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– Introduction – 



   


  We cross each other playing football, in a game of tennis or perhaps in a rugby match… See you at the supermarket; sometimes we are alone, others, accompanied. We are Men Next Door, enjoying with our families or our girlfriends, working, doing sports, shaving or not, enjoying a beer or a good wine, and taking care of ourselves, but not obsessively...


   


  We are typical men, Men Next Door; only that you and I share a secret...


   


  … Only you and I know what I’m talking about. 


   


   


  Gonzalo Narvreón 




  Chapter I


  – The rejection –


   


  It was the time when my wife would finally discover my bisexuality. Just a few months before this happened, we had started going to a gym, and immediately, one of the two coaches, Martín, had caught my attention. 


  Martín was a guy about my age, with a short and sharp character. Maybe one day, he said hello nicely, and the next day, he passed by without even looking at me. He always had a singular attraction for me because of his manly appearance, hairy legs and arms, very well shaped and natural, not by physical exercise; rounded buttock, macho face, short and neat hair, typical good shaped men next door.  


  Because of a scheduling issue, the other coach, Adrián, was finally the one who would prepare my routines and who would follow my training. Adrián was not bad at all, white, blond, more muscular than Martín, light eyes, bald, marked abdomen, but skinny calves, and by my standards, that took a lot of points away. 


  Sometimes, overlapping trainers change schedules, while I was doing chest exercises, Martín would come over to follow my pectoral series, standing behind my head, with his member above my face. On other ones, he would simply turn on the treadmill for me. While I was running, I confess that I could not resist the temptation of following him with my eyes all over the gym. 


  I often tried to talk to him, and in truth, when he deigned to say hello, he turned out to be a nice person, but perhaps, as I said, the next day, he would not say hello to me.


  Unexpectedly, my wife had received a job offer to travel abroad for a few months, which turned out to be very tempting financially. After discussing it, she finally accepted, so I was left alone and with the house at my disposal. 


  On a training day like any other, I finished showering, and Martín went into the changing room to pee.  We crossed some words and tempted by the attraction he produced to me, I looked for an excuse to get him to talk.


  “Hey, Martín, tell me... do you give private lessons, or do you work exclusively in this Gym?” I asked.  


  Martín, who was peeing and not paying much attention to my presence, turned his head and answered: 


  “Yes, if I have the opportunity, I do; in fact, I have few guys outside of the gym’s schedule because I don’t have much free time left; why?” 


  “Because I would be interested in training some areas of my body to improve them, and I see that my progress is a little slow here,” I answered. 


  “Don’t be a fool; your body has made a huge change,” he said, adding, “Anyway, I would have no problem.” 


  We passed the cell phone numbers and agreed that I would call him.


  I left the gym and spent the rest of the afternoon thinking about whether to contact him or not. Clearly, I didn’t care much about the workout, and my intention was to bring him home with some excuse. I finally got up, picked up the phone, and called him; it was Friday afternoon, and we arranged for him to come on Saturday before noon. 


  Saturday morning was sunny, ideal weather to enjoy the swimming pool and outdoors. I took a shower, put on my boxers, and prepared my breakfast. I sat down on the veranda to enjoy a delicious orange juice, coffee with milk, and toast with feta cheese. I went upstairs to change to be ready for Martín’s arrival; I put on tights, rugby shorts, and a short-sleeved Dry Fit T-shirt. 


  Noon was approaching, and the doorbell rang. It was 11:30 a.m; Martín arrived on time and waited in front of the door. 


  I opened the street door from the electrical doorbell and approached the main entrance to welcome him. 


  We greeted each other with a kiss on the cheek, and I invited him in. Martín was wearing a not sleeves orange T-shirt, black tights, rugby blacks shorts. He wore low-rise socks and running shoes. That tight shorts marked his beautiful round and firm buttock, and the T-shirt lets showed his marked biceps and hairy arms. 


  Martín’s legs were a particular issue; without cracks or defects, beautiful calves and marked quadriceps, very solid, very hairy; a spectacle for the eyes. 


   We crossed some words and went to a room on the ground floor, where I had some elements to do gymnastics. We started the routine marking me, and we left the part of the abdominals for the end. 


  “Lie down on your back,” he said. 


  I lay down on the floor as he instructed, and he stood there, putting one foot on each side of my head. 


  “Hold onto my ankles and raise your legs,” he said. 


  I grabbed his ankles, and inevitably, I felt my cock begin to throb. It was the first time my hands had ever held it. Martín was pushing my legs to the ground, and I had to keep my feet from touching the ground, lifting them up again; typical exercise for strengthening abdominals. I kept my sight upward and found the splendor of his beautiful hairy legs. 


  Intending to touch his legs in different places, every now and then, I would move my hands to change their position; nothing warms me up more than beautiful legs. Fortunately, I  had tights under my shorts, which helped keep my dick tight, because I had already gotten a hard-on from the pleasure of just looking at him. 


  We continued for about an hour, varying the exercises, and finally, he said: 


  “Ready for today; otherwise, tomorrow it will hurt like hell.  


  I thought: “If my ass is going to hurt because I could lie down with you, welcome, let it hurt for a whole week.” 


  “OK,” I answered. 


  “Nice park and beautiful swimming pool; you must have a good time,” said Martín. 


  “Yes, the truth is that it’s nice and it’s a big house for just the two of us. On top of that, Andrea is working outside, so Imagine... me alone in this house,” I answered. 


  “Ahh, look at you, I didn’t know your wife had gone to work outside; with this little house and alone... Playboy free,” said Martín. 


  I was struck by his comment, and I imagined that, indeed, that is what he would have done if he were in my situation. Vox Populi that Martín had fucked several women at the gym; he had a reputation as a playboy. 


  I smiled at his comment. 


  “No, I am a Saint,” I said. 


  “I guess... well, the weekend really begins,” said Martín. 


  “Are you finished? Do you have any more classes?” I asked.  


  “No, I have a free afternoon,” he replied. 


  “Do you want to stay? We’ll enjoy the swimming pool and have a bite to eat. I don’t have any plans either; I’m going to be alone all day long,” I said. 


  “It would be nice, but I don’t have any clothes,” answered Martín. 


  “Don’t be an idiot; I’ll give you shorts and whatever you need to change,” I said. 


  “OK, you convinced me,” answered Martín. 


  I went up to my bedroom, took off my clothes, and put on swimming shorts; I came down with my bare torso and barefoot, with two or three pairs of shorts for Martín to choose from. 


  “You are already sculpting yourself, man,” commented Martín, referring to my body. 


  “Yes? do you think so?” I asked. 


  “Yes, Gonzalo, a significant change since you started at the gym,” he added.  


  He grabbed one of the shorts and went into the toillet to change. 


  He came out barefoot and bare torso. It was the first time that I saw Martín almost naked, and definitely, he was no away from what I had imagined. In addition to his arms and stunning legs, he had a divine hairy chest, not washboard abs, but firm. I would even say that he had a timid little belly that was lost among so much hair; the perfect man next door; dudely dude, cero metrosexual, neat, but macho. We went to the swimming pool and jumped into the water. I felt a tremendous pleasure with the water’s contact that cooled my body heated by the exercise and my thoughts.  


  Martín swam for a while, and we stayed in the shallow area, talking and enjoying the sun. 


  Finally, we went out and lay down on deck chairs. I noticed the wet shorts crushing against Martín’s body, marking his dick, and as the hairs, by the weight of water, were stamped on his skin.


  “How are you dealing with the separation issue? You must be fucking with all these gym mares,” I said, trying to get the conversation on the sexual side. 


  Martín smiled, nodding his head in denial. 


  “No man, the divorce really hit me; living together was not working anymore, but the feelings are there. It’s been a long time since I’ve fucked; strange for me, but the truth is that I almost didn’t even jerk off,” he replied. 


  Unexpectedly, Martín was giving me valuable information and with more details than I would have expected. 


  We stayed for about an hour, sunbathing and talking until we decided to go into the house to eat something. 


  “Can I take a shower?” he asked. 


  “Yes, of course, follow me,” I answered. 


  I guided him to my bedroom, pointed to the bathroom door, and joking said:


  “Use whatever you need, there you have soap, shampoo, towels... and if you need me to soap your back, just let me know. 


  I don’t know how I dared to tell him that, because the truth is, we weren’t friends at all; it was undoubtedly the first time we spent so much time together.


   “What an idiot,” said Martín in response to my comment.


  He went to the bathroom, left the door open, and began to undress. 


  I only managed to see him from behind, and I was hot to see his legs and his round hairy buttock.


  I heard the sound of water starting to fall; I took off my wet shorts and put on loose boxers to lie on the bed, waiting for him to finish. 


  I began to doze off and was startled by Martín’s voice, asking me to get him a towel. I went into the bathroom, took one, and as I turned around, he was standing there in the tub, with the screen open, all soaked, with the hair falling on his body from the weight of the water, a beautiful dick hanging between his legs, those very fleshy and bulky ones; quite a sight. 


  I approached him, held out a bath towel with one hand, and said: 


  “Son of a bitch, you have such a great body; it’s fantastic the way you’re keeping up. 


  “It’s part of my job; I have to keep in shape,” he said. 


  “Dry yourself and come; I’ll give you some clothes to wear,” I said, thinking that I really wanted him to stay like that, naked and satisfy his sexual needs, which had been neglected for a long time. 


  I left the bathroom and went to the dressing room to get some clothes. I sat up on the bed and saw Martín coming out with his bath towel tied around his waist. I didn’t really know how to deal with it; having him in my room half-naked was a dream situation, but I couldn’t think of any way to move him forward. I was afraid of the overwhelming rejection I would probably receive. I knew that he had slept with many chicks from the gym, and I didn’t think he would ever get the idea of fucking up with a man.  


  Martín sat down on the edge of the bed, facing the mirror that completely covered one side of the room, and smiling, he said: 


  “Jerk, you’re a sex party man,” adding, “The way you must fuck here with your wife while you look at yourself in the mirror.”


  The truth was, I didn’t know what to say to him or how to take his comment; considering what he had told me a while ago, about the time he hadn’t had fucked, the only thing I thought about was saying something that could warm him up. 


  “You are right; the truth is that I am very lustful, and you don’t know how I like to look at myself while I’m burying my dick into her. I love putting her on Doggy style and hit her from behind, fucking her pussy and her asshole... or when we do a 69, while she smears my ass with lubricant and makes me enjoy with her fingers,” I said. 


  He looked me in the eye and said: 


  “Oops, you can’t tell me all that; you’re a son of a bitch, and you are making me hot; I never imagined you were so lustful; you look like such a serious man.” 


  I approached and looked straight at his bulge.  Martín had no way to hide his erection; his dick was hard under the towel.


  “Yes, I see; look at your cock...” I said, trying to open the game.


  Without giving him time to think, I pulled the knot of the towel, leaving him naked and knelt down in front of him. 


  Martín stood hard, looking into my eye. Without letting him react, I grabbed his cock and put it in my mouth. Unexpectedly, Martín grabbed me by the hair, pulled my head away from his dick, and stood up. 


  “I’ve never fucked men, and I’m not attracted to the idea. Excuse me, but this is not for me; it seems that you misinterpreted me,” he barked. 


  “I’m so sorry, man; I thought I could help relieve your horny,” I said. 


  “No, man, thanks, but I’ll pass,” replied Martín. 


  He went to get his clothes, got dressed, and started down the stairs. I followed him to open the door, we said goodbye coldly, I apologized again, and he left without saying anything else. 


   It was the first time in my life that I was faced with such a situation... Would Martín divulge what happened to the people at the gym, or would he keep it between us? Obviously, I would not return to the gym, and I couldn’t imagine any excuse to make up for my wife. I was disturbed, and a cataract of thoughts began to invade my head. 


  I certainly had no idea how I would look him in the eye again, and I suspected that he would never come back to my house. The uncomfortable situation I had just experienced had taken away all kinds of heat. I went to the kitchen to eat something on the way and watched TV in the living room until I fell sound asleep.  






  Chapter II 


  – Taking a step forward –


   


     I was awakened by the sound of an incoming call on my cell phone. It was 06:00 p.m., and to my surprise, the screen indicated that it was Martín. I didn’t dare answer, and the phone stopped ringing. Two minutes later, it rang again. As hard that it was, I should face the situation at one time or another, so I better do it quickly, so I decided to answer it. 


  “Hello,” I said dryly.


  “Hello, I’m calling to apologize for the somewhat violent reaction I had today,” said Martín. 


  “No, I’m the one that must apologize; I really did not think about it, and somehow your reaction was logical,” I said. 


  “Look, the truth is that I went wrong and stayed wrong the rest of the afternoon. You were very kind to invite me to the pool, to lend me clothes, to let me take a shower; maybe I did or said something that led you to think in a wrong way,” said Martín, and continued: 


  “If we are going to be honest, you really made me get a bone when you started talking about the things you do with your wife, and obviously you noticed it; maybe that made you think I was looking for something else.” 


  “The first comment imagining what I was doing in front of the mirror with my wife was made by you; you started talking about sex; anyway, everything is fine, Martín, let’s leave it at that; it was just a misunderstanding. What I do ask is that what happened to remain between us,” I said. 


  “From now on, forget it... Do you want me to come to your house and we talk personally?” he asked.


  It was difficult to leave me speechless, but Martín had just achieved it; I did not know well what to answer. Bringing Martín into my house had always been with a concrete intention. He was proposing to me to return to talk about what had happened after the anger he had left... I really did not know how to take it or what it would end up with.


   “You surprise me, I thought you wouldn’t want to see me even away, but if you come, I have no problem; you know that I’m alone and free; we can talk freely,” I said.


  “OK, I’ll be there in fifteen,” he said, breaking off the call.


  Actually, I got nervous... I went to the fridge to check if there was any cold beer. I went to the bathroom, put on a T-shirt so I wouldn’t be alone in my boxers, returned to the living room, played some quiet music, and waited for his arrival. 


  I heard the sound of a car parking at the door, and I sent him a message telling him that I would open the gate so he could enter the parking lot. Martín came in with his car, and I went to the front door to greet him. 


  We looked at each other, smiled, and both made a gesture of shame. Martín had changed his clothes; he had a bermudas, a light blue sweater, and flip flops. I invited him in, we did sit down in the living room, and I offered him a beer, which he gladly accepted. 


  I went to the kitchen and came back with two little bottles, handed him one, and sat down next to him. 


  “Well, we already said some things to each other on the phone,” I said as if to break the ice. 


  “Yes, it’s real, and as I told you, you were very kind, and I apologize again for the way I reacted, but you must understand that nothing like this has ever happened to me before,” said Martín.  


  “I understand, it’s just that since you had a bone and I’m very open with sex... actually, I confess that I’m bisexual, and I thought I could helping you to release your needs,” I said.


  “I’m speechless,” he said. 


  “Look... I take my bisexuality naturally. Sex is sex, sex is pleasure, sex is enjoyment; everyone does it in their own way and in the way that best suits them; as long as it is consensual between the parties, everything is fine, what is the problem?”  I said. 


  Martín looked at me with his eyes wide open and without saying anything. 


  “Also, I have my limits, and there are things that do not suit me. I only fuck with guys who are machos; I don’t like sissy men, trannies, scatological sex, or risky things; men next door are the ones I want to have sex with,” I said.


  “Have you ever shared at least a jerk off with a man?” I asked. 


  “Since you were honest like that, the truth is that I shared some girls with a friend, I participated in threesomes with him and with several girls, but I never touched his dick intentionally. In truth, and I’m ashamed to say it, I may have grabbed it to stick it in the pussy or in the asshole of girls, but that’s as far as I got,” said Martín. 


  “Did you experience double penetration?” I asked. 


  “Yes, I did it several times,” answered Martín.


  “And didn’t the pressure of the two cocks inside their pussies and assholes warm you up? Or watching while your friend fucked her?” I asked. 


  “The truth is that I did, but I never thought I’d be able to have sex with my friend,” he answered. 


  I looked at his crotch and noticed that, as had happened at noon, his dick had started to get hard. It was evident that he was boiling and that the sexually charged conversation was once again beginning to ignite him. 


  “I ask you a question,” I said. 


  “Tell me,” Martín said, gesturing intriguingly. 


  “Think of it this way: what’s the difference between getting a blow job from a woman and getting a blow job from a guy?” I asked him. 


  Martín was silent for a moment, staring into my eye, and finally, he answered.


  “If you put it that way, if I close my eyes while they’re doing it, there’s really no difference; they both have a mouth and a tongue, they both suck the same... well, I guess, I’ve never had a guy sucking my dick. Just in context, seeing a girl’s tits while she’s sucking your dick is not the same as having a guy in front of you seeing his balls and dick... I don’t know, I’ve never imagined a guy sucking my dick,” answered Martín. 


  “Look, they both have mouths, but I assure you that a guy’s blowjobs are better than women’s; what’s more, I’d dare to tell you that the active guys suck better than the passive ones. Men know how to give another man pleasure, even better than a woman do,” I said.


   I deliberately looked at his crotch again, then looked into his eye and back into his crotch. I wanted him to realize that I had noticed his erection, and since I no longer had anything to hide from him, I didn’t mind being explicit with my eyes. 


  “I see you’re hard again,” I said.  


  Martín looked at me with a gesture of shame. 


  “I told you, I haven’t had sex for months, and you make this kind of lustful comments... What do you want me to do?” he said. 


  I stuck my eyes back into his bulge and ran my tongue over my lips to moisten them. I looked into his eye as if asking his permission to do what I had wanted to do at noon. In truth, it is what I had wanted to do since that day when I first saw him at the gym. 


  I cheered up and rested the palm of my hand on his left quadriceps; Martín said nothing; I slowly slid it towards his bulge and started petting it.  The beautiful cylinder that that morning I had had for brief seconds inside my mouth was marked through his pants.


  “Oops, Daddy... look at the erection you got,” I said and asked, “Will you let me?”


  Martín did not answer; he just settled on the couch, opened his legs, leaned his back on the backrest, and stood still.


  Even afraid because of what happened at noon, the situation and his silence tempted and pushed me to advance. I dared and lowered the zipper of his fly, unbuttoned his pant waist, and searched with my hand for that dick so in need of affection. 


  I stared at that pipe, which was inches away from my face... big, thick, and long; I imagined it was similar to mine, unshaven, natural as I like it. 


  I glued his dick to my face, raised my eyes to see him, and without further ado, made the best-depraved face, put it in my mouth, and began to slowly suck on it. I was ready to give him the best blow job he had ever had. 


  “Phew!” was the only exclamation Martín made. 


  I took his dick out of my mouth, loaded up saliva, and spat it on his cock. I began to suck him as if I was eating the most delicious thing in the world, and indeed, for me, at that moment, his dick was the most coveted delicacy. I noticed that, slowly, Martín was relaxing and making sounds of pleasure. He lifted his buttocks, allowing his bermudas to slide down to the floor, leaving his cock completely exposed and delivered. 


  “I can’t believe it; you’re a son of a bitch! Just the way you’re sucking my dick,” he said. 


  I caught his glans with my lips and took his trunk with one hand. I interspersed suction with laps and spits while I jerked him off with my hand. I went down to his balls and began to lick them, inserting one egg into my mouth and then the other while still masturbating his cock. 


  Martín began to raise his pelvis to fuck my mouth. 


  “What a divine dick you have, dad; equal, as wide at the base as at the glans... I love dicks like that; I imagine you are healthy, right?” I asked. 


  “Yes, man, don’t worry,” he replied. 


  My only concern was I knew Martín had fucked many women. Still, since he had recently been separated, I figured that, indeed, to take care of his wife, he had always taken the necessary precautions not to take risks.


   “Oops, you were right... you are sucking me better than the whorest...” he said almost in a whisper and with a choppy voice.


  He took my head with both hands and pushed, preventing his dick from coming out of my mouth. He increased the rhythm and started to scream: 


  “Yes, yes, eat it, I’m coming, what a pleasure, man, I’m going crazy, I’m coming.” 


  Quickly, I felt that a liter of milk invades my mouth; I swallowed a part of it, and the rest slipped out of the corner of my mouth; rarely had I seen a male release so much spunk. 


  I took his dick out of my mouth to rub it in my face, seeing that his glans continued to release sperm. Martín was screaming with every ejaculation. I closed my eyes and continued to suck on it while I felt the spasms and contractions that continued to invade him. 


  Martín was left lying on the couch’s back, with his legs stretched out and completely relaxed.  


  “I see that you were a little loaded; I’ve never seen so much spunk come out of a dick,” I said. 


  “Ufff, in my life, I had accumulated so much, nor had I spent so much time without fucking... Mother fucker! Amazing blowjob you made to me!” he said.


  I wiped the semen that was scattered all over my face. Collecting it with my fingers and looking into Martín’s eyes, I began to take it to my mouth so that not a drop would be wasted. 


  “Phew man,! You’re so poofy, how you enjoy swallowing spunk... Many women don’t want to do it, and you enjoy it like crazy... So macho and what a fucking you turn out to be,” said Martín.


  I put his dick back in my mouth and noticed that it quickly got hard again. This man needed to unload for a long time so he could be tame and relaxed. 


  I stood up, and although I thought he would refuse, I invited him into the room to be more comfortable. To my surprise, he stood up, pulled up his bermudas, and followed me without saying anything. 


  We went into the bedroom, and I invited him to get naked.  Shyly he took off his clothes and sat on the edge of the bed, like a beginner and not knowing how to act. 


  My dick was hard under my boxers. I took off my shirt and then lowered my boxers to be completely bald.  


  “Gee, man... what a weapon! Huge dick you have, man,” exclaimed Martín.


  Smiling and without saying anything, I went to bed, knelt down, and started to suck his dick again. 


  How excellent, how nice the way you suck,” said Martín, who was leaning his arms on the bed to lie down with his eyes closed. 


  As I continued to suck him, I stretched out my arm towards the bedside table, grabbed a bottle of lubricant and a box of condoms, smeared my free hand, and began to lubricate with my fingers my anus, leaving it ready for the next step. Martín continued with his eyes closed and enjoying the blowjob I was giving him; I was afraid to do things quickly, making him regret it.  


  I noticed that he started to speed up the moaning and was getting red in the face. I quickly pulled his dick out of my mouth, put a condom on his dick, and before he knew what was happening, I stood up on the bed and started to squat down, sticking his dick in my asshole. I went down until I felt his glans, and there I let myself fall slowly, putting it all in, with no time for foreplay to dilate my anus since I would have run the risk of Martín regretting it and leaving. 


  Martín opened his eyes and exclaimed: 


  “No, I can’t believe it.” 


  It was me who could not believe it; three years watching this male at the gym, imagining all sorts of things, and finally, I had him lying on my bed, nailing me his delicious dick to the bottom. 


  “You’re a son of a bitch, get up!” he claimed.


  Disregarding his request, I closed my eyes and tried to relax, to make the pain of having buried that pipe without any previous game give way to pleasure. Slowly, I began to give rhythm to my movements, going up and down faster and faster while I touched his chest, playing with my fingers between his hairs. 


  Finally, his prejudices and concepts were overcome by the need and by the warmth that he had. I felt his dick like a mast inside me, and I squeezed my anus as if to catch him firmly, making his pleasure greater.  


  To my surprise, he took my waist with both hands to manage the rhythm of my movements.


  Risking that it would all end there, I asked: 


  “Do you want to try another position?” 


  Martín opened his eyes and did not answer. 


  I stood up, making his dick come out of my anus, and knelt down on the edge of the feet of the bed, leaving my ass standing upright, ready for him to ram me from behind. Martín stood up, and I looked through the mirror standing behind me. It was beautiful to see his harmonious and hairy body reflected in the mirror, with his muscles not exaggerated. His penis erect and with a face of total lustful, which I had never seen before. We looked at each other through the mirror, without saying a word and telling each other everything.


  Without speaking, he was telling me, "You wanted cock, now hold what is coming".


  He relubricated his dick and rested the glans on my anus; with both hands, he took my waist from behind and pushed his pelvis forward. I felt my asshole open again and fill it entirely with his cock.


  I grimaced in pain, which soon became a pleasure. Martín started pumping me with a slow rhythm while I turned my head and watched in the mirror how his muscular and hairy buttocks contracted with each stroke, which made me even more excited. I let him take his rhythm and control the movements; he knew how to bring me to a point where I started to move more and more, begging for cock and more cock. He continued with both hands resting on the sides of my body and holding me firmly. 


  I noticed that the power of the onslaught began to increase; it had managed to bring me into a state of ecstasy that was difficult to explain. At that moment, I would have given in to any claim.  


  “I cannot stand it anymore,” said Martín. 


  “Give me milk, daddy, fill me up,” I replied. 


  Immediately, he began to scream and to have spasms while he released semen inside me. I felt his contractions that did nothing but encourage my desire to ask for more and more; I wanted to eat him whole... What a beautiful male! 


  Finally, he pulled his dick out of my asshole, took off his condom, and lay on his back on the bed. 


  I saw his face red and soaked, with the veins in his temples marked and beating... He began to smile, making sounds that were cut off by the agitation.  


  “I just can’t believe it,” he said.  


  I felt on the edge of excitement, thinking about what had just happened, seeing Martín exhausted, lying on my bed.


  I walked up to his completely sweaty face and said: 


  “Are you more relaxed now?” 


  “You son of a bitch,” he answered. 


   I started to go down his hairy chest, biting his nipples, running my tongue all over him until I reached his semi-erect dick. A drop of semen appeared from his glans, which I wiped with the tip of my tongue.


  I swallowed his dick again, noticing how it started to get firm over again.   


  Despite the months he had not had sex and his physical state, it struck me that after two ejaculations, his dick was getting hard again.


  “Man, stop, you have no limits? You’re going to wear me out. Didn’t you get tired of sucking me?” Martín said.


  I looked at him in the eye, took his dick out of my mouth, and answered: 


  “With a daddy like you, I can never get tired; I can go on all night long. Why do you think I train at the gym?” I said sarcastically. 


  I continued to suck on it sweetly, putting it in until where I could and pulling it out until I was left kissing only the tip. I began to suck Martín’s balls, and I was encouraged to descend closer to his anus. I noticed that Martín started to make some grimaces of pleasure, as if he did not understand what I was doing to him or not knowing that he could feel joy in that area, which, evidently, had never been explored. 


  “Did you never have your ass sucked?” I asked. 


  “No, never, and I don’t think I will ever get it,” he said.


  I thought, "We’re going to find out about that right now.” 


  I focused on his perineum. I started to run my tongue from the tip of his glans to the door of his anus. Stayed in that area, licking it from side to side, squeezing and passing my tongue from the balls to near his asshole. I sucked his dick again, which was once more like a trunk, and started to go down to his balls. I slid my arms under Martín’s legs and placed them on my shoulders to dispose of his ass at my will. 


  Martín remained with his eyes closed and his arms crossed behind his head. 


  I came down and went with my mouth directly to his orifice; I spat it out generously, filling it with saliva, and started licking it, slowly introducing the tip of my tongue. Martín began to squirm with pleasure. 


  “What a huge son of a bitch you are, man,” he exclaimed, adding, “I had never imagined that so much pleasure could be felt in that area.” 


  I took the bottle of lube and started smearing it all over his ass while putting a condom on my dick, which certainly doesn’t have the ideal size to deflower anyone.


  In truth, I was sure that when Martín noticed what I was about to do, he would stop me and even get angry, but I was willing to take the risk and try.


  I put his legs back on my shoulders and rested my glans on his anus. Just then, he realized what was happening, opened his eyes, and tried to stand up, but could not; crossing my arms behind his legs, I had him under control. I slightly pressed my glans on his anus. 


  “Stop, this is where I got, don’t even fuck me,” he barked. 


  I could see his frightened face.


  Helped by his arms, he slid his body back to get away from me and tried to lower his legs to get up. I always thought sex should be done with the parties’ consent, and even though I was out of control, I realized I needed to work on him more to get him to give in. I really wanted to rape him, but clearly, that was not the way.  


  I let him put his legs down and threw myself at his side.  


  “Did you like the blow job I gave you?” I asked. 


  “Unbelievable man, but not fucking me, that’s for sure,” he said. 


  “Relax, nothing is going to happen that you don’t want to happen,” I said. 


  Martín left his hairy arms lying next to his body. His dick was still erect as a trunk, so I headed over there to give him another blow job. 


  I descended towards his anus, beginning with the same work that I had done previously, raising his legs again and supporting my glans on his anus. 


  “What part didn’t you understand? You’re stuck with the idea, man,” said Martín.   


  Clearly, he would not give in to being penetrated, and if that was my goal, I should look for another strategy. 


  “My dick is about to explode,” I said. 


  “Well, you can jerk off, but I can’t get it inside me,” he replied.  


  “At least help me; you could jerk me off,” I said. 


  “No way,” Martín said. 


  Everything had been said; Martín would not let himself be fucked, he would not touch me, and even less would he suck me, so I threw myself at his side without touching me and waited for my erection to go away. I didn’t want to unload if some miracle would happen that would allow me to advance towards my goal. 


  I asked him if he wanted to take a shower, and he accepted. I lay on the bed, thinking about what I could do to keep Martín at home... Something would occur to me, but it would have to be quick. I was already turning off the water, and soon he would come out of the bathroom, get dressed, and leave.
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