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​What We Did In Bangkok
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Do you really want to break out and see the sunlight outside the cave? What if it’s diametrically different from what you’d expected? Are you sure you want freedom?

It was supposed to be a Bangkok vacation away from our wives, to experience something new, and fuck our brains out. And it turned out to be exactly that, but very different from what we’d planned and expected. Freedom never takes the shapes we’d expected it to take. But how do these things change completely from what we had meticulously planned? Our Bangkok trip turned from a secret we were keeping from our wives to—a different kind of secret. 

We know how a grain grows into a pearl, or a snowball into an avalanche, but where did that grain or that snowball come from in the first place? Does everything come from something, or do our lives come from nothing? And how does life become so much more complicated not by way of the problems we expect, but the ones that come from nowhere?

Bryan and I had been buddies since we both started working at Goldman Sachs right out of college. We got along comfortably during the sixteen-hour investment banking workdays, laughed at the same jokes, smoked a little pot, watched the Colbert Report, and were at about the same place on the bro-to-nerd spectrum. Even before we’d met at Goldman, our lives had followed parallel paths. We were both only sons. Andover and Exeter, winters in Florida, popular with the girls, Yale and Harvard, living the New England dream. We were both coming up on 30, six-foot-two white male specimens of muscular build and above-average prep-school looks, making shitloads of money at Goldman, in loveless, lifeless marriages with women who’d somehow appeared in our respective lives.

I couldn’t even recall how the idea of getting married had come to me. Like everything else, maybe just from nowhere. One day I wasn’t married and the next day I was. The first three months were idyllic, but then the idyllic burned off and Marceline (don’t call her Marcy) and I drifted apart; we never broached the topic, but I suspect she’d had as little conscious reason to marry me as I’d had to marry her. It had come from nothing, and maybe was rapidly disappearing into nothing. 

Work was thrilling because it was full of something, rather than nothing. There were always clients to be gloriously buttfucked, always money to be made, always strategy and cunning and the looming risk of federal prison. Bryan and I shared these days and nights at Goldman, relishing the very reality of them, in comparison with our dead domestic lives—and somehow this brought about the idea of extending our Goldman ragers into a Bangkok rager.

Knowing no actual specifics about Bangkok, we only knew that it’s the place for a stag vacation, especially one involving getting our dicks wet away from our frigid wives. We’d known that Ivy League colleges were the place to prepare to make a lot of money, and we’d known that New York was the place to go get that money, and we’d known that Goldman Sachs was where the money-addicted can snort the fattest lines of cash. 

All those intuitions had served us correctly, so we’d expected the same of this intuition about Bangkok. It was the place where you could have a great time, meet and fuck all the women you could afford, which in our cases was a lot of them; we wanted to relive our respective high school and college days, fucking new girls every night, with beer and good fun to accompany us.

True bankers, we planned the sleight-of-hand meticulously. We told our wives we’d be working on a deal in Singapore. We’d both even obtained Skype phone numbers in Singapore that would forward to our phones, and our return journey from Bangkok included an airport stop in Singapore, where we could pick up some believable souvenirs for our beloveds. What are investment bankers if not masters of make-believe?

We arrived in Bangkok together, on the same flight from New York, sitting side-by-side, descending over the Bangkok night. Actually, we’d expected Bangkok to look like a pink neon lit whorehouse from the air, but instead it looked pretty much like Cleveland or Buffalo, gray and concrete and surprisingly reputable-looking, like when your pill dealer turns out to be some accountant named Ned. We’d be pill-free for this one, as we’d timed our travel so we’d be in flight during the New York night and arrive in Bangkok ready and rested for the Asian night. We’d heard about Thailand’s drug laws, so we preferred to manage our body clocks through judicious scheduling, and leave the party favors at work. 

The smells of Bangkok’s airport were rawer than anything back in New York. Crowds of tourists, laborers, something, from places like Bangladesh and Belarus brought their own glandular smells. Every Thai couple we passed reeked of dollar-store perfume. Even the odor of cleaning chemicals in the bathrooms was something for-industrial-use-only and seemed too dangerous to have been used stateside. We felt as if we were waking up from a sleep, hit with smelling salts. 

Newly awake, we walked through the airport with purpose, even if an unknown one. I recalled the line from the Sex Pistols: “I don’t know what I want, but I know how to get it.” Straight through immigration, straight through baggage claim, straight to the waiting Uber car.

We’d arranged a huge serviced hotel apartment for the week, a luxury two-bedroom affair in a proudly gleaming cock of a skyscraper in the middle of the city. 

Each of our respective bedrooms was bigger than most entire hotel rooms. Each bedroom had its own balcony, sitting area, and bathroom threesome of shower, tub, and jacuzzi. This was a hotel apartment purpose-built for fucking.Our first night-time expedition was to Nana Plaza, a multi-level mall of, euphemistically, “nightlife,” or, more honestly (and what’s an investment banker if not honest?), prostitution. Nana Plaza’s bars teemed with “available girls,”—country girls just arrived in Bangkok to bring unabated pleasure to male tourists. This we could get into, or hoped we could get into.

Based on internet recommendations, our first stop was a bar called Jailbirds. The premise was that the girls are “in jail” and you have to “free them” by paying for a night of sex with them. The Thais were pretty tone-deaf about how close that sounded to the world of sex trafficking, but then, white Western men flocked to the bar—every seat was taken—so maybe not only the Thais were tone deaf.

In Jailbirds, on our first night on the lam, Bryan and I were supposed to experience a true taste of freedom. We were following the script we’d seen online. Point at a woman. Buy a drink for her. Pay her for sex. Take her to your hotel and do it. And that’s what we did, in robotic lockstep. It felt as if we were following a script, but we were both trying to enjoy it and soak in the freedom of being away from our wives. We were having great fun, weren’t we?

We shared one taxi from the bar back to the hotel for the fuckfest, all four of us: Bryan, I, and the girls we’d chosen, B and A. Those are the names they’d actually given us as their real names, which initially felt like a snub, though I did later find out that both “A” and “B” are common Thai nicknames for firstborn and second-born children. Yet the matched names that they thought were cute only contributed to our feeling that we were painting by the numbers.

Bryan and B went to one bedroom, I and A to the other. A wordlessly stripped and went to the shower, then came back to the bed with a towel wrapped around herself. 

She sat on the bed and asked, “What do you want to do?” I gave a one-word answer. She dug in her purse for a condom, unwrapped it, and tossed it into her mouth like a breath mint. I took the hint to strip. My dick was soft. Getting it hard was her job, not mine. I lay back and she took the hint, leaning her mouth down to my crotch. She orally rolled the condom onto my shaft as if she’d done it a million times, as she likely had. 

By the sheer force of basic physiological response, I was hard. She saw that she’d successfully completed this part of the preflight checklist. She pushed me to lie on my back, then spit on her hand, and spread her saliva over my condomed cock. The feeling of her hand brushing my condomed dickhead did feel quite nice, although even Marceline, frigid Marceline, had known how to do it better. 

Then A straddled my midsection and unceremoniously impaled herself on my fat shaft. Her voice acting had no step-up in volume. As with the wipers on a cheap rental car, there was no intermittent setting, only on and off. She had set her moans and screams to “on” as soon as I was in her. “Oh yeah” and “oh baby” and “feels so good” and “fuck me now.”

They say women menstruate in unison because of chemical signaling. Whores must fake-scream in unison, because as soon as A started vocally impressing me with her throes of ecstasy, I heard from the adjoining room B echoing back. She must have been riding Bryan just as A was riding me.

While I fucked A, I imagined the wall between the rooms was gone. I was imagining looking down on us from above. Bryan and I lay on our backs, side by side, like hospital patients, nude hospital patients with above-average dicks pointing into the air, and Thai hookers atop them. I imagined Bryan pumping one-two, one-two into B as I was pumping in lockstep into A, remembering to grab at her breasts and butt once in a while to ensure I was enjoying this once-in-a-lifetime thrill of an experience. I knew that Bryan and I had gone to Bangkok in unison, “met” these prostitutes in unison, gone back to our fuck pad in unison. Now, were we thinking the same things in unison? Was he wondering what was happening in my room? Was he also consciously forcing himself to stay hard? Did his dick feel numb? What about the rest of him? 

I hadn’t cum in a while, so I decided to lie back and enjoy her on top of me, knowing that even if I wasn’t particularly aroused, I was going to cum. I felt my dick pulsate, and felt my cum dribble into the tip of the condom. The anticlimactic climax arrived. A’s screams went from regular to turbo mode. I hadn’t known there was more than one setting. I tried to play along and shudder a bit. Who was fooling whom?

While I was in the shower, I heard Bryan’s shower also running. Was he also soaping up vigorously, even where there’d been no sexual contact? Was he enjoying the feel of his own hand on his cock more than he’d enjoyed that hooker’s pussy? Was he wondering about how to activate that portion of his orgasm that hadn’t fired in that encounter?

I got dressed and motioned for A to use the shower. After she wrapped a towel around herself and scurried off to shower, I heard shower sounds from Bryan’s room. Then they stopped. That meant that soon A would finish too. She did. After a few moments of intentional throat-clearing sounds and foot shuffles, Bryan and I opened our respective bedroom doors and marched our hookers politely to the exit door.

“We got laid in Bangkok!” I told Bryan, and we unironically high-fived. 

“Yeah, I needed to clear my plumbing,” Bryan agreed.

“Was she good?”

“Yeah, it was ok.”

“Mine was ok too.”

Our conversation quickly went to planning the next day, our first full day in Bangkok. Grand Palace, Khao San Road, Siam Paragon Mall, maybe some street food for dinner, then continuing the whoremongering. Our wives hadn’t even called our “Singapore” phone numbers, and we were going to make the most of our freedom. After the orgasms, not to mention the flight, we were exhausted, and needed to go to sleep for the night. Eight hours of airplane sleep was worth only about as much as two hours of real sleep. We turned in to our respective rooms. 

In the morning, we wandered out of our rooms at about the same time. I felt strangely happy just to see Bryan’s face—that he was going to be my companion on this adventure, that he was right here with me, and we didn’t even have bosses or wives to please here, only us. We took an early morning taxi to Starbucks, then another to the Grand Palace. It would’ve been too dangerous to take Bangkok photos on our phones (or especially post them online), but we didn’t want to be left out of the touristic photo-taking frenzy at Grand Palace. We decided to take fake photos of each other—“one, two, three, smile!” while holding our phones but both knowing we weren’t actually taking a photo—then had fun goofing off and photobombing some Korean tourists’ group shots. 

In the midst of our photobombs, a pair of stereotypically butch Korean women whispered to me, “me, my friend, same you, your friend.” I didn’t know what she was talking about, until she conspiratorially whispered “gay!” in my ear. I laughed and whispered back to her, “we’re not gay!” Her reaction was along the lines of “it’s ok; you can trust me with your secret.” I tried not to be bothered or offended. Bryan asked me what she had whispered in my ear, and I told him that she was asking me on a date.

“Those two? Don’t they exclusively eat tuna?” Bryan asked incredulously.

“Yeah, well, maybe they’re tired of tuna and wanna try my cock.”

“Cause they heard you have a nice one?”

“Word gets around!”

Bryan and I didn’t have any specific opinion about homosexuality. Politically liberal, we strongly supported gay rights in the abstract. We had some coworkers and not-so-close friends who happened to be gay, and their orientation just didn’t occupy our thoughts. We were both ladies’ men—at least before becoming married men—so we thought it was pretty clear we preferred women.

After being called out as Bryan’s boyfriend by the Korean lesbians, I became self-conscious about how my interactions with him may appear. Was it gay that we were sharing one hotel suite? What if the hotel employees didn’t realize that there were two completely separate bedrooms? Didn’t they see us bring back two very female hookers to the room? Or did they think those hookers were ladyboys? What would they think? Why were these thoughts running through my mind anyway?

Following three sweaty circumambulations of the Grand Temple, we decided to cool down at the Siam Paragon shopping mall. The taxi we took there was almost as hot and uncomfortable as walking there would have been. Once we arrived at Siam Paragon and made a beeline for the Starbucks there, I kept noticing gay couples. I normally hadn’t given gay people specific notice, but after the Korean woman’s assumption about me and Bryan, I was interested, especially interested in wondering how happy they are in their lives, and whether they feel freedom and fulfillment from living in a “socially unacceptable” manner, or whether it only creates more constraints for them than “socially acceptable” heterosexuals have. 

We spent our time at Starbucks making mutual observations about Thailand. The glittering shopping malls and temples, the abject poverty visible on the streets, and the other standard notes every visitor makes. We were happy to have time to relax and do absolutely what we wanted. The week was ours. Bangkok was ours. While talking with Bryan, I continued noticing gay couples, until in my mind I saw any two same-gender people together as a gay couple. I was obsessing. 

We decided to hang around the air conditioned Siam Paragon mall for the rest of the afternoon, as we were having a good enough time indoors—and then head to the hooker bars around sunset. We had a long, slow lunch at a sushi restaurant on the top floor, full of juvenile quips about eating tuna and getting our fill of fresh tuna in Bangkok. 

Our choice for the evening’s girlie bar was unanimous: Handies, where patrons could have a drink and a handjob in one sitting.  We’d read about this place online, and at least for me, the thought of being able to whip out my erect dick while drinking a beer at a bar, with no fear of being thrown out of the place was pretty great. 

I wasn’t an exhibitionist, but I was drawn by the implicit depravity and zero-fucks-given of the whole arrangement. Even in the diviest New York dive bar I couldn’t imagine taking out your cock to be stroked to orgasm—by an onsite hooker there just for that purpose, no less. We were more interested in the shock value and the “tell our friends” aspect than by the actual handjobs. After Starbucks, sushi, random snack shops, and buying socks and underwear—about as much as we could safely bring back to New York without being accused of not having been in Singapore—we gingerly made our way to Handies. 

Walking in to Handies, with a flashing neon hand signboard, we realized something that we should have expected, but had not in fact expected: that the bar looks like a regular bar. There were no special pervert booths or curtains at this place. It wasn’t like a lap dance behind a curtain. It was just a regular bar with regular bar stools. We’d be sitting more or less next to each other and whipping our cocks out. We’d probably had glances of each other’s cocks at the gym or in the Goldman bathrooms—the way straight men make a show of looking away while trying to scope out as best they could—and I decided that it was okay, and Handies would be just one of those somewhat awkward “no homo” moments between us.

We sat a few seats apart at the bar, I on the left side and Bryan on the right, and before we’d even been asked for our drink orders, one brown-skinned barmaid—manual laborer, penile technician—sat on my left, and another one on Bryan’s right. The space in between us was empty, and I had wished for another patron to sit there just to make things less awkward. We ordered our Coronas, and our respective girls started undoing our respective belts. My slight fetish for wanton perversion took over and I was rock hard as I felt her hands exploring my boxer shorts in full view of all the other patrons in the bar. My buttons and zipper popped undone, and my dick was solidly in her hand, pointing skyward nudely and unashamedly while sitting in a bar. This was the life?

She grabbed a bottle of baby oil from behind the bar—I enjoyed how casually they kept it there, along with the whiskey glasses and bottle openers—and applied some to my dick. I’d never had baby oil poured on my dick, but the sensation was similar to that of cum, my own, dripping all over my cock. It wasn’t a bad feeling, and I was diamond-hard, more from the physical sensations than from who was giving them to me. 

She gripped the shaft and started pumping it up and down, like a piston. Up and down and repeat. She sometimes used her thumb to give a pat to my engorged dickhead. It wasn’t particularly good. In fact, it was the least satisfying handjob of my life, worse even than my middle-school library study room explorations with Stacey Bergenson, but the perv factor helped me soldier on. I tried to tell her “touch my balls too,” but she only robotically replied, “yeah, baby, I love your cock!” 

Curiosity or perversion got the best of me. I cautiously kept my head looking straight ahead, but gingerly glanced right-and-down with only my eyes. I saw Bryan’s huge hairy dick being jerked by his girl. His shaft was fully engorged, dripping in lube and precum. It was the hottest thing I’d seen on the whole trip. I heard Bryan grunt from deep in his abdomen—I knew that grunt from our weight training sessions—and saw his dick throb a few times in warning, then erupt in cum splashing all over his girl’s hands and the side of the bar counter. 

It was such an awesome display of pure masculinity and sexual power. To Bryan’s girl, it was all in a day’s work, but to me, it was orgasmic. I felt my balls tense up and my cock stand up harder against my girl’s automated up-and-down strokes. The sight of Bryan’s spurting and shaking macho orgasm made me quickly follow him with my own gobs of hot cum. The more I looked at his dick the more aroused I was, and the more I wanted to do exactly what he was doing, shooting my warm nectar everywhere. 

I was so aroused that I no longer cared about whether anyone saw me looking at him. I turned my head to get a better view of the tail end of his orgasm. He was still shooting ropes, and so was I, especially when seeing his thick, hairy shaft—bigger and darker than mine—erupting in pure ecstasy just inches from my own dick and my own hand. His eyes were closed, so I hoped he hadn’t seen me. As I thought about Bryan’s orgasm, every drop of my hot cum was flying out of my body and onto the side of that wooden bar. 

Once I was done, I gave my girl the same kind of nod a trucker gives a fuel attendant. “Yup, all done here,” in nod-language. Of course she knew it. She’d jerked more dicks than a fuel attendant filled trucks. I took a sip of my beer and politely gave Bryan a few seconds to compose himself. After those few seconds, I looked over to him, pretending it was the first time I’d seen his face in a while, not that I’d just watched the beads of sweat dripping from his temples as hot cream shot from his tool. He now had an uncertain grin, as if he’d just been caught doing something bad—but hadn’t I just been caught, or not caught, doing something bad? Or did it matter?

“Not bad,” he acknowledged to me with an exhausted grin, his white teeth glowing from the fluorescent bar lights. 

“Hmm? What’s not bad?”

“The handjob, you asshole!”

Oh. Right. I felt embarrassed about having been lost in thought about Bryan rather than about the handjob I’d just gotten. “Yeah,” I nodded, overwhelmed by post-orgasmic bliss, exhaustion, and a patina of shame. 

We were both handed moist towels to clean up. I paid for both our beers. We walked out of Handies with me wondering how much Bryan had seen—or if not seen, how much he’d perhaps sensed. 

We made a reflexive beeline for the bar next to Handies. We took our seats, ordered two Singha beers—then realized the girls on stage had cocks. We got up to leave and were stopped by a chairbreaker of a Thai man wearing all black, telling us, “no pay no go.” We were already committed to the drinks in his mind, and we didn’t think there was a Better Business Bureau to be contacting. 

In college economics classes we’d learned about the fallacy of trying to recover sunk costs: that drink money was gone whether or not we stayed to watch the chicks with dicks. I knew about that in the theoretical sense, but still, I suggested that we stay and watch for just a few minutes, since we’d have to pay for the drinks anyway. 

We watched the “women” dancing on stage and waving their erect penises. I was comparing their dicks to my own: length, girth, erectness. I won every time. Then I started comparing their cocks to my recent memories of Bryan’s tremendously erect and tremendously hirsute shaft shooting creamy white missiles of cum onto the bar at Handies. Bryan’s cock was bigger, harder, and sexier. The hair on it made it look like a real beefy man’s cock. And it was my best friend’s cock, so it had that much more significance to me. It was a cock I loved. As much as a straight man could love his best friend’s cock. Or even more than that.

I wasn’t sure whether to be aroused or disgusted at the chicks-with-dicks. Bryan seemed to be all disgusted and not at all aroused. We finished our beers quickly and were both hungry, so we decided to go back to our man cave and order room service. We took a taxi back in tired near-silence. 

Once back in the room, we sat side by side, in boxer shorts and matching Goldman Sachs Fun Run T shirts, on the understuffed leatherette hotel-issue sofa, and read the two room service menus as if they were vital scripture. By way of those menus, Thai food offered all its charms to us. We were about to indulge in a feast of taste, smell, texture, even sound—the sounds of Thai fried pork skins as we bit into them—helped along by a prodigious order of Singha beer. 

Despite the odd experiences with our intended activity of banging Thai whores, we were happy. How could we not have been? We were best buddies together in Bangkok, hanging out in a luxury hotel room where everything we could imagine would be delivered to us. The five-star hotel doorbell rang and a waiter brought in all kinds of curries and noodles and soups, stuff we’d ordered pretty much scatter-fire. He set out our twelve bottles of Heineken in two majestic glass ice buckets in the kitchen.

After a few bites and a few sips, we were feeling idyllically good. Bryan told me he was really glad we could engineer this getaway. I said that I hoped it was the first of many. 

Then I asked him what I always liked to ask my traveling companions: how was this place different from what you’d expected? Bryan was perfectly honest with me and told me that fucking hookers wasn’t the thrill he’d expected it to be. Not only were their skills lacking, but, he said, he’d previously underestimated the sexual value of knowing the person you’re fucking, at least being able to have some kind of conversation with them, or better yet, a deeper connection. He’d never tried prostitutes before this trip, and he’d taken for granted that he could have a decent conversation with his wife, or even with the fuckbuddies of his college past. Our Bangkok whoremongering was an experiment in removing that aspect of a sexual experience, and he found that it mattered to a degree that surprised him.

My opinion was identical. The Thai prostitutes were ok as a thing we could tell everyone, except our wives, that we’d sampled, But other than that, they were of no sexual utility. Unlike Bryan, I had suspected to some degree that it would be like this. I’d also never tried sex with prostitutes, but I clearly remembered some college party situations when I just wasn’t into the woman and just wasn’t into the sex, and no matter how succulent her tits were or how much I enjoyed grabbing her ass, the experiences weren’t sexually fulfilling, and my orgasms were labored and incomplete. The orgasms of mine when I’d erupted like a volcano were during the honeymoon period with my wife, when I was in love with her, that and my eruption when I watched Bryan cum at Handies.

Between bites of rice and curry and sips of Heineken, we were getting full and drunk, and started on the favorite locker-room-conversation topic of discussing women’s sexual performance. The Handies handjobs were still fresh in our minds. Bryan put his hand on his crotch illustratively and said, “She just jerked it up and down, like it’s an engine piston!” 

I felt completely unrestrained and asked him how he prefers to be jerked off, if not up and down like an engine piston. My head felt hot and swelled when I realized what I’d just said. But here we were, and wasn’t this the time for an honest conversation?

“It feels better when it’s like this,” Bryan said only slightly awkwardly, as his erect dick emerged from the fly-flap of his boxers. And he gently ran his long fingers over his dark, veiny cock, clearly enjoying masturbating himself, with his hand occasionally wandering down to caress his own balls.

I was salivating and having flashbacks to having seen that same cock throbbing and orgasming in unison with my own. We were drunk, happy, somewhat horny, and our friendship was the greatest thing I could have imagined. If our romance had to be traced to a source, if you insisted that everything comes from something, then the eight years of friendship were obviously the source of our romance and all the orgasms we’d later share. 

“You mean like this?” I asked and moved my hand to embrace Bryan’s engorged shaft. His first, instinctive reaction was to pull away just a little bit, but then he settled in, as if to give me better access to his erect manhood and everything attached to it. I couldn’t believe what was happening. Bryan only lay his head back in clear enjoyment. I slowly, gently ran my hand over the length of his dick, making sure to lovingly palm his balls and give gentle fingertip-teases to his cock’s purple headed tip. I wasn’t sure whether Bryan was even fully cognizant of the implications of those motions, but he tilted his head back and had a beatific smile on his face, sexual nirvana.

I used my fingertips to lightly trace the veins on his cock, all the way down to the balls. I was no longer pretending it was an accident, and moved my left hand to hold his balls like precious diamonds while my hand voyaged all over his dick. I varied the pressure I gave his shaft. At one instant I gripped harder on the base and slowly jerked it up and down and Bryan gasped “oh god,” and I could tell he was close to orgasm. I backed off, not so much to pursue any conscious plan of edging him to a bigger orgasm, but because I was still in disbelief, and had no idea what would happen if my best friend orgasmed in my hands. 

My hand now was covered in his precum. I knew the sweet, sticky feeling of precum on my hand from all my own jackoff experience. But the feeling of jacking off Bryan was different from the feeling of masturbating myself. His dick was definitely bigger than mine and felt oversized in my hand, like holding the thicker grip on a tennis racket you’d borrowed from your older brother, and that excited me. And instead of knowing directly what felt good when I jerked myself, when I jerked Bryan I had to watch the smile cracking on his face, the rate of his breathing, whether his dick was growing super-ultra-mega-hard or just hard. I was fascinated. I recalled fingering women’s pussies, and in a pussy there wasn’t the sort of immediate tactile and visible response you could see in a dick. I thought to myself that I liked this dick a lot more than I’d liked any pussy.

I looked at the sweat dripping from Bryan’s stubble-covered face and the sliver of his white teeth under a half-smile. He was beautiful. I tried to grip and pleasure his cock in a way that told him how beautiful he was and how much I appreciated our friendship. He’d definitely gotten harder since I started jerking him. Now my hand could barely wrap around the circumference of his shaft, and the hardness felt more like hot steel than like the slight softness of my own erect cock. 

Bryan started thrusting and fucking my hand. I felt his sweetly precum-lubricated cock pushing through the firm grip of my hand, the feeling of each ridge and bump gliding over my hand, sending my own alarm bells of sexual ecstasy from my hand to my brain to my own cock. I caressed his hairy balls with my left hand and held my right hand with a firm, pumping grip on his meaty shaft. With my long pointing finger, I decided to make soft love to the tip of Bryan’s cock, gingerly running my finger in circles over the engorged tip as I was pumping his shaft and he was moaning and fucking my hands. 

Bryan started bucking and thrusting and it almost threw me off the sofa. His face was flushed red. His dick was now throbbing up and down as he was fucking my hands desperately, putting all his sexual power into fucking my hands harder. His balls were hot, heavy, and sweaty, and now they also started throbbing and pumping. 

I felt a fantastic load of cum start coursing through the base of Bryan’s cock, making its way up through the grip of my hand. With another herculean thrust, with his thighs spasming and contracting, Bryan fucked my hand hard and ejaculated cum all over my chest. I smelled its salty, masculine essence, while watching Bryan’s cock shoot more cum. The loads kept coming as Bryan moaned and pumped his man-love into my fingers in throes of ecstasy. Now his cum was on my shirt, on my arm, on the floor, even on the table of Thai food in front of us. I loved seeing it. The ropes of his nectar were even bigger and thicker than what I’d seen from him at Handies. The aroma of his musky cum was everywhere.

As the last of his manly syrup left his cock, he sighed and leaned his head back again. He put his now semi-flaccid, cum-soaked cock back into his boxers, said an exhausted “whoooo,” and wordlessly marched to his room. I heard him collapse into his bed. 

I was alone now on the sofa, My dick was rock hard. My thoughts were full of what just happened. I was still horny and needed to masturbate, but jacking off to the recent memory of what Bryan and I had just done was something I couldn’t yet manage. It would’ve no longer been credibly deniable, attributable to a one-time drunk, horny mistake. I was sitting alone, covered by my best friend’s cum—was I going to jack off to that feeling, to that smell? I couldn’t make the move yet. I went to my bed. Thoughts raced. I got even hornier when remembering the sight of Bryan’s smile while I watched his dick shoot cum into the air and at my chest. I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to masturbate in my bed while thinking of Bryan’s orgasm. “Breaking free is easy; the difficulty is knowing what to do with that freedom.” 

Setting up to pleasure myself, I gripped my cock and it felt small as it’d never felt before. My balls seemed smaller than I’d remembered them. Manhandling Bryan had spoiled me for size. I started gripping and stroking my dick exactly as I’d gripped and stroked Bryan’s, and I started alternately imagining that I had my hand on Bryan’s dick, or that it was Bryan with his hand on mine. I was too tired and too horny to care if that made me gay. I stroked and tugged and made love to myself, thinking of Bryan and the evening I’d just had with him. It didn’t take much time or effort for me to cum. At the orgasmic moment I imagined Bryan at that same moment idyllically sleeping in his bed, covered in his own cum that I’d just frantically milked out of him. 

I awoke to hot sun through the window. My first thoughts were “Bangkok vacation!” My next thoughts were memories of what had happened the previous night. Ever the optimist, I decided that Bryan had probably been drunk and wouldn’t even recollect what happened, and things would go on as before. Or we’d laugh about it. Didn’t fraternity brothers give each other late-night handjobs in the sauna sometimes and then laugh about it? Didn’t soldiers on the front lines sometimes help each other out? 

10 A.M. came, then 11, and I hadn’t heard anything from Bryan’s room. He normally would have been up by 9 or 10. At noon, I decided to make a direct inquiry. I knocked on his door, “Hey, Bryan?”

“Oh, hi, yeah, come in.”

He was sitting on his bed, freshly showered and fully clothed, staring straight ahead at the wall mirror, wearing a blank face. I asked him whether he wanted to go out to get some lunch.

“Oh, I’m ok for now, thanks. You can go by yourself if you want.”

I felt deflated and rejected. It was like the times a woman had turned me down or hung up the phone on me, or laughed off my invitation to prom. I reminded myself, trying to console my own emotions, that Bryan only wanted some time to consider the previous night, and he might very well have been uncomfortable face-to-face with his best friend who’d just given him the handjob of his life. I left Bryan’s room without saying anything, and sat down on that same sofa again, making amused mental notes of the patches of dried semen I noticed on the table and carpet.

It was a one-two hit, first the new sexual experience of the previous evening, and now the emotional side, the feeling rejected and dejected because the man of the previous night’s fling didn’t want to have lunch with me the morning after. I felt ridiculous. I felt gay. Brojob for a friend in need is one thing, but now I was going to sit at home and pout because my buddy didn’t want to join me for lunch?

I went to my room to shower and decided that I’d set off for lunch on my own. I wasn’t having some kind of homo man-love need for Bryan to join me. I undressed in front of the mirror, sniffing Bryan’s dried cum as I removed my shirt, and wondering what Bryan would think of my body. He’d seen my body, most of it, in gym locker rooms and beaches and so on—but not like this. What was “this” anyway? Was Bryan aware of the same thing? Was that why he was hiding in his room?

I soaped up my body, feeling my cock anew for the second time. It felt puny but ready to fuck.

I dried off, threw my precum-soaked boxers in the laundry pile, and put on fresh clothes to go out. I stepped out of my bedroom like a man about town—suddenly having a hesitation about how gay the “sassy man about town who doesn’t care what Bryan thinks” image sounds, and a second hesitation when I heard Bryan yelling out to me that he was ready to join me for lunch.

In the taxi, I tried not to stare at his face, and definitely not to size up his entire body. For the first time, I was consciously thinking of how closely I was sitting to him—too close or too far?

We got to the recommended restaurant, a dim sum place in Bangkok’s Chinatown, after a cab ride silenced more by the pounding heat and the patter of Thai talk radio rather than by any obvious awkwardness between us. We entered the restaurant, darkened and sepulchral in the 1960s Bangkok style: six-foot-high ceilings that forced us to crouch while walking to our table. I hoped we could have a talk about the previous night instead of doing everything to avoid it—that is, if Bryan recalled it at all. If Bryan didn’t even recall it, would I recount it to him?

In synchronized tit-for-tat, we ordered dimsum plates and both Thai and Chinese beer. I wanted to have a big table of nibble food for a long chat. Bryan was similar enough to me that he was likely thinking the same—if he remembered at all, of course—but given his behavior in the morning, he must have remembered.

“So you wanna talk about it?” Bryan started off. I could have acted dumb and pretended I didn’t know what he meant, but why? We were best friends, and we certainly both knew what had happened the previous night. Yet his question took me by surprise in its directness—but I’d known Bryan for eight years of best friendship, so shouldn’t I have known that he’d approach this so directly?

“Yeah, it was a surprise,” I answered, hedging my outstanding positions by not announcing whether I was long or short on homosexual handjobs.

“Sorry I was out of it this morning; just didn’t know what hit me, didn’t know what to think or how to act, never ever had a morning like that before, I mean a guy, and my best friend, you know...” he apologized, and took a gulp of beer.

The waitress arrived with steaming plates of dumplings and prawns and this and that. We were sure she didn’t know a word of English, but we still went silent until she was out of hearing range. Was this what it’s like to be gay, cloak and dagger subterfuge even to a waitress? 

I gnawed on a shrimp while contemplating my response to Bryan. Somehow being in Bangkok made me feel freer and unconstrained to discuss what was really up. “I’m sorry, I don’t want to offend you, but I really, really enjoyed what we did yesterday; it made me feel close to you, and I liked pleasing you. I’m sorry,” and I looked down onto my plate. I was no longer hedging or hiding. That was everything laid out. I’d just whipped out my cock, in the masculine lingo, or laid my emotions on the table, in the feminine version. Now Bryan could have, contractually at his sole option, fully rejected me, or told me to scram you faggot, or pretended not to have heard anything at all.

“Oh, it felt awesome, I mean at the time, I loved it, felt better than anything else, I’m just worried about where this goes,” Bryan recited, practiced yet seemingly stream-of-thought, while staring down at his arms. I was elated to hear his honesty. Of course I knew from his copious spurts of cum that he enjoyed it physically, but I had been worried that he wouldn’t be willing to acknowledge his enjoyment and especially not talk about it. But Bryan was Bryan, giving me the lowdown directly.

In front of us we had a week, or almost a week, to ourselves in Bangkok. We could have rebelled in the expected way, the way every married man did in Bangkok, getting our dicks sucked and fucked by tarted up village girls for fifty dollars or so a pop. That was the acceptable rebellion. That would have been non-transgressively transgressive. We wouldn’t have had to hide it from anyone; maybe even our wives wouldn’t have minded too much. Or we could opt to do something completely unexpected, of which we’d done a little bit already. Something shocking. Freedom dressed as the devil, or maybe the devil dressed as freedom. Although in what world did we live where best friends showing each other love was shocking but paying to fuck third-world hookers wasn’t shocking in the least?

I thought of Heidegger’s three stages of living. In the first stage, you do what’s expected of you. In the second stage, you do exactly the opposite of what’s expected of you—thinking it’s rebellion, while it’s really just another form of following a script. And in the third stage, you’re doing your own thing, being “authentic” as Heidegger calls it, living neither by following a script nor by going exactly against it. The metaphysics of not giving a fuck. Was I up to it? Was Bryan? If we could live not-giving-a-flying-fuck style in Bangkok, what about when we returned to New York?

Bryan was becoming uncomfortable at my having fallen into silent thought. Now was the time to communicate a plan to him, or at least to communicate my feelings.

“We’re adults, we’re here to enjoy ourselves, I mean we only have one week,” I told him, using the well-worn excuse of “we only have one week” to mean “we should do as we damn well please.” We should fuck men if that was what we chose. Maybe I metaphorically meant that we only had one life, or we only had one dick. 

“Yah. Let’s enjoy ourselves,” Bryan said. There wasn’t any kind of wink-wink-nudge-nudge undertone in his directive. It was a plain statement of fact. 

That night we tried everything. It was sexually more that I could ever have asked for. It felt as though only at almost thirty years old, I was discovering sex. Everything before had been just fancy masturbation. 

We didn’t make explicitly sexual plans in the taxi back from our Chinese lunch where we’d discussed everything, but we both knew what was up. Once we were back in the room, I wasn’t sure exactly how to start, so I sat on exactly the same sofa where we’d had our first experience, and gave Bryan a warm smile. He took off his shoes and proceeded over to the sofa. It was awkward but tantalizing, like a ninth-grade game of Spin the Bottle. He sat down next to me, and I asked him, “So?”

He eased his big, hairy hands onto my lap. Soon those hands were massaging my thighs through my jeans, and I was becoming visibly very, very erect. A man’s touch was that much more filling and full and satiating than I remember a woman’s having been—why had I waited so long to discover this?

Emboldened by our having implicitly agreed over lunch to the we-don’t-give-a-fuck option, I leaned in for a kiss, still afraid to cross some invisible pink line into being rejected by Bryan and thrown out and called a faggot. Instead, Bryan kissed back, intensely. My tongue parted his lips and he responded in kind, our tongues meeting and exploring each other’s mouths. Now I knew through my tongue the texture of his perfectly white perfectly spaced teeth that I’d so often admired from afar. Now I knew how his lips felt on mine, and how his intense breathing sounded close up. I smelled his hotel shampoo on top of his laundry and aftershave smells that I’d gotten to know over eight years of friendship. 

I dreamed of his built chest and muscular arms. I wanted to feel him more closely than I could through our shirts. I casually started unbuttoning my dress shirt, and he started doing the same with his shirt, but more frantically than I, alternating between undoing his shirt and running his hands over my thighs and the outline of my erect dick. This was same shirt he wore to work every Monday—I didn’t know whether he meant to do so consciously, or whether it just happened randomly, but I noticed it—and it was amazing to see him next to me pulling off that very shirt I’d seen so many times to show me his beautiful pecs and erect nipples, while he continued groping my thighs and my dick.

Kissing a man was a completely new feeling to me. Kissing Bryan was that, plus the intimacy of my best friend I’d known for years. Isn’t the essence of sexual excitement the combination of the familiar and the new? Now that his shirt was off, I straddled him, chest to chest, face to face, my erect dick exactly on top of his, and my balls mounting his—and I kissed him like I’d never kissed anyone before. I smelled his essence and I closed my eyes to take in all of him. I felt the scrub of his hairy chest running across my nipples—previous to that, I hadn’t even known my nipples could be so sexually attuned. I put my hands behind Bryan’s head to hold him closer in. We must have stayed tongue-in-tongue like this for thirty minutes.

I hesitantly unmounted him and started to work on his pants, first massaging his pubic mound and stroking the impressive length of his shaft even through his pants. Now whenever I thought of Bryan’s dick, I thought of that unveiling at Handies, how I saw him cum that time—and how much bigger I saw him cum in my own hand. 

After I undid the top button of his jeans, I saw a triangle of starched white boxers, a bit of dark pubic hair emerging from them, and the tent of the jeans crotch held up by Bryan’s hard meat. I almost came just from that sight of Bryan’s manhood laid out all for me. I gently palmed the tip of his cock, still through his pants, and now he suddenly kissed me, almost violently, his mouth hot with anticipation and wet with the saliva of intense arousal. We gently explored each other’s mouths, lips, and teeth, then drew apart and played at sword fighting with our erect tongues. 

“I’m really liking this,” he confessed.

I wanted to respond not in words but action. I wanted to taste him, all of him, especially his gargantuan dick. Doing my best not to cum at the musky aroma of his crotch, I continued undoing his pants and boxers, now giving small kisses on his flat stomach, his pubic mound, his inner thighs. I pulled off his jeans and his dick was firmly pressed against his white boxers, an unnatural concealment, like a skyscraper clad in cloth. Yet the boxers provided me a way to slowly introduce myself to the novelty of sucking a dick. I kissed the entire shaft through those boxers, planting small kisses on every square inch of the fabric covering his gigantic engorged manhood. I took the tip—its outline very visible even through his boxers—into my mouth and gave the cloth a lick. Scratchy and strange feeling. Cloth wasn’t made to be licked; dick was.

I reached under him, palming his gorgeous gym-sculpted ass to his muttered “ah yeah good,” and pulled off his boxers. He raised his legs in the air and I dreamed of assfucking him hard in that position, taking all his ass for myself to the melody of his manly grunts. But for that moment I wanted to get his tool in my waiting mouth. It was pointing straight up. It was even more immense than it seemed before, either because my face was just inches from it, or because I had done a good job of arousing Bryan into sexual ecstasy. I was a fast learner.

I kissed the shaft again, now unclothed, and I caught myself staring at the veiny contours of his manhood and letting Bryan’s dick hairs nuzzle my face. His cock smelled of ambrosia. My tongue went under his shaft, to make love to his bull-sized balls. I teased one orb then the other with the tip of my tongue, then with my tongue’s entire flat surface, and then could no longer deny myself the pleasure of his body, and started sucking his balls, one then the other, taking them deeply into my mouth, almost swallowing them, as he lovingly used his hand to stroke my ear.

I’d primed his balls and shaft and I wanted to taste the engorged dickhead. It was gleaming with precum and his whole dick was throbbing; I knew Bryan wanted me to take his cock in my mouth. I puckered my lips to make a warm, tight, wet hole for him and took his entire shaft in my hand and started probing at my lips with it. All Bryan could do was breathe hard, occasionally gasping and moaning. I felt his gorgeous circumcised dickhead slide past my lips and thrust deeply into my mouth, going down into my throat. I sucked hard and tried to get his cockhead in past my tonsils without gagging. 

I wanted him to fuck my face. I palmed his balls and took his shaft into my hand and started pumping it in and out to fuck my mouth with it. He understood very well. 

Bryan was now sitting back on the sofa, me kneeling on the floor in front of him to suck his dick, his arms bracing his whole body in position as he furiously fucked my face. He was breathing hard and gasping “oh yeah.” I wanted to grab his ass and feel its muscles contracting as he facefucked me. I put both of my hands on his meaty ass cheeks. They were smooth, soft, but just slightly hairy, the ass hairs providing extra sensation to my hungry hands caressing every point of his luscious body. 

I wanted to see how far I could arouse him. I took one hand and started running it over his chest and his prominent pecs that I so loved, brushing my fingertips over his nipples and frantically squeezing at his biceps in rhythm with his pelvic thrusts. At the same time, I started running circles over his engorged cockhead in my mouth as he thrusted in and out. At the moment I started those loving circles with my scratchy wet tongue, Bryan erupted at first vocally, “oohhhhhhhh,” then with harder and faster fucking, then with gobs and gobs of his sweet nectar dumped into my mouth. I had never imagined semen would taste so sticky sweet. I tasted Bryan’s generosity and kindness in the sweetness of his cum. I tasted his masculinity in its salty tinge. I swallowed every drop and sucked hard to extract more out of him. I urged his balls with my fingertips to pump more of his cum into my mouth. 

He shot another thick, creamy rope directly down my throat. bucking and moaning. I frantically flicked my tongue over his tip, jerked the shaft, and groped his balls, hoping the torrent of cum would never stop, that we could stay like this, Bryan pumping his masculine ecstasy into me, for hours. 

Load after load, I loved, tasted, spread around in my mouth, hungrily swallowed. When Bryan seemed spent, I sucked out the last few drops, sucking first his full tool in my mouth, then the very tip, greedily hoping to swallow the very last drops of his thick, manly cream. 

After I was done, I immediately moved up to kiss his chest that I’d been dreaming of while sucking his cock, then to french kiss him again once more, as if to congratulate both of us on a job well done, on the hottest sexual experience of both our lives, even though we knew it was just starting.

We embraced and kissed, now more familiar with the mechanics of the process, our tongues practiced at exploring each other’s mouths. I wondered whether my best friend, now my best sex partner could taste the residue of his man milk on my tongue, my lips, my mouth. I wondered whether he’d forgotten entirely about his wife in these few days, as I had forgotten about mine. I wondered whether he’d now imagined his whole sexual life in front of him in terms of fucking me for the rest of his life—as I now imagined fucking him for the rest of my life, needing nothing or no one else.

“I’m still fucking horny,” Bryan matter of factly told me, undoing my pants. My dick was less impressive than his, but nothing to be ashamed of, especially when it was fully engorged thanks to his hands and mouth. I glistened with precum. I ran my hand to his naked dick and verified he’d already recovered and was already hard. I palmed his ass again and got a capital idea. He smelled my dick and balls. He nibbled at the space between cock and balls, then took my balls lovingly in his mouth, one by one, just as I’d done for him. I was hard, and I wanted more. I wanted everything.

“I wanna fuck your ass,” I declared, trying to be as direct as Bryan would always be. Bryan smiled like a bro, as if I’d just offered to go on a black-diamond ski run or surf a ten-foot wave or place an unhedged currency trade or go to Bangkok to fuck some hookers. 

I stripped off all my clothes, not wanting any clothing to interrupt our intimacy. I had no idea about the workings of assfucking—I’d never tried anal even with any women—but I was sure a couple of horny Ivy League grads could figure it out. The hotel had conveniently placed bottles of moisturizer lotion all around our suite and I grabbed one as soon as it was in sight and started slathering it on my dick. Bryan got the idea right away. He tried to get the bottle from me to use on his own ass, but I interrupted him: “let me do the honors.”

I gave his exposed ass a friendly slap and grope. I’d never imagined how great that felt, starting from my hands feeling his quivering ass cheek to my ears going electric from the thwap sound that slap made. I spread the lotion onto my hands to warm it up and started massaging it first onto his ass cheeks, then getting closer and closer to the rim. He moaned as I started spreading the warm creamy lotion all over his sensitive rim, and I even fingered his ass a bit to get the lotion in deeper. 

Was this where the prostate was supposed to be? I put my finger inside his ass, fingered up, and heard “oh fuck yeah”—that must’ve been Bryan’s prostate. I massaged it with the tip of my finger while spreading lotion over the rim of his ass with the rest of my hand, dreaming of spreading my built up load of cum over that same hot ass.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ELEVEN GAY ROMANCE NOVELLAS
—
STEVE MILTON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





