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Barefoot Storm

By R.W. Clinger


Part 1: Lifeguard


Chapter 1: Day 1, Man on Barefoot Beach

June 2. Sunbathing and hidden behind sport
recoil sunglasses, I watch the lifeguard on Barefoot Beach,
consuming his lush lips, sun-golden chiseled chest, navel, and
treasure trail of blond curls that spiral into his copper red trunk
that contains a package of soft six inches within its Lycra
material. I study his thick thighs in thin blond fur, his outlined
pecs and firm abs, his half dollar-sized nipples and wave of blond
hair concealing his left eye. My eyes stray to his massive biceps,
muscular cords that line his neck, unshaven cheeks and astute
looking chin. I place the stranger at twenty-three, a head
lifeguard on the beach, his chosen career, and imagine our bodies
as they collide together as one, mixing, kissing, pecs touching,
and mounds of cotton-hidden private parts meeting.

I can’t even begin to explain how it feels to
be back in Barefoot Beach, Florida. The Gulf Coast is as beautiful
as ever with its bright-blue sky white sandy beach, and caressing
warm breeze. I look forward to these three months out of the year,
escaping New York City and Storm Executive Security, leaving my
duties to highly paid staff. June through the end of August is like
heaven for me. I take a break from my high-end security company and
the busy city, enjoy the ocean and sand, my best friend Barbara
Mullen, the Floridian night life, day trips along the Coast, and
whatever else I can get into.

What I’d like to get into is the lifeguard’s
trunks, peel it away from his bronze skin, touch his deflated cock,
and turn it into an erection. The thought of us sexually mixing
together causes my own dick in my navy blue rower trunks to bounce
with new life, and I have to put my paperback novel over the prize,
in hopes that no one on the beach witnesses the beginning stages of
my public excitement.

We make eye contact, but only once during my
beach time today. He passes in front of me, turns his attention to
my body, and takes me in. The lifeguard’s intense blue eyes meet my
brown ones and he studies me, consuming my lounging body from head
to toe, all six-two of me in my aluminum lounger. Pretty guy
calculates my details and sums up that I’m twenty-four-years-old,
hundred-and-ninety pounds, have a sculpted chest of coconut brown
fur, and solid abs, because I work out. I’m sure he likes my
hazy-blue eyes, clean shaven cheeks, and corded neck. What guy
wouldn’t? Gorgeous eyes up my brown buzz cut, the two-inch scar
along my left eye, and rugged jaw line. Does he find me attractive?
Maybe. Do I want him to find me attractive? Absolutely.

I accidentally wink at him, which makes the
beach guy smile. But our meeting is soon over and only temporary
because he returns to his beach, ocean, swimmers, and to saving
lives.

Can he save my life? I can’t imagine that he
will. I’m not the man to fall in love with, or be saved in any way.
I’m far too strong to have a hero in my life. I have a lucrative
business that consumes most of my time. I work almost eighteen
hours a day back home, and my career is my life. A guy like the
lifeguard cannot save me from my busy schedule, my monetary
endeavors in the security world, and my hearty bank account.
Nothing can pull me away from New York City and the fortune I have
built there. Not Barbara, who lives in Barefoot Beach, not the
beautiful Gulf beach and warm climate, and certainly not the
delicious lifeguard with his sculpted beauty. My life is what it
is, and I rather like it. And these three months spent in Barefoot
Beach is about relaxing and enjoying a sliver of reality. It’s not
about being saved by a handsome blond on a familiar beach. Besides,
what is there to save in my life? I like what I have. The money is
nice. My condo in New York City reeks of beauty. The chateau in
Aspen isn’t so shabby either, and I have the bungalow here in
Barefoot Beach, and my health. How can I be saved when everything
in my life seems perfect? And why would I even think about wanting
to be saved when I feel happy, content, without problems of any
kind?

I continue to watch the man on the beach,
swelling between my legs, wanting to touch and lick his perfect
skin. Adrenaline rushes through my torso and an erection builds
between my sun-warmed thighs. Thank God for the paperback covering
up its bulging mass, concealing it from the public, and the
lifeguard, who continues to pop discreet glances in my
direction.

* * * *


Chapter 2: Day 2, My Heart Lies with You,
Forever

June 3. Barbara Mullen finds me at the
bungalow in my white boxer-briefs and nothing more. I prepare
breakfast at the brushed aluminum range: eggs Benedict, a cup of
mixed fruit, and a Bloody Mary. It’s nine o’clock in the morning
and I see her glide up the back steps, across the ceramic-tiled
verandah and through the open sliding glass doors. I haven’t seen
her since her twenty-ninth birthday in April when she visited New
York City, and her then-lover, Dax Brenton, whom she dumped after
three months of what she called a “sucking and fucking” period.

Barbara always establishes bad romances.
Never does she stay with a man more than ninety days, calling them
irritable, boring, beneath her, or useless. She believes I am her
soul mate, even if I’m gay. The retired broker insists I am the man
of her dreams and the only person on the planet who really
understands her. And constantly she reminds me that if I didn’t
like to suck or fuck cock, we would be hitched with a
dozen or more children, living in Barbados on my millions.

Putting my breakfast task on hold, I sweep
her fragile five-six frame into my hulking arms, squeeze the hell
out of her, kiss her on top of her ruby red dye job, and say,
“Barbara, darling, I have missed you.”

She pulls away, brushing a kiss on the base
of my scruffy chin. A once-over of my body ensues and she says,
“Still physically beautiful after all these years of friendship, my
love. When are you going to turn straight so I can keep you
forever?”

I shake my head and say, “Never. I like men
way too much.”

She laughs, bats her emerald green eyes, and
says, “That’s too bad. My heart lies with you, forever.” She moves
up to the granite counter and helps herself to a cube of watermelon
and begins to prepare herself a Bloody Mary.

I roll my eyes and say, “Don’t get all
Titanic on me, baby. Ten guys will want to meet you over
their sofas today for some rip-roaring sex.”

“Among other places,” she giggles.

“Exactly.”

* * * *

Barbara and I met in Philadelphia at Temple
University. She was a freshman and I was a junior. The poor thing
tried to hit on me in a philosophy class we had together, begging
me to have a date with her. After a simple rejection we ended up
sleeping with the same guy by accident, Stephen Bark, compared
frivolous notes about the baseball player, and became the best of
friends.

Following college, we both moved to New York
City. I started Darlington Securities, a multimillion dollar
company with chains in Sydney, London, and Frankfurt, as well as
other cities. Barbara decided to take over Wall Street. And both of
us obtained wealth, power, and grand achievements in just a short
period of time.

When she turned twenty-eight she retired from
Wall Street, decided to live in Barefoot Beach, Florida, and vowed
to settle down with the right man. Twenty men later, she has yet to
find Mr. Universe. But I give her credit where credit is due, she’s
not about to give up and still gives it a try to land her Mr.
Right.

I decided to stay in New York City, keep my
business running, and visit her on a regular basis.

* * * *

Over breakfast on the verandah, we become
looped on Bloody Marys. She and I catch up on our lives. She’s
dating a guy named Paulo, who owns the Cabana Bar, a straight club
on Pelican Street; this is where she met him. And I tell her I’m
forever single, occasionally taking a guy home for a night, boffing
his brains out, and disposing of him by dawn.

“What happened to the fireman, Storm?” she
inquires.

Tony Espallda was a peach in every way,
adorable to the core, cute as hell, but he liked cock a little too
much and decided to cheat on me with two guys at the Musclehead Bar
in the city, which ruined our two-month old relationship. I tell
her, “I found out about the two guys in the back of the Musclehead
Bar and dumped him.’

“No more fireman?” she raises her eyebrows
with question.

“No more fireman,” I say.

“That’s too bad. I liked him. His little bald
head was fabulous to rub for luck.”

“Barbara!” I snap playfully, and we giggle
like girls, enjoying each other’s company.

* * * *


Chapter 3: Day 3, Chests Touch

Mondays are food collecting days in downtown
Barefoot Beach. I eat breakfast, read the latest release of the
Barefoot Beach Telegraph, a local newspaper, in my white
boxer-briefs, drink a cup of straight coffee, and get a shower.
Following the warm spray, I dress in a pair of shorts, sandals, and
a canary yellow tight T-shirt, which shows off my nicely crafted
pecs for downtown queer guys to ogle, crave, and want to touch.

The bungalow at 436 Buoy Way is walking
distance from downtown Barefoot Beach. There is no reason for a
bike, moped, or golf cart to use, although I have all three nestled
at the bungalow. The walk is less than a mile long and the day is
strikingly beautiful.

Barefoot Beach Market is a giant open cabana
with ethnic sellers of Floridian fruits, palatable fishes, and
other varieties of foods. The floor is sand and the stalls are
filled with an assortment of tropical hues and flavors.

I search out mangos, one of my favorite
fruits, pass the pineapples, oranges, and kiwi. My escapade leads
me around an end-cap filled with fresh figs and pecans and I
accidentally run into the lifeguard, colliding my world with his.
Our chests touch. Hard nipples graze the fig display. Crotches meet
and our lips almost lock. Our heads just about conk together and
our noses stop millimeters apart. I say, “Excuse me,” but decide
not to pull away. Although I should, I like being next to the
lifeguard’s naked chest, totally into his looks, adoring his
nipples, strong shoulders, and the abs that line his stomach. I
take in his succulent masculine smell, which is tainted with Ivory
soap, light perspiration, and a spicy cologne applied to his chest,
perhaps even his nipples.

The lifeguard doesn’t pull away from me and
says, “Mr. Darlington, I’m sorry.”

“You know me?” I question, caught off guard
by his knowledge of my name.

He can step backward if he wants to, drawing
his bare chest away from mine, but he chooses not to. Instead, he
lets his private parts mingle with my private parts, nods his
dashing blond head, and says, “Everyone in Barefoot Beach knows
you.”

I reach out with my right palm and touch his
left hip. Why not? He doesn’t seem to mind our closeness. And I
certainly don’t mind being forward when it comes to handsome, young
men such as him.

I ask, “Why does everyone know me?”

“Barefoot Beach is a small community. People
tend to talk. You’re friends with that wealthy woman who lives on
Dune Way, Barbara Mullen. And you have that multimillion dollar
security company in New York City. Storm Executive Security. The
two of you donate a lot of your cash to the community and are high
society in Barefoot Beach.”

“Who are you?” I ask, interrupting him.

“Trent Long. It’s a pleasure to finally meet
you, Mr. Darlington. I saw you on the beach the other day and I
wanted to introduce myself, but I didn’t want to bother you.”

“Storm,” I provide, clarifying what I wish to
be called. “Please, call me Storm.”

He backs away from me and I drop my palm from
his firm hip. He reaches for my limp hand, lifts it with his own,
provides it with a shake, and says with a beaming white smile,
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Storm.”

“Likewise,” I say in a rather arrogant tone,
probably being far too forward.

Our handshake ends, and Trent says, “If I can
help you with anything during your summer stay, you can find me on
the beach, exactly where you saw me two days ago.”

He can already help me. I want him to come
back to my bungalow with me, strip out of his copper-colored
trunks, lean over my kitchen counter, and spend some quality
time with me.

“Thank you, Trent. I’ll definitely do that if
something comes up.”

He does a south-to-north head motion of my
body, studies me, and replies, “Sorry I bumped into you again.”

“Honestly, it was nothing. I rather enjoyed
it.”

He doesn’t respond to my truthful comment,
though. He escapes my world just as quickly as he entered it,
gathers up his provisions in the market, checks out at the cash
register at the front of the cabana, and returns to his life on the
beach, or wherever he calls home.

* * * *


Chapter 4: Day 4, Pallid Pleasure

Barbara and I have afternoon drinks at Mena’s
Grill, a fabulous little place along the Gulf Coast where the best
Mai Tais are served under beach umbrellas on the sand.

Carlos, an adorable Cuban waiter with
dimples, serves us with the broadest smile. Barbara keeps feeding
him dollar bills, having every intention of taking the guy back to
her place and seducing him with some naughty indulgence.

I, on the other hand, have a more sincere
interest, and ask Barbara—before she becomes drunk, of course—about
the lifeguard. “What do you know about Trent Long?”

She rattles off a list of details, “He’s
twenty-three years old, an amateur photographer, and attended Miami
University for two years. I know that he’s the son of Renaldo Long,
who just happens to be the owner of three newspapers in Florida.
And Long’s mother, Betsy Fay, died from breast cancer when he was
seventeen. The big detail is that he was engaged to Jessica Mullen
last year.”

“Engaged?” I ask, sparked with interest.

Barbara nods her head. “For a year. It was
supposed to be a spectacular wedding last May, because Trent’s
father was footing the bill, and that man is extravagant. Something
foul and rather despicable happened, though. Trent backed out of
the engagement and dumped Jessica before her special wedding day.
It was the end of their fairy tale. Jessica moved to Dallas and
Trent is still lifeguarding.”

“How long has he been a lifeguard?”

“Since he was in high school. The guy has
made a career out of it. He teaches, too, which earns him some
money.”

“What does he teach?”

“Everything to do with lifeguarding, I guess.
Water stuff. Swimming. Whale riding. How to save lives. Who knows?
I certainly don’t.” She takes a hefty sip of her Mai Tai, sets it
back on the table, and asks, “Why all the questions about this
lifeguard, anyway?”

I tell her about running into Trent at the
market. I say, “It felt like we clicked.”

“Clicked? What are you talking about,
Storm?”

I confess about reaching out and placing a
hand on the lifeguard’s hip, and keeping it there. “He didn’t pull
away, Barbara, which baffles me.”

She provides a hearty laugh, tilts her head
back, and says, “Trust me, Trent Long is strange. Don’t get
involved with him.”

“Why do you say that?”

She shakes her head and waves a warning
finger at me. “Trent is dangerous, tawdry, and not for you. Find a
man similar to the ones I enjoy.”

My friend likes Latino or Italian men who
happen to be aggressive lovers. Any man with dark skin is a prize
to her, someone she will surely have an interest in, longing for
their affection and endless attention. She probably feels the
lifeguard is far too pallid for my pleasure, even with his golden
suntan.

“You mean a straight man?”

She reaches across the table and pats my
hand. Her concerned stare locks with my eyes and she informs,
“Storm, you can do so much better than a lifeguard. That man is
beneath you. You’re a millionaire. A man of high society. You
shouldn’t settle on a no-named blond on a beach who makes your cock
bounce. Set your standards high, friend. Seek out someone with your
same zeal and let the lifeguard be, even if you think you
clicked with him.”

I chalk her monologue up as good advice,
share a toast with her, and say, “To the men we will find, fall in
love with, and live happily together with for the rest of our
lives.”

“Cheers,” my special sidekick says, clinks
her drink against mine, and shares an endearing smile with me from
ear to ear.

* * * *


Chapter 5: A Creamy Dreamy and Bad Love

I dream of dinner and drinks with the
lifeguard on my verandah at my bungalow. The evening is perfect
with a soft wind, lightning and thunder in the distance, no bugs,
and a purple-blue twilight of serenity.

We sit across from each other at the
two-person table and I study his open cotton shirt. One hard nipple
is exposed, part of his plated chest, and two abs. Trent catches my
stare and he asks between roasted salmon bites, “Do you like what
you see, Storm?”

“What can I say? You’re hot. Cream of the
crop sexy. I would rather eat you up for dinner instead of this
meal.”

“You think I can arrange that?” he asks,
staring at me through his bangs.

“I think you can,” I answer.

What happens is fiery-hot and unplanned.
Trent places his fork down on his china plate, uses his napkin on
his pouty lips, stands from the table, circles our two-person
dinner, and positions himself next to me.

Here at my right side, he undoes the
remaining buttons on his white cotton shirt, removes his arms from
its rolled-up sleeves, and drops the cotton to the ceramic tile. He
leashes one of his palms around the back of my head, pulls my face
to his ab-lined stomach and navel, and whispers above me, “Take a
taste of me.”

I lick the spiral hairs around his navel, two
abs, and the spot above his copper-colored trunks. My tongue drags
over his skin in the most sensual action and my lips kiss each of
his stern abs.

Above me, he moans with satisfaction. He
pushes my face against his taut belly and attempts to playfully
suffocate me.

I force his hand backward, licking and
lapping at his stomach. My fingers find his trunks and pull it down
to his knees. His nine inches of dick snaps against my face, but I
choose not to pop it into my mouth as of yet. Instead, I take in
the piss-scented fragrance of his steamy-firm balls, licking both
with contentment, nuzzling the pair into my mouth and provide their
blond-furry orbs with a sensual suck and slurp.

The lifeguard is in heaven above me,
captivated under my sexual spell. Crazily he attempts to dry-hump
my face, rolls the length of his swollen cock along my left cheek,
and almost pokes the tip of his cock in my eye.

I pull away from him, teasing the man.
Mischievously I lick his dick and line its massive length with slow
tongue-strokes. Eventually I place the tip of his dick into my
mouth and begin to suck its uncut cap.

Trent fucks my face, humping my mouth.
Dramatically he hangs onto the back of my head, blasts his body to
and fro, builds up his orgasm, and smashes my face into his bushy
patch of V-shaped tangled pubic hair above his pulsating knob.

Together we work in a state of relentless
lust. Our movement is rough and tender at the same time. We glide
together as a thunderstorm works its way into shore, and sprays
warm evening raindrops over our united bodies. To and fro we become
one, joined by cock and mouth, separate, and join yet again. We
build up a relentless rhythm between us and we are on fire.

“This is for you,” the lifeguard whimpers. He
pulls out of my mouth nd jacks his pent load against my neck,
glazing its skin. Upright, next to me, he strokes his dick in a
feisty action with his two working fists and humps it in a
passionate and irresistible motion for the next four minutes, until
he finally says, “Shooting, Storm. Giving you what you want.”

White creamy semen spurts against the tight
splay of my neck, which is warm against my skin.

Above me, he says, “This show was for you,
Storm. Take it in.” Two more arcs of semen burst from his cock and
ice my neck.

Once he is done blowing on me, becoming tired
because of his labor, he leans down and meets his lips with mine.
Here, locked against my body, he holds my face inside his large
palms, dives his sliver of tongue into my mouth, tastes my saliva,
eventually pulls off and away, and says, “I like you, Storm.”

“You’re bad love,” I whisper.

“And rough love.”

“But none of that matters because I’m falling
for you.”

“You are. I feel the same way.”

* * * *

Approximately at four o’clock in the
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