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Excerpt

 


After all the years of
living a lie, I couldn't believe that he was kissing me!

 


I felt his cock press against my leg, as
mine pressed against his. Both were growing. I reached down between
my legs and grabbed a hold of his fleshy member. I stroked it
firmly. A second later he had grabbed mine. We kissed and stroked
and our free hands continued to play with one another. I pinched
his nipple, he slid his finger over my ass. I melted against
him.

 


As my cock was growing, he let go and knelt
before me. He grabbed the shaft again and before I knew it, he
sucked me inside of his mouth. It was glorious! Warm and moist like
Lori Beth's pussy, only the suction and that tongue – The way it
swirled around and tickled my veins and pleasure spot...

 


He swirled it around the head, then back
down the shaft, sucking me deeper inside of him. As my cock slid
over his tongue, I gasped and moaned loudly. I grabbed the back of
his head – not so much to shove myself in – but to keep myself
upright. My knees wanted to buckle so badly.

 


It wasn't long before I felt myself
approaching the point of no return. I didn't want to cum. Not just
yet, anyway. I pushed him off of me and helped him back up. I
kissed him.

 


This time, I took the initiative. I wanted
him in my mouth, as he had done to me. I had heard the term "cock
sucker" used a fair amount of times in my teenage life. I never
realized how wonderful it sounded in the proper context.

 


I went to kneel before my best friend, but
he stopped me. He took me by the hand. "Come," he said. "That
concrete his murder on the knees."

 


A moment later we were on the grass again.
He stretched out on his towel and I laid next to him, on my
stomach. I grabbed ahold of his thick shaft. It was so fucking hot!
So… beautiful. It made my mouth water, just looking at it. It was
every bit as thick and long as mine, just as I thought it would be
when I first saw it a few minutes earlier. But whereas mine was
cut, his wasn't. I grabbed the shaft and tugged downward, pulling
the foreskin away from the head. It was pink and shiny and there
was a dollop of precum on the tip.

 


I leaned in and took him into my mouth. I
swirled my tongue around his head, scooping up that salty treat and
swallowing it down. I began to lick and suck and bob on his
steel-hard rod. Every now and then he would moan and I would get
another taste of that salty goodness.

 


"Oh," he moaned long and loud. "I want
you to fuck me, Tom." And I wanted to, in the worst
way...
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Chapter 1

 


 What the
hell is wrong with me? It was a question
that popped in my mind quite often in the early 60s.
Why don't I like girls? All the other guys
do. It was a problem that vexed me for
years, over and over. Am I some sort of
weirdo?

 


What is wrong with me?!

 


I don't know if it's any easier for a small
town kid like me to come out of the closet today, than it was back
when I did it in the summer of '63. You certainly have a lot more
options in how you deal with it. If you're one of those people who
have an understanding family, congratulations. And I really mean
that. You're one of the lucky ones and I envy you.

 


Even if you decide to stay a secret, you
have plenty of options to still get you anything from a quickie to
a full-on romance, and anything and everything in between. From
Grindr to Craigslist, and all sorts of other things, you can even
find the right kind of partner in crime.

 


At least if you live in a big enough
population.

 


I grew up in a small town. A very small
town. Buttfuck Egypt, USA. Don't look for it on a map, I just made
that name up. The population, according to the 1960 census was 723.
I always thought that that may have been a bit on the generous
side.

 


My parents meant well. They were good people
and I miss them. I'm not sure if Dad ever came to grips with my
sexuality, but I know he never stopped loving me. Mom said she
always knew and I choose to believe her. But they were programmed
to get find a mate of the opposite sex, get married, and make more
kids to program with the same beliefs. What they used to call
"normal." I guess some people still do.

 


"Sissy-Mary," was a phrase he used to use
when I was around. No, really. It seemed to imply that we were
really girls. Well, I knew that I was a boy, so I was pretty sure
that I wasn't one of those. "Faggots!" he said one day, slamming
down the newspaper. I don't think he knew that I was within
earshot, or maybe he wouldn't have used the words he used.
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