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Fear is a powerful motivator. People and animals act on survival instincts that fear builds for protection. Fear also controls the fight-or-flight instinct, but the human condition is also driven by motivations other than fear. One such motivation is the primal need to mate. The desire for sex can push aside fear and indeed decide for you. 

Terror made me sweat. A terror that people I knew would see me. Long-held fears haunted me in my dreams. The horror of detection, humiliation, and the possibility that discovery could end my marriage. Whenever I considered the yearning to try, base fears drove an anxiety that stopped me. A porn addiction became the only relief to salve the erotic fantasies. Male on male sex videos scratched my itch each day until the fantasies returned. Early retirement meant these thoughts and ideas provided an opportunity to wonder ‘what is it like’ while my wife spent weekdays working in a large corporation.

Sex with Sarah my wife had degenerated into rare sex and close to no sex at all. Tired of always taking the initiative, sex had become her showing a bare minimum of enthusiasm, a missionary position of joyless romp and not much else. Attempts at experimentation failed. 

So, when we had sex, and to make it interesting, I began fantasising about images while fucking the wife. Tits swayed while she closed her eyes and surrendered. Get it over with she no doubt prayed, so I watched the bouncing tits and imagined a threesome with another man. Take turns. Check out the tits bouncing while two men fuck her. Fuck the mouth and then the pussy. Your turn. What about two men while I film as a cuckold? Please the wife and watch her pumped full of cum. Despite communicating my needs, she shrugged laughed and ignored them. Regular sex became irregular. All other suggestions to spice up our sex life failed. Another man or woman, a gang bang, filming the action or her taking the initiative fell on deaf ears. Ashamed of a chubby stomach, Sarah hid herself away until she wouldn’t even be naked in front of me. 

Soon, the images of me with another man became regular. Why don’t I suck his cock while the wife sucks? I imagined myself on the knees enjoying balls smothering my face while the wife bobbed up and down. It worked. An arch and I came. Finished, the wife couldn’t escape fast enough. Into the bathroom and showering while I lay there dealing with the erotic images of sex with a man. 

Over time, images moved from straight to bisexual. Sex with the wife became a rarity. For relief, I imagined myself as a submissive male dominated by another. 

“Get on your knees and suck my cock. Take a facial or swallow?”

Desire drove the craving to have both. What’s it like to suck a cock?

Sex with Sarah stopped. Early to bed and early to rise she and I avoided one another whilst sleeping in the same bed. Tired of the effort of always being the initiator of sex yet only to be rewarded by the boring and vanilla variety, I turned to porn and then gay and bisexual websites. 

At first, the information and possibilities titillated me. What would it be like? Could I suck a dick? What if a man sucked me? Anal sex! Does it hurt? Part of me wished to be submissive and give, but another desired to try it all. Giving satisfaction seemed like a fetish, but the more I explored the greater the pull to explore my sexuality with the same sex. Am I gay? Am I bisexual? Or am I just curious and desperate?

While I mulled, dreamt and fantasised, I recalled my experience of working alongside a gay man. He and I would chat about cooking, travel and hobbies like best friends. Neither of us showed sexual interest in one another, and he even made it clear I wasn’t his type. But with an ease that surprised me he discussed past flames and romantic stories. Anyway, I got the impression he remained happy and committed to his male partner. This attitude convinced me that the doubts and prejudices that heterosexual males have regarding gay males are in the head and born of fear, not fact.

At night I lay awake trying not to think about fantasies of having sex with another man. But every night I failed. How would he taste or smell? What did my preferred male partner look and act like? How could I know if I did not take a risk, and if the risk seemed too large, then I resigned myself to watching gay or trans porn? Days became months, and every night I thought about my curiosity.

Fantasies grew to include exploring a submissive streak that adopted a traditional female role. Sex with the wife always had me being the dominant party and getting what I wanted ... well, usually. Time reinforced the fact that she never took the initiative and only agreed to sex it seemed, when I demanded it. I never coerced her, but as time went on, sex became a barrier because she didn’t want it at all or didn’t want it with me. To get what I wanted or needed from her became too hard, so I gave up. Part of my need for sexual contact included a submissive fantasy. Only a man could understand and satisfy me.

A bisexual website promised discreet liaisons with like-minded people. My interest fell into the category of a bi-curious or bisexual male willing to explore fantasies together. Bisexual, I chose because I didn’t want a gay relationship, and I found bisexual men seemed similarly sex-starved as me and desired nothing but a casual encounter or a regular fuck buddy.

For weeks, I scrolled and read through profiles, engaged in spirited banter about what we wanted from one another, and shared longings with like-minded men. Inexperienced, I fell into the category of bi-curious having not yet had any action but at the point of showing interest. Unfortunately, most contacts on the website seemed to be time wasters. 

I knew the dilemma. The balance between curiosity and commitment proved an ongoing battle. Fera versus reward ... I understood. Excuses for not taking the risk were endless. Men would drop off when the time to meet and act came or were unwilling, unavailable, or preferred not to be outside. 

As part of my profile, I posted three photos: one close up of my erection and another of my naked bottom. The third pushed the boundaries and made it clear what I desired. A Dong purchased to spice up the sex life with the wife became a prop. On hands and knees, I sucked the Dong. A mirror reflection taken from behind showed my butt hole, ass and hanging cock and balls. This last shot not only hid my face but displayed an inner fantasy. In the description, I gave details of age, weight, and height, whether I am circumcised, drink or smoke and other details. In describing what I desired, I thought to highlight the submissive streak to provide oral sex. 

But could lust conquer fear? The first experience with a man would be terrifying, but the cravings to kneel and perform oral sex with a man grew. If my blowjob technique is satisfactory, I would ask him to cum on my face. Success might determine a future meeting, and we could progress. Next time swallow his cum and if his cock wasn’t too large, I would consider receiving anal sex. Just thinking about it had me masturbate.

Perhaps I was picky, but I only replied to men who were not too large, not too heavy, not too tall, and within ten years of my age. Fear of assault or rape by a gorilla who could overpower me became omnipresent. 

As time went by, I continued fantasising about men using me, about me giving pleasure, about my face upturned and ejaculated on and about my cock swaying while a faceless male fucked my ass. 

Three years passed while fantasies continued until I reached an age where I didn’t care as much about society’s expectations of my role in life. Lust overcame fear and created cravings to have new experiences and explore a world hidden from me by the expectation that if I am married to a woman, therefore, I am heterosexual. Yes, no room for doubt. You were straight, or you were gay, and only two categories existed. These were the standards I must fit, but now, with my life moving toward its twilight, it seemed either now or never. The raging hormones in my body still supported the doubt that I had only two choices left. Other males must think alike, and I found many.

My wife of thirty years had withdrawn her sex, and I resolved that life is about experiences to be had while I can enjoy them. If my first male-to-male sexual contact proved not to meet my expectations, then I had an answer to the itch. 

Desire and yearning overcame fear, and I rationalised that trying is better than wondering, and thus I must take the first step. Apart from the bisexual website, I knew about a local gay cruising site; a section of National Park next to a major highway and the local University. Without satisfaction from the website, I considered it an area to try first. 

The spot lay about five kilometres from the main highway and included parking for ten vehicles. Surrounded on three sides by forest, a set of public toilets nestled next to the park entrance. The website contained a listing of cruising sites and described the toilets as a safe place to meet and have sex. Additional opportunities exist within the forest if all the cubicles are occupied. 

One day I drove to the carpark just to check it out and thought it appeared safe and quiet. A young man, muscular and sporting a twirled moustache eyed me before he headed at a jog into the park. Too old, he thought. 

In the car, I sat and waited for ten minutes. The heart pounded in the chest, and multiple times I considered starting the engine and fleeing. But I didn’t. Nobody I spied appeared dangerous or threatening, so I exited the car.

The car park abutted a bridge that crossed a river leading to thick bushland along its banks. Under the pretence of taking photos as a cover if I lost my nerve and backed out, I explored. Given the local climate, I dressed in a T-shirt, glasses, a sunhat, and a pair of running shorts. The shorts felt lovely on the skin, offered easy access to hands, and were elasticised for quick removal.

Five cars occupied the carpark. Three were empty, whilst one had a male driver sitting alone in the driver’s seat. The last car had a man wearing jeans standing and leaning against his car busy texting. He mimicked my actions by raising his head to check out those around him before returning to his phone. A cover, I thought. About my height, around 175 cm (5ft 9 inches), perhaps forty-five years of age, clean-shaven, balding, and chubby. Nothing like the young gay stereotype of muscles and head hair or the weedy weaklings with small dicks. By the way his stomach hung over his shorts, he was an average male with a bit of a potbelly. The man fit what I wished to try first. 

Anxiety levels were making allies with the flight response in the brain, but the more I studied him the less dangerous he appeared. Escape from average Joe was possible if this went awry. In no way was he the hulking monster who could hurt me. 

I ambled towards the river, snapping my camera at random objects until I turned to a person’s approach. The heart raced, and I think I gulped for air a few times. Is this it? Would he be the first and perhaps the last, I thought with equal parts excitement and dread? The man stood next to me for a moment, and we exchanged pleasantries. 

“Hi,” the man muttered. 

“Hi,” I replied hoarsely through a suddenly constricted throat. 

The heart continued an attempt at escape from the chest while sweat trickled down the back. Never had I been this nervous, and I spotted his own nervousness reflected in beads of sweat on the forehead. He must be here for the same reason! The man turned away, and I found the courage to try. If nothing else, I might flee if I got this wrong. Never seen him before, and close up he appeared okay and unthreatening. Neither was he an obvious gay and seemed just a typical middle-aged male. 

“What are you here for?” 

He peered at me, shrugged, and replied.

“Not sure. Don’t know.” 

The man’s anxiety seemed greater than mine and appeared to be on the verge of overwhelming him. His fear emboldened me. Confidence surged, and desperation made my choice, and I had to see if my instincts were right. Furtiveness and anxiety told me he came here for the same reason as I, an encounter with a man. He would not have approached me for any other reason unless he had only wanted a conversation. So if he desires that, he should start communicating with me instead of saying hello and gazing into the distance. I swallowed my fear and blurted. 

“Would you love a blowjob?” 

There! I had done it. What the result would be to my question, I didn’t know but pride told me that at least I would know. I waited. The man’s eyes darted about until he cleared his throat and muttered.

“Maybe.”

“What do you mean, maybe?”

The man deliberated, re-scanning the area to ensure no one else lurked within earshot. 

Once more, he cleared his throat.

“I enjoy men, always have, but my experiences are mixed. A few were wonderful, and others terrifying.” 

I prompted him to elaborate, and with reluctance he did. He took a deep breath. The shoulders slumped, and he sighed.

“I had a relationship that ended in violence, so I am cautious and afraid this may happen again.”

The man just wanted to test the waters, which suited me. I explained to him why I had come here.

“Married in a sexless relationship, I have no interest in another relationship, but I’m a bi-curious male who constantly fantasises about gay sex and feels the need to have a no strings attached brief encounter.”

Deep in thought, the man searched along the river. 

“What are you after?”

I explained to him in a hesitating voice my fears and desires. He understood and said he also loved to give and take. What did he mean by this mixed message? Is there an innuendo here, or perhaps he was just vague? Give and take perhaps meant neither dominant nor submissive. Having committed this far, I would love to find out, so I came right out and spoke about the fantasy that I longed to fulfil. He peered at me with a wry smile and spoke.

“Okay. Since this is your first time, let me take control. You want to give me a blowjob, I will coach you.”

The heart started pounding again, and my throat dried, but I felt the stirrings of an erection. I couldn’t help but notice a bulge in his pants. Either huge or aroused like me, I hoped. He spotted me looking.

“Do you have a massive cock in there?” 

“No, I thought about your fantasy and enjoyed it,” he replied to my relief.

Now we needed privacy. 


“Have you been here before?” I stammered through shortening breath. “Yes,” he replied. “A long time ago, though.”


Together, we scouted for a spot beyond the bridge. A narrow track beside the river led under the bridge to bushland further along the bank. We crossed under the bridge and wandered about fifty metres, noticing the secluded spots on the way. We chose one and stopped to reconnoitre around us. The bridge obstructed the view of the spot, and nobody followed us. A farm stood across the river. We agreed that this spot looks okay. 

Unsure what to do next, I watched him undo his belt, unbuckle it, and unzip his jeans. He slid them down to his knees. The partial erection pushed against his underwear and I felt relieved to see that he was not a monster but just a half inch larger than me. Relief was not my only feeling. The skin tingled with anticipation. He grabbed his cock through his underwear, gazed at me, and inquired in a husky voice.

“What do you think?” 

Fuck me! The cock bulge showed the head outline and curve of the half erect shaft. Oh God! I’m going to do this. Eyes fixed on the bulge in his underwear, I croaked a reply.

“It looks perfect.” 

His large hand squeezed his groin. The confidence he hadn’t had five minutes ago surged in his voice.

“Touch it,” he ordered. 

Closer I stepped to move within his personal space. Fingers reached out and touched the front of his pants. A hardness outlined itself and for the first time, I touched another man’s cock. No, it wasn’t repulsive because now I hoped the experience would not be the last. Adrenaline surged, and a shiver and tingle raced down the spine. Hardness pushed back through his underwear. Exhilarating seemed almost the right word. Fingers stroked along his shaft while I gazed at it and then at him. He closed his eyes and muttered.

“Yes, that feels good.” 

“What should I do now?” I asked.  

The man placed a hand on my shoulder and stared into my eyes. Instinct and the urge to please forced me to kneel. From three inches, his erect member pushed against the thin layer of underwear. I seemed about to live a fantasy. Hundreds of hours masturbating imagining me in this position proved testament to a longing to suck a cock. I gazed up at him, mesmerised by the situation. The skin tingled, blood pounded, and from my knees I gazed up into his eyes. Flushed skin and piercing eyes peered back, and I knew now to be submissive. All I desired was to please this man. The words formed in the desire to be dominated.

“You are my first. Teach me.”

“Touch my cock,” he croaked.

I reached out again and touched him through his underwear. A stiff erection pushed against the material. A musky male odour compelled me to lean forward and kiss his cock through the material. The man drew in a breath. 

“Suck it,” he demanded.  

This is it! The moment of truth. Inch by inch, I pulled down his underpants to release his cock until I stared at an erect circumcised cock mere inches away. He dropped his underwear and placed a hand on my head while glancing around. I felt I was not going anywhere, not wanting or able to leave because my body became energised and desperate and wanton. 

“Take it in your mouth.”

The eye stared, and I opened my mouth while eyes peered up at his. Soft male skin touched my lips. My god! Smooth head on a hard shaft. Energy pulsed and tingles raced through the body. The cock slid between my lips. A tongue licked the eye just like I had seen in porn videos. He gasped.

“Yes! That’s perfect.”

He glanced at me, then scanned the nearby bushes before peering down at me again.

“Keep going,” he groaned. 

I took the entire head into my mouth. The cock’s head felt just like the Dong except warmer. The soft skin had a smooth texture. While my tongue moved along his shaft, I noted colour coming to his cheeks. He gulped and took a sharp intake of breath. Hairy balls approached, and the musty male odour grew stronger. The tongue licked and flicked at them. Any view of his face vanished under his chubby stomach, so I nuzzled his balls with my mouth and nose and again flicked each with the tongue. Balanced against a tree, the man raised a foot to put it on my shoulder.

“Keep sucking my balls,” he ordered. 

Submissive and needy, I obeyed. Hands cupped the back of the head, pulling my face into his groin. Oh god. Take a photo of me on the knees sucking a cock ... please! The raised leg forced me to suck on the balls and cup his ass cheeks to keep balance. The urgency to please him grew inside and I returned to his cock and took him in my mouth. Up and down I bobbed until I pushed his cock upward onto the belly. Now I used my tongue to run along the underside of his shaft to reach his balls. Again, I licked and sucked them. Eyes rolled in lust. A curiosity had morphed into an eagerness to perform sex acts on men. Shivers of lust and desire shot along the spine. A desperate yearning to be dominated broke the voice and made me purr. Oh god!

“Am I doing it right?” 

A massive male hand rested on my head and pushed my face into his balls. A clear signal for me to continue what I did. He croaked.

“Fuck, that feels good.” 

I continued working my mouth onto his balls before trailing the tongue along the shaft to his cock’s head. The more I sucked the more I felt shivers of submission and a greater desire to please this cock. It is true! Men know what other men desire, and a blowjob is first on every man’s list.

The urge to suck seemed natural, and the eager mouth welcomed the cock’s head pulling at the lips. Oh shit this is perfect. A hand stroked the shaft while the lips worked the head. Yes, I had learned from porn movies, but I knew how this felt. Slow and rhythmic, up and down I bobbed. I know I made mistakes because the enthusiasm to engulf his cock caused teeth to be occasionally involved, and once I lost timing between my hand and mouth. Practice, I resolved, but right now I focused on the job. Only a male knows how fabulous blowjobs are. They are the ultimate reward for no effort for the receiving man. The man towered above, his eyes gazing at my engorged mouth and submissive eyes. The standing position gave him power and the ability to use the submissive mouth how he wished. He controls the tempo and acts out his needs. 

Perhaps his fantasies include wishing for the mouth to suck without hands or perhaps to hold or guide the head while he thrusts into the mouth. A pussy for him to use for relief. Oh yes. Take your relief on me. The submissive person satisfies the needs and desires of the other. I noted his hips began a slow thrust, so I remained still while the cock pushed and pulled. Oh god! Fuck me. The thought of bending over hardened my softening cock. Will he fuck me? Or is that too early? Too many questions and too much to explore and do. The eyes peered up at him while he searched around to ensure we remained alone. A hand cupped the back of my head while he thrust. Eyes met when he stooped his head to peer over his belly at me. 

“Keep sucking. That’s right, keep going.” 

Faster and more powerful thrusts and I sensed his cock bulge. God, is he about to cum? I changed tack and removed a hand from his cock and used the mouth only. The free hand stroked my cock. Soft content sighs came from my mouth. He gets what he wants, and so do I. Oh, fuck! The sensitive head pulsed, and I had a dry orgasm. A few more like that and it won’t be a dry orgasm. 

“Lick my male pussy.”

He turned and offered his butthole, but I refused. Nah ... not on my list to eat a butthole. 

He accepted my decision and turned around. The swaying, glistening erection stared at me, and the mouth opened. Lips folded over the beautiful organ. My left hand touched a soft ass cheek. The right hand followed. Both hands cupped squeezed and pulled the male forward. This encouraged him to begin a slow thrust in and out. Faster he pushed, and I continued to eye him while powerful hips drove his cock between my lips. Soft sounds of sucking mixed with a slight groan of satisfaction. In and out, the circumcised head stretched my lips. This is too easy and a wonderful experience. Tingles rushed down the spine. Make sure to please this stud! Will he fuck me? Pubic hair, male odour and the stiff cock. Perfect. In and out. Eyes spotted his disdainful gaze. You are a slut he thought. And he was right. At last I got my wish. No hands blowjob, but a deeper push almost brought on a gag. Yes, he was longer and thicker than my cock. Dominant and large. What would this feel like in my ass? 

Each pull of the cock’s head against my lips brought a sigh or a groan. Yes, I knew how firing nerve endings in the penis felt. All men knew. A hand rested on my head with its thumb on my forehead. Faster, he pushed. The hand rocked and bounced my head back and forth on his cock. Strange sounds came from the mouth. Yes, porn movies showed bobbing blowjobs making sounds. Just like I am now making. 

Should I use a hand to stroke him or go for no hands and let him use my mouth? Fuck me, both are perfect. Up and down, my head bobbed. Lips pulled on the head while he controlled the rhythm of the sucking. His breathing changed, and shudders came from his body. My hands sat on his thrusting hips until he withdrew his cock from my mouth. Eyes met until I watched the cock and the stroking hand. A groan and a back arch released a jet of hot sperm. The white liquid arced from his cock’s eye to land straight between my eyes. My loud moan followed his loud moan. Warm cum dripped from my hairline down the forehead and along the bridge of the nose. Oh, how wonderful! Oh shit! I spotted the cum on my nose but had no time to wonder because he moaned again and a second jet of cum spurted from his cock hole, arcing down onto my face and almost duplicating the first for accuracy. 

Glasses now covered in cum, no longer functioned as spectacles. Glazed and blurred, I had trouble seeing through the lenses. Had there been a rainstorm? Yes, a cum shower, and now I peered through cum covered lenses. On reflex, I had closed my eyes when he came, but I glimpsed the massive load of ejaculate curving through the air until gravity landed it on my face. A massive hand turned my head while he wiped the last drops of cum onto my cheek where none had landed. With a final shake and squeeze onto my nose, he began packing himself away. Never had another dominated me so. On the knees I stayed while my eyes searched his in submission. The satisfied male stood above and sneered at his dominance and my submission. But I wished for more, and I whimpered a desperate plea.

“Wait! Wait, let me clean your cock for you.” 

The sagging erection returned and fed into my longing open mouth. The cock pulsed, and my sucking engulfed his shrinking but still erect cock. Still large, I continued to suck, and he moaned and shuddered because of the sensitivity of the cock head. Slap, slap, I hit myself on the mouth with his now four-inch softened cock. More cum, salty and warm, dribbled onto my tongue. It tasted of nothing notable, and I kept that thought for the future fulfilment of a fantasy. Eyes peered up at him through the cum glaze. 

“Take a photo of my face with your cock resting on it.”

I passed my phone, and he laid his cock and both balls across a cheek while he snapped three pictures. Then he took three of his own. I moaned because masturbating had caused me to come. Eyes widened, and so did the smile on his face.

“Are you okay?” he asked. 

He must have noticed my open mouth and wide eyes. 

“I just came in my pants.”

The stickiness inside my underwear acted like glue, and I withdrew my hand to see it covered in cum.

“Wow! I haven’t cum in my pants since being fourteen.” 

Another photo of my sticky covered in cum legs and underwear added to the collection while the man also photographed my shrinking wet cock.

“Nice cock and wonderful ass.” 

A slap to the cheek made me jump and laugh. I studied the photos after wiping my eyes. Perfect photos and a perfect load. Face splattered in cum, flushed skin, and glazed satisfied eyes held in a steady gaze gazed back from the images. Shameless cravings satisfied for the now registered in the eyes. Finished, he dressed and turned to leave before I asked him if he wanted to meet again. My voice sounded desperate and needy.

“Maybe next week, same day, same time.”

Eyes gazed down at me still on my knees, his load of cum now dripping onto the ground. 

“Okay, I will try to be here.” 

Rather, a non-committal response, but a male satisfied and having just ejaculated didn’t feel interested in sex. When his urges started again, he would decide. He disappeared, and I sat back and raised the eyes to the sky. More yes I desired more. Should I stay here and wait for another? Such a wonderful experience. More than I expected. I staggered on the uncomfortable trek back to my car. Dirt stains covered my knees, and anyone who noticed me would know what I had just done. Cum slut! Yes, the term matched me. A sense of euphoria came over me as I walked with shorts full of congealed cum. The sticky load on the inside of the legs and around and under my balls felt unpleasant and provided for a strange gait. The cum on my face dripped down over the chin while I staggered along the track. 

“That was wonderful, and I must do it again.” I said aloud to no one. 

In the car, I used tissues to wipe my face and inspect myself in the mirror. On the journey to the car, I had planned the next encounter. This included a list of what to bring along such as lubricant, condoms, tissues, and a face washer. Cleaned up and comfortable in the car, I reflected on the experience. 

A smile crossed my face, a satisfied smile of a fantasy and expectations met. I noticed another man near the toilet block, just standing there pretending to be on his phone. Popular place, I thought. Something about him made me uneasy
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