I slowly begin to massage his ass which is covered with the same curly blonde hair as his legs. My hands explore his ass and legs, feeling the hardness of his thigh muscles. Lightly, I begin to stroke his ass-crack. Spreading his ass apart, I can see the beginning of his nut sack and I stoke it with my fingers causing him to moan, his puckered hole contracts. I move up to his head and whisper into his ear. Turn over, I tell him. 
 
    As he turns over, his huge cock is standing erect. I start with his chest again, licking and stroking his nipples and stomach. His cock pulsates with his heartbeat. My hands roam over his stomach and down past the hard shaft to his thighs. His nuts are alive in their sack. I deliberately avoid touching his cock and continue to stroke his body. Clear fluid is leaking out the piss slit of his dick. As my hands roam around on his thighs, I slowly begin to caress his nut sack with just a few light touches of my fingertips. The blonde hair on the nut sack is long and curly, the skin crinkly and smelling of man. I lower my head closer to his crotch and take in his odor. 
 
    Now I have one hand on his stomach, holding it there, feeling the rise and fall of his breathing. He is still, anticipating my next move. My other hand grabs his nuts and starts to stroke them firmly. I take first one nut then the other in my hand. They are as big as golf balls. He begins to squirm about on the bed, he tosses his head back and gasps as I grab his nuts firmly, massaging the scrotum with my hand. His cock jumps about as more pre-cum oozes out the slit. There is now a pool of clear juice on his body. With one hand pulling on his balls, I take my other and tangle the fingers in the forest of blonde hair at the base of his dick, gently stoking the shaft base, too. 
 
    I look up at his face. His head is tossing left and right, his hands are rubbing his nipples. The precum is a clear stream leaking out of his dickhead. I decide to hold off and stop touching him. He looks at me and the look on his face is one of disbelief. Please don't stop he whispers. 
 
    I watch as his breathing slows and he calms down some. I reach out and lightly grab his dick and hold it up. A large drop of clear juice seeps out of the slit and I rub it over his cockhead. He moans loudly and I rub my other hand into the pool of juice on his belly and lightly cover the shaft with it. He is moaning again. I cover the whole dick with the precum and get it slick. I put my hand to my mouth and taste his juice. Mmmmm, it is sweet. I cover my fingers with saliva and start to pump his cock. He starts to moan loudly and move about on the bed. His cock is huge and I have to use two hands to handle it. With both hands stroking his dick, I watch as he goes into orbit. My fingers pump his shaft while caressing the head which flares out like a huge plum. I can see the veins on the rod pumping blood into the shaft. Precum is now coming out in rivulets. His cock is as hard as granite. I use one hand to stroke his dick and one hand to pull on his balls. I can hardly control him. He starts to buck his waist to meet my pumping. I hold his dick straight up into the air and it looks to be ten inches in length. 
 
    He screams loudly and arches his back. His cock grows to its zenith and I feel his orgasm starting. His cock comes alive and shoots a huge drop of semen at least a foot into the air. He bucks again and the next spurt flies out of his dick and goes higher than the first. Both land on his stomach. He is out of control now. He bucks and screams, his cock lurches in my hand and spits gobs of come on my hands. The river of come bleeds out of the piss slit and runs over my hands. It is hot as lava. I can not stop my pumping. 
 
    The more I pump, the more come runs out and down my hands and into the tangle of hair at the base of his dick. He bucks and bucks, his chest heaving with each breath. And still his cock pumps semen onto my hands. After what seems like ten minutes, his cock grows still. He relaxes on the bed and draws in deep breaths of air. I let his cock out of my come drenched hand and it lays heavily on his stomach, still as long as eight inches of meat. I run my hands over his stomach and chest, spreading his come around. I put my hands to my mouth and clean them with my tongue. 
 
    Slowly, he comes down off his high, and relaxes some more. I reach down to my pants and rip them open. My own hard dick springs out and I grab his hand and put it on my dick. He pumps for a few seconds before I'm coming in buckets onto his broad chest and nipples, my come mingles with his. I want more he says. We draw together and spend the night fucking and sucking. 
 
    Gay Party Time to Meet Hunky Kevin 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was bored. Here I was sitting around the house on a Saturday night with nothing to do. There was 37 channels of shit on the TV to choose from. I decided to put on some Rock and Roll and drink a couple of beers, listen to some music and then go to bed. In the middle of the first song, my phone rang. But it was just some asshole trying to sell me some house siding. I hung up the phone right in the middle of his sales pitch. About 10 seconds later, the phone rang again and I picked it up thinking if it is the asshole again, well God help me. 
 
    "Hey man!" the voice said. "Whatcha doing?" 
 
    "Steve!" I answered. "Whats up?" I could hear loud music and sounds of a party. My spirits picked up. 
 
    "I'm having a little get together, why don't you come over if you don't have any plans." 
 
    "Man, I'm glad you called, I'm about bored out of my ass!" 
 
    "Well then get your bored ass over here and lets PARTY!" 
 
    "Who is there?" I asked. 
 
    "Me, Randy and Randy's friend, Kevin." 
 
    "Who is Kevin?" 
 
    "Just some guy Randy knows from college." Steve said. Then he lowered his voice and said, "Kevin is one hell of a hunk. I think you would like him. Come on over and see for yourself." 
 
    "Ill be right there!" I replied. 
 
    "Cool, see ya soon." 
 
    I hung up the phone and thought "YES! Party Time!" 
 
    I threw on some clothes and grabbed the 12 pack of Bud outta my fridge and I was on my way. 
 
    Steve and I met a couple of years ago, ironically, at a party. We went home together that night and fucked. He had a nice body; long legs, wide chest and a nice sized dick. We had gotten together a several times since then, mostly when we had met at some place or party just by accident. Steve was just not the kind for me to get serious about but as an occasional fuck, it was fine. And Randy was his friend. I had met Randy a several times while partying with Steve. 
 
    I had fantasized about Randy's body but could never seem to get him interested in me, so I would just enjoy the view. Randy has long black hair and this chest you would die to come on and a round and firm ass that to grab it would probably make me come. As I drove to Steve's house, I wondered how tonight would end up. Probably with me and Steve fucking and Randy and Kevin doing whatever it is they do. "Its alot better than being bored," I said to myself. " A LOT better." But what about this Kevin? Steve said he was a hunk and I would like him. 
 
    I got to Steve's house and I could hear the rock and roll music thumping as Steve answered the door. 
 
    "Dale! Come on in, buddy!" Steve exclaimed and let me in. "Hey, guys, Dale is here." he yelled to the two guys in the living room. Steve took my 12 pack and brought it to the kitchen as I went into the living room. Randy got up and shook my hand and then introduced me to Kevin. Kevin got up too, and shook my hand. I examined his body as I shook his hand. He was tall, with dark hair and blue eyes. He wore a half shirt which barely contained the huge chest. 
 
    I could see the outline of his nipples through the fabric. Below the shirt, was a line of dark black hair trailing down to his navel and then into his bluejeans. His abs were tight with washboard muscles. His waist was thin but expanded into two huge trees for thighs. And between those thighs was a crotch bulging with flesh. He was a Hunk with a capital "H". My heart began to race and I needed a beer, and fast. I turned around and damned near ran into Steve who was carrying two beers. He gave one to me and offered me a chair. 
 
    The four of us talked a bit then Randy left the room and came back with a mirror with some coke on it. He sat the mirror down on the table in front of us and said "Party Time!" Randy divided the coke into eight lines and we snorted them. With the coke in us, the house seemed to get hot and I took off my shirt and the others did too. I had never seen Randy's naked chest before but liked what I saw. His pecs where well defined with small nipples. Kevin's chest was that of a body builder; large, broad pecs with quarter sized nipples covered with a fine coat of curly black hair. Steve remarked to Kevin about how large his chest muscles where. Kevin stood up and flexed them for us and we applauded. 
 
    Then Randy said "How about flexing some other muscle for us." Kevin gave him a quick look and then without a word, unzipped his pants and pulled out a large, semi hard cock. His cock began to get harder and he turned to Randy. "Here, you flex it for me." Randy reached out and grabbed the cock and began to stroke it. Kevin moaned. Randy stroked faster and Kevin's cock began to get hard. Soon, it looked like a club. Kevin stepped closer to Randy and Randy took the massive head into his mouth and began to suck on Kevin's dick. 
 
    Steve and I just sat there and watched the show. Randy sucked on his dick, making it grow even longer. Steve and I quickly got naked and when Kevin pulled his cock out of Randy's mouth asked us if we wanted some. "Sure!" we exclaimed. Kevin took off his pants and briefs and stood naked in front of us. His long, hard cock pulsated with his heartbeat and we took turns licking the shaft and nuts. Randy drew out more lines of coke and we took a break from sucking on Kevin's cock and snorted them. 
 
    When we were all coked up again, we decided to get into Steve's king sized bed for some real fun. We departed from the rest of our clothes as we headed for the bedroom. Jumping on the bed, the four of us had hard dicks and we grabbed the nearest one and fell into a chain of sucking. I had Steve's hairy cock in my mouth, Steve took on Randy's massive dick, Randy sucked on Kevin and Kevin gobbled mine. The sounds of four hot guys sucking dicks overran the music. We stroked each others bodied as our mouths had fun. I was more turned on thinking about Kevin sucking on my dick, I could not wait until it was my turn to suck him. We sucked and sucked. 
 
    Soon, Randy gave Steve a blast from his cock. I watched Steve's mouth take as much come as he could hold and then Randy's come dribbled out of Steve's mouth and down his chin. Steve pulled the cock out of his mouth and licked the shaft causing Randy to take more of Kevin's shaft. I was overcome by the scene and focused my attention on Steve's seven incher. I pulled on his nuts and he gave me a mouthful I will never forget. Then, Kevin let out a grunt and came in Randy's mouth like an animal. Kevin pulled my dick out of his mouth to catch his breath and then dived down on my cock causing me to blow my wad. We all fell together in a heap of sweaty bodies. 
 
    I got up to get me another beer. Randy came with me and the two of us sat in the living room and snorted some more coke. After a few minutes, we returned to the bedroom to see Kevin taking Steve's cock up his ass. Randy and I sat on the bed and encouraged Steve to fuck him good. We watched as his cock rammed in and out of Kevin's tight hole. Steve's muscled body looked great fucking Kevin's ass. Kevin was up on his hands and knees taking Steve's dick up his ass and liking every inch of it. "Fuck him, Steve" we cried as Steve increased his movements. "Oh yes, Steve, fuck me good" Kevin begged. Randy and I drank our beers watching the show they were putting on for us. Steve's cock slid in and out of Kevin's ass. Kevin would push back with his body, taking all of Steve's dick into his asshole. 
 
    I reached over and began to stroke Randy's dick, making him hard. He layed back and let me play with his shaft. His nuts were big and I played with them too. This was one of my fantasies coming true: my hands on Randy's dick. He got hard and I rubbed his dick and licked his balls. Steve continued to fuck Kevin but also noticed me playing with Randy and encouraged us. Kevin turned his head and told Randy to let me suck him. "Yeah, Dale, suck my dick!" Randy ordered. I let his balls out of my mouth and licked his shaft. He put his hands on the back of my head and pushed my face onto his dick. I began to suck on his shaft, taking the whole thing down my mouth. The coke I had sort of deadened my gag reflex and his cock slid deep into my throat. My whole face felt filled with his man-meat. I buried my face in the tangle of cock-hairs at the base of his shaft, his nuts on my chin. 
 
    The four of us held these positions for at least twenty minutes. Steve fucked Kevin and I sucked Randy. Kevin yelled for Steve to "Fuck him good" and Randy urged me to "Suck his dick". I ran my hands over Randy's hairy ass-cheeks, fingering his hole and then I plunged two fingers into him. Randy bucked his crotch into my face and I took more of his shaft into my mouth. I heard Steve start to breath heavily. Kevin grunted as his ass took the huge cock deeper. I knew Steve was gonna come. I managed to look at the two of them as Steve grabbed Kevin's waist and shoved his cock into Kevin and came. Steve and Kevin grunted loudly. 
 
    Randy yelled for Steve to come in Kevin's ass and Steve yelled "HERE I COME!!!" I watched as Steve gave one final thrust and then held his dick into Kevin's ass and came. He threw his head back, his pelvis shoved forward and his dick disappeared into Kevin. I knew Kevin enjoyed it. He was smiling as Steve came in his ass. They grunted together, they were as one being. I knew, for I had taken Steve up the ass, too. As they finished, I devoted my attention on Randy's cock. 
 
    I held his dick perpendicular to his stomach. I licked the head and tasted his precum. I put my hand on his nuts and the other around the shaft and pumped more precum out of the rod. I deliberately made sucking sounds to increase his excitement. My tongue traveled up and down the hard, hot shaft, licking the veins. I pulled on his large, hairy nuts causing him more enjoyment. Randy moaned and writhed around on the bed. With one of my hands, rubbed his thighs and the other across his flat, hairy stomach and chest. He thrust his waist into my face. I licked his cock more and bit on his forest of hair at the base of his shaft. I positioned myself so that just his cockhead was in my mouth, my tongue wrapping itself around the head. My hands pumped his dick. Soon, I felt his cock harden, he groaned and moaned. I sped up my actions and was rewarded with a huge spurt of semen. His hips bucked, his cock lurched, his come flowed out of his piss slit and into my hot mouth. 
 
    We were covered with sweat and semen. Our heads buzzed from the coke. We passed the night drinking, snorting, and fucking. It wasn't a boring night after all. 
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    He was angry when I called him, as I knew he would be. 
 
    "Where the FUCK have you been?" his voice demanded. 
 
    "Busy," I replied, knowing how lame it sounded. 
 
    "You've been busy for six months? I haven't heard from you since last spring. Jesus, I ought to just fucking hang up on you." 
 
    "I know, Gary, and I'm sorry. I've been a jerk not to call you all this time." 
 
    "You're always sorry, as if that makes any difference." His voice was still truculent, but the fact that he was still on the line meant I was making inroads. 
 
    "So, how have you been?" For an English professor, I was sounding trite today. 
 
    "What do you think? Out all day, five days a week, hammering and sweating. Real work, unlike some people." Gary had a perverse pride about his lack of formal education. He was smart, though. Smart enough to know how to make me laugh, smart enough to sting with his words. 
 
    He had done both after our first encounter several years ago, out in the brushy woods beyond the creek in the north city park. 
 
    "For a desk jockey, you sure give good head, man." He had said this just after he had emptied his load down my throat. I had been passionate, turned on more than I had been in a long time by his icy blue eyes in a sunburned, craggy face, his half-open work shirt, and his tight jeans that fit his long legs and narrow hips perfectly. I had just come to the park from my last class of the day, still in my tie and dress slacks, and had gladly knelt before him, heedless of my clothes. 
 
    I looked up, half-surprised, half-amused. 
 
    "Thanks, I think." 
 
    "Usually don't let guys in ties do me," he said, buttoning his 501s. 
 
    I took the bait. 
 
    "What's wrong with guys in ties?" 
 
    "Soft. Scared. Usually married. You're pretty cute for a married guy, though." 
 
    I was starting to get irritated by his assumptions. 
 
    "I'm not married." 
 
    "Not to a woman, maybe." He saw that he had guessed correctly. 
 
    "Gonna tell your `other half' about me, bud?" 
 
    I tried to parry. 
 
    "What about yours?" 
 
    "Don't have one. Haven't found a rich guy like you to take care of me. Say hi to your `partner' for me, okay?" He turned and walked away. I rose, in a turmoil of frustration and desire, wanting to shout to him, ask for his phone number, fearing that I would never see him again. But I stayed silent, not wanting to give him the satisfaction. At that moment, he suddenly turned and said, "The name's Gary, by the way." 
 
    "Mine's Tom," I quickly replied. I had to say something. 
 
    "See you again sometime." 
 
    He paused at that, and an unexpectedly impish grin appeared on his face, making him handsomer than ever. 
 
    "You never know." Then he was gone. I had gotten so worked up by then that I walked back into the woods to a secluded spot, pulled my cock out and jacked it until I dropped my own load onto the ground. 
 
    I had stopped by the park regularly in the afternoons for weeks after that, but never saw him. Then things got really busy and I didn't have time to go cruising for a while. It was probably a year later that I finally saw him again. 
 
    I actually wasn't sex-hunting in the park that day, or so I told him later. It was a lovely sunny Saturday afternoon and I was strolling along the creek, watching the sun play on the water, marveling that fish still lived there despite the fact it ran in the middle of an increasingly large city. I was standing on the bank and heard footsteps near me. I turned and there he was. I remember exactly what he was wearing--jeans of course, a hot pink tank top that exposed his muscular, tanned shoulders and arms, Nikes, and a somewhat dirty white baseball cap. His thumbs were hooked into his front pockets--he made this tired pose look enticing. 
 
    "Fishing?" he said, grinning. 
 
    I was astounded and delighted to see him, but knew better than to let him know it. 
 
    "Nope," I answered casually, though my heart was pounding. 
 
    "Waiting for you." 
 
    "The hell you were," he said. 
 
    "Walked right by my truck in the parking lot, didn't even wave or nothing." 
 
    "Well, Gary," I pointed out, "I don't know what you drive. You could have said something." 
 
    "Decided to follow you instead. Wanted to see how long it would be before you noticed." 
 
    "Sneaky. So what now?" 
 
    "See those flat stones over there?" he said, pointing to a row placed across the water nearby. 
 
    "Little trail on the other side, leads up the hill to a nice shady spot. Come on," he said, starting to cross. He stepped across gracefully and easily, as I scrambled to keep up. One of my feet slid into the water and I cursed. Gary looked around and snorted derisively, but he did slow his pace a bit. 
 
    As we climbed up the steep path I was puffing from the exertion, though I wasn't too winded to notice how good Gary's butt looked in his jeans. At last we reached the spot he had been talking about, a small clearing quite a ways up the hill. In the center there was a large tree. When we reached it, Gary turned and faced me. 
 
    "The only way up is the way we came. Easy to tell if someone's coming." 
 
    I started to get on my knees before him as I had done the first time, but he stopped me by putting his hands underneath my arms. 
 
    "Not so fast, bud," he said, and kissed me, hard. His strong arms hugged me as our mouths ground together. I felt the ropes of muscle in his back and shoulders. We broke apart, our breathing loud in the still woods. He unzipped my khaki shorts and put his hand in, rubbing my cock through my briefs, then pulling down the waistband and taking it out. In a moment he had it in his mouth. I leaned back against the bark of the tree, closing my eyes as waves of pleasure pulsed through my body. A moment later I opened them as Gary paused a moment. He raised his hand, took off his cap and resettled it on his head with the bill pointing backwards. He looked up at me and grinned. He then continued his labors, taking me down to the root, quickly bringing me to the edge of cumming. He sensed this and stopped. 
 
    "Your turn," he said, rising to his feet. 
 
    I was more than willing to oblige, kneeling down and undoing the buttons on his jeans. He was wearing no underwear, and the cock I remembered jutted out. I deliberately teased him and myself by not taking it right away, licking and washing his balls, inhaling the scent of his pubes, letting the organ slide against my face, feeling a bit of precum from the dark head smear my cheek. 
 
    "Suck me, man," Gary said urgently, and at last I obeyed, sliding the dick in and deep-throating him with abandon. His hands caressed my hair, then moved downward, pulling the T-shirt I was wearing up and baring my back. They tried to get underneath the waistband of my underwear. Still keeping his cock in my mouth, I reached down and undid the front button of my shorts, loosening them. Gary pushed the clothes off my butt and continued to knead and caress my cheeks, a finger snaking down the crack toward my hole. He bent over so far I had to let go of his dick. 
 
    "Up against the tree, bud," he whispered in my ear. 
 
    I knew what he wanted and was ready to give it to him. I turned my back and braced myself against the tree, my pants and shorts around my ankles, bending at the waist and arching my back so that he could get at my ass. I felt his hands part my cheeks and a moment later the soft wetness of his tongue on them. It roved to the cleft between the cheeks and moved downward, leaving a wet trail that cooled quickly in the open air and sent shivers through me. Then he reached my asshole, his tongue and lips skillfully probing and teasing the flesh, wetting and softening it as I moaned softly. One of his hands reached around my leg and grasped my cock, which was still hard. 
 
    "Fuck me," I said. 
 
    Gary stood, and I turned to watch him peel off his tank top and drop it on the ground beside him. Staring into my eyes, he pushed his jeans down past his knees. I took in his hard bare torso, with a fine line of hair running from his navel down to his dark pubic bush, out of which sprang his hungry cock. He raised a hand to his mouth and spit into it, then dropped it to his organ, lubing it with the saliva. 
 
    "Take off that T-shirt. I want you naked for this." 
 
    I obeyed, aware that my knees were shaking. The knowledge that discovery would be disaster only added to the thrill. I turned away from him and wrapped my arms around the tree, and a wet finger was thrust into my hole. It was withdrawn and I sensed Gary move into position behind me. I felt something contact my hole again, bigger and blunter this time, and before I had time to think, it pushed abruptly and broke through the barrier of flesh. Pain shot through my body. I uttered a short cry and tried to squirm away, when a strong arm encircled my neck, pressing against my throat just enough to make breathing difficult. I let out a muffled protest, and felt his hot breath on my right ear. 
 
    "No you don't," he said softly. 
 
    "You said you wanted it, now take it, you hear?" More gently he said, "I'm not going to hurt you. Just relax and I'll go slow, OK?" I nodded rapidly and tried to obey. In a moment, the tension in my asshole, and with it the pain, lessened. 
 
    "Good, man," Gary said, relaxing his grip around my neck. I felt his hardness begin to move slowly further into me. There was no more hurt, only warm fullness and the indescribable joy of surrendering to another man's invading strength. He penetrated deeper and deeper until I was sure he was halfway up my gut. At last I felt his body press against my butt and back and knew that I had taken all of him into me. It was Gary's turn to sigh with pleasure. 
 
    "Man, that's great," he said. 
 
    He began to slide his cock in and out. I had to brace myself against the power of his thrusts to avoid being slammed against the tree trunk. He bent and wrapped his arms around my chest as he continued to fuck me. I felt his warm quick breath against my neck, smelled the sweat from his exertions, felt the burning heat of his driving organ in my ass. I closed my eyes and gave myself up to his possession. My own cock had softened somewhat but hardened again as one of his rough hands grasped and began to jack it. In only a few minutes the combined sensations assaulting me sent me past the point of no return. 
 
    "Oh God I'm cumming," I gasped out as my organ began to throb in his hand. The first spurt splashed onto the tree trunk, the rest on the ground. Despite the fear of discovery I groaned with pleasure, dimly aware that Gary's breathing had increased in force until it was a series of hoarse grunts. His thrusts deepened to the point of pain and I knew he was emptying his load into my gut. He slammed all the way in and held his cock there, his arms tight around me--I felt the shaft pulsing in my hole and tightened my muscles to give him maximum sensation. 
 
    At last Gary let me go with a sigh and let his full weight rest on my back. He kissed the back of my neck. 
 
    "Man, you are hot," he said. 
 
    I was too satiated and breathless to reply. After a moment he rose and pulled himself out of me. I turned around to see him wiping himself with his tank top. He held it out to me and laughed at what must have been the squeamishness on my face. 
 
    "Better clean yourself up, buddy, there's cum running down the backs of your legs. It's this or your own T-shirt." 
 
    Faced with that, I obeyed, as Gary pulled his jeans back up. After I was done, I held the tank top gingerly in my hand. 
 
    "Just toss it," Gary said. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    "This is a wildlife refuge, we can't litter." 
 
    Gary guffawed. 
 
    "We just fucked our brains out in the woods and you're worried about littering? Whatever," he said, shaking his head, still chuckling as he started back down the hill toward the creek. I followed him, awkwardly trying to pull my clothes back on as we walked. But I still held the tank top. 
 
    When we returned to the creek, instead of crossing back over the stones, Gary sat on a large rock at the edge of the water. He looked at me. 
 
    "Come sit. Or do you have to go? Leave that thing for a minute, would you," he said, eyeing the soiled clothing in my hand. 
 
    Leaving it on the bank, I found a spot next to him on the rock. My lust was, for the moment, satisfied, but it still gave me a charge to be so close to his lean, shirtless body. The sun sparkled on the water. "Great day, huh?" he said. 
 
    "Yes, it is," I answered. 
 
    "How about having some dinner at my place?" 
 
    I hesitated. Gary's eyes narrowed. 
 
    "Hubby's waiting, is that it?" 
 
    "Robert's out of town," I replied truthfully. Going home with Gary would be stepping over some invisible line that so far I had managed to avoid crossing. 
 
    "Then what's the matter? I'm not talking about Chinese take-out, man. I really cook." 
 
    "No kidding?" 
 
    "Sure, I worked in the St. John's University cafeteria as head caterer for years. I can cook for five hundred, no sweat." 
 
    "What do you do now, Gary?" 
 
    "Build things. Construction. I'm an independent contractor." 
 
    "Well, you look the part," I said. A construction worker who cooked--a wet dream come to life, I thought. 
 
    Gary smiled and, leaning forward, kissed me lightly. 
 
    "Thanks, man." I was becoming more and more intrigued by his rough charm. 
 
    "What do you say? It's been months since I cooked for anyone but me." 
 
    I shrugged and crossed the line. 
 
    "Okay, I'll follow you." 
 
    "Great! And," he said, his grin sharpening, "bring my top. I'll throw it in the wash while supper's on the stove." 
 
    Dinner that night in his tiny second-floor apartment was delicious. When we were finished eating, he led me to the couch, stripped me and then himself, and took me again. Afterward, he lay with his head on my chest, spent at last. I looked at one strong arm thrown across my body and noticed long white scars on the skin of the forearm. I ran my finger down the length of one. 
 
    "What happened to you there?" 
 
    "Ex-lover came at me with a kitchen knife," he said sleepily. 
 
    I whistled. 
 
    "When?" 
 
    "Oh, years ago. He was coked up one night and got mad when I came home too late." 
 
    "Well, I hope he got what he deserved for doing that to you." 
 
    Gary laughed mirthlessly. 
 
    "You could say that.’’ I was silent with horror and also with embarrassment at the stupidity of my remark. 
 
    "Gary, I'm sorry, I had no idea." 
 
    He looked at me with those piercing eyes. 
 
    "It's tough out in the real world, professor." 
 
    We lay there in silence but the comfortable feeling I had had a moment earlier was gone. After a moment I stirred. 
 
    "I'd better go." 
 
    "I thought you said your lover was out of town," Gary said, letting me up unwillingly. 
 
    "Aren't you spending the night?" 
 
    "I don't think so," I replied. The reality of the situation was starting to close in on me, like Gary's cramped apartment. I had taken advantage of my partner's absence to fuck around and go home with a man I hardly knew, someone with a violent past. 
 
    As if reading my mind, Gary said, "I'm not going to murder you in your sleep, guy. Just because someone took a knife to me once doesn't mean I'm a psycho." He smiled crookedly. 
 
    "That's what I get for telling you about Jack." 
 
    "I asked, you told me," I said, pulling my clothes on. 
 
    "It's not that, Gary. Listen--thanks for dinner, and--" I paused. 
 
    "The fuck?" Gary grinned. 
 
    "Any time." I looked at him, still lying naked on his side on the couch, the cock that had impaled and conquered me hanging downward, heavy in repose. I drew in my breath. 
 
    "Could I--could I call you?" 
 
    "Like I said, man--any time. I'm in the book. Drive safe now." 
 
    I let myself out the door, got in my car and drove home to my dark and empty house. I removed my clothes, my own hands on my body reminding me at every instant of his hands. Lying on Robert's and my bed in the silent house, I saw his mischievous smile, his body taut with thrusting power. Finally I let my hands draw another climax from my body so that I could sleep. 
 
    How long did we last? It's hard to recall now. For months, perhaps a year or more, I showed up at his place whenever I could get away, which wasn't often. I think to this day Robert doesn't know what I was up to--his elegant mind would have had serious trouble imagining such a situation. Driving to Gary's apartment after having carefully crafted a few empty evening hours in my schedule, I would sometimes shake my head myself at the absurdity of it all. 
 
    I had always liked to fuck around--a fact that had resulted in some painful quarrels with my partner before we struck an uneasy truce--but this consuming physical hunger for one man amazed and scared me. At the same time, it allowed me to keep the thing between Gary and me safely boxed up in my mind, to tell myself it was all just chemistry. 
 
    What I hadn't counted on was Gary. I underestimated him. Because of his wit, his ability to skewer my pretensions, his willingness to laugh at my expense, I made the mistake of supposing he took us lightly too. I still regret that. 
 
    He began to complain about how little he saw me. 
 
    "I know I can't call you at home, man, but can't you call back when I call your office?" 
 
    "It's just a busy time, Gary." This was true--I was up for a promotion and I was really gunning for it. If I got it, I would be the youngest full professor at the university. I tried to explain to Gary what was involved, but he brushed the complexities of the issue aside impatiently. 
 
    "What's a `full' professor, anyway... aren't you one already? You're good at what you'll do, you'll get it," he said. As the time drew nearer, I grew more and more nervous. Gary's observations irritated rather than soothed me. He sensed this, of course, and was hurt by it. His ability to see through me didn't help my equilibrium. 
 
    "You don't want the money," he said one Saturday when I had finally managed to get away after more than month without seeing him. 
 
    "It's an ego thing for you--you just want to be the youngest full whatever. It's just like my job. It is," he insisted as he saw me shake my head. 
 
    "Sure, it bugs me that I'm assistant superintendent on the site and the real super is a twenty-four year old kid. You hear me moaning and bitching about it?" 
 
    "It's not the same, Gary," I said, a bit wearily. 
 
    "That's not the only reason I want the promotion. Let's drop it, it's too complicated." 
 
    "I know you think I'm a stupid hick, Tom. Maybe you're right, I don't know much. You don't have to rub it in. Fuck you," Gary said with sudden bitterness. 
 
    "Don't come around if all you're going to do is put me down." 
 
    "Oh, Christ, Gary, why do you have to blow everything up? Look, maybe today just isn't a good day," I said, getting up from the couch. 
 
    "Yeah," he said, "Go back to your lover, you ought to be with him anyway." 
 
    "Okay, that does it," I said, walking toward the door. 
 
    "I can't deal with this today." 
 
    "Drive safe now," he said sarcastically. It was what he always said to me when I left, ever since that first time. Stung into anger, I walked out without a word, and stayed away for six months. 
 
    Gary was as proud and stubborn a cuss as I was. During those months, he never called--or at any rate, never left a message. I guess in the end he won, since I was the one who broke down and made contact first. 
 
    So here we were. 
 
    "Can I come by?" I said into the receiver. 
 
    A long pause, then a sigh. 
 
    "Why the hell not." 
 
    I had called him from my office on a Friday soon after the school year started. On Monday I had a little time after my last class of the day before I was expected home--Robert had a meeting that he had told me would last into the evening. 
 
    I parked my car in the lot of his apartment complex and walked up the flight of stairs to his door. The nondescript gray paint on it was peeling, I noticed. I rapped the knocker, feeling the familiar nervousness at the thought of his eyes scrutinizing me. I had on my usual work clothes: a blue oxford shirt crisply pressed gray wool slacks, a necktie. On one of my visits, he had said, "I like seeing you dressed up." 
 
    I had been pleased at the unexpected compliment, but, unable to leave well enough alone, had tried to tease him. 
 
    "Why's that? Remind you of those married guys who service you?" 
 
    "Nope. I like it `cause I know what's underneath when I get those clothes off. Tom the professor turns into Tom the slut." He had laughed then, knowing that he had bested me yet again. 
 
    The door opened and Gary was there. 
 
    "Hey," I said, trying to sound casual. He did not reply, but turned and walked back into the apartment, leaving the door open. I followed him inside into the cool semidarkness, shutting it behind me. 
 
    He turned to face me again and I braced myself, anticipating his temper. Instead, without a word, he caught me suddenly in a fierce embrace. Touched, I hugged him back. Just as abruptly he let me go, but kept hold of my hand and led me into the small living room. He sat on the couch and pulled me toward him, enfolding me in his arms again. We lay there for a few moments. His hard body felt good next to mine. I spoke against his ear. 
 
    "Why so affectionate?" I asked. 
 
    I heard his snort of disgust, and he grasped my head and lifted it so that I was gazing into his eyes. The steel in them had returned. 
 
    "I can't act like I'm glad to see you?" 
 
    "Well," I said, "you didn't sound all that glad on the phone." 
 
    "Maybe you pissed me off, not calling for six months. Maybe I actually missed you and wondered where the hell you were, did you think about that?" He made another contemptuous noise. 
 
    "What the fuck am I saying this shit for. Like you care." 
 
    "You're right. I was a jerk." I sat up, wanting to get away from those eyes. 
 
    "Big of you to say that, bro." 
 
    "Well, Gary, should I just go?" 
 
    I looked at him. He stared back, still pugnacious, then, abruptly, his smile broke out. It had been a long time since I had seen it and it took my breath away. 
 
    "You ain't getting away that easy, asshole." 
 
    He then sat up, grabbed my tie and pulled my face to his. He kissed me, hard as always. I fumbled at his jeans, managing to get them undone as our mouths stayed locked together, and found his hard cock. I held the shaft for a moment, my thumb rubbing the front of the knob in a way I knew he liked, spreading the wetness at the slit over the head. Then I bent and took it into my mouth. Gary let me suck him for a few moments, then said, "let's get naked." 
 
    He got up and I followed him to the bedroom. He turned as I entered and shut the door behind me, his eyes glinting in that way I had learned signaled his desire. He undid my tie and whipped it off, then unbuttoned my shirt, slipping a hand inside and pinching one of my nipples. He grinned when I jumped, bent and took the same nipple into his mouth. I could not restrain a grunt of pleasure, running my hand through his wiry locks. 
 
    Gary turned me around and pushed me onto his bed, a mattress and box spring thrown on the floor. He kissed me again, his hands pinning mine to the mattress. It was as if the pent-up emotions of the past months were pouring out of his mouth all at once. I freed myself and threw my arms around him, responding to his passion. He finally withdrew for a moment and I stared into his wild eyes. 
 
    "I thought we were going to get naked," I said. 
 
    He nodded wordlessly, sat up and began taking off his clothes. I did the same. Then he came at me again, kissing my body all over, working downward until he took my cock in his mouth. Propping myself on my elbows, I lifted my head and watched him suck me, hard and with concentration, sliding up and down on my shaft with tightly sealed lips, pulling my balls just hard enough to tighten the skin on my shaft and heighten my pleasure. I felt the cum start to gather in my balls. 
 
    "I'm going to shoot if you keep doing that," I told him. 
 
    Gary stopped sucking me in response. 
 
    "Not yet. This load's for me, bud." He sat up and reached past me to the cinder block he kept by the head of the bed as a nightstand. He pulled the tube of K-Y out and squeezed the lube out onto his hand. Then, to my surprise, he grasped my cock and slickened it. As I started to protest, not wanting him to jack me off, he again stopped. This time he reached behind him with the same hand. My eyes widened and Gary smiled. He saw that I had figured out what he was up to. 
 
    He straddled my body, his knees on either side of me, took hold of my cock again and positioned it between his cheeks. I felt it pushing against his hole and then, all of a sudden, the heat of his innards as the head slid in. At the same time, Gary said "Shit!" and a grimace of pain crossed his face. I took hold of him with my hands to stop him from descending further. Gary looked at me, twinkling despite the hurt. 
 
    "Don't worry man, I'll be okay. It's just been a while, that's all." In a moment, he began to push down with his body until his butt was pressed firmly against me. Gary's eyes were closed, his mouth open, his face upturned with pleasure. 
 
    "God, that's great," he whispered, as he began to slide up and down on my cock. 
 
    I was giddy myself at the sensations he was drawing from me, squeezing with his ass muscles as he continued his motions. That's a picture of Gary that will stay forever in my mind--my tough working man, who had never let me top him before, on his knees riding my cock, jacking himself off in rhythm with his downward thrusts against my pubes. His blue eyes had lost their glitter and were veiled with pleasure, his mouth hung half open, his breathing was quick and shallow. I reached up and began to tease and squeeze his nipples and he closed his eyes again. 
 
    "Yes Tom," I heard him breathe. 
 
    I began to feel another climax approaching. Gary had an uncanny way of sensing this and slowed his movements. 
 
    "Oh no," I protested and he grinned in his usual mischievous way. 
 
    "Not yet, bud," he said, and lifted himself completely off of me. 
 
    "Hey, where are you going?" I asked. 
 
    He turned onto his back onto the bed at my side. 
 
    "Come and get it man, I want you on top." 
 
    I needed no further urging as I knelt between his legs, grasping his ankles and spreading them apart, quickly pushing into his stretched hole. No longer interested in prolonging our coupling, I began to drive into him fiercely. Gary's eyes shone again as he took the force of my assault, his hand pulling on his own cock. 
 
    "That's right, fuck the shit out of me man, fuck me, fuck me...." 
 
    His whispered words drove me to frenzy. 
 
    "Take it, Gary. Take my cum up your fucking hot hole. Take it... Oh god... HERE IT COMES," I shouted, as I felt myself go past the point of no return, the cum rush up from my balls, through my dick and deep into his gut. No more words came from me, only hoarse cries as I dumped what felt like gallons of sperm into his ass. After a few seconds, I opened my eyes and saw the last few spurts from Gary's dick landing on his stomach. 
 
    I bent downward and kissed him. Our tongues tangled together sensuously, still passionate but tired as well. I licked some of the cum off him, then let myself slip out as I stretched out full length on his body. We lay in each other's arms as our breathing slowed. 
 
    I finally raised my head and looked at him. 
 
    "Why'd you do that?" I asked. 
 
    "Do what?" 
 
    "Let me top you. You never let me do that before." 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    "Changed my mind. Wanted to know what it felt like with you." 
 
    "So what did it feel like?" 
 
    He glared at me in mock annoyance. 
 
    "You have to ask? Let me up, I have to go get dinner started." He wriggled out from under me and started to head for the bathroom. 
 
    I sighed inwardly. 
 
    "Gary, I don't think--" 
 
    He turned and I expected his wrath to descend. Instead, he simply said, "Please Tom, stay and eat, would you?" 
 
    This was so unlike him that I could think of nothing to say except, "Okay." 
 
    Dinner was tasty as usual, but I wondered all the while what was going on. I watched Gary as he ate a slice of the apple pie he had baked for dessert, cutting a bite with his fork and putting it in his mouth. He finally looked up and said, "Never seen a guy eat before?" 
 
    "What's going on?" I said flatly. 
 
    He finished chewing his bite, swallowed it, put down his fork and looked at me. 
 
    "Tom, I'm really glad you called. Thought I might not get to see you before--" 
 
    "Before what?" 
 
    "Before I left town," he said. 
 
    I tried to comprehend what he had just said. 
 
    "You're--leaving?" 
 
    "Yep. Got a job offer from a cousin I have in Tallahassee to come manage some apartments he owns for him. It's steady, the pay's better than what I get now, and I get to live rent free in one of the units on site." 
 
    "When?" 
 
    "Lease is up at the end of the month, so in three days I have to pack up my stuff, load it in the pickup and off I go. This is a furnished unit so none of that is mine anyway." 
 
    I struggled with the hollow feeling that was spreading inside me, and the lump that was forming in my throat. 
 
    "I don't believe this." 
 
    Gary shrugged. 
 
    "Tom, it's not like I'm your partner or anything." 
 
    It was true, but.... How could I say what I felt to Gary when I could barely understand it myself? Somehow during the time I'd known him he'd become more than just a hot number. Now, I was losing him. 
 
    Some of this seemed to be going through Gary's mind as well. He shifted uncomfortably in the shabby kitchen chair, turning to one side. 
 
    "You know, I used to go crazy when weeks went by and you wouldn't call back. I'd tell myself, why are you letting him get to you, he's just a jerk who's crazy for your cock...." 
 
    I found my voice. 
 
    "Gary, it was more than that." 
 
    "Well," he replied, "me too. I cared for you. Guess we both let things get a little out of hand." 
 
    "I treated you like shit." 
 
    Gary smiled in his crooked way. 
 
    "What else could you do? I'm just a trick, man. I knew that. It's okay." 
 
    He had seen through me again, as he always had. I got up and went around the table. Kneeling in front of him, I laid my head in his lap and put my arms around him. I thought I would cry, but the tears wouldn't come. The anguish remained tight and hard, locked inside my chest. Gary stroked my hair. 
 
    After a while, he said, "Better go, it's late." I nodded and stood up. 
 
    "Do you have an address where you're going?" I asked. 
 
    "Sure. Come and visit if you're ever in the neighborhood." Gary got up and picked up a pen from somewhere. 
 
    "Got something I can write on?" 
 
    I took a business card out of my wallet. Gary put it on the kitchen table and printed neat characters on it. I had never seen his handwriting before. 
 
    "The number is my cousin's. He'll be able to tell you mine when I get a phone." 
 
    I took the card and put it back, and gave him another copy. I knew I probably never would write or call, and Gary knew it too. Still, it was better than just saying good-bye. 
 
    He walked me to the door. I turned and put my arms around him one last time. He hugged me back and kissed me lightly. 
 
    "Drive safe now, guy," he said. 
 
    "You too," I answered, then quickly let myself out. 
 
    It's been over a year since that last evening. How can I explain what Gary was in my life? He was not my lover, but he was more than just another trick. I miss him, I know that. I miss his blue eyes, his crooked grin, the urgent touch of his rough hands. He surprised me one last time, sending a postcard to my school mailbox a month after he left. 
 
    "Got here in one piece," it said. 
 
    "Come and visit." Gary, you never know. I just might do that. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Small Holding 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was sitting up in the big double-bed reading the 'The Farmer's Weekly'. 
 
    "Don't hog all the space", said my older brother Bert. He joined me under the bed clothes and then arranged my skinny body to his satisfaction. I felt his massive organ slide between the cheeks of my arse, until it pressed against my brown hole. I bit my lip while his fleshy monster penetrated the hot, tight tunnel. When it reached my love-nut I relaxed and he pushed on, cramming my rectum with his man-meat. 
 
    We were both highly respected members of our small community. Bert was 26, muscular and fit while at 18, I was the runt of the litter. At the end of the war our parents had been killed in a tragic accident so Bert was all the family I had. 
 
    The bed springs squeaked as they did most nights. Petroleum jelly might have helped the penetration and made his hard thrustings a bit more bearable. Bert never thought to use it. 
 
    I was ideal for the role of 'cunny-boy', as Bert called me, because my penis was useless. 
 
    Bert had no problems in that area. He was a sexual athlete. His heavy thighs pounded against my tender twin-orbs and I knew he'd shag me hard and long. 
 
    It was strangely peaceful, though, servicing my big brother in that most intimate of ways. There was no affectionate kissing or cuddling, just the stronger animal rutting the weaker one. While I was working around the farm Bert would often seek me out. He'd unbutton his flies and unleash his smelly, uncut monster for me to suck until he squirted a big load of his man-seed down my aching throat. Yes, Bert was definitely the boss and I was just his cunny-boy. 
 
    Right now the only sounds were the bedsprings, the slap of flesh upon flesh and Bert grunting. His big stiffy stretched my fundament and it hurt no matter how many times he did it to me. Finally, I felt him swell and then his seed sprayed the walls of my rectum. 
 
    Bert turned on his side while I got out of bed and squatted over the big chamber pot until I had expelled all his spent-seed. I wiped myself clean with a page from an old magazine. When I got back into bed again my brother was fast asleep. 
 
    I toiled hard, working the farm in all weathers. Bert did the paper work. He'd help outside if strangers were on the farm, but, apart from that, I was on my own. 
 
    This particular day I was in the barn. It was the middle of winter and light snow was falling outside. I was busy sharpening axes and the other bladed implements when Bert burst through door. 
 
    "I thought I told you to check the fence on the back paddock", he bellowed. 
 
    "I will, Bert", I whimpered. "Just as soon as it stops snowing". 
 
    "Get them down". Bert started unbuckling his belt. 
 
    "What", I stammered. 
 
    "You heard me. Idling in here when you are supposed to be in the back paddock. I'll teach you to disobey me". He folded the belt with a snap. 
 
    It was useless arguing with him so I unbuttoned my braces and let my trousers fall to the ground. I eased my underpants down and bent over the work bench. 
 
    Slowly and methodically, Bert lit a fire in my arse with his belt. He'd leathered me often but this had to be the worst. There was a spite in Bert that made him want to hurt. My backside was in flames and I was sobbing like a little boy before he quit. His finger penetrated my anus and was then withdrawn. 
 
    "Keep your cunny tight for me", Bert ordered. "I'll have that tonight". 
 
    Given the foul mood he was in I knew that before he was done my arse would be as sore inside as it was out. 
 
    He slammed the barn door behind him. I lay there, the rough timber of the work bench holding me up. Hot tears ran down my cheeks. My buttocks were boiling hot so I stayed as I was, letting the cool breeze fan the scorched flesh. 
 
    Much later I got dressed and decided I'd better check that fence. When I walked out of the barn Bert was lying on the ground. Now, growing up on the farm, I'd seen death often enough to know if an animal was dead or not. Bert was a dead man. 
 
    I ran down the track to the road and across to our neighbors, the Pearsons. Will Pearson answered the door and I told him Bert was dead. The rest of the day was a blur. Police came to the farm. The local doctor certified that Bert was dead although anyone could have told him that. The undertaker removed the remains to his Chapel of Rest. 
 
    "What happened to Bert?" I asked Sergeant Gilroy of the Police. 
 
    "Well, son, it was a terrible accident. Your brother slipped on some ice and fell back onto a a sharp prong on a plough outside the barn". He looked at me kindly. "There was nothing anybody could have done for him". 
 
    The womenfolk of the district supplied me with hot meals. We had a church service and Bert was laid to rest in the boneyard. The grave diggers hurried to fill in the hole before the ground froze. My backside still throbbed a bit from that leathering Bert had given me. 
 
    Mr Mirams the solicitor called into the farmhouse. Bert had left everything to me in his will. There was a problem because I was only 18 years old and so not legally entitled to inherit until I was 21. In the meantime, the farm was to be run by a manager. 
 
    That night, in bed, I scratched a scab on my buttocks and thought of Bert. Tears flooded my eyes and grief overwhelmed me. Sure, Bert had been selfish and worse. But he'd been my brother. It was so lonesome in bed without him. I cried myself to sleep, my head resting on Bert's pillow which was soaked with my tears. 
 
    PART 2 
 
    The everyday routine of working on the farm probably stopped me from slipping into the abyss of depression. The solicitor sent a procession of men who he thought would make good farm managers. I was looking for another Bert and rejected all of them. 
 
    Then one day a young traveler arrived at the farm house. It was almost dusk. His van was full of kitchen utensils and haberdashery. I didn't need any of the goods he had to sell and he looked a bit dejected when I told him that. 
 
    "Look, I'll be having my dinner shortly", I said to him. "Just plain tucker but good and hot. Why don't you stay and have a bite to eat with me?" 
 
    His eyes lit up. 
 
    "Thanks, Mister!" 
 
    "Call me Cecil. What's your name?" 
 
    "Sid". 
 
    We shook hands and went inside the house. I poked the fire in the coal range and got a good fire going. The casserole which had been simmering on the range would soon be ready to eat. A thought struck me. 
 
    "Would you like to have a bath, Sid? There's plenty of hot water". 
 
    "Do you mind?" 
 
    "Of course not". 
 
    "I can't think when I last had a bath. Mind you, I top and tail every morning. I wash my face first, then my bum - and the wedding tackle". He glanced at me. "I'm very particular about my hygiene". 
 
    "I'm sure you are, Sid. It would be a pity to waste all the hot water though". 
 
    I showed him the bathroom which was just off the kitchen. 
 
    "I'd better go to the lavvy first". 
 
    He went outside and walked down the path to the toilet. After a while he returned with some fresh clothes from the van. He disappeared into the bathroom. Soon, I heard the sound of running water. 
 
    There was something about Sid. He looked younger than me. I sensed an inate gentleness about him. 
 
    I set the table and did a few more inside chores. Then I remembered that I hadn't given my visitor a towel. I quickly got one from the airing cupboard and went to the bathroom. I tapped on the door. 
 
    "Sid, I've got a towel for you". 
 
    "Could you bring it in, please?" 
 
    The bathroom was misty with steam. Sid smiled up at me. 
 
    "That was grand". 
 
    He stood up and I handed him the towel. He had a skinny build. There was a small patch of pubic hair over his uncut dick. He turned and I saw his well-rounded, pink bottom. 
 
    "Dinner will be ready when you are", I said and then went back to the kitchen to wait for him. 
 
    It was a clean and shiny version of Sid who joined me at the table. His eyes lit up when he saw the food. He tucked in with gusto. My own appetite which had been absent since Bert's death returned and I felt ravenously hungry. Fortunately, there was more than enough for two hearty appetites. My guest kept me entertained with cheerful talk. He gossiped about the farm women who were his customers. All good-humoured tales. There was no malice in him. 
 
    I found myself able to tell Sid about Bert. He listened intently. At one point, when my voice quivered a bit, he reached out his hand and gently placed it on my forearm. 
 
    "You've had a bad time of it", he said. "Let go of it for tonight and you'll feel better in the morning". 
 
    "Sorry to burden you with my troubles .." 
 
    "Shh. No need for that". 
 
    His hand stayed where it was, gently reassuring me, until we got up to do the dishes. 
 
    Murgatroyd, the big old black farm cat, strolled in. He inspected Sid and then began to purr. The cat only purred when he breathed out so it was an odd sound. He even let Sid pat him which was almost unheard of. I put a big helping of raw beef mince in his dish and Murgatroyd settled down to eat it all up. Then he had a drink of fresh milk. 
 
    I wound the clock and got ready to go to bed. 
 
    "Would you like to sleep in a bed tonight?" I asked Sid. 
 
    "Normally I just bunk down in the back of the van". 
 
    "It'd be no trouble". 
 
    "That would be great". He smiled at me. "Thanks, Cyril". 
 
    I showed him the spare bedroom. He frowned. 
 
    "No sense in me dirtying the sheets, just for one night. All right if I bunk in with you?" 
 
    "Sure", I said, leading the way to the bedroom. 
 
    We both stripped naked and climbed into the big double bed. It was still daylight and the room was not dark. 
 
    "Want to have some fun?" Sid asked. 
 
    "Fun" ? 
 
    "You know". 
 
    His hand reached over and stroked my penis. 
 
    "It won't do anything", I said. "Never has". 
 
    "Well, roll over, then". 
 
    'Here we go', I thought. My cheeks clenched like they used to do with Bert. I rolled over anyway. I felt Sid's hands gently massage my buttocks until I relaxed. He rubbed his finger over my wrinkled anus. Then he got into position and used his warm moist tongue on my secret place. I felt the warm tip of his tongue penetrate my anal opening. 
 
    Nothing else had ever felt so good. His tongue made slurping noises as he introduced me to this most carnal of pleasures. His hands reached around and I felt his fingers gently tweak my nipples. All the while his tongue continued to bathe my fundament. I felt my penis stir and harden. 
 
    "Stop!" I cried. 
 
    "What's the matter?" Sid's voice was muffled. 
 
    "My dick's gone hard". 
 
    "Good!", he said with satisfaction. My bum could do with a rogering. Where do you keep the petroleum jelly?" 
 
    "Uh?" I thought for a bit. "In the bathroom cabinet". 
 
    Quick as a flash, Sid returned with the jar. "Here, put this on your old fella". He crouched on all fours with his bottom in the air. I could see his pink rosebud inside his hairless crease. Like a dream I positioned my greased nob against it. He pushed back and my dick entered him with a plop. I continued on until my nuts slapped his arse-cheeks. 
 
    "Am I hurting you?" I asked, remembering what Bert used to do to me. 
 
    "A little but that'll soon wear off. Does that feel nice?" 
 
    'Nice!' My penis felt like it was lodged in a hot, tight tunnel lined with the finest velvet. 
 
    "Yes," I replied. 
 
    Sid's inner muscles swirled around my manhood. I started thrusting, slowly at first but then full strokes. I knew enough not to want to hurt like my brother had. I felt Sid responding by moving under me. Nothing in my life had ever felt so good. Then I felt my balls start to churn and I squirted a big load of virgin spunk up Sid's willing bum-hole. Fireworks exploded as I became totally overwhelmed with the sensation of my first orgasm. 
 
    I lay on top of Sid. 
 
    "Stay there", he said. "You'll be ready to go again in a minute". 
 
    And I was! 
 
    Afterwards, I asked Sid if he wanted up me. 
 
    "No, ta. I'd like a wank though". 
 
    He put some petroleum jelly on my hand and I gently tugged his erect penis. I found myself kissing him right on the lips. I licked his nipples. Eventually, he gave a groan and filled my hand with his spunk. 
 
    Sid reached for the chamber pot which every home had under their beds in those days. He did not squat on the floor like I used to but used the pottie so that I could see him expel my seed from his anus. I found that deeply erotic. Then he climbed back into bed, I hugged him in my arms. 
 
    My mind was at peace after the miracle of having finally achieved an erection and emptying my nuts in those wondrous orgasms. I didn't really believe in miracles. I figured out that somehow Bert had controlled me so much he turned me into the feminine one. That was the reason why it had never happened before. I held Sid tighter and we both slept until morning. 
 
    Sid left after breakfast. What could I say to a young man who had awakened my manhood and given me an interest in living again? 
 
    "Goodbye Sid". 
 
    "'Bye Cecil". 
 
    We shook hands the way that strangers do and he drove off in the van. I fed Murgatroyd again. He tended to forget that he'd already eaten. Then whistling a jaunty tune, I did my chores. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trio Fantasy Session 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I'd spent many satisfying hours on the Internet Chat, and had made some friends. Mostly, we lived too far apart to meet in person, but we all fantasized about meeting, and enjoying mutual jacking sessions. Now it was another Saturday afternoon, and I lay back in my recliner with some paper towels and drifted off into my fantasy world... 
 
    Bob and Rick were two guys with whom I'd enjoyed gratifying jack-offs on the chat. The main reason was that we were all uncut, and were able to relate to each other because we know the subtle and pleasurable nuances of an intact cock. This time, my fantasy was that we'd arranged to meet in a city convenient to us all. We'd agreed to split the cost of a luxury hotel suite to make it affordable. I'd arrived first, and arranged for the others to pick up their keys at the desk while I lounged in the suite's hot tub. 
 
    Bob came in next, and I saw him shedding his clothes in the bedroom before he came out to the tub. Bob was 53, younger than I, and had a trim, athletic figure and salt and pepper hair. Our pricks were about the same limp, three inches, part of which was the long foreskin nipple in front of the cock-heads that bulged through our hoods. Bob eased into the water on my right and our thighs touched as we made small talk and fondled each other's cocks until they were hard. The hot water relaxed us, and I felt Bob's fingers clasp my foreskin nipple and begin rolling it. I squeezed his glans through the covering skin to make his cock-root throb. 
 
    We turned our heads as the door rattled, and watched Rick enter. Our eyes were on him as he stripped and we saw his trim six-foot, 170 lb. frame appear. He had blue eyes and what was left of his hair was brown. My eyes are brown and my hair white. Rick also had seniority, as at 63 he was two years older than I. Unlike Rick, I weighed 215 lb. and had a middle-aged roll around my waist. Rick's tapering 3" cock dangled in front of his low-hanging ball sac, without a hint of the glans underneath the skin. He peered into the swirling water as he took his place on my left. I introduced them, as they'd never met. Rick looked at me questioningly and I grasped his prick with my left hand, feeling for the head. I gave it a few brisk squeezes, hearing him gasp at the sharp sensations this generated in his cock-root. 
 
    "Feels nice, huh?" I asked as I continued to squeeze and felt his prick swell in my hand. Our cocks had swelled in the hot water, and the stimulation had brought them to full attention. 
 
    "Ready to get up?" asked Bob as he gave my prick-head another squeeze. I looked at Rick, who nodded affirmatively, and answered; "Okay. Let's go." As we stood, we took in each other's hardness. 
 
    Rick's six-inch cock curved slightly left, and the opening in his foreskin widened to reveal his long slit as it slid half-way down the head. The musky aroma of foreskin filled the air, and now that his prick was full-hard, we saw that the head was slightly wider than the shaft. My six-incher had a straight shaft, and the bulging helmet was definitely thicker than the shaft but still fully covered by its hood, which formed a tight pucker at the end. Bob's hard-on was slightly shorter than mine, about the same medium thickness, and the same big bulging helmet that showed the outline of its ridge through the tight skin. 
 
    "Glad to see your skin is tight, like ours," Bob said to Rick as he rolled the end of Rick's foreskin between his fingers. "I think it feels better that way." 
 
    "It gives just the right pressure to the head," Rick replied. "That way, I can slide it with just two fingers and the friction on the head is perfect." 
 
    "Jack likes to have his hood skinned back slowly so he can feel its nerve endings stretch as the big head spreads the skin." Bob demonstrated by slipping my foreskin back just enough to expose the teardrop shaped hole, then pushing it forward again. 
 
    "That feels so good," I added as I cupped Bob's balls. Bob replied by skinning my prick back farther this time, baring the big blunt nose. 
 
    "I like your pee-hole," Rick said. "It's just like mine." Bob pushed my hood forward again, then eased it back to stop just in front of the ridge. Rick's fingertip tapped on the end of my rock-hard glans, filling it with sensation. 
 
    "His helmet's a lot like mine," Bob explained to Rick. "See how the big ridge flares?" He pushed the hood forward again, then stripped it back to drop into the deep groove behind my flaring purple ridge. 
 
    "Lovely," Rick whispered. "I really like that." I gave Rick's cock-head another squeeze through the covering skin and suggested: 
 
    "We ought to take a shower, wash those chemicals off us." Bob and Rick sniffed the odors of bromine and chlorine emanating from our still damp bodies and nodded agreement. The shower was a large glass enclosure that held the three of us with room to spare. I adjusted to water to as hot as the tub had been, and we rinsed off under the needle spray. Our cocks had begun to soften and the hot water on the head produced a familiar urge in my bladder. 
 
    "Anyone have to pee?" I asked as I slid my hood forward and pinched the end tightly. I relaxed my crotch muscles and felt the flow begin, filling the fleshy sleeve until it ballooned. Rick did the same, and I saw his thick hood bulge. 
 
    "Look at mine!" Bob said, and we turned our eyes to his crotch, where his fingers pinched the end of his foreskin. Mine was stretching so much it began to feel uncomfortable, and I let go, watching the heavy yellow gush drop down to the drain. A moment later, Rick and Bob released and retracted their hoods. Our three streams mixed in the bottom of the shower pan as we emptied ourselves, and we left our hoods skinned back to rinse our cocks thoroughly. We left them that way as we dried ourselves, enjoying the sight of our three big glossy purple tips dangling at the ends of our cocks. 
 
    "My tight skin acts like a tourniquet when it's back," I said. "See how it makes the head bulge?" 
 
    "Mine's the same way," added Rick, and we turned to look at Bob's swollen purple helmet, with the tight collar of skin behind the ridge. 
 
    We spread towels on the bed to catch our juices and sat facing each other, legs intertwined, and my right hand fell to Bob's cock and began pinching the head again. Bob slipped Rick's hood forward with his right hand, and cupped his low-hangers with his left. Rick in turn slid my hoof forward and began rolling it sideways over the head. Within seconds we were full-hard again, and I felt a drop of lube crawling slowly up my urethra. Rick held my hood back and began to tap lightly on my exposed glans, working from the big round dome at the front down to the flaring ridge, then underneath to my hot spot. 
 
    I skinned Bob's hood back and saw that his slit was pouting with clear drops that parted its thick lips. I spread the drop of lube around his teardrop shaped orifice, making him gasp with delight. As more lube appeared, I spread it all over his glossy purple head, watching as it darkened under my touch. "That looks so nice," Rick said as he stared at Bob's swollen head. "You're lucky to have such a beautiful tip on your cock." He continued tapping my cock-head with his fingertips, and I heard myself moan as the sensations filled me glans. 
 
    "Yours is nice too," Bob said as he continued to tease Rick's foreskin back and forth slowly over the shiny head. Rick took a deep breath and shuddered slightly. We continued to work each other's pricks, delicately and carefully, wanting to keep the sensations coming but without the mad rush towards orgasm that would finish it too soon for us. 
 
    "It's nice to take our time," said Rick as he squeezed my shaft to compress the veins and make the head stand out more. "I like to take my time too," agreed Bob. "Oh, I know," I said. "A nice long build-up makes the orgasm more intense." My fingers continued to explore the sexy contours of Bob's cock-head, working around the big dome, then back to the ridge, into the deep groove behind it, and caressing the hot spot under the head. 
 
    "I jacked my prick the other morning with that rolling motion you told me about," Rick said to me as his fingers danced over my cock-head. "I've got just enough skin to cover the head if I hold it in place, and it felt so good." Bob pulled Rick's hood up over the bulging head, testing its fit. The sleeve slid smoothly up over the contours, and then Rick's head was hidden underneath, the flaring ridge bulging through its protective covering. 
 
    "I'd really enjoy if you guys made me come with that rolling motion," he said. "Well, it looks like Rick goes first," I suggested to Bob. I let go Bobs prick and gently pushed Rick flat on the bed, grasping his shaft at the base. I squeezed because I knew he'd enjoy the feeling as more blood filled his cock. Bob straddled Rick's thighs and he cupped Rick's balls lovingly, caressing the insides of his thighs with the other hand. 
 
    I moved to Rick's right and grasped the end of his foreskin-covered prick firmly between my palms, making sure the skin didn't slide back, then began moving my palms in opposite directions. I felt his prick throb responsively in my hands as I began pouring hot sensations into it. Rick lay with his arms outstretched, enjoying the feeling. Bob spread a towel over his chest and stomach to catch the juice that would shortly be gushing from his engorged prick. 
 
    "Try to relax," I urged Rick, "That way it'll be better for you." I moved my hands faster, knowing that this would drive him to orgasm quickly despite his efforts at relaxation. I knew what he was feeling in his prick, as I vividly remembered how my prick had felt when my buddy Stan had done that to me. I saw that Bob's scrotum was tightening in Bob's cupped hand, drawing his balls tightly against his body. 
 
    I twisted Rick's foreskin back and forth between my palms, and saw that the end of his cock-head was visible in the wide opening. His slit was leaking lots of lube now, filling his foreskin as I twisted it over the engorged head. I went faster and saw that Rick's eyes had closed as waves of sensation washed over him. 
 
    "He's close, real close," Bob muttered as he continued to caress Rick's inner thighs. "He's gonna explode any second." I felt Rick's cock swelling to its final hardness between my palms, and worked his supple hood faster. Rick groaned loudly, his body stiffened, and suddenly his hips bucked, thrusting his hard cock between my palms. I heard him cry out "Jack, Jack!" in joyful agony as his mind-numbing orgasm began. His head rocked from side to side as his prick erupted, sending a thick rope of white cream onto his chest. 
 
    His hips bucked upward again, and this time the hood slid abruptly off the swollen head, which now lay naked between my palms. I rolled his prick harder, knowing that the direct friction on the head would send him to new heights of ecstasy. His hot glans throbbed in my hands as it spat another torrent of cream, and I could vicariously feel his orgasm. Bob's fist tightened around the base of Rick's shaft as the hot hard prick shot another load. 
 
    The room filled with Rick's cries of pure joy as I tortured his naked, sensitive cock-head between my palms. He writhed helplessly as wave after wave of sensation filled his shuddering body. His face was contorted in the sweet agony of orgasm as Bob and I watched his cock spurt again and again. White cream had spilled all over my hands and I rubbed it into his throbbing glans to make him spew even more. 
 
    The throbs weakened, and the jets became dribbles as Rick slid down from his high. I heard him screech "Stop!" and I knew his tip had become super-sensitive. I stopped rolling his prick, letting it throb in my hands, and felt it become still as his body relaxed. "Man%2 C that was a hot one," Bob muttered to me. "He really went for it." He got up and returned from the bathroom with a hot towel, which he laid over Rick's softening cock. Rick opened his eyes and looked at us tenderly, with wordless gratitude. 
 
    Bob's cock had been drooling lubricant constantly for the last few minutes, and without a word I pushed him flat on the bed. Rick cupped his balls with one hand and began caressing the insides of his thighs. I spread a towel over him, then clasped his shaft with one hand and pulled the hood all the way back to bare the shiny purple head right to the groove. My fingertips began caressing his hard, sensitive glans lightly, making him moan and squirm from the first touch. More lube gushed from his hole, lubricating my fingertips as I brought him closer to the point of no return. Bob was already worked up from our mutual play and helping to make Rick come, and within seconds his legs were trembling as he struggled to hold back his orgasm. 
 
    I wouldn't allow it, and continued my maddening touches on his super-sensitive glans, feeling it harden even more under my fingertips. Bob's eyes closed, and I felt the first hot hard throb as his tip erupted, shooting a thick jet f white cream onto the towel as he roared "Jack, Jack, Jack!" His hips bucked as he shot another torrent of cream, shaft throbbing in my fist. Rick and I watched his purple tip blast another jet that arced in a foot-long trajectory. 
 
    Bob's breathing slowed as he began to relax, his orgasm fading into memory. Rick got a hot towel and wiped his softening cock. I noticed that Rick's cock was now about 4" soft, relaxed from his orgasm but larger than when I'd first seen it. When Bob opened his eyes, I lay back and spread a towel over myself, because my hard cock was aching for release. Watching two hot guys shoot their loads had primed me for a massive orgasm, and I needed very little to trigger it. 
 
    Rick cupped my balls as Bob peeled my foreskin completely off my shiny purple tip, exposing the flaring ridge and the nerve-studded back face. He began bumping the thick collar of skin against the buds of sensation while squeezing the base of my shaft with his other hand. I felt drops of lubricant crawling up my tube as Bob relentlessly pushed me toward the brink. I saw that my prick-head was dark purple, and felt a tickle in the rim where Bob was bumping the skin. Then I felt Rick's fingers tapping on the hard surface of my glans, adding to my sensations. 
 
    My crotch muscles tensed and I consciously relaxed them to prolong the build-up, knowing that at best climax was only seconds away. I felt the tickle spread all over my turgid tip, then change to a hot tingle as my consciousness altered. My whole world was in my cock, and my eyes closed as the head seemed to swell even more. A gush came up my tube, and suddenly my entire cock was tingling. 
 
    A powerful throb in my cockroot squirted the first jet into my tube, producing a mind-bending tickling feeling that made me cry out in pure joy. I felt the torrent of hot lava burn its way up my prick to erupt violently. My breathing was ragged, and I sobbed in blissful agony as I felt my foreskin being pulled forward, bumping over the swollen ridge and sliding down-hill towards the end. The rush of sensation shattered me, and I cried out as another hot jet seared its way through my prick. 
 
    I was shuddering as wave after wave of sensation washed over me, and more gushes erupted from my prick. It felt as if my insides were pouring out through my hot, throbbing cock. Bob pumped my hood over the head, sending hot sparks of sensations stabbing deeply into my glans to bring forth more jets. I don't know how long it lasted, but I felt my throbs growing weaker, and eventually they stopped. 
 
    We were spent, exhausted, and satisfied. Bob wiped off my prick with a wet towel, and as my body relaxed I came back to the real world. My paper towels were drenched with cream, and I wadded them as I slipped into sleep in my recliner. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sydney Rent Boy Spanking 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sydney, Australia, 1969. A time when sex was for sale in city parlours. This was an illegal activity so part of the profits went towards bribing the authorities. An evening newspaper published adverts in their Personal columns offering forbidden delights 'down queer street'. Horny punters soon worked out what was on offer and called the advertised telephone number. 
 
    I worked in one such parlor at the age of 18. This particular night the client in that dingy upstairs room was old enough to be my grandfather. His rampant prick stuck out like a poker from its bush of grey pubic hairs. 
 
    "Get down on the table" he said, hoarsely. 
 
    I dropped my trousers and bent over the table. The old man spat and lubricated his tool. Then with a grunt he pushed it up my hot, wet arse. I gripped the edge of the table with my hands until the tips of my fingers went white. 
 
    He slammed into me hard, slapping against my taut buttocks. Again and again until his prick finally exploded, showering the walls of my rectum with his spunk. 
 
    There was no affection, no emotional involvement. The man simply used me for his pleasure and then paid the owner. 
 
    My arse-ring had a chronic ache from all the men I'd serviced in the six months I had worked at the parlor. Most clients only wanted anal. Man to man sex was against the law so I guess they thought: 'might as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb'. 
 
    I cleaned myself up and went into the lounge. It was a busy Friday night and all the boys were working. Nick, the owner, was on the phone. 
 
    "Yes, I'm sure you will like him. See you in half an hour". He hung up the phone and looked at me. 
 
    "Jack, I've got a kinky one for you". He hurried on, not giving me a chance to interrupt. "Remember, they pay twice as much for kinks". 
 
    "What's he want?" 
 
    "Just a bit of flage, darling". Nick always spoke in a high-pitched campy voice but, if required, he had the muscle, and the will, to break an arm or more. 
 
    "Flage?" I queried. 
 
    "He wants to smack your bum", the owner explained. 
 
    Wearily, I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
    "Good boy", Nicky purred, handing me oysters and champagne. 
 
    The man eventually arrived and Nicky sent me through to the sitting room. He was a middle-aged geezer. I introduced myself and then took him up the stairs to a vacant room. 
 
    The man pulled the leather belt through the loops in his trousers and doubled it. 
 
    "You want my pants up or down?" I asked. 
 
    "What do you think?" There was disgust in his hard voice. 
 
    I quickly dropped my trousers and bent submissively over the table. 
 
    WHUP! 
 
    The leather snaked around my bare buttocks scorching a broad band of fiery pain into the firm flesh. 
 
    He only gave me half a dozen licks before dropping the belt. I heard his zipper rip open and then he mounted me, his thick dick bloating my chute. Thankfully, the excitement of using his belt on me caused him to spunk immediately. He pulled out and we both got dressed. 
 
    Back in the lounge, my backside was sore from the belting. Champagne helped ease the hurt. Nick inspected the damage. 
 
    "You'll live", he announced, before flouncing off again. 
 
    I swallowed another oyster. A floorboard above the ceiling creaked. Upstairs, a client was busy plowing another working boy's arse. 
 
    I could hear Nick talking to a new client. Then the parlor owner came back into the lounge. 
 
    "Sid's still busy", Nick said, glancing at the creaking ceiling. "You'll have to do him, Jack". 
 
    So, I walked through to the sitting room. The client was a tall young man, not yet 30. He had a pleasant smile - all his own teeth, I noted. An unruly mop of brown hair framed his amiable face. I took him upstairs. 
 
    He told me his name was Gary. He stood in that room as if he had all the time in the world. 
 
    "What do you like to do?", I asked him. 
 
    "Get out of these hot clothes for starters". 
 
    He started undressing so I shucked off my clothes as well. 
 
    Gary's back was to me. He had a sturdy frame and the most magnificent buttocks. I felt my member stir at the sight of him. Then he turned around and I saw his massive, erect penis. Massive? I'd seen prize donkeys at the Sydney Agricultural Show who were less well-endowed than Gary. 
 
    He inspected me. 
 
    "Who gave you the belting?" 
 
    "A client". 
 
    "Mean bastard". 
 
    "Yes he was". 
 
    Gary lay down on the bed. My eyes were glued to his monster dick. 
 
    "It's ok, Jack", he said sadly. "I'm not going to attempt to root you with this big thing'. He cleared his throat. "You can play with my bum if you like". 
 
    Well, I massaged Gary's firm, taut mounds. He was completely relaxed. His cheeks parted, revealing a hairless crack and a fleshy-lipped anus. I touched the secret opening with the tip of my finger, enquiringly. 
 
    "No, Jack", he said, quietly. 
 
    "Well, uh, what do you want me to do? Time is running out". 
 
    "You can give my old fella a tug if you want". 
 
    Gary rolled over onto his back, revealing his huge uncut phallus again. I grabbed hold of the fleshy pole and gently pulled the foreskin back. 
 
    "Harder", he urged. 
 
    I lubricated myself with petroleum jelly and then gave him a hand job. All the time I was thinking about how different Gary was to the parlor's usual customers. He was considerate and nice. The other men that night had taken their own selfish pleasure. I was little more than a hole in the mattress as far as they were concerned. 
 
    "You ever root anyone with this?" I asked. 
 
    Gary shook his head, sadly. 
 
    "It's too big. I talked a girl into letting me give her one but when I tried to put in her cunny she screamed blue murder". 
 
    "You like girls?" 
 
    "No, I'm queer. I just experimented a bit when I was younger". He cleared his throat. "None of the guys who bent over for me could take it either". 
 
    I pulled my hand away. 
 
    "Gary, I want you inside me". 
 
    Before he had time to object I straddled him, positioning myself over his erection. I felt the huge knob penetrate my chronically sore sphincter. I allowed most of that giant phallus to fill my chute. It felt like a giant telephone pole had taken up residence in my backside. 
 
    "Strewth, Jack", Gary marveled. "No one's ever been able to take me before". 
 
    The man gently flipped me onto all fours and then started thrusting. I felt his balls hit my bum-cheeks so knew he had that big thing fully lodged inside me. My arse responded to each thrust by somehow noisily expelling a tiny amount of bowel gas. Gary ignored the rude sounds while I bit down onto the corner of the sheet to stop from crying out. 
 
    His warm, pulsating fleshy pole stimulated my love-nut and soon the pain was replaced by a carnal pleasure I had never experienced before. 
 
    "I'm going to blow", Gary told me with wonder in his deep voice. 
 
    "Fuck me hard!" I yelled. 
 
    After four savage thrusts which all but knocked the breath out of me, I still managed to shout: 
 
    "Harder!" 
 
    Gary responded with massively powerful thrusts. 
 
    'Y-E-S' !! he yelled. 
 
    Load after load of hot jism flooded my bowels. Then my own dick erupted and the sensation was the best, ever. 
 
    Gary gently lowered us both down onto the mattress, his slowly deflated penis still inside me. The man cuddled me in his arms, his mouth gently kissing the back of my neck. 
 
    Slowly, he pulled out of me with a plop. 
 
    I saw a few brown streaks on his penis. 
 
    "Sorry", I said. "I've never been drilled that deep before." 
 
    I got a wet cloth and washed his penis. My insides felt empty without the telegraph pole. 
 
    Gary held me tight. 
 
    "No one's ever done that for me. No one", he said fiercely. His warm lips found mine and he kissed me gently like lovers sometimes do. "Did I hurt you terribly?" 
 
    "No, Gary", I lied. "Wish you were still up my bum". 
 
    "Come on, I know it was sore because I saw you biting the sheet". 
 
    "Well, yes. But just until I got used it. You made me cum and no punter's ever done that before". 
 
    His lips lingered on mine. 
 
    "Would you consider doing it with me again?" he asked. 
 
    "Like a shot", I replied truthfully. 
 
    We were interrupted by a knock on the door. 
 
    "That's Nick", I explained. "We must have run over the hour". 
 
    Gary and I dressed in companionable silence. The man found his wallet and a siseable roll of bank notes. He peeled off $100 and offered it to me. It was a small fortune in 1969 and I was tempted. Something told me not to take the money. 
 
    "I really enjoyed your company, Gary", I said. "But you've already paid Nick for my services". 
 
    The man put his wallet back in his coat. I wondered at Gary innocently bringing a big wad of notes into a brothel. Men had been killed for less. 
 
    He slipped a card into his hand. 
 
    "I'm at the Hilton. Please call me", he said. 
 
    Later, while I sat on the toilet emptying the last of Gary's man-juices out of my still throbbing bowels, I glanced at his card. 'Gary Stenhouse, Architect. Darwin', I read. 
 
    The next day I plucked up the courage to ring him. We met for lunch. He quizzed me at length and wanted to know how I had ended up working in Nick's parlor. When I told him about the step-father who had used me as a punching-bag, tears formed in my new friend's eyes. 
 
    "I knew you were a good 'un", he said softly. "When I offered you that roll of banknotes and you wouldn't take it, that's when I knew". 
 
    Then he suggested I return to Darwin with him. He promised to find me a decent apartment and pay for my education. In return I would be his lover. 
 
    I went to the poxy, rat-infested boarding house in Darlinghurst where I lived and packed my few belongings. It was barely afternoon but the landlady was already drunk. I paid her the rent I owed. 
 
    Then I called at the parlour and gave Nick my notice. He was not pleased but, fortunately, an altercation broke out between a client and one of the boys. While Nick was busy sorting that out, I made my escape. 
 
    That night I waited at Mascot with Gary until the flight to Darwin was called. When we were seated in the 707 I felt happy, and happiness was something I hadn't experienced for a very long time. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Keep It In The Family 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My dad and I were just on our way to get Jerry. Jerry was my best friend. I have know Jerry since before 2nd grade. Jerry should be home from training now. My dad is the foreman and owner of the sawmill in town. He's a monstrosity of muscles. He is about 6'02" and weighs at around 210 pounds. He is your average huge bear like man. Black short cut hair and black curly hair on his barrel chest. My dad kept telling me that if a was going to have a body like his I would have to work a lot harder the next 600 years. Anyway back to the story. 
 
    Jerry was waiting for us on the patio outside his mothers house. Jerry is 5'08" and about 175 pounds of young firm muscle. Jerry and I are both training for the American wrestling team, so that means lots of training for both of us. I put 12 pounds of muscle these last five months. Oh, I better introduce myself. My name is Darren Brinson and my dad is Karl Brinson. 
 
    I'm 6'01" and about 180 pounds of muscle. Black hair like my dad and starting on a good bush of hair on my chest. I have brown eyes like my dad and sun brown body from helping my dad at the mill. The mill is the heart of my home town Greencreek. Greencreek is a small town of about 60,000 people. The place is very idyllic, but at my young age of 18 I really don't have time for these kind of places. That's the reasons Jerry and I want to make the team. Anyway back to the story. 
 
    My dad was driving us all to the dale where all the wood for the sawmill was. That's my dads as well. Anyway my dad said that he had to go up there because he hadn't meet the new ranger that worked up there. Dad said that it was time for him to meet this guy. The new ranger name was Ted O'Connel. 
 
    The trip up there was long. Dad said that it would take about 6 hours to get there and 6 hours in an old pickup with three broad shouldered men was not what I would call a nice comfy trip. After about 2 hours Jerry feel asleep and lead his head on my shoulder. 
 
    The steady breathing and the warmth from both sides was too much for me to, so I feel asleep up against my dads shoulder. As I feel asleep I could hear the low humming of dads voice singing some oldie song and I could feel the warmth and softness of his shoulder. Just before sleeping I got a hard-on and I remember feeling embarrassed, but before I could move my body away from my dad I feel asleep. 
 
    I woke a couple of hours later, it was dark outside and dad was still humming his oldie song. He had unbuttoned his shirt and his chest was covered in sweat. I still remember the smell from his armpits. He smelled like almond and some kind of bitter fruit. 
 
    My dad hadn't noticed that I was awake so I just lay there looking at his hairy chest and smelling to his manhood, and through a hard-on. I got a hard-on looking at my dad now that is sick, but then again I always throw a hard-on looking at muscular man. I have always know that I was queer, but then again I never did anything about it because it was just a thing I was going to grow out of. 
 
    So there I was looking at my dad and decided that I would take a real long look before I made any noise. My eyes followed the lines of his chest muscles down to his nipples which was crowned with that nice thick black hair. I followed his stomach muscles down to his pants. I love the way the muscles flex as he hummed his melody. The hairs from his chest made a clear highway down to his crutch. Dared I look at his bulge. I have never seen him naked but it looked like my dad was well hung. 
 
    I have seen Jerry naked a lot of times and we have even jerked off in the same room, but I have never felt a man before and looking at my dads crutch was sending the most evil thoughts through my mind. I wonder if I would ever see him naked. These last few years it had become an obsession to get to see my dads cock. I must be sick in the head just for thinking this, but then again he really did look like a real man. 
 
    I could feel my dick start to drool and before long a wet spot would clearly show everybody what was happening. So I rolled over to my side so that it couldn't be seen, but that made it just worse because my dick was suddenly pressed up against my dads leg. Jerry turned around as well and suddenly I was trapped against my dads leg and Jerry crutch. Jerry crutch!. I could feel through our jeans that he was as hard as a rock and his dick was pressed up against my right ass cheek. 
 
    Here I was with Jerry's dick teasing me and pressing my dick up against my dad. I took a look at my dad just to see if he had noticed. His humming was still filling the air in the car. The smell of warm bodies hung heavy in the air. I looked down at my dads bulge and saw something jerk. No it must have been my imagination. 
 
    There it was again!. And now I could see that the bulge was bigger then before. Was my dad getting a hard-on. The car gave a jerk and Jerry woke up and I decided to wake as well. We arrived at the forest at about 01:00 am and the gates were closed. Dad got out and tried the gates but said that they were locked for the night. 
 
    Dad parked the car and said that we would have to rough it for the night. Jerry crawled into a ball, faced the window and before long feel a sleep. I lead my head on my dads leg facing the steering wheel, and fell asleep. 
 
    Sometime during the night I woke with my head up against my dads crutch. I decided to turn around and look at my dads bulge again. I was horny like hell. Looking at his bulge didn't help. His belt and trouser button was undone. And the hairs from his chest was running straight down into his boxer-shorts. His zipper was pulled down halfway. 
 
    I was so horny I didn't really think, I wanted to see my dads cock. Very carefully I pulled the zipper down and opened his jeans, if he woke now I was a dead man. I could see the black pubic hair in the opening of his boxer shorts. I could see some pink flesh so I opened his shorts as well. There it was a huge cut dick. 
 
    Even soft it looked like it was 6" long and he had a beautiful head. I could see a vein that went up the thick shaft to the head, his cock must have been 2" wide. As I looked at my dads cock it started growing. I looked up but he still slept, that was lucky for me. Before long, my face was looking at the tip of his cock. 
 
    I moved my face closer to his cock, I felt the tip of his huge manhood caressing my lips. I parted my lips just enough for my tongue to crawl out of my mouth to touch his pulsating cockhead. For the first time I was going to taste cock. I opened my mouth and took the head of his now 8" dick into my mouth. I sucked quietly on it for a few minutes, when suddenly I felt his hand on the back of my head. 
 
    He was awake and pushing my head down on his meat. As I sucked on his meat, it drooled some of his precum out unto my tongue. The taste of cum was like honey for a bear, it was like a trigger to move my head faster on his meat. I sucked his cock like a man possessed. Sucking my dad was a real turn on and my dick was fighting to get out of my jeans. I didn't make much noise sucking him and hearing his breathing getting deeper and faster was turning my mind to mush. He rammed my head down to the base of his cock and suddenly I could taste his sweet juice in my mouth. 
 
    That was too much for me. I came without touching myself. I kept sucking on his cock until there was nothing left and it grew soft again. As soon as I had moved my head, he put his cock away and zipped his jeans, smiled and we both fell asleep. Jerry never knew what happened that night in the pickup. 
 
    We woke the next morning by the tapping on the car window. My dad opened the car door and there stood a huge man in uniform. Blond hair and the bluest eye ever, he was as big as my dad if not bigger. The rangers uniform did not leave anything for the imagination. The two-day growth on his face only made him sexier. 
 
    "Sorry but this is restricted area." His voice was as deep as my dads. 
 
    "Ted O'Connel I presume? I'm Karl Brinson." Answered my dad. The next few minutes they talked together and Jerry and I decided to find a tree to water. When we came back dad said that we were going to camp out on the north hill and Ted was going to show us the way. Before nine o'clock we had the tent up and had coffee made. 
 
    After breakfast Jerry said, he would take a look around. Dad said he would like to lay down for some hours. Jerry started up the north hill and dad went into the tent. After a few minute I decided to see if dad was sleeping or if he was interested in some real sex. I zipped the tent flap up and crawled into the tent. 
 
    My dad was laying on the sleeping bag with nothing but his shorts on. There he was stark naked showing the world his gorgeous body for everybody to worship. I took my close off and crawled up to his huge crutch. Took his cock out and put into my mouth before it started swelling. That woke him. He placed his manly hands on the back of my head"suck me!" Felt his cock swelling in my mouth. It grew thicker, longer and before I knew it I had one huge piece of meat in my mouth. 
 
    "That's it take it!" I started sucking his huge cock. I could taste his precum and my cock started drooling as well. 
 
    "Come up here with that huge cock of yours, son" I placed myself in a 69 and we sucked each other off. I could feel the pressure building up. And started pumping my dads face. He took all 7" of my meat without gagging. 
 
    I could feel the hairs on his chest against my stomach, the smell from his nuts, he moaning and panting was driving me over the deep end. I came in his mouth and at the same time as he came in my mouth. The sweet taste of his man juice was just what I needed. Suddenly he lifted me up and turned me around. 
 
    There I was face to face with my dad, he parted his lips and gave me the first kiss I got from a man. I could taste my sperm and his mixing to make a love potion. We kissed for long minutes and our hands explored each others body sending lightning through my body. I could feel my dad getting hard again. That got me hard as well. 
 
    We started rubbing against each other. Feeling his chest hairs against me was euphoric. His moaning was like music to my ears. After some time kissing he started moving down my body with his tongue. When he reached my nipples, he nibbled a little on them. That was a real turn on. He went further down and started sucking on my dick. Then my balls. Then my ass. That sent electricity up through my body. 
 
    I started moaning, his slurping sound and my moaning was a clear signal to people outside that sex was being preformed in this tent. Suddenly the tent flap opened and there was Jerry, mouth open and with a face filled with shock. Dad grabbed him, pulled him into the tent. Placed his lips on Jerry's mouth before he could say anything. 
 
    After a couple of seconds Jerry was putty in his hands. I helped strip him and before long I had his 10" cock in my mouth and dad was eating my ass. Jerry started fucking my face as my dad put the tip of his cock against my virgin ass. Dad pushed his cock through my ass and I thought that I would crack all the way up my back. 
 
    He held still while my ass got used to being invaded like that. Jerry stood up a started fucking dad in the face. Then dad started fucking my ass in slow motion. As I got more used to his huge prick I started moaning. I didn't know that sex with a man could be this wonderful. Before long I was screaming for him to fuck me to death. 
 
    His jerking started getting erratic and Jerry was fucking him harder and deeper every second. Suddenly Jerry pulled his cock out of dad and shot his cum all over dads face. That scene and my dad fucking me was enough for me to shot my load. My ass cramped against my dads cock and that was enough for him. He filled me with his load and I could feel the hot juices exploding within me. 
 
    We fell on each other panting and sweating, before long we were all sleeping in my dad huge muscular arms feeling the warmth from his body comforting us like new born babes. 
 
    We woke later that evening fresh and well rested so dad said that we should get a bath down by the river. Jerry told us that there was a small lake just beside the river at the top of the knoll. Dad grabbed some soap and we left for the lake. It wasn't that big but it served its purpose. Looking for the first time at my dad soaping his huge muscular body was a real turn on and I could clearly see that it was a turn on for Jerry as well. 
 
    My dad didn't really react to Jerry's and my hard cock he just washed the rest of his body and then started swimming back and forth of the lake surface. After an hour swimming and playing around we were disturbed by the ranger. He just stood there at the edge of the lake looking at us. I don't know how long he had stood there but as soon as dad saw him he turned red as a cabbage. 
 
    "How the water?" 
 
    "Join us" Jerry shouted without thinking. The ranger looked at my dad and then at us. He stood for some minutes and then he started taking his shirt off. As his big hairy chest came out into the evening sky I could see dad submerging himself more in the water, before long dad was in the water up to his chin. Ted, the ranger, was now taking his pants off. 
 
    Huge well defined muscular legs were like tree trunks covered with a dense mass of blondish fur. To start with I could only see those legs then he turned around and I got a real good look at that meat that was his cock. Ted walked slowly into the water and dad was looking anywhere but at Ted. Before long we were all frolicking in the water. Much later that evening we were all sitting by the fire talking. Ted invited use to walk to grounds with him the next day. So dad, Jerry and I went straight to bed as Ted walked away just before 11:00. 
 
    We rose just before sun up and made breakfast. Ted arrived just before we finished eating. He showed use most of the north side of the mountain. While Jerry and I ran and played while walking, dad and Ted walked quietly behind us. Just before lunch and before we reached the summit dad started talking with Ted. Right through lunch and all the way down the mountain side dad and Ted talked. 
 
    I heard some of the things that they were talking about. Dad talked allot about future project in the area and Ted talked allot about creating a reservate. So when we reached the camping site dad invited Ted for dinner. After dinner dad started talking with Ted about this and that and Jerry and I started getting bored. 
 
    "If you boys want to check the newest gadgets from the military you can go up to the cottage and get them." 
 
    "Sure!" Jerry said sitting up straight. 
 
    "They are in the trunk at the bottom of my bed." Ted said smiling at us and pointing further down the hill. 
 
    It took us a good half hour to get to the cottage and sure enough there at the foot of the bed we found the chest. There was all kinds of neat stuff in the trunk. It looked like Ted had really got himself allot of extras in the army. I found a pair of night glasses and put them on. Big mistake!!!! Never put night glasses on in a fully light room, it really hurts your eyes. Anyway Jerry found some heat sensitive glasses. 
 
    We walked out into the night. Within 20 minutes we were walking close to the camp. I could see the fire light and jerry said he could see the heat from the flames rising up. When we got close enough to the camp the first sight that meet us was Teds hard cock fucking my dad. With my glasses on it looked like it was daylight and they were just fucking the hell out of each other. Jerry came up behind me and he said that looking at them fucking through his glasses was like looking and to fire monsters fucking. 
 
    We changed glasses and true enough their bodies looked like two small fires burning up against each other. Then they started grunting like two bears possessed. Their grunts and howls must have been heard all over the mountain. I turned around to look at Jerry with the heat sensitive glasses and that's when I saw what had kept Jerry so silent while we were walking back here. 
 
    I could see his whole body in different shades of red and yellow. And there between his legs was that big cock of his bright yellow and I could see that it was getting warmer and harder by the second. I drop to my knees and unzipped his pants. Before long I was being fucked in the mouth by Jerry. I could hear my dad and Ted fucking each other and their grunting was turning me on. 
 
    Before I knew what had happened I could hear Ted growling hard and my dad shouting to be fucked harder and suddenly Jerry blew his load down my throat. I came in my hands. We got dressed and walked down to the camp site. Ted almost jumped out of his skin when he saw us walking towards them, but dad took hold of him and gave him a deep kiss. Be the time we reached them Ted was relaxed and looking at my dad in wonder. 
 
    "If you feel like fucking me and my son we could go into the tent" was all my dad said before drawing us all into the tent for some sinful action. 
 
    Dad and Ted still live on the mountain and there is a rumor now running at the mill that says that the lumberjacks claim that some bears must have moved into the region because every now and then they can hear them mating. Jerry and I have started a real lovers adventure and we now work at the mill. You know what they say: "keep it in the family". 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Fast Food 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I had worked at this same fast food place for a year and a half, since I was fifteen, but now I was 18. And I had gotten to know all the regulars that shuffle in and out. You'd really be surprised at how few non regular people come into a place like this. The same old farts with their coupons and their special requests. The same business men and women who need it fast and usually have no regard for you. The same families, who make you really stop and think about what you're eating when you see them in there day after day, eating nothing but pure junk and thinking it's great! You half wonder if they actually have a home; or do they like live in their cars? 
 
    Once in a while a new one will come in, sometimes ya see them once, sometimes for a few days straight and then they just sort of drop off. Some of the guys who come in you must admit are nice and then some of them make you wanna go out of your way for. I like guys older then me, twenty five to thirty five I usually take an interest in. Especially if they're hot of course or even if they're just average but are really nice to me. I remember one time, this guy after coming in two days in a row, I took notice of him. Not a bad looking guy, must have been like thirty. Very neat and clean cut, no suit, but never shabby. And always polite, that's real important. And a nice smile; a cute kind of sexy smile. I liked him right off. 
 
    The way I remember it now, it had to be like his forth time in, and that particular day I had front of the house duty, so my job was to clean up the tables, sweep, do the trash bins and of course keep the rest rooms clean. Well, he had come in and got his food, went to a table and was doing his lunch thing. As I was on the floor just sweeping up I happened to notice him out of the corner of my eye. I had not realized it before when he came in, but that day I caught him watching me. He watched as I swept and kept on as I did tables. I thought it was cute, but nothing more. I decided to make some excuse for passing his area, so as to create a chance to say "Hi" . Sort of break the ice. 
 
    To my surprise, as I approached his booth, our eyes met. He had finished his meal and was sitting real relax like, with one leg half on the seat and his back to the window. As soon as I got close to him he gave me this 'special smile'. It's not like you can explain it, cause it's a feeling you perceive from the other guy, but you know what's being said by it. You just do, it's natural. To my surprise, before I could say anything he spoke first. 
 
    "Hey Chris," he smiled "how's it goin'?" 
 
    "OK, sir." I said doubly surprised that he also knew my name. Then when waling past his seat I of course looked down at his crotch. After all it was right there, and I was curious. Let's face it, that's half the reason for my coming by in the first place. Well, his pants were not loose, not skin tight either, but they fit just snug enough so that anyone who wanted to look, could make out his equipment. And from what I guessed by my glimpse, God had been good to the man. I remember that night I had fantasized about him before drifting off to sleep. 
 
    He kept coming back, and I kept noticing him, and of course how he was noticing me. Well the next week I was asked to help out in the dinning room even though I was really scheduled for kitchen work. I had gone out to do the mens room. And to be truthful he had sort of slipped my mind cause we had a lot of work to do and I was really caught up in it. I had my little bucket and towel and spay stuff and dashed into the mens room for a quick wipe up, and a smoke of course. I started in, did the dirty work as quickly as I could and was there at the sink just about to light up a smoke while cleaning the mirror and wash area, when guess who walks in. 
 
    I don't know if he had been out in the dinning area and saw me go in and followed, or if it was purely a chance meeting, but there we were. I nodded to him through the mirror as he passed me by, and took a place at the urinal. I knew it was taking a chance, but I kept thinking about it as I cleaned and listened to the sound of him pissing. Even bit my lip as I thought of what I wanted to do, but what the hell, right? 'No gut's no glory' my dad says. So I turned my head and yes, I peeked over to see if I could catch a glimpse of his wang. 
 
    I saw it alright, and there was no doubt about it, God had been good to him down there. And as payment for my smutty display of peeking over, just as I did, he had finished his pee and noticed me gawking. I turned my head real quick and scrubbed that fucking porcelain sink like it hadn't been done in years. God was I embarrassed! He zipped himself up and then walked towards the door as I scrubbed. Again to my surprise he came up behind me and I felt him place his hand on my side as he stood there behind me. I stood up straight and looked at him in the mirror breathless. I didn't know what was next. 
 
    "Is it clean enough for me to use yet Chris?" he whispered with a knowing smile. At first I didn't get what he was saying, because my mind was whirling, I was breathless at the unexpected encounter. And the touch of his hand there on my side, made me sort of swoon a bit. 
 
    "Sir?" I croaked. Unable to move, I stared straight ahead, riveting my eyes on his, there in the reflection of the mirror. For the first time I was able to see how much taller he was than myself, and how manly. 
 
    "The sink." he chuckled softly. "May I use the sink?" 
 
    "OH....." I said feeling like 'dahhh' , and quickly stepped to the side of the sink so that he could wash his hands. I don't know that I had ever felt so stupid in my whole life. I watched him as he stood there and did his thing at the sink. He didn't speak or even look but I could sense he knew I was staring at him stupidly. And yet I did it anyway, like I was in some stuper. 
 
    "Always nice to see ya Chris." he said looking over at me with a smile as he dried his hands. 
 
    "It was nice to see you too." I grinned. And he sort of laughed. I know, as I said it the words just echoed in my head -- 'nice to see you' -- I should have just said "Thanks for letting me see your meat...." or something else just as dumb. 
 
    "You're always really nice." he said before leaving and as he did he brought his hand up and sort of grasped the back of my neck. Guys do that sometimes, but this was different. It felt different when he did it. And as a gesture, it was out of the way. I liked it though. 
 
    That week I had lucked out, and managed to get pay day scheduled off. I had come in for my check and was just there waiting, for checks to be given out and talking with some of the girls at the counter. This old fart came in with her grandson, and were there at the counter too. This kid was like four or five and totally wild. Running all over and jumping in place, being a kid I guess. Anyway, while I'm there this kid jump up just as grandma is taking the food tray off the counter and woosh! I have their lunch all over me! Ketchup, soda, burger stuff all down my shirt and jeans. And these were not my work clothes! 
 
    So I scurry into the mens room and I'm at the sink when -- yep you guessed it -- that handsome guy comes in. He tells me he had seen the whole thing and felt sorry for me and just thought maybe he could 'help'. I was actually so pissed I didn't think. So now he takes some paper towel and is brushing me down. Then I noticed his hand was on my back and slowly started to inch it's way down to the small of my back and onto my firm hard buns. 
 
    "It's alright..." I said getting a little nervous, "...they really aren't my good clothes." 
 
    "It's a shame though," he smiled, still running his hand over my jeans, "and they fit really nice." and at that, he looked me right in the eyes and smiled as he ran his hand over my now growing buldge. At that point all pretense slipped away, and we looked into each others eyes, both of us smiling. 
 
    "They are...........nice..."he whispered. Now his face was so close to mine that I actually had to sort of fall back. But with his hand on my ass, I wasn't going far. And now his other hand was fondling my now hard cock and balls. 
 
    "Oh Wow!" I muttered in a soft whisper. I had attached one hand to the upper portion of his arm for balance, that was the arm he used to support my back as he grabbed my ass. I kept trying to distance my face from his. My other hand was instinctively placed on the hand now kneading my crotch. And he was doing a very good job of it. 
 
    "Should I stop?" He swooned softly. Suddenly I was totally impassioned, then with his face just right there -- wham -- my mouth was on his mouth. And in that moment I not only reached, but exceeded ' my point of no return ' . No longer falling back I began instead to pull him closer, and again our mouths met in a hot, long tongue kiss. 
 
    "I think we ought to slip into a stall," he said as his hands sort of directed me there. I was so hot by this time that I would have complied with anything he said, anything at all. We darted into a stall and quickly closed and locked the door. With his back to the door, we embraced again and had another long hot kiss, full of tongue. I felt him take my hand in his as we were kissing and he brought it to his crotch allowing me to feel his hot throbbing cock. 
 
    Oh yes, God had given him a most magnificent tool. Feeling it through his trousers, though it was still not really hard, there was plenty of meat to be felt there. From that time on, it was as if I had gone on auto-pilot. Like I had gone into some crazed sex frenzy. I had to have his cock and that was all there was to it! 
 
    I undid my own jeans and sat down on the toilet 'Indian style' so that no one could see my legs from outside the cubicle. Almost at the same time, I began unfastening his belt and hurriedly opening his trousers. He was wearing boxers, and the sight and thought of them for some reason excited me even more. Then there it was, his pride and joy. And what a joy! Slipping it out of his underwear I gave it a few slow, long, adoring strokes with my hand as my senses slowly venerated every inch of it. It was long, much longer than my own, and thick, with beautiful veins and a magnificent head. I breathed deep allowing all my senses to be filled with the scent of his body. 
 
    Looking up at his face for a moment and silently smiling, my mind was full of anticipation. I began stroking my own aching tool as well. Then moving my eyes to the head of his dick again, I stared at it, sort of letting my mouth know what to expect. It was a beautiful throbbing cock head. And I loved it! Unable to wait any longer I moved my face closer to it, and opening my mouth, I began to softly lick at the great purple head. Several times I licked, tasting his maleness, moving my head from side to side so that I could swath every part of it! Then I felt his hand massage the back of my head with a little pressure, sort of beckoning me to take it in my mouth. Closing my eyes I took it in. I felt it there in my mouth, tasted it, swirled my tongue over and around it, savoring each and every minute of my delight. I wanted this hot cock, wanted it all the way down my throat! 
 
    Again I felt an urging by his hand as it massaged my scalp, responding to his urges I slowly began the long slide. Taking it in slowly, I swallowed it inch by inch. It was so long! I thought I had taken all that I could but there was still more of it. Then I felt his hand actually pull my face closer to him gliding more and more of it all the way down my throat. I had to stop jerking my own cock and instinctively braced my hands on his body trying to make him stop. But caught up in the lust and the heat of the moment his fullness all the way into me until my nose was buried in his thick pubic bush. I thought my mouth would rip open, my eyes watered and I gagged, a couple of times. Yet hearing him softly groan in pleasure, and knowing I was responsible for giving him that rapture, stirred me on. Suddenly I could take it. I wanted it! He pumped his hips a few times to fuck my now willing face and then began to let me take it in and out at my own pace and ability. 
 
    "You're a good boy." I heard him say as I looked up at him. And it made me only try harder. My own cock needed attention just now so I began to stroke again, wailing away at myself as I sucked his dick. 
 
    I was bobbing my head over his fullness, again and again plunging his thick hot shaft into my mouth and throat. Working his meat with a steady pumping action. Tilting my head from side to side and teasing it with the flat of my tongue. I made wild and abandoned love to his cock. Then I slid my mouth to the top it and gave his head a good work out. Leaving my own cock I slid my hands up and down the base of his shaft as if they were an extension of my throat allowing my mouth to suck hard on the head and first few inches. I could feel his beautiful head grow and pulse as I teased it. Harder and harder I sucked, until my mouth began to ache from sucking so hard. Then I gathered up my determination and rammed it into my own throat! Forcing my self to take more and more of it in. Again I choked and felt like I would toss my cookies, but I refused to stop until I had taken it all and could feel my chin buff against his nuts. 
 
    Now with it buried deep in my throat, tears streaming down my cheeks from gagging, I did my best to pump in and out churning my head from side to side slowly. Unable to take it any longer I let it glide all the way out of my mouth for a moment and licked at the head and shaft again, as my hand rode the length of it. 
 
    "Suck on my balls......." I heard him whisper. For a moment I looked up and him, and smiled knowing that I was in complete control. I was the one making him pant. So I complied and reached into his boxers to latch on to his full sac. His balls felt hugh! I didn't realize until I tried to hold them in my hand how big and hairy they were. As I brought my mouth to his left nut, he stroked himself and ran his other hand through my hair massaging my scalp. 
 
    I teased his balls with my tongue while sucking them softly, carefully so as not to bruise them. First one ball and then the other. Between times I would lick at the heavy sac, always trying to give him more and more pleasure. I watched too as he brought him self closer to orgasm with each stroke of his hand while I teased at his nuts. But it was his cock that I really wanted, so after a time I brought my face in front of his dick and would lick at the head as his hand stroked it. Forcing him to allow my mouth back on to it. 
 
    "Ohhhh Chrissss!!!" he grunted as my mouth returned, then like a wild man, he grasped the back of my head with both hands and fucked my face, filling me again with the full extent of himself. His hips undulated and at the same time he was pulling my head into him. Over and over he fucked me, I gagged and grunted and felt my stomach heave. I was being used and even abused, but I liked it. Just when I felt sure I could take no more I felt him arch his back, throwing one hand onto the cubicle wall to brace himself, he started a low moaning grunt, and I knew this was it. 
 
    Again I used my hand as an extension of my mouth and throat and concentrated my sucking talents on the head and tip of his cock. I could taste the acrid, salty pre cum as it oozed out of the giant hole that was his hot cock's eye. And there it was! I got a mouth full of his hot love juice. Again and again it came in hot uncontrollable wave after wave. It shot deep into the back of my throat making me choke again. When still more and more hot cum erupted, I could hold no more and it seeped out from between my lips. Still I slid as much of his cock in and out of my mouth as i could, faster and faster. I was determined to work until he was totally spent! 
 
    Now, he leaned against the cubicle wall with his whole weight, and panting in exhaustion, he looked down at my now drenched face, and we both smiled. He was so wasted, it was impossible for him to speak. I knew my job was done. In a few seconds he reached down to my face and wiped away some of the cum I had missed with my own hands. When I was clean enough he bent over and I closed my eyes and we met in a deep tender kiss. 
 
    We tucked in our clothes and slipped out of the cubicle. No words passed between us, though we rubbed up against each other while we straightened ourself out. I went over to the sink and washed my face and hands. When I looked into the mirror he was there behind me. He placed his hands on my shoulders, kissed my neck and asked, "Can your other end take it that well?" My eyes bugged out and we both laughed. 
 
    "NO!!" I said to him turning around to look him in the face. He ran his hands through my hair silently for a few moments as we looked at each other smiling. 
 
    "Wanna try?" he said with a beckoning smile that teased at me. I thought for a moment and then again we both just laughed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Topped by a Truck Driver 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I have been fascinated by truck drivers from the time I knew I was gay. Just the thought of all that power behind the wheel of such a big piece of machinery made my mouth water. I think my fascination was fueled by something that almost happened but didn't when I was in my early twenties. I was working in a discount store where I had been working since graduation from college. I lived in a small town in the south and in those days it wasn't uncommon for a boy in his twenties to be inexperienced in a lot of things. 
 
    I'm a little guy, 5 foot 8 with sandy blond hair and blue eyes. I was shy in those days and pretty much kept to myself. At that point in my life I had had a few experiences in college, but nothing major. I was working one night and it was almost 9, which is when the store closed. I was stocking the shelves getting ready for the new day when out of the corner of my eye I noticed a big burly man kind of looking at me. I never thought much about it and went about my work, but the next time I looked up he was still staring at me. 
 
    "May I help you? " I asked as I moved around the corner and came face to face with my admirer for the first time. This guy was tall, about 6 ft two with black hair and a beard and mustache. He was solid and weighed about 230 pounds. He was wearing jeans and a white shirt with a store emblem on the front. 
 
    "Actually I need to find someone to take care of me," he said as he turned over the merchandise he had been looking at. I wasn't sure I heard him correctly so I said "excuse me?" 
 
    "I need to find someone to take care of me because it's fixing to get longer," I couldn't believe what i was hearing. Did he mean what I thought he meant? My head was reeling with the possibilities. I quickly changed the subject, something that I regret to this day, and asked him if he was a truck driver. 
 
    He said yes and that he had just dropped a big load in the back of the store, another opening that I wouldn't appreciate or completely understand until much later. I ignored his comment and made small talk about what it was like to be a truck drive. He eventually tired of our conversation and since he wasn't going to get what he wanted soon made his way out of the isle and toward the front of the store to pay for his purchases. 
 
    I stood in my tracks not knowing what to say or do. By the time I realized what was going on, it was too late. I ran to the front of the store only to see him leaving and not looking back. I hightailed it to the employees men's room and went into one of the stalls. I couldn't jerk off fast enough. I had one of the best orgasms I had had up till that point and was shaking as my cum squirted into the toilet and all over the floor. 
 
    I was lucky to still be standing. Nothing like that had ever happened to me. From that day forward I had this fantasy of making it with a truck driver. That fantasy finally came true some 20 years later. I was traveling from Tennessee to Illinois with my cousin to see some other relatives and just relax for a few days. 
 
    My cousin Bill was doing the driving and we had been on the road for about 10 hours when he decided he needed a short nap before he drove the rest of the way. He pulled over to what looked like a truck stop. It wasn't a rest stop, no bathrooms or vending machines, it was nothing more than a wide spot off the side of the road. 
 
    I told Bill I was going to get out and stretch my legs and let him have the car to himself for a while. He was too tired to argue. I got out and started walking. The first thing I noticed was that there were about 8 to 10 trucks lined up close together and two or three that were positioned off to the side, away from the other 18 wheelers. I had the sudden urge to take a piss and since there were no restrooms, I made my way past the farthest trucks intent on finding a tree to relieve myself. 
 
    It wasn't hard to find a tree, we were out in no mans land or so it seemed. I did my business and was headed back in the direction of the car when I noticed the truck closest to me had the passenger door open. As I got closer I noticed a figure standing inside the door. He was about 6 feet tall, blond hair with a mustache and beard. He was slim and was only wearing a white t shirt and blue running shorts. When I was about 10 feet away he motioned me over. 
 
    "How's it going?" he asked with a smile that was very attractive. I proceeded to tell him about my destination and we just made small talk for a couple of minutes. Then without warning he took off his t-shirt and looked to see if anyone was close by. 
 
    When he was satisfied that we were alone he stepped out of his shorts and was standing in front of me totally nude with a very thick 8 inch hard on pointing right at me. I was determined not to make the mistake I made the first time so i wasted no time in stepping closer and taking his rock hard cock in my mouth and down my throat. 
 
    He was moaning in no time flat. He put his hands on the back of my head and started pumping for all he was worth. I love to have my face fucked and this guy knew what he was doing. After a couple of minutes of slamming his cock down my throat he pulled out and motioned for me to climb inside the truck. He didn't have to ask me twice. Once I was inside the truck he told me to take off my clothes and join him in the sleeping compartment. 
 
    I didn't waste any time because I wasn't sure how long my cousin would remain a sleeping beauty. I climbed up into the sleeping compartment and crawled up between his legs. I immediately took the head of his cock into my mouth while I rubbed my hands across his hairy chest. 
 
    "Yeah take that truck driver's cock. Show me how much you like suckin this truck drivers big cock." he said while I was sliding up and down his pole. 
 
    "I bet you'd like this truck-driver's cock up your ass, wouldn't you cocksucker?" he asked while his left hand moved around and found the crack of my ass. I never stopped sucking, I just moaned my approval. All of a sudden there was a knock on the door. He told me to be quiet and moved to the front of the cab. I was terrified. I just knew my cousin had awakened and was looking for me. I breathed a sigh of relief when I heard a woman's voice asking him if he wanted to party. 
 
    She apparently was a prostitute who canvassed the truck stops for tricks. He politely declined and climbed back into the sleeper where I lay on my back. He didn't say a word. He reached for a condom, quickly placed it on his cock and in one swift move raised my legs over my head and drove that thick 8 inch cock up my eager ass. 
 
    It hurt like hell at first. It had been awhile since I'd been fucked and I had never had anything that thick inside me. I groaned, partly from pleasure, partly from pain. He held still while my ass adjusted to his size. When he was sure I was okay he raised my feet higher till they were planted on the roof of the sleeper and proceeded to pile drive me with that massive tool of his. 
 
    I was in heaven. I couldn't believe this guy. He was a real pro. He knew exactly what buttons to hit. He had one speed, fast and hard. He never let up, in fact the closer he got to cumming the faster he plowed into me. He let out a deep growl like a bear and slammed into me one last time. He was shaking and so was I. I had never before been as completely fucked as I was that day. He lay on top of me till his breathing slowed, then he climbed off and proceeded to get dressed. 
 
    While I was dressing we talked about how he was divorced with a small boy that he didn't get to see often. He was a really nice guy. After I was dressed he gave me a big bear hug. He then opened the door and I was on my way back to the car. When I reached the car my cousin was standing outside smoking a cigarette. 
 
    I asked him if he had a nice nap and he said that he did and he was ready to drive the rest of our trip. I climbed into the passenger seat and a strange smell hit my nose. It was the smell of cheap knock off perfume. It seemed that the local prostitute had found a partying partner after all. He flashed me a knowing smile and we were quickly on our way. I've had fantasies full-filled over the years, but none will top being topped by a truck driver. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    First Mate is in Charge of Dicipline on the Ship 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two kinds of men join His Majesty's Navy: those who come to sea for adventure and those who join just to be with men. I am definitely in the latter category. I joined the Navy voluntarily rather than being conscripted, as so many men are these days. Wars in the Americas and with France and Spain have  many into military service, but I joined. I joined because I wanted to be with men. I have a weakness, no, a lust to be with members of my own sex. 
 
    I joined the Navy at eighteen and have worked hard for nearly twenty years, and have risen to be the first mate on HMS Regent, a frigate in the Royal Navy. I have served on this ship for eight years, under Captain William Wilson for all but the past month. Captain Wilson was injured on our last voyage from Liverpool to Freeport. When we arrived in the Bahamas, he was replaced by Captain John Aures. Captain Wilson was a good man who loved the sea and his country. His ship was a pleasure to serve on. 
 
    Little discipline was needed with him as captain. He conveyed a sense of discipline emphasizing safety and military purpose was we patrolled English held waters in the Atlantic and Caribbean seas. He always treated his crew well, and only became cross if a sailor did something that endangered the ship or another man. As first mate I was in charge of discipline. Under Captain Wilson I almost never was required to do anything more severe than put a man in the brig overnight. Captain Aures is very different. 
 
    He is a stern man. He comes from an aristocratic family, so he tends to look upon his underlings as if we were farm animals to be beaten and prodded into working. Long voyages are difficult on most men. Being away from family and in danger from the sea, pirates and enemy vessels takes its toll. Since many of the younger men were impressed, that is, drafted into service, they do not take kindly to the rigors of seafaring. They would rather be at home with their wives or girlfriends. Sexual tension becomes unbearable. 
 
    On a ship there is little opportunity for privacy to tend to one's needs. Most of the men masturbate secretly. A few engage in sexual relations between themselves. While this practice is forbidden by naval law, it is practiced in almost every ship in the fleet. As first mate I have let it be known that I would not enforce the law as long as sex between seamen was discrete. 
 
    Many nights in the hold I would hear the rapid panting of men relieving themselves together or alone. Sometimes I would "catch" a new man and explain to him the law of the sea. I would allow him to atone for his misconduct by servicing me or coming to my cabin, a privilege afforded to officers and the first mate. I've had sex with almost all the enlisted men on the ship. 
 
    One day when it was unbearably hot, the Captain went below to check on the stores of food and water. I was attending to my duties when I heard him roar from below decks. 
 
    "Mr. Hutchinson! Mr. Hutchinson, come here and bring some men with you." I could not imagine what was wrong. I grabbed two sturdy mates and we ran below. In the hold the Captain was standing above to naked seamen pinned under his boot. They were Charles Busher and Robert Whiting, two newly conscripted sailors. 
 
    They were naked. Whiting lay on top of the smaller man, obviously engaging in anal intercourse. I had had my eye on both of these stalwart young men from the time they first came on board. Busher was short, but powerfully built. His body was nearly hairless and his face clean shaven. Whiting was taller and even more powerfully built. He was blond, about six foot and easily weighed fifteen stones. Whiting wore a shortly cropped beard which accepted the deep bronze of his skin. 
 
    I had caught Whiting masturbating one evening in the cargo hold and offered to service him. He was reluctant at first, but allowed me to suck on him more than a few times. Busher was most attractive, but I never had the opportunity to approach him. The captain stood with his heavy boot in the center of Rob's back. 
 
    "Buggery is against God's laws and naval regulations. I will not tolerate it on my ship." The captain shouted. 
 
    "Mr. Hutchinson, take them on deck and give them ten lashes each. I will teach you how we handle buggers on my ship." As first mate discipline was my duty, though under Captain Wilson I only had applied the lash to one man in my entire time under his command. Bruce Meggit was a surly man who struck one of the ship's officers. 
 
    Captain Wilson ordered me to give him ten lashes. I was pleased to do so, since the same man had beaten me when we were ashore. He knew of my taste in men and approached me when we were on shore leave. 
 
    "Matey, how would you like to service me?" He asked in an alley. I was just horney enough to take him up on the offer and followed him into an abandoned building. He beat me senseless. I couldn't do anything about it, since there were no witnesses. I couldn't very well tell the captain he had beaten me up because I wanted to suck his cock. When Meggit struck the officer and the Captain ordered his punishment, I was more than willing to oblige. The Captain ordered the ship's company to the deck. They made two lines on each side of the deck. Two burly men led Meggit up from the brig to the deck and stripped him to the waist. They tied his hands to a rope and hoisted him up until he stood on his toes. I took the cat-o-nine-tails and soaked it in sea water. The first officer read the charges: 
 
    "Seaman Meggit, you have been found guilty of a court marshal of striking an officer of His Majesty's Navy. You have sentenced to receive ten lashes. Punishment shall commence." 
 
    I had never whipped anyone or anything before. I lifted the cat from the brine and drew it back, then let loose on Meggit's back. It made a satisfying crack as the first officer counted, "One." Meggit leaded into the force of whip, but made no sound. The next blow I planted harder. He moaned slightly. 
 
    "Two," came the crisp count. I dipped the whip back into the brine and quickly delivered a hard and heavy blow. 
 
    "Arrragh," he yelled and his fingers curled involuntarily. He danced on his toes. 
 
    "Three." I was beginning to enjoy whipping him. I don't know whether it was that I hated him so much that I took pleasure to hurting him or whether it was the pain itself that made me enjoy what I was doing. The next seven blows were delivered as hard as I could swing the whip, pausing only long enough to regain my balance and put my weight into every blow. 
 
    When the last count was given the rope suspending Meggit was undone and he collapsed on the deck. I took the bucket of brine and threw it on him. The ship's company was dismissed and Meggit was carried below deck to the brig. He never bothered me again. While I thoroughly enjoyed punishing Meggit, I felt very differently about taking the lash to Whiting and Busher. I knew better than to try to talk the captain out of the punishment. He did not even call together a court marshal board. 
 
    "Take these two buggers on deck immediately and whip them." The two men who had followed me below when we heard the Captain's call each took one of the men. Both were stark naked and sweating from a very athletic session with each other. The other men were waiting for them to put on their pants. 
 
    "Take them on deck now," the Captain barked, "unless you want to join them." The Captain led the way. He ordered that the two men be bound together, facing one another. 
 
    "Summon the ship's company to witness punishment." The crew assembled on deck. Everyone was silent as the Captain spoke. 
 
    "These two have been caught in the shameful act of committing buggery. They have violated God's laws and maritime law. They shall be punished with ten lashes each. The first mate will commence punishment." Two men tied their hands together and then to rope. It was hoisted so that Busher's feet were off the ground and Whiting's toes were just touching. The sun and heat made every muscle on each man stand out. I stood for a moment too long before doing anything. 
 
    "Mr. Hutchinson, lay on the first lash, and let each one be laid on well." I tell you, I did not want to do this. I had a strong attraction to each of these men, and found them even more attractive bound together. The captain had interrupted their sexual union before they were satiated, so their erect penises were ground together by their hanging bodies; the heads pointed at me, though no one else could see them. I took the cat-o-nine-tails from a bucket of sea water and delivered the first lash to Whiting's back, and then, backhanded I delivered a stroke to Busher. My reluctance in swing was chastized by the Captain. 
 
    "Mister, I said lay them on well." I took another swing at Whiting, and planted on solid hit across is shoulder blades. He involuntarily stepped forward just as I returned the stroke across Busher's lower back. Their two sweaty bodies ground together. I dipped the whip in brine and took another swing at Whiting. 
 
    "Ahhh," he yelled and jerked from side to side. I took another swing at Busher. 
 
    "Stop," the Captain yelled. 
 
    "Get another whip. You are not hitting him hard enough backhanded." Apparently my strategy of whipping the smaller, more attractive man backhanded had been noticed by the captain. No one made a move. 
 
    "You there," the Captain pointed to a man near the front. 
 
    "Take the other whip and lay into the other man." The man he pointed to was a large man, Seaman Harold Jones. He took off his shirt, took the other whip and dipped it the brine, then took his place opposite me. 
 
    "Now, as I count the strokes, you will strike at the same time. 
 
    "One." I could not believe what I had heard. I had already laid in a good three lashes on Whiting's muscular back. The Captain was adding three strokes to his punishment. Both whips struck at the same time and curled around the sides of each man. The force of the whips pressed the men together, their crotches ground against one another. 
 
    "Two." Both men moaned in discomfort. 
 
    "Three." Whiting looked at me. I looked deeply into his eyes and delivered the next lash. I hesitate to say so, but I was becoming aroused by the scene. I don't know if it was the sight of two magnificent specimens of masculine beauty together, the hot sweat defining their muscles, their erect penises or my own part in their punishment that I found most arousing, but there was an intense pressure in my groin that I could not ignore. 
 
    "Four." Both men buckled as the lashes tore across their backs. Busher bit into the neck of Whiting, stifling a scream. Whiting moaned as I hit him again. We dipped our whips into the brine before taking another lash. I noticed the angry heads of both men's penises were dripping what I thought was sweat. I was wrong; it wasn't sweat, but semen. At the next lash Busher's penis shot out a generous wad of semen. It hit the deck near my feet. 
 
    "Five." My own penis ached now for relief. I was watching as the lash hit both men. 
 
    "Six, seven." I could not take my eyes off the men before me. I wanted to reach out and hold each of them in my arms, but I also wanted to hit them again and hear them scream. Whiting obliged me by screaming violently as he, too, shot like a canon from his penis. I wanted it to splatter across my face, or better yet, on my tonsils. 
 
    "Eight." My own sexual energy was growing. I hit Whiting very hard the next time and he stepped forward, then swung back. The Captain saw semen dripping from both men's penises. 
 
    "They are enjoying it! Hit them harder. Five more lashes for each." I swung again. 
 
    "Nine. Ten." I paused after then tenth lash, but the Captain 
 
    ordered, "I said five more for each." I was completely driven by this time. The sight of two muscled beauties suffering made juices flow from my engorged member. I hoped that no one could see the effect this whipping was having on me. Most of the men on deck could not bear to watch the final lashes. Seamen Jones applying the lash of Busher seemed to back off so that the Captain could not see him behind me. Busher turned his face toward me. I could see the muscles in his arms and back tighten as each of the remaining lashes hit him. His face winced each time the Captain cried a number and both of us delivered a blow. When it was done, the Captain ordered us to throw buckets of sea water on each man's backs. They both nearly passed out from the shock and pain. 
 
    "You there, don't let them down. Leave them up until I say so. I want them to be an example that I will not tolerate buggery on my vessel. The crew is dismissed." The Captain made us leave Whiting and Busher hang on deck for more than an hour bleeding and sweating in the sun. I put away the whips and headed for my cabin, ostensibly to clean off the sweat and blood and put on a shirt. 
 
    Instead I went to my cabin and masturbated wildly until I had shot three times. It did not take long. The image of two powerfully built seamen being flogged whetted my appetite for a man even more. I imagine myself bound naked with a man as we are flogged and wonder what it would be like. I long to feel the lash on my own back and I feel the powerful muscles on another man. The captain may not want buggers on board, but if he wants me to flog another man, I'll be more than happy to oblige. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Walking The Dogs 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I have three dogs that I take down a park near where I live, nearly everyday at about the same time of the day. I always go down with the car as it is too far to walk. I'd never encountered anything particularly exciting in there until the day this tale is about. 
 
    It was my usual time in early afternoon on a week day, and the warmth of spring was finally reaching our parts with the second hottest day of the year. Uncharacteristically for me I was in shorts and T-shirt, with only a waist pouch containing my fags, car keys and equipment, just in case... 
 
    I was at the bottom end of the park, which is always quiet, when I saw the jogger in the far distance. He was only wearing shorts and trainers with ankle socks. I didn't pay him much attention, as the few joggers I'd encountered before always stayed well away in account of the dogs. 
 
    As he got nearer, I took a good look at him. He was very well defined and glistening with sweat, his shorts semi tight fitting, showing a bulge that bounced with every step. They were clinging to halfway down his legs, enhancing the shape of his cock and balls, which were a nice size. 
 
    I couldn't see his eyes as he was wearing dark glasses, and as he got nearer, I noticed the light downing of hair covering his chest and trailing down to his shorts. His hair was dark and cut short. I called my dogs over as he got to within 20 feet, as they have the tendency to be over friendly and go to strangers. 
 
    As he passed he gave me a "hi" and a smile, which made my heart beat a little bit faster and my dick twitch in my shorts. I waited until he passed to release the dogs and turned to watch him go along and get a good view of his back and arse. I didn't think he was wearing underwear as I couldn't see any line underneath his shorts, and then to my surprised he turned to look back and gave me another smile, but carried on. 
 
    "Oh well, I thought, it would have been nice..." 
 
    I carried on with the dogs, and came to a set of exercisers for the abs, which is a long plank of wood set at a downward angle, with a metal frame at the top with two horizontal bars, one for supporting the plank and the other to slide your feet under to be able to do sit ups. 
 
    I took my T-shirt off and started to do sit ups. The dogs always stay close, so I don't have to worry about them straying. I was doing my tenth when I heard a voice say "you're doing it wrong" 
 
    I looked around in surprise and found the jogger standing 5 feet away from me, surrounded by my dogs and petting them. 
 
    "Sorry? I said "You should keep your legs straight when doing the set up." 
 
    "I try but I can't do it, I replied. 
 
    "Here, let me give you a hand. With that he came up to me and put his strong hands on my thighs, pushing them down. 
 
    "Now try it". I did, and as I was rising he pushed down on my legs, preventing them from lifting. By then I was sweating profusely, and not just from the physical exertion. My dick was also on the uplift and starting to show itself through my shorts which got me embarrassed. But I kept doing my sit-ups, I was getting to look more closely at my jogger's package which I could swear was growing. 
 
    When I got to thirty, my abs were killing me and I reluctantly said "I'm done for today, or I won't be able to move tomorrow." 
 
    "Would you mind doing the same for me?", he asked. 
 
    "No, of course I'll do it, with pleasure, I added, instantly regretting my words in case I scared him away. He just simply smiled and said "great". 
 
    He took position and started to do the lifts. I was holding his muscular thighs with my hands and they felt wonderful, especially after the jogging he'd done, they felt like concrete slabs, or the legs of a statue. 
 
    I could see his abs muscle contracting into a six pack every time he was coming up. I took a much closer look to his dick, which was very clearly defined beneath the flimsy cloth of the shorts. Mine was very visible under my shorts as my raging hard-on was showing no signs of abetting. 
 
    His legs were sleek with sweat and on one of the lifts my hand slid and met his package. 
 
    "I'm really sorry, I exclaimed, blushing to the roots of my hair. 
 
    "It's all right, he replied, I don't mind. That's when I realized that his cock was growing by the second into a nice piece of man meat. He took me by surprise and placed his hand on my dick, massaging it. 
 
    I quickly looked around, but nobody was in sight, and we were well shielded from the road. My dogs were laid in the shade, seemingly content. I placed my hand on his now hard dick and started to feel it's strength. I estimated it to be about 7 inches, nicely thick and cut. He then moved me closer to his head and with one quick movement lowered my shorts and swallowed my dick, which was at the right height, with him still lying on the plank. 
 
    The situation definitely called for a 69 and I quickly tucked his shorts under his balls and admired his dick. A tear of precum was starting to form and I lapped it up with delight. I then took his meat in my mouth and it was fat indeed. I swallowed as much as I could but due to the akward angle, couldn't manage it all. 
 
    As he was sucking me his hand wandered to my arse and felt it's smoothness, then went further in, feeling my puckered hole, at which I moaned, indicating that I liked it. He took his hand away and when it came back his fingers were slick with spit. 
 
    He played with my hole and then inserted a finger, sending waves of pleasure through my body, and encouraging me to suck harder. I discovered that he had long fingers, as he started massaging my prostate, making me wild. I interrupted him before he could make me cum, which could have been any second with the treatment his mouth was giving my cock and his fingers my arse. 
 
    Looking around I noticed a large rhododendron bush, offering protection from onlookers and a soft covering of grass underneath. 
 
    "Let's go in there, I said, it will be a bit more discreet. 
 
    We got up and went underneath, the dogs following us, but laying down at a good distance. We removed our shorts and he turned me round, opening my arse crack with both hands and sticking his tongue in my hole, pushing it deeper and deeper as my muscles relaxed under the wet onslaught. While he was rimming me, I grabbed my pouch and opened it, taking out the condom and lube I always kept there. 
 
    When he came up for air I turned round and swallowed his dick, which was now leaking precum like a faulty tap. The sent of his body made me wild, the smell of fresh sweat and man musk mixed into a intoxicating fragrance. I made sure his cock was well lubricated and slid the condom over it. I lathered it with lube, and handed him the other packet which I'd opened. He turned me around and covered my hole with lube, slipping one finger in, then two, loosening me for his cock. 
 
    Then I felt the tip at my lips and a gentle push. Soon his head was in me, making me moan with delight and lust. He then pushed his dick all the way in, sending me in orbit. He went in and out at a leisurely pace, taking his time. He buried himself deep inside me then with one swift movement turned me over on my back, resting my legs on his shoulders. With a arm on either side of my head he then lifted himself off the ground, with only his hands and feet for support and then started to fuck me. The sensation was incredible, all I could feel was his dick coming in and out of my arse, and my legs against his shoulders. 
 
    "Oh yeah, that's good", I said, in a world of my own. I moaned and gasped out, "Fuck me." 
 
   
  
 

 He didn't need encouragement as he started to pick up the pace, plowing into me like a jack hammer. With each thrust he was sending me closer to the edge, until I no longer could resist and said "I'm gonna cum!" With that, he went faster, slamming into me harder. I took my dick in my hand and pulled on it once, which was enough to make me shoot. The cum went flying everywhere, over his chest, over my legs and face. I don't think I'd ever cum that hard in my life. Before I could get over my orgasm, he slipped out of my, whipped the condom off, and shot his load all over me, covering my chest with it. 
 
    It took us a while to recover and eventually I took my T-shirt and wiped us clean. We got dressed and with a quick kiss, a smile and a "bye", he was gone. I walked back to my car with the dogs and drove away, well satisfied. Unfortunately, I've never seen him again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My Caribbean Love Affair 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I lay there in the bed exhausted, his full weight now laying on me, his cock still deep inside me. The burning fire of his explosion of cum still sending its flames into my body. My thoughts raced through my mind, wondering how this had happened, how I could let another man penetrate me like this, how I allowed myself to be used in such a way. 
 
    I remembered screaming as he entered me, crying out in terrible pain as the head of his cock pushed past the muscles of my virgin ass, as he held onto me by the hair of my head and grunted and pushed into me, his huge cock breaking into me by the force of his brute strength, and then I recalled how I cried out for more as he worked his way into my deepest parts and into my very soul, ramming and pounding into me until I was pushing back in a frenzy of passion seeking everything he had promised me. 
 
    The explosion of his cum, as it blasted into my bowels set me in a different place, a place I had never been before. Somehow in all this, I had my own explosion of love juices and I lay in a pool of my own cum, spread over my belly as I writhed about under his assault. 
 
    We lay like that for what seemed like an hour. I slept in little quick naps, waking to his body movements as he slept in a deep slumber of peace... 
 
    Now he was awake and I felt that hardness again growing inside me, the silence only broken by the ocean waves crashing into the rocks outside the bungalow windows. He slowly lifted himself up on his elbows and surveyed my broken body under him. Her gave a push against my ass and I felt the strength, the power of his body as he ground against me with a grunt of pleasure...no words just his animal instincts taking hold again as he pulled my hips up to him and held me there by my hips, impaled on his 10 inch cock, this instrument of my destruction. 
 
    It was easier now, my slot filled to overflowing with the fruit of his power, his cum seeping out and running down my legs. 
 
    I grunted with each slam of his body into me, falling into a rhythm as he took his time now, taking long, smooth strokes, burying each thrust deep into me, his balls slapping in time with the cadence of his lovemaking. 
 
    I fell into some sort of a trance, again allowing myself to be exactly what he wanted me to be, nothing more, nothing less....I wanted this now more than I ever wanted anything before.. I cried and mewed in rhythm with each stroke... 
 
    It started earlier that morning when I was running on the beach, relaxing after a long trip down to this hidden Caribbean paradise. The sun was just coming up over the horizon and I was in just the shortest of shorts, not quite ready to go nude just yet, as was the custom here.... He came trotting up along side of me, his body like a sculpture of the perfect man , lean, muscles in perfect union with his lean body, his long hair flying loose, his nude body fully tanned and beaded with sweat like a morning dew.. 
 
    He smiled at me and I smiled back... "Good to have a running partner," He said, his deep voice stirred something in me. "Haven't seen you before." 
 
    "No, I just arrived last night." I replied. "You could tell that by indoor tan." 
 
    He laughed and kept at my side until we reached the great rock barrier at the end of the beach. We sat down in the sand at the edge of the ocean, letting its waters run over our lower bodies. There was almost surreal warmth enveloping us as we sat there, getting to know each other. 
 
    Bret was a stock broker from Chicago, here on a month's vacation; here to unwind in solitude and peace, a blood brother to my very own feelings ...I was on a two week break from my job as a web designer in New York, a Phoenix transplant. 
 
    I kept taking quick looks at his body, so perfectly formed. Even with my daily runs and my 4 times a week workouts, my own body looked like a child next to his. His cock was large and thick, even as soft as it was and he carried a full ball sac. I wondered what that looked like hard and at attention.... He smiled as he caught me looking and lay back against the sand, the waves running across his body. I thought. "Wow, if I were gay, I'd never let this guy go..." 
 
    I was here on the island because I was trying to make up my mind about getting marrying and gay was not who I was...ever..... Yet, there was such an innocent openness about Bret, a sensuality that caused a stirring even in me... It was experiencing fine art in a private gallery. 
 
    "You're going to have to loose those shorts, partner," he said with a grin. "They won't do out on this beach." Everyone will think you are a sissy." 
 
    I stripped out them and tossed them to the sea. "What the hell, When in Rome, "I laughed. It felt good to be naked, my own cock hanging out my balls loosed from their tight imprisonment. 
 
    We began a slow walk back down the beach, in the water to our waists, the waves rocking us back and forth, falling against each other more than a few times... Each time, I felt something like an electric charge hit me down into my groin. I walked closer, wanting that feeling to continue.... Confused at what I was feeling, but enjoying it so very much. 
 
    We stopped in front of my bungalow, agreeing to have dinner together and he trotted out of my sight, as I watched the powerful muscles of his body move with each thrust forward... 
 
    I dressed in White slacks with a light blue pullover short sleeved shirt, open at the neck, white bikini under shorts and wore white sandals, no socks. He met me at Barney's Lighthouse in an almost matching outfit, except that his shirt was sleeveless and his muscles gleamed against the lighting. We ate and laughed and finished off several bottles of wine, along with lobster tails and giant fried shrimp. We walked back to my place, laughing at the smallest things. 
 
    I invited him in and opened afresh bottle of wine, pouring liberally into our glasses. We sat on the edge of the deck, our feet hanging over almost touching the warm sand. Listening to the roar of the ocean, the sky full of stars... We lay back on the deck, looking up and talking about the universe...I somehow closed my eyes and must have dozed for a moment. When I awoke, he was right next to me, one leg was over mine and his arm lay over my chest, his mouth close to mine. 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked into the depth of his soul, almost frightened by the passion I saw there. His lips came to mine and I was too slow, too confused to stop him. His tongue opened my mouth for him and it found its way into my mouth searching and seeking until something rose up in me and I began to respond, the wine and the mood overcoming my normal response. 
 
    His hand found its way under my top and he caressed my body, my breasts and I gasped as it moved down my belly ever caressing, ever searching, until he held my cock in his hand, making our kissing become wilder, deeper and I groaned as my cock grew in his hand...then his lips were on my ear, my neck and I went into some other world as he pulled my shirt from my body and began to lick my breasts sucking on my now hardened nipples.... Ever stroking my cock...his lips moved down my belly, following the path of his fingers and then I was lifted up, my slacks and my under shorts pulled from me... 
 
    Then silence and the feel of him exploring my body, touching me, massaging me as I moaned softy to his feel. 
 
    Nothing for a moment.. His was standing, stripping his clothes off, I could see his huge cock erect and hard over me... then he knelt down and took my cock into his hands again, stroking me and cupping my balls up, holding me, studying me.. His lips softly encased my cock taking in the swollen head and I lurched against him, crying out...his tongue ran laps around my cock head as he sucked the bounty of the precum that always formed when I was horny.. 
 
    I rolled about as he took my cock deep into his mouth, his other hand busy with other parts of my body.. As I writhed against his mouth, I felt a finger push into the tightness of my ass and I cried out as I tried to loose myself, but my body wouldn't obey me and I could only lay there as he took charge of my very being...soon I felt the power of my orgasm building up and I began to fuck against his mouth pounding into him with an abandon I never knew. I felt fingers working inside me and I arched up off the deck and screamed as I shot my hot juices into him, pumping out greater steams, long ropes of hot cum into him. 
 
    I fell back to the deck exhausted and he finally pulled off my softening cock, only to lay across me taking my mouth in his, sharing the spoils of his sucking, giving m back some of the fire hot cum I had given him. 
 
    We lay entwined for a little while, as he made my mouth his own, until he finally stood up and took me by the hand, leading into my bungalow, to the bed where I sat with him in front of my his cock in my face. "Suck it, baby, Suck my cock for me," he whispered, as he took my head in his hands and brought his wet and cummy cock to my lips... I had never sucked cock before in my life, but I opened my mouth for his... 
 
    Moments later he was fucking my face, giving more no potion but to take what he had and suck.... I started to gag as he penetrated deeper, but he held me there, impaled on cock, holding me with his cock in my throat until the spasms stopped, then forcing it deeper into me... I could only get about 7 inches of cock in me...he was just too big...yet he kept pumping into me, holding me by the head, giving me no options, just working my mouth like his personal pussy.. 
 
    I felt his strength building up and grabbed him by the cheeks of his ass, pulling him, working with him, wanting his cum now, wanting his cock to break me down to his slut his lover...then the explosion of cum hit me.. At first it was right down my throat but then he pulled out so that just the head of his cock with in my mouth and great gushes of cum filled me, splashing out as he continued to fuck my mouth..... 
 
    He pulled out with a popping sound and shot several strings of cum in my face and hair. Laughing, "Oh my baby cocksucker, you are so sweet." 
 
    He pushed me back on the bed and walked into the living room, his cock still up and hard and picked up the wine bottle, taking a long swig from it. He came to the side of the bed and lifted my head up and poured wine into my mouth. I swallowed as much as possible, but much ran down my chin and neck and soaked the sheets. 
 
    He flopped me over on my belly and poured the wine down the crack of my ass and worked the neck of the bottle into my pink hole, filling me with the rest of the wine, working the bottle into me, fucking me with it. I cried out and tried to fight him, but was slammed back into the bed. Then the bottle was out and tossed aside and silence for a moment. I lay still waiting for what I thought might happen. 
 
    I felt him spread my legs as he wedged between them, his strong powerful hands lifted me at the hips like a doll and then his cock was there pushing against my battered, injured hole. I fought to break away, but he held me down as he positioned himself for the onslaught, working the head of his cock against the muscles of my hole... Then he tightly gripped me by the hips and powered his cock head into me. I screamed in pain as it popped through and split my asshole....Blood ran down my legs onto the bedding. He held it there and told me to be silent, no more screaming or it would be bad for me. He moved slightly and I screamed again... His hand came down on my ass cheek with a crashing stinging slap...again and again he slapped me, until I could only whimper. 
 
    Somehow, in the middle of all the slapping, his cock was already halfway inside me...and he began to slowly rotate it, working my hole open to more cock and each time he would push just a little more into me....Now he picked up a rhythm and began to fuck me with his full strength, plowing me into the bed with each thrust, until his balls were slamming into me with each thrust.... 
 
    I began to go wild again, into that other world and was startled by my own voice, crooning in time with his lunges..."Oh fuck me, fuck, give it to me, fuck me." 
 
    I had never had this done to me in my life and I was going crazy for his hard cock to fuck me into the bed... He began to groan now; he was pounding into me with a fury, crying out as he slammed each rocket of cock into me... Now, pulling out to my ass lips with each pull and ramming his cock all the way to the balls with each thrust... we became one as he went over the edge of his control and we were making animal sounds now as he arched into me and the hot fluid of his cock began to flood my inner being.. Again and again, as though his cock was the center of all the worlds. 
 
    I wept and cried out as he pumped his cum into me, knowing this man now owned me....He finally stopped his spasms and lay down on me...we fell asleep, his cock still deep inside me, the way I wanted it to be... I knew the answer to my quest would not be marriage, at least not the one I had planned. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Park Trails 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I lived next to a large 10 acre park that is filled with walking trails. I usually sat on a bench at the edge of the park and visited with people as they passed by. It helped me get over the feeling of being lonely. My divorce was finally over and needed time to think and restore my 35 year old life into some kind of order. I enjoyed talking with children. They would almost always stop and talk. I especially enjoyed talking with teen agers. They always had plenty to say about their sports and classes. A lot of men came by, but they rarely spoke. 
 
    Often they would take off on one of the trails and disappear into the woods. This morning a young man with a T shirt from the local college walked up . He stopped and looked into the forest. He started down one of the trails, but then stopped and turned to me. 
 
    "Hi," he said. 
 
    "Good morning," I replied.. He pointed to the trail. 
 
    "Have you seen any one go into the woods here?" 
 
    "Yes. About a half hour ago a fellow walked down that trail. He has not come back." 
 
    "Was he a younger guy or older?" 
 
    "About your age," I said.. He smiled. 
 
    "Good. Maybe I will be lucky today and meet someone." 
 
    "Do you actually meet people on those trails?" 
 
    "Yes. It is a great place to meet guys." Suddenly, It dawned on me. 
 
    "You meet guys for sex in there?" 
 
    "Yes. Some day when you get lonely try it. I've met some really nice guys on those trails." He turned and walked into the woods. I watched him disappear down the trail I sat back and though about what he had said. Suddenly, I decided to take a walk and see if I could meet someone. I got up and took the nearest trail and followed it into the forest. The trail was beautiful. It followed a a small stream and wound its way into the woods. I had only gone a short distance before I heard voices. I came around a bend and there were two men at the edge of the trail. They were both naked.. 
 
    One leaned over a stump and the other one was on his hands and knees behind the first one. The one on his hands and knees ran his hands up and down the back to the first guys's hairy legs. He was looking into a hairy asshole. I walked up behind him as he buried his mouth into the hairy hole. I saw his lips pulling on the ass hairs and finally he parted them and the Man on his knees and I saw a brown hole. I was standing behind him and I saw it too. The kneeling man gasped when his friend spit on the hole. Then he cried out as a finger enter the brown spot. I stood watching while he sucked on the hairy hole Then presently he stood and pushed his cock against the brown pucker. The man on his knees cried out as the cock parted the hairy lips. I watched the two men fucking for a few minutes them decided to move on. 
 
    I walked a little further into the woods when I again heard moaning The time a came up two men lying on a blanket. Their clothes were neatly folded beside them. The man lying on his stomach had extremely hairy ass cheeks and legs The other fellow leaned over him and rimmed his ass crevice The ass hole was very hairy and the rimmer would pull on the hairs with his lips causing the guy under him to moan. Suddenly the guy on the bottom flipped his partner over and pulled him up to his mouth. He took the man's two hairy balls between his lips and started to suck. 
 
    He buried his face n his partner's bush and pulled on the long hairs there then he turned his friend over on his knees I knelt behind the rimmer and ran my hands over his back and his ass cheeks and thighs. He turned around and looked at me, smiled and went back to the hairy crevice. I reached under him and took his balls in my hand. I gently squeezed them and pulled on their hairy sack. I pushed my face into his hairy crack and found his little brown hole. I spit on it and worked my finger in as far as I could. I felt his prostate and he went rigid. He moaned and looked back at me "Oh God," He said. 
 
    "I'm going to cum." I reached under him and grabbed his cock. I felt it expand in my hand and suddenly cum was pouring over my fingers. I milked his cock until there was nothing life to come out and then I rose and stepped back. I decided to take another trail. I left two men and walked off in another direction. This trail was narrower and not as smoothly paved. I came across a ,man sitting on a bench. He seemed have part of a police uniform on I stopped to talk. "Are you a policeman?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes, but I'm off duty now. I like to meander out here where it is quiet." 
 
    "It is nice out here", I said sitting down. As I sat for a while I noticed that he had a strong body smell. I could not help my take a whiff of his scent It seemed his clothes carried much of his smell. He saw me sniffing and said "These clothes need to be washed. I wear them out here because they are old and comfortable. He opened his shirt and dropped it over his shoulders. I looked at his upper body. He was lightly hairy and had a broad chest. 
 
    "I apologize for the smell," he said. 
 
    "No problem," I answered. I like man smells. I've got a few of my own. I opened my shirt and took it off. Then I smelled under my arms. The pits were ripe and fragrant. He put his hand on my shoulder and pulled me close He stuck his face into my pit and began to lick and sniff. 
 
    "Nice," he said "Very nice" His lips pulled on my pit hairs and he licked the sweat away . Then he moved to the other side and did the same there. After he had finished He said, " I wonder why more men don't like body odors. I think a lot of women tell them man smells are bad and they believe it. I can't understand it." 
 
    "Neither can I" I said, "By the way, my name is Dave, what's yours? "Howard," he answered, He paused for a few minutes as if he was thinking of what to say next. Finally, he spoke. 
 
    "I use my sweat and my body oder as a sign of my masculinity." 
 
    "I can smell your pits from here. They certainly have a masculine smell." I said. I lifted his arm. His spit smell was even stronger than mine and sweat ran down his ribs. Without saying more, I licked his pit clean and then did the same to the other side Then Howard stood up and dropped his pants and shorts. He was now naked His chest arms and legs were covered with a fine coat of hair . He pulled me close to him. 
 
    "Smell my bush," he said. I got down on my knees and pushed my face into his bush The smell of sweat, cum, piss and male musk were strong there, I sucked on the hairs and worked my fingers into his bush. I took a mouthful of hair and pulled on it then I moved to the hair around his cock. He had hair running up the side of his cock. I sucked those hairs into my mouth as I massaged his cock with my tongue. Breathing deep into his bush I could smell his ass and I pulled his cheeks apart to give me more of his smell. His crevice was filled with thick hair. I turned his ass so I would have good access to it His checks were very hairy and the hair ran down on this thighs. 
 
    He wanted to lay down and do 69 so that we could play with each others ass. We lay side by side and worked our tongues and fingers into each others ass. I found his brown hole and massaged the thick lips around that He moaned as my tongue parted his ass lips. He had thick hair around his hole and my lips pulled on the furry tufts I added my finger and found his prostate. I rubbed it and felt hm getting harder. Suddenly, he yelled and shot a full load into my mouth. I greedily drank his sweet load down. His ass smell was masculine and strong, but not offensive. I left my finger in his hole and moved over to his balls. I took each one in my mouth and sucked on the furry sack. 
 
    While I did that I kept massaging the backs of his legs and then inside of his thigh. I felt my own cock growing and thickening and knew I was not far away from cumming myself. Suddenly the cum rose and filled Andys mouth. He sucked hard and drained me. Then he moved to my balls and sucked on them. His hands ran up and down my hairy thighs and I felt the cum stirring again The more he massaged me the more urgent my cock rose in thickness again suddenly I came a second time in his mouth,. I turned hm around so that I could easily get into his crevice. His cheeks were covered with black curly hair and big tufts of hair ran down the back of his legs. 
 
    I put one of the tufts of hair on the back of his legs into my mouth and sucked on it. It tasted of sweat and had a ting of ass smell. I moved my mouth up to his crevice and then searched through the thick hair until I again found his hole. He smelled masculine and ripe and I sucked greedily on him. We kept sucking on our asses and cocks for over and hour. I came three times and Andy came four. Finally we sat back on the bench and stretched our hairy legs out in front of us. Our man smells were stronger now. I could smell his body and he could smell mine. That added to the excitement of sitting there naked. Andy gave me his address and suggested I come over on Saturday, his next day off. 
 
    I agreed and we set a meeting for more mans smells and ass play. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My College Dormmates 
 
      
 
      
 
    I went to college on a shoestring budget. I lived in the cheapest dorms, which didn't have air conditioning, and had bathrooms down the hall. Our rooms were small, and there was barely enough room for two students. Since I was a freshman, and didn't know anyone at the school, I was assigned a roommate. His name was Luis, and he was Hispanic. 
 
    We got along OK, since he was a nerd like me, and mostly kept to himself. Since we didn't have air conditioning in our room, we both hung out in shorts, with no shirts. I loved looking at his brown smooth chest and his hairy legs and armpits. I liked looking at the trail of hair from his navel disappearing down his shorts. I tried to catch glimpses of him when he wasn't looking. 
 
    Sometimes, when he changed his underwear, I was treated to a view of his hairy ass. I never thought about asses before, but when I was alone in the room I found myself jerking off thinking about his ass. I wanted to feel it and play with his hairy crack. After the lights were out, I could hear him jerking off, and sometimes I'd stroke my cock to the same rhythm he stroked his. I longed to go to his bed and taste his cum after he fell asleep but was afraid he would wake up and catch me. 
 
    Luis never seemed to bring girls around. I wondered if he met them somewhere else, but he never asked why I didn't bring any girls around either. One morning, I skipped my first class, and watched him get dressed and go to class. When I was sure he was gone, I went to his pile of dirty clothes and found his freshly discarded briefs. They were moist and sweaty, so I sniffed them as I jerked off. 
 
    I was aroused by his crotch scent and wished I could bury my face between his hairy legs. I shot a huge load in my briefs, and put his briefs back on the pile, then got ready for my next class. After class I went back to my room to wash out my briefs so they wouldn't get a cum stain, but when I checked them out, it looked like the cum must have evaporated. That night we turned out the lights to go to sleep. I heard Luis slid off his shorts and start stroking his cock. I slid down my briefs and started stroking. Jerking off in the dark with Luis was the first real sexual connection I had with anyone. It was just the idea that we jerked off at the same time. 
 
    A moment later, Luis stopped stroking and the only sound in the room was me stroking my cock. When I realized it, I stopped, kind of embarrassed that I was found out. Luis started stroking again, but it was louder. He whispered from across the room and asked if I jerked off dry or with a lube. I said I never tried it with a lube. He asked if I wanted him to show me how. 
 
    I said OK. A moment later, he was sitting on the end of my bed and he wrapped his Vaseline coated hand around my hard cock. I moaned as he started stroking me. It was the first time anyone else ever touched my hard cock. It made me even more excited that a moment earlier, his hand was wrapped around his own cock with the same lube he was using on me now. I raised and lowered my crotch as he stroked me hard and fast. It was obvious he liked stroking me. 
 
    I reached over and started stroking his big hard cock. He moaned softly as I started stroking him. He moved around on the bed in a 69 position with me, and we stroked each other. I buried my face in his crotch, which was very hairy and had a very sensuous scent. As I stroked him I felt his balls and pubes. I got close to shooting my load and told him I was about to cum. I felt him stroking me harder and faster and then felt his warm mouth over the head of my cock. 
 
    I shot a huge load and he swallowed it. I stroked him harder and faster, and felt him starting to throb. I put my mouth over his big head and felt his cum shooting in my mouth and down my throat. I loved how it tasted and swallowed all of it. When he was done, he whispered that what we do in the dark, stays in the dark. He got back in his bed, and we went to sleep. 
 
    The next morning, he acted like nothing happened. We went to breakfast and our classes. When I got back after classes, Luis was studying. He looked up and nodded and went back to studying. I thought I might have done something wrong, but figured I better not bring it up. After dinner, we studied, and I stripped to my underwear and got into bed, with my face to the wall. 
 
    A few minutes later, Luis turned out the lights and I heard him slip off his shorts and waited to hear his bed squeek as he got in bed, but instead I felt him sit on the edge of my bed. I felt his hands on my shoulders massaging my back. It felt really good, so I moved closer to the wall to give him more room. I slid down my briefs and felt him lying against me, with his cock in my crack. I shook with excitement as I felt his body against mine. 
 
    I turned around to face him and felt him press his lips to mine and I felt his tongue exploring my mouth. In a whisper, I asked what he was doing. He said if we could have each other's cocks in our mouths, tongues should be no big deal. i agreed and we kissed passionately. I lay back and let him explore my body, feeling me everywhere. I felt him sucking my nipples and I started licking his hairy pits. 
 
    He got on top of me in a 69 position, and felt him sucking my cock. His hairy crotch was over my face and I took his cock in my mouth and sucked him while my hands explored his hairy ass. I tried to get more and more of his big cock in my mouth until his pubes were tickling my nose. Every breath I took gave me a strong whiff of his crotch. We sucked each other slowly, enjoying the feeling and taste of each other. It only took me a few minutes to shoot my load and he swallowed it. 
 
    Luis started thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth and soon he shot his load in me as well. We lay in bed after wards, and I asked about today. He said as long as we messed around in the dark, it was like it didn't really happen. But when we were in the dark, we could do anything we wanted. I asked if he liked what we were doing, and he said he loved it. I said I did too. He got in his own bed and went to sleep. 
 
    The next day, we carried on as normal. I thought it was weird that we were two straight guys in the day, but at night we were gay lovers having sex, but I loved having sex with him so I played along. I still had not seen him naked in the light, but figured that would happen. While he was at class, I fished his sweaty underwear out of his pile of dirty clothes, found his jar of Vaseline, and slowly jerked off. I shot my load on my night table, got dressed, and went to class. When I came back a few hours later, he was studying and the cum was gone. I didn't say anything. 
 
    When we went to sleep, he turned out his light, and I noticed he turned on a small night light. He said he didn't want to trip over anything in the dark. He slid off his briefs and walked over to my bed. With the soft glow of the light, I could see his naked body. He was beautiful. I slid off my briefs and sat up on the side of my bed. I reached out and felt his big thick cock and bush. I reached around behind him and gently played with his hairy ass. He turned around and let me feel it. 
 
    I ran my tongue down his crack and felt the long thick hair at the bottom closer to his cock. He moaned softly as I felt and licked him. He reached around and parted his cheeks. I kept licking and licked his hole. He moaned more loudly as my tongue brushed across his pucker. I reached my hand between his legs and felt his big low hanging balls as I licked his hole. 
 
    We were both rock hard and he got in bed with me and we sucked eachother's cocks. Before either of us shot our loads, he moved around and started licking my hole. I moaned softly as he gave me new sensations I never felt before. I felt Luis sliding his finger in and out of my hole. He whispered that my ass was tight as my ass seemed to hug his finger. He asked if I liked it and I said yes. 
 
    I heard him open his jar of vaseline and put some on his fingers. Before he slid them back inside me, I pulled back his foreskin and started sucking his cock. He moaned as I deep throated his big cock, and let me enjoy it. He told me to bend over and I felt his lube coated finger slide in and out of my ass. A moment later, he had two fingers inside me, stretching my hole. 
 
    He said he really liked my ass and was glad I liked us doing this. By the time he worked a third finger inside me, I asked if he had done this with many other guys. He said he only did it with his best friend growing up. He said he liked the feeling of closeness and trust when he was inside his friend. 
 
    As his fingers were stretching my ass, he started sucking my cock. I was always ashamed that my cock wasn't that big, but he enjoyed it so much, I loved being naked with him. I warned him that I was going to cum if he didn't stop. He said he loved my cum and planned on getting several loads. 
 
    I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of him sucking me hard while he fingered me deeply. I started to shake and he sucked harder as I exploded in his mouth. After he swallowed, he lay on top of me and kissed me as his big cock grinded into my crotch. He asked if I was ready to give him my cherry. I told him yes, and I felt him pull my legs up on his shoulders as he pressed his hard cock against my hole. I felt him slide inside me with a minimal amount of pain. 
 
    He whispered deep moans as his big cock worked its way inside me. I groaned as he moved in and out of me. He smiled and said that I liked his cock in me. I told him I loved it. He kissed me as he thrust his meat inside me over and over. I stroked my cock as he fucked me, enjoying each of his thrusts, and the feel of his balls banging into me. He played with my nipples as he pounded me harder, and then he exploded deep inside me. He kissed me hard and passionately, keeping his cock inside me. He whispered that I was the best roommate a guy could have and that he hoped we could do this again. I told him he could do it anytime, day or night. 
 
    When I woke up the next morning, Luis was lying in his bed with a hard cock. We had no class because it was the weekend. I walked over to his bed and got out his Vaseline and lubed his cock, which was standing at attention. I got on top of him and squatted down on his cock, until it was completely inside me. I moved up and down on him while he stroked my cock. We both moaned and sighed quietly so no one in other rooms could hear us. He grunted as I thrust myself on and off his cock. He thrust up into me, and soon I felt him unloading inside me. When I got off him, he pulled me to himself and sucked me long and slow until I gave him my load. We stayed in bed all day sucking and fucking. 
 
    Eventually, we got up and showered. I was so sore, I could barely walk. After my shower, I came back to the room and Luis took my towel off me and had me lean over my desk. He spread my cheeks and ate my ass. He turned on some music so people couldn't hear our moans. He held my hips and I felt him pressing his hard cock against my hole. I loved feeling him slide inside me. 
 
    He reached around and stroked my cock as he fucked me. I groaned softly as he thrust deep inside me over and over. I loved feeling his thick blanket of black pubes rubbing against my ass cheeks. As his balls banged into me over and over, I felt myself starting to cum. My ass tightened around his cock, and i felt him shooting his load inside me. He slid his cock out of my ass and I sucked him clean. He parted my cheeks and ate his cum out of me. He lay on top of me on the bed and kissed me. He said someday he was going to get me pregnant. I told him I hoped he kept trying. 
 
    For the next few months, Luis and I fucked all the time. It go so I couldn't cum unless his cock was buried in my ass. During Thanksgiving, Luis, like most guys in our dorm, went home to be with family. I stayed in the dorm, and was horny, missing him. I was walking to the bathroom when I saw Charlie, a black guy from Texas, who lived down the hall from me. He said he was glad to see me because everyone on the floor was gone. He invited me to hang out with him at his room so I went. 
 
    I asked how he liked having his room to himself. He asked how I liked it, and I said I missed having Luis around. Charlie said with the room to himself, he could jerk off whenever he wanted. I told him Luis and I had an agreement about jerking off, and didn't mind doing it in front of each other. Charlie seemed interested, and rubbed his crotch a bit. He asked if we ever helped each other get off. I didn't tell him, but asked if him and his roommate got each other off. He didn't answer me either, but smiled at me and said he sure could use some help in getting off now. I started rubbing his hard cock through his sweat pants, and pulled them down. 
 
    His cock was big and thick and black. I stroked him and felt his big balls before taking him in my mouth and sucking his big cock. He moaned and said I had a great mouth as he ran his fingers through my hair. He slid his hand down the back of my sweat pants and slid a finger in my ass. I moaned as his gentle touch sent electricity through me. He slid off my shirt and lay on top of me kissing me. He pulled my legs up on my chest and tongue fucked my ass. 
 
    He pressed his hard cock against my hole and thrust in and out until he was deep within me. We moaned loudly together as his cock found its depth inside me, and he said he wanted to fuck me since the first day of school. I wrapped my legs around him as he thrust his cock in me over and over. He sucked my tits and stroked my cock. I was excited to think about his big black cock deep inside me. I told him I was going to cum and he pulled out of me and sucked my cock and swallowed my cum. 
 
    He thrust his cock back in me and pounded me hard until he filled me with cum. He slid out of me and I sucked him clean. Charlie smiled and said you really like black cock. I said it wasn't that it was black, but that it was his. Charlie said, "so you want me to fuck you again?" 
 
    I told him he could fuck me as much as he wanted any time he wanted. He said this weekend will be like a practice session. If I liked being fucked by him, he'd fuck me until our roomies got back, and we could see how it goes after that. I really liked that, and sucked Charlie hard again. He sat up and had me sit on his cock facing him. I rode his cock as he kissed me and played with my tits and cock as he thrust his cock up into me over and over. 
 
    I was stroking my cock and wanted to cum again. I told him to fuck me hard and fast, and he obliged. We both got very sweaty as his thick cock widened my hole. I moaned loudly as i shot my load between us. He held me tightly and pounded me until I felt his cum shooting hard in me. He lay me down and ate his cum out of me. Later, he lay me on my side and fucked me from behind. I shook from excitement every time he thrust his big cock inside me. 
 
    By friday, we both smelled pretty intense from our mixed sweat and went to the showers. No one else was around so we soaped each other up, and then Charlie told me to lean against the wall. He soaped my ass and his cock and fucked me. While he was pounding me, I heard the door open. A guy walked in, and watched us. He started stroking his cock. He lived on another floor. He was an Asian guy with a seven inch cock. I had seen him before but never talked with him. 
 
    His body was smooth except for his pubes and armpits. Charlie waved for him to come over. Charlie asked if he ever fucked a guy. He shook his head that he hadn't. Charlie pulled his cock out of me and motioned for the Asian guy to take his place. He got behind me and slid his cock in my ass. Charlie got in front of me and I started sucking his cock. I thought it was incredibly hot to have a guy I didn't even know fucking me. Charlie told him it was OK, because I liked it. 
 
    He started thrusting in me harder and faster. He moaned loudly and shot his load in my ass. When he was done, he and Charlie traded places and I sucked his cock clean while Charlie fucked me using the Asian guy's cum as a lube. While Charlie was finishing fucking me, the Asian guy left. When we were done, we showered and Charlie said he had to go somewhere but would knock on my door when he got back that night. 
 
    I was horny, thinking about the Asian guy, and went down to his floor hoping to find him. I found him in his room studying. His door was open so I walked in. He blushed when he saw me and looked down. He thanked me for earlier. I asked him if he ever did that with a guy before, and he shook his head that he hadn't. I told him I really liked it and if he ever wanted to do it again, I'd really like it, but I told him I'd appreciate it if we could keep it quiet. 
 
    He said he liked it and wouldn't tell anyone, then he asked if I'd like to suck him now. He slid down his pants and I sucked his cock while I played with his soft smooth balls and his furry straight pubes. He moaned and then stopped me. He sat on the bed and had me stand up and pulled down my pants and started sucking my cock. I loved how he felt my thighs and balls. He had me lie in his bed and told him to straddle my face. I sucked his balls as i stroked his cock, before licking from his balls to his ass. He moaned and pulled my legs up and he slid his cock inside me. 
 
    As he slid his cock in and out of me, he said his name was Tim, and how much he loved fucking me. I moaned as he fucked me and told him how good he felt inside me. He stroked my cock hard as he pounded me harder and I squeezed my ass around his hard cock. I shot my load and he ate my cum as he pounded me. A moment later, Tim shot his second load inside me. He lay on top of me with his cock still inside me. 
 
    I pressed my lips to his and we kissed. He said if I were his roommate, he would fuck me day and night. I told him he could fuck me day and night anyway. He smiled and said he didn't have a roommate, so he could have me over anytime I wanted. While we lay there, I licked his pits and he sucked my tits. 
 
    Tim didn't have any experience with guys, so I spent the day with him as we explored each other's bodies. That afternoon, he fucked me again, and he said he needed to meet some people, so i got dressed and left. 
 
    When I got back to my room, there was a note under the door from Charlie to meet him at a hamburger place off campus. 
 
    When I got there, Charlie was waiting outside. He said when he saw how excited I got when the Asian guy fucked me, he set something up with a couple of friends that I might like. We walked to a house off campus, and when we got there, two guys came to the door. I had never seen them before. One was a skinny blond, about 20, and the other was a chubby guy in his 30s. They led us to the bedroom which had a king sized bed. The blond slid his hands up my shirt and played with my chubby tits. He whispered in my ear that he loved chubby guys. 
 
    I looked over at Charlie, and saw he had the chubby guy naked and he was sucking the guy's tits and stroking his cock. The blond guy pulled down my sweat pants and briefs, and sucked my cock as he sat on the bed. He took off his shirt, revealing his smooth tight chest, and I slid off his pants. His white briefs looked old and worn, and I felt his cock and big balls through them. 
 
    I thought he was hard but when I pulled down his briefs, I saw he wasn't. His cock was big soft. I started sucking his cock and he got harder and bigger. He had me lay on the bed and spread my legs as he fingered my hole. I groaned as he pressed his cock against my hole and slid inside me. Charlie was next to us, fucking the chubby guy. I watched his big black cock disappear inside the guy's ass. 
 
    It was hot having a total stranger's hard bare cock deep inside me while my friend fucked another stranger next to me. The chubby guy held my hand and tongue kissed me as we were being fucked. It was like the four of us were connected. The blond guy stroked my cock as he fucked me, and said how much he liked being in my ass. There was something about a total stranger sliding his bare cock in my ass that excited me. 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more excited I got. The blond guy got more excited and said he was going to cum and thrust himself deep inside me as his forceful ropes of cum filled me. He pulled his cock out and I sucked him clean. Charlie, seeing that the blond guy shot his load, pulled out of the chubby guy and slid his cock in me and fucked me hard until he shot his load in me. when he was done, the chubby guy ate the cum out of my ass and I sucked his cock until he cummed. 
 
    As we walked back to the dorm, Charlie asked how I liked our evening. I said it was hot. He said there was something for everyone. I like being fucked by strangers, The blond likes fucking chubs, the chub likes eating cum, and he liked fucking and watching guys get fucked. I mentioned that I don't even know their names. Charlie said it makes it hotter that way. It was late when I got back to the dorm and I fell asleep. 
 
    I woke up the next morning with Tim knocking on my door. I let him in and when he saw I was alone, he said he woke up really horny and asked if I could help him out. I pulled down his sweats and he wasn't wearing any underwear. I sucked his cock while I played with his dark straight bush, breathing in the aroma of his sweaty crotch. As I played with his balls he thrust his cock in and out of my mouth over and over. 
 
    He ran his fingers through my hair as I sucked him and he moaned and said how much he loved it. He thrust harder and faster, and shot his load in my mouth and down my throat. When he was done, he sat on my bed and stroked my cock. He appologised for not sucking me, and I said it was OK, because I liked being jerked off hard more than I liked being sucked. 
 
    He started stroking me very hard and it felt really good, giving me one of the best orgasms I had in a while. He asked if I had any plans for the day and I told him no. He said he'd really like having sex with me, and I said I'd like that very much. We spent the morning and afternoon fucking and then he had to go. I reminded him that we could do this anytime, and he left. 
 
    It was late afternoon, and I was craving cock. The problem was, no one was around. I walked around on the other floors of the dorm looking to see if there were any open doors in hope of finding someone else who was horny. As I was finishing walking along the second floor, I noticed a door semi open at the end of the hall. I saw a dark skinned indian sitting at his desk in his boxers. 
 
    He looked up and said HI. He said he thought most guys were gone for the weekend. I said I was here and bored out of my mind. He invited me in and I sat across from him in his roommate's chair. Since he was wearing baggy boxers and had hairy legs. I could see up the leg and noticed his large black cock. He noticed me looking but he didn't adjust himself. He asked what I did with my time with no one around. 
 
    I said I was enjoying meeting new people, relaxing with them. He smiled and said he was hoping to meet new people too, but he was kinda shy. We introduced ourselves. His name was Samir. He asked what I like to do for fun. I gently rubbed my crotch and said l was open to anything. Samir rubbed his crotch and said he could think of a lot of things. I noticed his cock was getting bigger. 
 
    Samir said he could think of a few things but we would have to close his door. I got up, closed it and locked it. When I sat down again, the head of his cock was sticking out the leg of his boxers. It was pink surrounded by a dark shaft. He stood up and I pulled down his boxers, causing his big hard cock to spring up. It was surrounded by a thick black bush and I licked the head and took him in my mouth. He moaned as I sucked him and felt his hairy thighs and ass. His crotch scent was intoxicating. He remarked that I really enjoy sucking cock. 
 
    I said I enjoy everything with cock. He had me stand up and he slid down my sweat pants. I wasn't wearing underwear and he sat on the bed and sucked me while he fingered my ass. He said I had a really nice ass and that he hadn't cum in two days and could really fill it. I told him I would love it. He asked me to lean over his desk and spread my legs. He spit on his cock, and I felt him press the head agaisnt my hole. We both moaned as his cock slid deep in my ass. I loved feeling his pubes brushing against my cheeks as he slowly thrust in and out of me. 
 
    He reached around me and stroked my cock as he fucked me. It was hot thinking that I had only met Samir fifteen minutes earlier and now he had his bare cock buried in my ass. He thrust his cock harder and faster in me, and I told him I was going to cum. He pulled out of me, turned me around and sucked me until I emptied the last drop of my cum in his mouth. 
 
    He turned me around again and slid his cock back inside me. He shot a huge load inside me and pulled out of me. He let his cum drip out of me and fed it to me. He said he wished he met me sooner, because we could have been fucking all semester. We lay naked together in his bed and I told him he can fuck me whenever he wants. I spent the night with him and he fucked me two more times that night and once more in the morning. 
 
    I went back to my room and got cleaned up and showered. Luis got back that evening, and fucked me over and over. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Club Cover Charge 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The three of us rushed to the nightclub's toilets, our lust and hormones urging us on. We crammed ourselves into a cubicle and did what horny men do best. I was in the middle of the meat sandwich, I was the meat, and the two guys were the buns. The one behind me was pushed up hard against my back and I could feel him dry humping my crack with his stiff dick through our pants. His hands were around my waist and fidgeting with my jeans, trying to undo them. The other guy was standing in front of me, just off to the side a little so he could hump my thigh with his erection. He had his hands on my hips, pulled my shirt out of my jeans and slid his hands under it, and onto the bare flesh of my back. I would have moaned a little had our lips not been locked in a kiss, a pash, a wet tonguey, sucking the spit from each other's mouths. 
 
    My dick was suddenly free of its fabric constraint, the guy behind me started pulling on it roughly, it hurt a little but I could live with it. I wanted something in my hands, but couldn't decide which I wanted. If I reached behind myself I could wedge my hands between my arse and the guys hips and grab at him, or I could push the guy in front of me off my thigh and fondle him. The latter was easier to do, and I would be able to see what I was doing then too. 
 
    I shifted my weight to my other leg, denying the guy my thigh to ride. I grabbed him straight away, feeling the heat and stiffness of his excited flesh. I opened his pants, yanked the zipper down and his manhood poked out the hole of his boxers. I grabbed it and started tossing him off in one hand while the other went into his boxers in search of the balls that dangled below his cock. I cupped them in my hands, just as my pants fell to the floor, I was completely naked from the waist down, my jeans around my ankles. The guy behind me pulled away from me and the hand he had on my balls was withdrawn. A second later and I heard the noise of a zipper being quickly pull down. A second after that and I felt the hot, hard head of a cock sliding into my crack. 
 
    It slid down my crack, lubed by the guy's own sticky pre-cum, found my hole and he pushed in hard. No matter how horny I was, initial penetration hurt without foreplay and decent lubrication. I drew back from the other guy's lips gasping in pain and pleasure as he started to hammer away. Lust wouldn't allow for a slow build up, it demanded fast and furious release, and this guy was getting himself just that. I had just enough time to utter one foul word at the pain from the sudden penetration before his hand, the one he used to play with my balls then undo his zipper was clamped down tight on my mouth keeping me silent. He was pounding away at me, his powerful upward thrusts lifting me to my tip toes, my heels just touching the ground before another strong thrust sent me skyward. 
 
    Denied my lips and tongue, the guy in front of me dropped to his knees and took my throbbing member into his mouth, the guy behind me letting go of it and wrapping his arm around my waist, his hand under my shirt on my skin. I would have sighed at being sucked but for the hand over my mouth. 
 
    The guy in my didn't even last a minute. With a loud, animalistic grunt and an obscenity growled in my ear he jerked up into me a few more times, I felt his cock twitch inside me a few times as he sprayed my bowels with his hot semen. There was a lot, and I loved the feeling of it hot and wet in my arse, his dick squirting another two times even after he had stopped banging away at my butt. It had obviously been a while since he had seen any action. 
 
    He pulled out and straight away I could feel his juices dribbling from my hole and trickling down my leg. The guy sucking me stood up as the guy behind me grabbed my hips and spun me around on the spot. He mashed his lips to mine and snaked his long tongue into my mouth and began wrestling my own while jacking me off in his hands. I grabbed his slimy still hard prick just as the guy behind me entered my back passage. I was loose now, worked open by the guy I now kissed so there was no pain as he jabbed into me and started pounding away at me, but he lacked the power of friend and he slapped loudly against my cheeks rather than lifting me off the ground. 
 
    He still had his boxers on, I could feel the coolness of the fabric on my cheeks as he pumped me. The guy now in front of me dropped his his knees, his dick slipped from my hands and he took me into his mouth. On his knees, he had one hand massaging my balls as he worked my cock in his mouth, and his other hand worked his own hard flesh. I was close to cuming, my loins were tingling and I was beginning to pant. And then the guy fucking me came, and the noises he made, and the mental picture of his cock spurting inside me sent me over the edge. 
 
    I silenced myself as I came, not wanting to alert others of what we were doing, and filled the mouth of the guy sucking me. It had been a week since I had seen any action, so I knew my load would be plenty hot, plenty thick, and more than enough to slake the guy's thirst. I felt each blast sear through the tubes of my crotch before exploding in white heat from the tip of my dick. I felt my own sticky juices flowing around my knob and shaft before the guy swallowed them, flicking his tongue over the head to milk me for more. I gave him a week's worth of white glue, I knew my own body, and after saving it up for so long it would be like thick yogurt, salty thick yogurt. 
 
    The guy behind me had pulled out, and after swallowing the last of my load the guy in front of me stood up. As soon as he was on his feet, he grabbed my neck and pulled me down to his awaiting cock. His jocks were pushed to the side of his manhood, rather than pulled right off. I took him in and sucked the slime and sweat from his cock. He grabbed a handful of my hair and held me still and started face fucking me with the same upwards thrusts he had used on my arse, but without the power. I took him deep throat style, leaving my throat open so he could go in and out with ease. 
 
    His friend came from behind me and stood next to him, semi-rigid weapon in hand. I reached up and grabbed it, stroking him. Suddenly the one I was sucking pulled out of my mouth, and pulled on my hair, guiding my head over to his hard up buddy. My mouth still open he thrust into me. I sucked him for a few minutes before I was guided back onto his friends cock again and face fucked. He pounded my lips for a minute or so, then with another muffled grunt, he pulled out of my mouth, held my head still between his hands and his cock sprayed his lust over my face and neck. His dick bounced up and down, twitching upwards just as a jet of semen spewed from his knob and splattered my face. Each successive blast was weaker, some splattered my face, some my neck, and the last few squirts dribbled from the head and fell to the floor. When he had finished he let my head go and I was able to stand up. 
 
    As soon as I was on my feet, the other guy grabbed my raging manhood and stroked it a few times, placing his other hand on his friend's hip. The guy I had just sucked turned his back to me, his pants dropped to the floor leaving only his jocks covering his arse. He reached behind himself and pulled his jocks to one side, exposing his hairy bum hole to me. I stepped up to him, his friend guided me to his passage and I pushed in. He gasped as I entered him, and I moaned as his tight, hot hole squeezed every inch of my flesh. I wasn't going to last long, but it didn't bother me. Lust was about getting off quickly, getting in, getting off, and getting out, wham bam thanks a load man! 
 
    I started banging him hard and fast, pushing him hard against the wall, and lifting him to his tip toes with each of my powerful thrusts just as he had done to me. The other guy moved behind me and put a hand between my legs and grabbed my balls. He massaged them, moving his hand up and down with my jabbing before letting go and standing right up against me. I had to slow down as he got comfortable, wedging his penis between my butt cheeks, then I sped up again and slammed my way home again and again in his friend. He matched my every movement, never letting his erection leave my crack. 
 
    I built myself up quick, and with a grunt I came. I jabbed up into his bum with each ejaculation and felt my own load sliding down his bowels and trickling around my cock. With each spurt I growled in the guy's ear and slammed up into him, lifting him almost off the floor. He took it all like the hot man he was without so much as a whimper, and with the last two shots I blew into him, I felt my own hot love juice dribbling down the length of my manhood and onto my balls. 
 
    I finished cuming and was about to pull out when the guy behind me pulled back a little, and was then inside me. It was my turn to take it like a man again as he jack hammered my arse. The wet noise of his sweaty balls slapping on my arse would have been easily heard by anyone in the bathroom, not that I cared. I reached round the front of the guy I was still buried in and grabbed his limp dick. It was cold and slimy, and spongy soft in my hand. I groped his balls as well, rolling them around as his buddy tried to get off. 
 
    He lasted about a minute and a half before filling me with his cream again. This time he slammed home and held himself up to the hilt inside me. I could feel his cock twtich and spasm in my bum as it ejaculated and pumped jet after jet of scorching hot white semen into me. I could feel each shot against my bowels walls, and felt it building up inside my arse, waiting for him to pull out so it could dribble from my loose hole. 
 
    He finished cuming, and pulled out, I heard his juice splatter on the floor and felt the rest dribble down my inner thighs. I pulled out of the guy I was in and stepped back from him. My own thick cream splutted on the floor, and ran slowly down his thighs. He turned around and grabbed some toilet paper. He wiped his dick clean, then reached behind and wiped his crack clean. His friend already had his pants back on as he drew his up. I followed the guy's lead and cleaned myself up. By the time I was pulling my pants up, the two guys were dressed again and ready to leave. 
 
    "Seeya." said the guy I had fucked last. 
 
    "Bye." I panted quietly as they both left, shutting the door behind them. 
 
    I was spent, but knew that it wouldn't take me long to get horny again and be after some more tight arse and hard cock to play with, maybe even take some lucky kid home with me and make him a man. Eighteen year old birthday boys on their first clubbing experience were always the best, submissive, always doing what they're told, super tight arse's that made a fist feel loose, and more stamina than most experienced stallions I knew had. Ah the lust of youth, it could keep a boy going all night and most of the next day. You'd be sore afterwards, but by God it would be worth it. 
 
    I sat down on the toilet for a moment to recover some strength, enough to go back out to the club and dance sleazy long enough to find something cute to take home. The door suddenly opened, and a young boy looked in. He looked alot like one of the eighteen year olds I just mentioned. We looked at each other for a couple of seconds, and I could feel a warm wet patch forming in the seat of my pants as the loads of the two men began to leak from my hole. The kid looked off to his side for a moment, 
 
    "Hey James, come here." he said. 
 
    Another youth stood in the doorway and looked in. They watched me for a few seconds, I couldn't be bothered saying anything, it was obvious what they wanted. The one called James stepped in first, followed closely by his friend who closed and locked the door behind him. James unzipped his pants and whipped out his half-hard manhood. It stuck out and the head bent down to the floor like a banana. With the door locked, the other guy faced me and fished his dick out. He was still completely limp as they both stood their baring their all to me. As I reached up to grab them, life quickly pumped into their manhood's and James was rock hard in my grip after just a few strokes. His friend was half-hard so I went to lean forward and suck him fully erect. 
 
    "James is the birthday boy. Do him first." The guy said. 
 
    I didn't care who I did first, so I went to James and took him in. He moaned out loud. 
 
    "Shh James. You don't want everyone knowing we're in here for christ's sake." 
 
    James silenced himself, 
 
    "It feels so good though." he whispered rather throatily. 
 
    "Lemme have a feel." James' friend said, grabbing my head and pulling me to him. 
 
    I took him in and he gasped out loud, 
 
    "Oh shit." 
 
    I sucked him for all he was worth for just a few seconds, deep throating him and taking every inch of flesh he had to offer. 
 
    "Hey, it's my birthday." James complained, trying to pull me back to him. 
 
    "Oh shit wait," the guy panted, "I'm gonna cum." 
 
    James let go of my face just as my mouth was flooded with eighteen years worth of young teenage semen. I swallowed fast, and he came fast, his hips jerked a few times, his dick twitch a few more and it was all over in a few seconds. He pulled out and I swallowed the last of his load before James bought his dick to my lips. 
 
    "Oh man that was good." James' friend moaned, stroking his slimy cock. 
 
    I only had to work James for thirty seconds before he gasped and tried to pull out of my mouth, trying to get his hand around his dick. I grabbed his wrist and yanked his hand away from his throbbing dick and moved my head forward more onto him. I sucked him hard and fast as he came, filling my mouth with yet another salty, teenage load. James didn't spurt though, it just dribbled thick and fast from his knob, I flicked my tongue over his head and licked it up, swallowed it down. When he was finished he pulled back, withdrawing from my mouth. 
 
    I stood up, and without hesitation, James stepped forward and had one hand rubbing my crotch while the other worked the button to my jeans. 
 
    "Hey. Why don't you two come back to my place? There's plenty more room and we can party all night." 
 
    They both looked at each other for a moment, then faced me again. 
 
    "Ok." James said. 
 
    "Let's go then." I said, trying to make my way past James to the door. 
 
    "Wait. I wanna see your dick. I've never touched another guy's before." 
 
    I stood still and he quickly undid my zipper and reached in. He found my meat and grabbed it. 
 
    "Does it feel good?" I asked. 
 
    "Yeah." he whispered back, squeezing me. 
 
    His friend stepped up to me and reached into my fly as well and I had two hands fondling me. James' friend's other hand went to my chest and tweaked my erect nipples through the fabric of my shirt. He tweaked them only a second or so before putting his hand on my upper arm and sliding it under my shirt. He slid his hand over my shoulder back to my nipple where he could now pinch me, flesh to flesh. 
 
    I started to feel myself getting hard again. I let the fondle a bit longer and soon I was completely rock hard again. When it was hard they kept stroking me with their hands and soon they both got down on their knees in front of me. They started licking the cock with both their mouths. Two tongues working that cock of mine. 
 
    I was loving it. I let the slurp and really grease my cock up. Then James started sucking the very tip of my cock as his friend continued licking my shaft and balls. It was really utterly amazing. They kept sucking me there in the bathroom until I came in Jame's mouth. I was shooting my load into his mouth and he moaned as it shot into him. I let out a moan as well as Jame's friend sucked my balls into his mouth. He was playing with it in his mouth and it was amazing. Stretching my ballsack and really was driving me nuts, no pun intended. 
 
    After I came, they both looked so pleased with themselves. We left for my place where we ended up fucking again, to then lay sleeping together. Embracing each other and just feeling like life was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Meeting Young Kid While Stranded at Airport 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was stuck in the Clevland Airport waiting for a connecting flight when almost two feet of snow shut the place down. I had thought I was lucky to get in from Texas but now was beginning to wonder. I started out at gate B04 but then there was to be a gate change so my herd headed over to gate B13. The new gate was already packed with people trying to get out to Miami. There were no seats open anyway, so I took a spot against the wall and sat down to see how things developed. 
 
    I had a book out to read, but was really mostly people watching while I waited. The place was packed, and flights were being cancelled right and left, but people where pretty calm for the most part. I mean, when the skies open and two feet of snow get dumped it's hard to get pissed at anyone. There was this one cute guy in a U of M sweatshirt that caught my eye. 
 
    For one thing he was really cute and another he had this light tan that was unusual with all the snow piled up outside. But then he was probably headed back to Miami after Christmas break. I watched him while he was in line to get on a waiting list for the next flight towards Miami, whenever that might happen to be. When he left the counter, he hesitated a minute, but then came over to where I was sitting and took a spot next to me. I looked up as he sat down and he smiled. 
 
    "Hey." 
 
    "Hi." 
 
    "You headed back to college?" The young blond kid asked. 
 
    "Yeah, grad school," I replied. 
 
    "Oh, cool. What are you studying?" 
 
    "Computer Engineering. What about you?" 
 
    "Nothing yet; I graduate from high school in June," the kid explained. 
 
    "Oh, I thought...," Traveling alone around this time of year I had assumed he was going back to college. 
 
    "I have an uncle in Louisville. Was visiting a couple of colleges too." 
 
    "Ah, fun." I remembered doing that. 
 
    "Yeah, pretty cool. Sucks to get stuck here though. It's 70 degrees back home." 
 
    "Miami?" I asked. 
 
    "Near there, yeah. My brother goes to school there," he pulled out his sweatshirt to illustrate. I couldn't help but look at the smooth lines of his neck as he exposed a bit more of skin. 
 
    "So, your flight get cancelled yet?" he asked 
 
    "Not yet. Just waiting for the announcement though." 
 
    "Yeah, I heard up to two feet of snow. I don't know when I'll get out of here." 
 
    There was another string of announcements but not my flight yet. Then a weather report came on the TV, which was bad news, but nothing really new. This was followed by a feature about new years resolutions. 
 
    "I'm struggling with one of my resolutions already," commented my new friend. 
 
    "It's not even the new year yet," I laughed. 
 
    "I know, isn't that sad?" he laughed too and it showed his full red lips and perfect white teeth. 
 
    "It's not really a new year's resolution," he explained. "More like... well I don't know, but it's a resolution." We both laughed. 
 
    "So, what did you resolve?" I asked after a pause. 
 
    "Well," he hesitated, looking at me intently. "I got my own car last summer and took over the garage apt my brother had before he went off to college." 
 
    "Cool." 
 
    "Yeah, not on my own yet, but still way more freedom than I had," he said emphatically. "I've got three younger brothers and sisters, so way more privacy now." 
 
    "Ah, cool." I could sympathize. 
 
    "Anyway, my resolution," he leaned in closer and whispered in my ear, "was to not jack off for a year." 
 
    He was looking at me for a reaction when I turned a questioning look at him. What kind of crazy resolution was that. 
 
    "How do you survive?" I asked, only half joking. 
 
    "Oh, no, I'm not celibate or anything," he insisted, "no way." He gave a little shudder like the thought was inconceivable. "I get off, I just don't jack off." 
 
    "Ah," I went from confused to oddly impressed. 
 
    "It's a crazy thing I guess, but I just wanted a little push to... you know, get some of that experience you can't get without a little freedom." 
 
    There was a little silence while I digested what he was telling me. My cock hardened in my jeans as my imagination took over. 
 
    "I made the resolution and it helps me be a little more... aggressive about going after what I want, you know?" 
 
    "Yeah. Wow. So, the garage apartment, that gives you privacy enough?" I asked. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm still careful about who I invite over, but yeah. And the car helps a lot too." 
 
    "How long have you gone?" I asked, curious. 
 
    "Over four months now," he calculated with a grin. 
 
    "Huh. How long were you at your uncle's?" I asked. 
 
    "A week," he replied. "I hooked up with a guy at Louisville," he confided in a whisper, "The internet is a great thing." 
 
    He said he had sex with a guy on one of his campus visits. A random guy. A guy. The way he casually said it, I don't know if he even realized it or not. It wasn't a surprise really, just that hearing the confirmation that he was gay sent a jolt to my already hard cock. 
 
    "Still, I am so horny," he admitted, "and sitting around in an airport with nothing to do doesn't help." 
 
    Then we were interrupted by his cell phone ringing. 
 
    "So, are you a doctor?" I asked after he hung up. He had scribbled down some information from his phone call onto a prescription pad. 
 
    "Huh, oh no, my dad is though," he replied. "He moved to a new office so we got his old pads for scratch paper now." 
 
    "I see." 
 
    "That was my dad," he continued. "He got a room for me at the airport Hilton. They still have a shuttle running he said." 
 
    "Sweet." 
 
    "Did they call your flight?" he asked. 
 
    "Not yet," I replied. 
 
    "I need to head over to the hotel. My dad wants me to call him after I check in and all." 
 
    "Cool," I replied. "Well, was nice meeting you." 
 
    "Yeah, same here." 
 
    There was an awkward pause. 
 
    "Good luck with that resolution thing," I offered. 
 
    "Yeah thanks," he laughed. "Not sure what I'm going to do about that." 
 
    He stood up to go, but then whipped out his pad and pen again. 
 
    "I'm probably gonna be pretty bored so maybe you can give me a call if you want to hang out or something later," he offered. 
 
    "Sure," I replied. "I don't have any other plans." 
 
    He bent over his pad for a long minute, hesitating about something. Eventually he handed me a folded piece of paper. 
 
    "I'm not a real doctor, but here's a prescription for you anyway," he said as he handed me the note. Then he was off without looking back. 
 
    The note said: 
 
    To relieve acute airport boredom: Fresh semen. Administered, preferably anally, by direct injection. Refills: yes. 
 
    Signed: Dr. Bryce. And then a cell phone number. 
 
    I was totally stunned. The kid wanted to fuck me! It was hard for me to think clearly. No question I wanted it. Just hard for me to grasp that it was really there in black and white. 
 
    After my flight was finally cancelled officially I dialed the number. 
 
    "Hello." 
 
    "Hey, is this, um, Bryce?" I asked. Not sure if that was a first name or last or what. 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    "Hey, I was just talking with you in the airport..." 
 
    "Yeah, what's up?" 
 
    "Not much, flight just got cancelled." 
 
    "That sucks." 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    "So, what are you up to now?" he asked. 
 
    "Uh, I don't know," I replied. "Not much I guess." 
 
    "You read my scrip?" he asked. 
 
    "Uh, yeah," I said. "Sounds more like a solution for YOUR boredom." 
 
    "Heh heh, yeah, maybe so," he admitted. 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    "So, you interested?" he asked. 
 
    "In a visit to Dr. Bryce?" I asked. 
 
    "Yeah," he laughed. 
 
    I hesitated. 
 
    "Sure... I could do that," I said at last. 
 
    "You don't sound too sure," he replied. 
 
    "Well, it's just that...," I trailed off. I wasn't used to getting propositioned like this. 
 
    "Hey it's cool," he assured me. "I just took a shot cause I am so horny. I don't know if you are into that or not. It's cool." 
 
    "It's ok," I said. "I could come over for a... while." 
 
    "To hang out, or what?" he asked. 
 
    "Well, for, um, a," I stammered. 
 
    "For an... injection?" he asked. 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    "Have you been fucked before?" he asked bluntly. 
 
    "Yeah," I replied. 
 
    "Cool." 
 
    "Do you like it?" he asked. 
 
    "Sure," I admitted. 
 
    "Awesome!" he said. "I am not into making out or anything with a guy, but I do like to get head and to fuck. So a guy who gets off on taking it is perfect." 
 
    "That's cool," I said. 
 
    "So, can you come over, like, right now?" He asked. "I wasn't kidding when I said I was sooo horny. It has been two days since I last got off." 
 
    "Heh, sure," I said. God he was making me horny. 
 
    He told me where to catch the shuttle and his room number and I headed right over. I took a couple of deep breaths to collect myself before knocking on the door. He answered the door in just a towel and a mischievous grin and let me in. 
 
    "Nice," I said, admiring his smooth, toned body. 
 
    "Thanks," he replied. "You want to shower first?" 
 
    "Um, sure," I figured it was probably good idea after sitting on planes and in airports all day. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and self consciously stripped off my clothes and looked at my horny reflection. Then I stepped into the warm shower and washed myself. After just a minute I saw that Bryce had entered the bathroom. Through the glass I could just tell that he was naked. He approached the shower and slid the door open and leaned in. 
 
    "I decided I couldn't wait," he said as he set down a bottle of lube on the edge of the tub. 
 
    He stepped in and faced me with his hard cock pointed at the ceiling. He came forward and turned me to the wall, moving up to press his cock in the crack of my ass at the same time. A hand on my shoulder bent me over towards the wall as he rubbed himself, sighing in anticipation. He pulled back after just a few seconds and picked up the lube. He rubbed some in my crack and poked me with his finger, fucking it into me several times before applying a coat to his straining cock. 
 
    "Are you ready?" he breathed into my ear. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    He placed the head of his cock at my hole and immediately applied pressure. He backed off a little when I started to pull away, but his cock was still insistent. I relaxed and he entered me, pulling me down on his cock with one long, deep thrust that tore a grunt from each of us. Right away his hips jerked against my ass as he gave reign to his pent up need and fucked me. I think he started to cum almost immediately, but his thrusting kept up for a dozen strokes more before he buried his cock deep in me to deliver the last of his sperm. 
 
    He pulled out of my ass wordlessly and gave me a tired smile before getting out of the shower. I heard him at the sink washing his spent cock as I finished up my shower. When I got out and dried off he was sprawled out on one of the beds watching TV with his boxers on. I came out wearing my towel. 
 
    "Thanks man, that was just what I needed," he said. 
 
    "Thanks, me too," I replied. 
 
    "Do you like to suck cock?" he asked. 
 
    "Sure," I replied hesitantly, wondering where he was going with the question since he had just cum a few minutes ago. 
 
    "Cool," he said, stripping off his boxers to lie naked on the bed. "Suck me for a while and then I'll fuck you again." 
 
    Wow. I was wondering what would happen next, but had not thought he would be ready to go so soon. 
 
    He already had his legs spread where he reclined on the bed so I wasted no time in getting between them and taking his semi-hard cock into my mouth. He moaned his pleasure as I sucked him and sure enough, after just a couple minutes he was fully hard again. 
 
    "Turn around," he commanded when I pulled off his cock. 
 
    I positioned myself on my hands and knees facing the end of the bed and some college bowl game on the TV. Immediately I felt first his hands on my hips as he knelt behind me and then the tip of his cock probing at my hole. He entered me slowly and immediately started with a steady fuck stroke. I grunted in time with his hips slapping against my ass. He kept a steady pace for five full minutes. I felt a sheen of sweat where his hands gripped my hips. He sped up his steady motion and the bed began a rhythmic squeaking over the crowd noise from the tv. He was breathing hard and we were both sweating when he turned up the intensity of his fucking as he neared orgasm. He pounded me with quick, hard strokes and his grunts turned into gasps of release. 
 
    This fuck left him satisfied and it was two hours before he mounted me again for another steady pounding. After that we both showered again and went to bed. He woke me up with his erection rubbing against my ass about 4am. He rolled on top of me and probed for my hole. When he entered me and slid all the way in, he just lay there for a long time on top of me. Eventually he began a slow lesiurely thrusting which would continue for a minute or two and then stop as Bryce almost dozed on top of me. After about a half hour of this he sped up and emptied his nuts into my ass for the fourth time. Amazingly, he fucked me again in the morning before we went downstairs for breakfast. 
 
    I told him I had never been fucked so many times in one night before. He said he never had either, but that he had not gotten laid much lately and that I had a nice tight ass. Besides, despite having the garage apt, he had never had that opportunity to just fuck whenever he had the urge before. He said he had a feeling college was going to be sweet. 
 
    I was sorry to see him go back to Florida. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Watching Jerry Jerk 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I had never been out of the States before so that when I was asked by my friend Brian to accompany him and his family for a two week vacation in Jamaica, I jumped at the chance. I can remember planning the trip for several days, the frenetic packing and the relatively smooth plane trip to the island. The group consisted of Brian, his parents, an older sister and her friend from college, and Jerry, Brian's 18 yr old brother. Brian's parents had rented an entire house at Ocho Rios so that his parents stayed in one room, the sister and friend in another and we boys stayed in the third room. There was a forth bedroom but the window AC made such noise that no one wanted to sleep in the room. 
 
    Our first week was spent sight seeing: enjoying the markets in and around Ocho Rios, taking trips to the countryside but very wisely avoiding the larger cities. Evenings would be spent sitting on the back porch enjoying the sunset while drinking the local brew (It was much safer than the water, I was told). In that one summer, I surely drank more beer than I ever have ever since. Normally, the parents would retire around 11PM, the sister and friend would turn in at midnight and us boys would usually stay up til 1AM or so. 
 
    Normally, Brian would turn in first and fall immediately to sleep. Jerry and I would usually linger over a beer for another half hour or so and then also turn in. Our room was quite large. Brian slept next to the window AC in a single bed while Jerry and I occupied bunk beds that fortunately had been separated into two singles lying side by side. We had the usual bedding (pillow cases, sheets and a thin blanket/coverlet). I am an evening showerer, so my routine always involves bathing just before bed. When I was finished, both Brian and Jerry were always fast asleep - or so I thought. 
 
    I normally take 20-30 minutes to fall asleep and am easily awakened, especially when sleeping in a strange bed. On this particular evening, we followed our usual routine and I turned in around 2AM. I had difficulty sleeping and so just lay there thinking about the events of the day. Like most guys, I do enjoy a good jerk off from time to time and I had just slipped my hand under my jockie shorts to start the tube massage when I heard some familiar sounds coming from Jerry's bunk. The unmistakable rustling of the linens led me to conclude that Jerry was whacking his rod. 
 
    Now, Jerry was a real cutie: 5 ft 8 inches, raven black, shoulder length hair, intensely blue eyes and a build somewhere between a professional swimmer and gymnast. He loved working in the sun and so had a gorgeous tan all over his well muscled body. He was somewhat shy, soft-spoken and always quick to laugh at my rather corny jokes. I had developed a real lust for Jerry. I would have done ANYTHING he wanted - if he would just give me the chance. I had waited a week and if only watching him whack off was in the cards for me, then I would enjoy the view. 
 
    Although the room was without lights, the moon imparted enough light to reveal that Jerry was lying on his back, legs bent to form a disguising tent with the sheet draped over his waist and legs. Nonetheless, I could hear the rustle of cotton on cotton and I could tell that he had just started the slow ride to ecstasy. 
 
    The sounds became only slightly louder over the next few minutes but the rhythm picked up with time. Occasionally, he would drop one knee to reveal the upward movements of his hand under the sheet. This continued for at least 10 minutes. Finally, all movement stopped for at least 30 seconds and he slowly lowered his knees to the bed. Now, I could clearly see the tent formed by his 8 inch man-rod. He continued the jerking, but now I could see the whole show quite distinctly. After 5 more minutes of such stroking, I could see that he was slipping off his shorts under the covers to give full access to his cock. Absolutely noiselessly, he rolled onto his side. He was looking in my direction! 
 
    I did not know what to do at this point and so I quickly closed my eyes and acted like I was fast asleep. He must have been checking, because he now rolled over onto his back and slowly pushed the sheets to the bottom of the bed. There it was: Jerry's gorgeous body was lying naked, beautifully illuminated by the bright moonlight. As his left hand caressed his nearly hairless chest, his right hand grasped his thick cock at the base and slowly pushed and pulled the cock to a rhythmical, slow beat. As I watched, transfixed by this fantastic event, my own cock became rock hard and demanded my attention. I reached under my shorts and also began the slow stroke in time with Jerry's direction. He picked up the pace and I matched the speed. Soon we both were feverishly smacking our meat with such abandon that very audible slapping sounds were being generated throughout the bedroom. 
 
    Jerry must have heard my slaps because he stopped for a brief period of time probably to verify that he was not hearing an echo. I was too hot and far into the event to stop and so just kept jerking my hot rod. Although circumcised, I do like to whip the skin over the head vigorously enough to generate the erotic slapping sounds that he must be hearing. Jerry sat up in bed and leaned halfway over his bed to get a better look at what was going on in my bunk. Now, I was revealed as the mad-whacker, out of control, whipping my poor cock into a frothy mess. This did not seem to bother him as he resumed his jacking, only now he was looking in my direction as he jacked! We never said a work but continued our own tasks with fierce determination. The race was on! I wanted to see Jerry shoot his cum first and I only hoped he felt ready to give his all. 
 
    He continued the stroking, now using much shorter, quicker strokes and his hand appeared to form a tight ring just under the base of his cock-head. Now the pelvic thrusts began and he was pushing himself at least 6 inches off the bed with each thrust. Finally, the biggest thrust was followed by a spurt of cum that I could clearly see reaching his finely chiseled mid-line just above his nipples. This was followed by a long, low moan and two more slightly diminished gushes of jizz that filled his well-detailed abs and belly. At this point, I began to release by burden. Although not as well aimed, my first stream shot to the left and ended up just under my armpit. The second and third ones were considerably less - about the length of my 7 inch rod. The smell of cum was overwhelming in the room. We both must have silently feared that Brian would awake and discover our delicious secret. Perhaps he might even join in for an encore. But Brian slept on. 
 
    These solitary activities continued each night for over a week, until the vacation ended. Neither one of us said a word to the other during or after the events. But it was clear that we were both intensely turned on by observing another guy beat off. I took a lot a pictures of the vacation and when I examine them I think that I can detect that Jerry's smile changed after that night. His eyes were more focused on my camera, he listened more intently to my serious discussions about world events and his handshake was very firm when we parted. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Vegas Encounter at The Hotel Spa 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jerry and I were both speakers at a conference in Las Vegas. When I first met Jerry, he was very soft spoken. That was until his presentation. When he started interacting with his audience, he really came to life. I was really impressed. For some reason, that is when I noticed how hot he was. He is a small guy, probably 5'8, 150 lbs. at the most. He was clean shaven and very cute. 
 
    We finished the day and both had flights out later that night. He asked if I had any plans or was interested in hanging out with him. I explained that I was just gonna kill time at the hotel until my flight left. I was gonna have dinner and then check out the men's spa at the hotel. I told him he was welcome to join me and he accepted. 
 
    We had a nice dinner and great conversation together at the Mexican Restaurant there at the Luxor. Then we headed over to the Oasis Spa. I was apprehensive about going to the spa with him, because I had never been there, but was looking forward to getting naked and looking at other naked guys there. I wasn't sure how Jerry would feel about this since I knew nothing about him. Well we checked in and got our lockers. 
 
    Jerry was by no means shy. He took off all of his clothes and put them in his locker. He was thin, but looked good. He was one of those skinny guys with a big fat cock. He was probably 8.5" cut, and thick. He had a big mushroom head. He also had a hairy chest which is very hot for me. I liked what I saw. I got out of my clothes, and he watched me. I am about 6'1, 230 lbs. brown hairy and have a 6"cut cock. I have a semi-hairy chest. 
 
    We each wrapped a towel around us and walked over to the dry sauna. There was no one else in the sauna when we walked in. Jerry took his towel off and sat on it showing all of his glory, and I did the same thing sitting next to him. A few minutes went by and I put my hand near his on the bench. Jerry reached over and started rubbing my hand to show me that he was interested. I looked at him and he slowly moved his head towards mine. 
 
    Our lips met and we began to kiss. He slowly slipped his tongue into my mouth and passion ignited. We both became instantly hard. As we kissed, I reached over and began to stroke his cock. I saw someone coming, so we backed away from each other. This good looking guy came in and sat a few feet away. He didn't say anything, but he had to notice our hard cocks. 
 
    Jerry got up, and said that he would be right back. He did not bother to put his towel on. He walked out of the sauna. He came back in a few minutes and asked me to follow him. We wrapped our towel around our waists and I followed him out of the sauna where a staff member led us to a private room. This room had a double bed and a private shower. 
 
    The staff member told me that his name was David. He told us to take all of the time we needed and to let him know if we needed anything. He slapped me on the ass as he walked out of the room. Jerry came up to met and said that he arranged for us to spend some time together and all that it would cost us is giving David a blow job when we were done. I told Jerry that I didn't think that would be a problem. 
 
    Jerry then took me in his arms and began to kiss me and slid both or our towel off of our bodies. We got real passionate and our tongues were swirling in each others mouths. We lay down on the bed as we kissed. Jerry was one hell of a kisser. I moved down to his nipples and took his right nipple in my mouth. I licked on it and chewed on it while stroking his cock. He was getting harder by the second. I did the same thing to his left nipple and then moved down to his cock. 
 
    I took his big cock head in my mouth and licked up and down his shaft. Jerry began to moan louder and louder. I then engulfed his entire cock into my mouth and started deep throating his cock. He tasted so good. He grabbed me under my arms and pulled me back up to where he could kiss me some more. We were in a state of passion and we were getting loud. 
 
    He moved down my body and licked his way all the way down paying attention to my nipples, belly button and all the sensitive areas. He took my cock into his mouth and began giving me one of the best blow jobs of my life. He took my balls into his mouth which made my cock all the harder. He moved back up to suck on my cock and stuck a finger up my ass. 
 
    I screamed out in excitement. He rolled me over on to my stomach and put his tongue up to the crack of my ass. He stuck his tongue deep in side my ass and was giving me an awesome rimming. He had a scruffy face and he rubbed that chin up my ass and was scratching it, which is one of my favorite things. He rimmed and scratched my ass for over twenty minutes. 
 
    Jerry moved up on top of me and began kissing my neck. He told me what a hot ass I had and asked if he could fuck me. I said, "oh yeah, fuck me hard baby. I want you deep inside of me". He put his cock up to my hole and began to insert it in. I was so horned up from the rimming that he had no problem penetrating me and it felt so good. We were both moaning and groaning really loud. David came back in the room and told me we had to keep it down. He stood there in a trance when he was watching Jerry fuck me. I smiled at David and he smiled back. I told him to take off his clothes and join us. He shucked of his clothes in a matter of seconds. 
 
    David was about 25, smooth, muscled and very hot. He had about a 7"c cock and he was standing there stroking it while watching Jerry fuck me. I motioned him over and he got down on his knees and started kissing me. He was a great kisser. I then asked him to stand up so I could give him a blow job while Jerry was fucking me. I took his big hard cock deep down my throat. I was in heaven with a cock up my ass and one in my mouth. 
 
    Jerry was breathing faster and moaning loudly. David was getting excited too. I could feel both of their cocks pulsating inside of me. Jerry told me he was getting ready to cum. David tried to pull out to jack off, but I didn't let go of his cock with my mouth. They were both getting ready to climax. Jerry started pumping harder while I started sucking David faster. 
 
    In a matter of seconds both of them were shooting their loads deep inside of me; Jerry up my ass and David down my throat. It was so hot. I was milking every last drop out of both of them. Jerry rolled me over and took my hard cock into his mouth and David leaned down and started kissing me. I love to cum while either jacking off or being sucked so this was perfect for me. 
 
    I was beginning to feel my load getting ready to climax. I started kissing David harder as my load shot out of my cock down Jerry's throat. "Ahhh, yeah, ohh God that feels so good." We all collapsed on the bed and cuddled in each others arms for awhile. 
 
    David suggested that we all go sit in the Jacuzzi. I asked him if people might wonder where he's been. He told me the spa closed an hour ago, so we had the place to ourselves. We all went to the Jacuzzi and were all over each other. Jerry fucked me one more time in the Jacuzzi. We graduated to the sauna where David fucked us both before we left. We gave David a big kiss goodbye and thanked him for his hospitality. 
 
    Jerry and I headed to the airport. We will be doing another conference in Washington DC and already plan to room together. We did manage to find a secluded spot to give each other a proper kiss good bye. 
 
    This was an experience of a lifetime. 
 
    Substitute Mouth 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Every now and then you have one of those unexpected strokes of 'good luck', and you can't help but to take full advantage of the moment. This was one of those times. I hadn't planned on stopping by the mall, it was the 'spur of the moment' decision. I usually parked in the front parking lot, but this day I used the rear one. 
 
    As I exited the car and headed for the rear doors, I chanced to glance over to the far end of the lot, and I noticed a big green semi-truck cab sitting there. Freshly cleaned, it had a sleeper unit to it. I remember thinking, must have just dropped his trailer, maybe getting ready to pick up a load......little did I know how much truth there was in my thoughts. 
 
    It wasn't my first time at this mall, I knew that the mall men's room could be active at times. I had in fact gotten a couple exciting blow jobs there, as well as given some. The location was great, it was down a long hallway and very secluded. The door in was noisy enough to be heard in plenty of time, the three stalls and two urinals were not in view until you were into the mens room proper. 
 
    I found the shirt I was looking to buy in no time, but as I was thinking of leaving for home, I thought to myself, "why not swing by the men's room... just in case". Turned out to be a great decision. 
 
    Once I entered the men's room, I noticed that only the center of the three stalls had anyone in it, otherwise there was no one else there. I went into the end stall, dropped my pants to my ankles, and looked around. There was a new message written on the wall that said, "I'll be here at 3 pm to take all cummers, no return blowjob is necessary, just want your cumm". My watch was showing 2:30. 
 
    There was a very small peep hole in the wall, and as I peeked through I could see a hand between the guys spread legs moving slowly back and forth. This of course had my immediate attention and my own hand was quickly holding my thickening love meat, and I began my own stroking motion, as I edged my foot nearer to the wall of the stall so he could see the motion of my pants. 
 
    His hand pulled his love tool into full view, and even tho it was a monster size cock ( about 6 1/2 thick inches), he had a fascinating golf ball sized cockhead that was glistening and throbbing. He tapped his foot, and I tapped mine in return, and that's all it took for him to start to go to his knees to put that beauty under the stall wall. I had no sooner surrounded his cock with my hot shaking hand, and begun to stroke it to to ready it to suck.....then we heard the door opening, and voices. 
 
    By the time they were in the men's room we were both safely back on our stools. They seemed to take forever to do their business, and as they headed back out the door, we heard another guy come in. Luck wasn't with us just then, for there seemed to be one after another coming and going. We were very frustrated to say the least. 
 
    Finally, I saw a note and pen appear under the wall. "Too busy in here, and I'm dying to be sucked, if your the guy who left the message. Will you meet me in the back parking lot, at my truck ? We would have nothing but privacy, I promise", he had written. 
 
    Although I was sure I knew which truck, I wrote back to him, "I'd love to get all over that cock of yours, and yes, I'll meet you at your truck. What does it look like ? " 
 
    I was right on target, for he quickly responded with, " it's a green semi bob-tail in the rear parking lot. Give me a couple of minutes head start, I'll meet you there". I told him I would. 
 
    Once he was gone, I hiked up my pants, washed my hands at the sink, and headed out the door myself. As I came out the back door to the parking lot, I could see him sitting up in the cab, behind the wheel but turned towards the passenger's door. I went to the truck, jumped up on the high running board, and as I was at window level he had the window coming down. He had his pants to his knees, and his fist was working his cock, little bits of pre-cum were glistening on the huge head of his cock. 
 
    "I need this baby sucked, and sucked bad, will you take it on", he asked, with a smile on his lips. 
 
    "If you'll open this damn door I'll show you what a sucking good job I can do for you", I responded. 
 
    I heard the click of the lock release and I swung myself up into the cab. We saw no one out in the parking lot, but he said, "no one can see us from ground level, but if you'll feel safer back in the sleeper, I can pull the curtains, and these pants off as well". 
 
    I didn't hesitate, I moved right into the little bunk he had in the sleeper, and he followed right behind me. His pants, shorts, and shoes were quickly discarded. He propped himself up with a pillow behind his head against the wall, his legs just off the edge of the bunk, spread wide and waiting. 
 
    I started to move in between his legs on my knees, but he suddenly said, "will you take off your pants and shorts too....I'd like to see your cock, maybe stroke it too". Silly question! 
 
    I stood before him and slowly, teasingly, undid my pants, slid them down and off my legs. When I straightened back up, my throbbing, wet 8 1/2" cock was standing at full attention. 
 
    "Oh my God", was all he said, "what a great cock you have there". His trembling hand went out to encircle it, and as I went to my knees between his legs, he bent enough so he was able to not loose hold of it. 
 
    I figured enough time had been 'wasted', so I bent my face forward and slipped my hot tongue across the head of his 'golf ball' cock, then slowly up and down the sides of his cock. A soft moan escaped from his lips, his eyes were closed, his hips were shaking in anticipation. 
 
    I didn't know if I could get my lips around the whole of that huge cocks head, but I was damm sure going to try. I licked it a few more times, spit on it a bit....then opened my mouth as widely as I could. I must have been better than I thought, hungrier then I realized, for my lips were stretching around that great head, and slowly it was being sucked into my hungry mouth. He could only moan a bit louder, as he muttered, " I didn't know if you could get it in.....oh....oh...yes...yes ". 
 
    Once past the head I had to rest for a second before I could continue. Thank goodness I did not have a cold and stuffed up nose, for I was able to inhale a great amount of air through my nose, then I was ready to proceed. 
 
    I took the plunge (so to speak) and slowly, but surely; by stretching my mouth, relaxing my throat, running my tongue all around his cock shaft....I was, inch by inch, getting every juicy bit of that cock to disappear into my hungry mouth. I was able to look up and see his face as I worked his meat deeper....his eyes were like saucers, his face was gleaming, he was really moaning. I suddenly felt his cock hairs rubbing my nose....I had every sweet inch. 
 
    I had to simply rest now, took in air through my nose once more, then I started to lift my head back up the length of this great cock...but not releasing the head of it at all. As i resumed the downward plunge it became easier to handle it, so with an easy encouraging pressure on his ass cheeks, I soon conveyed to him that I wanted him to 'fuck my hot sucking mouth'. He quickly understood what I was indicating, for his hips started their bucking, mouth-fucking motion to my sucking mouth on him. He would ease it back, then slip it in.....back, in, back, in, until he was really getting into it with a passion now. 
 
    I was also aware that his hand was still wrapped around my throbbing prick, his one finger was rubbing my pre-cum back and forth across my cock head. His hand rubbing, his cock fucking....I was on fire, as was he. 
 
    He was really moaning and shaking now... " oh sweet Jesus....oh..yes, yes...oh what a load I'm going to feed you....suck it...suck it.... I think...I think....yes....I'm gonna.....ahhhhhhhh ". 
 
    His hips had been a blur of movement, but now he could only grab the back of my head and hang on. That huge cock was being buried deep, the golf ball head seemed to swell even bigger, and then the explosion began. What big wads of cumm came bursting out to fill my mouth, almost quicker than I could swollow. Gob after hot gobs of cumm I drank hungrily, as he could only moan and shake. And I kept that sweet, cumm pumping prick buried deep, until at last he simply collapsed on the bunk on his back, as he allowed me to suck every last drop from his softening cock. Finally, there was no more to be had, but I eased it back out of my mouth slowly, licked it all over once more, then I sat on the bunk. 
 
    "Boy, your message did say you wanted cumm, wow" he said. "Did you really mean that I didn't have to return 'the favor'?" 
 
    I assured him he didn't have to, the pleasure was all mine. "And besides" I said, " I'm not the one who left the message anyhow". 
 
    That surprised him, and he smiled and said, "well damm, I'm sure the lucky one then". 
 
    "Not as lucky as I was", I responded. "How often do you get here" I asked? 
 
    We ended up exchanging phone numbers, and e-mail addresses so we could keep in touch. We had many more 'times' together, and..... he soon had me show him how to suck a cock....he wanted to learn.....and what a 'fast learner' he became. 
 
    Oh, by the way, just a foot note here, but guess who I ran into, at 3 pm, in the mall men's room when I went back in after he left in his truck ? Ah, but that's another tale for another time. 
 
    Can you relate? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Baker Beach 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For those of you who aren't familiar with Baker Beach, let me describe it to you. It sits at the base of the cliffs which make up both sides of the Golden Gate into which flows the waters of San Francisco, just to the west (that is, the ocean side) of the Golden Gate Bridge. Baker Beach is a strip of sand at least half a mile long, but never more than a hundred feet deep. One end is the family beach, easily accessible from a paved parking lot. The other end, closer to the Golden Gate Bridge, and separated from the family beach by several piles of rocks, which are difficult to pass over or around at high tide, is clothing-optional. The clothing-optional beach is accessible by climbing down the cliffs on several steep paths. The clothing-optional beach is also the "family" beach, so to speak. 
 
    At the base of the cliffs are piles of stone (most of which used to be part of the cliffs). Behind them are nooks and crannies of sand. The largest of these have been smoothed out, the smaller stones cleared, driftwood set in place to hold in the sand-what else do gays do when they move into some place new but redecorate? 
 
    For some reason the sun frequently shines on Baker Beach (and the other pocket beaches along that coast) while it's foggy in the rest of SF. The sunny was shining on January 2nd, the day this happened... 
 
    My current boyfriend and I got to Baker Beach around noon. We claimed our nook for the day by laying out a blanket, unpacking soda, food, suntan lotion, and books, then got undressed. When I took off my clothes I was COMPLETELY nude, since I'd shaved myself from the neck down just that morning. Actually, it was more of a trim, since I keep the important parts of my body shaved all of the time. 
 
    After a while of sunning ourselves, and eating lunch, I decided to wander up the beach, to check out the sights and to see what mischief I might get myself into. I snapped on a fanny pack, slipped a bottle of water into the holder at the side, put on my shades, kissed my boyfriend "good bye" and headed off. 
 
    I caught the eyes of a few guys (and the occasional girl) who are probably not used to seeing a totally smooth body. Nobody caught MY eye until I waded around a pile of rocks and saw the top half of a cute dude eyeing me from between two boulders. At first glance, he looked to be only around twelve years old, jail bait. Then I looked again-and he was well worth a second glance, or a third, and noticed he had sideburns and a light fu manchu moustache curling around his lips and down almost to the tip of his chin. His hair was light brown and bushy, sort of like Paul of the old Beatles (make that YOUNG Beatles). I LOVE guys with hair like that. 
 
    A wave slightly higher than the rest crashed onto shore, giving me an excuse to move closer to the rocks behind which stood my target. I stood there for a moment or two, watching the waves three-quarters on, and watching HIM out of the corner of my eye. I noticed that he was checking out my shaved chest and crotch. He rubbed his chest a couple of times, when he thought I wasn't looking. He even appeared to be plucking at a few hairs between his tits. That gave me the opening I was looking for, so I took it... 
 
    "I can take care of that, you know," I offered conversationally. 
 
    "Take care of what?" he asked, almost guiltily. 
 
    "That bit of hair," I replied. "May I?" I asked, as I started walking around the rock which still protected my quarry. 
 
    The guy looked confused, then said, "Um, sure." I don't think he knew what he was agreeing to. 
 
    I almost sprung a woody as I stepped around the rock and saw HIM completely. He was tall, maybe six-foot-two, and thin. He WAS young, maybe twenty-two or three (I'm only thirty, but to me twenty-two looks young). And he was VERY thin, he couldn't have weighed over one forty, despite being so tall. 
 
    As I surmised, he was almost hairless, a small patch of light brown hair between his tits, a small bit around his belly, and a brief treasure trail leading down to an oversized cock, which peered out from a surprising large forest of pubic hair. His cock was amazing; even soft it had to be seven inches long. I didn't know if he was a "show-er" or a "grower"; if he was a grower then he'd be hung like a horse. The mop of hair completed the picture of an adorable-looking young man. 
 
    I moved closer, and he stepped back, further into his lair. I unzipped my fanny pack and reached in for a disposable razor. I was a Boy Scout-I'm always prepared. 
 
    "You carry razors WITH you?" he exclaimed. 
 
    "Yes," I said. "I never know when I'll run into someone who missed a spot shaving." I plucked at his sparse chest hairs. Moving my hand lower, I pulled at a couple of hairs surround his belly and added, "Or two." 
 
    I took a step forward and said, "Now hold still." With that I put my left arm behind him, and against his back, holding him firmly. I held the razor in my right hand. With quick, sure strokes I ran the razor between his tits, removing a patch of hair which I could easily have covered with the palm of one hand. 
 
    His mouth opened wide in surprise as I stood back to admire my work. I looked down and noticed his cock was twitching a little, which I took to be a good sign. 
 
    "Ready for me to do the rest?" I asked, as though it was perfectly normal for a complete stranger to walk up to you on a nude beach and start removing the hair which it had taken all of your life to grow. "Now, get down on your hands and knees on that blanket," I ordered. To this day I'll never know why, but without another word, the guy turned and got down on his hands and knees, as commanded. 
 
    As I knelt behind him, ready to shave what little hair ran along his ass crack, I asked, "Are you alone?" 
 
    The guy said, looking back at me over his shoulder, "Actually, my boyfriend's having stomach problems. We probably shouldn't have come to the beach, but it was such a nice day. He went off to the bathroom. Maybe you passed him on the way here? He was wearing an orange Princeton shirt." 
 
    I remembered seeing the guy, shortly after I left my own picnic site, thinking that it would be fun to spend some time with him. Judging from where we now were, and the distance back to the parking lot and restrooms, and the usual line there, that I had a good twenty minutes or more to finish up what I had planned. "Well, won't HE be surprised when he gets back," I remarked cheerfully. "Now rest yourself on your elbows." 
 
    I got down on my own knees and rested on hand on the guy's lower back. "Spread your knees a little." He did. Maybe he was a natural boy. Maybe I'm a natural master. "That bears thinking about," I thought. 
 
    I ran the razor blade down one side of the guy's ass crack, and he sort of shuddered. I felt some movement beneath where my hand was, and suspected my guy was getting turned on. Another few strokes and that side was done. I started working on the other side. I used my free hand to hold the guy's crack open (and a very fuckable crack it was, I might add), working my way lower and lower, trying to get as much of his perineum as I could from that side. 
 
    I run a finger along the guy's crack, making sure I hadn't missed any hairs. I could almost feel his lips parting, inviting me to explore further. Reluctantly I did not pursue the opportunity; I had work to do! I slapped the guy's butt and said, "Turn over onto your back." The guy hesitated, so I slapped again, "Hurry up. I haven't got all day. There are other customers waiting." 
 
    That cracked us both up. It also relaxed the guy enough that he rolled over onto his back. The reason for his hesitation was as I suspected, the remains of a hard-on were just leaving him. I almost drooled on him as I learned that he WAS a grower! 
 
    Quickly, before he could change his mind, I got started. With a few deft strokes I removed the hair surround the guy's navel. The guy had no hair to speak of on his chest, other than the bit between his tits, which was already gone. The guy laughed and wiggled a bit as I worked, then apologized for being so ticklish. I told him I'd try to be careful, and pressed more firmly rather than with light, tickling strokes. Soon his belly was devoid of its scant covering. 
 
    I turned the razor, and with three quick strokes, the guy's treasure trail was gone. I then sat back to consider; the guy's bush was so thick I wouldn't be able to do it with just a razor, fun as that is. The guy looked at me, as if to say, "What's the story? Why'd you stop?" 
 
    I set the razor down and reached into my fanny pack. I pulled out a pair of electric clippers. That nearly blew the guy's mind. Well, if I'm going to call myself a barber, I should certainly have the tools of the trade! 
 
    I turned the razor on, and ran it along the top edge of the guy's pubes. That set him off; his cock was visibly growing before my eyes. I tried to ignore it, but it's kind of hard to ignore a baseball bat, especially when it threatens to poke out your eye! Well, not really, it just seemed that way; the thing had to be eleven inches long. 
 
    "Eleven and a half," the guy said. I guess he was used to people wondering. "My brother's is almost thirteen, but he's two years older." God if this kid was still growing! I had to admit is was one of the nicer cocks I had seen in a while, perfectly cylindrical, not too fat, maybe an inch and a quarter in diameter, nicely colored skin, cut-the way I like them-with a large but not oversized head. A real mouthful-or asshole-ful, if you're into that sort of thing. 
 
    I took hold of the guy's cock midway down the shaft, the better to hold it out of the way as I ran the clippers along the skin at its base, trying to clear off as much hair as I could before I got to work with the hand razor. I took the guy's balls in my hand and ran the clippers over them. His balls were surprising small, or maybe they just looked small in comparison to the club which protected them. 
 
    Having gotten as much as I could with the clippers, I shook them off. I then took out a small brush and cleaned off the few hairs which were still sticking to them. I stuck the clippers back into my pack, and picked up the razor. 
 
    I started scraping the razor along the skin which had just been covered thickly with hair. I soon had the are above the guy's cock completely smooth. I moved a little, and started scraping the razor down both sides of the guys cock (well, actually I scraped it down the sides one at a time--English is SUCH a difficult language.) 
 
    I took a grip higher up on the guy's cock, above the hairline (a couple of inches of cock STILL poked out of my fist!) I ran the razor down all sides of the guy's cock, shaving the few hairs my clippers hadn't gotten. What a pretty sight! They cock before me could have been the model for your standard, long dildo. 
 
    "Almost done," I thought, as I attacked the guy's balls with my razor. Well, THAT didn't come out right! I took these most delicate balls of pleasure in one hand and started shaving. For having such a thick pubic bush, the guy's balls were notably NOT hairy. 
 
    I pulled down his balls, which brought a whimper of pleasure from my "victim." "Maybe he WOULD" like me to attack his balls," I thought. "Too bad this isn't the place, and I don't have time nor the proper equipment." I have lots of things in my fanny pack, but don't usually expect to do a CBT scene on a nude beach! 
 
    I scraped at the taut skin in my hand. When that part of the skin was smooth, I changed my grip, grasping the guy's ball sac just below his cock. That gave me a firm surface on which to shave the guy's balls, which I did. I ran my finger over the guy's sac, to see if I'd missed any spots. That brought another cry of pleasure from the guy beneath me. Maybe he just had sensitive balls. I ran the razor in a couple of places, not that they really needed it; I'm just a perfectionist when it comes to shaving. 
 
    I ran my fingers over the guy's smooth belly, then touched up a few spots. I'd already checked the guy's cock with my fingers. It was smooth; I'd done a good job in the first pass. 
 
    I blew off the razor, then put it into my fanny pack clean. I wouldn't use that razor again-you should NEVER use a razor on two people. In fact, when I got home I'd take off the clipper head and wash and boil it for a while-I don't take chances with any of my toys. 
 
    I reached into my pack and took out yet another brush. This one I used to brush off the clipping's from the guy's crotch. The tickle of the bristles set the guy off again, so after but a few passes, I considered myself done. I put the brush away in my fanny pack and zipped it up. The only tools I NOW planned to use on the guy's cock and balls I did NOT keep in my pack! 
 
    I took hold of the guy's cock again. I leaned forward on my knees. I guess the guy thought I was going to suck him off; he seemed to brace himself for my attack on the tip of his cock. I surprised him, though. I used his cock for balance and bent forward to suck his balls into my waiting mouth. 
 
    Either the guy was sensitive, or was turned on by my shaving him, or my tongue was as magical as I'd been told it was. I scarcely had time to run my tongue over and around and between the guy's balls a couple of times before I felt them tighten up in my mouth. 
 
    I pointed the guy's cock away from me. Good thing I did, as a volcano of sperm shot from the end of his cock. I guess it built up velocity as it swam up that long pipe; the first spurt shot over the guy's shoulder and onto the towel. The second one shot almost as far, leaving a few drops of cream across his shoulder and down almost level with his left tit. Two more spurts made a dotted trail back close to the guy's belly, which is where the end of the guy's cock lined up with. 
 
    I kept licking until the guy started writhing beneath me. At last he put a hand on my shoulder to push me away. He lay there gasping, trying to catch his breath. I sat back, watching him, smiling. Then I frowned--I had forgotten my camera back at my picnic site. Darn! 
 
    At last the guy seemed to be back in control. He started to sit up, then looked around. Finally he picked up his buddy's towel and started wiping off his shoulder and chest. He saw me watching him, then just grinned. "He'll never know," the guy said. 
 
    Deciding he was clean, the guy folded up his friend's towel again, and lay back down. In the meantime I started to get up. I opened up my fanny pack and reached in to get out a card and a pen. The card had only my first name and phone number, and a small red and white-striped barber pole. On the back I scribbled, "Baker Beach." I handed it to the guy, who took a glance at it, then tucked it into his bag. 
 
    I started backing up. "Um, thanks for the, um, shave," they guy said. 
 
    "Thank you!" I exclaimed. "Give me a call when you're ready to be shaved again. I do house calls, too." With that I turned and left the guy's hideaway. 
 
    I proceeded back down the beach, mindless of my cock, which I'd just noticed was only starting to soften from the tumescent state it reached-like it always does-when I'd started shaving the guy's crotch. 
 
    I hadn't gone more than a hundred feet when I saw a knockout walking toward me. This guy was shirtless, but with tight runner's trunks covering massive thighs. I always wondered who actually bought that stuff from International Male! Well, that guy looked better than any IM model I'D ever seen! The guy obviously worked on his upper body as well, even hanging at his side I could appreciate his muscular arms, biceps cut. A perfectly sculpted vee-shaped chest, and two quarter-sized dark tits completely this god-sprung-to-life. Just a sparse brushing of hair covered his upper chest, and a trail of darker hairs disappeared from his navel into the top of his shorts. 
 
    Evidently my cock liked what it saw, also. It quickly sprang to life and guided my way as an arrow as I walked towards the guy. Now, I'm in pretty good shape myself, but not like this god-boy. Evidently it was good enough, though, because he actually talked to me. "You like what you see?" he said. 
 
    "I like!" I said. "I like very much! If I wasn't in a hurry, I'd be happy to show you HOW much I like what I see." I reached into my fanny pack, trying not to look like a fool as I frantically searched for another card. I HAD to get back to my boyfriend, but couldn't pass up the opportunity. Who knows? Maybe he would actually call ME! And maybe I'd win the lottery, as well! 
 
    I finally found a card and handed it to him. At least he hadn't said, "Forget it" and wandered off. He looked at my card and said, "Jason?" That's me. He reached out a hand and said, "I'm Damian. I kind of like what I can see, also. Not that you leave much to the imagination!" We laughed at that as I took his hand to shake it. If anything, I got even harder as I shook Damian's hand. I swear, I'll never wash that hand again! Well, maybe after I've touched OTHER parts of Damian's body. 
 
    Damian said, "Thanks for the card. I just MIGHT give you a card. See you." 
 
    I mumbled my goodbye, then headed down the beach. Then I turned back for one last look at Damian. He'd pulled out a tee shirt that had been tucked into the back of his running shorts. I caught just a glimpse of an orange tiger as he slipped the Princeton shirt over his head. "Well," I thought as headed back to my towel. "I wonder if they'll compare notes?" 
 
    They did. Damian's boyfriend, who I learned was named Paul, called me when he was ready to be shaved again. When I was done with him, I shaved Damian. Then they shaved me. But that's a story for another day. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cousin Christina's Boyfriend Troy 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Here for your reading pleasure is a true story from the early '90s. It involves a distant cousin, (or something like that, I'm not certain if there is any relation at all). He is a foster brother of my mom's sister's daughter. That is to say, one of my aunts gave a daughter up for adoption and Troy was the son of the adoptive parents. Our story begins in the late spring of 1991. 
 
    Troy Vogt and I met some years back, at that time I was twenty-seven and he was around twenty-one. Exactly how we initially met is a bit foggy. It seems, we were moving someone or something from Ottawa, Ohio to Lucasville, Ohio for some of my relatives. My baby brother Larry, Troy and myself were crowded into the cab of the pickup truck... sitting so close to Troy about drove me crazy, I wanted him so bad that I could taste it. 
 
    I used to have a thing for guys younger than me (all over eighteen, of course). I used to love those smooth, tight bodies and that never-ending sexual energy (which is a myth. Experience is paramount, age has little to do with whether or sex is great or not). I foolishly thought like most young gay men do nowadays, that "anyone over 30 was old." 
 
    I realized a long time ago that sex definitely improves with age. Now that I'm pushing 40 years young, I've enjoyed sex much more than I ever have. Gay men over 30 are like fine wine, they get better with time. 
 
    I've digressed. 
 
    About 3 hours into the return trip, we stopped for gas and some cokes. Troy went to the bathroom and I followed, desperate to see his cock. I locked the door as I entered the bathroom stood next to him at the urinal and when he finished pissing, turned him toward me, got on my knees right there and sucked his cock, swallowing the last drop of his love juice. 
 
    The rest of the trip was uneventful, and I was sure that'd be the last time I saw Troy, because although he loved getting his cock sucked it really bothered him. He seemed very nervous and almost ashamed...I was afraid that my sucking him off was a mistake. It should be noted that he and my little brother are best friends and have been for quite awhile. I suspect they've enjoyed one another as often as they could, because of Larry's very jealous and bitchy wife at the time. 
 
    Anyway, soon after our return to Lucasville, Troy had a girlfriend... my cousin Christina, whom he used when he wanted some pussy. They were together only a short time and he met Tina who would be his wife. One night he came and spent the night at my mom's house, sharing a bed with Larry and myself, which was a king size mattress thrown on the kitchen floor. Troy insisted on sleeping between Larry and I. 
 
    Its was about one o'clock in the morning, when he reached into my briefs and stroked my cock. I was both surprised and excited as hell. I'd wanted him so bad and laying there next to him was a fantasy come true for me. I rolled over on my back, he pulled down my underwear and began licking my balls while he stroked my cock. 
 
    "You like that," he asked. 
 
    "Yeah man, I love it baby," I muttered. There would be many times that we'd sucked each other off, but being inside his sweet, tight ass was what I enjoyed most. That night at my mom's house with my little brother sleeping next to us, (or I think he was asleep). was the first time, I fucked his tight virgin hole and it was wonderful. Lord have mercy, how I loved having my cock up Troy's ass! I mean, it was more wonderful than words can begin to explain. And, Troy loved it too. I could tell by the way he pushed back into me and moaned every time I pushed my hard uncut tool into him -- which I did quite a lot in those days. Still would if given the chance. 
 
    Troy was in love with my cock because it was uncut and so sensitive. Just his touch would give me an instant erection and he loved that, he liked having that power over me. Anyway, there we were: Troy leaning against the wall in the old storage building and me just fucking away for all I was worth, when there was a big bang on the door, and someone yelling, "Is somebody in there?" I yanked myself out of Troy and we must've broke a record in hoisted our jeans up as my friend Harold Briggs burst through the door. 
 
    "I thought someone was in here," he smiled, stroking his hard cock through his cutoffs. 
 
    "What you guys doing in here, anyway?" Troy sat down on an old work bench trying to hide his hard-on. 
 
    "Ooh, just messing around, uh..." he noticed Harold's bulging crotch. 
 
    " ...Harold, I was trying to get some." He looked me up and down. His eyes widened and a knowing grin crossed his lips when his eyes reached the bulge in my jeans, and he licked his wet lips. 
 
    "Well, how about we finish what you two started," he said. "I'm hornier than ever." 
 
    Suddenly, Troy couldn't stand it. He got on his knees in front of Harold. 
 
    "Oh, Troy..." His cock slid into Troy's mouth, pushing it deeper and deeper down his throat. He ran his tongue along the thick shaft and over the head, tasting Harold's salt. I was so taken by the beautiful site before me. My cock ached for release. I reached around Troy's waist and lifted his ass toward me, as he sucked Harold's cock. Already lubricated from leaking precum, I rubbed the head of my cock across Troy's asshole teasingly. He was so fucking hot! 
 
    "Do it, Danny," he begged. 
 
    "Now. Let me have that sweet cock up my ass. Come on, fuck me! Please." I pressed the head of my uncut cock against his tight asshole. Troy letting Harold's cock slip out of his mouth briefly, took a deep breath a pressed back on my throbbing cock. I slowly eased my cock into his hot hole until I felt my pubic hair against his taunt ass. I loved the way my cock felt inside Troy -- the way his asshole was stretched and felt so tight. I was at that moment one with Troy. 
 
    Since time wasn't our ally, we didn't do it slowly, the way we liked best. As soon as I was all the way inside him, I began to pull back, and just before the head would pop out, I'd shove it all the way back in, Holding his hips, I fucked hard and fast, pulling him toward me as I shoved my cock into him. I could feel the cum churning in my nuts, ready to burst, and knew Troy's must have been doing the same. 
 
    Harold's was face fucking Troy with his head tossed back and eyes shut tight. It was like a chain reaction as Harold jerked his cock from Troy's hungry mouth and shot warm cum all across his face, I growled and shoved my throbbing, rock hard cock all the way up Troy's ass, Holding him locked to his ass grinding. He knew it was all over -- for both of us. Feeling my cock swell and buck around inside him, Troy shot his load all over the wood floor. We stood for little bit, with Troy holding my cock inside him until it began to soften. 
 
    "We'd better get going," he said, and slowly let me cock slip out of his tight hole. Harold had already left and said he'd caught us later. While we buttoned up our jeans we both thought about what had -- and what could have happened. 
 
    "We damn sure can't go on like this," Troy finally said. 
 
    "We really can't." 
 
    "Yeah, we'd have been in deep shit, if that had been anyone else that had burst in here and caught us. Damn it all, this isn't safe, Troy. We've got to find ourselves a private place, one that's more secure/relaxing. One that's ours." Troy looked at me. 
 
    "You mean an apartment or something?" 
 
    "Yeah, that's exactly what I mean. How about it Troy? Sneak away from your wife whenever you can... I'm moving into my apartment next week." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hot Sweats Fantasy 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The day I picked up my new Beamer the salesman advised me that I should always be sure to keep the tank filled with a good quality, high octane gasoline. This would assure me the very best performance and miles to the gallon. I decided to check around and ask some friends which brand of gasoline they felt was best. The answer I got from them was unanimous on a name brand gas which claimed it was "the detergent gasoline". I found a station nearby where I lived which carried this brand of gas and drove over one Saturday morning when it was time for my first "fill up". 
 
    When I pulled into the station I heard the clank of the station bell as I drove over the pressure hose which let the attendant know that a customer had just pulled in. As I pulled up to one of the pumps and turned off my ignition I heard the office door open and glanced over to see the young attendant stepping out and closing the door behind him. From the first look at him it was easy to see that he was barely in his twenties. 
 
    He had short blonde hair which was spiked on top and as he approached my car I could sense his youthful cockiness from the way he walked. He was wearing one of those white "T" back muscle shirts which was barely covering his well built muscular chest and a pair of faded black sweat pants. As he walked past the front of my car and headed towards my open window my eyes quickly darted down to his crotch. My pulse raced and my hands began to tremble at the vision I beheld. 
 
    It was clearly evident that the young gas jockey who approached my car was not wearing anything underneath his worn sweat pants! I was able to trace the outline of his cock which boldly hung down the right leg of his pants bobbing and swaying with each step. When he reached my open window my heart skipped a beat as he bent down and asked "What can I do for you today?" His face was no more than six inches away from mine and I was staring into the deepest Blue eyes I had ever seen. It took me a few seconds to catch my breath before replying "Fill it up please." As he stood back up and reached for the hose I could not take my eyes off of him. His firm round ass filled out 
 
    the back of his sweat pants incredibly and the thin strap of material which ran down the center of his muscular back exposed every inch of his broad shoulders and muscular arms. 
 
    Grabbing hold of the hose he turned around and asked "Regular or Super?" Once again I was at a loss for words for my eyes were busily running up and down the front of his magnificent body. After a few seconds he must have realized what I was doing because his tone changed as he laughed a little and asked again "Regular or Super?" Hearing his laugh brought me back to reality and I replied "SUPER! I mean Super please." Curiously enough he didn't seem all that upset that I was examining his body so closely. If he did, it didn't show, as he headed toward the rear of my car and opened up the fuel cap. I watched him closely in my side view mirror as I reached into my back pants pocket and pulled out my wallet. Setting the hose on automatic he headed back to my window and asked "Will that be Cash or Charge?" to which I replied "Charge" and handed him my card. 
 
    With my card in hand he headed around the front of my car and into the office to retrieve a charge slip and pen. I waited for what seemed an eternity until finally the office door opened and I caught sight of him once again heading towards me. Once again I was granted an incredible view of him as he neared my car and approached my window. When he finally reached me he bent over again and said "It'll just be a minute while I write up this charge slip." With that he stood 
 
    up and placing the plastic slip holder on the roof of my car, began filling in the amount owed. As he leaned up against my car his magnificent crotch was pressed up against my open window and the bulge of his cock was resting on top of the door panel. I watched closely as it slid 
 
    back and forth a little while he wrote on the slip. I had all I could do to keep myself from grabbing his manhood in my hot sweaty hand. Just when I thought I was about to lose control the hose handle popped and signaled that the tank was full. 
 
    Quickly handing me the charge slip for my signature he headed for the hose and pulled it out of my car. Swinging around he placed it back on the pump and reached for his pen and charge ticket. As I handed him the slip holder he pulled out my copy of the charge and gave it back to me with a big smile saying "Hope to see you again soon!" That was it for me! I was hook, line and sinkered as far as Gas Stations were concerned! Week after week I would return to my beautiful gas jockey and week after week he would grant me the wonderful pleasure of examining every inch of him. It got to the point where it was impossible for him not to know why I was coming and what I was doing while I was there. He would even take care of other cars which came in after I did allowing me more time to drool over him. After several weeks of this I couldn't take anymore of this just "looking" and decided I would have to make a move on him soon. 
 
    But the question of "how" and "when" kept eluding me until one Friday night a few weeks later. I had gone out for a few beers with the "guys" after work and as I headed toward home I noticed the Gas Station coming up on my right and that my tank was also half empty. Feeling a nice buzz from the beers I decided it was time to take a risk! 
 
    It was 9:30 PM or so as I pulled into the station and as luck would have 
 
    it there weren't any other cars in the station. As I pulled up to my usual pump and set off the station bell I watched my handsome gas jockey step out of the office and head towards my car. On this night he was wearing a tight fitting white tee shirt which was tucked into the top of a pair of red sweat pants. The light color red sweats made it even easier for me to trace the outline of his young cock and I was able to count off 
 
    five or six soft inches of it which were covered by the thin material. 
 
    Once again handing him my charge card I watched as he headed to and from the office with slip holder in hand. But this time I decided 
 
    to place my hand on the door panel where his cock usually rested while he wrote up my slip to see what he would do. As he reached my open window and saw my hand on the door I half-expected him to move towards to back a little to write. After hesitating for a brief second he 
 
    winked and smiled at me before stepping forward letting the bulge of his warm cock press up against the back of my hand! As he began to write his cock bulge gently rubbed against my hand! To see how far he was going to let me go I slowly lifted one finger and began to slide over 
 
    the outline of his cock. Seeing that he didn't stop writing I lifted another finger, and then another until my entire hand was running up and down the length of his now hardening cock! 
 
    Ever so gently I kept sliding my hand along his young dick until it was fully erect and standing up pointing towards my mouth. Encircling it with my fingers I stretched the thin red material around his hard cock 
 
    and started pumping my hand back and forth over the length of it. With my free hand I reached outside the open window and slipped it between his legs taking hold of his hot balls. Spreading his legs a little to give me more room I could hear him moan a little as my other hand stroked his fully erect cock! As my hand slid from the head of his thick cock down to the base I noticed a small wet spot forming on the red material where his piss slit was pressing to free itself from the material. I knew 
 
    immediately that a drop of his hot pre-cum has oozed out of his cockhead and like a vulture I swooped my head forward and started running my tongue over the dark wet spot. 
 
    I could just barely taste and smell his delicious cum juice as my hot tongue darted and flicked around the front of his sweat pants. I could hear my handsome gas jockey letting out little moans above me as I continued working on his hard cock and balls with my hands and mouth. Finally it was more than he could take! He reached down with one hand and slipping his thumb inside the elastic waist band pulled the front of his sweat pants down exposing his hot delicious cock to me for the first time! His young cock was in one word, magnificent! It was 
 
    at least 8 inches long and 2 inches thick! He was circumcised and the tight skin around his hard cock exposed beautiful bulging veins which ran from under his piss slit down to the base of his cock. His large balls which proudly hung down from the base of his cock were round and firm! 
 
    As he held the elastic waistband of his sweat pants down for me I reached back up and took his thick hot cock back into my hand squeezing and stroking it from the base up to the huge round cockhead. Suddenly he reached down with his other hand and, slipping it inside my open window, placed it firmly on the back of my head. Pulling my head towards him he pushed his hard cock as far into my open window as he could and whispered "Suck it." I was dying to taste his cock but at the same time I knew that he had been playing games with me for so long and I wanted to make this moment last as long as I could, so I resisted a little. Feeling me pulling my head back away from 
 
    his cock he said "Suck it!" again, this time a little louder. I decided to give in a little and let him pull my face closer to his hard cock but instead of taking it into my mouth I started running my tongue over and under his fat cockhead paying special attention to the fat throbbing veins below his piss slit. The special attention paid off and caused a big drop of hot pre-cum to form on his piss slit which I quickly gobbled up onto my hungry tongue! 
 
    His thick hot pre-cum was as bitter as it was sweet and I savored the taste of it in my mouth which wanted more! I was about to start working on his cock again with my tongue when I heard him yell "SUCK IT MOTHER FUCKER!" At that moment I knew that he wanted me to suck his cock as bad as I wanted to suck it so opening my mouth wide I let him pull my head forward and push his thick hot dick into my hungry waiting mouth! As I closed my lips tightly around the head of his cock and started sliding them over the length of it I found that it was as hot and delicious as it was huge and thick! Standing where he was by the drivers side window of my car he was hidden from any passing cars by the huge gas pumps so I slipped my hands outside of the window and grabbed hold of the waistband of his pants, pulling them down below his tight round asscheeks. Being able to now let go of the front of his sweats, which he was holding down with his thumb, allowed him to slip his other hand inside my car and place it on the back of my head as well. 
 
    With both of his hands now on the back of my head he took hold of my hair and began pulling and pushing my head backward and forward while he fucked my hot mouth harder and harder with his long thick cock! As I felt the head of his cock pushing up against the back of my throat I began to choke a little at first until he finally managed to push his huge cock past my tonsils and into my throat! With each forward thrust he pushed more and more of his hot meat into my throat until my nose was buried deep inside his thick mat of pubic hair and pressed firmly up against his tight flat stomach. Each time he pumped his cock deep into my throat he would hold it there a little longer and longer while he moaned "Oh Yeah! That's It! Deep Throat It Bitch! Take ALL Of My Cock!" He must have been fucking my mouth for close to ten minutes when suddenly I heard the station bell sounding that another car had just pulled in! 
 
    Panic began to set in as I tried to pull my head back and get his cock out of my mouth but the harder I pulled back the harder he pulled forward keeping his hard cock deep inside my mouth! The car had pulled right alongside mine and luckily enough for me I had ordered the car with dark tinted windows to protect the upholstery. In the daylight 
 
    someone might have been able to see shadows inside the car but at night like this it was impossible to see anyone or anything! Suddenly I could hear him talking above me to the driver of the other car who turned out to be his Boss. They were discussing garage business and repair logs while I sat there with a huge hard cock stuffed into my mouth! I thought about my situation for a few minutes and finally decided, fine, if he wants to play the "risk" game then so will I! 
 
    Slipping my two hands back outside my open window I slid them behind him and placed one on each cheek of his tight ass. Pulling his ass forward I started sliding my hot sucking lips up and down the entire length of his cock sucking as hard as I could. It didn't take long before his young cock started throbbing inside my mouth and I could hear his breathing getting faster and more erratic! 
 
    When his boss asked him where the daily cash deposit was I heard him reply "I left the bag OHHHHHHhhhhh...... inside man! Inside...Oh Yeah!" I had a hard time to keep from laughing because he really sounded so stupid! I heard the other cars door open and close and heard the footsteps of his boss heading for the office. 
 
    Once the office door closed I heard him say "Oh You Fuck'in Bitch! You Want My Cum Now, Don't You? Oh Yeah, You Want My Cum Bad! Well Bitch, If You Want It You're Gonna Have To Suck It Out Of My Cock!" 
 
    With that he began fucking my mouth harder and harder. He was right, I did want his Cum and I wanted it bad! I started to slowly inch my fingers towards his tight asscrack and gently eased them between the cheeks of his ass. Sliding my fingers down slowly I eased them onto his hot tight asshole and began to massage the opening with one of my middle fingers gently running it over and around his tight virgin hole. Feeling my finger running over his asshole sent spasms through his muscular body as he fucked my mouth faster and faster while his breathing got harder and harder. I could feel his hot cock starting to throb harder and knew that it would not be long before he would deliver his most precious possession into my waiting mouth! I could hear him moaning "Oh Fuck! Oh Fuck Yeah! I'm Gonna Give It To You Bitch! Gonna Give You What You Want Real Soon!" I had a plan of my own to "take" what I wanted but I was waiting for just the right moment! 
 
    When I heard the sound of the office door opening back up I knew that the time was NOW! Positioning my middle finger right in the center of my gas jockeys asshole I quickly pushed it up into his tight hot virgin ass causing him to cry out "Ohhhhh Shit! I'm CUMING!" 
 
    Keeping my finger buried deep inside his ass I twisted it a little as the first hot load of his thick creamy cum blasted into my starving mouth! This young boy wasn't just cumming, he was cumming in buckets and I was loving every drop of it! I had to swallow his first hot load quickly in order to make room for his next large load of thick cum. 
 
    I wiggled my finger a little as his third load of delicious cum splattered against the back of my mouth and oozed down my throat. As his final small loads of hot cum poured out of his fat dickhead and into my hungry mouth I heard his boss say something about going to make the deposit while getting into his car and driving out of the station. Feeling the last few drops of fresh cum ooze onto my tongue I slowly pulled my finger out of his ass and let his softening cock slip out of my mouth. 
 
    Releasing his tight ass cheeks the handsome gas jockey stumbled backwards and leaned up against the gas pump behind him. I will never forget the sight of him leaning back against the pump with his eyes closed and his sweat pants down around his thighs. 
 
    After a minute or so he opened his eyes and reaching down and pulled his sweat pants back up around his waist. He watched me closely as I turned and started my engine. When I put the car into drive and was about to pull out he said "Wait! How about you stop by tomorrow night and let me check your oil for you?" 
 
    With that I smiled and, handing him my business card, replied "I have a better idea, call me tomorrow and you can come to my house and check my oil?" 
 
    As I drove off into the night I heard him yell out "Count on it!" 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Partying With James 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I party a lot. I mean a lot. I party at friends' houses several days a week. I end up at a bar one or two nights a week too. When you hang out and party as much as me and my friends do, you end up with several groups of friends and friends of friends that you hang out with. This wouldn't be important if it weren't for the fact that the constant changing of people creates some really interesting situations. I still remember one of the most amazing experiences that ever happened to me. Nothing about it was too extraordinary, but the way things came about made for a night I'll treasure forever. Here's the story. 
 
    My closest friends know I'm gay. I don't really come off that way though. Actually, I'm not really ashamed of being gay, I just get tired of hearing, "You can't be gay, you're just putting me on." So, I just don't bring it up. Sometimes I wish I was more out going with it though. There's this guy we hang out with. He's the roommate of my sister's best friend. I'll call him James for short though. :) James is really laid back. He's the last guy you'd see starting a fight. He's also the last guy you'd want to fight with. He's got some build to him. He's fast too. I think he studies Karate or something. I never really asked. 
 
    I was at a friends place, and we were talking about where we were going Friday night. We all decided to try this new bar that had just reopened downtown. James pointed out that he wouldn't be able to go unless someone came by and picked him up. His girlfriend was out of town, and she took their car with her. He'd been getting rides to and from work. Since their roommate (my sister's friend) was going to have to work that night, I offered to pick him up. I'd like to think that it was just out of the kindness of my heart, but face it, I like to know that he's gonna be at the bar so I have someone very hot to look at and talk to. 
 
    Friday night came. I got off work, went home, showered, changed, and headed to James' apartment. James answered the door and told me to come inside as he wasn't quite ready yet. I wanted to glare at him and tell him that I wasn't really in the mood to wait forever, but I looked into his eyes and could only say, "Cool..." 
 
    I went in and sat on the couch. He went into his room. A minute later he came out of his room saying, "I'm going to hop in the shower real quick, is that OK?" 
 
    I turned to him. I was going to complain about not wanting to take forever to get to the club. That was until I turned around and saw him standing there. He was naked with only a towel on. That probably wouldn't have got to me soo much, but the towel was over his shoulder, not around his waist. My eyes locked in on his naked cock, just hanging there. It was about average. Nothing too special. But, when a guy that hot, with abs that cut, is standing there naked, it's definitely an attention getter. 
 
    I realized that I was looking at his crotch, while he was standing there looking at me. I looked up, and he was smiling at me. He just said, "I won't be long, I promise." 
 
    He walked into the bathroom. I watched his butt disappear around the corner. I really thought that as much partying as James and I had done together, he should have known not to walk around naked in front of me. 
 
    I heard the water running, and James showering. I was still going over in my head, the memory of him standing there naked. A short time later I heard the shower turn off. I heard him yell out to me, "Hey bro, could you get a towel out of my room? I forgot to put one in here after I did laundry." 
 
    By this point, I figured out that he must not know that I'm gay. He's pretty much just hanging out with "one of the guys." I found a towel in the clean laundry in his room. I went to the bathroom with it. 
 
    I entered the bathroom, noticing that he hadn't closed the door when he showered. Then I noticed that he was standing there waiting for the towel with the shower curtain opened already. I got to see him naked again. 
 
    This time I could see that his dick was a little thicker and longer than when I first saw it. I guess rubbing your cock while cleaning it will do that. His nuts hung below, the water dripped off of them, into the tub below. 
 
    "Hey, bro,:" he startled me from where my mind was wondering, "are you going to hand me the towel, or just look at my dick all evening?" 
 
    Fuck! What the hell was I doing? I'm like in front of a straight guy, just staring at his privates. I think I'm loosing some serious cool points there. 
 
    I stammered a response to him. I was trying to look him in the eye as I handed him the towel. I really didn't want to look at him though, I was more than a little embarrassed. 
 
    He took the towel, chuckling a little at me. "It's OK, bud. I know everyone likes to look at me. Even guys." 
 
    I'm not sure if his comments were supposed to make me feel better about the situation or not. He had started to dry himself off. I turned to leave him in the bathroom. 
 
    "Hey," he said, "you can stay in here, bro. It's alright." 
 
    I stayed in the room at his prompting. I'm not sure why though. Then again, I know that I liked looking at every inch of his well-defined body. I felt a need to start talking about anything other than that. 
 
    "So, " I started, "I guess it's gotta suck having your girlfriend gone all week." 
 
    "Actually, " he grinned at me, "It doesn't suck. No suck, no fuck, no nothing. I think Sir Roddy is starting to think I forgot about him." With that last comment, James reached down and grabbed his flaccid cock, shaking it to emphasize his point. 
 
    "I guess there's not much you can do about that, huh?" I was yet again looking at his dick. It was growing a little more under his manipulation. It was probably about 6 inches, but still pretty soft. 
 
    "Other than finding a really cool bud to suck it for you, there's nothing you can do." 
 
    What did he just say? I was still trying to figure out what he was getting at. I know it's obvious now, but when you think you are a "straight" friend of a straight man, standing in front of him when he's naked, it takes a minute to know for sure what he means. 
 
    "So," He said, "are you a really cool bud?" 
 
    "What do you mean?" I was watching his hand make his dick grow. It was starting to stand on it's own. It was more getting thicker than it was longer. 
 
    "I know you like looking at my cock. I just want to know if you want to touch it." He hung his towel up, stepping closer to me as he climbed out of the shower. His stiff dick pointed at me. 
 
    "Are you sure you really want me to?" 'Cause I know I sure the hell wanted to. 
 
    "I'm not gay. I'm not going to blow you, or leave my girl for you. But, if you can be cool about the whole thing, I could really use a good blow from you." 
 
    He took my hand. I didn't resist. He moved my hand to his growing cock. It was 7 inches now. It was the fattest cock I'd ever seen though. 
 
    I felt the velvet smooth skin of his thick member in the palm of my hand. My fingers felt odd wrapping around the warm shaft. I moved my hand up and down. James groaned. I knew he needed the contact of my mouth as much as I needed his cock. 
 
    His hands moved to my shoulders, pushing me down. Who was I to protest? 
 
    His dick pointed at my face. I reached my tongue out and tentatively tasted the head. I teased him with a slow circular lick. More moaning and stuff. Yea he wanted it bad. I'm glad he chose me. 
 
    I opened my mouth, guiding the torpedo into me. His thick cock meant I really had to work at keeping my teeth out of the way. I could feel the needing warmth of his rod penetrating my mouth. It moved into me as he was pushing his hips forward. 
 
    I moved my tongue around under his shaft, trying to give more stimulation to his swollen dickhead. I made swallowing movements with my mouth to relax my mouth and to pleasure this total stud like he'd never forget. 
 
    I was sucking up and down on his cock, giving it my best effort. I was totally lost in the feeling. Next thing I know, my nose has buried itself into his public hair. I got that whole monster into my mouth. Woot! 
 
    My hands were teasing his nuts and the area right underneath when they weren't enjoying the feeling of his well-developed butt-cheeks. 
 
    I looked up at his face. He was watching me blow his fat cock. He smiled at me, saying, "That's the best. You are incredible, buddy. Keep it up. You're gonna make me blow my load, dude." 
 
    I felt his legs shake as he tensed up. I knew he was close. My fingers pressed hard under his nuts. My mouth pushed deep onto his cock. My tongue danced under his hard shaft. I just gave James a one-way ticket to ecstasy. 
 
    James grunted loudly, shooting his cum deep into my mouth. His cock pulsed as he pulled back. He kept cumming and cumming. I tasted his manliness. His hands caressed my head. He was sighing "Thank You" while his softening cock was still dibbling into my mouth. 
 
    "That was the most incredible blow job I'd ever gotten." He obviously was impressed with the way I handled his member. 
 
    "I guess that's fair, James. You're the most incredibly hot guy I've ever had the chance to blow." 
 
    "I'm sorry I can't return the favor, guy. I just know that I couldn't do that with a guy." 
 
    "It's OK," I said. I was happy to even get to see his cock. I would have liked some personal relief about that time, but you can't get blood from a turnip. 
 
    "Do you still want to go to the club, bro?" 
 
    "Sure. But you probably want to get dressed first. You hang out with me naked too long, and I'll probably try to do an encore performance." 
 
    We went to his room. He got dressed for the club. We started talking about normal friend stuff. The only thing different was a few knowing glances. It wasn't my last encounter with James. It wasn't the start of a relationship either. Sometimes the best things in life are those things that stay in the moment they were destined for. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Reflections Of A Past Affair 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    One afternoon, while laid back on the couch, I thought of Dave and I don't know why, as it had been several years since we had seen each other. The particular event that crossed my mind was day that I finally got my hands on Dave's cock. It was on a Saturday afternoon that we had been playing in a pickup game of soccer. A group of guys got together at the local playing field on the weekends to thrash about. 
 
    Then go out to drink beer and eat pizza afterwards. This weekend started like the others but had a decidedly different ending. Dave and I had been friends since high school. He worked for the town's newspaper and I at a TV repair shop. Dave had been popular with the girls in school. I dated enough to cover the fact that I had rather be with a guy, not a girl. I had been sucking cock since I was thirteen. But it was a well kept secret. All during the school years I'd often thought of being able to go down on Dave and milk his dick for all it's worth. However I never tried to get into his pants. This wasn't the first time that we had gotten together but somehow this weekend seemed different. 
 
    For one, Dave had called twice to make sure that I'd be there as promised. That was unusual, but he also said that we'd make a night of it after the game so I was to plan on spending the night over at his place and bring a change of clothes. Then his actions during the game were different. Dave found many opportunities to touch, grab and place his hands on me. Of course I repaid in kind. But it was the frequent pats on my butt cheeks and on two occasions making a grab for my crotch that got me thinking about a roll in the sack with him. After the game broke up we went to Pizza Hut to drink some beer and eat pizza. 
 
    All of us were filthy and tired from the play action and needed to clean and rest up. As already planned, Dave and I went to his apartment. I had brought along a change of clothing knowing I'd be spending the night. When we got back to his apartment, Dave invited me in to freshen up. We both were hot, tired, sweaty and dirty from all the dust thrown up by the players. He told me to take the first shower while he took care of something or other. I took a nice hot shower and after toweling off I laid down on the bed, still nude, to enjoy the cool air from the air conditioner. I had draped a towel over my crotch as I lay down to relax. I must have dozed off as when I woke Dave was lying along side me. My towel was gone and Dave was nude as well. We lay talking for a while. My cock was semi hard but not getting any larger or harder. I glanced over at Dave and his was the same. I knew that I had to have this guy's cock and I hoped he felt the same for me. If not, I'd be making the biggest mistake of my life very soon. About the time that was going to roll over on my left side an place my hand in his crotch the phone rang. 
 
    Dave jumped up and went around the bed to the table to answer the phone. As Dave walked to the phone I was able to get a good look at his equipment. His cock was semi hard and hanging straight down between his thighs. 
 
    It was well proportioned to his size and build. Any larger it would have appeared freakish; smaller it would have seem lacking. It was cut and had a nicely shaped blue head. The flared ridge was perfect for locking your lips around while polishing the knob. In other words, it was the perfect cock for what I hoped to be the perfect time. After a few words he hung up and said it was his girl friend wanting to take in a movie but he declined on the excuse he was too tired. As he walked back to the bed I noticed his cock had softened somewhat but was still swollen. 
 
    He asked if I wanted anything to drink while he was up. I said no and reached out to place my hand on his leg and pull him closer. He took a half step as I sat up on the side of the bed. I pulled him closer so that he was standing between my legs. This put his crotch on level with my face. I looked up at him and he had his head angled down looking at me. We made eye contact and without saying anything I knew he wanted me to suck on his cock. 
 
    He reached down to grasp his cock at it's base. It was getting large and hard by this time as was mine. Dave positioned his dick and aimed it for my mouth. I opened my mouth and leaned forward to meet his manhood. Dave placed the head of his cock inside the "O" made by my lips. I tongued the head and gave it a good polish job. He was leaking pre-cum at a good flow. I pulled him closer and let him enter me even further. I was bobbing my head to take deep drinks of his cock. It got larger and fatter. It was filling my mouth. Dave was getting into my sucking his cock and started to plunge ever deeper into my mouth. 
 
    Finally I relaxed and let him fuck my face to the hilt. My face was buried in his pubs. His balls were pressed against my chin and my nose was in his belly. He held me there for several moments. I worked my mouth up and down the shaft. Stopping occasionally to give him some tongue action along the bottom of his cock. I'd pull back and work that well shaped head. I could feel him getting even stiffer and larger in diameter. I pulled off to get a look at was I was working on and it was a beautiful sight. His cock was glistening with a mixture of my saliva and his pre-cum. His piss slit was open in preparation of releasing his load. 
 
    I gripped his shaft and slowly gave him a hand job. The more I stroked the more he leaked pre-cum. I was having to swallow more frequently. I could feel the heat of his cock. It was a wonderful feeling to have another person in such a state of excitement and under your control and both of you enjoying the situation. All this action had Dave extremely aroused. His cock had reached it's full stature and his breathing was more labored. A soft moan escaped his lips. I knew that if I wanted to receive his load I would have to get my mouth in position fast. As I was preparing to do just that he grunted and said he was cumming. Dave pulled my head back toward him as shot his load. It was hot and not too thick. It filled my mouth and some shot directly into my throat. I pulled back and opened my mouth to get a breath and another shot came from his balls and landed onto my tongue. The cum was still attached to his cock head and looked like my mouth was tied to his cock with a white string. I moved forward to lap this last bit of cum up and to swallow my friend's load. Dave had one hand behind my head and the other on my neck He could feel my throat muscles contract as I swallowed his cum. He had one more good shot that I took care of and then he fell over on top of me and let his cock stay in my mouth. 
 
    He let it stay there for several minutes letting it soak and finish draining the last of his cum. He then turned so that we were head to toe and proceeded to suck on my cock. I lay there too exhausted to do anything but allow my dick to grow larger in Dave's wanting mouth. Dave worked on me like a pro. 
 
    I fleetingly wondered where he picked up this skill but the pleasure was much too good for me concentrate on that for now. I was already excited to the max before he put a lip lock on me and now I was having a hard time controlling not shooting my load. But I was loosing that fight fast. I let Dave know I was shooting and he pulled back to where just the head of my cock was inside his mouth. He started to work the head with his tongue and that carried me over the top. 
 
    I blasted one hell of a pent up load of cum into his mouth and throat. He drank it all. Dave got back up the bed and lay alongside me and we cuddled and kissed. It was in that position we drifted off to sleep. Dave and I had many other nights and stolen moments but this one has always stayed vivid in my mind as it was a fantasy come true. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Wet Dream of Sucking Cock 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This is a letter I wrote to a friend while I was living abroad. I really started to open myself up to new possibilities and am trying to understand my sexuality. 
 
    Hey Man, 
 
    I had a very interesting dream last night and I thought I would tell you about it. It was very erotic. I can't remember every detail perfectly, but I will try to fill in the gaps. I know it doesn't make a ton of sense, but it's a dream after all! ;) 
 
    I was on another trip, traveling around in a strange place I'd never been. I remember being out and touring around and it was raining really bad. I was soaking wet while trying to find a place to stay. After a lot of searching, I did find a hostel that was taking people, but they were so busy people were sharing rooms and even beds. I had to share a bed with a guy who I had recently met, and due to the torrential downpour we both soaked, so all our clothes were hanging up to dry. 
 
    Being naked in a bed with another man was difficult for me. I remember feeling conflicted and confused. I even have to admit to myself that I was very turned on, to the point that I had to will myself not to become erect. I don't even know this guy, so what would he think it I was pitching a tent under the blanket we are sharing? 
 
    So I was on my side of the bed lying on my side, so that my back was to my companion. He reached over to the bedside table which was on my side and while doing so his penis slapped against my butt. The feel of his heavy half hard cock slapping against my ass so unnerved me that I tried to roll away and rolled right off the bed! I took the blankets with me as well, leaving him surprised and sitting on the bed completely uncovered. I blushed and apologized, and hopped back up on the bed. 
 
    He was fully hard when I jumped back on the bed, which I noticed because his cock is so big and hard. He had rock hard abs and piercing eyes too. 
 
    "Man!" I thought to myself "He is so big and strong and hot!". 
 
    I thought that I took this all in quickly and discreetly, but I was staring at him. Now I am a bit fuzzy on exactly what happened next, but I think he said something about me liking what I saw and I mumbled something lame in response. 
 
    So then he starts stroking his cock while looking deeply into my eyes. My blood is just pounding in my ears now, and my face is beet red. He reaches out with his hand and starts pulling on the back of my head, pulling me down face to face with his meaty prick. I think to myself that I have to pull away, but I don't. My rock hard cock (when did I get hard?) has given me away, he knows that I want to do it. What am I doing? I shouldn't do this, it is perverse and wrong. But I can't deny that my mouth is literally watering. 
 
    I tell him I am too scared to put it in my mouth, but I will stroke him if he wants. He puts his hands behind his head and stares at me so cockily and says go ahead. I have jerked my own dick about a million times, but the feeling of touching another man's dick is just so exciting and different, it is hard to explain. I can't believe I am doing this but at the same time I have wanted and wished for this for so long. 
 
    I tentatively reached out and wrapped my fingers around his throbbing member. I slowly work my hand up and down, with some squeezing pressure, but not too much. 
 
    "You're a first timer aren't you?" he asks me. 
 
    "Umm, yeah, I guess." I stupidly mumble. 
 
    I can't even look him in the eyes when I'm talking. I'm just staring straight at his cock and balls. 
 
    So I start stroking his dick, slowly at first and twisting my hand when I get to the mushroom tip. Fuck this is so hot. I am so horny I feel totally light headed. I spit on my hand to add some lubricant. This is so fun. So I start to jerk it a bit faster, milking his cock now. Without knowing exactly what he likes, I start alternating my rhythm, just like I do when I'm tugging my own dick. I am so hot I can't keep my hands off myself. I sit up and move closer to him, bringing my dick into contact with his. The feeling is just electric. I take both our cocks in hand and bring the two together. Now with both hands I start jerking our dicks in unison. 
 
    What a sight! I feel like I have been waiting my whole life for this. Oh man, I can't hold back, after only a few seconds I am shooting my cum all over the place, making a huge mess. His cock and balls are slippery and soaked with my stuff. Aw, it is so dirty. 
 
    I have lost all control of myself now, I get my face down into his crotch and start lapping my cum up like a puppy. He starts calling me nasty names, and I love it. I am a dirty slut and a little whore. I want to be his slut so badly. I would give him anything. 
 
    "Dick licker, cock sucker, faggot" and on and on. I pull his big fat dick into my mouth, man it seems even bigger when it is inside my mouth. I can feel my jaws and cheeks stretching to accommodate his fat cock. I try to move my head up and down but I am obviously a rookie and I am awkward. I scrape his dick accidentally with my teeth, but he is well past the point of caring. 
 
    He grabs the back of my head and pulls me all the way down and tells me to swallow his cum. How can I do it? I don't even know his name! But I want it so bad. Oh, I am trying not to gag, it is too far into my throat! He won't let go of my head. I can feel him shooting his dirty cum into my mouth and throat. 
 
    I gulp and try to swallow it all, but the taste is strange and I am suddenly feeling ashamed of myself. He doesn't care though, he doesn't ask me how I'm feeling. My sexy stud pulls me even further onto his dick and continues to curse and grunt at me. I am a little cock sucking bitch. I love it. 
 
    That's about it man. I am so fucking horny it is ridiculous. It was awesome having such an erotic dream but it made me so frustrated because it was only a dream! Someday hopefully this will be a real experience. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tijuana Hotel 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Back in my hotel room I'd already stripped down to my boxers and vest in anticipation of his arrival. He'd been looking at me in the lobby bar for a while and we'd had snatches of conversation. He finished work at 2 p.m., so I figured there was an opportunity for him to slip up to my room before he left the hotel. At one point he hid from the view of the other staff at the side of a large drinks cabinet and fondled his crotch. When I called for the bill I signed, and pointing to my room number, asked if he'd remember it. As he bent over to pick up the bill he whispered, "see you soon." 
 
    When the faint knock came I opened the door and he quickly stepped inside, removing his shoes as I shut the door behind him. I noticed he wasn't wearing socks. He seemed shy now, just nodding hello, though the growing bulge in the front of my boxers must have removed any fears that he'd come there by mistake. I kissed him briefly, then unbuttoned his waiter's shirt, removed it and hung it on the back of a chair. Like me, he was wearing a white vest underneath and he pulled it up over his head, revealing the dark smooth skin of his torso, his delicately carved abdominal muscles and the flat expanse of his chest. His nipples were small and dark, and there were black hairs, sparse and wiry, around his navel. 
 
    He was still wearing his black uniform trousers as I held him tightly, feeling his warm body and kissing his lips, dry at first but increasingly thick and warm and moist. My cock was hard and stiff already, standing up in the front of my boxers, and he fondled it through the soft silk, a small wet patch appearing in the maroon and yellow paisley pattern. I undid his belt and unzipped his fly, plunging my hand in to feel the warm cotton of his briefs and the firm flesh underneath. I pulled his trousers off and folded them on the chair. He had slim but muscular legs, like a long distance runner, and the skin was paler than that on his chest. Short dark hairs covered his legs and stray crinkled pubic hairs poked out from one leg of his white underpants. 
 
    I held him more tightly, pressing our erections together and feeling the heat of his skin and body, sliding my arms down his back and over the hard rising muscles of his backside, the muscles clenching as he massaged his groin against mine. I took a breather to remove my vest, and as I pulled it over my head I felt his hands unbutton the fly of my boxers and pull the opening apart, revealing my stiff cock to the light of day. 
 
    "Shall I draw the curtains?" he asked. 
 
    "It's OK. We're twenty-two floors up; I don't think anyone can see." 
 
    He smiled and dropped down to his knees, grabbing my cock with his left hand and pulling it fully out of my shorts. He nuzzled the head, sniffed it deeply, then slid the foreskin back and wrapped his mouth around the glans. Slowly, slowly, he started sucking hard on my cock, licking the head and nibbling the string of flesh underneath, lathering the full length of the shaft then burying it deep into his mouth. The sucking and massaging felt great and I could feel my balls rising underneath. His right hand slipped into the leg of my boxers and massaged underneath, gradually moving back between my legs to probe at my hole. After some minutes of this soft, erotic pleasure he removed his hands and yanked my boxers down, and I stepped out of them, feeling my naked body warm and responsive to his stimulation. 
 
    He continued to work on my cock, sucking my scrotum and licking my balls, then diving back hungrily onto the head. Both his hands now moved behind and massaged my arse, splaying the cheeks and pushing his fingers into my anus as his head buried down into my pubic hair. 
 
    I felt I was already close to coming, so withdrew from his mouth and lifted him up. He was still in his white briefs, his cock large and stiff across the front of them. I laid him face down on the end of the bed, his legs down to the floor, and pulled the back of his briefs down. His buttocks were slim, smooth, with a small j-shaped scar on the left one. I pulled his cheeks apart to reveal the small neat dark hole and plunged my face into it, licking and lubricating the wrinkled skin and pushing my tongue inside. Face down on the bed, I could hear him moaning, and his body was twitching in pleased response. 
 
    With my face still buried in his arse and my tongue working overtime, my hands grabbed the sides of his briefs and pulled them down over his thighs and lower legs, taking them off and throwing them up on the chair with his clothes. I took each of his legs in turn and placed them on my shoulders, kneeling behind him as he remained face down on the bed. I began long licking strokes away from his anus towards his balls, pressing and kneading with my nose, face and tongue. His balls were small and tight, the skin of his sac hairless and very smooth. I could see his pendulous cock hard and twitching underneath in response to my actions. 
 
    I slipped my right hand underneath him and started masturbating his erection and I heard him saying "oh, yes" quietly as he gripped the bedspread with his hands. He turned back towards me and said, "go on, fuck me". I grabbed the tube of lubricant I'd put on the card table in preparation for this and smeared it over his hole, pushing some inside him, then smothering my hard-on with the gel. The tip of my cock was oozing sticky fluid already, so I took no time in pressing the head against his hole and pushing my way in. 
 
    His rectum was searingly hot and held my cock in a tight grip. I pressed steadily and firmly in, and the lube made the entry smooth. He let out a deep moan and I could see his hands and arms relax on the bed. I put the palms of my hands on the bed too and began fucking in and out, letting the full length of my swollen cock plunge into him, my balls crushing against the bedspread. As I picked up speed and rhythm I moved my hands to his hips, squeezing his body and forcing it to rise up to meet my thrusting. The sight of his slim dark body underneath me, the squeezing grip of his insides and the force of my pumping soon made my whole body spasm. My muscles jerked and strained as the cum shot out of my lunging cock and into his body. I kept pushing, thrusting as hard as I could until I was spent, then fell with my hands on the bed, gasping for breath. 
 
    I stayed like that for a minute or two, enjoying the sensation of feeling tired, hot, sleazy and elated. Then I pulled the thick flesh of my cock gently out of him, long dark and glistening, until his treasure cave closed completely. 
 
    He rolled onto one side and I lay beside him as we kissed slowly and deeply, holding each other close. His cock was long and thin, but hard. He grabbed the lube from behind me and smeared it over his erection, smiling at me. I lay on my back and he got between my legs, lifting them up onto his shoulders, splaying my arse wide. My hole was hot and distended from fucking and the gel felt cold when he squeezed it in and massaged inside. 
 
    Despite the slender appearance of his cock, it felt huge sliding into me, and it seemed to go on forever. I could feel his coarse pubic hairs against my underside and he just sat inside me for a while as his hands ran over my front, pinching at the nipples and stroking my chin. Then he was away in earnest, thrusting in and out of me, his lean muscles contracting and pulling under his skin, the sweat a light glow on his body, forming beads on his upper lip. 
 
    I could feel his cock swollen and pulsing inside me, pushing this way and that, driving in hard then pulling back faster, each time pounding relentlessly on. My own cock began to stiffen again with the sensation, heightening the feeling of his stiff rod fucking inside me. His tempo was suddenly urgent and he bit his lower lip, then he moaned very loudly (would the guests next door hear?) as I felt the stinging heat of his juices squirt into me, the head of his cock lunging deep inside as he pumped out his seed. 
 
    We were both covered in sweat when he'd finished and we lay together for a long time, stroking each other's hair, kissing softly and nibbling at each other's necks and chests. 
 
    "I have to go or the security guard will ask too many questions," he said as I began to feel dozy. He wiped himself down with a damp towel in the bathroom, not having enough time to shower, then quickly dressed back into his uniform. I slipped my boxers on and kissed him at the door before he left. 
 
    "See you tomorrow?", he asked. 
 
    "I'm here for another five days," I smiled. He smiled back, with a wink, and slipped down the corridor and out the exit door. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Bonding With Coach 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I had my first sexual experience with a grown man when I was 18 years old. I was a sophomore in high school and in Coach Ray's last period PE class. I had stayed after as instructed to begin a week of after-school locker-room cleanup, a duty I had earned for cutting his class the previous week. 
 
    Coach Ray was a tall, powerfully built man of 45. A rugged Vietnam veteran, he had become a man early in his life, and was well respected and admired by faculty and students alike. I was attracted to him and intimidated by him at the same time, and as a sat in his office waiting for him, I eyed the various military awards and teaching plaques that hung on the wall. A window in front of his desk looked out into the dressing/shower area, and I could see as a few of the stragglers from the final period gathered their belongings from the benches and exited through a door in the corner. 
 
    Suddenly Coach Ray emerged from the athletic field through a private entrance and nodded at me as he placed a netbag of baseball equipment in a corner. When he turned around to face me, he removed his cap, exposing his sexy salt-and-pepper military buzzcut which was rapidly thinning. Sweat rolled down his face and neck, and trickled beneath his shirt. The back and underarms of his shirt were drenched, and as he sat down in the chair beside me, he pulled the shirt off and tossed it into the corner with the sports equipment. He leaned down to look at my discipline report, and I used the opportunity to steal a glance at him. 
 
    His entire upper body was coated in thick, dark fur. It started where his short haircut left off, covering the back of his tanned neck and thickening across his back and shoulders, obscuring a few tatoos he'd gotten some years before in his war days. Body heat and a ripe, musky odor emitted from him. A sure sign of an honorable, hardworking man. The acrid stench of his sweaty, hairy armpits teased my nostrils as I watched droplets of liquid run from under his arms down onto his furry chest, stewing his smells together into an intoxicating aroma. He finished scanning the paperwork, and let out a deep breath. He leaned back in his chair, lifted his big, furry arms behind his head, and swiveled around, face to face with me. I had to purposely avoid looking straight into his furry pits, which were inches from my face, in order to avoid exposing the boner in my gym shorts. 
 
    Coach Ray looked hard at me for a few seconds, his ice blue eyes piercing mine. Finally he spoke. 
 
    "Well, Roger," he began. 
 
    "You want to say anything about this?" I didn't know what to say. I looked at the floor nervously, so Coach Ray continued. 
 
    "I guess I don't have to tell you that I think you're better than this, Roger. I don't know what is going on with you, but I do know that you are too intelligent a young man to let yourself start getting into trouble." 
 
    Sensing the shame and embarrassment I was beginning to feel, he eased up a bit and placed a strong but gentle hand on my shoulder. 
 
    "Well, I'm not going to read you the riot act, son", he told me. 
 
    "I just want you to know that I'm here for you if you need me. I know your father has never been there for you, and well...I guess I've grown rather fond of you..." He stammered for the words he was looking for. I could tell it wasn't his nature to open himself. 
 
    "I guess what I'm trying to say is that I would be willing to, uh, spend time with you if you need to talk to someone about these things." He gave me a wink and a grin and told me to get started with my duties. 
 
    "I know it's kinda hot in there, so you can grab a shower afterwards if you want." I thanked him and left his office, grateful that he had extended himself to me that way. 
 
    Coach Ray was not a hard man by any means, but he was not one to open himself to others. I felt priveleged to have seen a side of him that no one else had, and cheerfully began picking up the litter of towels and jockstraps as Coach sat at his desk behind the window, grading papers from his morning History class. After a half hour of changing paper towels, toilet paper, and mopping the showers, I was sweating pretty heavily and grabbed a fresh towel from a bin. 
 
    I undressed on a bench in front of the Coach's window, feeling bold from the ego boost he had given me. I moved about slowly, taking my time, enjoying my nakedness and the rush I felt from being natural and open in front of such a masculine, complete man. I was too nervous to check and see if he had seen me, so I kept my gaze elsewhere as I stood up to head for the shower. 
 
    By the time I'd reached the showers, I had a throbbing erection, and could feel my heart beating, rushing blood to my head. I felt high with adrenaline. I stood under the warm water, soaping up my dick. My lathery hands caressed my balls and stroked my cock as the steam enveloped me. I reveled in the pungent smell of crotch and sweat that permeated the room. 
 
    Suddenly I felt a familiar hand on my shoulder. I spun around instinctively, startled, and inadvertently exposed my erection. Before me stood Coach Ray, wearing nothing but the silver dog tags around his neck. For a moment I forgot my own erection and stood before him, knowing I was busted but unable to take my eyes off him. I could see the dark, erect nipples sticking up beneath the thick forest of hair. The fur was endless, it even covered his sides, completing the carpet that spread around and obscured his back. His big, strong legs were just as hairy and between them hung nine glorious inches of thick, uncut cock, surrounded by his thick pubic bush and huge testicles. 
 
    As I regained my composure and turned around to hide my erection, Coach Ray chuckled and spoke softly to me: 
 
    "Don't worry," he told me. 
 
    "You don't have to feel embarrassed. You're becoming a man, and what you're doing is completely natural. Hell, I choke my load in here every afternoon, boy." 
 
    I relaxed a bit, but my erection had subsided. I was shaking now, not knowing how to feel. Coach Ray broke the tension, asking me to wash his back. I took the soap from him and he turned his back to me. I stared for a few seconds, unable to touch that beautiful hairy back. But I slowly brought the bar of soap to his strong, chiseled shoulders and began slowly lathering him up. His thick fur felt good under my hands, and I played them over every part of his back, going as slow as possible so that this wonderful task would last. 
 
    Soon, I discovered that my hands were working firmly over his muscles under the hot water, and I could hear his grunts of pleasure as I caressed the hard days work away from him. He placed his arms against the wall in front of him and rested on them as I continued working down his back. I leaned in closer behind him, trying to get more of that strong, sweaty stink emerging from his underarms, and soon I was completely hard again, precum oozing from my head. 
 
    After finishing his back, I fell to my knees instinctively, staring straight into his fur-covered round ass. I lathered up the backs of his thighs, and suddenly realized that his big cock was no longer swinging freely between his legs. He was erect, and I knew it. Nervously, I told him to turn around and rinse. I knew there was no turning back now. I remained on my knees, and when Coach turned around to face me, I was staring into the biggest erection I had ever seen. He was looking down at me with a smile and I knelt there, transfixed by his long, thick man-pole. It stood perfectly erect, the head slightly protruding from his foreskin. I watched in awe as his pisshole slowly crawled out of its hiding place, a huge rope of precum oozing out and hanging from him. I caught it on my finger and slipped it into my mouth, sampling his intimate offering. Coach Ray put a hand around the back of my neck and gently guided my head into his ripe crotch. 
 
    "Just do whatever you can handle, son." 
 
    Now, at my young age, I had seen a few uncut cocks and were intrigued by them. Even my father had packed a nice uncut unit, which I had stolen curious glances at in my younger years when he was nude around the house. But I had no concept of the way an uncircumcised penis worked. An uncircumcised man is a very sensitive one, the foreskin full of nerves that give him an advantage in pleasure. Uncut men tend to emit large amounts of precum because of this added sensitivity, and are constantly oozing, even when soft. The fluids, when allowed to collect under the foreskin for a few days, thicken into a pungent cheesy substance called smegma. For many it is a turnoff. Not every man can handle the pungent, overpowering smell and taste of cock cheese. 
 
    It is a deep commitment to serving that brings a man to his knees before another man, willing and eager to accept any and every natural flavor offered him. I was dedicated that way from the start, sliding my tongue under Coach Ray's skin to sample him. At that moment, I was kneeling there with Coach Ray's big dick in my mouth, in love with cock and with all uncut men. I wrapped my arms around his powerful legs and went down further on him. He pushed his cock deeper, and I could feel his big head filling my throat, sliding in and out of its foreskin inside me. My nose was buried in his pubic hair, his nuts slapping against my chin, and soon Coach let out a throaty moan and began spurting loads of hot semen down my throat. 
 
    I couldn't hold it all, and he pulled out, giving me air and spurting rope after rope of hot sperm into my face and mouth. Coach Ray was in ecstasy as he came, his head thrown back as his whole body shook to drain his nuts on me, and he was muttering things under his breath I could not understand. He picked me up and carried me back to the dressing room, kissing me softly as his come stretched between our mouths. He laid me down on a bench with him, holding me tightly in his sweaty, hairy grasp, and collapsed in sleep on top of me. 
 
    That night Coach Ray and I began a new stage in our relationship, and he took me home with him. I will share the events of that night in my next submission. 
 
    BONDING WITH COACH--PART 2 
 
    Coach Ray and I crawled into his black pickup in the school parking lot. My legs were still shaking and my mind was still racing over the shower-room encounter we had shared just a couple of hours ago. I could not believe it was not a dream. I had actually had sex with the object of all my boy-jerk fantasies, my coach. His semen, now dried, still decorated my face and chest and I could smell his scent on me, and inside the truck. Coach Ray started his truck and we were soon rolling down the street, his strong hand resting on my thigh. 
 
    I was honored that he had chosen me to be with on this night, after all, a man of his looks and magnetism had an unlimited number of entertainment options on a given night. Coach Ray asked me if I was up for a little action, and I told him yes. He asked me if I had ever heard of a bathhouse. I shook my head curiously. He looked at me uncertainly and asked me if it would bother me to be around a lot of naked gay men having sex. I was instantly intrigued, and my adolescent cock began coming to life in my jeans. 
 
    As we drove downtown, Coach explained bathhouses to me. He said that gay men frequented these places to get a workout or Jacuzzi, and to see the local naked men. it was an environment in which gay men had the freedom and privacy to be themselves, to let go of their inhibitions. There were many facilities in the bathhouse where you could have sex openly, and even join in. A man could visit a room which featured porn films, or take a hot steam in the company of naked, sweaty men. 
 
    He could take a swim in the pool to relax after spending hours on his knees sucking cock in the glory hole maze. I listened in amazement, expressing my eagerness to Coach. Coach told me that he felt this would be a growing experience for me, and open me up to a world that he felt I was ready for. In short, he explained, I would walk into this place a boy, and leave it as a man. Before I knew it, we had reached our destination. Coach Ray pulled into the crowded parking lot. He put an arm around my shoulder as we walked toward my newfound manhood. 
 
    I walked with Coach through the front door and into a small room where there was a cashier window. The attendant was a bearded man with no shirt on. He looked me over and then looked at Coach Ray. 
 
    "You know I can't let your friend in here." Coach Ray leaned in toward the window. 
 
    "Now, don't you worry about him. That's my boy and I'm going to look after him". He pushed a hundred dollar bill through a crack under the glass. 
 
    "He's young, I know, but I'm going to be completely responsible for him." 
 
    The attendant pocketed the money and passed a key back to Coach. 
 
    "Room 209", he said. He offered Coach a couple of towels, but Coached raised a declining hand. 
 
    "Don't need 'em." The attendant buzzed us through a big metal door that led to a changing/locker area. This room, in turn, opened to the right into a long, dark corridor lined with rooms on either side. These were private rooms for sex or rest. As we walked down the corridor, Coach pulled me tightly to him. He found our room and opened the door. Once inside, he stripped off his t-shirt, jeans and boots. I got out of my clothes and Coach put his arms around me. I pressed against him, kissing his hairy chest. He asked me if I felt okay with being there. 
 
    "As long as I'm with you, everything's okay," I responded. 
 
    Now we were at the end of the long hallway, and entering an open shower area. As we passed, I could see two men using the facilities, and further back, in a corner, there was a tall, muscular black man with his back to us. There was another man, who was white, kneeling on the wet tile between his legs, getting mouth-fucked while jerking his own meat. I looked up at Coach Ray as we reached a steamed-over glass door, and he nodded me through. I opened the door, and stepped in, the thick steam immediately enveloping the two of us. 
 
    Coach patted me on the ass, as if telling me it was safe to proceed. Once inside the dimly-lit sauna, I could make out shapes of men sitting on a brick bench that ran all the way around the room. Most of them sat wrapped in towels at the waist, their features obscured in the dense fog. Coach Ray took me by the hand, and led me through the haze, his naked, hairy body glistening with sweat and his nine thick inches swinging proudly between his legs. I could hear his military tags lightly clinking on their chain over the roar of the sauna. 
 
    When we reached a corner, Coach took a seat on the wet bench and I sat beside him, sporting a pretty nice hard-on for a sixteen year old boy. I leaned into Coach, running my hands through his fur-covered shoulders and chest, exploring him. Sweat was breaking out on his smooth bald head. He leaned down and brought his mouth to mine. I buried my mouth in his thick, bushy mustache, and then placed my hand on his cock, squeezing him to a full blown erection as we kissed. 
 
    Through the steam a man approached us. He was about 6', strongly built, but not as hairy as Coach. He stepped up to us, looking at me. 
 
    "Nice boy you got here," the man told Coach. He put a hand on my cheek and looked over at Coach again. Coach Ray nodded his approval, and the man pulled free the towel and it dropped to the floor. The man's cock was an average length, and I watched as it slowly awakened, stiffening and rising up under my nose. A drop of precum crawled out of his piss slit and I scooped it up with my tongue. 
 
    Coach Ray slid in behind me, putting his arms around my waist from behind. I leaned my back into his hairy chest, blanketed in warmth and the smell of man. I ran my tongue around the stranger's nice cock head, causing him to jerk in pleasure. Coach watched intently behind me as I took the cock into my mouth and slid my face up and down over it, tasting the spent load that smeared his cock from an earlier orgasm. I moaned softly as Coach whispered encouraging words in my ear, kissing my back and shoulder. 
 
    "That's my boy," he whispered. 
 
    "Give him all you've got." 
 
    Hearing Coach's praise, I dedicated myself to this tasty cock, and the stranger whispered something to Coach about wanting to put it inside me. 
 
    "No," Coach quickly responded. 
 
    "This is my boy, and my dick is the only one that's going inside him. At least for now." The stranger nodded and fed me more of his cock. I slowly managed to get him into my throat, and began milking him like mad. Suddenly the man pulled out of my mouth and began pumping his dick. 
 
    His load spurted from his pulsating cock head, drenching my face with his come. Load after load shot onto me, and soon the man was done. He patted me on the head approvingly and walked away. Coach was hot now. He stood up and guided me onto my back on the bench and threw my outer leg over his shoulder, pressing his hairy mouth to my asshole. The sensation of that bushy mustache grinding my crack and tickling the bottom of my nutsack drove me wild. 
 
    Then he raised up, pulling my other leg over his opposite shoulder and I could feel the head of that huge uncut cock pressing my asshole. His entrance was fairly uncomfortable, but the mixture of his saliva and precum, combined with his gentle reassurances, eventually paid off, and he was in me to the balls. Holding me in his arms, he stood up and I was in his complete grip, my legs thrown over his shoulders, my ass impaled on his cock. He kissed me softly and I could feel his dick thickening deep inside my virgin ass. I began to get used to his meat in me, and it became more comfortable. 
 
    Coach slowly removed the support of his hands from under my ass, and my full weight was on his cock. Man, it was big. It felt like a tree trunk inside me. 
 
    Coach was excited now. I had sacrificed my boyhood to him, giving him something no other man could have. Still inside me, he sat back down on the bench, my body still straddling his. He moved his hips up and down, moving ever-so-slightly in and out of me, and soon a group of several men had formed a circle around us, watching this boy get fucked for the first time. 
 
    The black man who we had seen in the shower stepped forward, pulling his towel away and exposing a huge, fat, uncut cock, a good two or three inches more than what Coach had inside me. He moved up and stuck his cock over my shoulder. Coach stared at the big dick, unable to take his eyes off it. 
 
    Slowly it moved forward, until the head was grazing Coach's thick mustache, smearing a thick rope of precum deep into it. Coach moaned a sweet, hungry moan and opened his mouth to allow the big dick inside. The black man teased Coach, pulling out of his mouth whenever Coach attempted to suck it. 
 
    Coach Ray's moans became more desperate, and finally the man gave him what he wanted. Coach ran his tongue under the moist foreskin, getting the full, natural flavor of this uncut black dick. Soon he had the man deep in his throat, and the black man reached down and took my hand and guided it to Coach's throat so that I could feel him getting throat-fucked from the outside. 
 
    I could feel his own cock still fucking my ass, its big, oozing head sliding in and out of its foreskin inside me. Coach Ray was in a state of complete ecstasy, and, from the look in his eyes, I knew that he was absolutely in love with what he was doing. He whimpered sweetly, like a hungry puppy. 
 
    I got off on watching this powerful, strong, hairy ex-marine break under the command of this black cock. The black man threw his head back and began pumping the Coach's throat full of come, and Coach took it like a pro. He took a few huge globs of sperm on his face, and then drove his face into mine, kissing me deeply as ropes of the black man's sperm stretched between our mouths and faces. 
 
    Suddenly, all the men around us began getting off, stepping up to blow their loads on us. I opened my mouth and took as much as I could from every direction. Coach was amazed, watching a newly made man take load after load of hot semen. He soon began shaking underneath me and I felt his come flood my guts. 
 
    He came long and hard, our sweat-and sperm-drenched bodies clinging together in a mutual orgasm. As the last of his load spewed into me, Coach confessed his love for me. I did the same, knowing that something deep within me had changed. Without pulling out of me, Coach Ray picked me up and made for the sauna door. We were both exhausted and needed fresh, cool air. 
 
    The group of admirers who had so generously shared their loads with us cleared a path to the door. Coach took me into the shower and held me under the water to clean all the come off me, his big dick finally softening inside me. At that point, I don't think it was possible for two men to feel as close as we did. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
    Real First Time Experience Getting Fucked in the Ass 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I've only had sex with one man in my life, and that was 12 years ago when I was 19. He was a 48 year old married man with two grown children. He was about 5'9" 190 1bs with balding hair and a black beard with some grey. Although he appeared to be a little on the chubby side, he actually had a solid thick body. I had just finished my first year of college, and since it was now summer, I rode my bike whenever I could around town. I lived in Stony Brook and was attending Stony Brook university, so I often rode my bike to the campus. During the summer, the campus was very quite and deserted most of the time. 
 
    Even though I rode my bike to campus, I would usually walk with the bike on the campus walkways. One time, while walking with the bike on campus, I noticed a man sitting on a bench. He was apparently having lunch while reading some papers. As I neared him, he looked up and said hello. I nodded and said hello. 
 
    He then said "nice summer day today". 
 
    "Yeah", I said, "I really like riding my bike in this warm weather". We then engaged in the usual small talk. He said that he also liked to bike ride, but hadn't in a while. 
 
    He asked if I was a student etc. He told me that he owned his own business, and liked teaching a business class in the summer. We talked for about 10 min, when I told him that I had to get going. We shook hands and I left. A few days later I again rode my bike and again saw him sitting on the bench. We again greeted and had a brief conversation. 
 
    This time, He told me that he was really interested in taking up bike riding again. Thus we talked about biking and exercise for a while. He then mentioned how hot the weather was, and asked if I wanted to talk in his office. He really seemed like a nice guy, so I said "sure OK" However, as we walked to his office, I began to feel a little self conscience about the situation. Here I was a 19 year old guy wearing very short biker pants, walking to an office of an older man I hardly knew. It was a large office with 2 desks. 
 
    However since it was summer, he was the only one using the office. There was a small black couch next to the window. We both sat down on the couch and continued talking, he also asked me about my major, how I liked college etc. My uneasiness was magnified when he began telling me how biking was doing me good, and that I looked in very good shape. He even told me how he especially liked my long legs. Now, I felt that he was definitely being more friendly than normal. Just being polite I thanked him, but told him that I had to go somewhere. As I was leaving, he asked if I was willing to perhaps ride with him. However, since I now felt uncomfortable about this, I told him that I was going to look for a summer job, and would be busy. 
 
    Then he quickly told me that he had a built in pool, and that I was welcome to come over for a swim. Again I politely declined his offer. He said he understood, then gave me his home number in case I changed my mind. As I left his office, I now knew for sure that he was interested in me sexually. I soon realized however that I was aroused by this. That night, I actually fantasized about him while masturbating. I fantasized about what he wanted to do with me, I found myself aroused by his obvious sexual interest in me. I tried to fight these feelings, but after about 4 or 5 days, I decided to see him again. 
 
    I called his home early in the morning. He sounded surprised to hear my voice but was glad I called. I told him I was accepting his offer about going for a swim. We agreed to meet after he finished teaching his class around 11:30 am, and he gave me directions to his house. I had decided to give him every opportunity to flirt with me. This time I was going to be more receptive to any advances he might make. As it turned out however, he was more aggressive than I thought. After ringing the door bell, he opened the door. I immediately noticed that he was wearing a very short bath robe, which just covered his crotch. It actually appeared as if he was perhaps naked under his robe, it barely reached pass his ass. 
 
    This definitely had an effect on me, and my cock got hard looking at him. He then showed me around, and brought me out to the pool. He then invited me back in, and asked me If I wanted something to drink. We then sat down in the living room and began talking. He sat down on the couch first, and told me to sit down. There was a sofa chair right next to where he was sitting, but I wanted to make some kind of move. Instead of sitting on the chair, I sat right next to him on the couch. I sat down so close to him that our knees were actually touching. After a few min conversation, I asked him about the comments he had made about my legs. 
 
    "You really like my legs" 
 
    "Yes", he replied. I then told him that I was unhappy about them because they were too thin. 
 
    "No", he said, "they look very good". He then put his hand on my knee and actually rubbed his hand up towards my upper thigh. 
 
    "Do you mind me touching you like that?" 
 
    "No", I said, "I don't mind at all". I then reached over and placed my hand on his thigh and told him I preferred to have thicker legs and thighs like his. I then reached up and touched his beard and said, "I really like your beard too". 
 
    When I did this, he asked me If I was attracted to men. I told him that I hadn't thought about it before I met him, and that I had never had sex yet with a male or female. He said he found that hard to believe, but asked if I wanted to have sex with him. I then showed him my hard on which was clearly visible thru my shorts. He then rubbed his hand against it, and said "you clearly are aroused" Yes I replied, you? He said that he was definitely attracted to me and that he really liked younger guys. 
 
    He then stood up and extended his hand and said, "c'mon, lets go up stairs." Hand in hand, I followed him upstairs. My legs were weak and shaky as we climbed the stairs, and my heart was racing as we neared his room. I remember actually feeling an electric shock run thru my body when he closed the door behind us. It was then that I fully realized that I was going to have sex with a man. We faced each other at the foot of the bed, and he then removed his robe. He was wearing extremely short jockey shorts, and I could clearly see his load. 
 
    I could see the outline of his cock and balls. I immediately reached out and with clearly shaking hands palmed his crotch. He seemed to have very heavy balls. He told me to take off my clothes, and when I removed my shorts, my cock was completely erect. He put both hands on my ass and brought me towards him. My cock was now up against his stomach. I then put my hands on to his back, and we hugged. He could feel my heart pounding "Wow, you're very exited aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes", I said, "Very!" 
 
    "Just relax", he replied. 
 
    "I can't relax", I said with an excited voice, "I'm just too aroused." Then he told me to take some deep breaths and relax. He then asked if I wanted to explore his body first. 
 
    "Yes, please" I relied. He said OK, and he then walked over towards the head of the bed. He propped up the pillows, then removed his shorts and layed down onto the bed. After he made himself comfortable, he told me to come over. His cock was not quite fully erect, but as I climbed on to the bed next to him, his cock became fully erect. He then told me to explore his body. Since this is your first time, "You can do whatever you want, touch me anywhere, just do whatever comes naturally." 
 
    He wanted me to get familiar with his body, so I did just as he asked. I touched and rubbed his hairy legs, ran my nails along his thighs and stomach. I ran my tongue along his stomach and chest. I kissed his stomach and chest, licked and kissed his nipples. I touched his beard, felt his chest hairs. Even thought I hadn't even touched his cock, I noticed that it was fully erect as I explored the rest of him. 
 
    Finally I began examining his cock and balls. I smelled and licked his balls, ran my tongue from his balls down to his ass. I also squeezed, pulled and stroked his cock. I ran my tongue up and down the underside if his cock and sucked on his balls, before finally sucking his cock. I still get aroused remembering how he let me do all these things to him. He just layed back and let me examine his entire body. He was enjoying having a much younger guy touching and pleasuring him in his own bed like that. He kept telling me to do whatever I wanted. After sucking and playing with his thick cock for a while, I felt the urge to climb on top of him. Without saying a word, I got on top of him. We were now face to face and chest to chest. 
 
    He placed both hands on my lower back and help me position myself on top of him. My top side of my cock was now laying against his upper thigh, while the underside was against my own upper thigh. I began to rub myself against him. As I moved my body, he slightly moved his legs together, the friction this caused felt very good. In this position, we were able to kiss and talk to one another. 
 
    I rubbed my face against his beard, and he kissed my neck and face. It felt so good on top of him, his hands felt great ass he moved his hands around my ass and back. I also lay completely down on top of him resting my head on the pillow just above his right shoulder. In fact, I was so aroused that I began to loose control. He could sense this, and he repeatedly told me things like "slow down" 
 
    "Easy, calm down". Finally he actually physically stopped me, then again told me to relax and go slower. I tried to stop, but I couldn't hold back. I was too aroused. My mind was racing, here I was having sex with an older man in his own bed. I even loved how my toes felt against his feet. I was only on top of him like this for about 3 min, when I achieved orgasm. 
 
    After he stopped me, I quickly resumed moving against him and very shorty afterwards felt my cock begin to spasm. My orgasm happened very quickly and I couldn't control it. I remember stiffening up and lifting myself up slightly and looking straight down at his face underneath me. As I came all over his leg, I remember saying "I'm sorry". 
 
    "Don't worry about it" he said, "its OK." Breathless against him I told him that I couldn't help cumming so quickly, I was just too excited. He again said that he understood. I then climbed off him and began masturbating him. It took about 5 min, before he came from my hand job. It was here that I first witnessed something about him, he always shot a big load when he ejaculated and he would usually shootout a good 5 inches. I used to love making him cum just to see this. 
 
    Afterwards we cleaned off in his bathroom and went for a swim. He then told me that his wife would be home soon and we would have to see each other again later. We agreed to meet again the next day. This time we went right to his bedroom. We hugged and kissed, then he layed down and I began examining his again. After sucking his cock for a while, I again climbed on top of him. This time I lasted a lot longer. 
 
    We again kissed and talked as I rubbed myself against him. Again his hands roamed all over my back and ass. This time however, he started rubbing the underside of my cock with his middle finger in a circular direction. This took me by surprise and I stopped rubbing against him. I couldn't believe how good this felt. My cock was throbbing while he did this. I just layed there motionless as he masturbated me like that. 
 
    "That's it, just relax and enjoy the sensations" he said. He noticed that I would sometimes hold my breath while he rubbed me, so he told me to keep breathing and to take deeper breaths. He seemed to sense whenever I was getting too aroused and would ease off and rub another part of my cock, we would then exchange some kisses. I was moaning and groaning the whole time. 
 
    Finally after about 10 min of this, I began having trouble controlling my responses. up till now, I had experienced about 10-12 minor orgasms, but was able to control them by taking deep breaths like he said. The inevitable occurred however and I achieved orgasm. 
 
    When I came, he just said "Mmm, that's it, enjoy it" And that I certainly did, it was the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced. I then kissed him for several min, thanking him for the experience. I then responded by sucking him off again. 
 
    This went on for about 2 weeks, with me riding him and then sucking him off. He then began to ask if I wanted to try anal sex. I reminded him that I was very inexperienced at this. He assured me that it would be OK, and that he would be very gentle. This time after cumming on top of him, he said he wanted to enter me. He took some Vaseline and put it on his cock, and we both rubbed it all over his cock. He then positioned me on my hands and knees. He then entered me with his finger. He fingered me for about 2 min before asking me if I was ready. 
 
    He gently grasped my hips and began rubbing his cock against my ass. I could feel the head of his cock against my anus. He slowly began pushing it in. It didn't go in the first time, and it took him several more tries to make any progress. Finally he got a little further in, but still not quite all the way. He was being very gentle, and he continually asked if I was OK. Slowly but surely he proceeded, when suddenly his cock slid all the way in. We were both taken by surprise at the suddenness of it, and he gave a deep moan as it slid in. 
 
    He then fucked me with a gentle, steady pace for quite a while. There was a mirrored closet in the room and I could see him fucking me. I noticed that his eyes were closed most of the time as he fucked me. I enjoyed watching some of the faces he made, and watching him squeeze and spread my cheeks. Suddenly he began to loose control himself and began fucking me really fast, then his entire body stiffened and he let out a loud moan, then layed down flat against my back. I could feel his warm cum as it shot into me. 
 
    Our relationship lasted for the rest of the summer. When the summer ended I went back to school, the next summer I got a full-time summer position and didn't get a chance to see him that summer. Eventually we lost contact. 
 
    I never fucked him, and he only sucked my cock once or twice. He fucked me several more times over the next two months in many different positions. We managed to sleep together only a few times, whenever his wife was away for a few days. Even thought I let him fuck me and I sucked his cock many times, I didn't feel that he was taking advantage of me. I really enjoyed laying on top of him and being masturbated to orgasm. I also liked sucking his cock and watching him ejaculate. 
 
    I did meet him once a few months back. He is now 60 years old. He had a heart attack a few years ago and now has to walk with a cane. It was hard to believe that this was the same man I had sex with that summer. He even apologized to me about his actions-after all he said, I was a student and he was a teacher etc. I told him that I didn't have any ill feelings towards him and that I still fantasize about him and our experiences together. 
 
    I hope you enjoyed reading about my experience. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Together At Last 
 
      
 
      
 
    There he was - and he was all alone. I had gone to the bar that night because I had an awful day and I just wanted to relax for a while but the guy that I had been seeing for a month or so was busy and so there I was all by myself too. 
 
    Rob and I had just met a few weeks prior to this when the guy that I was going out with asked if we could have dinner with friends. I said "sure" and when we walked into the restaurant and he introduced me to Rob ( he already said his friends were gay) I really could not help but stare. I am not a short guy but Rob is five or six inches taller than me with hairy arms, a mustache, and really tight jeans. 
 
    That dinner went well and we saw each other at a party a couple of weeks later and even at the same bar I was sitting in at the moment. All this time I was seeing someone else but I just wanted to know if he (Rob) liked me or thought I was cute, nice, etc. 
 
    I did not go to the bar in hopes of meeting anyone but, when he walked in, I hoped he would at least come say hi. He said hello to the people that he knew as he passed them and then I finally caught his attention. He came over to me and I said hi and we talked and finished our drinks when he asked if I wanted to go somewhere else. 
 
    I said "okay" and followed him out to his truck. When I was sitting next to him I couldn't believe I was there all alone with him. We headed out from there and went to another bar and after buying another drink for each of us he mentioned the fact that he did not get his "hello" hug. I stepped in close and gave him a hug and both of us held it for a little longer than a casual hug. As I stood there with my arms around his waist I looked up into his eyes and he smiled. 
 
    My heart was really beating now and I decided to go for it. I stood up on my toes and gave him a little kiss on the lips. I figured he might say no or pull away because I was not sure if he was seeing anyone at the time. Much to my surprise however, he pulled me closer and we kissed until we both had to come up for air. 
 
    After kissing all night Rob stated that he wanted to go home with me. We got in late but when we headed to bed I thought I was dreaming when this gorgeous guy was stripping in front of me. I got an instant hard-on realizing that he slept in the nude but also had some mixed feelings when I saw the size of his tool. He was not even partially hard and yet hung 5 or 6 inches and was thicker than I am when fully hard. If he ever tried to get that thing into me I would probably faint. 
 
    We got into bed and held each other and kissed more, then he began to slide down my body. He sucked me for a few minutes and then aimed his tongue at my hole. I could not believe how great it felt. I was enjoying that feeling when I felt him change position and aim his dick at my wet rosebud. He began to push into me and I saw stars at first but after a few moments began to push myself back on to him. All the while he was fucking me he was either kissing me or saying some of the most wonderful things. We were both so turned on that we did not last long. 
 
    We did not really discuss where we were both at that night because our mouths and bodies were both too busy for talk. As it turns out, he had his eye on me from the first time we met, cleared it with my "friend" and now Rob and I have been together ever since. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Party's On Me 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    His brother was dominant. Quite assured. He knew what he wanted. That night, he was drunk and horned up, and he wanted my ass. He knew, when he met me. There were others trailing upstairs to the party, but I couldn't take my eyes off him. He was not beautiful but, he had a commanding presence. He could not be denied. I looked away... but I looked back. I couldn't help it. He knew he had me, then, I know. 
 
    It was a wild party. There was a lot of drinking, and smoking, and dancing. My own contribution of a bottle of Jim Beam disappeared all too quickly. I watched him gulp down a part of it, right from the bottle. He was a big man, and such a hot fucking animal. I hoped he wouldn't get too plastered. I smoked, and refused the drinks. I had my own agenda, and it didn't include passing out on the floor. Not that evening. 
 
    The party wound down. The guests dissipated. It was quiet... and a hell of a mess. Just me, my friend Andy, his brother, big Sam, and a king-hell of a disaster area. 
 
    Sam took me by the arm. "Come here, honey," he said, and wrapped himself around me. I really didn't appreciate being called "honey" but, the hell, he was wasted-- and his arms were strong and fine. I glanced at Andy, a bit scared. He wasn't looking back. Well... screw it. 
 
    Sam grabbed my head and kissed me. I wouldn't have thought that was his style. He darted his tongue in me and ran his broad hands down my back. He tasted of whiskey and cigarettes, dry and foul, but it made me so hard. I wanted more, more. 
 
    He smiled smugly and unbuckled my belt. I looked back at Andy-- was he still there? Oh yes. He looked abandoned and lost, but his mouth was hanging open a bit. Did he think I was depraved? Was he getting turned on? Would he ever talk to me again? 
 
    Sam pulled down my pants and underwear, all at once. He told me to get on the sofa. He knew exactly what he wanted. I could only have said, "Yes Sir!", though I didn't. I just climbed up on the sofa, bare-ass and trembling. I still had my t-shirt. It was cold in the room. 
 
    Sam liked it. "Nice pussy, eh Andy?" 
 
    Andy still had his mouth open. He was staring. He said nothing. 
 
    "He's your friend, isn't he? I'm going to fuck his brains out. Or do you want to go first?" 
 
    "No... I mean... no..." 
 
    Sam peeled off. He was fucking beautiful. A great, big man, with solid muscles, and a lot of hair. I don't really like a lot of hair but, I couldn't help but gasp at the sight. He was so... so... he was an awful lot of animal. 
 
    Sam came up to me and crawled behind me. He covered me from head to toe. I thought I'd lose my mind. I ripped off my shirt. He'd keep me warm enough. 
 
    He said, "hey, honey." He breathed it in my ear. 
 
    "Honey" again, goddamn it. Do I look like a bee? Asshole. But he had his whole huge body around me, and it makes me crazy when a guy blows in my ear. Hell, he could call me anything he damn wanted. He felt so good on me. I was shuddering, and he gripped me all over. He knew he owned me. It's pathetic but, I wanted him. I wanted him to own me. 
 
    "Awwww, Sam. Please! Sammy, Sam, Sam, please, man!" 
 
    He grinned a little, and that was all. Thank you, you bastard. "Andy, gimme the lube. Under the sink." It wasn't. Andy retreated to his room and came back with a jar. That was interesting. 
 
    "Yeah! I'm going to shove my dick so far up your ass, you're going to be licking my cum off your teeth! I'm going to ram you, dude. I'm going to ride you like a bicycle. I'm going to dick you like a two-dollar whore! You're going to..." 
 
    He talked unbelievably fucking dirty in my ears while jamming his fingers right up my butt. It hurt, but it didn't hurt too bad. He'd done this before. I really felt perverted for wanting to do it in front of my friend Andy but, oh hell. Big, hot man. Oh, those fingers. 
 
    "Please." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Please. Please. Oh, please." 
 
    Now I was humiliating myself, right in front of Andy, but I really didn't care. I really just didn't want anything else but... "please!" 
 
    Andy was getting oddly flushed. 
 
    "Please what?" 
 
    "Please fuck me. Please. Please, Sam. Oh my God. Please fuck me with your big dick. Ram me. Hump my ass. Bugger me. Gore me with your unicorn horn. Oh please! Nail me! Screw me to the wall!", I babbled like a total maniac. Complete gibberish. Oh, hell, I wanted his penis. 
 
    Sam sank right in me. A little slowly, and I felt it all, every inch, every centimeter, worming on in. It burned so good. I loved it. I was yelping and gasping and snorting. It was a miracle I wasn't quacking. Oh, my God, his big dick. Sliding in me. Slithering home. So good. 
 
    He pulled back. He pulled out. "NO!" I was ready to begin begging all over again, but he was just teasing. He wasn't going anywhere. He slid all the way back home again. All the way out... and I looked at him like he'd killed my dog, but he laughed at me, and thrust all the way back home. Oh, Lord! "Please, Sam. Please? Oh, please!" I was squirming and shoving my ass back on him, desperately trying to get more of him in. 
 
    He laughed at me. "Fuckin' cunt!" 
 
    But his nostrils were flared, and his pupils, like basketballs. He was so fucking horny. 
 
    He slammed into me. It hurt so fine. 
 
    Fucking big, hard, hairy man, pumping up my ass. He was sweating and slippery, and he stank like a week's worth of laundry. It made me so hot, I couldn't stand it. I couldn't think. Hairy chest grinding on my back. 
 
    He wasn't interested in my pleasure at all. He didn't care. He just wanted to get off. Soon, he would. He drilled me hard, with long, deep strokes, panting hot and fast on my neck. I whimpered under him. Oh, his dick moving in me. His smell. His hot, massive, slippery body. Oh, God, his dick! 
 
    "Oh, yeah, honey, oh yeah, oh fuck. Sam's got a present for you!" 
 
    He bit my neck, and clamped me in his hard hands, and covered me with his monstrous body. He shuddered, again and again. His sweat dripped on me. My hole felt slippery. As Sam kept slowly pumping, a trickle of cum ran down my ass and cooled on my balls. 
 
    Andy looked on with a stunned face. His mouth was wide. I wanted to put something in it. A finger, a hand, my dick. 
 
    Sam said, "Sloppy seconds?" 
 
    Andy told him, "Move!" 
 
    I guess watching me get fucked by his brother was a hell of a turn-on. He flipped me over and, without a word, buried himself in me. I let out a high-pitched groan. It was as much sense as I'd make for a while. Andy's big old dick drove in me again and again, and I 
 
    squeaked repeatedly as Sam's sperm ran out of me. Sloppy squelching noises. Aw, man, my friend's dick. Andy's dick. 
 
    "Fuck me, Andy. Oh, fuck me. Make me your slut!" 
 
    Sam said, "Lover boys", and went for the shower. Andy said, "FUCK YOU!", but it was me he was fucking, and I so goddamned wanted it. I bit his nipples and clutched his ass, and clamped down on his wonderful dick. "Please, man", he panted as he drove himself home again. 
 
    I don't know whether he wanted to cum or for me to let up clamping on him. It didn't matter. 
 
    I started shooting all over him, and me. He was spurting in me a few seconds later. 
 
    Far too damn quick. We were both so incredibly turned on. 
 
    He took me back to his room, the better to keep me all to himself. Soon he was sliding in me again. Slowly and gently, this time. How he teased me. How he wrecked my mind. How he wrecked my poor ass, but I loved it. 
 
    He fell asleep on top of me, buried in my body. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Watching Demigod Enjoying Pool Time 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Birds are a hobby of mine. I've raised everything from finches to macaws and loved every one of them. I've downsized my menagerie and only have an African Grey and a pair of Pacific Parrotlets. During the summer months, I keep the birds on my screened-in balcony, which overlooks the condominium complex pool. 
 
    One morning, I was on the balcony giving the birds their daily dose of attention. I could hear people down at the pool, but that was just background noise to me. I rarely pay attention to the going on's down there, since most of the residents are single mothers and they hold no real attraction for me. However, on this day, all of that would change. 
 
    I hadn't yet put my contact lenses in, since it was still fairly early and I had no real plans for the day. I only really need them when I'm driving, anyway. 
 
    Glancing toward the pool, in the direction where I heard dance music, I could make out the blurry image of a dark haired body laying on a chaise lounge. There was no shirt on this body, so I figured it must be a man. I walked to the bedroom to get my binoculars (I'm block captain for the neighborhood watch program, and I've got a great view from the bedroom) so I could get a better look at this rare specimen who had invaded the pool area. 
 
    Upon returning to the balcony, I put the binoculars to my eyes. I looked toward the pool, but couldn't find him. I could see the boom box next to the chair he'd been in, so I knew he'd be coming back. I waited a few minutes and sure enough, he came walking back to his chair. 
 
    WOW! I'd been out of the dating loop for a while, as I'd let my work become my life, but if I'd have known men like this existed outside the pages of magazines, I would be unemployed. He was incredible! 
 
    Close to six feet tall, chiseled face and body, dark curly hair (on his chest, too!), and a butt that was very nicely proportioned. The cut off jeans he was wearing were short, but not to the point of vulgarity. On another man, these shorts would be too effeminate, but they fit him so well. 
 
    He lay back down on the chaise lounge and reached behind his head for the tanning oil. After pouring some onto his hands, he gently massaged it into his skin, working from the chest down-slowly. When he was through oiling up, he stretched a little and settled in for a long tanning session. He put his arms up by his head, spread his legs ever so slightly and pulled his shorts a little closer to his crotch. Even though it gave me no more of a view of what was in those shorts, I sat and watched him for a few more minutes. 
 
    The ringing of the phone pulled me out of my reverie. Right before I answered it, I half-consciously noticed that I had a slight hard on. As soon as I heard the voice on the other end, my hard on disappeared. It was the district manager of the store for which I worked. She needed me to send her the sales figures for the last two weeks. DAMN! There's a few hours out of my day off! This meant I had to get dressed and go to work. I was not happy at all. 
 
    Three hours later, as the sun was reaching it's high point in the sky, I returned home. The birds were getting hot and they were all screaming. I put my briefcase on the floor and went to the balcony to move them inside. Again, I looked down at the pool. Whew! He was still there. Good! I moved the birds inside and changed clothes. I have a pair of shorts that I wear around the house (they're not for public display) which have a large hole right about where my balls hang. Usually, I wear a pair of spandex shorts underneath them, but it was so hot today, I decided to forego that formality. After all, if I'm at home by myself, why do I need to cover up? 
 
    I grabbed a Corona from the fridge and sliced up a lime. In this heat, it would certainly be refreshing. 
 
    I sat at the balcony table and looked at the pool. Still there. He must have been asleep. The sun had given him some nice color, turning his skin almost bronze, his head was turned slightly away from me. I looked at his shorts. They looked like they'd been pulled even closer to his crotch since I'd left. With my contacts in now, I didn't need the binoculars; I could see detail well enough without them. 
 
    His crotch looked very inviting. The legs (seemingly by reading my thoughts) parted even more. I could only stare as his balls and the head of his cock fell from the confines of those shorts. His head turned, this time toward me. His eyes were still closed and he licked his lips, replacing the precious moisture which had evaporated. How I longed to lick his lips for him. 
 
    My eyes returned to stare at his crotch. He must have been having a very good dream, because his cock was beginning to swell. Seeing this, mine reacted in the same way. More and more, his hard on protruded from his shorts; all the while, he was oblivious to the fact that besides myself, there might be other people staring at him. My own shorts were beginning to tent, and every breeze that came through the hole made my cock jump. 
 
    Right about the time I thought I might spill my load, someone's kid jumped into the pool, creating a loud splash. It woke the demigod up and made me wish that child's parents had been infertile. The hunk must have realized that he was "hangin' out", because when I looked back at him, he was no longer hard and he was tucked neatly inside his shorts. He stood up, stretched and looked around. I was still staring at his gorgeous body when I noticed he was looking right up at my balcony. I could feel my face flush and my heart jumped. I readjusted myself and pretended to be interested in something on my table. By the time I'd finally gotten the nerve to look again, he was lying face down on the chaise lounge, hiking his shorts up to his butt cheeks. This time, his face was turned in my direction. The sun was casting shadows over his face, so I couldn't tell if his eyes were open or not. I told myself that his eyes were closed. I didn't want to take the chance of getting the binoculars- that would have been too obvious. 
 
    Another hour went by and nothing had changed. By now, my balls were starting to ache and it looked like there was no end in sight. I wasn't about to give up watching, though! He began to stir and ended up laying on his side. Once again, that cock was pushing its way out of those shorts. He stretched and I could see his hard on throbbing- much like mine was. Still on his side, he reached behind himself to get a beer out of his cooler. It was a beautiful sight. 
 
    I reached down and put my hand in the hole in my shorts. I ran my fingers up and down the length of my eight inch cut shaft, pausing when I reached the head (already soaked in pre-cum). He took a swig of his beer and then looked right at me. There was no getting out of this one, it was too obvious. Caught with my hands in my shorts. He drank from his beer again and continued looking at me. I was mesmerized. 
 
    Such dark, mysterious, sexy eyes. Not missing a beat (or a stroke) I looked at his crotch again. He was still hard and I could see a glistening bead of pre-cum on the head of his cock. He put his hand down there and touched his wetness, bringing his finger to his mouth and licking it seductively. That was too much. I couldn't hold back any longer. My hips thrusting in time with the hand stroking my cock, I let out a soft groan and shot my load into my shorts. It was such a relief to feel the hot stickiness finally, even though my balls were still hurting. 
 
    He had a slight smile on his face and I noticed that he was rubbing his own cock ever so subtly. He pulled it out a little more from his shorts and I could see it was at least nine inches, cut. He leaned his head back and I could see him shudder. His load came out in streams on the chair he was in. He shook it once and then rolled back over on his stomach. Smiling, he gave a small, barely noticeable wave my way and hiked his shorts up again. 
 
    I was still hard, but the ringing of the phone diminished it. Work again. They'd caught one of my employees shoplifting and the police wanted to ask me some questions. Hmm... Men in uniform... Guess I'd better get cleaned up and head to the store. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Requesting a Raise From the Boss 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was working late one evening. I noticed that my boss, Mr. Jacobsen, was also working late. I was planning to talk to him about a raise. Since we were both working late, I decided there was no better time than the present. 
 
    His door was open, so I poked my head inside and asked if I could have a minute of his time. "Sure Ben, come on in. I didn't realize anyone else was still here." 
 
    "I was just finishing up some reports," I said as I entered his office, closing the door behind me. I knew we were probably the only people in the office but I didn't want to take any chances. 
 
    "So, what's on your mind?" 
 
    "Well, Mr. Jacobsen, I've been with the company for three years now. I have been working hard and I am here to ask for a raise." I proceeded to tell him all the reasons why I felt that I deserved a raise. 
 
    "I see. When are you due for you next review Ben?" 
 
    "Not for another six months." 
 
    He didn't say anything. He just sat there looking at me. He elbows rested on the arms of his chair with the fingertips of both hands touching. After several minutes, he pushed his chair back and stood up. He walked around to the front of the desk, slipping his hands into his pockets as he walked. When he was directly in front of me he stopped and leaned against the desk. He was now only about a foot in front of me. 
 
    "You see Ben, I don't give raises easily. You have given me some good reasons for giving you a raise, but you see I only give raises to those individuals who go above and beyond. You have proven that you are a hard worker, but I am not sure you have proven that you are willing to go the extra mile when needed." 
 
    "Unless I am given the opportunity how can I prove that I am willing to go the "extra mile"? I think my work shows the I have stepped up to several challenges and succeeded. What else can I do?" 
 
    "That is for you to figure out." That's all he said. I just sat there trying to figure out my next words. I had prepared a very good list of the reasons why I should get a raise, but I was not prepared for this situation. Then I noticed some movement. While trying to not be obvious I looked at the movement that had caught my eye. Mr. Jacobsen's hand was moving inside his pocket. He was playing with himself. I couldn't believe this was happening. 
 
    Wait a minute! Is this how he wants me to earn my raise. I looked again, more obvious this time, and his hand was still moving above his crotch. I looked up into Mr. Jacobsen's face. There was a very subtle grin on his face. I knew what I had to do if I wanted my raise. 
 
    I had no problems with the idea of servicing this man. He was gorgeous. Mr. Jacobsen was around 45 years old. He had short dark hair with a light touch of gray on the temples. He had a nice trimmed mustache and piercing blue eyes. He was a little over six feet tall and in great shape. 
 
    I let my eyes fall on his crotch again. I have always wondered what we in those perfectly pressed dress slacks, now it looked like I was going to find out. I slipped off my chair and onto my knees. My hands were on his zipper in no time. I found the tab and pulled the zipper down. I reached inside his fly and grabbed his semi-hard cock through his boxers. It was a nice thick cock. My hand found the fly on the boxers and after a little struggle pulled his cock free. It was only have hard and was already over seven inches long. I gave his cock a few strokes while my other hand found and freed his balls. 
 
    Mr. Jacobsen removed his hands from his pockets and placed them on the edge of the desk. I lowered my mouth to the head of his cock. I let my tongue play around the head, darting into the slit. His cock had now reached its full eight and half inches. Me left hand still held his large balls. I gave them a squeeze and Mr. Jacobsen moaned. I took his cock in my mouth and sucked it deep. I took the entire length of his cock down my throat. I could feel every vein as my tongue slid over them. 
 
    I started rolling his balls around in my left hand while my mouth slid up and down the length of his throbbing cock. Mr. Jacobsen never said a word, just watched as I worked on his cock. I let his cock fall from my mouth. I took one ball into my mouth, nibbling ever so gently. I let it fall from my mouth and moved to the other one. His balls were too large to take them both into my mouth at the same time, so I worked on them one at a time. After a minute or two of sucking on his balls I returned to his cock. 
 
    I had only been sucking on his cock for a few more seconds when he stopped me. 
 
    "Stand up Ben." 
 
    I was a little puzzled. I stood up and looked at Mr. Jacobsen. He was completely dressed except for his spit coated cock and balls sticking out the front of his slacks. 
 
    "Take off your clothes." 
 
    I didn't say anything. I started to remove my clothes. Mr. Jacobsen was still completely dressed. He still leaned against the desk. He started to stroke his cock as he watched me undress. I tossed my clothes onto the chair where I had been sitting. Soon I was completely naked, my own seven inches standing at attention. 
 
    Mr. Jacobsen stood up and moved away from his desk. He walked back around to his chair and sat down. "You may continue now." 
 
    There was something very exciting about the fact that he was still completely dressed, only his cock and balls exposed. I walked around the desk and got down on my knees between his legs. I took his cock in my hand and guided it to my mouth again. This time as I sucked on his cock, Mr. Jacobsen's hands explored my body. They played with my hair, caressed my cheeks and neck. He also caressed my back while I devoured his cock. 
 
    "OK, that's enough of that," he said as he pulled my head off his cock. He reached over and pulled open a drawer on his desk. He pulled out a tube of lotion. "Stand up and turn around," he instructed. I did as he said. He pushed me in the back so that I bent over at the waist. I put my hands on my knees to balance myself. My ass was now fully exposed to Mr. Jacobsen. 
 
    "Hmm, nice." His hand was massaging my ass cheek. He removed his hand and I could hear him squirt some lotion onto it. I felt a finger covered in lotion pressed against my hole. He worked the lotion around the outside of my hole before letting his finger slip inside. He worked the finger in and out of my ass. After a few seconds he removed the finger. I heard another squirt of lotion. This time I felt two fingers massaging my hole. With a little push they slipped inside. He worked my hole with the two fingers until he was satisfied. He pulled the fingers out of my ass. 
 
    "OK, get me wet again," he instructed. He wiped the excess lotion from his fingers with a tissue and tossed it into the wastebasket. I turned around and bent over his cock, taking it into my mouth. I worked on getting it extra wet this time. "That's good. Now sit on it." 
 
    I didn't need to be told twice. I just had to figure out the best way to accomplish this task. Mr. Jacobsen was sitting on the front edge of the chair and leaned back so that he was practically lying on an incline. I figured I had two choices. One, straddle his legs and sit down facing away from him. The other option was to straddle the chair while facing him. I knew I was flexible enough so I decided to give the second position a try. I walked forward and straddled the arms of the chair. I placed my hands on the arms so that I was holding myself above his cock. 
 
    Mr. Jacobsen just smiled. He took his cock in his hand and aimed it at my waiting hole. Once I felt that he had it in the correct position, I lowered myself down. I felt the head of his cock trying to push into my hole. I was afraid this position might not work, when the head popped in. Once the head was inside, I started to lower myself down until I had his entire cock inside me. I could feel the fabric of his slacks against my ass. I just sat there for a minute getting used to it. I looked into Mr. Jacobsen face. He was smiling broadly. 
 
    He reached up and grabbed the back of my head. He pulled my head toward him until our mouths met. His tongue started to explore my mouth. I gripped the arms of the chair and lifted myself up. Using my legs and arms, I started to raise and lower myself on his cock. Our mouths were locked together, tongues wrestling with each other. 
 
    I felt Mr. Jacobsen's hand slide in between our bodies until it found my cock. He started stroking it. I was so hot that I was afraid that I would shoot too quickly. I broke off our kiss and leaned back until I was straight up and down. This gave him more room to work on my cock. I knew I was getting close and was about to warn Mr. Jacobsen when he stopped stroking me. 
 
    "Let's try something else." He wrapped his arms around my lower back. He drew his feet back until they were under his legs. He then leaned forward and stood up, lifting me with him. His cock still embedded in my ass. Once he was standing, he kicked the chair away from us. He turned and laid me on his desk. I was now lying on my back on his desk with my legs in the air. He took my legs and placed my ankles on his shoulders. 
 
    He started to fuck my ass. Slowly at first, then picking up the speed. When he was going slowly, I was fine. Once he started picking up speed I found myself sliding on the desk. I grabbed the edge of the desk and held on to keep me from sliding away from him. Once Mr. Jacobsen realized I wasn't going to slide anymore he started fucking me harder. His cock was ramming into my ass. My own cock was throbbing for release. Mr. Jacobsen had me on the edge once. I couldn't let go of the desk to relieve myself. Mr. Jacobsen must have realized my predicament because he took my cock in his hand again. He started to stroke my cock in time with each thrust into my ass. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. 
 
    I started to squeeze my ass around Mr. Jacobsen's cock. He let out a loud moan. I felt my balls draw up tight and new I was about to cum. 
 
    "Oh god. I'm gonna shoot." I half whispered. I bit my lip to keep from shouting out. My cock exploded spraying cum all over my chest and stomach. I knew that my clenched tight when I shot and that's all it took to take Mr. Jacobsen over the edge. He drove deep into my ass and started shooting, filling my ass with his load. After the first a few seconds, he slowly started to move in and out again. He was moving very slowly savoring the feel of my ass clenching his draining cock. Finally, he pulled his cock out of my ass. He was still rock hard and his cock glistened. 
 
    "Now, here's your test Ben. Clean me off good." I looked at his cock. It was coated with his load. I was still covered with my own load. 
 
    I climbed off the desk and dropped to my knees. "This raise is mine," I thought as I took his cock into my mouth and started to suck his load off it. I didn't stop until it was completely clean. His cock was still rock hard. 
 
    "I think I could go again. What do you think Ben?" He retrieved his chair and sat down again. He leaned back in his chair, his hard cock still sticking out the front of his slacks. I was amazed that his slacks looked as neat and clean as when I first came in. "Feel like sucking another load out of me?" 
 
    I didn't say a word. I dropped to my knees in front of him and took his cock in my mouth. I could feel my load drying on my chest, but I didn't care. I wasn't going to stop until I tasted his load. After I had finished draining his cock of its second load I started getting dressed. My load had completely dried now. I figured I would just take a shower when I got home. 
 
    "Well Ben, I think you have proven that you are willing to go the extra mile. What do you say we meet again tomorrow night to discuss this raise? 
 
    "Sure. What time do you want to meet? " 
 
    "Same place, same time?" 
 
    "My pleasure Mr. Jacobsen." 
 
    Not only did I get a nice raise, but Mr. Jacobsen and I started having weekly after hour meetings. Sometimes, we would have a couple a week. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    David's Frat Initiation Tale 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My name is David and my story started about 2 1/2 years ago when I was 16. My dad died when I was 9 and since then I have been very close to my older cousin Evan. At the time Evan was president of his Fraternity. 
 
    Now I'm 5'11" 155 bown hair and grey eyes. I am a gymnast and the rings are my specialty. Because of that I have a nicely developed upper body. I have good pecs with quarter sized nipples that are the same shade of light pink as my lips. I am considered very nice looking but I was reluctant to accept that as i was an ugly duckling. I had worked on my body to develop it but nature had straighten out my looks. However when I looked in the mirror I still saw that awkward kid staring back at me.. 
 
    The summer before my senior year in high school I confided to Evan that I thought I was gay. He was very supportive but doubted that I was. I hadn't ever touched another boy but then neither had I touched a girl. I discretely looked around in the locker room, taking in the sights and wanted to fool around with some of the better looking boys, but didn't know how to make it happen without getting beat up. Evan told me that many times when guys are pledging a frat they have to partake in various gay sex acts. I told him that I had heard that and in fact had several fantasies concerning that. He questioned me on particulars and I told him of some erotic gay stories on that subject I had read and beat off to. I also told him about a friend whose brother had been through some of those things and had recorded them in a secret journal that wasn't so secret.Evan told me that when the time came I would have my chance to explore these desires and in such a way that would free me of any responsibilities for my actions, ie I had to for the frat. When I headed off to college I followed to the University of Miami where Evan had graduated the year before. I had no idea that Evan had set things up for me and was thrilled that I was tapped to join his old fraternity. 
 
    All of the guys including the new pledges were nice looking with decent bodies. When we were about a week away from hell week we were given our first instructions. To purify ourselves for initiation we were not to beat off for one whole week. Damn, that was going to be tough. I usually beat off at least twice a day and with all the flesh I was being exposed to in the dorm usually it was 3 or 4 times a day. Some of the other pledges had also said to me how tough this was and how would we ever get through that. Little did any of us know that, THAT would be the least of it. On the Thursday before hell week started the next evening we were given sealed packages of clothes we were to wear to the meeting. On Friday after classes I showered making sure I was as clean as possible. I returned to my room and opened up my package, The instructions said we were to wear our own sneakers but nothing other than these contents. There was one oversized white t shirt. One pair of thin white cotton shorts. There was also white briefs and athletic shorts. When I put on the briefs I soon saw that these were boys briefs at least two sizes too small. They barely covered my pubes and were stretched so thin as to be transparent. The athletic shirt was also too small and came only as low on my body as mid rib cage. My pecs were outlined distinctly. 
 
    I put on the shorts and then the oversize tee and headed to the frat house. I was soon glad for the oversize tee as the briefs had ridden up into my ass crack and were like a thong. That stimulation and me being so horny after a week without release caused to to get hard, so I was glad for the covering of the tee. 
 
    When I got to the frat house I was greeted by actives who also wore regular tees and white shorts and if I wasn't crazy they had nothing on underneath. Maybe it was just my imagination.When we all arrived we were given one last chance to back out. Nobody did. We were then blindfolded. We were told that as a sign in our trust we would have to eat something nasty and swallow it without complaining. I opened my mouth but instead of a nasty taste it turned out to be applesauce. But with something gritty in it. For the next hour or so we were told the history of out frat and all the rules. Then we were told that now as a sign of our devotion to our future brothers and fellow pledges we must do everything asked of us for the next day. When we all agreed our blindfolds were removed. 
 
    As our eyes became accustomed to the light again Ryan the pledge-master told us to remove our oversize tees and shorts. We all looked quite ridiculous in the undersized underwear. All the actives laughed and mocked us. Ryan said that this just wouldn't do and instructed the actives to remove our underwear for us. Hands were placed palm down on our bodies and our a-shirts were slid up and off and our briefs were slid down. All the while we were being felt up and caressed and squeezed. Well naturally it didn't take much to make horny boys who hadn't jacked off in a week hard. 
 
    The pledge master had taken no chances though. that gritty substance in the applesauce turned out to be viagra. My dick had never been quite that full before and it just bobbed as it stood straight out form my body. I'm almost 7 inches and felt no shame about my size but I had never been hard in front of another guys before let alone a room full of guys. And all the other pledges (and quite a few actives) were hard too. 
 
    Ryan said that after sitting so long and listening to the frat rules we needed to get our blood pumping again so we were to do some exercises. First came jumping jacks. All of out cocks were flying up and down and it was frankly uncomfortable. Now I understood why jockstraps are a necessity. Then we did toe touches. We were lined up in a row and every time we bent over we were facing another pledge's ass.Steve another senior said that it wasn't right seeing that we weren't actives yet, and therefore not men yet, that we have body hair. Ryan agreed and soon actives brought out shaving cream and razors. We laid on the rug and the actives proceeded to de-nude our bodies from the neck down. All the time they were shaving us they were touching and stroking us in the most intimate places. I know that several of us were quite red faced but knew we had to go along with this. I was secretly loving all of this. More than one actives cocks slipped out of their shorts and rubbed against our now hairless bodies. When it came to our asses we had to lean back and pull our legs up to expose our asshole. I know a couple of the other pledges found this the most degrading part and had looks of misery on their faces. When my ass was fully shaved my actices wiped me down with a thin coat of baby-oil. When they got to my asshole I felt a finger worm it's way in briefly. 
 
    When we were allowed to stand again we were all as hairless as a 12 year old. Without pubes our cocks looked even larger. One of my fellow pledges gave a little shiver more out of fear than cold I believe. Someone said that we need some heat. We ought to make like Boyscouts and rub sticks together. I was paired off with Christian. Christian was an student from Denmark who came to study at the Scool of Meterology. He was my height but of a more slight build. he had very light brown hair and brown eyes. We faced each other and rocked our hips back and forth so that our hard cocks rubbed against each other. Christian gave me a look like he was saying " I can't believe we're doing this" I just smiled at him and he flashed a smile back.. 
 
    The active whose idea this was said we'd never light a fire as our "hoses" kept trying to put it out. It was true we were all starting to leak a little pre-cum. Another active said that more traditional methods were needed. We knew what that meant. PADDLES. Each of us was placed over the knee of a senior and paddled by them and in turn by the other actives. It wasn't so much how hard they paddled us as the duration. We all now had quite red asses to match out humiliated faces. "they still seem cold" someone said. "well of course ,they're as naked as you can get" another replied. Soon they brought out "things" for us to wear. To our denuded dicks and balls were applied leather cock rings and ball separators. Mine felt extremely tight but ,again. I had never been so hard(thanks to my arousal and the Viagra, thank you very much). To our naked tits were applied tit clamps with a metal chain connecting them. The clamps were adjustable and were just tight enough to stay on. They still were quite painful but it could have been worse. 
 
    Leather collars rounded out the outfit to which leashes were tied. We were led around the frat house in a line. Up stairs and down with our eyes on the exposed asshole of the pledge in front of us. When we were back in the main room again Ry said "you know our doggies are probably going to want to sniff our crotches. One by one we had our faces stuffed into an actives crotch. More than a few pulled their dicks out and shoved them into our mouths. .Well there it was. Now we were cocksuckers.. A few of us gagged but we handled it. What came next was more than I had anticipated.. Yet another active pointed out that when dogs meet they smell each others butts. Ok now that's what we had to do. With my head in Tommy's ass in front of me I heard my new masters telling me to stick my tongue up his asshole. 
 
    Now all of these guys, actives and pledges were what I considered to be masculine all-American types of guys. It just hit me like a ton of bricks that I had my tongue up Tommy's asshole. This regular guy. Then the second ton of bricks came when I felt Mike's tongue in MY asshole.. This was just too much! We ate each other out for about 15 minutes while actives started rubbing themselves. one pulled his shorts off and was openly masturbating. Finally they decided on a idea to take a picture. We were lined up like circus dogs on on top of each other with out dicks between the buns of the guy in front of us. I would have come right then but the cockring was tight enough to prevent it.As the picture was being taken I had a moment to consider what had just happen and I discovered that I wasn't disgusted by eating ass, I enjoyed having mine eaten and enjoyed the ides of giving Tommy the pleasure that Mike was giving me. 
 
    Now it was the turn of the seniors to enjoy us for the rest of the night. Ry was my master and his friend Justin took Matt as his boy. Matt was about 6'1 with brown hair and green eyes and was a pitcher on his high school baseball team. He was model handsome and I felt very attracted to him. We were led still on our hands and knees to Ry's car where we were to be taken elsewhere.. Matt and I sat in the backseat. Justin unclamped one of each of our nipple clamps and clamped it to the others tit. Every time we moved even a little bit we caused the chain to tighten and pull on our tits. It was only a 15 minute drive to Matt's family's house in Coconut Grove. Once there we were led on our leashes out of the car and crawled into the house. 
 
    Matt looked so hot on his hands and knees with his large chest tapering to his waist and his big dick sticking straight out and leaking pre-cum.. Once inside we lost the tit clamps. The release of those clamps hurt almost as much as when they put them on. We also lost the leashes. . Matt had the house all to himself as his family was on vacation in Europe. We went up to his bedroom where he had an enormous bed. I believe it's the size called Imperial. Bigger than king sized. Matt and I were instructed that we had been very good so far and there were just a few more hours to endure 
 
    Ry told us to remove Justin's and his clothes. It was very hot to slowly undress Ry. He had a hairy chest and nice body.. First we were told to give them both tongue baths as it was a hot night and they were quite sweaty. From head to toe we licked everywhere. Actually it was a clean sweat and not disgusting. When I got back to the top of Ry he pulled me to him and gave me a deep kiss. God, I had no inkling that this is how kissing could be. I wanted it to go on forever. Justin had what was going to really mess out minds up. 
 
    He had a double headed dildo. He grease it and first worked it into Matt. This was not easy. It took a lot of coaching but eventually Matt bore down like taking a dump and the head made it's way into him. Justin gave him time to adjust and then it was my turn. I thought it would rip me in two but I eventually took it too. It took a long time for me to adjust to that monster. Matt had set up two chairs for him and Ry and they sat in them and motion for us to get between them.There was just enough room for us on our hands and knees. Our asses were right up against each other pushing the dildo as deep as it could go into us. 
 
    Now this appealed to my childish side. Two naked boys wiggling their asses against each other. Only now every time we moves it caused the dildo to move and we were making it hit each other's prostate. It was hot and funny. Every time it hit that spot we would yelp the best we could with a dick stuck down our throats. Eventually Ry told me he was going to come and I waited and swallowed his load the best I could but some of it dribbled down my face. Justin chose to pull his dick out and shoot his load all over Matt's handsome face. We panted after our job was finished. I thought surely now we would be allowed to come. But no. 
 
    First the dildo was removed from our asses leaving an empty feeling. Then Justin said we had to lick the cum off of each other's face. This was great on my part. I never thought my tongue would ever get near such a handsome face. Matt seemed to enjoy it too. He was even a better kisser than Ry. We then dove into Justin's pool to cool and clean off. 
 
    It was now about 4 in the morning. We were told that they had made arrangements for Matt and I to be roommates and the actives had already moved our things into a double in Mahoney Hall. Now we had to get there. First we were given keys to our room on a chain we wore around out necks. Then I was given a pair of shorts. But for who I thought. they were huge. Justin told Matt to climb in behind me. We then put on a single large t-shirt. 
 
    We had to walk back to the school and do it before it got light out. We quickly discovered that we had to move in unison . Right leg, left leg. right arm swing, left arm swing. With every step Matt's still hard and dripping dick rubbed my ass. On the way Matt and I discussed our initiation. He got off on it too. He told me that he wanted to fuck my cute ass. I told him jokingly, "not without buying me dinner first.... and me fucking you afterward." 
 
    He said of course. I was dumbfounded. This was going to be a great year. When we got to the dorm there were a couple of people up and around and we endured the laughter. We found our room and got out of the outfit. Finally we got to take off those cock rings.. A note in the room explained that now we could come but had to get each other off.. We quickly chose to 69. With all the cum in our balls from not jerking off for a week and all the stimulation our prostates had received earlier we soon came buckets down each others throats. We retired to separate beds but both chose to sleep on out stomachs as our asses were still sore form the paddling and the dildo. 
 
    As I lay there looking at the morning sun on Matt's ass I thought "Thank you Evan." This must have been my wonderful cousin's doing 
 
    And it was. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sharing Hotel Room with Coworker 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I work in an office. Pretty boring actually, but it pays my bills. Most of the guys in my office don't interest me much. We have a great working team. It's just that none of them really interest me enough to consider anything more than a coworker. Now our Network Administrator. 
 
    He's hot. His name is Ben and he has the deepest eyes I've ever seen on a man. When Ben talks to me, I have to remind myself not to melt to the floor. His shirts are always tight. His jeans fit just right. It's amazing that I get any work done around the office when he's around. 
 
    I remember one time I was waiting for our daily "planning meeting" to start. My mind was drifting thinking about Ben. Ben had just stood next to me in the men's room (Partitioned, I saw nothing). I thought about what he might look like. He's always seemed to pack a healthy bulge in his jeans. If I had just moved 6 inches, I could have looked over the partition , then I would have known what he was carrying. Of course, that would be the end of my good paying job and career too. Sigh. 
 
    As I thought of missed opportunities, our boss entered the meeting room. He didn't look happy. He immediately told us that his boss is making him use part of his budget to send the entire office to a week long "Team Building" seminar. I can imagine he wasn't happy, He doesn't like taking money from his budget to buy coffee. 
 
    Through clinched teeth, our boss explained to us that everyone on our team was going. Every single person under him. I thought about how annoying that would be. To be stuck out of town for a whole week with no relief. I'm sure this seminar didn't include access to a local gay bar. Just as I started really dreading the thought, I realized that the boss was telling Ben to make the arrangements. I realized that everyone on our team included Ben. At least that means I'll have something to think about while jacking off for that week. 
 
    The boss kept the meeting short, letting us know that he expected us to get enough work done in the next two weeks to make up for the time lost on the third. 
 
    This is how I ended up in a hotel, far from home, looking up room assignments. Being as cheep as he can be, the boss put four to a room. It didn't matter to him, he didn't come with his "team" to the seminar (figures). I looked at the list, running my eyes all the way down the list. Since there were 14 guys on our team, two guys ended up in an odd room. I was in the odd room. And so was Ben. I couldn't imagine my luck. I was now spending all week in a room with Ben. My cock was stiffening, while my brain started going into panic mode. How was I to handle this. 
 
    We only had enough time to put our bags in our rooms. Then we had to head off to a conference room to start a series of torturous exercises. First they explained the purpose of this seminar. They fed us some hogwash about how computers in the office are networked together so they can utilize and share each others resources. This make them perform better. So we as people need to learn how to network with each other, so we can meet each others needs and complete our tasks more efficiently. 
 
    I just sat there thinking that the reason they were holding this seminar was to get suckers like my bosses boss to send groups of people to them so they could charge $1500 a head to "retrain" us. But maybe that's just my opinion. 
 
    We spent the rest of the day "getting to know" each other. Not that I really wanted to know anyone else there any better than I did. Well, other than Ben. 
 
    After the end of the day, we all went to dinner. Then we all hung out in the small bar the hotel accommodated. That was kind of nice. The group that I ended up with were just as verbal as me about how inconvenient it was to be away from home for a whole week. Ben was there, and pointed out that he's not sure he can live a week without his girlfriend at home. (sigh, oh well.) 
 
    After that, we went to our rooms and settled down for the night. I just got ready for bed, and crashed out. I was mainly thinking about how lucky Ben's "girlfriend" at home must be. 
 
    The next morning was a little exciting though. I not only didn't realize the night before that Ben slept naked, but Ben wasn't shy about his body at all. He got up, took a shower, and came back into the room to get dressed. I woke up pretty quick. Especially at seeing that he was every bit as hung as I though he would be. I couldn't believe how good his body looked. I'm sure he worked out more regularly than I did. 
 
    He didn't seem to notice how much I noticed him. He ended up throwing a clean towel at me and said, "Gotta get outta bed. Need to shower while there is still hot water left." 
 
    I got ready, and we went through a day of even more annoying "team building" exercises. These were a lot more physical. I was pretty worn out by the end of the day. OK, I wasn't that worn out, but I said I was when I decided to go to the room after dinner rather than hanging out. Truth was, I was horny as all get out. I couldn't get the image of Ben naked out of my mind. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and jacked off. I was hot to cum too, cause when I did, it went flying. I hadn't cum that hard in a long time. I wiped my jizz off the floor, put on a pair of boxers, and went to bed. I passed out pretty quickly. The way one only passes out after getting off really good. 
 
    I was sleeping pretty well. Then I came to consciousness knowing that I wasn't alone in my bed. Not only wasn't I alone, but my visitor had his arms around me and his body pressed to mine. I felt a kiss on the back of my neck, and that was enough to make me jolt to total awareness. I wasn't dreaming. 
 
    As my startled breathing broke then became rapid, I heard Ben say, "It's OK, Dave. It's just me." 
 
    I was a little more than confused. I replied, "What are you doing Ben?" 
 
    "I'm just 'networking' so I can 'meet our needs.' It's OK, Dave. I know you like me." 
 
    With that I felt him licking and sucking on the back of my neck. His hand ran across my bare chest, pulling me to him. He ground his crotch into the back of my boxers (I wish I hadn't wore them). His feet danced with mine. 
 
    I relaxed while feeling his cock press into the thin material of my boxers. I pressed back against him. Thinking about it, I asked him, "What do you mean, you know I like you?" 
 
    "That's easy," he said. "I'm the network administrator. I not only keep the computers working. I am supposed to monitor them for any loss prevention issues." 
 
    "What does that mean?" I was curious. I didn't waste the moment though. I pulled his hand to my mouth, and started sucking on his fingers. 
 
    After a quick moan he stated, "When emails contain certain words or phrases, the computer flags them so I can check them out. Most of them turn out to be nothing. An email you sent to Sherry in Accounting was just such an email." 
 
    Sherry. Damn. I talked about everything with her. She is the person who got me hired with the company. She knows more about me than anyone in the office. 
 
    Ben continued, "Of course, the email turned out to be nothing from a loss prevention stand point. From a personal stand point, though, I blushed at the way you talked about me." 
 
    "Really? Obviously you aren't pissed about it." 
 
    "Well, at first I didn't know what to think about it. I let it go. Then I started noticing how much you were noticing me. It made me wonder." 
 
    "So, you aren't gay?" 
 
    "I don't think so. You're not bad looking though. I guess you got my curiosity going." 
 
    I turned to face him, saying, "I guess that it doesn't hurt that you've been away from your girlfriend for two days...." 
 
    "Actually, She doesn't really take care of me. I only call her about once a week. I haven't had sex in about a month now. Not that I'm going to tell our coworkers that." 
 
    "Ahhh. So, what about now? Are you cool with what you started here?" 
 
    He answered that by kissing me full on the mouth. Any nervousness I had keeping my dick at bay was released, and I threw a boner hard and quick. 
 
    I felt along his chest, down his sides, and grabbed a hold of his very hard and very large cock. His hands reached down and pushed my boxers off of my hips. I wiggled to help him get them off me. We laid there, naked. I was feeling his penis pulse warmly in my hand. We kissed some more. His hands felt my ass, and pulled me into him. 
 
    Our dicks rubbed against each other. I reluctantly broke away from the kiss. Then I planted kisses down his chest, sliding my body down against his. I enjoyed the feeling of his warm flesh against mine. His body was soft, yet firm and unyielding. I got down to his 9 inch cock and started licking it. 
 
    Precum was forming at the head of his cock. I took the head into my mouth, and started slowly working on his hot poker. He moaned and moaned. I was really getting into sucking him off, when he started shifting around. 
 
    I was afraid I was going to loose my precious love rod, but Ben just turned around. I figured out really quickly why, when I felt his tongue slide across my own needy shaft. 
 
    I sucked on his cock, while he played with mine. I pulled off and started licking his balls. He started sucking on my nuts too. After a bit I moved back to his dick, taking it all the way into my stretched mouth. I felt his mouth take my dick into me. 
 
    It wasn't the best head I ever had. By far. But, It was Ben. Ben had my dick in his mouth. 
 
    It only took a minute for me to shoot off. My mouth was kinda full, and I didn't really warn Ben. But he sucked down my load like a trooper. I had to push him away from my cock when it got sensitive after cumming. 
 
    I left his dick, saying, "Sorry about that. I guess you turn me on too much. I tried not to cum too soon." 
 
    "That's OK." He said, moving back up to face me. HIs cock drifted away from my face, leaving my mouth feeling alone and sad. He looked me in the eye and with a glint he said, "I don't really get off from getting head anyway. That was awesome head. I've just never gotten off from it from anyone." 
 
    "Oh," I said. I kinda felt bad for him. 
 
    He kissed me again. I could taste my cum in his mouth. I don't think I'd ever done that before. His hands moved around to my butt. I felt him kneading my ass cheeks as his tongue danced with mine. His still very stiff rod rubbed into my abdomen. I was so hot for him. I felt like this was all a dream. Just holding him was incredible. He broke the kiss, looking me straight in the eye. 
 
    His look was totally melting me. I just let go and enjoyed him looking at me. It was like I was the only thing in the world that mattered to him. Then he said to me, "I want to fuck you." 
 
    There is a feeling someone gets when you are driving, you know you are going to run into something, you press on the breaks, but realize that there is no real way to keep from crashing. That's how I felt. I hadn't been fucked in like a year. Definitely not by a monster sized cock like his. Sure, I fantasized about him taking me in every position. But this wasn't fantasy, this was real. His real big cock in my real tight ass. 
 
    I couldn't say no. I wanted to, but I needed to please him. I had to have this hot stud of a coworker. If I said no, I'd never have him again. 
 
    I managed to get my mouth to say, "I don't know if I can...." 
 
    "It's OK, Babe. I got some lube in my bag. I'll be easy. It's not like this is my first time trying to fuck someone in the ass. It's just my first time with a guy." 
 
    He ran over, got in his travel bag. Bringing a bottle back with him, I watched his advancing cock point to me. I knew it wanted me. I reached for the bottle and lubed his cock generously. Then I reached back and rubbed as much lube as I dared into my asshole. 
 
    "Face down." He said, "This will be easier for you, I think." 
 
    I layed forward on the bed. He crawled up behind me. I was really getting nervous. He pressed my legs together, and straddled them. He leaned over me. I felt his fat dick running up and down my asscrack. The head of his cock was lining up with my asshole. 
 
    "Relax." He said to the back of my head. Just hearing my dream stud say that actually did relax me some. 
 
    The end of his cock pressed into me. I felt the head enter my ass. It did hurt. But it was worth the pain. Now I had Ben in me. I moaned to show my appreciation. I bit the pillow hard to hide the pain. 
 
    He slid into me. His hands were on either side of me, on the bed. They lowered his weight onto me, pushing him into my ass. I started thinking I couldn't take this anymore, then he hit something in me. 
 
    Now I've been fucked by a few guys in my time. But I, honestly, never felt this thing that I was feeling now. In one good stroke I felt the reason why some guys bottom all the time. 
 
    Ben started fucking me. When his cock dug deep, it made waves of pleasure run up and down my whole body. It was incredible. Ben stroked is slow for a while, then sped up. He started fucking me harder. I definitely encouraged it. 
 
    Before long, he grunted out, shoving in deep. I felt a wave of an orgasm sweep across my own body. It felt good just to be under him. 
 
    He started to pull out. I clinched my ass. He took the hint, and just laid on my back, with his wonderful meat still lodged inside of me. After a minute, I turned to kiss him. Our bodies slid apart. We kissed and kissed and kissed. 
 
    I finally broke away from him mouth. I looked him in the eye and said, "I guess it's a good thing that we got put in the same room for the whole week." 
 
    With that playful look in his eye, he replied, "It's a good thing that I was the one who set up the room assignments." 
 
    I hugged him to me. We actually slept arm in arm for the whole night. Needless to say. That was the best "business trip" I've ever been on. 
 
    Ben and I never made a serious attempt at dating. But we did get together many times. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sword Fight Fun Times 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rich and I awoke after a long nap following our morning's docking experience. The explosive orgasms had left us drained, but several hours of sleep had refreshed us. I was curled around Rich's body, feeling his warmth against my chest and stomach, enjoying the intimacy, and wondering how we'd spend the afternoon. 
 
    "Too bad we didn't come together," he said as he stirred against me. 
 
    "Well, I had to be soft for your big helmet to fit inside my foreskin," I answered. 
 
    "Yeah, your skin's pretty roomy, but your big tip takes up almost all the room when you're hard." He turned to face me, and I felt his fingertips squeezing the puckered nipple of my foreskin as he spoke. Now that he was facing me, I gently pinched his glans with thumb and forefinger. 
 
    "What you're doing feels good," I said as I felt my glans sliding around inside my fleshy sheath. The gentle friction and the stretching of my foreskin were arousing me, and I felt my prick swelling under his fingers. 
 
    "It feels good to me too," he said with his usual warm smile. "I'd like to feel your hard tip right up against mine when we come." 
 
    "That sounds good to me. Got any ideas?" 
 
    "Ever try sword-fighting?" he asked as he worked my prick up to full hardness. 
 
    "What's that?" I asked. Rich's penis was also hard now, swollen to its full six inches. Our erections were exactly the same length from pubic bone to the end of the glans. My foreskin formed a thick pucker just beyond the end of the head. 
 
    "We go tip to tip, rubbing and slapping our big tips against each other. It's like docking, but without the foreskin." He pulled away to sit facing me. I sat up as well, and let Rich place his right leg over my left thigh, then pull my right leg over his left thigh. We were about a foot apart, and our hot hard pricks spanned the gap between us, heads touching. I squeezed the neck of his penis, between the flaring rim of his helmet and the thick brown scar ring, and felt his glans throb against mine in response. 
 
    "I like this," I said. It would be nice if we came together this way." Rich's skilled fingers were rotating my foreskin around the head, sending ripples of sensation down my shaft. 
 
    "I like it a lot, Jack. I really enjoy feeling your fingers on my cock." 
 
    "Your prick feels so warm," I said. "I like feeling its hardness, and knowing that my touch feels good to you." 
 
    "I'm going to retract your foreskin," he said. "You've got to be bare-headed for sword-fighting. Good thing your skin locks behind the high rim and stays out of the way." 
 
    "We both have high rims," I replied. "Just push the foreskin back and it'll stay there." Rich's warm fingers expertly pushed my foreskin back over the head until it snapped down behind the flaring rim. The enticing odor of my wet glans and foreskin filled the air, causing Rich to comment: 
 
    "Man, I love smelling your prick. It really turns me on. Now I'm going to lube us with Astroglide," he said. "You know what that is." He reached for the plastic bottle on the bedside table and poured a few drops onto my glans, spreading it with the fingertips of his other hand, then lubricated his helmet the same way. 
 
    "I love that feeling," I said. "That Astro gives me a warm feeling in the head." I was enjoying the delicious sensation of warmth pervading the sensitive surface of my glans. Rich now grasped our pricks by their shafts, carefully keeping his fingers away from my sensitive helmet because he knew that direct friction would drive me over the edge too quickly. 
 
    "I'm really glad our tips are the same size and shape," he said. We both had large purple helmets, with rounded front dome expanding to high flaring ridges that had sexy turn-ups at the back. Our coronas swept forward and down to meet under the heads in thin weld lines joining the twin lobes that bulged under the heads. The twin lobes framed triangular grooves under our heads, and in the grooves were our gee-strings. Although Rich had been circumcised, the doctor had not removed his gee-string, thereby preserving an important seat of sensation. Our slits were medium size, and they pouted to form teardrop shaped orifices with erection. Normally, his exposed glans was dry, with a leathery texture because it was constantly exposed to the air, while mine was always smooth and moist under its protective foreskin. Now, both were wet and glossy with lubricant. 
 
    "Now I'll show you what sword-fighting is like." He pressed our tips together and brushed his from side to side against the front of mine. The lips of our slits caught against each other, spreading under the gentle friction, producing a deliciously subtle and exciting sensation, an erotic tickle that excited us both. 
 
    "That's really reaching me," I said as he continued the erotic side to side swiping. "Your tip's so smooth," he whispered. He leaned forward to kiss me lightly on the lips. I caressed his shoulders with both hands, then moved down his body to the insides of his thighs. My left hand crept between his legs to cup his scrotum, which was already contracting with excitement. 
 
    "Yours feels smooth against mine," I replied. "I like the way our slits are rubbing against each other. That turns me on too." 
 
    "Now let's try something else," he said as he adjusted his position, shifting forward and letting his swollen glans slip under mine. His upturned ridge rubbed against the twin lobes under my glans, also brushing the sweet spot of my gee-string. I felt a throb deep inside as my cock-root responded to this stimulation. 
 
    "Did you feel me throbbing?" I asked. "You're really turning me on with this." 
 
    "I know I'm turning you on," he replied. "Mine throbbed too." He continued the gentle back and forth motion, rocking his pelvis to thrust his glans forward and back under my helmet, the corona sliding smoothly against my twin bulges. 
 
    "This feels so intimate, your smooth helmet sliding against mine," I murmured. I was very aroused, and followed an irresistible impulse to lean forward and kiss him, a light dry kiss that expressed my affection for him, not only because of the sexual excitement, but for his warm personality. 
 
    "That was nice," he said when I retreated. "Now let's switch." He swung his penis in a small circle, bringing his glans over mine, and pressed the bulges under his helmet against my flaring rim and the thick foreskin collar behind it. Now he resumed his slight thrusting, and I felt the bulges sliding back and forth over my corona, sending sweet tickles into my glans. 
 
    "That's it, Rich, rub your gee-string over my ridge," I said, encouraging him to stimulate our tips. Now he lifted his penis and brought it down in a slap against my glans. The shock wave from his hard helmet colliding with mine went through my glans, stimulating the deep-seated nerve endings. He did this several times, from the top, bottom, and from both sides, each delicious shock exciting me even more. Now he stopped and spoke: 
 
    "Does it hurt if I pull your skin all the way back?" he asked. "Right now it's filling the groove behind your ridge and I want to pull it back so that I can see the back of your rim." I felt his fingers begin to tug tentatively on my shaft skin, drawing the thick fleshy foreskin collar back from my corona. 
 
    "It doesn't hurt; it feels good. Just keep pulling on it. That stretches the nerve endings in my foreskin," I answered. His fingers tightened on my skin, gently drawing it away from my flaring flange. 
 
    "I really like the way your tip looks, all naked like that. Pulling the skin back from it makes it stand out, just like mine." He eased himself forward slightly so that the twin lobes under his glans touched the back of my corona. Now he began moving his penis in small circles around mine, so that the backs of our flaring flanges rubbed against each other. His glans slid down the left side of mine, his corona caressing mine, sending hot thrills into the sensitive nerve endings. 
 
    "Ohhhhhh" I moaned, feeling the sharp stabs of sensation as his hard flange caressed the back face of mine and the nerve endings in the groove behind it. "Feeling your rim against my rim and the groove is really hot," I whispered, barely able to speak because my mind was focused on the tantalizing sensations. 
 
    "It's the same for me," he whispered back. "Your flange feels so hard, rubbing against mine. I'm really sensitive back there, especially the skin between my rim and the scar." His corona was now in contact with the underside of my penis, caressing the twin lobes and the gee-string, and I responded by gently kneading his testicles, feeling them slide inside his tight sac. 
 
    "Both our helmets are getting darker," I said. "Your rim feels really hard. Your helmet's swollen like mine." As I spoke, Rich slid his glans up my right side, the sharp flange digging into the groove behind my rim, as well as caressing the back of my engorged rim. I saw a large drop of clear fluid filling the space between the pouting lips of his slit. 
 
    "This is so hot^�." He trailed off as he continued to move his glans in circles around mine. Now his head was on top of mine, and the drop of lubricant oozed down onto my shaft. Our helmets were fully engorged in the final swelling that precedes orgasm, and I felt the familiar ache in my glans, telling me that my penis urgently needed release. 
 
    "Want to come like this?" I asked. "I don't think we can hold off much longer." 
 
    "No, we'll finish off tip to tip," he said as he moved back just enough so that the round front domes of our swollen helmets touched. His slit was sliding sideways against mine, repeating the exciting sensations that had begun our sword-fight. 
 
    "My helmet's so swollen it almost hurts," I said. "I guess yours is too. We both need to come." 
 
    "Mine's swollen too, and starting to tingle," he whispered. "How does yours feel?" I was pumping sensations into his body, caressing the insides of his thighs with one hand while my other hand kneaded his scrotum. 
 
    "Mine's tingling too. I think we can make it together, and really share the experience." Rich took a deep breath, then spoke: 
 
    "Okay, here's what we'll do. I'll use my hand to hold our heads together, and we'll shoot against each other." He wrapped the warm fingers of his right hand around our swollen heads and his other hand cupped my balls, compounding my excitement. 
 
    "I want to kiss you while we come," I whispered, and he leaned forward to touch his soft lips to mine. Suddenly, I felt his hand twist around our swollen tips, sending hot sparks of sensation stabbing deeply into my glans. The hot tingle in my helmet exploded and my eyes closed as I pressed my lips against his. 
 
    Rich moaned as I felt his hot jet erupt onto the front of my glans and mine followed a split second later. I was moaning too as the hot stream rushed up my urethra to shoot onto his hard, throbbing helmet. The warmth of his semen added to my sensations. His encircling fingers kept the hot fluid trapped and our streams mixed and ran all over our throbbing tips as we moaned in ecstasy. 
 
    I felt his helmet hammering mine with its hard throbs, sending hot waves into my glans as his fingers twisted around our coronas to intensify our sensations. He cried out in blissful agony as the orgasm consumed him, as mine was consuming me. I felt his moans against my lips as his hot hard glans continued to throb against mine, shooting its fiery jets against my sensitive tissues. 
 
    We were totally lost in the mindless frenzy of our mutual orgasms, our bodies straining against each other, cock-roots contracting spasmodically, emptying ourselves in blissful streams of life-fluid. I was feeling his orgasm as he was feeling mine, loc ked together by our throbbing helmets and our eager lips. 
 
    Suddenly, my tip became too sensitive, and I struggled against him as I cried out: "AH! AH! AH!" He released me as I pulled away, and our straining tips continued to pour white streams onto the bed between us. I opened my eyes and saw our deep purple helmets still oozing, bobbing up and down with each contraction of our cock-roots. 
 
    "I know, I know," he whispered. "My tip became too sensitive at the same time." The throbbing in our cocks hadn't yet stopped, and we locked our lips together for another kiss, a deep one this time, with his thick tongue probing into my mouth as we moaned in pure joy. 
 
    The hot frenzy slowly left us, and our breathing returned to normal as our spasms lessened and then stopped. We stared, stupefied, at our still hard cocks pointing at each other. 
 
    I really loved that," I said. "This is what I missed last time. I really wanted to feel your hot tip throbbing against mine while I was coming, but we couldn't do that when we docked this morning." 
 
    "I'm with you, Jack. This morning was great, but even shooting inside your foreskin wasn't as hot as feeling your tip shooting against mine." 
 
    "You've really got a beautiful penis," I reflected. "It felt so good against mine." 
 
    "Yours is beautiful, too, both ways. I love to see it with the skin back and the big helmet standing out, and with the skin covering it, with the outline showing through it. Feeling it shooting its cream against mine was sensational." 
 
    "Thanks for sharing," I said, as I leaned forward again to kiss his hot lips. This time I pushed my tongue between them, and felt his hard smooth teeth, and then the roughness of the upper surface of his tongue. We were breathing through our noses as we held the kiss for over a minute, as I explored the inside of his mouth. 
 
    The let-down was creeping over us, the fatigue that inevitably follows a hot orgasm, and the warm afterglow pervaded our bodies. We relaxed, our eyes on each others' bodies, watching our pricks soften and droop, relishing the moment of tenderness. 
 
    "We ought to get up and shower," he said. "Then we've got to change the sheets." We disentangled ourselves and headed for the bathroom. Rich turned on the water and we relaxed under the hot spray. The hot water sluicing over my naked glans stimulated my bladder reflex. 
 
    "I've got to pee," I said. Rich's fingers slipped my foreskin forward over the head and pinched the end. 
 
    "Go ahead, let go. I want to hold your foreskin shut while you do it. I've seen other guys with foreskins do it this way, and I want to hold yours while you pee." My sphincter relaxed and the flow began, first as a trickle that ran down my urethra with a pleasant tickle, then as a heavy gush that made my foreskin balloon until I couldn't stand it any more. 
 
    Rich let go, and the thick yellow gush shot out, falling to splash over our feet and down the drain. Rich's flow matched mine, because he too had been affected by the hot water coursing over his naked glans, and we stood together until we were utterly drained. 
 
    "I like to pee after orgasm," he said. "That always flushes my tube." He pressed a fingertip into my urethra behind my scrotum and carefully milked me. I did the same for him. Then we soaped each other's bodies, enjoying the sensations as the warm water rinsed the suds from our bodies. Rich carefully skinned me back to let the water remove the residue from my glans and hood, then replaced my foreskin in its normal position, handling my penis is his usual loving manner. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Meeting Blonde Guy During Golf Weekend 
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Having memories of my ex-wife clear in my head, I was looking forward to playing a little golf and taking the time to get my life back in order. I started to hit the course at least twice week and my game started to pick up a bit. I have a flexible schedule that allows me to play Tuesday and Friday afternoons at a small public course in Portland that ties nicely with my travel schedule to the area. 
 
    After playing a round on Tuesday I stopped at the bar for a quick glass of wine and planned to be home by around 10:30 that night. Sitting at the bar I struck up a conversation with a good looking guy, sexy even, named Eric who had just moved to the area and was recently divorced himself. It seems his schedule for playing matched mine and after having a few drinks we agreed to meet on Friday to play around 2:00 and maybe have dinner after before I began the drive home. 
 
    Friday came and I met Eric at the club house and we hit the course. I was having a good day and Eric seemed a bit nervous and wasn't concentrating very well. I shot an 86 and Eric hit 97 which is a full 7 strokes over his handicap. He suggested we hit the bar and have a few drinks before dinner which was fine with me since I had decided to spend the night at a local hotel and drive back in the morning. 
 
    After a couple of drinks Eric seemed to relax a little and the conversation turned to women and ex-wives. We both agreed that for what they cost they just were not worth the trouble. He said at this point in his life he was happy to just jack off for relief and didn't miss the emotional attachment. He commented that he just wanted some excitement with sex and wanted to try some things he had never done. The comment struck me as a little strange and I decided to probe a little to see where the conversation was going. I asked what kind of things he had in mind and his response was that he would consider almost anything as long as the other person was over twenty one and healthy. After a bit of silence, I asked if he was limiting the experience to women. He said he was open to anything and had actually thought about what it would be like to be with a man. Now it was my turn for some honesty when he asked if I had ever been with a guy. I said no. Then he asked if I had ever thought about being with a guy. I said yes sometimes. He smiled and said that was about where he was in life and he was getting tired of just thinking about it. Whoa, this conversation was going very fast and I needed time to think so I changed the subject and asked about his problems on the course today. Well, I thought I had changed the subject until he answered my question. He said he was very nervous on the course because he new he wanted to have this conversation about sex with me tonight over dinner. Still needing time to think, I suggested that if we were going to talk over dinner we should get started to the restaurant. 
 
    He said why don't you just leave your car and ride with me since we have to come back by here on our way to my house and to your hotel. We drove in silence for a while and he finally reached over and touched my thigh and started to say he was sorry for bringing up the sex thing and he hopped it didn't make me uncomfortable. I felt a strange tingling sensation in my groin with his hand on my leg and just sat there not knowing what to do or say. I touched his hand and said there is no reason to be sorry and I smiled and said that we should continue our discussion over dinner. His eyes seemed to brighten at my comment. 
 
    The restaurant was dark and not crowed so we got a small corner booth where we could talk in private. We had another drink and he asked if I had ever gone beyond thinking about sex with another guy. I said only looking at some gay porn on the internet and I admitted that once I had called an Asian man that advertised full body massages with complete satisfaction guaranteed for men but that when he answered I chickened out and hung up. Next was the subject of anal sex and he asked if I had ever used a dildo or vibrator up my ass? I said that I had and even admitted that it was something I had done since I was a teenager. He said I noticed that when I touched your leg in the car you didn't move or object. I said that his touch made me feel something I had never felt before and it wasn't a bad feeling. As he reached under the table and ran his hand up the inside of my leg he said he would be happy to make me feel good if I was willing. When his hand reached my crotch he squeezed my cock through my pants and I became instantly hard and closed my eyes enjoying the sensation. 
 
    We ordered another drink and the subject centered on what kind of sex two guys could have and did I find the idea of sucking a cock offensive. I told him that I just didn't know what I could or could not do with a guy. Then I said something that surprised even me. I said the only way to know for sure is if we try things and then we will know. He smiled and squeezed my cock again and said why don't you cancel your hotel reservation and stay with me tonight. I think at this time we had both decided that we were going to try male/male sex tonight and dinner was the last thing we were concerned about. We both ordered light meals and ate quickly and were headed out the door to his place in about fifteen minutes. On the drive he asked if I had though about kissing another guy and I said not really but kissing is kissing. We stopped at my car and I followed him to his house. 
 
    On arrival at his house we entered through the garage and as soon as the door closed he came up behind me and put his arms around my waist and kissed the back of my neck and ear. My cock instantly filled and was pressing at my pants making me uncomfortable. I could feel his pressing against me. We headed for the bedroom and left a string of clothes along the way. We took a shower and took turns washing each other and exploring every detail. He was cut and about six inches and stuck slightly up toward his belly when hard. I on the other hand was uncut about eight inches and stuck straight out when erect. After drying off we hit the bed and started talking about what and how far we would go. 
 
    I finally said shut up and reached over and pinched his nipple making him groan and lean toward me asking me to kiss him. His mouth touched mine and as if on autopilot it opened for his probing tongue. I have never had a hotter kiss and my cock was rock hard and dripping. I slowly traced a line with my finger down his stomach until I reached his pubic hair where I stopped and then with some hesitation continued until I could feel his cock in my hand. The tip was wet and slippery and felt so hot. I let go of his cock and continued down until I reached his balls which were drawn up tight and shaved clean and smooth. I started to slide down his body with my tongue tracing the line I had followed with my finger. When I got to his cock I opened and let his cock slip in until he was at the back of my throat. Through ragged breathing I could hear him saying "oh fuck it's as good as I thought it would be". I could taste his pre-cum and knew he was not far from exploding in my mouth I slid my finger down behind his balls and continued until I was pushing against his shaved hole. He started to pump at my mouth and I knew he was close and I wanted to feel his cum squirting into my mouth so I pulled back a little and pushed with my finger against his willing hole which allowed my finger easy access. Hitting his prostate with my finger sent him over the edge and I could feel long ropes of cum being deposited into my mouth filling it with the taste of sex. 
 
    Within minutes he had my cock in his mouth and was running his hand down the back of my legs and found my ass which he teased with his finger until I was going crazy. I told him to give me his finger and I stuck it in my mouth and covered it with saliva and he gently pushed into my eager hole striking my prostate and causing me to explode into his mouth. Wow we had done all of this in less then ten minutes and were lying there looking at each other with a stupid look. He spoke first and asked if I would like another drink. I said no I think I would like this to all be done sober so I could remember it. I suggested we dress and take walk to rest up for what ever was coming next. 
 
    I should have suspected something when he picked up a small nylon bag as we headed out the door but thought it was just his wallet and keys. After walking and talking for about a half hour the sun was down and we entered a small park along side the river. Stopping at a picnic table to rest and enjoy the view I noticed Eric was smiling and obviously had something in mind. He leaned over and whispered in my ear that since it was dark and there was no one around he wanted to fuck me. My response was that is not going to happen out here in public. He said oh come on, and asked me to close my eyes so he could surprise me. Being a trusting type and liking Eric, I closed my eyes and the next thing I knew he had a handcuff on one wrist and had turned me around facing the table and brought the other hand behind my back and snapped the cuff to it. Holy shit I thought this guy is going to fuck me right out here in front of the world. 
 
    He turned me around and kissed me and squeezed my cock in spite of my struggle and said you're going to get fucked so relax and enjoy it. He undid my belt snapped my pants and pulled my zipper down. While still kissing me he slid his hand into my pants and squeezed my hardening cock. All of the sudden the idea that I was going to get fucked in public while restrained turned me on big time. My cock was now rock hard and he pulled my pants and under ware down around my feet spun me around and bent me over the table. He fumbled in his nylon bag for some lube and before I knew it I felt his cold finger lubing my ass. At this point I want to get fucked so bad I am moaning softly. The big surprise came seconds later when I felt some pain and a large butt plug being inserted in my ass. As it popped in he spun me back around and pulled up my under ware and pants and fastened my belt and kissed me like nothing had happened. He released the cuffs and put them in his bag and said lets finish our walk. What the hell just happened I asked? He just smiled and said the fun is just beginning. As we passed a nearby bar he suggested we stop and have another drink. Now I'm starting to think this guy is off the chart for crazy sex and wondering what I have gotten into. By now I am used to the butt plug and other than the fact that it rubs on my prostate when we walk and keeps me about half hard I don't really notice it. 
 
    We enter the bar and sit, which with the butt plug is a new sensation, at the bar on stools and order a glass of house red wine. The place is reasonable full and has a large number of men to women and then it dawns on me that we are in a gay bar. We sit drinking our wine and he looks at me with a funny smile and says that he has a surprise for me. He opens his nylon bag and removes a small plastic control that looks like an electronic car door opener. As his smile gets bigger, he says watch what happens when I push this button. All I can say is oh fuck! The butt plug he inserted starts to vibrate and my cock gets hard. He shut it off and said, what do you think? My response was to suggest that I have just met the craziest bastard I have ever met and we both started to laugh. This is what I meant about trying everything and enjoying sex. Do you think you're up to the job? Before I could answer, he excused himself saying he had to go to the bathroom. 
 
    By the time he got back to the bar I had time to wonder what the hell he was going to do next. He sat down next to me and explained that while he was in the restroom a good looking blonde guy offered to give him a blow job. He then looked right into my eyes and smiling pushed the button again and left it on. My cock was rock hard and after a few minutes I asked him to please turn it off. 
 
    He just smiled and looked down and my crotch. This is starting to get scary because I can feel my balls tighten and my cock swell a bit and I know it is not going to be long and I am going to have a giant orgasm. I was concerned that when it happened I might yell or make noise letting everyone know that I just shot a load in my pants. I said fuck Eric, please turn it off before I cum. He just smiled and turned up the power. 
 
    That did it I closed my eyes and could feel my ass tighten around the butt plug and cum start filling my shorts. All I could say is oh fuck why did you make me do this? I had a large wet spot in my pants and he had a big laugh. Trying to be a good sport, I just went along and said every dog has his day. As we left the bar two cute guys near the door commented that we looked like we just couldn't hold it and had a big laugh at my expense. 
 
    We walked back to his place and on entering he once again snapped a cuff on one wrist and spun me around locking my hands behind me. He grabbed the wet spot on the front of my pants and squeezed telling me that I smelled like sex and was making him horny. I had given up with this guy. He was some kind of sex freak and I never knew what he would do next. The sorry thing was that I was finding it all very exciting. In spite of the fact that I had cum twice in the last two hours, my cock started to harden and I was ready for more of what ever had had in mind. 
 
    He walked me to the kitchen, threw a towel on the table and me to bend over and lay on the table. He reached around and undid my pants pulling them and my shorts down at the same time. He untied my shoes and removed them along with my pants and shorts. Here I was, handcuffed, bent over the table wearing a shirt and socks and nothing else. He said don't move and opened the nylon pouch and took out some lube and a condom. 
 
    He told me to spread my legs and he quickly strapped them to the table legs leaving my ass open to his wants. He grabbed the butt plug and popped it from my ass leaving me feeling like I wanted it back. He smeared lube around my hole and teased me with gently finger strokes for a long time making me want something more. He slowly pressed against the puckered opening and his finger easily slid in. This guy clearly knew how to light a fire. 
 
    I'm moaning and grunting as he turned one finger into two and then three. After adding more lube and fingering my ass for about ten minutes I was begging him to fuck me. He dropped his pants and just shoved his cock up my ass. With a hand on each hip he pounded it into me making me feel like some kind of wanton whore needing to be fucked. He started to tense up and pick up speed and I felt his cock grow and become stiffer. The noise he made was strange but the feeling was that he pushed as deep into me as he could get and I felt him pulsing and knew he was spraying my insides with cum. He slid from my ass and said that was incredible. 
 
    He undid the cuffs and released my legs and told me to sit on the edge of the table. I did and he lifted my legs and reinserted the butt plug and pressed the remote button. My cock was throbbing and dripping when he took it in his mouth stopping only to tell me that I smelled and tasted like sex and then continued to suck. It took about five minutes for the plug and his sucking to bring another orgasm. He nearly choked when my cock deep into his throat. 
 
    We went to bed and talked about when my next trip to the area would be. I asked what he had in mind for entertainment on that trip. He smiled and asked if I liked enemas. He reached over and pinched my nipple saying don't worry about it I'll think of something to surprise you. I'm sure he will. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Robert Teaches John 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My name is Robert, and I have to tell you about a most wonderful man. He has had a great impact on my life. We have met two times now and I am very much in love with his kind and gentle ways of making sensual, erotic love to another man. I am that lucky man. 
 
    Following my first meeting with John, I found it difficult to keep my mind on other things. I had originally responded to his Internet ad for another married man to join him in some masturbation activity. Thinking that he would not be interested in an 18-year-old, I soon forgot about my answer to his ad until he contacted me and told me he would indeed be interested. 
 
    I had been aware of my homosexuality for many years and I fantasized about every form of man to man sex I could think of. Sometimes I thought when I was very young that, if anyone knew the kinds of dirty thoughts that went through my head, they would say I was a nasty little boy. My frequent visits to porno sites on the Internet in recent months fed these fantasies, and I longed to be able to act upon them with a real man someday. I was both excited and terrified when John suggested that we meet at a Motel 6. Here was a mature 40 year old man, married with a son, who claimed to be turned on by the sight of other men's penises, and he liked to masturbate with other men. He undoubtedly had a great deal of experience over the years. I had none, except some childhood episodes with my brother and some of his friends, and I was frightened. 
 
    John made me feel at ease during that first encounter. He claimed to be a heterosexual man who was "bi-curious." He didn't use that term since he did not like these kinds of labels. He simply explained to me that he had a certain mixture of sexual cravings and interests that probably couldn't be labeled. John revealed himself as a gentle and caring man, and I quickly became completely at ease with my first experience in doing such things as fondling his balls and his penis, and even licking and tasting the pre-cum that oozed from his pee hole. He guided me through this passionate meeting with such tenderness. We climaxed by masturbating each other. As the great long ribbons of sperm shot out of my penis, I could see the erotic excitement written all over John's face as he watched. It was always a powerful fantasy of mine to have an older man be excited by the sight of my body and having him watch me give myself over completely to an orgasm. I also experienced the thrill of pleasuring this handsome mature man and watching his body writhe and his face contort as he abandoned himself to the pleasure of his own orgasm. 
 
    After that day, John and I talked about us and our private yearnings. Being a total homosexual, with no interest whatsoever in even going as far as touching a female, my fantasies of a total sexual experience with a man continued. I felt a certain frustration believing that John's interest in males went only so far as mutual masturbation. I wanted more from him. I knew it was foolish to believe one could really fall in love with someone after only one short sexual encounter. I had read enough on the Internet about how wrong it is to allow oneself to confuse lust with love. However, I couldn't help it. I was sure that what I felt for John was something very akin to love. In addition, I wanted a more complete sexual relationship with him where we would act out all the fantasies I had harbored for so long. When it came to sexual activity, I wanted more than just masturbation. 
 
    I knew John was married. I knew in my heart that any kind of open relationship was impossible. I'm bright enough and sensitive enough to know that I would never allow myself to be implicit in any kind of problem in his marriage. However, we continued to talk by telephone and e-mail. John soon began to open up to me, and he seemed to be getting more in touch with the male oriented side of his sexuality. He began to feel that, at this time in his life, his feelings and interest in men were becoming more important, and he was now feeling certain longings in his relationships with men that may have always been there, but may have been suppressed. He wasn't sure. He did, though, finally come right out and refer to himself as a "Bi-sexual." He was no longer hedging. 
 
    John told me about some stories that he had written for Taletopia.com. Although, they were written about two years before, I could see clear signs of a homosexual side to John that was anything but casual. I had taken several creative-writing courses in school. More than once, teachers would impress upon us that "all writing is autobiographical." In other words, no matter if it is fiction or non-fiction, the mind of the author is always revealed. The story that he had written revealed the true longings that resided in John's mind. Here was a man who professed, in the beginning, at least, that mutual masturbation was, to him, the ultimate in sexual excitement between him and another man. 
 
    Why then, I asked myself, did he write so passionately and erotically about caressing and massaging the body of another man? Why did he write about kissing deeply and exploring the recesses of another man's mouth, sucking penises, savoring the sperm of another man, fucking another man in the ass and licking the cum from another man's asshole? Although the two men in his story were married to women, they eventually admitted they were gay. I was drawn to the story partly because John talked of the pleasure he experienced, as I had, of watching his own body develop and mature. As I often did, he felt pride when standing before a mirror, admiring his developing manhood. While we were different is so many ways; we nevertheless had so much in common. 
 
    I was literally aching to have another encounter with John. I knew now that he could provide a beautiful reality to all of my wildest fantasies if he would just come to grips with the realities of his own sexuality. I hinted to him that we should get together again, but because of his marriage situation, I didn't press it. I let him decide whether or not we should meet again and when and where. I gave up mentioning it, but one day John said he wanted to meet me again. 
 
    Again, it was a Motel 6. As soon as we entered the room, I was determined to bring out of John what I was convinced was there. As we stood there, I gently kissed him on the lips. This is something for which he had told me he was not ready. However, he kissed me back, very gently. Soon his tongue was lashing at mine in a passionate duel. I kissed his cheek, his eyes, and his nose. We began slowly unbuttoning each other's shirt. As our shirts fell to the floor, John kissed me on the neck and began running his tongue down over my chest and around my nipples. 
 
    Then down on his knees, he ran his tongue over my navel and down along the thick strip of dark hair that disappeared beneath my belt. He pressed his head against the bulge in my pants, and then undid my buckle and zipper and allowed by pants to fall to the floor. I was wearing no underwear and my cock sprung up, almost hitting John in the face. 
 
    I told John that I needed him to stand up and get out of his clothes so we could lie down on the bed. I removed all my clothes, except my boots. (A Texan never removes his boots!) As we lay down, I pressed my naked body against his. He then pushed against mine also, and told me that he wanted to feel my skin against his and to smell the maleness of my teenage body. I told him that I wanted to explore his body thoroughly. The mature male body excited me beyond words. As he lay on his back, I raised his legs and buried my face in the mysterious, dark regions of his crotch. I eagerly breathed in the musk-like aroma of his crotch sweat. My tongue fought its way through the dense snarl of hair in his ass crack until it reached his puckered asshole. I had dreamed of being able to tongue fuck a mature man, and now that dream was coming true. John's sphincter muscles snapped at my tongue as it entered his rectum. I soon pulled out, sucked in each of John's balls, one at a time, and gently rolled them around in my mouth. John was literally growling with pleasure as I pushed my face harder into his crotch, and as he felt the flitting of my tongue on his skin. 
 
    Getting into a 69 position, I teased John's lips with the tip of my hard penis. When he opened his mouth to touch it with the tip of his tongue, I surprised him by slipping it into his mouth. He held it there for a moment. I thought he might push it out. Then I felt the gentle swirling of his tongue on my cock head and, in the next moment, John sucked it all the way in to the hilt. My penis had never been encased before in anything but my hand. 
 
    Now it was embedded in the warm, wet cavern of John's mouth. I had never felt anything like it. When I first put my mouth on his penis, his large mushroom penis head felt firm and rubbery on my tongue. I had the feeling that this wonderful mature man had surrendered a part of his body to me. His sweet pre-cum tasted much like my own. I ran my tongue around his penis furiously because I wanted him to come quickly. I was so eager to have him flood my mouth with his sperm-the sperm of a mature man of 40. Wow! John's tongue action on my penis was about to send me over the edge. When I heard him start to moan, I could feel his cock head enlarging. I knew he was about to cum, which brought on my own orgasm. We both shott our loads into each other's mouth at the same time. The feel and taste of John's hot thick sperm in my mouth was exactly as I had dreamed. I held it in my mouth for a long time and let it slowly seep down my throat. I felt John's mouth sucking on my own penis until it was limp and dry. 
 
    We lay quietly for a long time next to each other, kissing lightly and running our tongues over each other's stomach. After a while we were both hard as rock again. Without a word, John got up on his haunches and raised my legs high in the air. He ran his tongue over the soft hair on the backs of my legs down to my ass cheeks. He gently separated my buns and swept his tongue over my asshole, covering it with saliva. Then pushing himself closer to me, he touched my hole with the tip of his hard penis. He said he had never done this before, but had realized not long ago it was something that he wanted to do very badly. 
 
    As he pushed, my asshole began to hurt, but I told him to keep pushing. Then suddenly, the large mushroom head on his penis popped through and into my rectum. The feeling of having part of John-this wonderful mature man-inside of me was beyond everything I had fantasized. He pushed harder, and the deeper he went, the more wonderful it felt. How many times I had dreamed of this while using my own vibrating dildo. Never did I realize what a real throbbing hard penis would be like. I looked up at John as he began to pump me in and out. 
 
    Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. I watched the sensuous muscles in his chest and stomach and arms flex and ripple as he moved closer to his orgasm. I was jacking myself off as I watched that wonderful mature masculine face begin to contort as his orgasm swept over him. I could feel the powerful throbbing of his penis inside of me and the warm flow of sperm as it filled my rectum. Just then, my own orgasm took over my body and he watched long ribbons of sperm shoot from the tip of my penis up onto my chest. 
 
    Soon, John pulled out of me, and went down and sucked as much sperm out of my asshole as he could, and licking all over my ass crack and my buns. 
 
    After a short rest, John asked me if I would fuck him. Where had all the old doubts and inhibitions gone, I thought. However, he had developed a secret yearning to be fucked in recent times. I did the same as he did, and flooded his ass with saliva. I pushed my gorged cock into his hole as he held onto my shoulders. Although my erect penis measures seven inches, he pleaded with me to push harder and deeper. He reached down and pulled my hips hard against him. Then suddenly, without touching his own penis, he began spurting sperm all over his chest and chin. I could feel the surges pressing on my penis as I fucked him harder and harder. To feel the muscles inside of his ass contracting so violently brought me quickly to orgasm. He was still shooting his sperm as I was pumping my own into his rectum. 
 
    John told me that he had never experienced a sexual explosion of such intense magnitude. He said that there was a time when he never even desired to have such sexual contact with another man. He said it affirms the adage that no one knows what pleases a man like another man. He said there was no way his wife could ever know how much pleasure anal intercourse could give her husband, or to have his mouth flooded with another man's sperm. She would never think of having anal intercourse herself, and she really didn't like the taste of sperm. Moreover, she couldn't imagine in a thousand years that her husband would ever like those things. Only another man would know. 
 
    As for myself, I cannot find adequate words to describe the realization that John brought to all my fantasies. John and I experienced a profound sexual awakening with each other that day. I realized that all my fantasies through the years had been nothing more than mere hints of the sweeping passion that I was destined to feel that day. 
 
    John is now Renaissance Man. He has opened his mind. He has now exposed and accepted all of his subconscious yearnings. None of this means he does continue to love and respect his wife and son and treasure his marriage. Nevertheless, he now understands his true sexual nature, as he once never allowed himself to do. It is probably hard for a more mature man to admit all his sexual vulnerabilities to a teenager, which may account for some of John's early reticence in revealing the depth of his sexual longings for men. However, this is all supposition, and I fully realize that I may be pathetically, not to say unfairly, off base. One thing is certain, though. I have come to love John, in my own special definition of the word, and hold him in my heart as a very, very special person. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Taped Cock 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I'd met Don through the jack-off network, and had found him to be a level-headed guy, 65 years old, and standing about 5'6", a bit shorter than I am. He had short salt-and-pepper hair and a neatly trimmed beard in contrast to my clean-shaven face. We both wore glasses. He was only four years older than I, and we shared a lot of characteristics, such as being devoted to solo and mutual jacking. When he invited me to spend a weekend at his house, I accepted eagerly. 
 
    We'd met for dinner at an Italian restaurant that Friday evening, and then had gone to his place, a large detached house with a walled back yard. Next to his patio was a sunken hot tub, which appeared very attractive on that spring evening. It was right outside the Arcadia door to his bedroom, and we quickly stripped down and went outside. I saw that Bob's prick looked a lot like mine, a smooth shaft with a large bulge in the skin covering the head, and it tapered to a nipple in front, just as mine did. However, the nipple was encased in white surgical tape. When I asked about this, Don explained: 
 
    "When I was a kid, my cock looked just like yours. Puberty changed that. My big mushroom cock-head just grew out of my foreskin. I ended up with the skin covering only about three-quarters of my cock-head, and I didn't like to have the tip of it exposed and rubbing against my clothing. When I asked a doctor what I could do about that, he just laughed and said he could circumcise me. I didn't like that at all, and never went back to that doctor. 
 
    A few months ago, I heard that I could stretch my foreskin by taping it closed in front of the head. I tried that, and it worked. Right now, my foreskin goes right to the end, although I intend to keep taping until I've got a nipple like yours. Here, let me show you what I've got." He peeled the tape from the end of his hood, and I watched the nipple disappear as the foreskin slipped back to form a slight pucker right at the end of his bulging mushroom head. I looked and nodded. 
 
    "I like to skin back when I'm in the hot tub," he said as he drew his ample foreskin back to lock behind his high ridge. "The hot water feel good on my naked tip. Anyway, I've had the tape on for three days, and the head needs a good rinse." I did the same, and we stepped into the tub, relishing the bubbles that climbed up our bodies as we enjoyed the heat. 
 
    "I'd heard of cut guys using tape to stretch the skin of their cocks to form foreskins," I said as we lolled in the water. "You're the only guy I'd heard of or met who used tape to stretch what he already had. It seems to be working." 
 
    "Well, I feel that I just want a little more length," he explained. "That's what I like about your dick. You've got a nice long foreskin, and that must give you a nice long stroke when you massage it. Anyway, I'll find out how long a stroke you get when we get serious later." 
 
    During the conversation, I also found out that he'd experimented extensively in subtle ways to stimulate his cock, as I had, and we enjoyed sharing techniques. Both of us would use different techniques during a single session, sometimes jacking with our foreskins, rolling them sensually over the head, but also trying various bare-headed methods for variety. Strangely, we didn't get very hard despite the sex talk, although I felt my prick stirring with a half-erection in the warm water. After about half an hour, we'd had enough, and went inside to dry ourselves. 
 
    "I see your tip swells in the warm water, just like mine," he observed. My cock-head was swollen and glossy, with the foreskin still bunched up behind the high ridge. His mushroom was purple and even wider than my glans. 
 
    "Well, I think the tight foreskin behind the ridge forms a sort of tourniquet, making it swell," I replied as I snapped my hood forward to re-cover my glans. The hot water had relaxed the ring muscle in my foreskin, and now the opening gaped, a one-inch diameter orifice through which I could see the front part of my domed glans. "I see yours really swells too. How are you going to get the skin back over it?" I asked. By this time we were both full-hard, and our cocks were eager for stimulation. 
 
    "No problem," Don said, reaching for a plastic squeeze bottle on the bedside table. "This is glycerin, which is a terrific lube and it mixes well with pre-cum, unlike a lot of other artificial lubes. Watch this." He pulled back hard on his foreskin, exposing the deep groove behind the ridge, and squeezed a few drops into the crack. Then he pulled forward, and the hood slipped neatly over his glans, stopping half-way down the length. Meanwhile the cool air had made my hood shrink to its usual snug fit. 
 
    "It gives a warm feeling, too, but much more gentle than any sort of liniment. Here, try some." He held the bottle over my cock and I pulled back hard on my foreskin to let him squeeze some lube into my hood. I pulled the foreskin forward, and felt the sensuous friction as the tight ring of foreskin ran over my high ridge, then down-hill to the end of my glans. 
 
    "See, you've got enough skin for a full stroke," Don pointed out. "Mine only comes half-way up the head. I reached for his cock, tugging gently but unable to bring the hood farther down his swollen glans. I pulled it all the way back, then forward, with the same results. Now I shifted my grip and grasped his foreskin with my five fingertips, right over the ridge, and began stroking it sideways around the corona. His cock throbbed in my fingers, and I knew I'd reached him. 
 
    "I think that'll take care of stroking your foreskin," I said with a smile as I continued. Don wrapped his fist around mine and began stripping it back from the head slowly and lovingly as he commented on my penis: 
 
    "I really like your cock," he said. "It's not only the long foreskin, it's the big German helmet under it. I like the big flaring ridge because it looks so sexy, and I like the way your piss-hole looks like a teardrop. I like the pink color around the hole, and how it darkens to purple farther back on the head. Look at this." He pulled my foreskin back beyond the rim, and we looked at the back-face of my ridge. 
 
    "It's such a deep purple it's almost black," he said. "It's also got those little studs you don't see on too many guys. Those are all little nerve endings, right?" he asked. 
 
    "Yeah, they are, and they're very sensitive." I recalled the times a partner had given me direct action on those little nerve buds and brought on a howling orgasm that left me helpless and gasping. 
 
    "But most of all, I like that long foreskin," Don said as he relaxed the tension and began dragging my foreskin forward again as we sat on the queen-size bed. Don had spread a large towel under us as we faced each other, legs apart, and worked on our cocks. I cupped Don's balls as I slowly rotated his foreskin over the ridge of his big purple mushroom, and watched the drops of pre-cum flowing down to mix with the lubricant. In turn, he stroked my hood back and forth in long, sensual strokes, and I felt the familiar tickle in my cock-root as the first drops of lube began their long crawl up my tube. 
 
    After several minutes, Don's shaft became so runny with lubricant that my fingers slipped over his foreskin. I grasped his shaft-skin at the base and pulled it hard to uncap his glans, glossy with lubricant. I began running my fingertips slowly over every inch of the tender surface, keeping my touch very light so that I wouldn't precipitate his orgasm. As each tear appeared at the cock-eye at the end of his glans, I spread it over the delicate surface. At the same time, I felt my glans sloshing around inside the foreskin that Don kept stroking along its length. Despite the lubrication dulling the friction, we were both getting pretty hot, and it would be a guess as to who'd go first into the uncontrolled free-fall of orgasm. 
 
    Don groaned, and I felt he was closer to the end than I. I slowed my touches, and asked: 
 
    "Ready for it now? I can make you come in just a few seconds." 
 
    "Oh, I'm ready to come, but try to stretch it out, will you? I want to enjoy the plateau as long as I can." I kept rubbing my fingertips over his hot, swollen glans, hitting different places so as not to tire out the nerve endings by excessive friction. I watched Don's face as I massaged his glans with my fingertip strokes, and saw his jaw tighten as his arousal built. His stomach muscles started to contract spasmodically, and I felt the surface of his mushroom head harden under my fingertips. He was in the final stage, anticipating the explosive release that was seconds away, while I ministered to his lovely cock. A steady dribble of clear fluid flowed from his opening, and I felt his shaft harden and tighten in my fist. His breathing was labored now, and I decided to go for broke. 
 
    My fingers danced over his swollen tissues, and Don began going "Hah-hah-hah" as the orgasm rushed at him. I saw his legs trembling in uncontrollable spasms as I pumped more sensations into his cock-head. I felt his hand relax around my cock, and then drop away as the storm of orgasm occupied his entire attention. His penis throbbed hard in my hand, and I heard him groan, as a hard jet of jizm shot from his tip into my palm. His cock jerked again, and another hot surge of cream shot into my hand to drop onto the towel underneath. I saw his eyes were closed and his lips had drawn back, exposing his teeth, as spasm after orgasmic spasm wracked his body. 
 
    More surges of white cream erupted from his prick, but with less force now that his tank was draining. The last few throbs in his prick produced only dribbles that fell directly on to the towel under his groin. He took a deep breath, then relaxed. I was surprised at how quickly Don recovered from the orgasm, because he was up and into the bathroom within seconds after the last drops had dribbled from his tip. I followed, watching as he washed his prick, dried it carefully, and applied another ring of tape around his extended foreskin. 
 
    "Gotta keep it taped as many hours a day as I can," he explained. "The longer I keep the skin stretched out, the faster it'll take its new shape. Now let's take care of your prick." My erection had softened, and Don led me back to the bed, where I lay flat on my back as he began rolling my limp cock between his palms. This gave me pressure, friction, and stretching, all on the same nerve endings, and it had its effect. Within seconds, my cock was at full attention, the engorged head hungering for more. Don kept massaging my hot glans through the enveloping hood, as I gasped and groaned, helpless on the bed. 
 
    The overwhelming intensity of the sensations in my dick washed out my conscious mind, leaving me in a vegetative state, a mass of sensations. I was unaware of the world around me, only the hot tingling feeling in my cock. Don brought me over the edge, and I cried out helplessly as the first hot throb in my cock-root sent a white jet shooting from my orifice. Some flowed under my foreskin, and I felt the hot liquid wash over my sensitive glans. More throbs followed, and it felt as if my cock-root was pumping out every drop of liquid in my body. The torrent of white juice filled my long hood and dribbled out the snug opening onto the towel. 
 
    I don't know how long my orgasm lasted, nor when it ended. The transition from orgasm to the dazed state that followed was seamless, and I gradually became aware that Don had stopped rolling my prick between his hands but was pressing a finger up along the underside of the shaft, forcing out the last droplets. I opened my eyes and saw that he had my foreskin fully back, locked behind the ridge, and was dabbing at the white drops that oozed from my tip. He went into the bathroom, returning with a washcloth moistened with hot water, and wiped the thick cream off my still swollen glans. Then he pulled it forward to envelop my shrinking cock-head and we snuggled up for sleep. 
 
      
 
    Sensitive Tip Masturbation 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I get horny the head of my cock becomes very sensitive. The slightest touch, such as partly skinning back my foreskin when I pee, provokes intense and delicious feelings. Sometimes I even develop a pleasant mild itch in the corona, to remind me that I need relief. I hadn't had an orgasm for a week when I lay down last evening to masturbate and fantasize, and I looked forward to a big, blasting release that would empty out my tanks and tranquilize me for sleep. I had a big towel to catch the cream, and began by pulling gently on my foreskin's long nipple. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I imagined that I was at the Men Only Nude Gathering (MONG) and had just met my room-mate on the first afternoon. I'd just hit my 61st Birthday, and MONG assigns room-mates by age bracket if there's no specific request. MONG had found that most guys would request someone younger, few asking for an older roomie, making it impossible to give each one what he wanted. However, I'd requested that my room-mate be uncut, and found that Dennis was about 28, only 5'6" or so, about half a foot shorter than I, but otherwise very well equipped. 
 
    We'd introduced ourselves; he'd told me that he'd also requested an uncut room-mate, and my eyes dropped to his crotch as he undressed in the room where we were unpacking. I saw an average size cock, with a big glans bulge and a long, loose foreskin that extended well beyond the tip. I liked that, because having an uncut partner guaranteed that we'd be able to handle each other's foreskins skillfully, with no awkward hesitations, pauses, or interruptions. The atmosphere at MONG is very open, unlike in other naturist gatherings where sex and sex talk are practically taboo, and Dennis spoke up as soon as he observed my cock: 
 
    "Nice foreskin, but it looks tight. Can you skin it back easily?" I wasn't surprised at the question, considering how loose and floppy his hood appeared to be. 
 
    "Oh, yes, no problem," I answered. 
 
    "It's tight, but skins back right down to the groove behind the head. I like it snug, because that gives me just the right amount of pressure when I move it back and forth." 
 
    "I've gotta pee," I added, skinning my hood back to what I call "half-cock, with the tight ring of skin lodged firmly behind the twin lobes on the underside of my glans, leaving the flaring rim fully encased. I went into the attached bathroom and sat on the toilet. 
 
    "I always sit down to pee," I explained. 
 
    "That way there's no splatter. Dennis had followed me, watching what I did. 
 
    "Mine's pretty loose," he said, as he grasped his cock and peeled back the long hood to reveal a large bell-shaped head, beginning to swell under his handling. 
 
    "I stretched it gradually over the years," he added. 
 
    "I like having it nice and loose, and every time I peed I put a couple of fingers in it and pulled out to the sides. Then I had it stretched enough so that I could squeeze a ping-pong ball inside, and that finished the stretching and kept it really loose." He stepped up to the sink and I saw a thick yellow stream shoot from his tip to hit the back of the bowl at the same time that I let mine go. 
 
    "Looks like your cock needs attention," I remarked. 
 
    "It's growing fast." As he peed, his cock had continued to grow, and I watched, fascinated, was he finished, squeezed the residue from his tube, and ran the water for a few seconds. I'd finished too, and after a quick squeeze, stood up. 
 
    "I haven't come in a week, saving up for this vacation," Dennis replied. 
 
    "Now it looks like I need relief right away." I saw his cock at almost full-mast now, the skin still retracted behind the bulging glans. 
 
    "Mine needs relief, too," I said, and went on to explain that I had also been saving up my cream as he had, and how my tip had become extra-sensitive. I also had the familiar itch in the rim, one that touching only made more intense. 
 
    "I've got that coronal itch too. We've got a couple of hours before orientation and dinner. Let's do it now, if that's okay with you," he suggested. I saw that a drop of clear fluid had parted the lips of the opening at the end of his still naked glans. 
 
    "Okay if I close the door?" There was an unwritten rule at MONG, that there were no locks on doors and that it was all right to walk into anyone's room if the door was open, but that a closed door meant "Do Not Interrupt." I nodded, and Dennis pushed the door shut, then walking over to me and grasping my long foreskin nipple between thumb and forefinger, applying a rolling motion that moved the skin sideways over the head underneath. 
 
    A tingling feeling began, and my cock began to respond. I reached out and pulled the thick ring of foreskin from behind his high rim down over the tapering head, stretching it out beyond the end. I knew that would give him a thrill in his foreskin nerve endings as well as his sensitive glans. I slipped it back slowly, baring the nose of his glans, and saw that his pee-slit had enlarged to a teardrop shape, like mine, filled with clear liquid. A tickle in my cock-root told me that my cock was secreting pre-lube as well. 
 
    Our cocks were swelling quickly, and soon we were fully hard, and eager for release. Dennis full-fisted my cock, peeling my foreskin back slowly from the end, watching as the tight nipple enlarged as the blunt nose of my cock-head poked through. He stopped and allowed my hood to go forward again to make a tight pucker beyond the end. We each had about six inches from base to the tip of the cock-head, not counting the ample foreskins that stretched beyond them. 
 
    I sat on one of the two bunk beds and pulled him toward me to study his cock more closely. Slipping his skin fully forward to engulf his tapering cock-head and the drop of lubricant, I then slowly skinned it back, spreading the clear fluid over his moist and sensitive tip, inhaling and savoring the delicious odor of natural cock. 
 
    "Your prick smells delicious," I said as I leaned forward and licked at the next drop to appear in his hole. In a fantasy, you can do things you wouldn't dare in real life. Dennis moaned softly as my tongue probed at his hole and traced small circles around it. He sat next to me, holding my cock and working the tight hood back from the big blunt end. My wet purple cock-head came into view and he said: 
 
    "I like that. Looks like a helmet type to me." The difference between our cock-heads was that his rim went almost straight down to the weld mine underneath, giving the effect of a bell's rim. Mine swept down at an angle and the two halves met in big twin lobes forward, giving the effect of a helmet. He continued to skin it back, the snug hood stretching over the swollen contours of my glans, until the ring of foreskin popped over the high, flaring rim and snapped back into the groove behind it. 
 
    I was now stroking his cock, back and forth, directing the loose sleeve of skin fully over the big purple bell and beyond the end, where it formed a large, wrinkled pucker. I drew it back, sliding the foreskin over the sensitive surface as Dennis continued to moan. 
 
    "My tip's really tingly now, and the itch in my rim is so strong I don't think I can hold off much longer," he said. 
 
    "I'm getting that terrific urge to pee." I knew what he meant, because when I neared orgasm, no matter how much I tried to relax to prolong the anticipation, an overpowering urge to pee hit me just before I shot my load. He squirmed, and I wrapped my free arm around his waist and walked him to the bathroom. We stopped in front of the sink and I said: 
 
    "Okay, just shoot in there. I'll help you come fast." I let go of his prick and put my outstretched hand underneath as I placed my other on top, beginning to roll his cock between my palms. I picked up the pace, twisting his loose foreskin over the hard core of his cock, and saw him get on tip-toe as the sensation hit him. His jaw clenched, and he let go of my cock to place both hands against the wall behind the sink. 
 
    The rotating motion was stretching the millions of nerve endings in his foreskin as well as rubbing and compressing his ridge. Now I stroked faster, knowing that the sideways friction of his skin over the sensitive ridge would bring the climax within seconds. Rolling a guy's prick was the fastest, most powerful way to make him come quickly, in my experience. 
 
    "Almost there," he muttered through clenched teeth. I pulled my hands back slightly to bare the end of his engorged cock-head, while I continued to twist the foreskin over his inflamed ridge. The tip of his glans was dark purple, and I felt the core of his cock swell and harden even more between my palms. A steady ooze of lubricant dribbled from his tip into the sink, and then I felt his prick pulse between my palms. A thick white rope shot from his hole to hit the far side of the sink, then his prick pulsed again, and a thick dribble flowed from his tip. 
 
    Dennis cried out as his back arched, his thighs pressing against the sink as if to thrust his cock deeper into my palms as the orgasm hit him with full fury. His cock throbbed again, and another gush of cream drooled from his hole. I felt him shudder, and I changed grips, wrapping my right hand fully around his foreskin and pumping with a twisting stroke as my other arm wrapped around his waist to steady him. The intense and violent sensations of orgasm were disorienting him, and I felt him sag against me, as his knees buckled. 
 
    "Easy, good buddy," I reassured him as I held him against me, preventing him from collapsing. 
 
    "I've got you. Just relax and enjoy the ride." His cock throbbed again, letting loose a week's worth of thick chlorine-smelling semen, and the familiar odor of chlorine floated up to me as a large pool of his juice collected in the sink. His cock pulsed again as the jizm began going down the drain, and I skinned his hood back hard, to make the gee-string pull his glans down. I saw his big bell-shaped head dip as I pulled hard, and he shuddered again with the sensations. Another gush erupted from his hole, and the pulses slowed to a slow ooze as the last drops fled his body. 
 
    "Drain your balls, good buddy?" I asked as I slowed my strokes, tightening my grip to pull the last drops along his tube. When I was sure he wouldn't fall, I knelt to lap the residue from his dark purple tip, skinning him all the way back so that I could get the coating of cream and lube out of the groove behind his rim. When I'd licked all of the thick, viscous fluid from his big purple bell, I slipped the protective hood back over it. 
 
    "Thanks, Jack," he said. 
 
    "Now it's your turn." My cock had remained fully hard and ready to go, and luckily he'd let go while I was doing him or I might have shot my load with his. He skinned my hood all the way back, then tugged harder to bare the deep groove behind my rim. Two fingers of the hand holding my foreskin back tickled the hairs on my balls as he moved around behind me, and I felt his prick pressing into the crack between my cheeks. Now he brought his other hand around to touch my dick and plunged a fingertip into the groove, running it lightly around the circumference, down to the gee-string underneath and back up the other side. 
 
    This light and teasing touch, where hardly anyone had ever touched me before, was supremely exciting, and my cock-root tickled as it released more lubricant. I faced the sink as Dennis's fingertips picked up the lube from my orifice and spread it all over my bulging tip, lightly stimulating one set of nerve endings after another because he never lingered in one spot. I knew that Dennis was a master at giving a hand job because he knew that nerve endings become fatigued with repeated stimulation, and he constantly moved to fresh ones. Now one finger traced small circles around my hole; next he worked all five fingertip around my inflamed rim, and I gasped at the intensity of the feeling. 
 
    "I can feel your tip's getting harder," he said. 
 
    "Any second now." I knew he was right, because despite my efforts to stay relaxed, I was getting an urge to pee, although I knew no stream would come with my cock fully hard. The color of my cock-head had darkened, and I felt the tightening in my balls as they drew up against my body. His fingers continued their maddening caress over my inflamed glans, and the hot tingle exploded, traveling down to my cock-root. 
 
    "Go," I heard him say as the heavy pounding began in my cock-root, and the first huge gush poured from my hole, dribbling into the sink. My eyes closed and I heard myself cry out in pure joy as the full force of sensations numbed my mind, leaving me entranced by my orgasm. My cock throbbed again and another hot lava jet burned its way up my tube as I felt Dennis' fingers continue to tease and torture my glans. He pulled back harder on my skin, tensing my gee-string to pull the big head downward, and another surge of cream poured from the end. He was an expert, and he had me in his power. I felt his body press hard against mine, pinning me to the sink as I sagged, helpless as the frenzy of orgasm shook me, and he murmured: 
 
    "Love it, just love it." His fingers continued their dance on my swollen cock-head, tapping here, rubbing there, probing the deep groove behind the rim, and finally encircling the rim to apply a hard twist that made me yelp. I don't know how long it lasted, but I was completely spent when my throbs had slowed to light spasms and I felt him release me. 
 
    I grasped the sink to make sure I didn't fall, while Dennis squeezed the last drops from my tube, turned me around, and led me to one bunk, where he cleaned my slimy glans with his tongue before sliding the hood over it. I saw his half-hard cock a couple of feet from my face and looked at the clock. We still had an hour and a half to go, and he seemed to have more juice to drain. Grasping his prick by the long, floppy foreskin, I pulled him to me. 
 
    "Yours still needs more action," I said as I squeezed the big head through its fleshy covering. It quickly came to attention, and I guided Dennis to a sixty-nine position beside me on the narrow bunk. His cock was inches from my eyes as I pulled the skin back over his rapidly swelling core. The odors of semen and lubricant from his glans and foreskin turned me on. I felt him do the same to mine, which responded almost as quickly. 
 
    "We didn't drain it all," he said, before his lips engulfed my glans. My fingers swept over his naked, engorged tip, giving the sensitive nerve endings the same sort of massage he'd given mine, and I replied: 
 
    "The itch in my rim's still there; How's yours?" He drew his head back to say: 
 
    "Yeah, I feel it. We both need another orgasm." I continued to massage his engorged purple bell, making sure I hit the rim, the front, the broad upper surface, and even strumming his thick gee-string. Dennis began moaning, and I realized he wouldn't be much slower the second time around. I kept working my fingers over his swollen tip, enjoying the pure male odor as drops of masculine lubricant oozed from his teardrop hole. I felt the head's soft, spongy feeling vanish under my fingers as it engorged with arousal, and I let my lips engulf it. 
 
    "WOW!" he said at the different sensation. He howled when my teeth scraped his broad upper surface and the sensitive gee-string underneath. When my teeth reached his trigger ridge, I felt his glans throb in my mouth as the taste of chlorine hit my tongue. Dennis's cock drooled seemingly endless loads of cream, which I swallowed hard, and I felt him pumping my foreskin frenziedly. My cock-head exploded, and my hand worked the foreskin up and down as gushes of juice poured out onto my towel. I was back in my own bed, stroking my cock to let a week's load extrude through my teardrop hole. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Homeless Twink 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was out of town on business, and as usual, I was horny. It was the end of my trip and I was going home the next morning. I drove down the main road, and saw a young guy in dirty ragged clothes holding a cardboard sign that said, "Will Work For Food." What struck me was not the sign. I'd seen unfortunates with signs like that before. It was that as I sat at the traffic light, I could see that he was young. He didn't look a day over 18. The light was about to change. I rolled down my window and called him over. I asked what he would do for room and board. Just then the light changed, and I moved to the right and pulled over. He came running over with his small backpack, and said he would do anything that didn't hurt. 
 
    I told him to get in the car and he opened the door and got in. He told me his name was Allen. He had a very strong body odor. It was like very old, stale sweat. His skin was dirty, and his hair looked like it hadn't been washed in weeks. I asked him how long he had been on the streets, and he said for a few weeks. We had to ride with the windows open because it smelled so badly. He told me he had been in foster care, and was mistreated there. The case workers didn't listen, so he just left. I asked him if he did drugs and he said he didn't. He said people saw how young he was, so he got meals regularly without having to work. He had been sleeping under an underpass, but it was starting to get cold. 
 
    We got to my motel, and I told him to take off his clothes and put them in a plastic bag I had, and I'd take them to a laundry down the street. I watched him undress. He had a smooth chest, hairy pits, and a long dangling cock surrounded by a dark bush. If he didn't smell so malodorous, I would have bottomed for him right then and there. I told him that when you haven't showered in a long while, you need a really good scrubbing to get the stale scent out of your pores. I asked if he wanted me to scrub him down, and he said he could do it, but I might get some places hard to reach, so maybe I should. 
 
    I took off my clothes and got in the shower with him. I started soaping his chest and arms. He lifted his arms so I could do his pits, and they were just rancid. I loved how hairy they were, and soaped and rinsed them several times. I gave them the sniff test, and they were clean. I moved down his body and got on my knees to work his crotch. I love a musky crotch, but his was too ripe even for me, so I parted his legs and soaped from his navel to his ass, working up a good lather. He moaned as I soaped his balls, and his cock got hard. I soaped it and stroked it, marveling at his size. He had a fairly thick eight inch cock. I figured I'd play with it later. I had him turn around and I scrubbed his back, ass and legs. then had him rinse off. I shampooed his hair and we got out of the shower and dried off. 
 
    I got dressed, scooped up his clothes and took them to the motel's laundry room and put them in the wash. When I got back, Allen was lying in bed naked. I lay down next to him. His body was beautiful. He wasn't muscular, or even toned, but he had a smooth chest and stomach, long dark armpit hair, and a very wide, thick bush that he didn't trim. His legs were hairy. I asked him if he had sex with anyone, and he said he hadn't. He was afraid of getting hurt on the streets, so he kept to himself mostly. He asked me what I meant by room and board, and what I wanted for it. I told him I was offering him a nice place to live and all he could eat, for as long as he wanted to stay. I said in exchange, all I wanted was to be able to feel and play with his body when I wanted, and to let me suck his cock when I wanted. I said everything I would do would only make him feel good. He looked skeptical and asked what he had to do for me. I said he didn't have to do anything he didn't want to do, but if he wanted to fuck me, he could do it when he wanted. He was surprised and asked if that was all, really, and I said yes. 
 
    Allen started to cry, and said no one cared about making him feel good since he was a kid. His parents were alcoholics and he was taken away from them. He went from foster home to foster home, where he was treated like. I ran my fingertips along his hairy thighs and said this would be different. He lay on his back and spread his legs, letting me caress his thighs and move up to his hairy crotch. He sighed as I played with his balls and took them one by one into my mouth and sucked them. His cock was hard and the head touched his navel. I swirled my tongue around the underside and took him in my mouth. He watched as my mouth moved up and down his thick shaft until his pubes were in my face. He thrust his hairy pelvis in my face as I sucked him. I felt him tense up and shudder as he unloaded a huge load of cum in my mouth. I swallowed it and lay beside him. He reached over to me and started feeling my man tits. He looked at me and asked if this was all he had to do to be able to live with me. I said it was. He smiled and thanked me. 
 
    I went to the laundry room and got Allen's clothes, which smelled a whole lot better now. When I brought them back, he was lying on the bed and his cock was hard again. He asked, almost apologetically, if I could suck him again. I told him not to be shy about asking me to do that for him, because I liked making him feel good. I sat on the bed, and had him stand in front of me. I took his cock in my mouth and started sucking him while my hands roamed his body. He had a hairy ass crack and I played with it with my finger tips as I sucked him. I played with his balls and reached behind them, feeling his very hairy area between his balls and ass hole. As I sucked him, he reached down and played with my tits. I was glad he liked them. I felt the indents in the sides of his cheeks as I sucked him, and felt him starting to thrust and tense up. I pulled back on his cock, so the head would be in my mouth, and felt his cock throb in my mouth and he rewarded me with a big warm load. He asked me to open my mouth and I let him see his load in my mouth. Then I swallowed it. He hugged me and lay next to me and said I was the best thing that happened to him. 
 
    As we lay there, my cock was hard, and he reached between my legs and started stroking me. My cock was half the size of his, but he stroked me hard and fast. I moaned loudly, and shot my load on my stomach. I thanked him and told him it felt good, but he doesn't have to do that if he doesn't want to. He said he wanted to get me off, that it was only fair. Then he said he liked being able to touch me anywhere too. We fell asleep in each other's arms. 
 
    The next morning, I woke up with Allen sleeping beside me, but he had morning wood so I got between his legs and started sucking his cock. He started moaning as I sucked him and massaged his inner thighs. I breathed in his natural crotch scent, and felt him run his fingers through my hair as I sucked him down to his pubes. He moaned loudly and thrust his hips into my face as he shot his morning load down my throat. I pulled off his cock so I could get the rest of his load in my mouth. He asked if this is what he would have to expect living with me. I said that I wanted to suck him every chance I got, and more if he lets me. He smiled and asked how he could repay me. I told him every load of cum he gave me was repayment. We got dressed and got in the car. I asked him if he minded that I lived over a hundred miles from here, and he said no, it was fine. 
 
    We stopped for breakfast and ate in the car. We passed a mall, and went to a men's shop and bought him some jeans, shirts, and underwear. He wanted boxers, I wanted him to wear white briefs, so I bought him both kinds. We drove the rest of the way home, and got in the house. I gave him a spare bedroom to have for his own space, but told him I wanted him to sleep with me. He smiled and said he liked it that way better. He was a bit overwhelmed that I gave him his own room, and know what to say. I asked if something was wrong, but he just looked at me and pressed his lips against mine, sliding his tongue into my mouth. Our tongues dueled and let him push me on the bed and lay on top of me as he kissed me passionately. He said no one ever did anything like this for him, and he wanted me to know that he wanted to make me happy too. I told him he was already making me happy. 
 
    As he lay on top of me, he unbuttoned my shirt and started sucking my tits. He undid my pants and pushed them down as he wrapped his hand around my hard cock. He took off his shirt and pants, and lay on top of me, grinding his cock into mine as he kissed me and squeezed my tits and thrust his crotch into mine. I slid below him and took his sweaty cock in my mouth. He moaned and thrust his hips into my face as I sucked him hard. He yelled he was going to cum, and I swallowed a huge load. 
 
    He lay on the bed exhausted, as I lay next to him. He put his arms behind his head and I started licking his hairy pits. He purred as I licked them, and moved to his flat hard nipples. I asked if he wanted to feel even better. He said he did, so I told him to straddle my head with his legs. As he did, I parted his hairy cheeks, and licked his hairy hole as he writhed in pleasure. As his moaning reached higher pitches, he stopped me and said he couldn't stand it anymore. I was afraid it was too much and he was going to leave. I asked what he meant. He said he was too worked up and needed to fuck. I lay on my back and pulled my legs up on my chest, exposing my hole. He positioned his dripping cock at my hole and touched my hole with it, getting it slippery with precum. I knew he hadn't done this before, so I told him to push in and out of me slowly, until he was all the way inside. He moaned as his head popped inside me, and he moved in and out working more of his big cock inside, until he was all the way in. He didn't take his eyes off mine as he thrust in and out of me. We moaned together as his massive cock made itself master of my ass. He thrust harder and faster, and froze up as his massive orgasm filled my insides. He stayed in me until he went soft, then lay beside me. I sucked his cock clean, and lay back, thanking him. 
 
    He got between my legs and held my cock and stroked it a few times. He looked at me and then licked my head, before taking my cock in his mouth and sucking me. I moaned continually as he sucked me fast and hard. When I could hold back no longer, I shot my load in his mouth and I watched Allen swallow. I told him he didn't have to do it, but he said he did. I asked why, and he said when he fucked me I became his, and now that he swallowed my load, he was mine. He held me and said he wanted to belong to me. 
 
    We showered and got dressed and did some work around the house. I took some steaks out of the freezer and made us dinner. After dinner we loaded the dishwasher and watched some TV. I asked him to stand up and face me. He stood in front of me, and I unzipped his pants and pulled them down. I fondled his long low hanging balls, and gently sucked his growing member. I asked if he had another load for me. He said he did and asked if he could fuck me again. I reassured him and told him I loved him fucking me more than anything. The truth was, his cock was so thick and long, it rode over my prostate with every in and out thrust. He told me to go in the bedroom and lie on the bed naked, and he would take care of everything. 
 
    I got into bed and he came out of the bathroom naked. He lay on top of me and started kissing me. He moved to my side and kept kissing me as he moved his hand between my legs and fingered my ass. He fingered me for a long time and sucked my nipples. He turned me on my side with my back toward him. He reached around me and squeezed my tits as he kissed my neck. He pulled my top leg up and pressed his hard cock against my hole. He slowly and tenderly thrust in and out of me until I could feel his pubes against me. He held me and thrust in and out of me, slowly but firmly. I moaned in pleasure as I enjoyed feeling his big cock riding along my prostate. As he thrust into me over and over, he said the reason he likes fucking me is that it makes him feel like the man and I'm his woman, and I belong to him. I told him the reason I like him fucking me is that its as close as two people can be, and I like him being that close to me. His cock started to throb as he moved in and out of me, and he thrust faster, and shot his load in me. He kissed my neck again and said he loves being inside me. He stayed in me until he softened and slipped out. 
 
    When we were done, he was pretty sweaty, and had him lie on the bed. I licked his sweaty pits then got between his legs and licked his balls and licked from his balls to his ass. We went to the shower and soaped each other enjoying the slippery feel. We were both hard again, and I leaned against the wall and asked him to fuck me from behind. He spread my cheeks and pressed his hard cock agaisnt my hole. It slid right in from being so soapy. He held my shoulders and thrust in and out of me hard and fast, and I felt him explode inside me. We dried off, and lay in bed. About 2am I woke up as Allen was sucking my cock. I lay there as warm passionate feelings came over me. Suddenly I exploded in his mouth and he swallowed it. He looked at me and said my body belonged to him and he could suck me anytime he wanted. I laughed and held him close. 
 
    Allen and I made love constantly.. As weeks passed, I pushed him to enroll in community college. He met someone his own age in class, and he moved out. After a while, I stopped hearing from him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Unexpected Erotic Adventure In A Budapest Bath House 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was on a tour of Europe alone for 6 weeks on a eurorail pass and I ended up in Budapest, Hungry. As I spent my second day there I decided to see if my sexual energy could be used and released. I saw a pamphlet for a very nice public place called the `Gellert Thermal Bath', it was in a classy hotel downtown. I planned on going there the next day and what a day it became. 
 
    ME At the time I was 30 years old, im an attractive, straight male, 5'8", 160LB very fit and well educated. I've traveled across Canada and now im touring Europe. I have always been a very sexual person. I have no attraction to men and im clearly a ladies man. 
 
    STORY I leave the hostel in the morning open to an encounter, but really not looking for it. I go alone, to the hotel and pay my fee to enter. I go to the locker room and change out of my clothes into a swim suit. It's a short cut tight fitting casual set of trunks, shows my ass of real well. I do not wear a shirt into the bathing area, just my tight trunks. 
 
    I exit the locker room and enter the vestibule area and see 3 different regions in the indoor area, the outside pool is closed for renovations. I choose the coed area, there are a few couples there and a single female and me. We all sit in the thermal bath. The warm water feels so good to relax in and I stay there for 15 minutes as I scope out the other people coming and going. 
 
    This is nice but still kind of dull since only a few people are here and no conversation is happening. I decide to leave and I enter the male only room. The space is huge, many smaller crevices to go to and numerous baths both cold and hot. One large hot pool is the main attraction of this space. I see there are men of all ages in here from the low 20's to thier70's. 
 
    There were about 40 men in here, not crowded at all, it could hold 3 times more guys easily. The guys are all dressed differently, some with trunks like me, some had a towel wrapped around their waste, some had a tiny cloth on a string to cover their cock while showing their ass and others, not too many, had absolutely nothing on at all. Footwear or shirts were not seen on anyone. 
 
    I enter the large main tub and look around at the men in there. As I sit in the big tub it is clear that im liking it in here, people are so free, and very relaxed. Some people talk many are alone like myself and just scope the scenic walls and patrons. It feels so good to sit in the thermal sulfur spring water, it does not smell bad, it is just so nice. 
 
    I get out of the bath 10 minutes later and decide to look around at the facility, there are many parts to this male only bathing facility. I walk to the back and see a closed room to the right that must be the spot where special treatments and enemas are offered. They are giving massages in there also, it looks so nice. Outside the closed glass massage room is an interesting apparatus, it's a stainless steel toilet with a soft spray head under it, pointing up and this looks real interesting. 
 
    It is an ass / anal massager / cleaner. I let my guard down as im now so comfortable in this place and I strip naked and sit on the seat. I turn on the warm gentle spray as it shoots water onto my underside and I realize this is so awesome to feel the spring water tingle on my ass, balls and anus. It's so good, I spread my ass open as I sit on the open seat, to get my anus tingling, and ill tell you, it was very erotic. Here I am in a country I do not know the language to, alone, in a male only thermal bath spa room in a classy hotel, downtown Budapest sitting on a device having my butt hole tingled with warm thermal water, all in the public view of anyone to see. It was a bit of an exhibitionist fantasy of mine. 
 
    As im having my ass tingled for the next 15 minutes, it was spectacular to say the least, im starting to get a bit of a boner, from my anus loving the attention. That was a bit embarrassing yet also very hot! I'm almost rolling my eyes from this tingling experience when suddenly, in the corner room, a man walks in. He is standing a good 6' tall, weighing about 200 pounds. He is and attractive, muscular, well built all around, completely naked guy with very short hair style. He has a raging hard on pointing straight out at me as he turns the corner and looks right into my eyes 10 feet away. Here I am, having my ass massaged, getting a woody as im in tingling heaven sitting over the spray of lust and now a big 10" cock at the level of my eyes staring right at me. 
 
    I had not seen this guy before as I was now in here for over an hour. I figured he wanted to use the anal tingler so I better get off and let him. He only stood there for about 10 seconds but that was enough to get me wondering why I was facing me. He did not say a word, just looked me in the eyes as I had a harder time looking into his eyes with this boner pointing at me now 8 feet away. 
 
    We exchanged glances and that was it, he turned around and walked out. I kept my ass under the spray, it was so fucking erotic!! Then a few moments later I had to pee, so I got up and decided to keep my shorts off. By now im starting to have a lot of fun in here, I am going to show myself off. I really loved this, I'm an attractive guy to the ladies, im fit lean and in a male hot bathing room walking naked through the halls of hot tubs. I leave the room, turn the corner and suddenly there is the unknown man in the showers 4 feet from me with the biggest cock ive ever seen. 
 
    I have not ever looked at cocks but ill say this, it was large and erect. He is standing under the water rinsing off with a boner and he gently twists his body towards me as I walk by, I get a look right in his eyes and keep going past him. As I go off and I'm feeling eyes watching me and my nice ass, as I walk down the hall, naked. I ditch my swim trunks into a secluded corner before I enter the bathroom. 
 
    I'm thinking, this is kind of erotic, a week earlier I was In Pompeii, Italy and there are many statues of phallic symbols, they were grandiose, but this guy in the shower was real, he was actually a big well built man with a raging large boner in the shower, sexy in a way, but I'm not gay. 
 
    When I come out he is still there in the shower now 50 feet away from me, im sure he was watching my ass as I walked past him earlier and that's a turn on to me. By now my semi aroused cock is flaccid again, im comfortable with that, this exhibitionism is still a bit to new to me and im feeling a bit horny anyway as I walk naked in the hallway. 
 
    As I leave the WC, I go back into the first main big tub area to sit under the faucet like shower in the large tub, it's so nice and warm, and im closing my eyes under the warm spray on my shoulders. As I awake, there is the newly found man, walking into the tub stepping down the stairs directly 10 feet in front of me. I gently smile at him as he is looking right at me, soon he is up over his waste in the tub with 10 other men sitting on the mosaic benches. 
 
    He goes to my right and sits on the end of the rectangular pool where there is no one around. I'm thinking of playing a game of eye contact and seeing what he does as I look over at him and then look away. He catches my eye all right, im caught, oops, I feel a bit aroused though. So I do not want to be a hog hanging out under the single spray nozzle, as I get up slowly to move to another part of the bath, he also gets up and walks my way. He takes my spot under the shoulder spray and I decide to go sit where he was, mainly as a naughty thing where there's space to lounge and spread my legs wide open in the tub. 
 
    This is pretty hot, were quietly chasing each other in the tub area. After 5 more minutes, I get up to leave and go to another set of showers close to the bathroom, to rinse the minerals off my naked body and hair. This set of showers is in a dark area, with no one around except me. It had 4 shower heads, its an open room with 1 entrance and no walls. 
 
    Soon enough look who comes in to join me, the boner man. How can someone keep a cock so hard for so long? This is the era before Viagra was available, yet maybe he took something herbal or maybe he is just extremely horny in the male bathing house and his dick is normally this hard. I wonder as he takes the shower stall next to me to rinse off. We briefly glance at one another and not a word is said as our backs face the wall and we look out to the hallway 5 feet ahead of us, watching the men walk by. 
 
    He leaves real fast as I spend a few minutes under the spray, he exits and goes to the left into the land of rooms and disappears from my sight. O well I think, looks like he has left, it was fun being chased, real fun in fact. My cock is getting aroused again as I wonder where else to go in the thermal facility. There are less people in there, since its lunch time then when I entered. There are visibly a few naked guys eying me still, and I love it. I go and enter a cold tub with no one in it, its real cold, all I can do is dip my feet, a very small maybe 5' square room, dimly lit. The cold water on my feet feels nice. 
 
    As I scope the place out I see a sauna, then I spot a steam room its on the end to the left of the initial showers where the unknown boner man watched me. I was in the enema area to the right of these showers earlier. So I enter the steam room, it has 4 rows of seats and is 10' by 10' and it's extremely hot and steamy in there. I could only see 2 feet away, there are 3 people in there and look who is in there sitting on the third row up. Sitting alone in the heated steam, looking my way is the stud with his cock in the air. 
 
    I sit in the row in front of him, I glance over my shoulder and smile as our eyes again connect. I cannot stand more than 3 minutes in the steam room, im sweating like a storm, I get up and leave. Outside the room to the left is a set of showers, and these are very clean, in a nice well lit room with 6 shower heads. I see there is a single fresh bar of pink soap at the second stall, so I go there and clean up. 
 
    This seems to be the only bar of soap in the thermal bath. I'm the only one in there so I wash all the sweat off of my sexy frame from the hot steamy room. While I'm soaping my chest up I'm getting aroused again at the game we have indirectly been playing. I take the bar of soap and grind it into my pubic hairs and lather my cock real good and gently stroke myself, I'm getting aroused at the scent and nice slippery feeling of the soap. 
 
    Before I get a chance to rinse off someone leaves the steam room and it's him. He enters the shower room and look right at me, no expression just a strong look at me as he scopes his eyes up and down my soapy chest to my lathered cock and then up deep into my eyes. I'm a bit turned on yet embarrassed also. I turn to rinse off as he takes the shower next to me and is under the stream of water and he makes a motion for the bar of soap in my hand, so I hand it over to him with my right hand as my front side is getting rinsed off from the soapy lather. 
 
    He starts to wash up as he faces the main hall with the water to his back and his raging hard on is pointing at the men walking by. I wonder what people are thinking, I'm rinsing off with my ass facing the opening of the room and this well built guy with a big hard cock is soaping up next to me in the corner as the other 4 stalls in the room are empty. That was certainly interesting and as I'm completely anonymous and people are seeing me and its clear a few of them are gay and have smiled at me. I leave the short lived shower because I have to go take a dump, so as I leave I see him lathering his big rock hard cock, that was no surprise, he is more of an exhibitionist than I am. 
 
    I go down the hall and enter the empty public bathroom and take the stall the only one in the WC. It's a large stall like the handicap stalls in the US and I sit on the toilet to go. I am not able to relax enough to go as people are coming and going in the WC. So I sit there and start to think of how nice this place is and a minute or 2 later there is someone at the door of my locked stall, there is a knocking sound, the door is open on the top and bottom, its not a fully closed area. 
 
    I think real fast, what if it is the unknown big cock man looking for me. I conclude im ready if it is, all will be ok, no one else will know what happens, just me, that is if its him and I do not know who it is. IM aroused yet scared, I get up and go to the door and open it. I look out the opening and it is him, he is here and im going to get off no matter what, im so fucking horny by now and it does not matter if it's a guy or a girl. The indirect foreplay has gotten me and I can say him pretty aroused through the last couple hours in the bath house. 
 
    It's me and him in this small room, as he closes the door behind him and locks it. Im scared of the feelings I'm having yet I need to cum so badly, I've been sexless for 3 weeks now as I traveled through Europe on a rail pass. We look deep into each other's eyes, I shy away. He begins to kiss my chest and my neck. I begin to melt as I know what I want and its absolutely clear he is going to get me off. I am not going to kiss him though, that's not hot at all with a guy, I want him to suck my 7" cock so badly. 
 
    He licks my lower neck and I place my right hand down to feel the boner he has been walking around with all day, ive never felt a cock before and it feels erotic yet im scared of it, because im straight and being with a guy is way to weird for me, yet im so fucking horny, his big fat cock is hot. I release my stroking hand from his big hard uncircumcised cock and place his hand on my cock. He begins to stroke my cock as it rapidly grows in his hand. 
 
    I put my hands on his shoulders and push him downwards. He gets my motion as we do not say a single word at all. He licks by chest as he gets down on the ceramic floor onto his knees and looks up at me and smiles a bit. He takes my growing and semi hard cock around his tongue and teases me, not that the previous 2 hours were not just a mistake^� im rapidly getting harder and harder in anticipation of the falatio ive so much in need of at this time. 
 
    Then he takes me in slowly taking my boner into his mouth. My girlfriends like my cock because its very thick and a good 7+ inches in length, ive only had a couple chicks who could deep throat me so im wondering what this Adonis can do to me. What a pleasant surprise as his tongue pushes under my cock as its buried deep in his mouth, he has all of my cock in his mouth! 
 
    He is deep throating me and I'm in heaven, a gay guy or not, this feels awesome. I'm determined to cum in his mouth whether he wants that or not! His rhythm is going faster, i'm beginning to pump his mouth, I'm rolling my head back in ecstasy. I look down at him as me makes that deep eye contact with me. 
 
    Seeing my hard as a rock dick pumping his big slobbering wet mouth is very hot! I do my best to make this ecstasy last, but he can suck cock better than any chick I've ever been! He is deep throating me over and over again and i'm pumping his waiting mouth as deep as I can. He starts to rub my ass and balls as I fuck his mouth with a fury, that feels so damn good I'm not sure if I can last much longer. My cock has been in his mouth for 10 minutes now and my balls are churning as he tingles them. 
 
    MAN, I am going to cum and its in his mouth, he is letting me fuck his wet mouth freely now, I begin to groan, he feels my intensity and my cock grows that extra bit as he feels my hands on his head for even more traction. I begin to feel that wonderful flow as my cum starts to rise from my balls and into my urethra, I'm growing bigger and I'm nearing the point of absolute bliss! 
 
    I force my hands on his head and shove my big hard dick into his throat as I roll my eyes and head back in a full blown (HOT time) and take some more hard deep pumps into his deep mouth. I am going to cum and this is feels so good in his wet, warm mouth. He is taking me in and now I just force all of my cock into his mouth and deep throat him one more time and start to shoot the biggest load of ejaculate I've ever released! 
 
    I'm pumping squirt after squirt into his mouth and he is not resisting, yet he could not, he is being held there to take it, its raw sex at its best, no emotion or feelings, just animalistic sex like so many generations have engaged in before me. I squirt for 15 seconds and his tongue keeps rubbing my (glans) which seems to keep me squirting longer. He sure loved this and I know I did too. We stay in the position for a few moments as he needs to get some air and release my cock from his mouth. I cannot even look at him, I'm embarrassed and scared as to what he wants if any now. 
 
    He swallows all of me and wants to come up and kiss me, I shy away as he kisses my neck so passionately. He begins to rub his hard dick on my leg and is kissing the back of my neck now. He is behind me in such a smooth flow and im loving his tongue on my neck. Im standing over the toilet now with my hands on the wall and my legs spread around the toilet. He licks down from my neck as I gently begin to feel something pushing on my buttocks. 
 
    Oh my god, its his HUGE cock, he wants my ass. My ass has had a few toys that make me get off, but a cock! I'm not sure I'm ready for his dick to fuck me. I'm getting scared, here;s this big guy who just sucked me off better than I've ever imagined, and now he wants my ass. There is no lube or condoms, he is gently pushing his erection onto my anus, I'm not at all into this. I look at him and wave my head no, and do my best to get the fuck out of the bathroom before this cock enters my ass. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Young Latin Cock Cruising 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It seems that I get hungry for young cock late at night, especially in the summer. I see young guys all day in shorts and tee shirts, or no shirts, wishing I could bury my face in their hairy crotches and suck the sweet nectar of their young manhood out of them. I frequently drive around after 10pm, looking for a lone young guy to pick up. Weeknights are best. 
 
    I was driving one night and I saw a young Hispanic guy walking from a bus stop. I drove ahead of him and pulled over, rolling down the passenger window. I asked if he needed a ride, and he got in. He told me where he was going, and I drove in that direction. I asked if he was getting back from work and he nodded. I told him he looked tired and he said "Si." 
 
    I asked if he would like a blow job. He looked at me, and said "Si." I drove to a dark side street and parked. He pulled his soft brown uncut cock out. I stroked it and asked him to pull his pants down, and recline the seat. His uncut cock was about 6.5 inches and surrounded by a dark full bush. I sucked him while I played with his balls and pubes. I started getting into it when he moaned loudly and I felt the underside of his cock throbbing as he pumped his load in my mouth. 
 
    It was thick and warm and sweet. He watched me swallow it. I was going to drive, and he said no. He had me pull down my pants and stroked my hard cock. He leaned in and started sucking me. I moaned, enjoying his mouth on my cock. I asked if he wanted to go to my place and he nodded, so I pulled up my pants and drove us to my apartment. We went in the bedroom and undressed. 
 
    He was dark skinned and smooth except for his armpits and cock. We lay in bed together feeling each other and tasting each other. I licked his pits then sucked his balls. I licked the hairy trail from his balls to his asshole, and tongue fucked his hole. He got between my legs and started sucking my cock. I moaned as I thrust my hard cock into his mouth, and shot my load. He spit my cum out, and rubbed his cock with it. He lifted my legs and pressed his cock against my hole. 
 
    I felt him slide inside me. He rocked back and forth as he slid in and out of me. We both moaned and i wrapped my legs around him. He started thrusting hard and I felt him shoot his load inside me. He said he needed to get home and got up and got dressed. I got dressed and drove him where he told me to leave him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Eating Loads of Black Cum 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I have been sucking cock for twenty years, and have given head to at least 300 different guys. When I started my love affair with dick it was right when aids was discovered. Consequently, my need to stay disease free kept me from having any of those cocks feed me their sperm. I experimented with eating my loads, and found that I thoroughly enjoy tasting and swallowing it. I had badly wanted for a long time to take a guys load down my throat, but I was always safe. 
 
    2 years ago, I lived in DC and found the bookstores and my first tearoom. As you might guess, the majority of the patrons were black guys, but they mostly were looking for other black men. My favorite dick is black and the low success rate at getting it frustrated me. I turned to finding a gay bar in a predominately black area and went there to try and score some big black cock to suck. 
 
    I got to the bar on a Friday night at 8:00. The place was busy already, with all black guys, and I didn't see any other white guys. I was encouraged and presumed that some of these guys surely like white meat. I browsed with my beer and tried to make suggestive smiles at every guy I made eye contact with. I was determined to get some black cock in my mouth. I wasn't getting any vibes or progress so I decided to get more aggressive. I approached any guy who appeared to be alone and offered to buy him a drink and make small talk. 
 
    Very few guys responded and those that did gave me the feeling to bug off. I was getting rejected one after the other. It was about 8:45 and one guy showed me a glimmer of interest. He said he didn't need a drink and said, "you must be looking for some black dick white boy". Somewhat surprised, I said, "well yeah, I really would like to find some". 
 
    He asked what I was into, and I told him that I love to give head. He said, "you like sucking black dick don't you boy"? I told him yes and he grinned a little. I was now becoming largely encouraged. He said to wait here and when he gets back from the bathroom, he is a friend with the owner and there's a private room that he is able to use. Relieved, I said, "sure, I'll be right here". 
 
    As he went to the restroom I watched him thinking about my luck paying off. I kept fixed on the path back from the bathroom and on his way back, he stopped for a moment and chatted briefly with a couple guys. He wasn't gone long as I anxiously waited. He came back and said, "come on, lets go". 
 
    I followed him towards the back and we soon entered a room and he shut the door behind me. It was dark but light enough that noticed several large glory holes on one wall. They were grouped together and I thought it strange that they were in a pattern like they were. My attention was only on sucking dick, and I gave no more thought about the holes. I later discovered they weren't glory holes. 
 
    I hurriedly knelt reaching for his zipper, and he went to work on it himself. While he worked his cock out of his pants, he told me to take off my shirt. I quickly did and tossed it aside in my hunger to get his meat. All ready now, he stepped to my crotch level face and presented me with a juicy limp 5" black uncut delicacy. 
 
    I hungrily wrapped my dick-loving lips around that yummy shaft and began my job getting it hard. I sucked him with loyal devotion and displayed my thanks to him for letting me get my gift. I made love to his cock and quickly got him rock hard and a good 8-1/2" long. I sucked and tightened my lips as I bobbed up and down his veiny shaft. This dick was exactly what I was hoping to find and I made sure he knew I was very grateful he allowed me to blow him. I sucked awhile and intermittently paused to lick all over the shaft and give it kisses. 
 
    I even told him, "thank you so much. Your dick is perfect and I could suck it every day. I absolutely love it". 
 
    He said, "yeah boy you suck that cock great. Back up to the wall so I can slide it in and out nice and slow". 
 
    I backed to the wall and was now against the holes. He moved my head over slightly and started slowly pumping his boner in and out of my lips. I really liked his sensual pace and got lost in my passion. I was so engrossed in my head giving, I didn't notice until it was too late that a strap was through one hole, around my neck, and back through another hole. 
 
    As I realized my restraint on my neck, I became deathly frightened. I stopped my attention on his dick and my face reflected my deep fear. I moaned out a loud mmmfh, but his dick in my mouth stopped my speaking. He said, "don't worry white boy, you said you wanted to suck some black dick and I'm just gonna give you what you asked for". 
 
    He kept sliding in and out my mouth, and I now was completely not into the event. I was terribly frightened and he just kept gently fucking my face. As he pumped my mouth, the door opened and 2 guys came in and shut the door. They each took my wrists and secured them to a couple of the holes with straps and I was now totally restrained and intensely scared. 
 
    The two guys opened their pants, pulled out their big dicks and moved towards my face as the first guy pulled out of my mouth. I started to ask what they're doing but a cock was put in my mouth too quickly. The guy I was now sucking said, "here you go white boy. Suck my black dick. Get that cock hard you cocksucker. You wanted black dick and here you go." 
 
    He fucked my mouth while the other two were jacking off. I was still scared to death, but as his cock got harder, I started to get more into sucking him. I was slowly beginning to like the idea of having three nice dicks to suck. My interest shortly returned to enthusiasm, and the third guy stepped up to offer me his 9 incher. He was hard and I went right into my best to make his dick feel good. My acceptance was apparent now and he said, "yeah boy, you suck dick good. I know you love my big black cock in your pussy mouth. Yeah suck my dick. Show me how you love black cock boy". 
 
    I was, I sucked him eagerly while he kept his cock in my face. "Yeah boy, oh yeah, you suck dick so good. Oh yeah baby, suck that cock". 
 
    I am very good at sucking cock, and all 3 of these tasty dicks were getting lots of appreciation from my lips. They rotated cocks in my mouth for 15 minutes or so and my jaw was feeling the stress. I couldn't do anything due to being tied up, so had to let them use my mouth however they chose. 
 
    I have never taken a load in my mouth and started to worry that they were going to force me to take theirs. My jaw was on autopilot and one of them started to spasm. I couldn't escape as he kept his cock stuck in my mouth. "Oh yeah boy, here it comes, take my cum you cocksucker". 
 
    Moaning and jerking, he started rapidly stroking his dick as half of it was lodged in my mouth. I was helpless to stop him. He threw his head back and strained out, "oh yeah I'm gonna shoot, eat my cum boy. Ohh yeah". 
 
    His dick started it's pulsing and his cum shot well into the back of my mouth. He kept groaning and his dick shot again. His load was collected on my throat and my natural reflex caused me to gulp. I felt his cum pass into my throat as another shot came from his dick. I was extremely resistant, but there was nothing I could do. His dick pumped a lot of cum and it was gathering in the back of my mouth and it seemed like it was never going to stop. 
 
    As the warm cum pooled at my throat entrance, my reflex again me to gulp. This time, I felt a lot of cum go down and I could feel it on the walls of my throat. I had to gulp again and it was fully swallowed and going down my esophagus. He said, "yeah boy swallow that load. You needed that hot cum didn't you boy. Yeah cocksucker, eat my black cum." 
 
    His dick was ending its explosion and his cum was coating my tongue as he worked his cock around my helpless mouth. I was now getting a full taste of his sperm and feeling it slightly stinging my throat. I had swallowed a big gulp of it and the taste was getting strong on my taste buds. 
 
    The salty flavor assaulted my senses and I had no choice but to receive it. He finally pulled his dick out and the first guy took its place right away. I now dreaded what was happening and realized I was going to be to eat all their cum. The first guy resumed fucking my sore jaw and I was despondent. Strong taste of cum in my mouth as well as feeling it in my throat, I was terribly regretting my actions. 
 
    The first guy used my mouth about 2 minutes and began his obvious start to orgasm. Again I could do nothing to stop him. He groaned forcefully while stroking his cock in my mouth just like the previous guy. I felt his dick shoot it's sperm into my innocent mouth. His spurts came rapidly in succession as my mouth quickly filled with another load of cum. He came with a big load also and the taste was nearly the same but less salty. At least this load was a little more tolerable to my tongue. After finishing his shooting, he kept his cock stuck in my mouth and said, "now swallow that cum boy. You know you love black men's cream so gulp it down now. Eat that hot cum and make room for Marcus's load now". 
 
    "You bout ready to feed this cocksucker Marcus"? Marcus said, "yeah, working up a nice big load for that cumsucker" as he jacked off. 
 
    Knowing that I had no choice, and fearing for my life, I conceded. With his dick still in my mouth, I swallowed two big gulps and felt his cum slide down my throat. He said, "yeah boy, you love eatin that hot cum. I told you I'd give you what you need boy. Take that load boy. Now Marcus here is gonna give you some more dick juice. I know you want it boy, and I'm gonna make sure he treats you right. Come on Marcus, this white boy is thirsty for some more hot cum". 
 
    Marcus stepped up and the first guy pulled out. With my mouth empty, hoping for some type of rescue, I said, "please guys". But before I had a chance to say anything further, Marcus stuffed his cock in my pleading mouth. Marcus laughed and said, "hear that Derrick, white said please. He's so hungry for our juice that he's beggin for it. Don't you worry boy, you don't have to beg, I'm gonna feed you a nice hot load real soon. I promise". 
 
    Again dejected, my lifeless mouth was pumped with a third black abuser. While Marcus worked up his load in my lips, Derrick opened the door to leave and another guy walked in. From the side, I could see I hadn't seen him before and I now became overwhelmed. Defenseless, I felt Marcus begin his shooting in my mouth. The new guy started stroking while Marcus pumped a very thick load from his tool. 
 
    His cum continuously poured out like a stream and quickly covered my tongue. The taste was a little different again, and had a sort of sour twinge. Knowing what was inevitable and not wanting to prolong having to taste it on my tongue, I started swallowing as he was filling my mouth. As my throat muscles worked it down, he said, "that's it boy. Drink it up. Swallow daddy's cum boy". 
 
    I ignored his humiliation of me and swallowed a few times to get his flowing cum out of my mouth. He persisted with, "oh yeah boy, drink up. Eat that big load you want so much. Yeah, that's it boy. You did good you cum eating pussy. Now since you were a good boy and was beggin me for my hot cum, Antonio here is gonna let you have his cum to eat. I know you can't wait boy, so let's get him over here to give you that dick cream that you are so anxious for. Come on Antonio, this white dicksucker needs some more black cum to eat". 
 
    The guy came over and instead of attempting to protest when my mouth was dickless, I knew I again had no choice. Instead of speaking, I leaned my face to his crotch and my mouth got another hefty black dick to taste. I sucked him with hopelessness, and the door opened before Marcus was ready to leave. 3 guys stepped in and I knew I had made a tremendous mistake. Marcus left and now I had 4 black dicks wanting to share in the assault on me. I had to rotate between all 4 new cocks and suck each one for a few minutes. 
 
    Like the previous hour, I was being to taste and swallow another big load of sperm. I ate a load from the first guy and one guy said, "lets give him 2 at the same time". One of them said, "I'm getting close". 
 
    Another said, "me too". 
 
    One of the two said, "open up wide boy". 
 
    The two of them stepped up to my face. I knew I had to obey and I feared for my safety. They both were jacking fast and I opened my mouth as wide as I could. I tilted my head back, and stuck my tongue out as far as I could. 
 
    One guy said, "yeah boy you want it don't you? Tell me how bad you want to swallow our cum boy". 
 
    I submissively said, "please shoot your hot sperm all over my tongue. I am starving for your cum. Please shoot every drop of your cum in my mouth. I want you to pump the biggest load you have ever shot. I hope you aim good so every bit of your delicious cream gets in my mouth so I can taste it and feel it ooze down my happy throat while I swallow every delicious bit. I badly want to eat all your cum sir". 
 
    Wow, I couldn't believe what I had said. I realized I went overboard, and was astonished at how eager I seemed. I knew I had to cooperate but questioned myself of what I just blurted out. I resumed my receiving position, and they both let go. 
 
    Both cocks were at the edge of my tongue and rope after rope of cum was blasting in my wide-open mouth. The door opened while they simultaneously filled my mouth. I couldn't pay attention to the new assailants, and the 2 guys pumped a large volume while muttering things like, "oh this boy loves our hot cream. Eat it up you cum punk". 
 
    They kept insulting as they relentlessly shot gobs of sperm straight in my mouth. Both seemed to shoot the biggest load I'd got so far and as it was subsiding, I could feel my mouth nearly half full. One guy stepped back and said, "look at that". 
 
    Surrounded by about 9 guys now, I felt at the end of my rope. They all looked in awe at my mouth full of cum and I closed my mouth. Hoping that if I put on a good enough show, maybe they'd relent and let me go. I swirled the warm sperm around my mouth so they could see. After giving them a thorough show, I tilted my head against the wall and gulped with extra effort to let them see my throat swallow the cum. There was so much this time, I had to take 4 big gulps to get it all down and I felt like I needed to gag. 
 
    Instead, I regrouped and smiled up at them as I licked my lips as if to reflect my delight. I certainly wasn't delighted, but I thought I needed to make them think I was. I was however feeling something different. I didn't feel as repulsed about it this time. The flavor was actually intriguing to me and I felt like it soothed me by feeling it slide down my throat. I could feel it going down my throat and I was actually enjoying how it felt. 
 
    As degrading and threatening this all was, I was beginning to like the whole experience. The more I tasted the residue of sperm on my tastebuds, the more it tasted good to me. I even ran my tongue around my gums and teeth trying to get more flavor. As I did find some lingering tastes, I was enjoying it more by the second. Surprised at my change of heart, I regained focus to see all guys jacking their cocks as they each seemed to be allowing a reprieve for me. 
 
    They just kept pumping for several minutes while I thought about being to swallow so many loads of cum, and trying to understand why I was now satisfied rather than frightened. My attention was caught as one guy began to show his pending orgasm. I looked to his dick and seen he had a rubber on. I was relieved. 
 
    He moaned as I saw the tip of the rubber turn white with his sperm. As he settled down, another guy said, "hurry man, I'm gonna shoot". 
 
    The guy who had just shot in the rubber, took it off and handed it to the guy who was ready to cum. The guy getting close, quickly struggled and put the rubber just over the end of his dick. Just as he got the rubber on, he began to shoot his load into it. Another guy said, "my turn". 
 
    The rubber was switched to the third cock and was again pumped with another load. One after the other, each guy took the condom over the end of his dick and shot their sperm into it. The rubber was about one quarter full and bulging with the white cream after each of the 8 or 9 guys deposited their loads, and I started to catch on. During the filling of the sperm holder, about a half dozen more guys came in as they rotated in and out of the room. 
 
    Every single man jacked off until he was adding his sperm to the growing package. The increasing number of cumloads grew the amount to around 3 inches deep of their many loads in the condom. As the last guy took it off, he came to me and held the rubber in my face. It was about 3" to 4" full of sperm and looked heavy. He said, "you want this don't you boy"? 
 
    I raised my eyes to him and said, "yes I do. All that cum looks delicious. Will you please let me eat it"? 
 
    With nothing said, he grabbed the full end, put the open end to my mouth, and I pursed my lips reaching for it. He smoothly raised the full end, and the massive loads came flowing out into my mouth. I kept my lips secure to the opening as my mouth filled. I moaned a signal that I was full and he backed the condom away. He understood my moan as I hoped he would, and when I looked, the rubber was still half full. My cheeks puffed and I swirled the multiple loads all around my mouth. 
 
    The powerful taste was flooding my mouth and I kept running my tongue all through the creamy sperm loads. I was savoring it. I was now loving the taste and feeling of having my mouth full of all that cum. I swirled it around for a minute at least and I was hoping to get the succulent flavor to soak into my delirious taste buds. An hour previous, I was in fear for my life and abhorred at the thought. Now I was elated to have all that cum floating over my tongue. 
 
    It was delicious beyond words. After thoroughly absorbing the flavor I now cherished, I calmly took gulp after delightful gulp until my throat had swallowed the entire mouthful. My eyes closed and serenity overcame me as I smiled warmly reeling with euphoria. Taking in my new obsession of being a cum eater, my mind returned to the current situation and I opened my mouth to display my wish to have the rest of that sperm. The stud holding the rubber said, "you want this load boy"? 
 
    I pleaded, "oh yes please. It tastes so wonderful and I desperately want all you can treat me too". 
 
    He put the challis to my mouth and gently poured the remaining cock juice onto my thankful tongue. Every morsel got in my mouth, as he didn't spill any of the nectar. With about half of the sperm that was left in the rubber, my mouth was once again packed full with marvelous loads of hot black men's cum. My delight increased more while I adored my mouthful of these guys sperm. 
 
    Like before, I explored it entirely and soaked up all the flavor for my grateful tongue to save. Once again I graciously gulped until every precious drop of the cum flowed down my throat. The rubber was placed on my lips and I sucked it in as he pushed it until it was inside out in my mouth so I could clean out the residue it held. I made a point to not swallow these remnants so the flavor would stay in my mouth a long time. 
 
    The men must have been satisfied with their abuse of me because they released my bondage and told me to get lost. I now had a never ending thirst for loads, but had been fed so many loads that I didn't want to push my luck. I gathered myself and left with a feeling of incredible pleasure. My stomach was holding gobs of sperm and my mouth was exhilarated with the lingering taste of it. The adventure changed into my best experience ever and would plan more multiple feasts of sperm. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Threesome In Paradise 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    In Honolulu, Waikiki to be exact, there is a small hotel that caters to the Island's military personnel. The hotel ain't no plush one; just about 40 rooms but with no private bathrooms. Communal bathrooms just like the YMCA. During the week there is not much business but starting Friday nights, the rooms are full with no vacancies. Needless to say some very interesting activities take place then -- at all hours, particularly after mid-night. 
 
    I found this place by accident but it has remained my "home" ever since because of the opportunities afforded. I am a gob from the navy, stationed nearby. Fridays when I am not on duty, I head for Waikiki trying to hide my semi-hard cock which knows what lies ahead. Checking in and getting a room, I scoped out the place but there was not much going on. So I went out and had a few beers and something to eat and returned for the night's festivities. About 11PM I went into the head for a shower and hung my towel on a peg and stepped into the shower room. There was only one guy there and from his haircut and tan, I surmised he was a Marine. 
 
    Small talk and active soaping soon had both of us getting hard and checking out each other. With a soapy fist he started to stroke his cock which was long and fat and looked like small baseball bat. I held off my strokes for a bit as I did not want to shoot off that way. I wanted to fuck a hairy ass. He asked me what I was in to and I told him, thinking that he was going to be my fuckee. 
 
    He surprised me by saying that he, too, wanted to fuck and that he had a sailor lined up to take him but because of the size of his prick, couldn't do it. So what was wanted was a smaller cock to fuck the sailor and open up for the Marine's monster. I had a good buzz on from the beers and the invitation really turned me on. We rinsed off and took our towels and proceeded to the sailor's room. There, Rick, the Marine, knocked on the door and we were let in by the sailor. He was thin and about medium height with a good muscular body. He had GI shorts on and his cock was visible thru the fly. 
 
    Rick told the sailor that he had brought me along to do the dilating. There was a pint of Jack Daniels in the room and we all took a couple of tastes, making us feel no pain. Rick told Alec, the sailor, to take off his shorts and lie on the bed which he did. Rick and I had our towels off by now and our cocks were ready and willing to fuck that guy's hairy ass. Rick got between Alec's legs, spread them apart and back over his shoulder and proceeded to eat the puckered hole we would soon be shafting. Watching this got me so hot that I was worried I was going to shoot my load without touching my meat. 
 
    I told Rick that I was ready to do my duty and he moved aside to I could position myself for the final push. Rick spit on his fist and sloshed it over the head of my cock and then helped me guide it into Alec's waiting man-cunt. I took my time feeding in my cock which is about 7 1/2 inches long and 1 1/2 inches in diameter. What a hot fuck this was going to be! Rick stood by watching my actions and slowly stroked his cock -- unbelievably huge. About 8 in length and about the size of a beer can in width. No wonder he needed me to do a little opening up for him. He reached over to the night stand and picked up a bottle of real poppers, holding it under my nose, then Alec's and finally his own. That rush was all I needed to send me shooting my jizz into that gob's ass. 
 
    I pulled out and Rick got in the saddle. He reached over and with his hand scraped the cum and other slippery stuff from my cock and lubed his cock with it and then started to started to stick his meat into the waiting hole. He did it bit by bit and it was fascinating to see that hugh cock slide into that hairy asshole. Alec was in ecstasy asking for more cock. I took the poppers and gave them both a couple of sniffs. By this time Rick had his cock all the way up Alec and was starting to really fuck him hard, pulling almost all the way out and then slamming it back in. 
 
    Watching the Marine's ass pounding his meat into Alec, the cheeks of his ass spreading and then clamping down on the down push. I took some of my pre-cum and other stuff from my cock and put it on my finger. Then I started to run my finger up and down that ass and was just about to stick my finger in to give him a good prostate massage when he started to pump harder and I know he was just about to fill that ass with a good-sized load of Marine jelly. Soon he was panting, grunting and sweating all over. With a muffled shout he said here it cums and Alec got another load of man juice up his ass. 
 
    We all cooled off, had another snort and then I left to go back to bed. When I left, Rick had Alec bent over the bed and was starting to fuck him doggy way. It was all I could do not to go back in there and have another session with Alec's ass. 
 
    A couple of hours later I went back into the shower to get some more action. There were two men in there who had obviously been going the soap route when I walked in and who turned to the wall to hide the goodies. I took the shower between them and soon we were all back to stroking our dongs. The guy on my right had a good sized cock and it was covered with a very long, loose, foreskin. He kept pulling the skin off the head of his hard cock and letting it slip back over. This was a hot enough sight but what followed was a real turn on. 
 
    He motioned me to stand facing, near him so that we were cock to cock. With that he pulled back the skin off his prick and put the head of it up against mine and holding them together, he pulled the skin back over both of them. Then me started to massage the docked meat. In about two minutes, I blew my nuts and watched the skin balloon with my cum. He pulled the skin back off of our mated pricks and my cum splatted on the shower deck. 
 
    The the other guy took my place and docked with the man with all the skin. Since that time, I have been looking for men with long skins that I can dock with. Try it sometime and you will see what I mean. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    University Conspiracy 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I'm Terry, I'm 18 and this is the story of how I uncovered the biggest conspiracy Carnesworth Moore University ever had. I suppose it started that first September day. The warm weather was leaving us and I had just started at Carnesworth studying Drama, a quite countryside university. I arrived at my Halls of residence and unpacked my belongings before going to meet my flatmates. 
 
    I knocked on the first two doors without any success, then came the third. I heard footstep behind it and when it opened I was greeted by the sexiest guy I had ever met in my life. I mean I have been with quite a few men but they where nothing compared to this boy. I just fell in love with this Raven haired Latino beauty. 
 
    "Hi, I'm Jared." He said grinning from ear to ear "You must be my flatmate." 
 
    Jared the name of a god with a Irish accent. 
 
    "I--I--I..." 
 
    I couldn't find the words. 
 
    "Well are you gonna stand there, or you coming in?" 
 
    I entered the room trying to hide my stiffening cock. 
 
    "Sit down, I still gotta unpack a load of my stuff.." He bent over to pick up a bag giving me a perfect view of a perfect arse. "So, whats your name?" 
 
    "Terry" I said nervously. 
 
    I kept on thinking to myself how stupid I must look in front of this flatmate who was probably straight. 
 
    "And where you from?" He asked, that accent making me want to shoot right there. 
 
    I managed to get the word Liverpool out of me some how. I don't know why but things seemed to go so fast after that. Jared sat next to me. I must have been as red as a tomato because he asked if I was ok. I turned to him to say yes but was stopped by his lips on my mouth. I couldn't believe it, the first day and I had kissed my flat mate. He lay me on the bed and lay on top of me the broke the kiss. 
 
    "Thought so." He said then resumed the kissing. 
 
    I could feel his cock pushing through his pants and knew I had to hold it in my hand. I reached for it and grasped it through the cloth. He also had my tented pants in his hand. We lay there exploring each others mouths and massaging each others cocks. 
 
    Finally Jared started to unbutton my blue shirt and kissed the skin that was revealed every time a button became undone. He got the shirt of with no trouble and started working on my nipples sucking on them and then biting them gently. I moaned in ecstasy. He moved down and started on my jeans. He unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them off (The zip was already down because it does it by itself for some reason.) Then he took hold of my boxers and pulled them down exposing my 7" cock. 
 
    Without any hesitation he went down on it. Taking the whole thing in his mouth in one gulp. I lay there in heaven as Jared deep-throated me. I realized I hadn't done a thing so I got into a sixty-nine position and started working on his jeans. I opened them and found he wasn't wearing any underwear. I got them down and looked in amazement, there in front of me stood a 10" cock. 
 
    "Wow!" I said 
 
    Jared chuckled as he sucked on my cock, which sent more rushes of pleasure into me. I started licking around his cock head trying to decide whether to suck it or not. What the hell I went down on it, gagging after 6". I decided to move as it was too hard here to take his cock so I knelt beside the bed as he sat up. He ran his fingers through my golden brown hair as I sucked on his tool. I looked up and locked eyes with this amazing hunk. I took my mouth away. 
 
    "I want you inside me." I heard myself saying. 
 
    What the hell was I doing, this guy was 10" long and I was asking him to fuck me. He got off the bed and I lay on my stomach. He opened his bedside draw and produced a tube of lube. 
 
    "I see your ready for anything" I said. He chuckled again. 
 
    I felt him rub lube into my ass, probing it with a finger. Then another entered and another. It felt so good. I then realized I had four fingers up me. It didn't last long as I felt the fingers leaving my ass. Jared was on top of me, his weight pressing down on my body. His cock head entered my anus, I was amazed it didn't hurt that much, but then I did just have four of his fingers probing up there a few minutes ago. I felt it sliding in oh so slowly. Easing it way in. Until I felt Jared's balls against my ass. 
 
    "Oh Terry, your ass is so tight, I love it man. I feels so fucking good." 
 
    "Fuck me Jared." I screamed "Fuck me like you've never fucked anyone before." 
 
    He started pounding me, bucking away like nothing else. I felt him hitting my prostate over and over. I knew I was close to cumming. 
 
    "Oh shit Terry, I'm gonna... I gonna .... AAAAAAAHHHHH" 
 
    I felt hot cum gushing up my chute and my own cock exploded and Jared's sheets got a good wash. We collapsed in a heap, lying in each others arms. Not caring that our other room mates could be here any minute. As Jared fell asleep I glanced out the window. I saw a small glint of light from a window in another building. But I was too tired to care. I should have thought more of it but I just fell asleep in Jared's arms. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Young Bellhop Fucked by Big Cock Guest 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I work as the bellhop for a large hotel chain here in Atlanta. I work the graveyard shift and some weekends when I'm not in school. I'm a senior at a local high school and my mom needs whatever money I can earn to help pay our bills. Dad left along time ago. Mom has had a couple of boyfriends, but none have ever lasted so I guess I don't really have a male figure in my life. Maybe that's why I try so hard to please the gentleman guests at the hotel. My friend Richey says I'll do anything for a tip. 
 
    Last Tuesday it was a usually slow shift when a man in his early thirties showed up at the front desk just before my shift was over. I helped him with his bags to his room and talked a little, he wasn't very friendly though. I showed him his room and asked if there was anything else I could do for him. He said he'd been up all night, he couldn't sleep on the plane. He needed a "hot shower, a good blowjob, and a long sleep", and then asked if I knew where he could get these. 
 
    I told him to take off his clothes and I would get his shower ready. I told him while he showered I would unpack his things so he could go right to bed. I told him the other thing he'd have to wait and see. I watched him walk into the bathroom out of the corner of my eye. He was tall, about six feet, nice face, slim, lean body. He had hair on his legs, arms and chest. He had a big bush around his penis as well. His dick was cut, and hung about four inches while soft. I told him the shower was ready and he asked how old I was. I told him eighteen. 
 
    He continued to talk to me, asking me all kinds of questions and telling me all about himself. I don't know why he got so talkative all of the sudden. He was married, two kids, and in Atlanta for the week on business. I was just about to excuse myself when the water stopped and he stepped out of the shower. I handed him a towel and continued to make small talk as he dried himself off. He asked what time I got off, and I looked at my watch and told him my shift was over. He said he was sorry for keeping me and rushed out to get my tip. He handed me a five and thanked me for everything. I thought about turning and just leaving, than I thought again. 
 
    "I haven't finished my job yet," I said. And with that I threw caution to the wind, dropped to my knees and swallowed his freshly washed four-inch flaccid cock. It started to grow immediately and the man backed away from me. He said "wh-what are you doing?" and I told him finishing one of his three wishes. When he backed away, he kind of fell back onto the bed and so here I was staring hungrily at his now eight inches of hard swollen meat, reaching up from between his spread thighs. What's a boy to do? 
 
    I crawled over to him still on my knees and engulfed his hard mass. I heard him tell me to "stop, not me, a woman" and stuff like that, but he never took his hands off my head as it bobbed up and down in his lap. I licked him from head to balls, and swallowed every inch of his hot cock. It didn't take long and he shot a big load into my wanting mouth, than collapsed in a heap on the bed. He muttered something about his wallet and a bigger tip, than kind of curled up on the bed. I took a twenty to go with my first five and than covered him up with the blankets. I kissed his forehead than said what the heck and kissed his lips, but he was too far-gone to notice. 
 
    The next night I was sent to his room with an iron and ironing board. He said "thank God" when he saw me, he was running out of items to ask for, trying to figure out when my shift started. He asked me for another blowjob, straight up, like that ... I said no! He started whining and asked why, he said he'd give me fifty dollars. I said no! I told him I didn't know him when he got there and he seemed like he needed a break, all tired and such. I told him I didn't do it for the money, I did it because he hadn't really asked for it. Now he was being a jerk. 
 
    I told him to shut up and take a shower. I waited until I heard him get in the shower and than I undressed. I made my way through the steamy bathroom and than pulled back the curtain. He turned around and looked at me. 
 
    I took the bar of soap and began washing him thoroughly. I kissed his neck as my cock slid up and down his ass cheeks. I whispered in his ear I wanted him good and clean before he fucked me. I told him if he sucked my cock good, he could fuck me all night. He didn't try to fight it, he just moaned as I stroked his big hard soapy cock. He turned and washed me thoroughly, even sliding his finger up my ass, and I loved every minute of it. We rinsed and dried and than moved back to the bed. 
 
    He started to move straight to my cock, but I wouldn't let him. I pulled him up onto me and we kissed and groped each other for the longest time. When he started sucking my nipples without my even asking for it, I knew he was ready. He worked his way down my hard stomach and began licking and sucking my balls and cock. I don't think it was his first time because he worked me over in minutes and I rewarded his hard work with a mouth full of my molten lava. He didn't miss a drop, in fact he came and kissed me on the lips, just long enough to share some of my cum. 
 
    His cock was dripping in anticipation, so I sucked him a little. Just when he was about to explode into my mouth, I dropped his cock, turned over on the bed onto my hands and knees and told him to eat my asshole before he plunged his big cock into me. No hesitation at all, yep, he'd done this before. His tongue was so deep up my butt I thought he was licking my balls from the inside out. I almost shot another wad but before I got lost in that twirling tongue, he speared me with all eight inches in one fell swoop. 
 
    He fucked me hard and long. He reached around to stroke my cock and just the initial touch sent my second load piling onto the bed below me. He had me by the hips and was screaming obscenities as he tried desperately to split me in half. He sat back on his ass and thrust me up and down on his lap. He turned me over onto my back and smashed my balls with his weight as he fucked me hard, face to face. He pulled me off the bad and fucked me over the bedpost, the chair, the TV and than the bathroom sink. Finally, back on the bed, I got my wits about me and took back the control. 
 
    I layed him down on his back and straddled his cock, facing away from him. My asshole had been pummeled and I had to get this guy off before I started bleeding, if I wasn't already. I slowly stroked his cock than eased it into my hole. At first, it hurt real bad, but as I got a good pace going, the pain subsided. I gripped his cock with what little butt muscles he had left me and within minutes, he was shooting his second load of the night. 
 
    He just collapsed beneath me and his cock fell out with a "ploop." I showered, put my clothes back on and than left. I didn't even take my tip. I almost lost my job by the time I got back to it, but Richey had covered for me and I told him I'd thank him properly later. I finished my shift and left for school. As I pulled out on my bike onto the busy street a car honked. I came around to the driver side window and it was the man from the hotel. 
 
    He asked if I needed a lift, I said sure, and we threw my bike in his trunk. When we started again he told me he was going home that day and asked if I could spend a little more time with him. We went to my house, since my mom was at work, and pretty much just hung out. I gave him a great massage and coaxed a blowjob out of him. 
 
    I was too sore still to let him fuck me, but after I gave him a blowjob, he let me fuck him. It wasn't very good though, he squirmed and yelled a lot, so finally I just pulled out and jacked off between his ass cheeks. We showered and kissed a lot than he said he had to get to the airport. 
 
    He left me an envelope and told me to wait until he'd left before I opened it. As soon as his car was out of sight, I ripped open the envelope. It was his business card, $250 in cash, and a letter saying if I wanted to come visit him, he'd pay for the plane ticket. I thought about it for a minute, sat down, got right back up because my ass hurt, than started making dinner. Mom would be home soon. 
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