bluecollarman

by allen baker

That(s how he signed himself on the email he used to reply to my ad in the sexnow site.  It consisted totally of two descriptive sentences about how he planned to throw a very hard fuck to my tight-holed ass.  I emailed back and said I was more than ready.  He returned with an address, and I was on my way.

It was a inner city row house right on the sidewalk.  It distinguished itself from its neighbors by having a deeply shaded wide porch with columns and posts and a railing.  I sprinted up the two steps to escape the rain and found the porch cluttered with lumber and a building permit posted in the window.

I knocked on the door and waited.  The nine foot oak door was impressive with its beveled glass that reached to my knees and the old-fashioned letter slot below.  It afforded me a look in at the jumble of saws, equipment, work horses, etc. that filled the front parlor.  The building had been neglected, but I could see he was intent on restoring it to its former glory.

And then he came down the stairs and grinned in a mischievous manor.  His very short cropped hair was nearly stubble all over.  His wire rimmed glasses were small and framed his smoldering eyes.  On someone else, his slim build could have been girlish, but the stride and swagger reeked of dominate masculinity.  And a long, thick tube snaked down the leg of his jeans.  Wow!  I was already drooling.

He didn(t say anything as he opened the door and motioned me in.  As soon as the door clicked shut, he planted his lips on mine and turned my knees to mush as he expertly dueled his way into my mouth.  He slipped his hands between our waists and unbuckled my belt.  The zipper gave way, and his hand went through the opening and grasped my balls through my underwear.  I moaned in pleasure.

Without breaking lip contact, he slowly turned my body so that I was facing the door and had my neck craned back over my should to keep connected to his face.  He spreadeagled me against the glass and pulled down the back of my jockeys.  This no-nonsense man slicked a finger with saliva and rammed it up my ass.  With my side of my face against the glass, I moaned acceptance of his dominate assault.

His finger disappeared, and I felt his thick, hard prong prod my opening.  No further preliminaries ( he just lunged himself in full length.  The force plastered the front of my t-shirt and whities obscenely against the glass for the whole world to see.  I was overwhelmed by the feelings, by the power, strength, and violence of his aggression.  But I was subconsciously still very aware of being exposed to the street.    I was frightened of the exhibitionism. I watched through the drizzle for any passerby who might look up to observe us.  Skittish of being caught in the act.    I loved every second of it.

He was obviously unconcerned.  He just wanted me to supply a receptacle for his dick.  He moaned and ground his pubes against my butt.  His technique varied in strength and velocity.  One moment smooth and caressing.  The next violent and torturous.  He was masterful and virile.  I was a willing rape victim, and he was taking advantage of it to satisfy his need for both dominance and release.  He made me soar, but was really unmindful of my feelings.  This was about him and his gratification.  He still didn(t speak, but his guttural utterances filled my ear.  Moans and groans of mindless pleasure.

He pulled the front of my t-shirt up over my head, leaving my arms in the sleeves.  It bunched behind my neck and pulled my arms back, forcing my erect nipples against the cool glass.  I could feel the damp wetness of spots of dick goo spread across the fabric of my shorts and slick up the glass.  Now I was totally on show to the world at large.  Every thrust of his hips forced my cock to ride up and down the hard surface.  I didn(t think it would be long for either of us.

I was wrong.  He was a master of control.  Just when I knew he was going to blow, he(d adjust to cause a delay.  Twenty minutes later he was still giving me the fuck of my life.  My hole had long since given in and relaxed to accommodate him easily.  I was blubbering my own part of the duet.  I begged.  Begged for his cum. Begged for release.  Begged that he never stop.

A couple of houses down, movement on the sidewalk caught my eye.  (Mailman,( I stammered in panic and began to push away from the door.

He slammed me back into the glass, and I heard his speaking voice for the first time.  (He(s gay.(  The depth of his gravely voice was a surprise, and it took a second or two for me to get past the sound and understand the meaning.  Still, my heart pounded along with his dick as the federal employee left the neighboring house and headed toward us.  He stopped abruptly at the edge of the porch when he spotted us.  I watched his eyes slide down my body and center on my fabric-coated dick.  Then he flicked his eyes back to mine and grinned.

With a short shake of his head he reached into his carrier pouch and approached with a bundle of mail.  He was young and attractive.  His thin moustache moved as he opened his mouth and pressed it to the glass over my left nipple.  As he crouched down to reach the mail slot, his head ended up at the level of my crotch.  I heard the mail plop to the floor beneath my feet and saw him use his tongue to lick at the front of my dick.  I(d never been made love to through a plate of glass before.  With the constant pounding of my prostate, that tongue was the last straw.  I bucked against the glass and spewed my spunk inside my briefs.  They soaked and made the fabric transparent.  The mailman grinned in response and rubbed the front of his own trousers. Then he shook his head again and stood. With an obvious sigh of envy, he winked at me and turned away.

At the same time, my spasmodic climax proved to be the final stimulus for bluecollarman.  He shouted and buried himself up my chute and held it there as he orgasmed loudly.  I could feel him twitch again and again inside me.

We both relaxed against the clear door surface a few seconds as we recovered our strength.  Suddenly he(d had enough.  He opened the door and pushed me through with my pants still at my feet.

(Next week.  Same time.(
Those are the only other works I heard from him that day.  I scrambled to haul up my jeans and reposition my t-shirt before any passing driver or passenger should notice me.  When I turned back to the door, he was gone.  I stood there a few seconds looking at the tongues smears left by the mailman and feeling collarguy(s spoogue ooze through my sphincter and slither down my leg.

That was six days ago, and I(ve relived that scene ten or more times everyday since.  And I can hardly contain myself to wait for tomorrow and go knocking on that door once again.

