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Would Like To Meet.

Brendan remembered when personal ads had been full of acronyms and abbreviations. Back in the day when they were in the small ads pages of newspapers or magazines, and were charged by the character. WLTM, GSOH, and all the others saved money and became a language of their own.

Nowadays, of course, most personal and contact ads were online, and could be as long as the poster wanted them to be, without any worries about the cost. Some of them were small essays, but even the succinct ones were longer than the three liners of the past.

The ad that Brendan was looking at included the phrase ‘would like to meet’, which had sent him off on a tangent, thinking about seeing WLTM in the personals section of the free papers. He shook his head, and went back to reading the ad. It was new, he had never seen this couple in his searches before, which made it more enticing.


‘We are a professional couple, looking to explore our fantasies and make friends. We want to try (almost) everything, but, first, we would like to meet a horny bi silver fox who’ll introduce us both to some new experiences.’



Brendan scratched at the stubble on his skin. It was almost all white these days. He didn’t have much grey on the top of his head, but if he grew a beard, it would be Santa’s shade. That qualified him as a silver fox, he guessed. Perhaps he should get in touch with them.

He surfed this swingers site a couple of times a week, fuelling fantasies about getting involved in a threesome or ongoing ménage. But he rarely followed through and contacted anyone. He would chicken out before sending anyone a message, making excuses to himself about how no couple could possibly be interested in him. He pushed that thought away, and kept on reading the posting.

There was no more to the description that the simple paragraph that he had found so enticing, but there were other details. And photographs. Above the paragraph was a picture of a pair of firm, round, female buttocks. Her skin was dark, making the highlights from the camera’s flash much more prominent. She stood with her legs slightly parted, giving a Brendan a glimpse of the lips of her vulva. It was a sexy image, and some thought had obviously gone into it.

Under the image and the introductory paragraph were two short columns, side by side, of biographical details of the couple. ‘D’, whose behind he had just been appreciating, was twenty eight years old, bi-curious, five feet nine inches tall, a non-smoker and casual drinker with no tattoos and some piercings, describing her build as average. ‘P’, her partner, was twenty nine, also bi-curious, six feet tall, another non-smoker and casual drinker, with no tattoos or piercings. He also claimed an average build. They were looking for men, aged between thirty five and fifty, who they could accommodate, or travel to meet.

Brendan scrolled further down the page, and there were more photographs. Each of them was cropped so that he couldn’t see D’s or P’s face, but he did get to appreciate their bodies. They were being unkind to themselves. Neither of them was average. They were both had great bodies. D’s breasts were firm hemispheres topped by large areola and long nipples, one of which was pierced. She had a classic hour glass figure, and there was a sexy curve to her belly as it turned in toward her shaved crotch and the lips of her vulva. In another close up, this time from the front, he could see how her labia were pumped up with excitement at being photographed. He enlarged the image, and studied it for a while, almost wanting to reach out and stroke along the wrinkled lips on the screen.

P was slim, with a flat stomach that stopped short of showing obsessive hours in the gym. His shoulders were broad, and his thighs looked strong. A shot from behind showed he had tight, firm buttocks, and one from the front proved he had a fine manhood for them to get behind when he was thrusting. Brendan looked closer still, and realised that P was circumcised. He had never experienced a circumcised penis before.

Not that he had experienced any penises at all. He wanted to change that, which was one of the reasons he was browsing this site. If he could just find the guts to follow up when he found a listing, like this one, that attracted him.

What excuse was he going to give himself this time, he wondered. At least he was honest enough to know that the main thing- perhaps the only thing- keeping him from getting laid was his own shyness and fear of rejection. If he could just bring himself to take the risk more often, who knew where it would lead. He clicked on another tab whilst he silently chastised himself.

This tab had the recipe he was thinking of trying out for dinner. Roast celeriac with cod. He had picked the vegetable up randomly at the local grocers, and now he had to find a way to cook it. He could challenge himself to try out new food, that was easy. Sex and romance took more work.

After memorising the first few steps, Brendan went through to the kitchen to start cooking. The celeriac was peeled and chopped up, tossed with a little fennel and oil, and placed in the oven. He had about a quarter of an hour before the cod needed to go in. Time for some more browsing.

D and P's listing was still there, the tab next to the recipe taunting him. He clicked on it, and studied their bodies again.

“Fuck it. I'm paying for membership of this site. I should use it properly.” Brendan told himself. He clicked the button to send them a message.

He had already uploaded some photographs of himself to the site. His naked torso and a close up of an erection were available for other browsers to see, but his face was only visible to the people he sent it to. It seemed an appropriate level of anonymity. He selected it to be included in his message to D and P. But he didn't know what the message should be.

The count down timer on his clock told him he had ten minutes to come up with something, before the next phase of the meal started and he undoubtedly chickened out.


'Hello,

I'm a little bit silver, but I don't know how foxy. I hope you'd be interested in meeting up and seeing how things progress from there.

I'm a bi guy, but not greatly experienced. We may have to work things out together, but I do have a very active, and dirty, imagination to draw from.

B.'



It took multiple rewrites to get the short message together, and even then, he wasn't completely happy with it. His finger hovered over the mouse button, ready to tap it and send the missive on its way.

Insistent beeping from his phone told him that he had to get up and tend to his meal. He clicked the send button, and waited as his computer connected to the server, and the data flowed down the lines. It was done. He closed the tab, turned off the machine, and went through to the kitchen.

* * *
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“So many penises. Who’d have thought we would get this many replies.” Desiree almost squeaked as she commented upon the number of messages in the inbox.

“Lots and lots of penises.” Peter concurred, smirking. “Which ones do you like the most?”

“Well, erm. I mean, penises are all lovely. Mostly lovely. That one’s a bit odd.”

“That is a strange shape for the head to be.” Peter pressed up against his wife as he leant in to look at the screen. They were on the bed, wearing T-shirts and baggy pants, freshly showered after returning from the gym. The warmth they both felt wasn’t just from the workout.

“But, the thing is, I think I want to make a few decisions before we start. We can take some of them out of contention easily.” Desiree pointed at the screen, tapping part of the listing that she had brought up. “I mean, we said we’re looking for a bisexual man. So we can take out anyone who is down as straight. They obviously just want to fuck me.”

“I can’t blame them for that. But, yeah, let’s take them off the list. Who else are you ruthlessly chopping off?” Peter had no problems with Desiree having the power of veto over their potential sexual partners. He would be able to do the same if he spotted someone he wasn’t comfortable with.

Desiree closed the listing they had been looking at, and opened another message. “That’s a nice cock. But look at the message. ‘When do you want to fuck?’ That’s too blunt for me. I think they’re just trying it on. Not much better than the straight guys.”

“Okay. So, they get put aside. Do we have anyone left?”

“Not many, I admit. Oooh, what about this one?”

“’I'm a little bit silver, but I don't know how foxy.’ I like that. And he’s not just sent us a dick pic, it’s nice to see a face. Has he included his cock?”

“Not in the message. But here you go, in the listing. That is quite nice.”

“It is. I like that he didn’t send it straight to us in the message. It makes a change to not have it thrust in our faces.”

“Not yet, anyway.” Desiree couldn’t help but giggle. “A good size.” Her left hand dropped to Peter’s lap, feeling the erection through the thin material. Her husband was well endowed himself, and wouldn’t be embarrassed by any other man. She knew he wouldn’t admit it, but he had been nervous about the possibility.
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