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DOCTOR, DOCTOR, PLEASE!


David, Edinburgh


What would you do if your partner knew about your darkest, most cherished fantasy, but wasn’t able to do anything to help you make it come true? For years now, I’ve dreamed of visiting the doctor’s surgery for a medical examination that gradually became more intimate and, if you’ll excuse the pun, probing. I wanted a dominant hunk of a doctor to order me to strip for him, then subject me to all kinds of deliciously humiliating indignities at his hands.


Of course, that’s something which is never going to happen to you in any real-life medical practice, and it seemed I was never going to experience it as part of my bedroom games, either. My boyfriend, Keith, and I have been together for seven years now, and though we both love each other very much, his desires are a lot more vanilla than mine. He likes to hear me share my fantasies, but he’s never expressed an urge to try any roleplay so we could act them out. About the kinkiest thing I’ve ever managed to get him to do is stick a dildo up my arse while he’s wanking my cock. I’d never ask him to do anything he doesn’t feel comfortable with, even if it means I have to satisfy my submissive urges by watching BDSM porn where good-looking guys are made to serve a muscle-bound, leather-clad master. As you can imagine, more than one of those films has had a medical theme, and I’ve wanked to them over and over again, mentally putting myself in the place of the “patient”.


I think Keith has always felt a bit guilty about not being able to please me in this particular way, even though I’ve told him not to worry about it, and I’d come to accept that my fantasies were destined to remain just that. Then, one Saturday night, we were out drinking in a hot and crowded gay bar just off Princes Street. A guy trying to pass us on the way to the bar managed to knock Keith’s elbow and spill his drink. The stranger was really apologetic, offering to buy Keith a fresh pint, and the three of us ended up getting into conversation. It turned out his name was Jason and he worked as an escort, visiting both male and female clients, though the majority of people who paid for his services were men. Naturally, we were curious about what this entailed, never having met a bisexual male escort before, and Jason was only too happy to enlighten us about the service he offered his clients. He happened to mention that he’d played quite a few roles, including a strict schoolteacher and an army sergeant, mostly for men who were into spanking scenes. I could imagine this well-built guy of six foot two or three taking the dominant role to perfection, and I found myself wondering what it might be like to follow any command he gave me, or risk the consequences. Keith asked him whether he’d ever done any medical scenes, and suddenly I realized where this conversation was heading. Almost before I knew what was happening, Keith had booked Jason to give me a “check-up” the following Friday evening. “Call it an early birthday present,” he said with a grin, as I gaped at my boyfriend in stunned delight.


When we got home that night I could hardly keep my hands off Keith. It was like the early days of our relationship all over again, we were so horny and passionate. I gave him a long, slow blowjob to thank him for organising a session with Jason, and for being so understanding as to let me act out my kinkiest fantasy with another man.


I spent the next week in a state of nervous anticipation, barely able to concentrate on work for thinking about my forthcoming visit to Jason. My mind kept wandering to all the things he might want to do to me, and I knew I couldn’t wait to experience every single one of them


When I arrived at the address he’d given me, an anonymous end-of-terrace house on the west side of the city, Jason greeted me at the door with a welcoming smile. He was dressed in dark trousers and a white shirt, and smelled of an appealing woody cologne. He showed me through to what I assumed to be his playroom – a white-walled room with an old wooden desk in one corner; it could act as schoolroom, office or whatever space was required for a particular scene. In this instance, he’d set up a medical examination couch, covered in a sheet of white paper, with a folding screen in front of it, and had tacked up a couple of posters displaying various aspects of human anatomy. I couldn’t help but notice the couch had stirrups attached, and I shivered at the prospect of what might be to come.


Before leaving the room, he told me to take off all my clothes, put on the gown that hung on the end of the screen and lie face down on the couch, adding that he’d be back in a couple of minutes. I did as he asked, piling all my clothes on a chair before clambering up on to the leather-topped couch. The surgical gown was of the type that fastens at the back of the neck, and only serves to make you feel rather exposed from behind. Certainly, when Jason came back into the room, he seemed to stand looking at me for quite a while, my bare arse all too visible through the slit in the gown, before addressing me.


He’d put on a white doctor’s gown and slung a stethoscope around his neck. With his short, dark hair, piercing blue eyes and stubbled jaw, he was every inch the horny, commanding medic of my fantasies. He ran his hand over my backside while he told me he needed to give me a very thorough examination to make sure my prostate was in proper working order. At the touch of his fingers, my cock, which had been swelling from the moment I’d been ordered to undress, stiffened even further, trapped between my body and the paper-covered couch. Already I ached for release, and the scene had barely begun.


I was ordered to roll over on to my back, then Jason – or Dr Stern, as he asked me to call him – grasped my ankles and placed them securely in the stirrups. It was such an unfamiliar position to be in, with my legs raised and widely spread, and I knew he had a perfect view of my balls and arsehole as he gazed between my thighs. The smirk on his face told me he also had a pretty good idea of how just how hard I was. He had me at his mercy now, and he knew it.


As I watched, Dr Stern donned a pair of thin, white latex gloves, pulling them on to each hand with an audible snap. Standing on the corner desk were all the pieces of equipment he’d need for the intense, humiliating examination he was about to put me through. First, he brought over a bowl of warm water, a can of shaving foam and a razor. Covering the whole of my groin with cool, lemon-scented foam, he set about the task of methodically shaving every last hair from around the root of my cock, before doing the same to my balls. I hadn’t expected this before, and I couldn’t help wondering how Keith would react when he saw I’d been shaved completely clean. Just having this kinky “doctor” hold and touch my dick as he attended to me in this fashion had it standing at full erection, the lack of hair somehow making it look even bigger and more prominent.


Satisfied that I was as bare as I could be, he set down the razor and dabbed my groin dry with a towel. Then he picked up a tube of lubricating jelly and squeezed some on to the index finger of his right hand. Excitement bubbled though my body as he pressed that finger to my anus, warning me as he did that it might be a little cold. It took very little pressure for the slick digit to push through the tight ring of muscle and into my rear passage. I doubt any real doctor would have made quite such a thorough inspection of my hole, or found the little spot inside that’s the seat of my pleasure and rubbed it till I writhed in the stirrups, desperate for release. I knew it would only take a little more of this delightful treatment to make me come.


That’s the point at which Dr Stern stopped, and pulled his finger out of my arse. “Well, that all seems to be fine,” he said. “Let’s see how you respond to the next part of the examination.”


He reached for another piece of equipment, one I’d only ever seen on my favourite medical fetish DVDs. A long, thin metal rod with a bulbous tip, I recognized it as a urethral sound. The thought of having that alien-looking thing inserted into the tip of my penis alarmed me, but it turned me on more. I had to trust Jason to know how to use it properly, but everything he’d done to me so far had convinced me he was a more-than-competent professional in the area of medical fetish play. Again he made sure to grease the instrument with plenty of lubricant, then he took hold of my cock by the base, his latex-clad fingers cool against my overheated shaft.


Telling me to relax, he slowly pushed the sound just a little way in. The mixture of pain and pleasure as it penetrated me was exquisite. I’d never experienced anything like it. All I could do was lie there, helpless in the stirrups, as he used the tool to explore that virgin hole. When he twisted it, opening my urethra a fraction further, I seemed to feel the stimulation somewhere deep inside me, and my anal passage clenched in excited response. At last, he seemed satisfied that I’d been thoroughly examined, and he removed the tool, giving me a moment to recover.


“And now I need to check your testicles are healthy,” Dr Stern said, when he’d wiped the lubricant off his gloved hands with a piece of paper towel, adding that this was an examination I should make sure to regularly perform on myself, “though it’s more fun if you get someone else to do it for you.”


With that, he cupped my balls, rolling them in his long, slim fingers. Lulled by his skilled caresses, I found my thoughts drifting into a scenario in which I was in a real surgery, and Dr Stern had left the door slightly ajar, so that the patients in the waiting room outside could look in and get a glimpse of the action as I was handled and manipulated in such an intimate fashion. They’d be amused by the sight of my erotic predicament, but maybe one or two of them would be wondering how it would feel to be so helpless, so exquisitely exposed. I could picture the strict dragon of a receptionist, coming to bring some files for the doctor and gazing, rapt, at the sight of me, naked but for the flimsy surgical gown, my cock rock-hard beneath its folds and my greased-up arsehole on display.


He must have spent a good five minutes checking me over in this fashion, while my mind raced with increasingly filthy fantasies; fantasies in which my arse was offered to anyone who wanted it, a whole queue of male patients taking turns to fuck me while the doctor looked on in approval. Again, my cock was almost at bursting point, and I knew I simply had to come, but again Dr Stern stopped playing with me at the vital moment.


Releasing me from the stirrups, he helped me to stand on slightly shaky legs. I thought that was the end of the session, and I’d be going home without the release I needed so badly. He had other ideas, though, unfastening the gown and pulling it from me so I stood in front of him, naked, cock still jutting up, beads of pre-come leaking from its tip.


“There’s one last check I need to make,” he told me, “and that’s to see how your body reacts to self-stimulation.” I knew what he was asking me to do, and I didn’t hesitate. There’s something so deliciously demeaning about being ordered to wank yourself off by a dominant man, and under Dr Stern’s watchful eye I started to shuttle my fist up and down the length of my dick. With my other hand, I rolled my balls, just as he’d done, but without any pretence on my part that this was some kind of medical self-inspection. Faster and faster I moved, concentrating on stroking the sensitive place just below my domed cockhead. Glancing at Dr Stern, I swore I could see a prominent bulge in his dark trousers, and wished I had permission to get down on my knees, release his cock and take it in my mouth. But the doctor’s orders were that I should make myself come, and that’s just what I did. The spunk seemed to churn in my balls, and at that point I knew there wasn’t any holding back. Grunting, panting, I couldn’t fight my body’s reflexes a moment longer. With a groan that verged on despair, I felt the come jet from my cock in long strings that spattered on the paper covering of the couch.


That signalled the end of the scene. Jason gave me a hug, telling me how well I’d done, then he gave me a couple of moments alone to get dressed. When I joined him in his living room, he poured me a glass of wine and we sat and chatted about what we’d just done. I couldn’t thank him enough, and when I asked him how he’d acquired such a level of medical skill he told me he’d actually studied for a medical degree but dropped out after a couple of years – and was now having much more fun than he ever would have if he’d become a real doctor.


When I thanked him on his doorstep, it was with another hug and the promise of returning for another session. I’d followed the doctor’s orders and enjoyed one of the most intense experiences of my life. Not only was I grateful to Jason for playing the part of the stern medic to perfection, I also had to thank my darling Keith for setting all of this up. He’d given me the freedom to act out my ultimate fantasy, and I couldn’t wait to get home and show him just how grateful I was . . .




MEXICAN TRAILER PARK


Shane, Florida


I was horny as fuck and was sick of staying home jacking off to amateur porn. It was Saturday night and I wanted to feel a man’s warm ass engulfing my dick. I wanted to get my dick sucked that week for a change. It was too late and too damn dark to hit the parks. The campus was closed for the summer. All the college cock had gone south. Even my usual cruising spot was closed for cleaning. But it was no skin off my ass. There was always a good time to be had. Even in the small town in which I took residence.


I sat in a parking lot thinking of other places to go. My dick wouldn’t wait, the way it punched against the cotton wall of my cut-off warm-ups. I usually wore them out during my nightly search for big dicks. Easy access, you see. Things were a little crowded at home with my sister and her kids visiting from Orlando. I thought of the truck stops, but didn’t feel like taking the long drive down the freeway in search of some dick, or having to worry about getting busted by a state trooper with a hard-on for men like me, who exposed their dicks in truck stop stalls. Trucker cock is good when you can get it, but hardly seems worth it when you have a cop breathing down your neck. I thought of a few spots, but none of them seemed private enough until I spotted the trailer park not far from where I was parked. My buddy, Tim, told me about it. Mexican Trailer Park, he called it.


“They’re down for anything,” he told me. “Huge fucking cocks.”


I asked him where in the trailer park they hung out.


“No place in particular. You’ll see a lot of them just standing alongside the road. There’s this dirt road. Just drive down it and you’ll see them. If you see someone you like, just wave him down.”


“Are they hustlers or what?” I asked.


“I think some of them are, yeah, but you have some that are just sitting around looking for a good time. Drink, smoke, fuck, whatever.”


“Man, I don’t know,” I told him.


“You’ll see. Go check it out.”


I never got around to taking the trip until the night I was horned and there was no other place to go. My dick was aching for a wet, hot mouth. I could have shot a volcano of come. I thought for sure Tim was blowing smoke up my ass, but if I wanted to get laid so I figured the shit was worth checking out. I never gave Mexican boys much thought other than those I saw doing road construction work or cruising the flea market with wives and kids hanging off their shoulders. There were a few that would stroll in the sex arcade every now and then, sticking their dicks through the booth glory holes for blow jobs. But none of them made my dick hard. Well, there was one that worked as a clerk at a gas station. I was pumping gas and he referred to me as “amigo”. I used to have filthy fantasies of him speaking to me in Spanish as he butt-fucked me.


I didn’t want to wait forty-five minutes for them to open the arcade, so I decided to take a trip to the trailer park Tim had recommended. I locked my car and left it in the parking lot. I figured my fat ass could use the exercise. There were only a handful of streetlights that lit my way, showering me in white light as I trudged down the dirt road. I could feel sand shuffling around in my sneakers. I walked until I found myself sandwiched between doublewides with plastic toys in yards, rickety porches barely holding up. I noticed a few men standing in shadows with only the orange light from their cigarettes to light their way. Some sat on porches, tossing back canned beer, burping in the Saturday night spring air. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t scared shitless; terrified that someone would jump out and mug me, or worse. But I showed no fear. I walked until I noticed a couple of chulos. They were kicking up dirt as they moved closer towards me. I kept my eyes on the ground to let them know that I wasn’t a threat. One of them bumped me hard as I tried to pass.


“Hey, man,” one of them yelled. “Watch where the fuck you going.”


“Sorry. My bad,” I said, and kept walking. I heard them talking behind my back.


“What? What he say? Yo, what was that negra?” I knew that negra meant black.


“I said I was sorry.” I said.


“What? You lost or something?


“Well, I’m trying to get back on the street, but I think I got twisted around somehow.”


“I’ve never seen you in the neighbourhood,” said one of them with long, greasy, pitch black hair, sporting a muscle T-shirt and baggy khakis. His partner had a Caesar haircut and was wearing baggy jeans with a white T-shirt that looked to be three sizes too big. They both looked like gang members, but despite that they were candy to the eye.


“I don’t live around here. I was just taking a walk.”


“You hear that Hornando? He was just taking a walk,” said the stud in the muscle T-shirt.


“Isn’t that nice, Armando. Well, how about you give us your wallet and maybe, just maybe we’ll let you walk outta here.”


My head was swimming. My heart was beating out of control.


“Man. I don’t want any trouble.”


“Give us your fucking wallet.” Hornando warned.


I thought to run, but they looked to be in much better shape and would have surely caught me, making things a hell of a lot worse. I fished my wallet out of my back pocket and threw it to them. Armando caught it. He searched inside, tossing the contents to the ground. He took out twenty dollars, money I was going to use to get gas before heading home.


“Twenty bucks?” Armando said, holding up the money, scrunching it in his hand.


“That’s it. That’s all I got.” I started to regret taking a walk through a neighbourhood I didn’t know shit about.


“That ain’t all you got,” said Hornando, as he pulled out a switch blade and held it against the small bulge in my sweats.


“Move your ass,” he said.


“Why? What’s going on?”


“Shut the fuck up and walk,” demanded Hornando. I did as they said until they told me to stop. The three of us stood between two run-down trailers that were dark inside and looked as if no one lived in them.


“Man, I’m just trying to get home.” I pleaded with Armando as if he was the one in charge.


“Shut the fuck up and strip.”


“What? Why?”


“Do it or I’ll cut your throat,” said Hornando. I was scared, but curious to know what they had in store. Were they going to fuck me or make me walk back to my car bare-ass naked? I did what I was told. I took off my shirt and dropped it to the ground. I slid my feet out of my flip-flops and peeled my cut-offs down to my ankles and stepped out of them. I could feel wet dirt and cold needles of grass between my toes. I stood there with my arms down to my side. Armando and Hornando started laughing as they pointed at my hard-on. My dick was erect and throbbing under the white street lights. Hornando stood in front of me. He took my dick in his hand.


“Nice,” he said. It was a response I wasn’t expecting. Armando followed and tugged at my balls. Hornando started to suck my nipples. It made me crazy hot.


“Get on your knees,” said Armando. I did what he said. My face came to his crotch, where he sported a tent inside his khakis. He unzipped them and pulled out his dick. It was long and uncut, musky for being held in pants all day. Armando peeled back the foreskin with nubby, dirty fingers. A cock-head the colour of chestnuts was exposed, with a deep pink piss slit.


“Lick it.” He said.


I gave in and started licking the crown of his dick.


“Fuck yeah,” said Hornando, as he held the back of my head.


Armando tapped his cock on the tip of my tongue then shoved it easily in my mouth. I strained my face. Armando pushed his dick as far as it would go at the rear of my throat. He pulled out when I gagged. His dick was wet and syrupy with my spit.


“Open up,” said Hornando. I took Armando’s dick again. Tears started to well up in my eyes because of all the inches he used to fuck my mouth. I placed my hands on his hips in an attempt to control his thrusts. With a mouthful of dick, I watched Hornando unzip and pull out his cock. He stood there waiting for his turn.


“Fuck his mouth,” he said, as he played with his dick. I breathed through my nose. I could taste pre-come.


Hornando stated something in Spanish that caused Armando to cork his dick out of my mouth. I didn’t hesitate to take Hornando’s just as deeply. They let their guard down when they knew I had given in. I looked up into his eyes with my yapper stuffed with Mexican cock.


“Choke on it,” Armando said, as he jacked his spit-slicked cock. Hornando pushed my hand away as I ran it along the trench of his ass.


“If anyone’s going to get fucked, it’s going to be you, amigo.”


He pulled out of my mouth and pushed me back into dirt and cold grass.


“Get on your hands and knees,” said Hornando, as he flipped me over with his foot. The taste of his dick sat on my tongue.


“You go first,” I heard him tell Armando. I felt hands grasp my hips. They pulled me with brute force. Dirt clung to my limbs. I felt Armando’s fingers sprawl the cheeks of my ass. He put his finger inside me while Hernando stood in front with his meat dangling at my face. His boots were scuffed at the toes. I buried my fingers in the dirt, anxious to feel Armando’s cock up my butt. I felt the head going in, and then the rest. He fucked me slow and easy. My mouth was only vacant for two seconds before Hernando stuffed it with his piece. My front and back were being fucked on that breezy Saturday night between broken-down trailers. Other than the sound of dick sliding in and out of my holes, I heard the blare of cars speeding past on the street. I did a decent job of keeping up with their thrusts. Tim was right. I couldn’t wait to tell him how much.


“Now we switch,” said Hernando. They unplugged their dicks from my holes and switched positions. Every now and then their broken English would turn into Spanish. I was sure it was something dirty. I kept hearing the word “punta”. I wasn’t sure, but I think it meant “pussy”. I rocked myself on Hernando’s cock. The crown of Armando’s dick grazed my tonsils. The stench of his rank pubes stung my senses. Without warning (like I was expecting a heads up anyway!), Armando came in my mouth. Come spattered from the corners of my lips.


“Watch my shoes, man,” he said as he pulled away. He aimed that crazy dick of his to the ground. Thick, milky streams of come plopped in the dirt. I could feel some of it seeping down my chin. When Armando was done, he cheered Hernando on. He spooned me. I could smell his hot-house shit breath in my face as he took it out on my ass. They treated me like a whore and I fucking loved it.


“Uhhh . . . uhhh . . . uhhh!” he grunted. Hernando was breeding my ass. He laid on top of me, pressing me against the cold earth, his dick still hard up my hole. Hernando slowly lifted himself off me when he was done.


I rolled over and stared into the sky, which was chock-full of stars. My throat was sore and I was sure my ass would feel the same for days.


“We better not see you here again, amigo,” Armando warned.


“Or we’ll get a few of our homies to run a train on your ass,” said Hernando. I brushed the dirt off and got dressed. I started in the direction of the honking cars. I didn’t look back. I was afraid that if I did, there would be a gang of them behind me all wanting a taste of what Hernando and Armando had. I got home and jumped in the shower. As bubbles from the soap washed down my fucked ass, I wondered when I could revisit that infamous trailer park – just as soon as my ass was up for a good gang-banging.




JUST A THOUGHT


Jake, Connecticut


The first time I saw him, I knew instinctively that my life would change.


I’m an ordinary-looking fellow in my mid-fifties, early retired, easy going, a shade on the shy side and keep to my humdrum self, although I don’t like being alone and prefer to have a companion.


My wife died five years ago after a long illness. Before she became ill, we always had sex promptly at 7.00 a.m. three times a week. Without failure, I would be on top and heave and push until it was over, and after we would kiss and thank each other. We’d seemed to be happy, but had neither produced offspring, nor tried any sexual deviations, nor had inspiring orgasms, even though I thought myself a sexy rascal.


The things I fondly remembered were her cuddles, conversation, companionship, the way she never mentioned body parts by their correct names and, most of all, her lovely bum. But so mundane were our sexual activities that it would never have occurred to my wife to say, ‘Jake, please smack my bare bottom, smother my nipples with kisses and lick my clit, then stuff that nice thingy of yours right in!” And it would never have occurred to me, to even dare to make such suggestions.


Until, that is, out-of-the-blue, she requested we should try something new.


She told me she’d read about it and explained what she wanted. I was horrified. My prudish, petite wife, who I thought had a taste for the missionary position and nothing else, was asking for an outlandish act that repulsed me.


“Good Lord,” I’d exclaimed uneasily. “Why the hell do you want to be tongued there and then have anal sex?”


She said it’d be different and that tonguing her hole would loosen her up, that anal could be quite extraordinary, apparently, if I massaged her thingy at the same time. I couldn’t think of anything more unappetizing and rebutted that it’d involve too much difficulty and be thoroughly yucky. She argued that she was my wife, not a stranger, and how could any part of her be yucky?


“Good Lord,” I repeated, thoroughly stunned; it was all I could think of saying.


Eventually, she succeeded in persuading me. I think she was disappointed the first time. I was awkward, hating to tongue that forbidden place, and trying to stuff my thingy in was tough. She had a quick orgasm that produced a mild squeak of appreciation. But when I used a wet finger instead of my tongue and got the hang of coordinating her clit with my thumb and movements, the squeaks turned into squeals of satisfaction. To me it felt like masturbating and I came to cherish slamming my dick into her tight little anus.


From then on I became a dedicated ass man, which brings us to the present.


I live on a street boasting twenty split condos, forty cars and an elm tree; the street was named “Elm Avenue” by an obscure bureaucrat. It was a good idea at the time, but the developer neglected to plant nineteen more trees and the occupants had run out of funds for a court case.


The condos have front balconies that overlook, if one cared to force one’s neck in the right direction, the magnificent view of the single elm tree. As the tree aged, so did the occupants, and I found myself surrounded by young couples of mixed colours with whom I had nothing in common. I couldn’t avoid the female creatures wearing miniskirts that revealed the edges of their butts, or that created muffin-tops and showed their cracks, above which there always seemed to be a tattoo that was probably meant to be either a statement of difference or tribal membership, I couldn’t determine which.


The condo above mine was not vacant for long, and a guy in his late forties moved in. He was a fine-looking, handsome man, over whom I’m sure women swooned. He dressed meticulously, yet neither his mannerisms nor his gait gave any indication of his preferred sexuality. He had a trim, toned figure and a muscular rear that ballooned delightfully when he walked. The realization that he attracted me was unsettling, because I wasn’t gay.


After a few weeks the new occupant soon became aware that his neighbour had the habit of rushing to his balcony to stare at his lovely bum when he left to walk to the stores. We were polite when we bumped into each other in the hallway, but otherwise I kept secret my furtive peeping. It proceeded thus for a few weeks, when one day he suddenly stopped and turned around, waved and shouted, “Ciao!”


“Ciao? What on earth . . .” I muttered as I felt my face blush with embarrassment from being caught out. I waved back, feeling like an idiot.


Another month passed during which time I refrained from spying on him. Then one day a timid knock was heard on my door. I opened it to find him grinning at me with a sweet smile and twinkling eyes surrounded by the cutest wrinkles I’d ever seen, and lips that were curiously inviting. Something that I never anticipated stirred within me. His name was Mark.


We introduced ourselves and in a buttery voice he apologized for intruding, I remember, and began to speak in that lilting, persuasive manner of his. It charmed me, even though I tried to be remotely cautious.


“Just a thought, but . . . um . . . could I tempt you to some tea, freshly baked scones and butter with prune jam? Good for the bowels, according to established dogma.”


I was amused he offered such granny-type treats and because I was partial to tea and scones I willingly agreed to his kind offer, although I thought his bowel remark was far from necessary.


His apartment was neat and tidy, decorated almost entirely with nostalgic Victorian paraphernalia, more than I’d seen in one room before. I stared at a brown-tinted old photo in a decorated gold frame that portrayed a young lady kneeling on the floor with the split on the back of her culottes pulled wide open, revealing all, and, standing above, a Governess with her hand raised to spank her.


As he brought in a tray with a china teapot and cups, a jar of prune jam and a plate that was heaped with scones, I murmured that it was a strange image to be displayed, and he said it was indeed an odd image to hang on a wall, but so were the others he had. He went on to say that all the junk about the place was inherited and he couldn’t part with it, telling me that the photo had belonged to a great uncle of his, who had a blatant interest in bottom bashing.


I’m not one for understanding much about paintings, but he took time to explain some of the works decorating the walls – I hope I get them right. They were all erotic reproductions. Some were by Édouard-Henri Avril, others by Peter Fendi, and there was also an Ottoman miniature painting from a nineteenth century book known as Sawaqub al-Manaquib, depicting a young male being used by a group of men for anal sex, he told me.


I said they were interesting, which sounded intelligent, although I wasn’t enamored with The Dream of a Fisherman’s Wife by Hokusai, or someone, of a woman being fucked by an octopus.


He laughed at my reaction. “It’s art!” he exclaimed, but my education hadn’t been stretched that far and I was reluctant to extend the conversation.


While he poured the tea, he told me he had retired early, as I too had done. He worked from home, dabbling as a freelance art critic, and he was the only survivor of his family.


I told him somberly that my wife had passed away five years ago and that all my close friends had departed as well. He answered me by saying unfortunately that’s how life turned out for some people, and I said I supposed it was. Then he went back to the old photo.


“It’s rather a nice bottom, don’t you think,” he said, teasing me.


“What is?” I questioned as I cleared the plate and munched the last scone.


“The photo.”


“Oh.” I replied. “I’ve never been interested in that sort of thing.”


He ignored my remark. “What would you do with a nice bottom like that? Grab it, kiss it, smack it, jump on it, or what?”


“I think I should leave now,” I stated; this was too much.


He smiled, obviously amused by my timidity, and promised not to jump on me, although I didn’t believe he’d have the temerity to do that. He insisted I should stay for supper because it was boring eating alone, and wouldn’t I like some company and more of his cooking?


I remember being somewhat horrified when it struck me how irresistible and endearingly gay the man was, but I said yes, adding that his scones were excellent, which pleased him.


I should have left then, but the situation had a surreal complexity and I had a curious desire to remain. But I did say he should take it easy with his choice of words. He said he’d try, but couldn’t help being himself and was glad I’d decided to stay. Then he used those damned strange words again – “good for the bowels”, and said he’d rustle up a plate of rösti with a couple of fried eggs on top, and a bratwurst.


I asked him what all the foreign word stuff was about – ‘ciao’ and all that, and he replied, “Come on, sweetie, saying goodbye in Italian is chic, and the others sound better than hash browns and sausages.” He clapped his hands, flinging his head back, laughing at my bemusement. It wasn’t that funny and I felt uneasy being called “sweetie”.


He scurried away to the kitchen while asking me to set the table and open the bottle of Chardonnay he’d put out. Eventually, he returned with two steaming plates that wafted a delicious aroma. The meal was simple and superb, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d enjoyed a good dollop of cholesterol so much.


We spent an hour chatting about this and that, then he said, “Just a thought, but do you fancy a game of Scrabble?”


“Oh, I like Scrabble,” I said enthusiastically. “I haven’t played it in years.”


And then he asked me if that was all I hadn’t played in years. He was trying to stir me up, I guess, his wily ways flirting with my sensibilities. I regarded the question as a bit outrageous, considering we’d only been getting to know each another for a few hours, but then he made my toes curl when he asked how long it was since I’d had sex.


I blushed immediately and – well, how do you answer a question like that? – I said, with a show of slight indignity, that it was personal and impolite. Hah! I shouldn’t have bothered, because he parried that we were old enough and bad enough to talk about it. Then the sexy, beautiful beast coaxed me by admitting he loved sex and hadn’t had any during the three years since he broke of his last relationship.


I still felt embarrassed and told him so. He asked me why.


“Well . . . I’m not gay.”


“So what? Come on . . . how long?”


He was certainly proving to be a persistent – how should I say it – schemer? I heaved with a deep breath. Our repartee had progressed well, but the man was shockingly forward, a character trait I hadn’t been familiar with since my wife had made her request for a back-end attack. But what the heck? I was beginning to resign myself to the fact that life’s too damn short to worry about that sort of thing, so I told him.


“All right, five years, but it’s not just that, Mark, I’m . . . well . . .”


“Embarrassed? Afraid because I’m gay?”


“Yes,” I admitted. He was becoming too easy to talk to. “That’s true . . . but also I don’t think it’ll work anymore. I mean, it hasn’t raised its ugly head in a long time from lack of interest. It’s just not something I think about too much.”


He stared at me with the utmost tenderness and understanding and told me he’d make it work and not to worry. It filled me with a quiet terror, and again I thought I should leave. Instead, I said miserably that I didn’t have much confidence. He said it was OK and to relax.


I persisted in saying I wasn’t gay and he patiently said not to worry about that either and that we should play it by ear.


He was very persuasive and encouraging, and in many ways I can’t really explain, I was grateful for the attention. I needed a friend as much as he did, but it still troubled me that I was falling for the same sex. I couldn’t help it. I was drawn towards him like a bear is drawn to raid a bee’s hoard of honey.


We prepared for the game, but after a few minutes he couldn’t keep his mouth under wraps and apologized for embarrassing me. I told him I’d never had such questions fired at me, nor talked to anyone in that way before. Then he accused me, saying that I hadn’t been timid watching his bum when he left his apartment, which I couldn’t deny, and that I should speak from the heart. I thought I was doing that.


There was silence while I waited for his next lunge at my emotions. He didn’t hesitate for long and asked me if I felt lust for him.


Silence again from me, but for some reason I suddenly loosened up. I blurted that I hated to admit it but, yes, I did. I added that my penis had acknowledged a twinge of recognition, but that it meant nothing. I’d lost it, I told him. “I have the desire, but don’t feel really comfortable talking about it because I don’t feel capable.” I couldn’t believe how he got me to talk so freely, but felt relieved.


Then he said quietly that we all have needs. I agreed, but said I was rusty. He added that everyone is scared and afraid at some point in their lives, and asked if he scared me. He did, I told him, but I supposed it was due to the challenge. He smiled and said he imagined I was going to sweep him off his feet and make him swoon with delight.


“Yeah, yeah,” I provoked in fun. “I know, fuck you to my heart’s content, right?”


What did I say?


His face lit up as he admonished me. “What’s come over you all of a sudden?” And we both laughed merrily as the ice began to melt.


But I was still reticent and stated, seriously, that I wasn’t a Busy Bee anymore in that department. I felt more comfortable as the evening progressed, yet somewhat depressed.


Cheekily, he teased that between ‘busy’ times a Busy Bee can always lick the lid of a pot of honey. My mind instantly turned back to the memory of my marriage. I hoped he wasn’t referring to licking the forbidden fruit or his dick, which seemed preposterous.


“I have principles,” I declared pompously.


“Oh, principles poopsikles! You haven’t gobbled one end or the other, it appears! You don’t know what you’ve missed!”


I retorted that I’d never done it with a guy, but did say that I’d tried tonguing before with my wife. He sighed and said I was a fool. The impudent man had other plans in store, and when he put the Scrabble letters down for his first turn, vertically below my “flash”, he grinned wickedly and placed “fuck”.


I challenged him, of course, and said it wasn’t allowed. He claimed it was an everyday word, so I suggested he look it up. He didn’t bother; he knew it was not in the official dictionary.


Then I placed “anal” and, quick as a snake, he put down “sex” beside it and was forced to save his “f, u, c, k” letters for later. I observed it was a crafty move. He replied that it was fun, while tracing his finger along my right cheek.


I reacted and shivered, but didn’t respond. My feelings were precariously jumbled and I wanted a quick exit. We finished the game, which he won. I said goodnight as soon as possible, thanking him profusely for a great visit. I left thinking he was an interesting guy with a slightly off-the-wall personality.


I went to bed and stared at the ceiling, letting my mind ramble. I thought it would be nice to feel his body next to mine, to be kissed and cuddled and enjoy some intimacy. Sex seemed so long ago. I really missed it. But I was afraid of getting it up . . . and because he was gay; but, strangely, I didn’t question the latter much. Who’s to say what’s right or wrong between two people? If you click, you click – period. And I debated if love should stop when a loved one dies, as though it’s meant to stop forever. I decided that’s not how the world should be and that this opportunity was not going to be wasted, so why not just get on with it.


I remember I was restless and had difficulty going to sleep. I wanted to touch that lovely bum of his, and more. I thought he was such a nice person; outgoing, very obvious as to what he wanted, someone who would make a wonderful friend, no doubt about that; and there I was, afraid of a relationship; afraid I couldn’t do it anymore. I felt myself and groaned. Nope, it was not a willing cock; no response, the lazy bastard! Huh, so much for the sexy rascal I thought I was. But his suggestions with the Scrabble words, well, that was fun. I resolved to ask him to my place the next week and return his kindness.


I thought he had the kindest heart a man could desire, but that I’d allowed him weakly or willingly, or both, to manipulate me. But I didn’t mind. You can think what you like – I didn’t want to analyze it and I don’t feel ashamed. I was at an apex of loneliness and frustration. I ached for love and closeness, and if that was to be with him, I couldn’t do better for myself.


Unknown to me, he wasn’t prepared to sit inactive in his apartment knowing someone was upstairs as alone as he was. He told me later that he’d recognized I was timid and very embarrassed talking about sex, but thought we both deserved a second chance, and that he’d had a wishful determination for a relationship with me from the start.


On the seventh day after our first evening together, he knocked on my front door again. He said in an official voice not to be questioned that we were being stupid and that I was to be at his place at 3.00 p.m. sharp; and no ifs or buts. And he promptly turned and left.


“What for?” I shouted after him.


“Scrabble!” He shouted back, muffling a giggle.


I arrived exactly on time. When the door opened I was flabbergasted. My eyes boggled and my mouth dropped open in awe. He was completely naked. In my eyes, he was Adonis come to earth. And I’m not gay, right?


“B . . . but . . . gosh!” I stuttered. “You’re a damn fine looking guy!”


“Thank you kind Sir,” he said, beaming from the complement. “Now get your butt in here and strip . . . right down to your toenails!”


I didn’t see any harm in that – I didn’t want to see any harm, anyway – so I did it, and then I faced him.


“My goodness!” he exclaimed. “That’s a mighty fine specimen you’re sporting!”


He looked at my cock greedily, squeezed it quickly, and made me blush as the warmth of his soft hand enveloped it. What was I doing? Then he abruptly led me to the table that already displayed the game set up, complete with the inevitable Chardonnay and two white crystal glasses on elaborate, swirly green stems.


I drew my letters, and then it was his turn. His hand made a loud shuffling noise in the bag holding all the letter squares, as he drew his hand out, he distracted me by pursing his lips and blowing me a kiss. I had my suspicions later, but at the time I was unaware that he’d not drawn any letters at all, and that he had in fact simply retrieved seven letters that were already hidden in his left hand. Then, after arranging them on his letter holder, he slid his feet towards me under the table and tantalized my penis and testicles, making me jerk from the feel of it. Well, what did I expect? Just to sit there, idly gazing at our mutual nakedness? Not with him! And, much to my surprise, my penis gradually increased in size as he carefully massaged it between his toes, until he let go abruptly to concentrate on the game.


I played first and placed ‘spud’ across the horizontal starting position. He responded quickly and set out “sex” again, vertically down from my “s”. I followed with “fox” and, naturally, he laughed coarsely as he smacked down his letters from my “f” to spell “fuck” yet again, but, instead of a “k” he put a seductive Viagra pill on the board. I looked at him with discomfort. I wriggled my ass on the chair and coughed. The meaning was difficult to ignore and I couldn’t escape from his ploy. He told me to swallow it with a gulp of wine and I did, turning bright red as I put down the glass.


He gave an exaggerated yawn and stretched his arms wide and back, thrusting out his chest and perky nipples in my direction, then shook his body sexily to make no mistake about the message he was sending. It crossed my mind that if I couldn’t get it up after the Viagra, I may as well go home. But I liked the look and sway of him sure enough.


“Just a thought,” he said, smiling slyly, “but that’s enough for today, don’t you think?”


“What? We’ve only just started,” I protested.


“Well, I’m hungry,” he declared.


I stared at him curiously. He hadn’t mentioned having made any cookies or scones or anything. He stared back at me and then it was his turn to blush as he knelt down before me.


He opened his eager mouth and began to suck my dick, gently licking the top of its head, softly holding it as he manoeuvred the flexible skin up and down between his delicate fingers, not pushing me to feel rushed or under pressure, just making me feel good. It was a pleasant sensation, after such a long time. His expertise was astonishing. He stroked my thigh with one hand and continued to suck until my penis began to stir and then, just as suddenly, returned to a flaccid state. He felt me tense, anxiously disappointed, and kissed its tip again, then along the shaft. He got up, kissed me and patted my cheeks lovingly.


I told him it was nice, as all my fears and embarrassment fled from my mind. He said encouragingly that there was no need to be shy or a stallion, that slow and easy is good. I stated again that I hadn’t been with a man and that he’d have to teach me how he liked oral.


“Aha,” he teased, “the Busy Bee wants a buzz, does he?”


I smiled sheepishly. We moved to the sofa and he sat on it with his feet resting on the edge, holding his knees apart. It was my turn to kneel.


He murmured with half-closed eyes and told me to gently work my tongue and lips on the tip of his cock and suck. He groaned as I played with it, muttering, “Mmm . . . ooh, that’s it, easy and slowly . . . mmm, ooh, that’s sooo nice my big, splendid lover . . . you’re sooo, so very good . . . mmm.”


We luxuriated in the sensuality of it as, little by little, his arousal neared its pitch, and as he began to squirm from his final pleasure, he urged me to gobble it furiously, calling me his Busy Bee, and to eat and feast on him. He cried out, “Oh! Ooh! Oooh! Ooooh! Aargh!” Then he grabbed my hair and kissed me wildly and made me feel, well, bloody terrific; a fucking hero, in fact. I told him that and he chuckled.


Then he began to talk non-stop. I listened and didn’t interrupt, because he was telling me illuminating things I didn’t know. He explained that we’re just two guys who were content with ourselves living in our male bodies, and one of them – him – but only when he’s at home, likes to portray his feminine nature, and to have sex with a man.


I nodded my head to show that I understood so far, and he continued, saying that perhaps I was not aware that some gays abhor anal, as he did, although he’d experienced it once or twice. He said he preferred frotting, oral and mutual masturbation, and that anilingus was sensually arousing. But he had to explain “frotting”. I hadn’t a clue what it was, and “sword fighting” made more sense.


Then he said, when he was rambling on about honesty and commitment – and I’ll never forget this – he said that in a good, solid relationship there was no harm in looking at the minced meat as long as one came home for the steak. It was exactly how I felt, but I’d never heard it put so succinctly.


After he was done, I stated categorically, “I’m an ass man.” It was important to me.


“I don’t think it’s proper,” he replied.


“If I do what you like, couldn’t you oblige me as well?” I reasoned.


He flicked his tongue around his lips in hesitation, while I insisted his ass was too cute to be denied. He sighed and suggested a compromise – that I’d have to lick and tongue him first – and if we did it in the 69 position we’d both be pleased. I hadn’t done that before either.


Then he instructed me to move my butt for a gobbling session. He said that my specimen may be unemployed and retired, but it was a very nice cock. I told him his was impressive, too.


We got going, and I gradually saw a bluish light enter my vision. I felt light headed and my cheeks were flushed. My fine specimen was slowly returning to its full size and my balls tingled with anticipation.


I said I thought his honey pot would soon be filled, and began to devour his body. He held me tightly, feverishly kissing my hot mouth, which hungered for him. It was the most arousing passion of my life. Then we swiveled ourselves into position on the sofa. Doing 69 was more delightful than I anticipated, and sucking dick felt better than chewing a juicy steak. As for anilingus . . . well, it was extremely arousing – excellent, in fact!


When he was ready, he turned me on my back, covered my erection with copious spittle and straddled my legs. Then – oh, God! He sat on it, easing it into himself, as though I was laying in supplication, completely at his will. I wanted to give him a good fuck, with me on top, but he had turned the table on me. I cupped his bottom with my hands and moved my hips in rhythm to his movements.


He rode me like a gallant knight, relaxing his buttocks on the downward thrust and tensing them on the upward journey in a way that made my inflamed organ swell with blood, as I pushed my hips forcefully up to greet him. He sensed that I was coming and thrust up and down eagerly. Suddenly, I couldn’t hold back anymore and burst. Foreign emotions flooded throughout my body as I shuddered, and his seemed to shiver with a great wave of satisfaction as well. He got off to lie down on top of me and ruffled my hair while kissing me with his wet lips, which were sweetly sensual, murmuring that we were ideally suited for one another and how splendiferous it was to be together. Then he rested his head on my chest and said, “OK, my lovely ass man; you win.”


I couldn’t remember being so happy and contented. He told me I’d rejuvenated his life, but I thought it was the other way around. I was used to simply fucking without messing about too much, but he taught me all the joys and subtleties of really making love.


I never dreamed anything like that would happen to me, certainly not with a guy. But he caused such an immense difference to my life and was so exceedingly loyal and loving, that I cannot think of wanting anyone else or bearing to be anywhere without him.


I guess that makes me gay as well, and I can only repeat what he said once – so what?


And I must confess, I don’t have any regrets and can never resist his lovely bum.




PAYING FOR IT


Martin, Oklahoma


I paid for sex not once but twice in my life.


My wife and I were going through an ugly separation at the time. It did eventually lead to divorce. This was fourteen years ago and I’m happy to say that we are now on pretty good terms, but back then, things were bad. Without going into details, I’ll just say that I accept my part of the blame. Our inability to have children put an incredible burden on our relationship but in reality, my heart wasn’t in it; that marriage wasn’t where either of us belonged. Things have settled down now, but it was during that difficult time that the incidents took place. I’m not proud of them, but it did teach me things about myself that well, if I’m really honest, I probably knew all along but was too damned scared to admit.


I was in Las Vegas, city of sin, believe it or not. The firm I worked for was leading a conference and I was one of the presenters. I spent in total one week there and that week changed my life. This particular week was a tough one both at home and at work, and the third night of the conference, on my way home from a late dinner and considerable alcohol consumption, I blindly took the card one of the local pushers passed to me. I didn’t even look at it until I got into the elevator and was digging for my key in my pocket, when it fell to the floor. I bent to pick it up and saw that it was an advertisement for male escorts. Really, prostitutes, of course. An idea caught me by surprise at that moment. Maybe if I’d been sober I wouldn’t have done it, but I decided to call the number. I’d never had gay sex before; I was as tight laced and straight as they come from the bible belt of the USA. Well, about forty minutes later, there was a knock on my door. The knock that would forever change my life.


I stood in my room, sipping yet another whiskey, compliments of the mini in-room bottles, dressed still in my suit slacks and button-down shirt. I’d shed my jacket and tie. I’m pretty sure my heart hadn’t slowed down since I’d made the call, and I was nervous, but took the last swallow of my drink and opened the door.


“Martin?” The man on the other side asked. He couldn’t have been more than twenty-four, twenty-five or so. He was shorter than me, but I stand at a good 6’3” and am a big guy. He was maybe 5’9”, and that’s being generous. He was thin but I could see through his shirt that his build was lean muscle. He had dark blonde hair and a nervous sort of smile.


“Yeah, come in,” I said, offering my hand. His name was Josh, or at least that’s what he told me. I offered Josh a drink, which he accepted, and poured another for myself. My brain was telling me this wasn’t a good idea, not what I was raised to do, but my cock was telling me otherwise. What I wanted more in that moment than I’ve ever wanted in my life was to see Josh on his knees, sucking my cock.


Josh finished his drink in one swallow. He put the glass down and asked me what I wanted, exactly, so we could negotiate a price. I told him I wanted him to strip naked and suck my cock. I wanted him to swallow my come – which would cost extra, of course, no condom, but he didn’t seem to mind. He asked what else I wanted, as his eyes slid down my body to my thick cock, which was tenting my pants.


“I want to fuck you,” I told him, my words sounding powerful yet foreign to my own ears. By outward appearances, I knew I looked and sounded every bit the man in charge, but inside, I wasn’t sure I could do it. Should do it.


We agreed on a price and Josh slowly stripped. He peeled off his T-shirt revealing tight abs and strong shoulders and arms. Slipping off his shoes, his jeans were next and then he stood. His cock was maybe seven inches, thick and hard and ready. I licked my lips and swallowed while taking my own shirt off. He knelt before me as I undid my pants and drew my cock out. I was big, eight inches and thick, and I when I saw his look of awe, I smiled.


Josh’s tongue reached out and licked the tip of my cock, circling it slowly, teasingly, before plunging forward to take it almost entirely. His tongue and lips were soft, not unlike my wife’s, but it just felt different getting sucked off by a guy. He knew exactly what to do, where to put his hands, how to suck my balls, how to massage my cock as he bobbed back and forth, speeding up and slowing down at intervals. When I was close, he reached his hand around and pressed a finger into to my asshole. I grabbed his head and Josh just opened wide, letting me fuck his mouth and throat while he fingered me. I exploded into his mouth and he took it all, not spilling a single drop of my come. My thrusts slowed and he sat back on his heels as I pulled out, taking that final swallow. I zipped my pants up and sat on the edge of the bed. I’d just had the best blow job of my life from a guy. My wife never once swallowed my come. She’d spit it out like it was dirty. I looked at Josh as he remained kneeling. He didn’t wipe off his mouth, made no motion of being disgusted by me, by what we’d done. He just smiled as he looked at me, his erection huge.


“Was that your first time with a guy?” he asked and I nodded. I don’t know why, but I told him about the divorce, about how ugly it was, how horrible we were being to each other. He didn’t say a word, just listened, nodding as if he understood. When I stopped, he came over to me and unzipped my pants, taking them and my boxers all the way off. I was hard again and reached to the nightstand to grab a condom. Neither of us wanted the next part without protection.


“How do you want me?” he asked. Looking around the room, I decided I wanted him bent over the desk. He then asked me if I had some lube or cream, making a point to mention my size.


I hadn’t thought about it but remembered the lotions all hotels provide for you, so I went into the bathroom to pick up the tube. When I came back into the bedroom, he was waiting for me, ready for me. Josh had moved the desk away from the wall and had bent himself over it. His legs were spread wide, his ass tilted high. He had his arms extended and he gripped the edges of the desk, looking over his shoulder at me. He smiled when he saw my expression and turned to face forwards.


I went to stand behind him, looking down on his spread body. My wife had never allowed anal sex, something I’d always craved. She wasn’t very free in the bedroom, but maybe that was just a result of how we were together. Anyway, it doesn’t matter anymore. I squeezed some lotion onto my hand and massaged my cock with it. I was hard as a rock again, ready to fuck. I remembered how aroused Josh had been and for a moment, wondered what I should do. Would he come when I fucked him? Should I ask?


“Josh, uh . . .”


I must not have been the first person to ask him because he looked back at me. “Don’t worry about me, this is your ride. I’ll take care of myself when I’m done. Bonus for you, you can watch.”


For some reason, that aroused me even more and I felt myself growing even harder. Squeezing more lotion out, I began to rub it over Josh’s ass. When his cheeks were covered, I made my way to the cleft between and, spreading him apart, I smoothed lotion over his asshole. My finger slid in fairly easily after the initial resistance gave way, and I moved slowly in and out, adding a second finger as Josh moaned. He was ready.
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