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“Jim, I want to suck you dry while we're sitting in a movie theatre,” Ben declared.

I nearly sputtered my coffee all over the table, and looked over in amazement at his wide eyed eagerness. It wasn't what he said which floored me, but it was the fact he did it so loudly, and on the crowded patio of the little restaurant we were meeting at.

“Well then,” I said, after regaining my composure. “How else are two handsome lads like us suppose to spend an afternoon?”

Our smiles reflected in each others big stylish sunglasses. Just two hot dudes in mutual dick sucking agreement.

Glad I asked him out for coffee.

“And I want you to suck me off, as well,” he said with a wry grin. “It's only fair.” He sipped at his cup, making a point to suck on it noisily, and with gusto.

I tingled at the sound. Actually, one particularly sensitive appendage tingled the most. Perhaps it was in anticipation?

It's not everyday I pick up a piece of ass like Ben. Certainly not after we fought over the same pair of shoes at a sale, just the other day. It would seem this guy has good taste and I was confident it would be in more ways than one.

“Is this a fantasy of yours?” I asked. I noticed out of the corner of my eye, two girls at another table had taken a keen interest in our loud, and boisterous fellatio talk. Who could blame them? 

“Sucking your cock?”

I laughed. “No, your cock. Being sucked. In a theatre.” I crooked an eyebrow at the two girls. Neither one seemed to know what to do with themselves in such a situation. I turned away, dismissing them from my mind and potential conquests.

Too bad. A creative foursome would have certainly topped off my day. Ah well.

Ben didn't seem to notice the others, or perhaps just didn't care, either. Major points awarded to him for that. “No,” he said. “But it is now.” Again with the coffee slurping.

Point taken.

We eyed each other hungrily; respective clothing imaginatively being removed via horny imagination. Not to be outdone, I slurped on my coffee, too.

He shuddered. His broad shoulders heaved as only broad shoulders could. I imagined what his nipples were like; color, size, taste. My mouth started to water at the thought of them in my mouth, suckling like a new born babe. Warm, firm muscular flesh enveloping my lips, pressing against my chin, nose buried.

“That could be arranged,” I said, waggling my eyebrows over my stylish shades at him. Nothing quite beats talking about sex to get your juices going. Other than actual romping, of course.

Anxious to get this horny show on the road, I stood up. “Shall we?”

Ben followed suit. “You bet!”

As I turned to leave one of the girls was stupid enough to ask, “Could my friend and I join you? We'd like the company of two hunks such as yourselves.”

Was this chick for real?

“Are you for real?” I blurted. The smile fell from his face, and Ben and I marched by, noses in the air.

We bantered at the register over who was going to pay. I let him win. Then we headed out and onto the street, with the noon day sun bringing out the smiles on our faces.

I noticed we had some people in our glorious wake.

I leaned over to Ben and whispered in his ear, “Hopeless girls are hopeless.”

Ben looked back and saw those two girls following behind.

“Think they'll get the point?”

“They're women, of course they won't. It would take divine intervention to close those gaping vaginas from wanting to be bad.”

Suddenly, their boyfriends arrived, adorning scowls on their faces once they saw us.

“Busted!” I shouted. We laughed and practically skipped away.

We arrived outside the theatre and made a feeble attempt at looking interested when scanning the showings. We both had another type of entertainment on our dirty little minds.

“What do you want to see?” he said, playing coy.

“Does it matter?” I said. “Preferably very loud with a lot of dark moments.”

We bought a pair of tickets to the closest showing for whatever was available. Couldn't tell you what it was. I'm sure it was good. Oscar winner, perhaps. I just didn't care one bit.

The carpeting inside looked as if all the left over neon orange and purple coloring in the world came there to die. There were clots of annoying people everywhere, none of whom were as remotely interesting and sexy as Ben and I.

A light bulb flickered over my said dirty mind.

“Let's have some fun while we wait,” I said, steering him towards the handicapped washroom door.

I glanced around to see if we were being observed, and shockingly, we weren't. (I know! What a shock.) I unceremoniously shoved him inside and locked the door. The bathroom had a single toilet, single sink and lots of room.

Perfect for what I had in mind.

I pointed at the sink's counter. “Drop those pants and get up on there. Time for a little pre-movie snack.”

His eyes went wide with excitement, but his expression was immediately replaced with concern. “What if someone finds us in here?”

I raised an eyebrow. “We could only hope! Now get your slutty self up there or I'll give you a spanking!” And with that I reached around him and smacked his rump really hard. The fleshy sound it made was amplified by the tacky purple tiling which encased this toilet/sex nook.

“Ow!” he squealed, but it was mostly for show.

As he dropped his pants and turned to navigate the mighty sheer face of Mount Sink, I smacked his ass again. With such a solid caboose, it barely moved. I felt my mouth water.

Needless to say, he didn't wear any underwear, not even the string variety. Easy access, just the way I like it.

His wonderful cock dangled from a crotch completely barren of hair, smooth to the touch, and just yearning to be licked and played with. He was all bare flesh.

Can't have too much hair in that area, could be a choking hazard.

I ignored all preamble and immediately secured my mouth to his prick, which was already getting swollen. Reaching behind his thighs I pulled myself closer to him, making certain he wouldn't escape my tongue gymnastics. Not that he would, but I can get intense sometimes.

I vacuumed his head between my lips, sucking hard. My tongue constantly wiggled against it. God, do I love me some dick! I sucked and teased his flesh with my tongue and lips for quite a while, occasionally engulfing it with my hot mouth. He started to shudder with pleasurable intensity.

Not wanting him to pop just yet, I eased off to just licking. Nice and long, up and down the entire length of his shaft. Occasionally, I included a tongue flick on his pretty little ass-hole (he bleaches, too! Damn this guy is a keeper) which caused him to gasp each time in surprise.

Then I stopped, only to resume my assault with a full finger. In and out, and all around, using my free thumb to rub around his now puckering ass-hole. Gotta use the thumb for something.

As I worked my fingers up and down, listening to the succulent squish – squish noises it coaxed from spit-wet fuckhole, my eyes ran over his naked flesh.

Head tilted back resting against the mirror, eyes closed, mouth open and panting with growing intensity, I could tell I had him exactly where I wanted him.

Slowly, I withdrew my finger from him. It was slick with his ass sweat. Locking eyes with him I opened my mouth wide, put it all the way inside, as if to gag myself, and closed my lips around it. Then, while making a sumptuous 'mmmm' noise, I slid it out of my mouth, sucking up over little bit of him.

I leaned forward and put that finger in his mouth, and he started to suck on it as well. While he was distracted I jammed a couple of the fingers of my free hand inside his ass again, roughly. He moaned, but kept working my finger. I could feel his hot tongue against it.

I am an ambidextrous finger banger.

Not quite satisfied I was done, I resume sucking his massive dong, taking it as far into my throat until his nut sack was firmly pressed against my chin. I started to count to ten. Maybe I could break my previous record.

Someone knocked on the door. My face was too full of wondrous cock and balls to do anything about it.

They knocked louder. Each rap had a more insistent tone. Perhaps they wanted some attention, or something?

I don't know about your fellatio skills, but it's pretty damn hard to deep throat a cock, particularly the massive kind, and concentrate on what your doing, when another person is practically kicking a door in which is a couple feet from your head. 

They kept knocking.

Gasping, Ben said, “Hate to end this so soon, but I think someone really needs to use the crapper.”

I stopped, carefully withdrew his meat from my throat, then mouth. I gently withdrew my fingers from his ass, too. Gasping for air I still managed to pout in disappointment. “Okay,” I said, giving his slick dick one last lick. “To be continued.”

We each stood and Ben put on his pants while I washed ass juice from my mouth and chin. Still, whomever it was kept knocking.

After a few minutes, we were satisfied with our looks and then we opened the door.

A cute guy was standing outside with an much older man holding a cane, obviously his father. They had been the ones knocking on the door.

I hoped no one would think anything about two hot guys, glazed with sweat, exiting a bathroom together. But as we passed by I made sure to catch the younger guy's gaze and flashed some very obvious bedroom eyes at him.

His eyes, widen, too, but in shock. His mouth dropped open a little and an electric thrill went threw me. Hmmm. Never did a father-son team before. Rare for me to have any firsts left on my list of things to do before I die.

As the cute guy guided his oblivious father towards the can, I made a point of suddenly smacking Ben's ass and gripping a buttock, who suppressed a squeal.

The son paused and stared in amazement. I gave him a wink and Ben and I were back on our way to our next little thrill in the theatre.

Suddenly, an angry little Vietnamese man marched up to us. I recognized him instantly. It was the manager. He scowled at us, centring his attention onto me.

“You again!” he cried.

I dropped him a wink. “Yup,” I said. “Aren't you a lucky little troll to have my infrequent patronage?” I waved our tickets at him. “Paying customer, always good.”

“No dirty,” he said, shaking a finger at me. What was this with fingers today? I was actually starting to feel he was teasing me with it. He did appear to have a good technique.

“No worries sweetie, we'll be discrete.” I steered us away.

Ben gave me a questioning look. “You've been here before?” he asked with a humorous tone.

I made a show of looking around and noticing the place for the first time. “Gee, I don't know. I do get around a lot. Could be I graced this dump with my sexy presence before.”

He laughed and squeezed my hand. “Making friends wherever you go, huh? I'm impressed. Well let's make sure they remember me, okay?” The devilish expression on his face made me want to
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