Massage Needed
by allen baker

He said he only lived a few blocks from the Baltimore Eagle where we met.  It was an easy walk, but he hadn(t mentioned the four flights of stairs.  By the time we reached his top floor apartment, I was nearly worn out.  But Matt had a perfect way to revive me.

(Get out of those duds,( he invited as he set up his massage table, (and get ready for a professional massage.(
Turns out Matt was a professional therapist.  I started to jump onto his platform in my boxers when he stopped me.  (Oh, come on now.  Don(t play shy.  We(re all men here.(
So I dropped them and mounted the table in the buff, quickly onto my stomach to hide my rising manhood.

He dribbled oil onto my shoulders, back and buns.  It was chill against my overheated skin.  And then he touched me.  I felt the tingle of my nerve endings as he assaulted my muscles, kneading them with his talented fingers.  I(d had back rubs before, but nothing like this professional session.  Matt was a very accomplished man.   In no time at all, the kinks of the busy week were left behind and I began to totally relax.  My muscles turned to rubber and my bones began to melt.

(Ok, other side.(
Mindlessly, I complied and then comprehended the reaction his touch had produced on me.  While every other muscle of my body had been reduced to pulp, my man-muscle had gone decidedly rigid.  It pointed its six thick inches directly at his ceiling.  I started to move my hand to cover myself, but realized the futility of that.

Matt only chuckled.  (Glad you(re enjoying yourself.(
Now that I was on my back, I could see that he also had stripped down to nature.  He was beautiful.  Six or seven years my younger, he had a body that still maintained its youthful vigor.  And his eight inch dick was vigorous, too.  It kept him slightly distanced from the table by sticking straight out.  I smiled when I saw we were at a similar state of arousal.

He continued working my body.  I allowed my hand to dangle over the edge of the table, and he moved to fill its palm with his pouch.  While he worked my thighs, I worked his sack, pulling and stretching.  Caressing and squeezing.  Soon I was rewarded with a drizzle of ooze on my wrist.  I couldn(t resist pulling my hand up to taste his juice ( delicious.

He moved up the table and pulled me onto my side facing him.  I found myself looking directly into the eye of his mushroom cap.  It was hypnotizing and begged to be kissed.  I didn(t refuse.  But one kiss was not enough, I needed to taste more.  I opened wide and slide my lips to lodge behind his rim.  He moaned a positive response of encouragement.  I ran my tongue across the tip and around and around its edge.  It jerked in reply.  I insinuated my tip into his slit and came away with a surge of thick natural tasty lube.  I sucked to extract it, and he moaned again.

Then he place a hand on the back of my neck and took control of the situation.  His cock slid deeper into my mouth and then on to the beginning of my throat.  Involuntarily, I gave a slight gag, but that didn(t deter him.  He pressed on and buried his full length into me.  His nuts slapped at the side of my face, and his pubic mesh tickled my nose.  He held himself there and sighed his pleasure.  Then his libido overtook his brain, and he began to slide himself in and out of me.  He picked up speed and became insistently forceful. He lunged over and over and over.

I had no objections.  I reached to my crotch.  The massage oil coated my hand and slicked my prick(s passage through my palm.  I murmured in delight at the feel.  I loved being used by this talented man.  I loved giving him pleasure.  I loved the pleasure it gave me.

We continued our movements.  Suddenly he went into overdrive and pistoned madly.  My tonsils took a beating.  His nuts slammed over and over into my face.  I made my fist pound faster.  He cried out and sank his dick to its fullest depth and shivered.  His cock throbbed in my throat and spat out his liquid.  I tasted his seed backwashing into my mouth, and it sent me over the edge.  My nuts pulled up and pumped their spunk up through my mantube.  I spewed white cream all over my chest and stomach and his thigh.  We were mindless in our ecstasy.

Soon he slipped from me and sank to the floor beside the table.  I collapsed onto my back.  Perhaps a half-hour later, we had totally recovered.  It was the wee hours and I reluctantly dressed to leave.  We exchanged numbers, and I slipped out his door.  Half way down to the street my legs began to feel rubbery again.  I smiled, thinking they(d soon need another massage.

