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    I waded to the top of the sand dune, looked down, and there he was – laid out on the beach like a Nubian offering to the glute gods. He was all by himself, sheltered by a set of dunes, flat on his stomach on a white towel, his ebony body shining under the hot sun, his thong-split butt cheeks gleaming like twin liquorice orbs. 




    I went weak in the knees, hard in the cock.




    I’m an assman from way back. Men’s rears have always held a fearsome attraction for me. I’ve gravitated to their moons for as long as I can remember, following them with my eyes in pants and shorts and swimsuits, fondling them with my hands, clothed and bare, fucking them with my cock. While some men are beachcombers, scouring the shimmering sands for lost treasure, I’m a buttcomber, the beach just one of the many places where I pursue my passion for male posterior. And here I’d hit the jackpot.




    This man’s served-up ass was one of the most luscious I’d ever seen, the thin red line of his thong accentuating the massiveness and moundedness of his humps, cleaving them depthlessly down the middle and swelling them up into stunning relief. 




    I waded down the crumbling side of the dune on crumbling legs, closer to the man with the burnished thunder cheeks; moving silently, stealthily, his buttocks looming ever larger in my widened eyes. It was mid-morning, beachgoers on either side of the sand dunes, laughing and splashing and chasing each other around. But as I drew nearer to the man and his cheeks, the sound of blood pounding in my heads, my heart in my chest, blocked out the rolling surf and public noise. 




    Although I did hear one other thing – the light snoring of the butt-blessed dude stretched out face down on the towel. He was sleeping!




    I could barely contain my excitement, the huge bulge in the front of my knee-length swim trunks. I’d thought I’d have to go waist-deep in the ocean to fully take advantage of this precious sighting; jack into the surf as I stared at the double-hilled shoreline. But now a bolder plan took hold in my dirty mind, like my hand on my cock rubbing through my swimsuit. I approached the dozing man from the rear.




    I stood right in between his splayed legs on his towel, gazing down at him, at his huge buttocks rising up to meet me. He had a shaved head, a gold earring in his right ear, his torso and legs long and lean and coal-black. His face rested on his folded hands, his eyes closed and mouth slightly open.




    Now, I’m not a bad-looking guy myself – tall and thin, with brown hair and blue eyes, an attractive if tense face, a large, easily aroused cock. So I could have sat down on the sand next to the guy and introduced myself and maybe gotten to know him, gone up the beach for a Coke and a hot dog. Only that would’ve taken time and a set of social skills, and I’m short on both. Besides, men are asses to me (in the finest sense of the word), nothing more, nothing less. Relationships are for other guys not always hot on the trail for tail.




    So, impulsively, needfully and uncontrollably, I pushed my swimsuit down to my ankles and hefted my heavy, hanging cock, started stroking. Right out there in the open on the beach, under the spell of those glorious globes.




    The guy went right on gently snoring as I glared at his overstuffed seat cushions and pumped my hand up and down the pulsating length of my dong. The sun was to the side of us, so my shadows didn’t cross him and them, reveal my presence. I yearned to touch the heaped-up flesh, ply it, fill my sweating hands with glistening cheek and rub and squeeze and knead; then fill my mouth, kissing and licking and biting; then my dick, frotting and fucking. But I didn’t dare. Even I, butt appraiser and appreciator of the universe, had that much restraint, at least. The dude looked tough.




    I cupped a smooth, tingling pec, rolled a buzzing, tan nipple, my body inflamed with more heat than even the sun could generate, caressing my cock in slow, sensuous strokes from shaven balls up to mushroomed hood. I was poled out full length now, a length almost as impressive as the height and depth and width of the man’s butt cheeks. He was completely oblivious to me jacking over the top of him. I dropped down onto my knees, in between his legs, closer to his ass.




    The rounded peaks of his shining buttocks were only a mere, mouthwatering foot or so from the end of my jacked-up cock. I trembled all over despite the inferno heat, pumping faster, harder, fisting my rod. I gripped my balls and squeezed, twisted. But that was no good, because it raised my dick, that one inch taking me farther away from the lush, dark mounds of my desire. So I pinched a nipple, pulled on it, tugging cock with relentless abandon.




    My balls tightened and tingled. Sweat poured down my face and the sides of my body, damp palm flying along my come-hard prick, my heavy breathing and the thwack-thwack of flesh on flesh now filling the supercharged air. 




    Then I jerked, and jetted, my over-stimulated prick going off in my hand.




    For a split second rational thought entered my addled mind and told me to spray away from the sprawled-out dude. But my balls and cock and warped soul were having none of it. I bit my lip almost to bleeding and rained white-hot come down on the man’s ass, splashing his magnificent buttocks, striping the dark meat with white, burning his taut, towering skin with my lust. Jolted again and again, I coated his ass with sticky adulation.




    His eyes popped open and he shook his head. He rose up on his elbows and turned and groggily looked at me. I did the only thing I could do, which is what I’d wanted to do all along – I plunged my hands down onto his buttocks and started rubbing. ‘Looked like you could use some more suntan lotion!’ I gulped, rubbing my heated semen into the guy’s ass.




    He swallowed and blinked his big brown eyes at me, the muscles on his shoulders and back rippling, his butt cheeks tightening deliciously under my hands. ‘Yeah, uh, thanks, man,’ he said in a rich, deep timbre. ‘But that doesn’t really explain why your dong’s hanging out.’




    I looked down. My cock was still stretched out in the open, swaying with the rhythm of kneading hands. I’d forgotten to tuck myself back in. ‘Uh …’




    He grinned, teeth gleaming, feasting his eyes on my meat. ‘You like a built booty, huh? I like a big dick, myself. Name’s Doug.’




    ‘B-Brent,’ I stammered. 




    Doug rolled over onto his back and gestured at me and my cock. I frowned. His ass was gone from view, out of my hands. But I had to honour the man’s request, after he’d given me so much pleasure. I straddled his body and crawled up his chest until my cock dangled directly over his mouth, hood brushing his lips.




    He blew on my cap, and I jerked. He reached his hand around and laced his long fingers around my shaft, and I jumped. He started gliding his warm, smooth palm up and down my prick.




    ‘Yes!’ I breathed.




    ‘Yeah,’ he murmured, my cock swelling harder, pulsing in his stroking hand. Recovery time is never an issue with me when I’m in the presence of gluteness.




    Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted a pair of boys around 18 or 19 crest the dune to my right, just as Doug brought his head up and pulled mine down, slid his thick lips over my bloated knob. I groaned, the boys holding their beachball between them and staring at us. I didn’t mind their watching, I welcomed it, overwhelmed by the hot, wet sensation of Doug’s mouth on my cock. I arched my back and threw my arms up into the air in exultation, thrusting my hips forward, sinking my dong deep into Doug’s mouth.




    If I have a limitless capacity for ass worship – which I do – this guy had an almost limitless capacity for cock. He swallowed me down to the base, my balls coming to rest on his chin. His liquid eyes shone up at me, plush lips sealed tight, my pole locked down in the heated, velvety confines of his mouth and throat. Then he started moving his head, and mouth, sucking on my prick.




    Doug wet-vacced me in long, deep pulls. My shaft glistened with his saliva, the throbbing meat oiling in and out of him, his lips tugging, tongue cushioning, mouth enveloping and eating. I gripped my own clenched butt cheeks and pumped, fucking his face as he sucked on my cock.




    The boys nervously laughed and ran off. I almost hoped they bring their friends and some paying customers back with them to watch. I wanted everyone to see what I was feeling. It was too good to be stopped, Doug’s sucking meeting my pumping in an erotic crescendo, the sweet music of man-lust being played on my cock.




    After taking me down his throat and hard-sucking me to the very edge of orgasm, Doug suddenly pulled my dick right out of his molten mouth. I strained slick and beating in his hand, his noosing fingers at the base of my cock bottling my juices. He smiled up at me, tonguing a pearl drop of precome from my yawning slit and smacking his lips and swallowing; then swirling his neon-pink sticker around and around my cockhead, making the both of us dizzy.



OEBPS/Images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/Styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





