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INTRODUCTION
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We all, both men and women, carry within us the curiosity of what it would be like to have a sexual experience with someone of the same sex. Women seem to have more freedom and more acceptance of such experience than men. The majority of men, especially those of us over a certain age, were strictly raised in the notion that men did not touch each other, men did not kiss each other and, most assuredly, men did not experiment sexually with other men. To cross those lines would bring forth a firestorm of insults, name calling, teasing, and usually shunning and isolation. To be singled out as ‘different’ and separate from the group would be a frightening and life shattering experience, branded as a “faggot” or a “cock sucker”.

For most of their lives, the average guy goes about his life being a regular Joe with wife, kids, job, mortgage, and dreams postponed to “someday”. There are certainly, among the masses of men, those who harbor a curiosity if not a latent desire to experience homosexual sex, if only to a limited degree. Perhaps it is in the form of struggling not to look at other men in the group shower at work or at the gym. Perhaps it is rigidly not looking over at the guy at the next urinal in the rest room. Perhaps it is suppressing secret desires aroused by an effeminate coworker or even a stranger. Not a burning desire to leave married life behind and enter the gay lifestyle, but rather just occasional thoughts wondering what it would be like to share pleasure with another man.

Women hug and kiss each other, women dance together, and women even go to the rest room together. Taking that to the next step to sharing physical pleasure is largely accepted and is the stuff of some serious male fantasies. What husband would not want to come home from work to find his scantily clad wife in the arms of another woman, and light up to the words, “We waited for you”? Very few men are so rigid in their morality that they could resist such an offer. But what if he came home to his wife in the arms of another man and his wife says, “This is Ray, I want to watch him suck your cock”? Why is that different? Both are very exciting. Both are anonymous except for the participants. Both result in pleasure and some great memories. The only difference is reticence born of the effects of a lot of rigid upbringing and stigma hammered into men for generations.

But older men are experimenting. Quietly, mostly well below the radar, are husbands wanting to take another man’s cock into their hands and/or mouth while receiving the pleasure that another man can deliver. The lucky ones have a wife who eagerly participates and encourages her man to explore. Fewer but still fortunate are the ones whose wives allow them to be active with men without her participation. Vastly more husbands want to try male/male sex but do not have the courage to discuss it with their wives. These usually end up masturbating in front of a webcam while some equally desperate soul masturbates in front of his. These will probably never experience the excitement and pleasure generated by manipulating another man’s cock into a powerful squirting orgasm. They are likely to pass their lives without ever feeling a man’s hand or lips caressing their hard cocks.

These stories are fictional but are a glimpse into guys ‘getting together’. Bisexual experimentation is largely the venue of older men in their 50’s, 60’s and beyond. To those who are interested but have never tried, I would remind you that the clock is ticking. 

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine. You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind’. Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks.

You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input. If you enjoy my stories, let me know why. If you hate my stories, let me know why. You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Tell Me Again Why You’re Here
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Rick sat in his car at the shopping center waiting for a promised call. Just as he is beginning to get the sinking feeling that he has been stood up again, it finally rings.

“Hello.”

“Hi...uh...is this Rick?”

“Yes.”

“Oh hi, this is Mike. I’m finally in my room. Sorry for the delay.”

“Where are you?”

“Meadowlark Motel, room 216.”

“Okay, I’ll be there in about ten minutes.”

“Cool...uh...see you then.”

“Okay, bye.” Rick put away his phone and shifted his car into drive. I had a feeling that this guy was going to chicken out like so many others. Glad to be wrong.

The motel was not far. Rick pulled his car into a parking space and looked at the numbers on the doors. He took a deep breath before getting out. His feet felt heavy as he climbed the stairs, an effect of his building nervousness. Counting down the numbers, at last he stood before 216. He knocked softly.

The door opened and a grey-haired man wearing a tee shirt and boxer shorts stood before him.

“Hi Rick. I’m Mike, nice to meet you. Come on in.”

The cool air of the dimly lit room felt good against Rick’s sweating face.

“What’s in the bag?”

“It’s a lotion. Nice stuff, very smooth and silky. Feels really good when applied to the right places.”

Mike guided him to the small table with two chairs. 

“Please sit down. Would you like a drink?” Mike poured some additional bourbon over the ice in his glass and took a sip.

“No thanks.” Rick slid out one of the chairs and sat down. 

“I hope you don’t mind if I do, I’m nervous as hell.” Mike took another drink before he pulled out the other chair.

“You’ve never done this before?”

“No, do you do it often?”

“Not that often. It’s hard to find guys who actually want to meet.”

“I can understand that. If my wife knew, she’d kill me. Probably divorce me before I got home.”

“She might surprise you. Some women are excited by guys playing.”

“Not mine, she’s a really old fashioned gal.”

“Have you discussed it with her?”

“Oh HELL no! She’d throw my ass out of the house in a minute if I told her I wanted to have sex with other men.”

“How long have you been married?”

“Thirty-four years, two kids raised and on their own. The house seems empty without them.”

“Have you ever tossed out any sex ideas? Swinging, sex clubs, stuff like that?”

“No.”

“Then how do you know? She may be itching for some sexual adventure but is afraid to approach you.”

“Man, after all those years, I know her pretty damn good and she’s just not one of those gals.”

“Maybe she would like to become one and you are holding her back.”

Mike laughed, “You don’t know my wife, nothing holds her back if she wants it. What about your wife? Does she know you do this?”

“Yes, she knows I explore occasionally. We talked about it and she is all right with it as long as I don’t bring men home and I am careful about who I meet.”

“How did you approach her?”

“We were talking one evening and I asked her if she had ever been attracted to another woman. She seemed shocked at first, completely caught off guard. Then she said no and asked me where this was coming from. I told her honestly that I was having some curiosity about guy play and I wondered if she was having similar feelings. After the ‘are you gay?’, ‘are you leaving me’, and a few other questions, things settled down. It did get a bit intense for a while, but once she realized that I wasn’t talking about running off to San Francisco with Lance from the hair salon, we talked seriously. She understood that just because she had no interest in exploring, that it wasn’t fair to hold me back. That was when she set the limits.”

“Very understanding woman.”

“Oh I agree.”

“Let me think it over, maybe I can find a way to approach my wife.”

“Try it, the most she can say is no.”

“The most my wife can say is, “Get the fuck out!”

Rick laughed. “Yea, that’s true.” After a lull in the conversation, Rick spoke up. “So what brings you here today?”

“I had a sales meeting with a client here in town. It finished about noon and I don’t leave until tomorrow.”

“I should have asked that differently. Why am I here today?”

Mike stammered a bit before he answered. “I’m 58 years old. The ol’ thumper doesn’t work like it used to. Even after taking a pill I still have a hard time satisfying Lois. I don’t have the physical strength and the effort it takes to have sex makes it more work than reward. Can you understand that?”

“Sure I can. I’m 62 and it’s no easier for me.”

“As I’ve gotten older, I’ve become more curious about playing with men. The idea of sharing a nice easy relaxed handjob or blowjob has become quite appealing to me. I’m even wondering about sucking a cock and possibly taking one up the rump. Have you ever had that?”

“No, but guys tell me it feels really good once you get used to it.”

“When I found that chatroom, there seemed to be a lot of guys having the same thoughts as me. I’m not interested in hugging or kissing, no gay stuff, just some fun cock play and a nice cum. When we chatted, you seem to be a regular guy who is comfortable with doing this stuff. I had this business trip scheduled so, when I found out you lived here, I figured I’d see if you would meet me.”

“I’m glad you contacted me. So many guys just want to jack off with each other on webcams and, to me, that seems so isolated and lonely. There’s nothing like the feeling of a warm hand or warm, wet lips on your cock and you miss all that with the webcam stuff. You miss all the human contact.”

“Yea, I did cam a few times and it was all right, but it became empty and repetitive after a while.”

“Tell you what, slide your chair out here toward me.” Mike moved his chair out as Rick slid his in facing Mike but off to the left. When they were both seated, Rick reached between Mikes legs and began to rub his crotch. Mike slumped in his chair and his mouth fell open.

“Do you like this?”

“Shit yes.”

“I want you to remember that if you start to feel uncomfortable at any time, I’ll leave with no hard feelings.”

“You just keep doing what you’re doing.”

“I can feel you getting hard.”

“I’ll admit, it’s been a while for me.” Mike’s voice was thick and catchy.

Mike put one leg over the arm of his chair. “Rub my balls too.”

“You’ve taken to this very easily.”

Mike grunted as he wiggled around until his cock popped free of his shorts.

Rick wrapped his hand around Mike’s cock and stroked it several times. 

“You know, this is the first time I’ve ever touched another man’s cock.”

“And look at that, you didn’t die or even turn purple.” 

Rick paused to open the bag he had brought, removing the bottle of lotion. He squirted some in his hand.

“This may feel cold at first.”

When Rick’s hand closed around his cock, Mike’s body stiffened and he moaned.

“Warned ya’.”

“Oh damn that’s nice. Do me slow, oh GOD that’s good.”

“You relax and enjoy, tell me anything you want me to do.”

“Just keep doing that, it feel so good.” Mike was obviously lost in the pleasure. He lay back, eyes closed and mouth open while Rick stroked him. His hand crept between Rick’s legs.

“Are you ready to hold another guy’s cock in your hand?”

“Yea man.”

Rick opened his pants and slid down his underwear. Once back in position, he took Mike’s hand and squirted some lotion into it. 

“There’s no right or wrong, just stroke me nice and easy.”

Mike’s hand closed around Rick’s cock and began to stroke him.

“Not bad at all for a first timer. Are you enjoying this.”

“Hell yea, I should have done this years ago.”

“Just two buddies showing each other a good time.”

“Yea.”

The room fell silent as the two men rubbed each other. The only sounds were an occasional moan and the squishing of lotion sliding on hard cocks. Several minutes passed before Rick spoke up.

“Let me show you some other things.”

Mike sat up in his chair. “I’m up for that.”

“Go lay on the bed with your legs hanging over.”

Mike took off his shirt and shorts before going to the bed. Rick shut off the remaining light and closed the blinds tightly before shedding his clothes.

“I assume you don’t want lights on.”

“I don’t care, I just want to feel as much as I can.”

Rick walked to Mike and lifted his legs, resting them against his shoulders.

“Slide back a little.”

Mike slid back from the edge of the bed, his legs still in the air. “You’re not gonna’ try to go in my ass are you? I’m not ready for that. Least not yet.”

“No, just relax, you’ll see what’s next.”

Rick squirted lotion into his hand and knelt tightly against Mike’s hips, thrusting his hips forward until his cock rested on Mike’s before he wrapped his hand around both. Then he began to rub his cock back and forth while his hand held them together.

“Oh shit! Damn! Fuck! That feels SO good!”

“See what you been missing?”

“Where did you learn this stuff?”

“From experimenting. This is called ‘frotting’.”

“Frot me good man.” Mike’s hips began to work to intensify the sensations. “SO good, SO good.”

After a few minutes Rick began to feel a familiar well up between his legs. He knew he had to slow down or things would finish much too soon. He released Mike and moved back.

“I’m sorry Mike but I’m getting close. I need to slow down a while. How are you?”

“I’m good man, but you go ahead.”

“Tell you what, you get on hands and knees.”

Mike obediently rolled over and up onto his knees. Rick squirted some fresh lotion into his hand and knelt behind him, reaching between his legs to massage Mike’s balls. Mike’s legs slid apart.

“That’s nice man, really nice.”

Rick relished in the way Mike moaned and squirmed.

After applying more lotion to his hand, Rick moved up even closer until his hard cock rested between Mike’s ass cheeks. Reaching around Mike’s hips, Rick grasped his hanging cock. Mike let out a gasp and dropped down onto his elbows, moaning steadily. As he slowly rubbed Mike’s cock, Rick could feel Mike’s hips pressing back against him. He paused rubbing Mike long enough to position the head of his cock against Mike’s asshole. When the rubbing resumed, Rick could feel Mike’s ass yielding as if trying to take him in. Rick’s excitement began to build when he could feel his cock head begin to push into Mike.

“Rick, you better stop. I’m getting close now and I don’t want to cum yet. At my age, it’s pretty much ‘one and done’.”

“We have all afternoon so maybe I can get you up for a second one.”

“Man I would love that. Here, you lay down and let me jack you. However you want it, just tell me.”

Rick climbed up on the bed and rested his head on the pillow. Mike brought the lotion and crawled in next to him.

“I’m not as big as most guys, I hope you don’t mind.”

“You’re just fine. If we can do it, I’d like to feel you in my ass, so I’m grateful you don’t have some big thing that would tear me apart.”

Rick laughed, “No danger of that.”

Mike squirted lotion into his hand and grasped Rick’s soft cock. Rick lay back and closed his eyes.

“Have you done this with many guys?”

“About 12 to 15 since I started. Had one semi-regular until he moved away. We used to watch porn and stroke each other.”

“It’s been really nice so far, no pressure, no sweating about whether or not I’m pleasing her.”

Rick’s cock had stiffened as Mike continued to slowly stroke him.

“I can do faster if you want?”

“No, that’s nice the way you’re doing it. I like slow.”

“Okay. Yours is the first cock I’ve ever stroked, other than mine.”

“What do you think?”

“It’s so easy and feels natural. Don’t know why, it just does.”

“Give me some longer strokes, clear up to the head and back down. Oh Yes-s-s-s, that’s it.”

Rick’s hips were working as Mike stroked him.

“Slower, just a bit slower, that’s it, oh-h-h-h yes.”

Rick’s body twisted and his hands clawed into the bed covers.

“This is what’s really good, feeling that slippery hand rubbing me like a pussy. Some guys want to cum fast and rush off home, but they miss the best part if they do. I struggle to get them to slow down and enjoy.”

The room again fell quiet as Rick writhed under Mike’s hand. After several minutes Rick stopped him.

“You better stop before I cum all over both of us. Time to change directions a bit.”

“What do you mean?”

Instead of answering, Rick climbed off of the bed and went into the bathroom. Mike could hear water running. In a moment he was back with two wash clothes.

“Clean the lotion off your cock. Have you ever had a blowjob from a man?”

Mike’s voice caught in his throat, “Ah...no.”

Rick climbed onto the bed and lay wiping his cock and balls clean. “Lay back and relax. If you want to cum, that’s fine just tell me first.”
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