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			To everyone who dares to feel without guilt

		

	
		

		
			In the silence of life, you’ll find

			the depth of your passion to embrace on fire.

			There lies the promised alliance of rebirth to the divine world,

			of those of us who one day saw a tribute to happiness in life.

			EJHV
My mother

		

	
		
			Introduction
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			I’m starting this journal with the purpose of describing “on an emotional, biographical and naughty way” my best sexual experiences. This is a collection that gathers mostly the exact stories of my sexual life, but also some fantasies. Of course, I must hide some of my characters real names because I respect them and their private identity, though they’ll probably recognize themselves when reading this and they’ll get emotional knowing how I enjoy(ed) them. So, my name is the only real one, the rest just sounded sexy to me. Also, sometimes, I mix characters with their physical characteristics, behaviors, and influence in which they unite to create one superior being.

			I’m Rodrigo, a gay, faggot, homosexual that belongs to the petal order (as my grandma’s friends referred to the people from “the other side” [horrible], but it was always funny to hear them). In short, I’m a happy proud gay man and very promiscuous… A whore, to be clear, as I like to be.

			My parents are divorced. My father is a homosexual, widower of his gay partner, and he’s now starting a new love story in his eighties. He’s tireless and insatiable... My mother is a marvelous woman that accepted me as I’m with kindness and intelligence, knowing that she’ll be the queen of her house and her son forever. She’s full of love and passion but, unfortunately, never fell in love again. Deception destroys deep emotions in human beings and that is maybe why I’m excessively outspoken.

			Why didn’t my parents’ marriage work? Well, apart from the obvious circumstances, they had other issues, but as long as they love me as they always have and I love them, that’s all that matters to me. Anyways, this isn’t an issue to be talked about here.

			I want to talk about the special events of my very active sexual life, not so much for giving dick but rather for having been insatiable, a kind of letch-hypersexual-hedonist-narcissist-sybarite who is like that because he wants to and has the need to be so, besides being very happy about it. And I defend tooth and nail my right to promiscuity, it’s mine and I exercise it.

			How great is to accept yourself as a whore and normalize it! It’s liberating! I’m proud to say that some toxic moral laws, hidden in “saint” books and interpreted by medieval literature, aren’t the laws I live by. As long as I don’t hurt anyone, as I’ve never done, I earned my place in paradise better than the people who judge, discriminate, punish, etc.

			In the end, why were we given life? To be happy in our peak moment that only one can identify, and it has no name but love. I’ve always heard “Love is God”. Being happy is the strongest union possible with the divine, at least while we’re alive.

			Don’t get me wrong with the word whore, I like calling myself like that, but I’m, in terms of identity, a cis gay man with my head and ass wide open, but I can’t deny that I love fucking and sucking a woman’s pussy without identifying as a bisexual.

			That’s how things are going, I’m reorganizing my ideas to start this adventure: I’ve dedicated many years soul and body to my passions, searching in my photographic and sensory memory. I remember every look, smell, taste of sweat, cock, balls and deep lick in the ass. Every man kisses differently, every facial rub feels different: soft with the beardless, rough with the three-days-old stubble, tickling with the bushy beard... while still adoring the smooth, medium-thick hairy skin of the trans guy.

			I’ve been gay since I can remember.

			At four years old, I already felt attracted to John Travolta on Saturday Night Fever. He was my first crush, I loved his hips movement, the half-open shirt, how sexy he smoked… On vacation, it was a dream for me to go to the pool and see guys with the bulge in their thongs (and if they were hairy, way better).

			At age ten, more or less, in a local market in a Spanish village, I remember how the Germans would freely wear their mini swimsuits while I rubbed some of their bulges with my shoulder… I still have this feeling of the cock protuberance under the swimsuit lycra fabric. Today that’s nothing special, but in that moment of my life it was an almost divine experience of pure happiness.

			However, since the horrible word “school” appeared, the flamboyant gay kid held back. Those institutions that restrain the existence of human beings, dedicated to medieval saints and run by catholic or laic orders, where creativity and personality needs to be hidden under a false rug of knowledge and moral laws.

			Yes!! I was the objective of every act of bullying, allowed by the lowered looks of some teachers and managers. Was I supposed to become more masculine through insults? I thought my life had no sense because the big success of bullying is making you think that it’s all your fault, that you’re the trash and the bad one and not your attacker.

			It’s funny to think that I found a couple or three of the most aggressive ones, years later, in the darker corners of gay clubs, feeling up someone and doing everything that they surely wanted with me at school, but never tried due to their moral, religious or family conflicts. We could have had a great time instead of living a fucking nightmare. I buried this issue in the past, but I’ll never forget it.

			This was a horrible situation, besides telling your family, or not, that you’re gay (although it wasn’t really necessary as it was pretty clear). I lived that moment, adding here the precedents of a homosexual father that wasn’t open to this news and tried to force me to repeat his story introducing me to his friends’ daughters, probably to protect me, it wasn’t like nowadays. On the other hand, my mother’s family won’t stop saying that thanks God I wasn’t gay, because my mom wouldn’t take it. But they were wrong, I could rely on her, she was my support and companion in life; only asking me not to deceive a woman by marrying for appearances.

			

			Unfavorable circumstances can be overwhelming, sometimes exasperating. But in those tribulations, the victim of faggot bullying had an army of eleven cousins each as beautiful on the inside as well as gorgeous on the outside, cool and intelligent. They have been all this time support and defense of my way of living. In the end, the straight oppressors envied the gay man because of the girls he had at his side. I don’t know, maybe the karma.

			Every time that someone suffers from bullying or discrimination it’s important to know that there is an after, that this shitty period will go away, that there are help centers, that your family (whether the blood one or the one you find in life) will support you. You’re going to be the happiest fucking guy “or girl or how you want to call yourself or identify” when you find out who you’re and shout it proudly to the world. Just as you’re a wonderful being. I’m a faggot satisfied with my life, a whore and promiscuous like few others and I love and fight to live my own happiness.

			I was always interested in erotic literature. My first book of this genre was Diary of a Nymphomaniac by Valerie Tasso, by 2003, and when I had it on my hands I thought “I want something similar but gay”. That’s how I’ve been discovering others until the last one, The Bodies in the Red Room by Íñigo Aguas; passing through blogs as the one of Zachary Zane, as well as his book BoySlut; films and erotic and pornographic publications of all types…

			But I wanted my unabashed, naked, natural, and very personal version of my intimate life, from the innocence of my first masturbation to the fetishes I’ve proudly walked through. It’s an amateur challenge, I’m not a writer, and I would never have the arrogance to boast of an art that I don’t possess. What these stories do carry is my passion, affection, and desire to normalize something as natural as sexual expressions.

			

			I’ll talk about my walk through a society influenced by Judish-Christian tradition, in which I never felt comfortable, to finding my happiness in the freedom and respect of individual values that every human being is entitled to but being responsible for my actions.

			Where does this affection for debauchery and promiscuity come from in me? From the same place as everyone else: our brain, that powerful and wonderful sexual organ. It’s only that I don’t restrain it, on the contrary, I enjoy it without guilt. Guilt makes you sick and hurts, it’s better to live without it.

			But it isn’t necessary to take risks or put pressure on yourself. We need to live as we feel it and let us make decisions for what we have the desire to discover. My transit through this series of experiences occurred naturally, nothing was forced, nothing happened without consent. That is respect and love for oneself.

			Without pretension or arrogance, this compilation is the testimony of a topic that we make taboo by the prejudices that we’re taught during our education. They’re the chemical and physical reactions of a body full of passion that doesn’t restrain them, but simply expresses them.

			My advice for this book; read one or two, maximum three stories a night, you’ll enjoy them more and you’ll communicate with the essence and lust they carry. This book is inspired by the concept of storybooks that we used to read as kids to fall asleep, and by the third story we were asleep. This is the same concept, but to jerk off before going to sleep. But, it’s up to you to decide.

			Of course, that jerk off goes for me and I hope you enjoy these milky nights in which all my love goes to you.

		

	
		
			1
My first cum

			My first ejaculation was something wonderful and special, the first step into my sexual life as a sex-starved bitch. In addition, I have to say, with gratitude to my life and destiny, that my first times have always been epic and magnificent, thank God, because if I think a superior being exists, call it how you like, God, Ala, Jehovah, energy, universe… and it’s way better than the one we were taught. I have never had an abusive or traumatic experience (outside the ones I chose 😂) and this is great.

			I sat naked in front of the mirror, which says a lot about how much I love myself. I put a comfortable chair with a towel over it in front of a mirror and a bottle of baby oil (I discovered good lubricants after). I was alone at home and knew that no one was going to come; looking at myself, sitting there, a thin teenager but in a good shape… I’ve always liked myself; I feel attracted to myself and people that look like me.

			I stood in front of the mirror; I started kissing myself. YES!!!! I kissed myself, my figure in the mirror. My already oiled hands started to touch my chest, to slowly go down my buttocks, run my finger through my anus, stick it in a little and suck it; my standing hard cock was watering pre-seminal fluid; my balls were on my pubis in my wrinkled scrotum. I had been in the good habit of shaving my balls since school, I had seen it in magazines, and I loved the feeling of freshness.

			[image: ]

			I threw myself on the couch, I could see myself, I loved it, I spread my legs over the chair arms and watched all my genitals, that pink ass like a still virgin spot. That standing dick, my shiny oiled body; I sucked and licked my fingers and the palm of my hand smeared on me.

			I watched as I moved, like a bitch in heat on the chair while I touched my ass and anus with the left hand and with the right one my cock, I pulled it up and down, gently but permanently, my glans already exploding as soon as I touched it. That was where most of the pleasure was coming from and I wanted to extend it as much as possible, the sensation was too strong and wonderful.

			

			I went on and on and on until, between moans, my eyes rolled back in my head, seeing stars with a super-agitated breathing; a stream of white milk fell on my chin. That was my first cum and all the pleasure I just felt. Then, a silence of absolute peace and quiet, time to recover from that agitation.

			I was soaked and felt the most expert without being so, I picked up my milk with my hand without thinking, take it to my mouth and swallow it. Who would have thought that eventually I would develop this addiction for the protein milk of the males?

			Even though the bullying was there at this time, I took refuge in my oily and wet adventures, in the adoring and kissing pleasure in the mirror of my house.

		

	
		
			2
My first time

			It was January 1989; I was sixteen years old with my testosterone level at Everest heights; we were in Madrid with my family during Christmas. After Epiphany, I was asked to go and return some gifts at a department store in Puerta del Sol. I did my chores and then went to look at some clothes on the teen section.

			I was looking at underwear. In that post-puberty time, I loved this part of the department store, their underwear models were simply a pleasure to look at, and there I found out that this department is a wonderful cruising spot. A very Spanish guy walked by “very Spanish gentleman”, that’s what I call those guys, light-eyed, short hair, handsome face, nice body, great ass, tight jeans and hair everywhere. He brushed me with his hand as he tried to take the same box of tiny shorts I had just grabbed with my fingertips. He looked at me smiling and my inexperienced virgin, but slut hunting spirit heart was about to burst out of me. I was hyperventilating. Finally, he says to me: “Hi, do you want to go to the toilet?”

			

			Without further ado, I was faced with a huge decision at that moment for me, which I obviously accepted. And I, like a sheep after my devouring wolf, followed him anxiously, hungrily, my dick erected between my pants.

			The toilets were empty, we checked each cubicle. He signaled me to be quiet with his finger on his full lips until he stopped in front of the door of the last cubicle. Looking me in the eye in a gesture that I didn’t know if it was an invitation or an order, he pointed to that space that, once closed, would change everything for me. Aware of this and very eager, I entered.

			He closed the door, stood against it and, in a sexy gesture that I see today as tender, he approached me, and started hugging and kissing me. He was breathing heavily, telling me dirty things in the ear while he opened my pants. Once they were loose, at mid-thigh level, he pulled them down with a single thrust with his boot. What an Iberian macho I got myself! He was already showing me his erect cock, the first one I had ever had in my hands, and I loved it. He pushed me against the icy wall of tile that burned my buttocks, bent down and sucked my dick. A very good sucker, I felt, though I had nothing to compare it to but the unbounded pleasure I was experiencing.

			My turn came. He put me on my knees pushing my shoulders with his hands as he stood up and started to put it in my mouth: “Suck it, man” he demanded.

			Soon I had it as deep as anything had ever been in my throat, but the gratification was that wonderful smell of pubic hair sweat that hit me every time I got it deeper. It was a super-arousing situation.

			At that moment, someone entered the restroom; he took me gently with his hands, embracing me, that hug of tenderness that said: this fantasy is over. Silently, with signs, he indicated that he was going out first. I waited a prudent time for the destroyer of this moment, my first moment, to leave, and I went out without finding, of course, any trace of the boy.

			I went home with mixed feelings, one of joy for what had happened to me, at last I had had something real with someone, more than the fantastic hand jobs I was giving myself, but at the same time I felt the trauma of coitus interruptus. I needed that boy, whose name I didn’t know, nothing remained but his smell of pubic sweat and the sour taste of his glans covered with his foreskin in my mind. Without a doubt, I needed that feeling again.

			In the innocence that a teenager with high levels of testosterone can have at sixteen, I was the next day on the same floor of the same store looking for a fuck with the same guy in the underwear section. My expectations were very high; however, the higher the expectations, the greater the disappointment. The guy was obviously not there. But when fate closes windows on you it’s to open huge doors, in this case, of pleasure. Whoredom always conspires for good, as in my wonderful first time.

			Saddened and somewhat angry, I went to take the subway home. Then, I saw him leaning down as I was leaving the store in Puerta del Sol, the center of Madrid, and the center of my sex life at that moment, next to where there were installing construction protection panels. He was like the George Michael in glam time of the eighty’s era. Honey blond hair almost to his neck, three-day beard, olive skin, dressed in tight, worn-out jeans, biker boots, white T-shirt and leather vest, and a jacket with zippers.

			He looked at me, I saw him, and that fast breathing and agitated heartbeat started; I had a hunger for the man that made me be by his side in seconds and understand that smile. He threw away his cigarette as a sign of alpha male who hunted his prey. We talked for a little bit and in minutes he invited me to his hotel, which was nearby. There my life changed: from being a willing bitch to being a mare ridden by her stallion.

			I was so nervous that, when the elevator door opened, as in Madrid at that time they were always uneven, I stumbled. This male with his huge arms grabbed me and managed that my first time didn’t end in a concussion accident, but in the great fuck that it really was. He, understanding my nervousness, commented: “Calm down, baby, we will only do what you want, nothing else”.

			I wanted everything, everything from him. We went into his room and took off our jackets, he dominated me with his gaze, with his caresses; he took off his shirt revealing his perfect hairy torso and smiled at me, the bastard. He had me, I was his and he knew it. “Let’s go slowly” he murmured.

			He kissed me on the ear, took off my shirt, continued his kisses that scraped me with his beard as he passed all over my chest. He lay down on his bed with his fly open where his cock could be seen without underwear; only that hairy continuation of his perfect chest towards an interior yet to be discovered. He poured himself a whiskey and lit a cigarette, what an image! He told me to undress. I did it in the smoky backlight and that made him very horny.

			I was waiting there, naked, trembling with desire in that dark, clear atmosphere clouded by cigarette smoke, while this male took off his pants and told me without words that he wanted to be sucked, just with that look and a signal on his huge cock with his finger. I approached him looking at him with a face of innocence, surprise, fear and desire.

			

			Those things that for a virgin and first-time boy are so exciting when his daddy handles well his role in the scene, and this one was a champion. I had the best dominant male giving me in my mouth the most pleasant, horny and exciting taste and smell I had ever felt in my life. I sucked him like there was no end to it, like it was my last Supper. It’s funny to think that it was only the first of thousands. He had a huge hard-on, and I was constantly dripping pre-seminal fluid.

			He grabbed me with his arms from my armpits. Taking a swig of whiskey, mixing it with the tobacco flavor of his cigarette, he kissed me, and liquid and flavor passed into my mouth; whiskey has a characteristic that numbs the tongue. All were new sensations for me and full of pleasure.

			He told me he was going to fuck me. He, in a loving way, but very direct and convinced, assured me that he would make it so smooth and pleasurable that I would enjoy my first time and remember it forever. And so I have it in detail in my head.

			After putting on a condom, he ate my ass with his tongue, he had me as open as he wanted. He put on some lubricant, which I don’t know where it came from, and without delay he slowly pushed his huge erect cock deep inside me, no pain, just hunger to have all of him. He was in me, I felt him totally connected and I just wanted to feel more and more.

			I went into a trance of erotic ecstasy as he began to ride me as hard as his experience told him I would be able to take. I wanted to receive whatever he wanted and so he gave it to me.

			I was fascinated, I was absolutely his, I gave him my whole body and we had perfect communication. Those of us who ride horses know what the term “good match” is, that perfect connection between rider and horse, and that’s the way I felt. We were like a great prize for each other without having finished.

			He pulled it out of me and explained that he loved having his asshole eaten. He threw me on the bed and sat his huge ass on my face, it was natural. The perfect smell of sweaty ass led me to want to lick his perfect anus, to plunge my tongue as deep as I could, I knew he liked the way I was doing it, inherent talents I was unaware of until then.

			A series of moans and the closing of his anus against my tongue told me that he was coming all over my chest. I started jerking off to reach him, not difficult for the circumstances we were in. The excitement of having his ass in my face and that divine smell of sweaty male that I licked and smelled every second. We came in spurts. Today, years later, I think about how I would have swallowed it if it had happened at this time.

			The sweat, the cum soaking, the sexual feeling... And since he was such a great guy, he was kind enough to hug me, to make me feel full, to know that his affection would mean and mark the memory of enormous gratitude that I still have for him. This was the beginning of a full sex life. I feel happy and blessed that this happened.

			The boy left the next day to Puerto Rico and I to Alicante to continue my vacation. Everything ended, I’ll always remember him as the one who made the incredible moment that was my first time possible. That wonderful Puerto Rican will live forever in my memory.

		

	
		
			3
I got fucked on a bus

			In my last year of high school, my mother gave me a car, but in the conservative rules of my high school they didn’t see well that students had their own vehicles and didn’t use the school buses. To avoid it, they prohibited parking inside the campus, so I had to walk about three blocks to get to the public parking lot.

			During the last years of high school, you always stay late and even more so on a Friday. I was tired in a way that you want to do something that changes you. My body was so sweaty, my balls and dick very wet without underpants in my sweatpants; I love to feel that pounding between them, that little pain makes me very horny.

			I was already at the beginning of the second block towards my parking lot when I saw in the distance a figure that attracted me in the play of light and shadow of the sunset. As I got closer, a huge aquiline nose; messy, greasy straight black hair; and badly sun-tanned skin on a guy no older than twenty-eight was revealed. His body was strong, no taller than me, he had tight jeans that revealed a very promising bulge and ass. As I approached, I noticed he was wearing a fluorescent vest and a helmet that he held between his arm and torso. I was thrilled! He was a construction worker. I don’t know if it was because of his uniform, but it made me super-hot to see him.

			We exchanged glances, he raised an eyebrow on one side and winked at me on the other. He smiled, inviting me to follow him. He got on a public bus, and I was so bold that, instead of going to my car, I got on the bus behind him.

			He paid for his bus, went to the last rows as there were passengers in the first ones; I paid my ticket very calmly and went to my worker.

			It was very daring what I was doing, it was as risky as the bathroom of the department store; however, we all know that when the bottom calls, no one controls you. I headed to the back of the bus beside him without letting go of his eyes and his mischievous smile that didn’t lower at any moment.

			I sat down next to him, surprised by his erect cock and his pair of balls that should be poking against his zipper as he pulled on it. We were covered by the pair of high-backed chairs, but in the middle, I could see the driver’s face looking in the rearview mirror, which didn’t bother me in the least.

			We slipped out and were covered by the seats, I took mine out and we began to jerk each other off and kiss. He smelled of work, sweat and that particular kind of dust that construction sites have. I was so turned on by that huge, aquiline nose, how rough he was in that little space that was our little island of pleasure. Every bus stop was panic, we looked and checked that no one was passing, the exit door was in the center of the bus, so we had enough space. “Dude, I’m going to stick my dick up your ass” he commented in his basic, and what I thought was a super horny way of speaking.

			

			I didn’t know how, I didn’t feel there was enough room, I looked surprised, and he added: “Relax, papi, I’ll teach you”.

			I just let myself go and cooperated; he turned me half sideways. I passed him a condom and he also got into perfect position so that we were like two “Z Z’s” in a row. This construction genius knew how to get it in me. It wasn’t easy, and although it didn’t last too long, that frenzy of silence and joy in which he came through his movements and panting was incredible. He took off the condom full at the tip and threw it on the floor as his alpha male proof that he was there.

			He lay panting, shoved his still cum-sticky cock in and zipped his fly. There I realized that you can be used as a receiving cone, with no more pleasure than your asshole gives you, and that it’s also very hot just to let yourself be used.

			We climbed off the bus, leaving the proof of our daring feat lying on the floor. Incredibly, this tough and confident worker went into a kind of panic: “Never tell this to anyone, you’ll never see me again.”

			He happened to be married to a woman and had children, he assured me that this should never have happened, that he let himself be carried away by me.

			I believe he was an expert at fucking in the last seat of a bus. You don’t learn that knowledge in a first-time fucking. Well, I felt adorably used, but at the same time, like a sin that was very hard to avoid, I loved this.

			I took a cab back to my now very far away car. I went home very happy and of course very horny for everything that had happened to give myself an incredible handjob, feeling all over my body and clothes the traces of the incredible smell of my straight worker who used me by fucking me in the last seat of a bus.

		

	
		
			4
My photography teacher

			After leaving that hell of a high school, my life took another direction in which happiness, expressiveness and the production of many talents came to the surface. As a degree, I chose Architecture, where I discovered the magic of two-dimensional and three-dimensional space and its responses to natural phenomena and the same physics that brings them together. I was in my element, I felt fulfilled with each project, each subject. And among them was Photography.

			One day I was walking around the facilities of my university and there was a restroom where I always saw glances crossing, groups of people entering, things happening. I was just in my first semester, and I was just learning about the hot spots on campus.

			I used to see a handsome guy with an artist’s look dressed in black. He had some contrast between his dark caramel hair, his face and his Italian dandy attitude of the kind that makes you think they’re gay and turns out they’re not...

			

			One day I was sitting on a bench near that restroom, reading The Architecture of the City by Aldo Rossi. It seemed very heavy and difficult to understand, I think my face said it all. Suddenly, I saw this guy I liked so much coming with a coffee in his hand. I looked up from my book; I was like paralyzed; I could only see him approaching.

			He smiled at me before saying: “Architecture theory you must understand very well” I, idiotically, opened my mouth and just asked: “Are you an architect?”

			He smiled again already in laughter, probably from the silly face absorbed by his beauty that I had. He had a gesture of kindness that delighted me:

			“Can I?”

			“Only if you tell me the summary of the book.” And I winked at him.

			He sat down and explained to me that he had studied Architecture for six semesters, then changed to Photography and that’s what he was doing.

			That’s how our chat began, and being a Friday, we went to a bar near the university to have a few beers; because of my empty stomach, they went to my head and made me super horny. Our laughter stopped from time to time for some hand touching that led us to stare into each other’s eyes.

			Time passed and he looked at the clock, he told me it was time. He paused. My face of disappointment must have been such that he laughed and remarked:

			“...To take you to meet my photography studio.”

			

			I sat down with a little boy smile and a bit sad that he was teasing me. He knew I wanted more than just a chat. He pulled me by the arm, hugged me on the shoulder and we walked down the street; it wasn’t far from the university to his studio.

			It was clear by the layout of his loft and his wonderful taste that he had a background in Architecture, and that he studied Rossi. An iron wall surrounded by stairs enveloped all the spaces on four floors. We walked in and no sooner had he closed the door and tossed the keys on a table, he grabbed me and started kissing me. The guy knew how to manipulate me. He stopped to show me his studio. I loved that dry stop, of course, it was his command that ruled. He had to wait for me to take control..., which would happen soon enough.

			He showed me his studio with hanging pictures that I won’t describe, because I’ve already given too many details and would give away his identity. Simply, it was impeccable. In that dark room, which would become the first where I would have sex, he ripped my shirt off and pulled me up on his icy worktable that, like everything about him, was perfect, a block of green granite. He kissed me hard, longing to have me. I pulled up his black sweater and I could see his bare and marked torso without a hair, just the harsh feel of the shaved hairs that made him look full of ups and downs because of the perfect definition of his pecs, shoulders, arms and abdomen.

			He took me by the hand and led me to his bedroom on the fourth level. But we passed before by a marvelous design that I wanted to see after satiating my hunger for him. His bed was made of natural wood, low and huge. He arrived and removed his pants and so did I, in a frenzy of kissing and sucking on our torsos.

			He lay down on the bed with his normal long cock, but impressively thick; I had never seen anything like it. I was just thinking, “It’s going in, of course it’s.” I love sexual challenges. I started to suck his tip, but it wouldn’t go in, even though I tried. Suddenly, he grabbed his balls and, one at a time, he put them in my mouth, both didn’t go in at the same time. I was already walking around with my dick dripping as I was so horny, I loved the guy.

			He was turning around and wetting his anus with saliva and his fingers. I understood that he wanted to be fucked. With little experience, but with all the desire to name him as “my first bottom that was worth it”, I started to slowly fuck him. I was entering him very well, not one of those super tight asses or the loose ones that you can’t feel, perfect pressure. He opened his pair of buttocks with his hands and said to me: “Fuck me, tear my asshole.”

			Every word was like a battery that gave me new energy in my cock, and I started to ride this handsome photographer with Italian looks in his impeccable loft.

			Having him on all fours fascinated me as well as spanking him as hard as I could. Leaving his buttocks red on this slutty guy was sublime. Without warning, he rolled over on his side opening his ass and I kept riding him. I happened to spit on him, and he started talking: “Trattami come un porco…”

			Wow, I wasn’t wrong, treat me like a pig in Italian. This handsome guy knew this turned me on. I just spit in his face as I continued to fuck him.

			“Voglio più.”

			I want more. God, languages are super-exciting elements when it comes to fucking...

			

			I was sticking my fingers in his mouth as if grabbing his jaw so that this Italian bitch felt absolutely dominated by me. At that moment, I insulted him: “Bitch, whore, you’re going to give it all to me.”

			And I kept torturing him with my hand and my cock giving him pleasure. He gave a scream as he came that really turned me on and made me come in his ass.

			We lay side by side on his soaked gray sheets, hugging and kissing. He told me that he had been fascinated by me. And it turns out that like me, he had already seen me around the university and that the occasion was perfect today to get to know each other. He loved that we didn’t just fuck, but that there was a story behind us. I told him a little about myself and we came to the clear point that he was my photography professor and that I hadn’t made it to the first class. Good thing, otherwise, this would never have happened to me.

			We decided that I should not withdraw from the course and that we could continue seeing each other, but that he would demand double or more from me than the others. I thought it was to annoy me, and yes, he did push me; but I owe him, thanks to him, I have developed an aesthetic vision that has helped me a lot in my life.

			And yes, one or two dates later I asked him to fuck me with his very thick cock. Thick is the best, the one you think doesn’t fit, but, once you relax, you start riding it and you want nothing more than to have it inside you, it’s like a part of you that must be there to feel complete. I followed his game of verbal filth, it was amazing, he spoke to me in Italian, and I spoke to him in French, we had a curious ritual, a fuck with a lot of culture and languages.

			Our attitude in class never aroused anyone’s suspicion. I love to indulge in the forbidden. At my university, fucking a teacher was terrible and it was very, very forbidden; but we made an exception between me and my Photography teacher 😂, we even allowed ourselves a session or two in the photo lab; we would close and say we were going to develop. I would tell everyone that I was too screwed up with the subject of the photos. And we would develop each other, it was the photography of our deepest passions.

			In the end, he had his boy, with whom he had a long relationship, who arrived in the city after a period of absence. I didn’t have that strong feeling that they call love for my teacher; that would come later. But he was a master in many areas, so I’ll always remember him with great admiration; and for his very thick cock that even today, when I remember it, still makes my anus tighten.
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Look, voice, confidence

			There are characteristics in certain human beings that make them especially attractive, that give them a visibility above others, a unique light that only they can project.

			It isn’t only for men, women or any of the many variants that today we’re beginning to understand. In this case, I’ll refer to the first man with whom I got my hopes up. I’m not the type of person who prefers to be with someone just for not being alone. I have to love him physically, intellectually and emotionally, otherwise, I prefer to stay very happy enjoying my hunting life. It fulfills me more than being with someone feeling lonely.

			He was spectacular in everything. His pores exuded confidence in inexhaustible sources, which he accompanied with a kind, cheerful look, with feline green eyes full of expression, almost closing them by his permanent smile. To this sea of qualities, we must add the incredible deep, husky voice, which could make you come just pronouncing your name.

			

			I met him walking down the street; we caught each other’s attention with our glances. He opened his mouth and out came those musical notes that were tickling my desire to have this man; a huge desire, at least, for me. His extraordinary intelligence came through in every talk. He had impeccable taste; he was a decorator. Simply, a ten in everything. Mind you, he had a shitty temper “not with me, but with his workers” but it made him look very sexy.

			Plus, he taught me that you can be a bitch and it’s okay. And there’s nothing to be ashamed of, he made me see how important it is to express our passions to be happy in our day to day lives. Passions that united the intellectual, the aesthetic, the beliefs and, of course, the sexual.

			He told me about fetishes, he told me about the leather bars of New York and London, he made me understand that the journey was just beginning and that surely my limits would always be overcome in the thirst to want to explore more, as indeed has happened throughout my life. With him I understood that sex is much more than two orifices and a phallus, that there is the infinite imagination connected to passion and sexuality.

			The day I met him he took me to his attic. From the door we undressed, throwing our clothes in the air. He didn’t have a marked gym body, but a big, shapely, strong man’s body. We devoured each other with kisses, he cornered me between his already sweaty body from the hustle and bustle, and the spiral staircase where, after putting on a condom that was in his jean, he started kissing and fucking me while marking the stair steps on my back, I didn’t care. He put me on all fours, crawling on the ladder, he continued to fuck me in the ass. What a pleasure. And it didn’t end there.

			

			Going up to his room, we lay down on the bed and he pulled out a little amber bottle. I had no idea what it was; there I tried poppers for the first time. Wow, what an increase in sexuality and its sensations, there was no end to sucking it. We inhaled it together and so I discovered that poppers create an extra communication between the two people who are consuming them. It’s as if each one responds to the other’s desires but feeling a joy of their own and giving a unifying pleasure. Well, that’s how it feels to me.

			With those poppers we gave each other kisses with tongue licks that made us feel like bitches in heat, we wanted everything from each other, our juices, our smells. We ended up exhausted next to each other hearing our hearts fluttering until they slowed down. We came and smeared each other in semen like wrestlers in mud. Then, we shower together sitting and cuddling under the jets of hot water.

			There I learned that sex, with some kind of feeling of enthusiasm, in its best version, it’s not scripted, it’s not a cliché, it has no program or agenda, it’s so free that everything is fine.

			It was short, an intense aﬀair. He had a partner, a wonderful person, intelligent and with the same knowledge of the world, who understood and accepted it. In their conception of a couple, they were allowed this kind of liberty, because they were both people sure of their love for each other and didn’t want to lead a castrating relationship because of jealousy. To love doesn’t mean to cut wings, least of all to prohibit; if this happens, it isn’t love, but imprisonment.

			That’s how modern and progressive for life I was when our love affair ended. I accepted the circumstances and wanted to explore all that he told me existed in the world and was there ready for me to discover. I can say he left me ready to be the wonderfully promiscuous person I had always been, but with knowledge.

			

			Although we no longer see each other as often and from any sexual point of view, he will always be my adored friend. I was there for his last stage when he fell victim to the damn AIDS. I’ll never forget that last embrace of the huge man turned into wreckage, of the giant’s voice that faded away along with his living gaze just looking for rest. I’m quite sensitive to certain facts and the day of his death I know that he was next to me in my room hugging me and calling me “sweetheart”.

			From wherever he is, I know he’s an angel who will never fail to take care of me; he has intervened when it has been right to withdraw, miss an appointment or avoid an encounter by bringing his memory to my mind. There, like magic, he appears. His voice and his memory will live in me.

			I love him and will love him forever; he left this world knowing it. I’ll meet him when this journey is over. We’ll enjoy watching and analyzing this life of whoredom that I’ve enjoyed so much!
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My unbelievable fuck on San Andrés Island

			I was on vacation on the island of San Andrés in Colombia with my father, his husband and a friend of theirs whom we call El Gordo.

			One Friday afternoon, I went swimming at the beach with El Gordo. There, while we were sunbathing and chatting, a very handsome guy (very indigenous looking in race, tanned skin, straight black hair, aquiline nose, body without a hair and a thong that showed package) began to hover around me. Finally, he came over and it was clear that I was going with him to his hotel across the street. El Gordo reminded me: “We’ll wait for you for dinner, don’t forget.”

			Once at the hotel, he took me to his room. He was in a hurry; his plane was leaving soon. I understood that it was his last fuck of the vacation and I think the only one because of the speed and amount of sperm that came out.

			

			He put me in front of the mirror. I love to watch them and myself, always myself; I act well, I like to see my hungry bitch face, my tongue on the mirror that gets everyone. Then, I turned my face with my tongue out, I licked his face and sucked his tongue while he kept fucking me. My cock was slapping hard against my stomach with the ride he was giving me. Without expecting it, I got him so horny he started to scream, and I knew the game was about to finish, but I didn’t want to come yet, I was in the mood for a lot more play, and the night and the weekend were just beginning.

			He said goodbye, that is, he took me out of his room 😂 he was in a hurry. I get really bored with quick ones, unless they’re public. I went down to the beach where there was no sign of El Gordo. I walked down the beach showing off my tiny thong and T-shirt in my hand. The sunset was breathtaking in terms of the colors to be seen. I was so horny; the sun, sea and sea air really turn me on.

			And there I saw him, huge, as I like them, black hair, very bronzed, hairy without being exaggerated. Standing on some rocks, at the end of the beach, as if looking deep down to see if a pirate would come out. I was already on my way to him. We looked at each other and smiled. I had more experience, no fuck comes out of you looking like an ogre, let alone shy. Go with confidence, handsome, the worst thing they can say is no, but he was going to say yes!

			Indeed, we connected, he was reserved, serious and very handsome and the cock that his swimsuit promised was what would make my weekend happy. It was after six o’clock and my dad and the group were waiting for me for dinner, I invited him, and he accepted. We had a great dinner, and we all planned, except my father, to go to a club on the other side of the island. Before leaving, my father asked me to arrive at 10:30 a.m. because he wanted to go to church with me; it was the anniversary of my grandmother’s death the next day. Not very convinced I said OK.

			

			The damn club was straight, so we talked all night and drank rum, lots of rum. At two in the morning, we all decided to take a cab, go back to the hotel and I was going to leave him in the cabin he had rented on the beach of San Luis on our way.

			In that cab he took me by the hand, talked in my ear and proposed me to stay with him. I was never going to pass up the opportunity to spend a night with him. He was funny, handsome and so much fun to be with.

			He was staying in a wooden hut on the beach, far from town. The little house smelled of old, damp wood, burned by the saltpeter. We had had a lot to drink, but we were wide awake, and as we undressed, kissing, he poured two more rums. Naked this very Latin sculpture went to sit with his glass of rum in an old brown leather armchair and, following all the ceremony that this has, he lit a Havana cigar. What a wonderful picture it was to see him there, one hand on his cigar, the other with the glass and in the center his huge cock right against his belly, legs ajar.

			“Come here!” he urged me.

			I put my glass next to him on the floor and jumped in to kiss him. The smells of steaming cigar, rum, sweat with coconut oil and sea water drove me crazy. I licked his mouth, neck and chest. He grabbed my cheekbones with his giant hand showing me he knew how to dominate, he opened my mouth, pulling me close, kissing me and spitting on me.

			Suddenly, he put his belt around my neck, tightening just enough for me to follow him without hurting me. I was on all fours like his puppy on a leash when he pulled me to eat his huge balls that danced between my rum-heavy drool, permanently blowing me the dizzying, but very horny smoke of his cigar.

			

			I moved on to his cock, I would accept it in as far as it would go, I love to gag and hold it as deep as it can go, letting the tears come out of me. I thought: “Let him see me suffering, working his meat, doing everything to give pleasure to my male”. Almost without stopping, I swallowed it again and again. It tasted of salt and traces of delicious urine.

			He lifted his legs and, with the leash, pulled me, telling me:

			“Suck my asshole.” That hairy anus I stuck my tongue in as deep as I could while he moaned with pleasure pulling his huge cock. I spit on him to open it and lick with much more pleasure all his sweat, that cigar smell and his saliva that kept falling on me and tasted like rum.

			In a moment he jumped up and lifted me like a feather, throwing me on the bed still with the cigar in his mouth. He spat into my anus with shooter’s precision and slowly, but without hesitation, shoved his huge, very erect cock into me. I was receiving it without any resistance, even though it didn’t quite go in.

			I saw this huge male with a cigar in his mouth, the smoke and his eyes turned upwards with pleasure as he rode me. I was his, it and I wanted to let him know:

			“Use me like your bitch.” The hot words at the right moment always make a handsome guy like this horny.

			He put out his cigar by spitting it in my rum glass on the floor and kissed me. His kisses were loud, wild tasting, he was biting my neck and still kissing me. He turned me around and started screwing me harder and harder, wielding his belt around my neck to dominate me. I was screaming, it was so much pleasure together in this sensory, olfactory and physical scene. He started hitting me with his giant hands on my buttocks. I knew that soon I would come, and I started to jerk off, it was all very intense. Among the cries that only the forgotten beach of San Luis heard we finished.

			It was 6:00 a.m., we had sex all night, we were exhausted, we fell next to each other. We slept until 2:00 p.m. He woke up and again he put his huge dick in me, and I just let him do. I was his object, his morning fuck, almost his breakfast. And I loved that it would drain all that energy into me.

			It was too late to go to the church with my father. My grandmother would understand from the afterlife that this happiness came to me on her anniversary. He called me a cab. I arrived at the hotel, everyone was on the beach, I went to meet them. After changing into my tiny thong and a T-shirt in my hand, I walked for several minutes until I found them. My father had a serious look, but, deep down, he smiled. I apologized and turned around to go to sleep. My father shouted:

			“What happened to you?”

			I had hand-shaped bruises that I proudly carried for more than a week, reminding me of the male who dominated me in a cabin on the beach of San Luis.
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Whore marathon at my father’s city fairs

			On a night of partying, at the fairs in December, in the city of Cali where my father lives, I went out with some friends from his group and that of his now deceased husband. The fairs unite bullfights, parties, dinners and clubs where locals and visitors join to the sound of salsa mixed with electronic music, cane spirit and a sexual ambience to end up screwing at the end of the night.

			In a front yard

			Already late at the club with my hunting friends (I’m known for always going around to check the ambience in the club) I met my father’s hairdresser; he had once cut my hair. On one occasion, at the hairdresser, he kept flirting with me, rubbing his erect dick in his jeans on my shoulder, and I went into the restroom with him and sucked it. Anyway, when I saw him, I knew that if I decided to make a move on him, what was coming was very good and big.

			

			I approached him as he looked at me and, without telling him anything, I started flirting with him, smiling, looking him in the eye and dancing. He grabbed my hips and within minutes kissed me with his tongue. It was the first time I went out with my father and stepfather’s group and very faster they realized how slutty I was.

			With the horny vibe that gay clubs give with music, drinks and strippers…, we kissed. He took me by the hand and took me to the toilets, where we were stopped by the security guard; it was clear that we weren’t going to pee. His jeans were bursting with his hard dick, and he told me:

			“Let’s go out, we’ll do something crazy and risky. We’ll go over there, and, in any dark corner, we’ll get in see what happens.”

			It sounded great to me, going to the limit to try the street 😂.

			The walk took us to a front yard of an abandoned house, with neglected bushes. It was dark, I was scared to step in, to enter that public-private open space, but the whole scene with the distant sound of the electronic club, mixed with the silence of the night and the drunkenness, made everything much more special.

			Already in our “safe place” and with all the excitement of risk, we resumed our kisses and lashes on the neck. He tore the shirt I was wearing and bit my nipples, first softly, shaping them with his tongue, and then with small bites that made them hard in that cold of dawn.

			He kept tearing my shirt until it was completely open, then moved on to my jeans and opened them with a single blow. My dick jumped without underpants to his face; he began to suck it, and I fucked his mouth. I love a good sucker, one who is aware that it’s swallowed to the bottom, who knows that the teeth are hidden with the lips, who fills his mouth with saliva, who makes your dick feel between clouds. And that’s what this guy was like.

			There are no roles in sex, everyone does what they want if the other agrees, you should not do anything that is by obligation, only what is agreed in that energy game of the moment that feels speechless when you’re with the other. You aren’t always bottom or top in every erotic action; if you’re versatile, everything doesn’t have to be repeated in parallel lines. Sex is as wonderful as it’s variables.

			That’s how well he was sucking. He began to put his drooling fingers through my crotch, with a clear destiny: my anus, which was already opening only from the excitement, from everything he was making me feel with his fantastic and well-trained mouth. Although it should be innate, the art of a good blowjob is something not everyone has, and this one had excessive talent.

			He turned me over, at that moment. I no longer had my pants on; my legs were wide open, and my shirt torn on my shoulders. I leaned with my hands on the wall of this abandoned house and, in the same way he handled his mouth to suck, he also used his tongue to eat my ass.

			Knowing how to eat an ass is another particular art, licking around the anus, enjoying its flavors and smells, inhaling with a loud sound so that the one who is having their ass eaten knows that you rejoice; to gently bite the buttocks and the decline of the buttocks towards the anus and, finally, with a lot of saliva, the tongue is introduced as deep as it can go. If what you’re worried about is finding some waste, don’t even think about it; today everyone usually comes out with a clean ass waiting to be banged.

			Pleasuring himself with my ass, I saw stars between my drunkenness and the pleasure his long, pointed tongue was giving me, dancing round and round inside my anus. I was pushing so he could eat my rose. He was so excited that he put on a condom and in the middle of the street, in a garden, he started fucking me. He had a long, thick cock and balls that hung quite a bit; I loved the way his heavy balls slapped mine as I burst with joy. With my hands against the wall and only putting my ass, I noticed that I was coming in spurts without even touching myself. I let out such moans that he had to cover my mouth, although he kept going very hard.

			He turned me over so I could start sucking his cock, I felt his huge testicles dancing and hitting my jaw, I knew he was going to come soon, I moved on to his balls, eating them one by one as he jerked off. Finally, I was able to fill my mouth with both his balls as I massaged them with my tongue. The prize burst: with a controlled moan due to the risk of the place we were in and a gasping breath. He came on my face and dribbled all over my chest.

			We kissed, he licked his cum and kissed me. He then went home, saying he was very tired. I wiped all his cum with my destroyed T-shirt that in seconds was hard, like starch. When I returned to the club, I wore my ragged vest with a lot of pride, that pride of being a slut that only the one who is a slut knows.

			Group of seven friends and a stripper

			I was still in high spirits, coming without touching myself and the memory of those huge balls hitting my face had left me hornier than ever. As I walked in, I saw a stripper dancing on the stage, he was very muscular and had a huge purple cock. He was bathed in oil and looked very hot.

			Little by little, I was gathering my friends around him, and he saw that I was pushing everyone to put bills in his tights, the only thing he wore other than his boots. Soon, he began to flirt with me and I with him, as part of that public-artist relationship, because they’re artists, so much so that they raise cocks just by looking at them. In a crawling dance around the stage, he kissed me, and I only heard the “ooooole” from my friends as if we were still at a bullfight.

			My six friends, who were very handsome, and I were very horny, we proposed to the guy if he wanted to continue the party with everyone in an apartment. It was an empty apartment belonging to one of my father’s friends. It consisted of a living room with a kitchenette that was filled with bottles, glasses and ice, and a bedroom with a mattress. We all made jokes wondering why our friend had only one mattress in that place.

			The boy kissed everyone, and everyone kissed each other; until the stripper set rules and stated that he wanted to be with each of us in turn in the room alone, to which we all obediently agreed.

			One by one, we went in. My turn I loved it I was so horny. The room had the mattress with no sheets, there were only condoms lying on top, and it still smelled of my friends. The oiled naked guy mentioned:

			“I already kissed you in the club, now I’m going to bust your ass in private.”

			I didn’t expect ang less, he was tearing apart what was left of my t-shirt 😂, I already knew I would go back home only in jeans. He took me to the mattress kissing me and throwing me on top, he pulled my pants, lay on the side and started licking me, touching me and grabbing my head for me to suck him. It was very purple, being a brunette guy his cock was beautifully purple and big headed, his foreskin seemed to burst at the edge of his glans, it tasted like sex and tasted, of course, of my friends, something that at this time of horniness more than slowing you down pushes you, in the end, they were all very hot, especially two of them.

			I sat on top of him, it was a perfect pleasure to be on top of this greasy muscular hunk that was making my night something out of the ordinary. Riding a man as a power bottom is great..., you have control over him. It’s delicious to see his face when you catch both his hands under your knees, and you dominate him like the mare you really are. It’s just that erect cock that you keep hard with your pelvic movements and the relaxation and tension control you release from your anus. He’s all yours, the male.

			We stood there for a while until my whore friends started banging on the door and claiming their turn. Then he turned me over and fucked me with all his might while biting my neck. I was just a body with an ass to fuck mercilessly; that was what this testosterone beast wanted, and I was going to give it to him.

			I was broken, but very horny and didn’t want to come yet. I stood up, squirting all over him that clear liquid that comes out of your ass when you’re well lubricated. He caught it in his hand and took it in his mouth: my natural instinct was to kiss him goodbye in a tongue kiss with the taste of my ass juices.

			A threesome with two sluts

			From the club, I had already been talking and making out with two of the guys who were on the flat. I thought they were super cute and more than that was how sexual, full of lust, slutty and good-natured they were, I was really looking forward to continuing the party with them. At this point, I just wanted more.

			

			So, as I left the room and left the turn to my eager friends (who looked at me angrily for the extra the stripper had given me 😂) I went straight to chat with these two who had already had their time with the greasy muscular guy.

			Again, we kissed. The more alpha one said loudly and clearly to the rest:

			“We three are leaving, here I have two bitches to calm down.”

			He took us to his apartment. Being there gave us some calm, space and more action. We undressed and took a shower. Then we had our last drinks of the night, smoked and relaxed.

			We went to his room with a view of the sunrise over the city. The three of us lay naked on the bed covered with a black orgy sheet, that’s what it’s called, it’s cold and made of a special latex that feels great on the body and takes care of your mattress. We all had boners, our balls were swollen, purple and bursting with pleasure.

			Poppers, cigarettes and Southern Comfort, the sweet American whiskey, blowjobs and rimming filled our mouths with flavor, making us more and more excited to have one more session in the night. We, the two Latin betas, and our blond alpha, at the command of this stallion, who treated us like hungry bitches and whores who wanted to be dominated.

			He drank his American whiskey and smoked a cigarette. We would suck his feet, lick the sides of his body, to get to his sweaty armpits and inhale his scent, taking turns kissing him, while he was spitting whiskey or puffing smoke. We would go down to his erect cock and suck it. At the same time, he would moan, saying:

			

			“Yes! Make your master happy, bitches.”

			Suddenly, he stood up with the poppers in his hand, gave us each a hit and he took another. Then he spread his legs, and we took turns eating his ass and sucking his cock, keeping it up for quite a while. He backed up against the wall, lit another cigarette and took his glass in his hand. As we watched this James Dean in Rebel Without a Cause watching us with horniness, he began to piss his nectar all over us. We were both kissing each other in the middle of his stream, and we were getting closer and closer in a two bitches fight for his fountain.

			As he finished pissing and with a hard on, he put me on all fours and ordered my friend to stand in front of me to watch him fuck me, with his hands behind his back and his forehead bent in submission. He made me collect the urine that had been left in some kind of lakes on the latex sheet of the bed, forcing me to use my mouth as a suction cup. He told my friend to come and lick his cock as it went in and out of my ass, to which my friend, in resistance to his desires to be out of the game, jumped into suck. Finally, he put us on all fours side by side and fucked us in turn as we made out with our mouths full of our master of the night’s piss.

			When he allowed us to come, it was an explosion of the two of us lying on our backs jerking off while he came all over us, taking turns sitting on our faces for us to eat his ass. He made a cocktail of piss and cum from all three of us and shoved it in our mouths; we ended up making out with three tongues.

			We picked up the sheet, took a short shower and went to bed to sleep the three of us together; he in the middle and us on both sides like puppies cuddling with his alpha.

			

			When we woke up, the alpha fucked my friend with the force of morning. He sat my ass on the mouth of he who moaned with the pleasure of having the stud’s cock and my anus wet with all the juices that the night’s enjoyment produced in his mouth. Meanwhile, the alpha was kissing me, we were like a tight “O” of sexual energy. Mornings sex always fill you with energy to start the day. After coming, we jumped into the jacuzzi on the terrace to recover and then we had fruit and coffee for breakfast to conclude a wonderful fucking marathon in the December fairs of my father’s city.
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A fuck in a beach shower with a Frenchman

			I was in Barcelona doing a workshop on urban fractures, in parallel to the 1997 International Union of Architects Congress. Barcelona was packed with hot guys from all over the world, in addition to the interesting sessions on architectural theories involving the future of world architecture. There were going to be some very naughty nights in gay Spanish bars, loaded with good vibes. Almost always my destination ended up at the Leather bar at the end of the Diagonal, far away from the Eixample..., but worth the ride for every guy and fuck you could get. The Casanova sauna was formidable in the early hours of Saturday and Sunday after going out.

			But as even caviar makes you tired, I was exhausted of studying, lectures, workshops, making models, drawing plans by hand, etc. because every mistake forces you to start from scratch, plus a tireless binge from Thursday to Sunday. So, I took a few days to go to my mother’s beach house in Calpe, a small town in the province of Alicante; it was unoccupied, and I could go to relax.

			

			With the scorching Spanish summer sun already falling in the afternoon, I was lying on a towel on the sand of the beach. I was wearing a tiny white swimsuit with my buttocks sticking out and glistening from the coconut oil, making a very sexy contrast between the white and my tanned skin. The smell made me very horny as it was mixed with my sweat after a long walk on the beach. It smelled like salt, coconut and sweat. I was very hard and excited, my cock almost coming out of the small front of my swimsuit, making a curve that raised a huge bulge. My balls ached from all the pressure of my cock resting on them to keep it from slipping out, but this was also a big turn on for me.

			A guy came walking up, with that shiny, dark olive color that southern coastal Europeans have. He had a shaved body, big sunglasses, a low-cut skin-colored swimsuit, and light brown hair, which almost blended in with his skin tone. He smiled as he passed in front of me, taking off his glasses. I smiled back and he suddenly slowed down and squatted down to asked me in French if he could stay with me. What a little runt, he was no more than nineteen, the courage and confidence he showed, along with his innocent face, made him a bomb for my cock which was bursting, dropping drops that made it skid between my balls and into my ass. I said yes, of course!

			He lay out his towel, lay on his stomach almost touching his body to mine, never taking his eyes off my package and then into my eyes, biting his lower lip. Leaning back on his elbows, he showed the perfect curve of his back going down, to rise again on his monumental buttocks.

			[image: ]

			I offered him a bottle of water. When he accepted it, he wet his chest and as he drank some, his mouth came close to mine, moving to end up kissing me. As we talked, we often kissed. I would run my finger down his side, his arm, I would pick up the smell of his very smelly armpits. I would put my fingers in my mouth and then pass them to his; the very horny guy would wink at me while gently biting my fingers and massaging them with his tongue.

			We were a while in this lustful game of smells, fingers, touches and kisses. I couldn’t resist it any longer because I was so horny, and I invited him to take a bath. We went into the sea holding hands. We went to a point where we were just two heads in the deep. He hugged me and clung to me with his legs while kissing me.

			I felt his hard cock already out of his tiny swimsuit. I grabbed him by both buttocks which he relaxed leaving the way free for my fingers to explore his clean, smooth and very swallowing anus. He gave grunts of pleasure and nibbled on my earlobe, telling me he wanted me to fuck him. To convince me, he pulled my cock with the remnants of the oil left on my belly; there was no need, this boy would be mine.

			We got out of the sea, lay on the towels for a while and then went to the public showers. There were already very few people on the beach; I had been there the day before and understood that they were easy to use for this purpose. So, we grabbed our backpacks and headed for the showers without further ado; nothing is easier to throw off the scent than acting natural. We talked about anything and everything on the benches in front of the showers while we were taking off our shirts and, when the last person left, we took advantage of the moment of solitude to go into our cubicle.

			It was a large space with a door all the way down, the ones they call Venetian, with ventilation slots, so very private, with two spaces separated by a tier, the entrance area and the shower itself.

			Once inside, thongs out, we started to touch each other while kissing and licking, I repeat that he had a delicious armpit smell that turned me on a lot. When I’m in active roll, I need to eat the guy’s ass before, it’s something animal that fills me with desire, it’s a must that I always love.

			I ate his delicious ass, clean, without a hair that tasted of sea and sweat. I saw him leaning his hands against the wall, biting his arm and licking his armpits. I turned my gaze upward and saw this spectacle of back and buttocks to which drops of water were falling in that chiaroscuro kind of light. I felt like I was looking at a Renaissance marble sculpture, but alive.

			

			Curving his back, he was showing me that he was now ready for me to bust his ass and I was all too ready for it. I wet my cock, which was bursting, with saliva. I was provoking him in a dance of cock against anus and slit, the one that opens your desire, the one that makes you say “more, please”. Opening his two buttocks in this cock dance, he moved as a sign of wanting it all. He stuck out his tongue and this drove me crazy, I sucked it, I tasted his terribly strong armpit smell which turned me on to the max.

			Already in this tongue game I pushed the head of my cock into him, which I felt wrapped in this silk of wet and juicy human entrails. He was so lubricated that I gave him a thrust, closing his mouth with my hand that felt the vibration of his moan. I found myself with a huge prostate against the head of my cock that I began to hammer as I kissed him so as not to let out a single sound in this public shower, where every whisper was amplified by the echo of the tile-wrapped space.

			We kissed, let our saliva drip, spit on each other and kept on kissing. We were very aroused; my cock was pounding his prostate, and his hard cock was like a lumber forward. My plan was to come with him at the same time. I felt my cock beat the limit of his prostate, I understood that he would come immediately, and he did. I couldn’t, but I had no willpower to stop fucking him and I know it hurt him, but like a brave man, he waited for me to give him my cum. I was breathing hard, I was biting his neck, my body was shaking as I was coming and he, like a statue, was waiting for his prize.

			His cum had soaked his chest, my instinct was to turn him to hug him and lick it off. I saw him push mine out of his ass and, with his fingers, he took it into his mouth and started a kiss of milks. It was like a protein after a workout.

			

			We kept kissing at the same time as I slowly sat in that public shower with my French boy between my legs.

			Wet from the running water of the warm shower in the most adorable post-coital embrace, there alone almost in semi-darkness, in a weird silence in which the shower, the waves of the sea and one or another passer-by sounded, we stayed for a while. We left and the same girl who sold us the tickets to enter the showers was still at the entrance, she simply said good night.

			I hugged him and we walked to my car. He was staying at his parents’ apartment by the beach. They were sailing the sea while their son was indulging in the pleasures of sex, life and happiness. I invited him to dinner at the port. It was late afternoon; we had a seafood dinner, and I went to drop him off at his house. We said goodbye with a nice kiss.

			The next day, I went back to Barcelona to finish my course, I resumed my binge with more control, and I got some grades that made me feel very proud. What I learned in this workshop was inspiring and decisive for the rest of my career.

			A trip of much learning and fucking, but that was marked by a scary fuck in a public shower on the beach of La Fossa.

		

	
		
			9
Seven friends in an orgy with my driver

			When your bestie and fuck buddy lives in another city and visits you, you plan a phenomenal few days with him; it’s like a law of friendship.

			It was a Saturday morning and after my friend fucked with my driver, we went to work out at the gym. One of the guys from our close group of friends suggested having a barbecue at his country house in the outskirts of the city.

			Bogota is a city with majestic landscapes where the green of nature takes on a bluish hue due to the mist given off by the freezing humidity of the Andean savannah.

			The plan sounded great for everyone. Those kinds of gatherings are nice. Everyone brings something to share, and a good vibe is created.

			We spent the whole afternoon grilling meats, it was a lot of fun: food, cocktails, music and jacuzzi..., yes!!! A jacuzzi, where we all got in naked. Being naked always gives a lot of lust and, together with several margaritas..., the touching starts, it’s totally human 😂.

			My little friend is very hot, shaved military haircut, gym body with a reverential ass, very tasty cock (though, in the end, he doesn’t even use it, he’s a power bottom, greedy and slutty). Tanned skin and little green eyes in the shape of a walnut. He’s a beauty, with a confident and friendly personality.

			As always when there is “a new guy in town”, there is new meat, a new prey to hunt..., besides, you know it and you enjoy it. And with my friend, I’m the matchmaker. He, an awesome exhibitionist and as sexy as he is, any move looks hot on him. He had six of us, including me, very attentive to his going at us one at a time..., kissing us and sitting on top of us and rubbing his ass against our very hard cocks. As he passed over me, he would ask me if he was going too far. I just commented:

			“It’s okay, as long as you’re feeling good.” And boy, did he feel great.

			Night was falling and it was starting to get cold, that penetrating cold of the savannah that freezes you, but in the heat of the moment we all agreed to move the party to a friend’s apartment in the city to satiate this hunger for sex that we all obviously already had.

			Lucho, my driver, a very handsome guy, bisexual, big dick and very active. Since he worked with me, he had already fucked me and several of my friends in the group. Nothing shocked him, he was a hedonist like me, just looking to enjoy life, without mixing feelings. And everyone always wanted to be with him.

			In my car, we were a hairy friend and I in the back, we didn’t stop kissing and jerking off, while my partner in crime, who looked like a bitch in heat, sucked us nonstop. In the front was another one sucking and touching my driver’s cock until we reached the city. What a skill, I have never managed to be sucked and drive at the same time.

			Lucho was a very hairy ex-military man, with that perfect chest hair that looks combed by the curves of the body, besides, he had a scar on his face that made him look tough, in short, he had a son of a bitch face that turned you on to the max.

			Lucho was invited to go upstairs. He, more than an employee, was a friend we all loved and who always took care of us from his post. The funny thing is that it was my mother who hired him for me; she chooses the best staff.

			We went up to a super cool apartment. We were all in the living room which had in front of it a huge double sliding door that, when opened, revealed a huge bed where the eight of us ended up playing.

			Lucho and my bestie, who had been fucking in my apartment since he arrived, started kissing and undressing in front of everyone, it was a super-sensual show. Some of us, sitting on the couch already naked, started kissing and fucking each other. My friend got on all fours in a position that we could all see while Lucho stuck his dick in him and looked at all of us with that bad face that we loved.

			I was horny to watch, and I had a guy next to me who was too. They were all parading; it was a picture of a Roman orgy. Guys around Lucho and my friend licking them like the forbidden fruit. And me with my friend in front of me, jerking each other off while kissing.

			I put him on the coffee table on all fours to eat his ass. A hairy ass that still tasted like the chlorine from the jacuzzi, where we had been all afternoon. Chlorine always reminds me of the smell of cum and it turns me on. Even more so if it comes out of this cloud of hair and that flowery anus that opened up as I stuck my tongue in it.

			Watching the scene, I fucked him, pulled him hard by the hair and rebuked him: “So this is how you want me to fuck you, like Lucho fucks my bitch friend?”

			“Yes, bust my ass, it’s all yours.”

			In a pause from the rest, they stood watching us while I dominated this hairy guy. Lucho got up, came to us and said he wanted to fuck me on the bed. We went into the bedroom, and he threw me on my back on this huge mattress surrounded by handsome men. Spreading my legs, he began to fuck me with his long, thick, flattened shaped dick, with a curve that was bursting me in pleasure, giving me a very hot pressure.

			While Lucho was fucking me, I was swallowing the dicks of two friends who were kissing. The other four had paired up. I felt hands, mouths, cocks, sweat and legs intertwined. Poppers were flying from hand to hand, many deep breaths, many sighs and moans could be heard. We were a nest of snakes rolling around and moaning like bitches.

			I got up together with Lucho to the couch, we sat down to watch all these six wolves eating each other. It was such an extreme and exciting spectacle. Until Lucho, very horny, announced to me that he wanted to come watching them all in that orgy scene, but fucking me just like I had the hairy one on the coffee table. I placed two cushions on the table; I hate flat surfaces because my knees hurt, and the strength this man had would make it worse. I got on all fours for my bodyguard, and from behind he would precisely take care of my body.

			

			I felt like I was being ridden by a huge reproductive colt. I felt his blows against my buttocks, his curved penis was tearing me apart and I was enjoying it non-stop. He pulled my hair, which by then was down to my neck, and said to me:

			“Bitch! This is how you always want me to bust your ass, for all your friends to see that I drive not only the car, but your ass. I’m going to knock you up so hard that you’ll be pumping my cum for days...” he said loudly. Little by little, everyone was staring at us and getting interested in this next cum that I was going to get all for me.

			My Lucho, always with that strong, masculine and aggressive military voice, gave his orders and on this occasion, he shouted to the rest:

			“Bitches, come and lick me now.”

			They all ran to him to taste his armpits and kiss him; my hairy friend shoved his cock in my mouth, the big moment was coming, he was coming in spurts this brave guy, but also screaming. It was always a point that made me very hot, because it indicated all the pleasure he felt and that I made him experience.

			Now it was my buddy, the one who stayed on the bed, jerking off. He looked magnificent as I imagined what was to come. My colt started to scream. He grabbed my buttocks, digging his nails into me, showing how excited he was. I felt spurts inside me; his warm milk cooled my insides already burning from the rubbing of his huge cock. He kissed me and lay exhausted on the leather couch with all his other five bitches, as he had called my friends. Licking him, they sucked the remnants of cum from his wet cock and he screamed from the sensitivity he had, but this brave guy let them.

			

			I jumped on the bed on top of my slutty friend, my brother of adventures. I sat on his mouth, and he stuck his tongue in as deep as he could. I spread my buttocks with my hands and unloaded the white nectar, choking his mouth. I was full. I turned around and, kissing, we began to masturbate until we came together. Within moments, the other’s hands, kisses and tongues were at it with us. We came in a mad frenzy in full view of Lucho, who alone in the distance, like a guard watching over his pack, was smiling with pride at the bitches in his care.

			A Saturday in which we all left happy and satiated; the usual friends that in an orgy look for the possibility of having our limits, asses and minds open.
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