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CRUISING THE BEACH

 


On a hot beach front in Hawaii...

 


There's a particular beach on the islands of
Hawaii that is renowned for hosting the sexiest and most gorgeous
bodied of gay men. It's an absolute paradise for men that enjoy the
company of other men and here I am on it for reasons that anyone
who knows me would probably not believe.

I wring my finger around the side band of
the clingy black speedos I'm wearing and feel out of place. It's
true that the island lives up to its reputation, but the level of
fashion on display is making me feel a bit uncomfortable.

Men with tattoos, bulging muscles and
jewel-like abdominals are lying around wearing board shorts and
other swim wear that probably cost more than I have free to spend
in a week. They relax on the sand sunning themselves in expensive
sunglasses with the faintest hint of gold or silver jewelry or
large powerful dominant watches occupying their wrists.

Near to them the soothing sound of the ocean
drums against the beach. Its crystal clear waters are stunning and
full of men frolicking, splashing, laughing and shouting as they
knock around balls and other instruments of play in a show of
muscular playfulness.

In all honesty I don't know where to look –
as there is so much to look at! The one thing I do know is that as
a straight man I don't really fit in with this gay splendor.

I smile at a handsome man who glances my way
in what I hope is an inviting fashion. His face twists into an
expression that indicates he's not sure of what to make of what
he's seeing and promptly turns back to sunning himself. This has
happened a lot.

My palms are sweating and my hands feel like
they want to clench into fists due to the strong fear I feel
running through my body. I must look as nervous as I feel as quite
a few of the other gay men have given me that exact same look that
man did just now. Is it that obvious that I'm a straight guy
looking to hook up with a gay man for the first time? I hope
not.

Three months ago I broke up with my
girlfriend of several years over the one theme in our relationship
that always stuck.

She had had a few girls in her time and had
no shame flinging it in my face. I never really found that super
concerning, but I always wanted a male-male-female threesome and
had been asking for years. She always denied my desires with “Two
cocks are gross. That's so gay” and turned the conversation towards
her, another woman and myself (something I wasn't interested in).
The fantasy of more than one man has always been something I really
wanted to live out and for multiple years I asked until things came
to a head and we got in a major fight and called it quits on our
relationship (which admittedly wasn't going that well anyway).

That was 3 months ago. I don't necessarily
want to have a threesome, but I would like to have sex with another
guy. My fantasies always involved him doing certain acts to me and
I decided in the agony of breaking up that maybe coming here and
doing this will get it off my mind and I'll never have to think
about it again.

I figure every guy who is a bit open to
these things should at least try gay sex once. It can't be as bad
as people make out. Can it?

These thoughts cause more nervousness and
anxiety. I walk over to the water and wash my face to remove some
of the sweat and then stand up and look out at the sea. I must have
been standing there for awhile staring at the guys playing in the
surf because I don't notice the tall shadowy figure step up behind
me and only realize he's there when he clears his throat.

"You look like you're not having a good
time," he says from behind me.

I turn and note that he is tall, slim and
lightly muscled with a large phoenix tattoo spread across his upper
right chest, down around his arm and over to his back. It ends
around his elbow and is quite attractive. His eyes are also a kind
of sea green blue and his smile is rich and white toothed. The
clothes he is wearing are a pair of extremely fashionable board
shorts and he has a perfect tan. I think I might have just lucked
out.

"I'm trying to have some fun," I say
with one eyebrow raised in what I assume is a seductive manner.

The guy rolls his eyes and actually has to
cover his mouth as he chuckles at my weak attempts to seduce
him.

"You are a straight guy, right?"

"Is it that obvious?"

He gestures around and winks at me.

"A few of my friends mentioned you. They
think you are a bit weird."

That isn't a shock and I sigh and roll my
shoulders in an attempt to let go of my feelings about that
comment.

We stand in silence for a little before he
continues to speak.

"Trolling the beaches is about the worst way
to find a guy," the man informs. "Men around here can be pretty
picky."

"And where should I do it then? This island
doesn't have any bars."

“You need an invitation."

"To what?"

"To my party."

He pulls a small card from his pocket. I
glance at it and noticed his contact details and the address of
what looks to be a rather expensive bungalow in the most expensive
area of Honolulu to live in.

"8 o'clock. Don't wear those speedos."

He walks off with a wink and I'm left there
not sure if I am going to get lucky or not. Is this really going to
be what I want or the biggest mistake of my life? I have no
idea.


IN
THE SPA

 


Man in the middle...

 


I got to the party a few hours ago and found
that it was a small intimate group gathering. Everybody was
well-dressed and I felt out of place in a t-shirt and jeans. I
don't now.

Naked in the Jacuzzi with John, who is the
owner of the expensive bungalow, and an unbelievably hot blond man
who introduced himself as John's occasional boyfriend Tom and my
arms wrapped around their shoulders and naughty smiles on both of
their faces, I'm feeling pretty damn great.

John's hand is sneaking along my thigh as
Tom's is doing the same on the other side. They move inward in
slows sensual strokes and eventually come to my cock, which has
slowly been hardening under their attentions (a surprise to
me).

"Don't jizz in my spa," John whispers in one
ear. Tom immediately leans in from the other side and whispers that
I should.

They stroke up and down the sides of my
throbbing cock. I reach a new level of ecstasy on experiencing the
sensation of these men's hands rubbing along the shaft. Their palms
and fingers are stronger and more meaty than a woman's is. It is
sexy beyond belief.

Tom is the first to make a move. He goes
under the water to suck on the tip of my cock for a good 30
seconds. I moan and groan as I feel the stubble around his lips
brush up against the edge of my dick when
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