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Hooking Up

 


I follow the guy into his bedroom, eyeing
his ass in those tight jeans. I don’t normally hook up with
daddy-types on Grindr, but something about this dude is making me
hard. He turns around and sits on his bed, giving me a sly grin. I
immediately fall to my knees in front of him and grab the zipper on
his fly, yanking it down. I need to get to that daddy-cock.

“Whoa,” he says, placing a hand on top
of mine. “What’s the rush?”

“It’s sex,” I say, sort of confused by
his hesitation. “Get off and get out, you know.”

He wraps his fingers around my hand, holding
me tight. “I thought we’d kiss a bit, enjoy the moment.”

“I don’t kiss,” I say. “Kissing is for
lovers — this is just a hook-up.”

He chuckles and I get a surge of irritation.
If I had known he wanted a boyfriend, I would’ve hooked up with
someone else. He pulls me to my feet, then has me sit next to him
on the bed. I can’t help but let out a sigh of frustration. I want
to eat his load, not kiss his lips.

He doesn’t let go of my hand and we end up
just holding hands and staring into each other’s eyes. He’s
attractive, I’ll give him that. And his charm on Grindr was what
had won me over. I guess I can indulge him, if only just for a few
moments.

Not letting
go of my hand, he puts his other hand on the back of my head and
slowly pulls me toward him. Our lips press together and he starts
to kiss me. I don’t want to be like a dead fish to him, so I kiss
him back. He moans softly into my mouth and that sound of pleasure,
that burst of warm air of him sighing into my mouth, seems to turn
something in me … something … I wasn’t sure what.

With my free hand, I reach up and caress his
chest, feeling his muscle through his shirt. Soon, I move my hand
up to the back of his head, holding him the way he’s holding me,
and I kiss him passionately. It feels unnatural, at first, but the
more I do it, the more I get into it.

He nibbles on my bottom lip and I moan just
like he had done. He nudges me backward and I fall down on the bed,
breaking our kiss for a moment, making me desperate for his
closeness again. I almost whimper in need, but then he lies next to
me and rolls onto me, propping himself up with his hands. He
presses his lips against mine and suddenly that warmth and
connection is back. I open my mouth and let him slip his tongue
inside. I caress his tongue with mine, feeling the velvety
softness, tasting the beer he’d had before I came over.

As he kisses me, he starts to grind his hips
against mine, rubbing his bulge over my bulge, bringing me a surge
of pleasure that only kicks the passion of our kiss into overdrive.
I wrap both my arms around his neck, pulling him even closer,
locking myself onto him and not letting go — I can’t let him
go.

But then he grabs my hands from around his
neck and forces them down to the bed above my head. I whimper,
desperate to have my limbs locked around him again, but then he
presses into me — hard. My wrists are pinned to the bed and he puts
more of his weight on me, bringing us even closer together. As our
bodies rub together, I can feel everything through our clothing —
his cock, his balls, and his hard nipples. And every brush of
friction brings a new electric tingle of pleasure to my body …
pleasure I had never experienced before.

This is all new to me. Until now, a fuck has
been a fuck, a blowjob has been a blowjob. Passion had always just
complicated things, slowed down the action. But now … now passion
is adding to it. This older man is doing something to me that I
didn’t know was possible.

Electricity seems to surge between our
bodies, his breath becomes my breath, my breath becomes his breath.
Sex seems to flow from him to me and back to him. He grinds his
bulge against mine and every brush just makes me that much harder.
Every nibble of his teeth on my lips makes me tremble just a little
more. And every passionate moment sends me to new heights of
pleasure.

I can feel
my orgasm rising in me, coming at me like a freight train, and
there’s nothing I can do to stop it — not that I would ever want to
stop it. He kisses me again, hard and deep, shoving his tongue into
my mouth. His hard nipples abrade mine through the cotton of both
our shirts. And the forceful shove of his bulge against mine is all
that’s needed to make stars explode behind my eyes, to make my
whole body tremble and shake, to make me fill my pants with my
jizz, to have me wordless and boneless, panting and gasping,
recovering from the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had.

When breath and the strength to form words
seeps back into me, I look up at him and into his deep blue
eyes.

“Wow,” I say. It’s all I can say. It’s
all my brain is capable of saying.

“I like kissing,” he says. “It makes
things better … more intense.”

Before I can say anything else, he dives
down, bringing those hot lips to my neck, giving me new pleasure,
pinning me to the bed and taking over, teaching me what sex is
really about…


 


 Buying Underwear

 


I decided it was time I became a proper
gay.

That means I need sexy underwear. No more
tightie-whities.

My heart is pounding with some unexpected
nervousness as I open the door to Cover Your Booty, the underwear
store I’d checked out online. Deep in the heart of the gay village,
I’m banking on this place having the hottest styles for a young
twink like me.

Even though I’m buying this so I look good
when someone sees me in it, I’m still nervous about this whole
thing. I’m used to just buying my briefs at the grocery store.
Cover Your Booty is blessedly empty, with only a guy behind the
cash desk and no customers. He’s a big, handsome, gruff, hairy
muscle bear — he grunts a hello and I give a nervous, jerky nod. I
quickly turn to face the wall of underwear, hoping the bear doesn’t
catch the quickly-blossoming blush on my cheeks.

The wall is covered in little hangers of
colorful and sexy underwear. I’m hard-pressed to call some of it
“underwear”, given it looks like little more than a few pieces of
string tied together. The selection is overwhelming.

“Need some help?” a gruff voice says
from behind my shoulder.

I gulp and turn around — it’s the bear who
works here, the man who is so devastatingly handsome that I’m
sprouting a boner before even glancing at his rugged face again.
“I’m, uh, I’m looking for underwear,” I say, struggling to make eye
contact.

“I assumed,” he says, with a hint of a
chuckle in his deep voice. “Anything in particular?”

“I-I-I don’t know,” I manage to get
out, stuttering. “I’m not used to this sexy stuff, I’ve always worn
the boring stuff.” Out of habit — some weird quirk about how my
mind works — when I mention my underwear, I tug at the waist of my
jeans and expose the top of my briefs. The bear looks down at me,
humor growing in his eyes. He angles his head slightly, and I
realize that he’s trying to see down the gap in my jeans, to see
more of my body beneath. I let go of my jeans and they fall back
into place. The bear looks almost disappointed; I look away in
embarrassment.

“Some of this stuff is probably too
sexy,” he says, nodding toward the knotted string. “If this is your
first foray into quality briefs, you probably want something a
little more basic. Something you can wear to the club and would
look good when you go home with a guy.”

I nod, too embarrassed to speak. I know the
guy is gay and I know he’s correctly assumed I’m gay, but having
been out for only a few months, I still get embarrassed by this
shit.

I follow him as he leads me down to the back
wall of the store. Here, the underwear looks a little more like
underwear. He glances at my crotch like he’s assessing my waist
size, then reaches up and grabs a pair of square-cut briefs in a
vibrant purple and blue pattern.

“Try this on,” he says. He hands me
the hanger and nods toward the small changing booth on the other
side of me.

“I’ve never
tried on underwear before,” I say. “Do I … uh … do I try this on
top of my current underwear?”

“Don’t worry
about it,” he says with a wink. “Get totally naked and put it on.
You have to know how it looks when you head to bed with a guy. I
know you’re gonna love it — and you really need to feel the smooth
cotton against your cock to know you want it bad…”

I feel my cheeks burn with another blush as
I turn around and retreat into the cubicle of a change room. Though
I can’t see what’s going on outside the miniscule change room, I’m
sure the guy is standing there, waiting for me to try it on. I’m
nervous, but I decide to just go along with it. Maybe this is just
how underwear is sold in the gay world and I just have to grow
up.

I quickly strip off all my clothes, doing my
best not to glance at the door of the change room or at my
reflection in the mirror. I totally can’t believe I’m doing this
and I know my cheeks are burning with embarrassment. But I soldier
on — if this is how things are done, I’ll get used to it the more I
do it.

I slip the briefs on. They’re square-cut,
super soft, and have a graffiti-like design scrawled across them.
The front of them instantly make me feel awkward — the briefs come
complete with a large pouch for my cock and balls and it’s like my
junk doesn’t know where to sit. I’m used to it all being smushed
against my body by tightie-whities. I reach into the briefs and try
adjusting myself, but nothing quite feels natural — and as I watch
myself in the mirror, I’m both intrigued and embarrassed by how big
it makes my bulge look.

A gentle knocking at the change room door
almost makes me jump out of my skin. “How’s it going in there?”
It’s the bear cashier.

“Uh…” I say.
“This is … this is going to take some getting used to.”

“Can I see?”

“Uh…”

“There’s no one here, kid. Just you
and me,” he says. I can tell he won’t take no for an
answer.

Furiously trying to fight the blush that’s
surely spreading across my face, I reach for the latch and open the
door. He nudges it open the rest of the way. He has a cute grin on
his face, but I can’t meet his eyes. He grabs my hand and pulls me
out, then turns me around to face a mirror.

“This looks good,” he says.

I look up at myself in the mirror. Actually,
it does look good. It seems to change my whole appearance, like the
sexy underwear somehow makes me sexy.

“But you gotta stand like you own it —
like you own your sexiness. Don’t hide yourself.”

He grabs my hands, moving them away from
awkwardly shielding my crotch to instead have them at my sides. I
feel so awkward having my bulge so prominent, even though that’s
really what I want in gay underwear. He presses against my lower
back, making me stand up straighter, then pulls back at my
shoulders, pushing my chest out.

“Better,” he
says, “but still one more adjustment…”

Before I can protest, his hands are down the
front of my briefs, fondling my dick and balls. I shiver at his
touch. I’ve been with a guy once before, but it was awkward and
rushed and he didn’t touch me as confidently as this guy who’s
adjusting my junk is doing.

“With underwear with a pouch like
this, the cock always goes down, draping over the front of the
balls.” He adjusts my package like he describes, seeming to make
endless little adjustments that I know are just an excuse to fondle
me a little more. I’m semi-hard now, getting thicker and firmer
with every moment his hands are fondling me.

Before I can get fully hard, he slips his
hands out of my briefs. I let out a tense breath, one I didn’t know
I was holding. He steps closer to me and I can feel his bulge
nestling in my butt crack.
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