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Chapter One




The first time I saw Chris, it was in the local supermarket. Probably seventeen, maybe eighteen, I reckoned, in boardshorts and an Australian Rugby League jersey with the sleeves torn off. Fit, tanned, dirty blond...and just drop-dead gorgeous. He was looking a bit bored. Probably the older woman he was with was his mum...and he noticed I checked him out. Like, I didn’t stare or drool, but I did check him out.

Nice to look, but don’t touch... I thought to myself. You’re old enough to be his father! 

If my guess of seventeen was right, at thirty-two, I was almost twice his age, but I couldn’t be his dad. I would’ve had to have started very early!

I finished my shop, and headed out the door to my car. As I started the engine, there he was, standing a few meters away. He had exited without his mum and watched me get into my car. As soon as he saw I was looking, he casually put his right thumb into the band of his boardshorts, and his left hand grabbed the bottom of his singlet. Slowly he dragged his singlet up and pushed the front of his shorts down, displaying himself from nipples to the top of his pubes, all the while looking straight at me. 

The little shit was showing off! And he had the goods to back it up! That cute-as-a-button face was framed with darkish blond hair. He was trim, but not too much so. Just the right amount of padding...puppy fat, I was thinking...under smooth golden tan skin covering some nice definition starting to form around his pecs and abs. I had no option, I had to look, and the slightly smug look on his face told me he knew he had something worth looking at.

I drove home and forgot about the impressive display. Well, I eventually forgot about it, anyway. I assumed that would be the one and only time I saw the gorgeous young exhibitionist. 

As it turns out, I was very wrong.




• • •




Later that year, late afternoon on a very warm spring Saturday, I drove over to the local park to walk the dog. It’s a big park, lots of natural bushland with cricket and footy fields interspersed. 

On one of the footy fields, a group of six young guys were playing touch. They all looked pretty fit, just wearing shorts, a couple with T-shirts, most bare-chested, all barefoot. 

Great eye-candy, I thought, watching them as we walked the path down from the carpark. They were having a great time. Lots of yelling, lots of laughs, and a bit more contact than usual for touch, but just playful. As I watched, one player made a bit of a break, with another chasing him down. The chaser made a dive, catching the other’s shorts, dragging them down and effecting a very good tackle, especially for touch footy.

The other players caught up, and joined in, removing the tackled player’s shorts completely! They didn’t stop there—they took his jocks as well. Then laughing almost hysterically, they all made off with the poor guy’s clothes, leaving him naked in the middle of the field. The pranksters ran right past me, laughing their guts out, headed to a couple of cars in the carpark, and sped off. At least they left him the football.

By this stage I had stopped walking and was just watching the fun. The naked guy didn’t seem all that bothered by his situation. He realized he had little chance of catching up, let alone retrieving his clothes, so he just walked toward me, holding the football to give himself a little modesty. 

As he got closer, I recognized him. He was the guy from the supermarket—the exhibitionist! He now looked more like eighteen than seventeen, and still utterly gorgeous, still tanned, and probably even fitter than I recalled. And again, I had no option, I had to look.

He was about five meters away when he looked up and saw me. I don’t think my mouth was open, I doubt that I was drooling, but then I couldn’t be certain. A look of recognition came over him, a little bit of a wry smile.

“G’day,” he said. “Nice Staffy.” (My dog is a Staffordshire terrier.)

This was quite surreal. A gorgeous young guy, wearing nothing but a smile and a strategically held football was talking to me in a park. I’m not the quickest thinker in such situations, but I managed a “G’day” back, as I glanced around. No one else in sight.

“Great mates, leaving you here like that. They gonna come back for you?”

He stopped in front of me, “Nah, I doubt it. They’re probly up the road waiting to see if I’m gonna try’n walk home. Take pics, put it on Facebook, somethin’ like that.”

“So, could you do with a lift?”

“Maybe...” he looked at me a bit sideways. “You go to Burton’s? I think I seen you there one time.”

“Yeah. I think I seen you there once too.”

He just grinned, looked down, and started bouncing the footy.

He bounced that ball all the way back to my car. He didn’t give a shit if anyone saw, though I was quite happy there was no one around to see. I got a towel out of the back. Always kept one there. (Hey! You never know when you’re going to meet a naked stranger in a park.) He got in the front seat and draped the towel over his lap. I had made a particular point of not looking at his junk while we walked, or while I put the dog in the back, or was getting the towel, or while he was getting into the car. But now I noticed there was a bit of a bump in the towel.

“So, where am I taking you? Home, I guess?”

“Yeah, guess so...no, hang on...my key’s in my shorts!”

“Well, we can just find your mates then.”

He thought for a few seconds. “Probly would’n want ’em to see me gettin’ outta your car nude! They’ll have their phones ready.”

“I might have something that fits you at home. Just shorts and a T-shirt.”

He looked at me a moment, like he was processing the situation. “Okay.”

As we drove out of the park, I spotted his friends’ cars just up the street. He saw them too, and quickly slipped off the seatbelt and ducked down. The guys looked at my car as I drove past, but they wouldn’t have seen their naked mate crouched over behind the dashboard. I looked over. The towel was only covering the front of him, so I had a great view of a very cute butt.

“We’re past,” I said. “You can get up now.”

“Man, thanks for this, eh?”

“Yeah, no worries. Happy to help. I’m Greg.”

He was back in the seat, putting on the seatbelt, but the towel had fallen to the floor.

“Hey, Greg. I’m Chris.” He offered his hand; we shook.

“You don’t seem all that worried about being nude...”

Chris was reaching down for the towel to put it back in his lap, but not before I caught a glimpse. Nice package! Not totally soft, I reckoned, but nowhere near a hard on. Trimmed pubes. Tight balls. No foreskin. Just how I like ’em! (It was a good glimpse, okay?) 

“Nah...doesn’t bother me really. Sorta like it when people look at me!” He grinned.

“Like that day I saw you at the shops. Certainly made me look!”

He just grinned more.

“But you don’t want your mates to see you now?”

“Yeah...nah...just don’t want ’em puttin’ pictures on the ’net.”

“That’d be kiddie porn wouldn’t it?” 

“Kiddie porn? Nah, man! I’m nineteen!” He sounded insulted.

“Oh, sorry...thought you might’ve been younger! Like maybe seventeen.”

“Turned nineteen last month.” And defensive.

“Nineteen? Well, that makes you fair game!” I glanced over at him. He had a puzzled look. “Like, fair game for pictures on Facebook.” I added quickly.

By this stage, I was more than a bit flustered. I shut up and drove.


Chapter Two




It was just a short drive home. As I pulled into the driveway, Chris asked, “Who lives here?”

“I do.”

“Yeah, but who else?”

“Just me and Jack.”

“Jack?”

Why is he asking this stuff, I wondered. Is he just sussing me out? He doesn’t seem too bothered.

“Jack—the dog! Will I just go get some shorts and bring them out, or you wanna come in?”

“I’ll come in, if it’s okay.”

“Sure. But wrap the towel around you before you get out. Just in case the neighbors are looking.”

Chris grinned again. I was starting to really like that grin.

As I got out of the car and let Jack out of the back, I looked around to make sure there weren’t any neighbors about to view the strange sight of a towel-clad young guy following me into the house. The coast was clear.

I had just closed the door after we came inside, turned round, and there’s Chris, holding out the towel to me. “Thanks man, here’s your towel back.”

“Ah...thanks...” I was surprised at just how at home he seemed to be, naked in front of someone he had just met. Yet again, there was no option, I just had to look. And it really seemed like Chris didn’t mind. He had said he “sorta liked” people looking at him. So this time, I took my time looking.

“Impressive,” was all I could think of to say. “You obviously work out.”

I took in the whole picture. Chris was lean, but not skinny. Just enough of that puppy fat left to smooth out the definition on his developing muscles. Looked more like a swimmer’s build than anything else.

“Nah, work keeps me fit. Played footy till last year, training, stuff like that,” he responded.

“So you’re used to being naked around people...like in the sheds after a game.” I was stretching out this conversation. More time to take in the sights.

Clear golden skin, and unusual for his generation, no tattoos or piercings. Light blondish hair on his legs and arms, but almost none on his chest.

“Yeah, guess so,” he offered.

“And you don’t mind guys checking you out?”

Well, I was checking him out right now, and he wasn’t objecting. Light treasure trail from his navel down to a light brown bush around his junk. And a generously sized piece of junk it was! Or was it maybe just a little “inflated”?

“’S okay, I guess.”

I could feel my heart beating...or was it thudding? Sweaty palms. I didn’t want this to stop!

“You prefer chicks though?” 

“Yeah! Of course! I’m not gay, man.”

“What if a gay guy was checking you out? Would that be different?”

Chris shrugged. “Dunno. Probly not...why? Are you gay?”

“Well, let’s just say I’m not a hundred percent straight.”

The situation could go either way from here, but his grin returned. So did mine.

We walked through to the lounge. I tossed the towel onto a chair and turned round to face him again.  I made no effort to conceal that I was obviously perving.

“Suppose I better get you some shorts, though that’s gonna spoil the view.”

“Look all you like, man,” he lifted his arms, as though inviting inspection.

“Yeah? But it’s not doing my blood pressure any good.”

I went off to my room to find some clothes.

A minute later, when I returned, Chris was lounging into the corner of the sofa. Right arm on the arm of the couch, left arm draped across the top. Right foot on the floor, left thigh on the couch with the foot dangling. It was the exhibitionist displaying for me again. It stopped me in my tracks; I just stood and looked.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I asked.

“What?”

“Putting on a show. Teasing.”

“Y’like it, don’t ya?”

“Yeah. But look, don’t touch, is getting a bit hard.”

I noticed that once again his dick wasn’t totally soft. Was it getting hard? No, but not far from it. Just how far can this go? I wondered. The way he spoke, he seemed quite...casual?...or was it confident? What he said next should have surprised me, but it just seemed to fit...

“What would you do if you could touch me?”  He was looking down at his ever-so-slowly growing cock.

“Mate...all sorts of things! Depends how far you let me go.”

“What would you do first?”

Well, if I don’t do something here, I’m gonna miss out...or am I about to make a huge mistake?

I tossed the shorts and T-shirt I had selected for him onto the chair with the towel, and took the two steps over to the couch.

“Something like this,” I said as I knelt and reached my right hand under his balls.

He pressed back into the couch. Seemed like he wasn’t really sure if this was what he should do.

But he didn’t push me away, he didn’t close his legs. He had that look you get when you wade into cold water, just as your junk goes under. Then he relaxed a little as I gently tickled his nuts. His dick reacted positively, slowly growing to an impressive seven or so inches.

“I’m not gay, man,” he said again, quietly. It was more a comment to himself, than a discouragement of what I was doing.

“You don’t have to be. You can have fun without being gay.”

My left hand gently caressed his chest and abs. My right moved up to stroke his boner. It was rock hard. Chris closed his eyes, and put his head back, his breathing becoming more noticeable.

“You wanna know what I’d do next?” I asked softly.

He just sort of snorted. I’ll take that as a yes.

I reached my left hand around behind the small of his back, my right returned to his ball sac. I leant in and licked the front of his shaft. Just a slow lick from bottom to top.

Another noise. More a gasp than a snort this time. I must be doing something right!

I licked a few more times, like you would a melting ice cream, but my mouth was a bit dry.

“Just hold there a minute.”

“Huh?”

“I’ll be back in a sec.”

I thought there might be a risk the spell would break, and I’d return to an empty lounge, with Chris and the spare clothes disappearing out the door. But I needed a drink. I quickly went to the fridge and chugged some milk. Always good for a dry mouth.

I returned to the lounge and Chris was still there, but now sitting straight up in the middle of the couch, legs apart, head back with arms behind, eyes closed, and his cock was throbbing.

I went back and knelt between his legs. Lightly, I caressed his torso with fingertips, watching him squirm as goosebumps formed where I touched. Gently cupping his balls, I again licked his seven inches, slowly, deliberately. Up and back, up and back. Then I grasped his nuts firmly as I again reached the tip, and plunged the entire length into my mouth. 

Chris let out a grunt, or a moan, or maybe a combination of the two. His hands came down onto the back of my head, not forcing or pushing, just resting on my scalp as I sucked his cock, slowly at first, but building up a steady rhythm. His breathing synchronized with my action, and his hands started to press just a touch harder. Letting my left hand take over the beat, I put my tongue to work on his balls.

“Man, I’m gonna blow in a sec!” Chris was a touch breathless, a good sign I was doing my job well.

I immediately went back to sucking, and as I felt his balls start to contract, I again plunged to the base, sucking hard. He pushed on the back of my head as he let fly down the back of my throat.

The sound he made was almost a low growl. It was really nothing like what you hear in porn.

Keeping him in my mouth, and lightly sucking as I moved back up to the tip of his cock, I never spilled a drop. He fell out of my mouth with a plop onto his belly, and an audible sigh.

“That’s what I’d do,” I said. “But wait there, there’s more.”

I headed into the bathroom and ran hot water over a washcloth. Returning again to the lounge, Chris was sitting there, one hand holding his deflating member. The grin was gone. He now looked, well, a bit shocked? Again, I knelt between his legs, moved his hand aside and softly wiped him down with the warm washcloth.

“Okay?” I asked, meaning both was he okay, and was that okay?

“Man. That was awesome!” He was still a little breathless.

“You had head before, haven’t you?”

“Yeah, coupla times. But not like that.”

“What d’ya mean, not like that?”

Chris finally looked up at me. He looked like he was a little puzzled. 

“I’ve had girls suck me off, but...I dunno...that was...intense?”

“Could be that the girls did it because you pestered them for it?”

“Yeah, I s’pose.”

“There’s the difference. I did it because I wanted to.”

“Fuck man, I’m not gay...but fuck! That was awesome.” Chris still hadn’t moved. He just sat there and went back to staring at his dick as though in shock. Maybe he was!

I got up and tossed him the spare clothes.

“Better put these on before I go for seconds.”

He looked up. The grin was back.


Chapter Three




Chris had left that night promising to return the borrowed clothes, but I hadn’t really expected him to come back. After all he’s “not gay, man”. I thought I might have found he had left the clothes outside the door, or in the letterbox, but no. Oh well, it had been an afternoon to remember!

Some two weeks later, at about eleven on a hot, steamy, Saturday night, there was a knock on the door. It was Chris. He had been drinking. Not pissed, but you could just faintly smell alcohol.

“Hey Greg,” he said. He wasn’t obviously affected by the booze. If not for the smell, you wouldn’t know he’d been drinking.

“Chris! How are you mate?” This was a pleasant surprise.

“Can I come in?” he asked. “If you’re not busy?”

“Sure.”

He walked through to the lounge, looking a bit unsure of himself. He wasn’t the cocky, confident exhibitionist this time.

“What you up to?” he asked, taking a seat on the lounge, sitting forward, elbows on knees.

“Not much...you?” I took the seat across from Chris.

“Just had a few beers with the guys.”

“The same guys you were playing footy with that day?”

“Yeah.”

“You get your clothes back?”

“Yeah...and my key, and my phone.”

“They ask where you got to?”

“Told ’em I walked through the bush behind the soccer field and hid for a while, then stole some clothes off a clothesline.”

“That worked?”

“Yeah. I went over and walked through the bush when I left here, just in case they were around. They came driving up behind me when I was almost home.”

“Okay.”

“Sorry ’bout your clothes, man. I think they’re still at home somewhere.”

“Don’t worry about it. I won’t miss ’em.”

I broke the few seconds of awkward silence by offering a beer.

“Yeah, cheers, thanks.” He seemed to lighten up a little.

I went into the kitchen, knocked the tops off a couple of Coronas, and brought them back to the lounge.

“Hope you’re okay with me comin’ round this time of night.” 

“Yeah, that’s fine. I’m usually up late anyhow. If the lights are on, I’m up.”

“Thought you mighta had visitors or somethin’.”

“I did, but they left an hour ago.”

More awkward silence, but this time Chris broke it with a direct question.

“Did you like it last time I was here?”

“Mate! You kidding? Of course I liked it!” Chris had described his experience as awesome, but I thought I should check that he was okay about it too. “Did you?” I asked.

He just smiled and nodded, chugged on his beer.

I was waiting for him to tell me again that he wasn’t gay.

He reached to put his beer on the coffee table, but managed to fumble it, spilling a little on the table.

“Shit! Sorry man! I’m not pissed...just...sorry, man.”

“Don’t worry about it...it’s just a splash.”

I used a cloth to wipe the spill and took it into the kitchen.

Coming back to the lounge, Chris had removed his shirt and his shoes, sitting there in socks and jeans with the top button undone. This wasn’t cocky confident Chris, this was quietly confident Chris.

“You got any porn, man?” he asked casually, staring down at his crotch.

How did I get so lucky all of a sudden? Yes, my heart was thudding again, and my palms were sweaty, but this sure was an excellent development for my Saturday night.

“Everybody’s got porn. That’s what internet’s for.”

He looked up and laughed, “Yeah, true. Can you put some on your tele?”

“It’s an old TV. No internet connection. But I got an old DVD...”

I rummaged through the cabinet under the TV and found the DVD I thought might suit—I Like It Both Ways—a bi movie, because, well, he’s not gay.

“This do?” I asked.

His zip was already down, and his erection was stretching the waistband of his Bonds jocks. “Okay.”

I managed to get the DVD going, and on screen. Turning round, the jeans were gone, over the back of the couch, maybe. The jocks were on the floor, and he was standing to attention...or at least one part of him was. The grin was back, as he sat there, legs spread, arms akimbo, inviting me in.

Again, I just had to stare. It was a great sight!

I swigged a bit more Corona, and set about my work. Pretty much the same as the first time, the tickle on his balls, the slow tongue work on his shaft, building up to a steady sucking rhythm. I swapped over to sucking his balls and stroking his cock and could tell he was getting close to climax. But as he was approaching the point of no return, he stopped me. “Hang on, man...don’t wanna blow too quick this time.”

Fine by me! There was plenty more fun to be had, so I left off the stroking, dropped back down to sucking his nuts, and put my arms under his legs, cupping hands around the back of his butt. It felt firm, yet soft to the touch. With both his balls in my mouth, I was breathing in a wonderful smell. It had obviously been just long enough since he’d had a shower for some of his natural scent to give him a musty, sweet aroma.
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