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Authors Note:

The content of this story is based on fact. However there has been a modicum of padding added, just as a cook adds his or her spices or flavourings for taste. The added spices only form a small part of the total ingredient but make a huge difference to the final content.

The story also gives the impression of wall to wall sex on board ship.

The experiences took months or years not days. However I felt it would make for better reading by tying them all together with a single thread rather than dozens of small unrelated stories.

Bill Elliott 

Please note. The content of this document is suitable for adult only.

If you are not of adult age you should seek parental advice on the subject matter

If you are offended by explicit sexual reading material please read no further.  

Document IV (Part4)  

We were now steaming on the last leg of the outward voyage toward Hong Kong.

It was to be my first visit and upon listening to all the old experienced hands I was quite excited.

There seemed there was nothing you could not do or get. Merely mentioning a particular subject was sufficient to have some Chinese trader come charging after you.

He would suggest he could have it or introduce you within minutes, or if not minutes certainly sometime that day.

Yes I was looking forward excitedly to our arrival.

Of course there was still this request by my “Husband” Bull to have me dress in female apparel.

Whilst I made a great song and dance about it to Bull, in secret I was looking forward to it.

I remember when my parents went off and left me at home, I would take advantage of the time and get mothers’ dresses or skirts and tops, underwear anything that was feminine.

Mother was also connected with the theatre, drama, pretty good actress actually so there was also the odd wig or two that I could use to top it all off. Nothing like a good hair do to make you feel good.

There was only one problem with dressing in female clothing and looking very feminine. No make that two.

One was that once I was into the part I was very, very reluctant to relinquish it. I felt so depressed taking all those nice dresses or skirts off, removing the make up etc and neatly return it to their prospective draw or hanger. It was always the same after the great high, came the great low.

The second problem was that, Uncle George caught me all dressed up and no where to go. Embarrassing. He found a solution for not telling mother.

Suddenly I was all excited again.

 I knew the second engineer would return, and sure enough he made his approach for the second time.

 His embarrassment or guilt had obviously worn off. He’d avoided me for a few days, even keeping away from the showers. No more soap flying past me so that I would have to bend over and pick up for him so he could view my rear end. Then this particular day when I was taking a shower, guess who was in there, your right it was the second engineer. 

Water cascading over his naked body. Uh! Just the sight of him gave me a stirring in the loins and sent my heart and pulse racing. There was no doubt I had a big thing for him and I knew he had a big thing.

This had to be it. He was going to make another play for me.

I removed my towel and went to the shower; he looked up, seeing me said

“Hi Dave how’s your day been”

“Oh as ever sec hot and sticky, glad to grab a shower” I replied turning the water on and standing under it feeling the ever welcome water running over my body.

I heard the water in his cubicle stop. He moved into view towelling off his wet hair, his butt against the hand basin, facing me his eyes roving over my naked body as I showered.

He was obviously posing, displaying his goods like fruit on a fruit stand, or should it have been like fruit from a fruit tree. Two large plums and a banana hanging on the bushy branch 

My eyes were glued to his penis as it shook slightly with the motion of his towelling. 

He saw where my eyes were focused and smiled.

“Hey Dave look I’m sorry about the other day, I just felt guilty in what we had done, I’ve never done anything like it before. The thing is though I still keep thinking about it”

“Well I told you the way I felt and what I thought” I replied

“Yeh but it didn’t seem to worry you as much did it you were pretty cool about the whole thing”

“I guess I just have a different slant on it and feel I can handle it”

“Well I’m still interested and I guess I’ll get used to it, the thing is I get so frustrated at not having a woman to fuck”

“All I can say is you how I feel if I can help you I will” I replied

“Perhaps you would like to come to my cabin after lunch, perhaps take up where we left off” He said.

With my eyes glued to his penis I said.

“Sure why not I’d like that very much”

“Good boy….around 2pm eh?” He replied

“Yeh it’s a date” I answered realising that remark was a bit of a foompa.

He only smiled, his charming smile and said “Yeh right it’s a date”

We continued to chat as he towelled himself. Whilst I kept looking out of the corner of my eyes at his dangling swinging cock.

I was getting excited already 

There was no real conversation whilst he dried himself. I think we were both lost in our own thoughts and fantasies looking forward to the afternoons action.

“I’ll catch you later Dave….looking forward to it” He said as he left.

“Yeh me too sec”

Oh god I was feeling real horny now as the adrenaline pumped through my veins at the mere thought of what we were going to do together.

I only knew one thing. It was going to go further than the last time.

Lunch finished I went straight back to my cabin to be alone with my inward thoughts and fantasies. It all added to the overall excitement, the pre sexual build up before the main event.

I’d been invited to join a couple of my colleagues in the main smoke room for a game of cards, the thought of playing cards paled in comparison to what I had in mind. I declined the offer and came up with some lame brained excuse.

It was déjà vu as I sat there listening to the radio and watching a clock that seemed too reluctant for the hands to move. Quarter to! Ten to!, oh shit I can’t wait any longer I got out of the chair and with shaking hands, legs of rubber and a stomach that was tied in a very large knot I set off for the seconds cabin.

My heart and adrenal were pumping as I knocked on the door.

“Come in Dave” He said

Oh god he’s been waiting also I thought

As soon as I’d entered he locked the door behind me

“Don’t want any intrusions do we” He said

“I’ve set every thing up as before just in case some one comes along, we’re having a tuition class” He said

Some tuition class I thought

“Would you like to remove your overalls make yourself comfortable”

I undid the buttons and stepped out of my overalls letting them drop around my ankles then stepping away from them.

His eyes were roving over my naked body; I could feel the lust inside him as he continued to stare at me.

“Oh god David you have a beautiful body…do you know that”

“Why thank you good sir” I replied.

He let the towel that was wrapped around his waist fall to the deck. He could have hung the discarded towel from his large erection had he wanted to. He’d been giving some thought as to what we were about to do.

“Let me examine your penis again David” He said

I closed the short distance between us. Oh shit I thought as I stood close to him.

I was shivering with excitement. His hand went to my dick, fondling it and examining it, checking the difference between circumcised and none circumcised.

“You seem nervous David….are you” He asked

“No just a little excited at what we are about to do” I replied.

“You like what we are about to do”

“Yes, yes I’ve been thinking quite a bit about it recently” I replied

“Last time I noticed you scooped up my spent cum from the hand basin and put it in your mouth….did you like it”

“Yes I did, it has a strong taste but I liked the idea of swallowing it” I replied.

“I’ve given a lot of thought about being sucked off….would you like to suck me off” He asked.

“Ohhhh second I’d love to…can I?” I replied

“My wife won’t do it and I’ve always wanted to be sucked off”

His hand had been running up and down the hard shaft as we spoke. I dropped to my knees in front of him. His thighs were strong; growing from the thighs was a tree branch, stiff and straight. Fruit hung below the branch two plumbs, surrounding it all was thick dark coarse hair.

I grabbed the branch with my right hand, it felt wonderful, alive and throbbing, warm and clammy to the touch. The slit along the top of the bulb and a bonus, I could see pre cum like a tear drop coming from Cyclops eye.

My tongue licked the top of the head delving into the slit, scooping up the warm wet droplet, my lips followed by kissing it, I could taste the cum.

My mouth closed over the shaft wrapping it in warm moist velvet.

I heard him sucking for air through clenched teeth “Shhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!” Flinging his head back. As a sudden tingling rush shot through his body. 

“Oh Dave! Oh god! That feels fantastic” He exclaimed.

My hand was pumping the shaft at the same time my mouth was sucking, licking and working its magic on the stiff cock that was embedded inside it.

I tried to get as much of it down my throat as possible before gagging on it.

One hand on the shaft the other fondling his balls.

It was never going to be a long session. It was all new and exciting to him. As much as we both never wanted it to stop it was always going to happen.

“Oh Dave I’m going to cum….you’d better move tour mouth” He said as his hips swayed in gentle rhythm with my mouth.

“Mmmmmm” I replied with my mouth full of cock which meant don’t you dare move it 

He pleaded with me once more, but it was a futile plea. I could feel the warm liquid spreading over my tongue then the acrid taste.

I diluted the warm fluid with my own spittle rinsing it around in my mouth before throwing back my head and taking a big swallow. My mouth reverted to licking the now diminishing penis searching for the last vestige of cum.

“Oh god Dave that was unbelievable…sorry about coming in your mouth but you wouldn’t release my cock….I’m sorry I just had to cum” He said very apologetically 

“Oh don’t worry about it sec…I really did enjoy swallowing it” I replied.

“I’ve only tried tasting some of mine but it seems to have a bloody awful taste I don’t know how you could do it” 

“Well I like to do it I think it makes my partner feel good about it, a feeling of completeness, otherwise it’s a bit like fucking and pulling out of the women just as you cum. The feeling is much better if you let it go”

“Yeh I know what you mean”

This time there was no real guilty feeling with him, well perhaps just a little. I knew it would get less with each coming together we had.

                                                 xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

We arrived at the entrance of Hong Kong about 0900hrs 

Even before I’d gone ashore I knew I was in love with the place.

As we moved slowly up the harbour I could smell the city, it was different to that of European cities.

The water was awash with ships and small boats all going someplace and with a purpose.

The large cargo ships heading for an anchorage or berth to offload or load. The sampans, some under sail others moving very fast propelled by motors.

The remnants of a freighter lay on the shore having been caught in the last Typhoon as it ripped through the harbour and city.

It looked and felt exciting. 

I was thinking “Well now I don’t have to concern myself with having to look after the needs of those randy men” Tonight they could have as many women as their hearts desired and pockets could afford.

I could go ashore and explore wherever I wished.

Well thoughts are thoughts and reality is another thing.

Most of us were chatting excitedly as to where we should go and what we should do.

A meal here a nightclub there who knew it was just “Let’s get ashore”

We were drawing into the wharf designated to us.

The dock was full of waiting officials’ non officials’ wharfies ready to handle the mooring lines and ropes and of course the traders’ eager to press their goods and wares upon us.

Moments after the gang plank was attached there was a rush of people ready to board.

I stayed at the rail looking over the city, the wharfs and the people. I could hear other ships sirens whaling and the odd seagull squawking. 

Trucks and loaders noisily moving material in and out all part of the life of Hong Kong.

Eventually I returned to my cabin, knocked the top off a beer and sat relaxing bathing in the thoughts of what I was going to do that night.

A knock on the door broke my daydreams.

“Come in” I said

The door opened and a Chinese guy stood there”

“Yeh can I help you” I asked

“Oh you come quick now please…Mr Elliott say come quick”

 Mr bloody Elliott I thought What does he want now Suddenly I was back with realty.

“No you come quickly now Mr Elliott says” My Chinese friend sounding quite concerned.

“Ok, ok hold your horses” I replied it was easy to tell my Chinese friend. I would never have said it to Mr Elliott.

Last night had been the last night I’d spent with him, after he’d fucked the arse off me he’d told me I would be able to rest up for a while now that we would be in Hong Kong for a while.

I upended my drink and followed Chinese Charley back to Bulls cabin.

When I arrived, there was another Chinese guy, well dressed and a opened suitcases of goods scattered on the bunks.

“Ah Margaret my dear, this is Benny Xing a reputable trader, he’s got some goods I’m sure we will be interested in”

“What you want buy” Benny asked me

I was about to reply when Bull interrupted

“He wants some dresses for a start Benny”

“Ah you want dresses for your wife yes” He asked nodding his head

“He want dresses for his wife no” Bull replied, a confused look crossing Benny’s face

“The dresses are for him Benny” Bull explained

“Oh for you” He replied a grin replacing the confused look.

“Yes he’s ###@$” Bull using a Chinese word.

Now Benny grinning even more his face beaming and head nodding, now seeming to totally understand the situation.

I asked Bull what he had said.

“Oh I just explained why you wanted the dresses” That was all I got from him.

Benny selected the catalogue containing different dress styles and we pondered which ones would fit the bill.

“Perhaps nice Cheongsam” Benny suggested.

“Hey that would be a great idea” Replied Bull

Now flicking to that particular dress.

“Here look this one most popular, blue would look good on you” Benny ventured.

“Yeh I think so too…I like the splits up the side…show plenty of leg as well” Said Bull

It was Benny and Bull who seemed to be making all the decisions although I must say I was rather turned on by the choice so far.

“We measure make sure we get right size” Benny said

His tape measure was run expertly over my body as he recorded them in his note pad.

“Ok that’s one now let’s see what next”

We spent time looking at the different dresses, skirt and blouses that were available before finally deciding which ones we would have.

“Who’s paying for all this” I asked Bull

“Oh don’t worry I’ll pay for them” Then added as an after thought “You can pay me back later.

He didn’t have to explain how the payment was to be made.

Before Benny had left we had what had to be the best collection of female clothing any transvestite ever had.

Wigs, makeup, stocking, undies, suspender belts, shoes, makeup I don’t think he missed out anything.

The thought of all these feminine cloths had me real excited. I could all but feel them caressing and encasing my body all ready

“Now what about condoms Benny” He asked

“Oh condoms yes can get how many” He enquired

“Oh let’s say twenty four dozen” 

“God how many? Twenty four dozen; that’s two hundred and eighty eight” I exploded

Benny also looked aghast

If we buy them in bulk we’ll get a discount off Benny and any left over at the end of the trip we can use coming out again, they are going to be cheaper out here than back in UK”

“Is that too big an order for you Benny” Bull asked

“No, no I get” He replied

I was desperately trying to do the maths on how many men to the days remaining back to UK 

That was going to be just over three guys a day. I had my doubts that we would ever use them all up, but better safe than sorry; the last thing I wanted to do was go to the doctor and tell him I had a dose of the clap up the ass. It was a long trip back.

After the orders had been taken Benny packed up his gear and moved on to some one else’s cabin, he would have had a good days trading so far and he had not finished.

“Well I think we bought all that needed to be bought….tonight we’ll hit the town” Bull exclaimed excitedly, rubbing his hands together.

“Oh I’ve said I would go with a couple of the engineers tonight Mr Elliot” I knew I was in trouble when I’d said it.

“You’ve what?” He said in a threatening way.

“Mind you I can always cancel and tell them perhaps another night” I replied

“Yeh I think that would be an excellent idea Margaret” He said still glaring at me.

Trying to keep things in a light vein I asked. “What time and where are we going?”

“We’ll make for the Red Lion, lot’s of women and plenty to drink” He said.

Oh bloody great I thought. A night out boozing with Bull I’m really looking forward to it.

I’d showered and given my excuses to the others saying I could not join them on their night out.

I sneaked down to Bull’s cabin where Trevor and Arthur joined me.

 They looked entirely different all dressed up almost respectable in fact.

Scouse and Jamaica had already gone unable to hold back their eagerness for the drink and pussy.

I tagged along trying to be interested, Bull ordering a taxi.

We left the dock headed up Hypong St and into Nathan St and Canton Rd before being dropped off at some shabby back street, where stood the Red Lion.

It was something from the British past, an old colonial building that seemed to need a bit of attention which it had not seen for quite some time. It obviously housed a certain type of entertainment that Bull and his colleagues enjoyed. 

I’d only glimpsed Hong Kong briefly as we passed through the streets in the taxi. I so wanted to get out and do my own tourist bit, not hang around a pub all night.

Inside it was busy with men and women, mainly whores plying their trade trying to make a buck for the owner or their owner, as usual the majority of the take going to the hotel.

The duke box was playing away and I wondered if anyone was listening to it. Everybody seemed to be trying to talk at once endeavouring to outdo the volume of the music.

The air was thick with a blue haze from the smoke. It had a typical beer and spirits smell that was familiar to this type of establishment.

Bull had seen some mates of his from another ship and was quickly into conversation with them.

I took a vacant seat next to a Chinese girl who asked me to buy her a drink. The drink of course being a coloured water mix costing a fraction of what they charged for it.

I sat talking to “China girl” while sipping on a beer.

Between conversation and drinking I eyed the bar and its many patrons all different sizes countries and cultures.

Eventually Bulls mates left and he seemed to realise I was still there and saw the girl sitting next to me.

With a broad grin he said something in Chinese “^#*@”

The girl looked at me and smiled nodding her head, and then turning to her friend beside her told her whatever Bull had said

They all looked toward me smiling and laughing.

“What was all that about” I enquired of Bull

“I just told them you were a queer that you weren’t interested in women”

“That’s not entirely true Mr Elliott” I replied

“Oh don’t go getting any ideas you’re going off to fuck a women you know you’re not capable of it”

I was going to argue the point but decided against it.

At the same time I noticed one of the seamen at the next table taking a keen interest in the conversation.

Another Chinese girl joined Bull who obviously knew him from the past; he probably knew most of them I thought.

His attention was now on her as they chatted to each other.

The girl next to me had given up and was talking to her friends.

A couple of seats on the other side of me became vacant as the occupants decided to seek some excitement elsewhere.

Suddenly I was aware of the seaman who had been listening to our conversation taking the chair next to me.

He was Swedish, Lars Ericsson.

Like most Swedes he was a big guy, tough looking.

Having introduced ourselves he got straight to the business.

“I could not help but overhear what your friend said about you” In that Scandinavian singsong way their conversation came out.

“What did you hear? I asked

 “I think he said you were….well you know…er queer”

I pondered his statement wondering what and how to reply to it.

“It’s a long story…anyhow what if I was queer what’s it to you” I said

“Vell you know perhaps you and me could do things together”

I just stared at him considering my next move.

“I really don’t know, am I reading you correct”

“Oh ya ve are reading each other correct my friend” He replied

I took a while considering and looked around the bar to see if there was anyone taking any notice of us. Perhaps it was a joke; one guy at the bar quickly avoided my glance. Turning back to face the bar. 

The rest were too interested in their own conversations or trying to get the women with them to go somewhere. Bull had picked up his cigarettes and left with his bird. 

“I give you forty” I heard him say.

This got my attention

“You’re going to pay me” I replied

“Ya I give you forty to do it with me”

“And where do we go to carry out the deed” I asked

“Ve can go out the back to de toilets….you go first and I’ll follow”

I took another look around still uncertain as to whether he meant it or not.

Then I made the decision. I did not look at him or say anything I just up and headed out, weaving my way between tables and chairs leaving the bar and entering the hallway.
There was a sign saying MEN and I followed it down the passage where I found the door marked MEN.

I pushed open the door and was thankful it was empty at that moment. It was like the other parts of the establishment, dull but at least it looked clean and cared for.

There was the usual long urinal all in porcelain and tile. Cracked after years of use, the water cistern above sending water cascading down keeping it flushed at a regular interval.

There were four cubicles all empty. I selected the on furthest from the entrance, entered closing the door behind me

Oh god I thought as my heart raced waiting for the Swede to follow.

I heard the main door open and his footsteps as he made toward the cubicle.

The door was slowly pushed open and there was Swede a grin a mile wide on his face. He entered closing the door again behind him.

“Oh dis is gut” He said

I watched as he undid his belt, undid the top button and unzipped his fly.

He pulled his trousers and underpants down to his knees.

I gasped at the sight of his penis dangling from the bush of pubic hair. I could see he was well endowed.

His hands were at my belt, fingers deftly undoing the buckle. My heart raced with excitement as I felt his fingers brush past my penis as he unzipped my fly, then pushing my trousers down revealing all.

“Sit on de toilet” He said

I sat, feeling the cool porcelain and one hard wooden slat against my bum.

I knew what I had to do, my eyes had been glued to his penis most of the time, now I was at the same level and I was keen to get it into my mouth.

It was warm but slack as my mouth closed around it, it took only moments to feel it grow and inflate itself, becoming harder by the second. Like those rubber inflatables’, nothing one minute then fully inflated the next.

Now I had something to suck on, feeling its girth and texture in my mouth.  

A gasp and groan escapes through his clenched teeth as he feels and enjoys the warm interior of my mouth rapped around the now hard shaft.

The toilet entrance door opens, loud voices as men filled with beer head for the urinal to relieve themselves, talking and laughing.

I continue to suck and lick the warm pulsing shaft in my mouth, squeezing and massaging his balls. Gasps and groans continue from my friend but are not loud enough for the present urinal users to hear. They are too caught up with which lucky girl is going to get their attention this night.

We have the place to ourselves again as they leave, just the water cistern releasing another flush of water.

My jaw starts to ache with efforts of the continued sucking; he obviously wants things to last.

There are more comings and goings but no one disturbs us as I merrily suck at the hard shaft. There is a taste of cum in my mouth not a lot just a sample; perhaps a small amount has escaped the mother load a small droplet. 

He suddenly pulls out saying. “Come, now I fuck you” 
Pulling me on to my feet and turning me around. With one hand on my hip and the other at the back of my neck he pushes forward

I reach out and put both hands on the wall in front of me for support and gaze down into the basin, a sight I’d seen before in different places, but they were all too familiar to me.

The cracked porcelain, the name of the maker stamped into it Twyford or some such name. One full wooden piece of seat insert one missing just two studs showing where they had been. My ass would now bare the imprint after sitting on it for so long.

His big hands grab my buttocks and I feel his thumbs prising my cheeks apart, exposing the target he was after.

I hear him howk up spittle and feel the warm trickle as he spits it at my tunnel entrance, a thumb presses it inside.

Another howk and this time it is spit on the end of his hard shaft.

“Oh, ah” I gasp as I feel the hard bulbous end at my entrance. Now the pressure as he pushes inward.

“Oh, oh ah” I gasp again as I feel my entrance being enlarged as the head works inward. Now each forward thrust takes it further inside inch by inch, slowly but surely enlarging my love tunnel
Now I’m fully expanded, my velvet love tunnel has the whole hard shaft encased.

He now lets out a loud groan “Ohhhhh”

There’s a knock on the door.

“Are you alright in there” A voice asks

Oh god I panic, but strong firm hands grip my hips as Swede replies.

“Ya I’m ok just perhaps too much beer”

We wait stuck together no further motion, then we hear the outside door close and his hips start to sway back and forth, the shaft resumes it’s fucking in and out, each forward thrust of his pushing me against the wall I’m using as a support.
“Uh, uh, uh” His grunts keeping in time with every thrust

Now I’m caught up with the emotion and let out a moan.

“Oh god, oh fuck” I’m saying as his hips continue to swat back and forth.

The motion is now quicker and quicker as he nears the gravy strokes. His emotion is building

“Uh, uh, uh” I hear behind me as he plunges his cock deep inside me with each stroke

“Uhhhhhrrrr!” He exclaims as he unloads his collection of warm sticky sperm into my love tunnel   

Perspiration falling from both of us. We remain locked together for a moment or two as he lets the final dregs drain from his now relieved cock.
“I vill go first” He said, as he replaces his now dishevelled cock back in his trousers and does up the zip.
He hands me $40 but then I realise they were Hong Kong dollars not pound sterling which makes a big difference regard the financial gain, next time make sure it’s in the correct currency I tell myself. 

I wait adjusting my own clothing. I hear the door open then close.
Looking around the cubical I carefully open the door and slipped out, heading back to the bar.

                                       ……………………………..
I was ready to leave. It was obvious that Mr Elliott was gone for the night.

There was only one crewmember left, the women had gone as well, you know where.

I finished my drink and turned around. My eye catching a guy sitting at the bar. He was looking in my direction. The way he was dressed put him out of place with the rest of the patrons. Very formal.

Navy-blue blazer, grey slacks, white shirt and tie. I mean hell nobody would wear a tie in this place. 

Cigarette in one hand and glass of something in the other. He raised his glass to me when he saw I was looking in his direction.

I could only guess at his age maybe late forties early fifties perhaps.

Still had all his hair even if it was going grey at the sides. Handsome face sporting a moustache.

“Oh god” I thought I knew what the look in his eye meant.

He slipped off the bar stool and headed toward me.

“Hello there old boy” He said in a very upper class English accent.

“I’m Harold Simon-Pemberthy, been watching you all night” He said, as he planted himself down beside me.

Oh god what does he mean by watching me all night.

He leaned forward, his hand gripping my knee.

“I think you’ve been a bit of a naughty boy haven’t you?” He asked his grip getting stronger.

“No I don’t think so, what do you mean?”

He merely chuckled and said “Oh come, come old chap, you and the sailor boy, out the back remember?”

“Sorry you’ve lost me” I lied

Another chuckle and another tight grip 

“Let me remind you then, knock, knock on the toilet door. Is every thing alright in there? The reply yes it’s just the drink”

Oh hell I was lost for words and a reply. He saw by the look on my face that he had hit the target.

“Now you remember don’t you…and you really should be more careful. I only had to look under the door, two lots of legs facing in the same direction, one with his pants down around his ankles. Do I need to go on” He said.

“No, no you’re correct, but what do you want, I’m just leaving to go back to the ship” I said

His hand released its grip, taking another cigarette, lighting it he sat back in the chair exhaling the blue smoke into the air.

“Well you see I’d like to get to know you a little better myself…know what I mean old chap. I think I could pleasure you very well actually” Another drag from the cigarette, exhaling as he let the words sink home. 

“You mean you want me to er…..”

“Yes that’s exactly what I mean old boy” He replied before I’d finished”

“What out to the toilet area again” I replied

“Good god no old chap, not at all. I said I want to pleasure you not fuck you in some old toilet”

“Well where do you mean” I asked

“I can get us a room upstairs for a while, comfortable bed and all that eh!” He replied once again his hand going to my thigh.

“I’ll introduce you to Peter eh” He said

“Who the hell is Peter another bloke I take it” I asked

He exhaled more smoke then laughed. “Oh no, I mean Peter penis old chap…he’s longing to get to know you if you’ll pardon the pun” He replied.

His eyes were upon me waiting for an answer.

“Mind I could go and tell the proprietor that you were making money from prostitution on his premises” He said

“No money changed hands” I lied

Another laugh, more smoke “Well I don’t believe you and I’m sure he won’t believe you, didn’t you give some of the money to that whore who was sitting next to you to keep her quiet as to what went on”

He was right the girl who had been sitting next to me knew I’d gone out the back to conduct my business and threatened that if I did not give her half she would report the incident to the proprietor, I sure as hell did not want to enter into an open argument and try and deny it all….I handed her $20 

I pondered his proposition. He had no real evidence and what could the proprietor do, ban me. For the same reasons I held with the girl, I did not want to get into an argument Anyhow I wanted to do it anyway

“Ok I’ll go along with you” I said

“Good chap, wise decision. I think you’ll enjoy yourself eh I know Peter and I will?”  

As he stood he stubbed the cigarette in the ash tray.

“Just wait here old boy I’ll make arrangements for a room”

I watched as he walked to the bar. There was a conversation with the barman who looked in my direction, then nodded to my new found chum and handed him a key.

“Ok old boy let’s go and get to know each other a little better eh. Peter is real keen” He said indicating to the bulge in his trousers.

I dutifully followed him out feeling that every eye was upon us knowing what we were about to do. It was nonsense of course everyone was to wrapped up in their own thoughts and conversation to give a shit as to what we were going to do.

The rooms were found on the first floor. (I believe that’s second floor for my American friends) 

The corridors were dark and dingy they weren’t going to get stung for a huge electric bill with the low wattage output bulb; a couple were heading out, obviously having concluded their business.

Opening the door he stood back and indicated for me to enter. “After you old boy”

The room was very basic, bed, hand basin and towel, chair and table, an armchair and wardrobe, a fan that was whirring in one corner trying it’s best to keep the place cool but failing miserably, a dim table lamp that was no better than the one in the hall. It was basic but then I would think there wasn’t many who would be using this as a tourist stop over.

The window was raised about six inches allowing the old curtains that were draped over the window to flutter slightly with the incoming breeze

I heard the door close and lock behind me.

“Now this is much better” He said.

Well it was better but I wouldn’t say it was much better.

My friend sat in the armchair, lighting up another cigarette, blowing the smoke into the already stuffy atmosphere.

I could hear the sounds coming from outside, car and truck engines being revved, horns blaring, and voices of Chinese merchants. A neon light flashing on and off advertising Sony, the lights reflection causing a kaleidoscope of colour on the dimly lit walls.

“All right old boy take the wrapping off and let me see the goods” He said

I slowly took off my clothing one garment at a time.

Now standing completely naked before him. I never ever felt self conscious or embarrassed standing naked in front of men. I was always willing and a little excited when dong it.  

“Turn around…….Oh yes, yes, yes; you have a superb body old boy. I can see why you have so many admirers…..I just love that arse of yours”

“Why don’t you just lie on the bed, let me look at you while I undress.”

I lay on my side supporting my head on my bent elbow as I watched him undress. The light breeze from the open window gently rolling over my naked body. He took his time. First he took a tube of lube gel from one of his blazer pockets, placing it very precisely on the small table next to the lamp, then a condom removing the protective foil and placing the gossamer thin rubber with its little bulb, the bulb that at some time would be collecting his warm sperm next to the gel. First he removed his blazer and hung it on the door hook then his clothing placing each item in a neatly folded position, very carefully hanging his folded trousers over the back of the chair.

The only thing he discarded carelessly was his underpants, just throwing them to the pile that was my own clothing.

He had a fit looking body slim and well tanned. (Not that having a beautiful body was the total criteria, I have partners who have looked like Adonis and have not made love the same as the over or under weight guy, and it was the machinery that hung from between his legs that counted and how well he used it)

  I could see he was ready to go his hard erection pointing to the ceiling. 

“God why did everyone have such large cocks, whereas mine always looked so small by comparison” I thought

“I say old boy I don’t even know your name” He said

“They call me Dave” I replied

“Dave eh! Well Dave meet Peter, Peter meet Dave” He said stroking his enlarged and excited penis.

“Why don’t you show Peter how friendly you are and give him a big kiss” He said moving closer to the bed.

I rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. Harold placing himself between my legs.

Me sitting, him standing.

I reached out and took the warm shaft in my hand. It felt oh so good, alive and throbbing.

The Cyclops eye and slit were looking at me as I bent my head and gently started to kiss the hard shaft.

Working up and down the shaft gently kissing it. Then when at the top for the third time I opened my mouth wide and devoured it. I could feel its hardness; it’s warmth as my tongue felt the eye and slit at the top

With his head held back. He drew his breath through clenched teeth “Oh my god Peter loves that old chap”

My mouth could feel the ridge that separated the bulbous head from the shaft, the veins that ran the length of his hard penis; I could taste the droplet of sperm that was easing from “Cyclops Eye”

He swayed back and forth keeping in time with my sucking.

“Oh god! Oh god!” He kept saying, his eyes closed as he let the warmth of my mouth give him that satisfied feeling.
My hands gently caressed his balls, then working down the shaft, licking kissing, my mouth now sucking his balls, more exclamations and sighs.

“Oh I say old boy this is wonderful you’re driving me mad”

Once again I wonder…is he going to come in my mouth? As I continue to suck.
The answer is no as he pulls out and tells me

“It’s time old bean for me to pleasure you….let me fuck you….I’m sure you’re going to enjoy this.

“Now just lie on your back and spread your legs wide”

I did as instructed whilst at the same time he pushed my legs apart.

“Oh yes I’m going to be in there soon old chap….your love tunnel is going to experience total pleasure” He said as he reached for the lube.

I watched as he spread the clear gel on his finger before inserting it into my love tunnel. The gel felt cool as the first finger full went in. Working it back and forth as he finger fucked me.

He placed the pillow under my ass raising it upward.
I watched as he knelt between my wide spread legs placing the condom over the bulbous end and rolling it down the shaft, with the little blob on the end waiting to collect his spent sperm.

It gave his shaft a glow like a veneer had been spread over it, shining in the dimly lit room.

His penis looked so big, so beautiful a long sleek torpedo, ready to be launched with devastating effect.
He was kneeling between my spread legs.

I watched him, with cock in hand he aimed it at the target, my heart raced in anticipation.

The little bulb on the end, the stretched rubber covering the throbbing giant as it moved closer.

I felt the end as it made contact, I arched upward ready for penetration.

Now my hands are pulling my cheeks apart, helping his penis to gain access.

“All right my old chap, get ready….relax”

It seemed to slip in quite easily, no doubt due to having already been opened up by the Swede.

I gasped and sighed as I felt and watched the shaft vanish inside, inch by beautiful inch it disappeared from sight enlarging my love tunnel to accommodate its size, his pubic hair and balls slapping against my bum.
I looked up at him; he was watching the joyous expression on my face. He smiled back winked and blew me a kiss.

“Yes my beautiful boy, your enjoying this aren’t you” He asked

I let my head fall back on the pillow as the thrusts began immediately.

Hips swaying, shaft moving in and out.

“Ohhhh yes! Yes! Yes!” I swooned to the incredible feeling his thrusting cock was giving me. 

The feeling was so intense I thought I would pass out. My fingers squeezing into his arms as his arse swayed and his cock thrust.
His own passion was growing. I could hear his breath being sucked in through clenched teeth ‘Sssssss” Thrust, thrust, thrust!

“Oh god this is soooo good old chap…you’re a good fuck you know” He said

“Ohhhh Harold I love what you’re doing….oh fuck me…fuck me please!” I was saying.

He flung his body down fully on top of me, at the same time his lips found mine, forcing his tongue into my mouth. 

I immediately reciprocated caught up with the feelings and passion that was passing between us. I could taste the liquor and smell the tobacco on his breath 
His arse continuing to rise and fall, rise and fall between my spread legs.

Now his mouth was at my neck, biting, sucking, and a wave of electricity shot through my body forcing goose bumps. My neck is marked but I don’t care anymore, then another bight another mark more electricity.
“Oh David I need you so much, we could be right for each other…..please say you’ll come and live with me….I want you….I need you” He pleaded.
Now well under the influence of the lovemaking I hear someone saying.

“Oh yes...yes…yes Harold I’d love to I want and need you to”
That someone was me

I have no idea why I should say that, it was never going to happen. It seemed a good idea at the time. Very romantic

“Oh good you’ll not regret it dear chap…it’s going to be so much fun being my boyfriend” He said

I lay there his mouth biting my neck, his movement on top of me humping up and down, his firm shaft working in and out, the bed responding in time with our movement squeaking with every move.

I gazed at the ceiling, the light from the lamps shade forming a circle. The fan whirring and stirring the hot air. A light breeze moving the flimsy curtain and the neon light the outside sounds forming both kaleidoscope and mixture
I now wondered if he was serious about him and me. I had to set things straight, but not now.

I continued to listen to his complimentary remarks and how wonderful our futures were going to be together.

I felt his hot breath with every thrust “Huh! huh! huh!” The thrusts getting quicker, his cock likewise increasing its speed. A quick flash of condom covered shaft, then lost from sight as it sped back and vanished inside my love tunnel.

“Errrrrr...ohhhhh!” Everything now stops. I hear him sucking his breath through clenched teeth. His cock now spewing hot wet sticky fluid into the condom. The little bulb at the end would be filling up with each final throb of his cock.

I realise our bodies are covered in sweat from the activity that had just happened.

Moments prior to Harold coming I’d ejected my own cum from the shear excitement I’d felt. The sticky mess having spread between our firmly connected bodies.

All was quiet, only the outside noises as we lay there both bathing in the afterglow of our lovemaking. I could still feel him inside of me as he kissed and caressed my neck.

“Oh David old chap that was marvellous…we’re going to be good for each other just you wait and see…we’ll get you moved in as soon as possible ……your going to love the big four poster bed where we’ll be making our lovemaking”
I feel his diminishing cock slide from within then his cry.

“Oh hell”

I look to see what has happened and quickly realise that the condom had split apart, just a small piece of torn rubber attached to the ring…..the rest was somewhere inside.

“Well I’m sorry old chap but we seemed to have lost the condom my cum may be running free….well not to worry you can’t get pregnant eh old boy” 

“Besides once we are together properly I want to be able to cum inside you all the time….I’d rather like that eh… wouldn’t you?”

Oh god I’ve got to set things straight and do it quickly before it goes too far……….










