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I have
always considered myself completely straight. I am engaged to a
gorgeous girl called Katherine. She has ginger hair, a face full of
freckles, and a plump shaven pussy. She’s five years younger than
me, and a lot of my mates fancy her. I know because they chat her
up constantly on Facebook. She always shows me their private
messages, which stop just short of asking for a fuck. Truthfully,
knowing they want her turns me on. As far as I’m aware, she never
tells them she shares her messages with me, and I have never
brought it up with them. But whilst Kathy is a great fiancé, and
will no doubt be a fantastic wife, sexually we are entirely
different. Don’t get me wrong, she enjoys sucking my cock, and I
enjoy fucking her juicy cunt, but I have needs that she just can’t
satisfy. Needs I am about to share with you, as I can’t tell anyone else, but I have to
tell someone.

I’d been on the
internet for so long my desire to watch yet another porn flick had
long since disappeared. What started off in my early teens as an
addiction to lesbian porn inevitably progressed on to hardcore
straight porn, groups, and in particular male/male/female
threesomes. I liked watching two men with a girl, though looking
back; it was more the two rock hard cocks than anything the starlet
had to offer. I continuously needed new thrills to fulfil my sinful
urges, and ultimately this led me to watching videos that only
featured men. At first this left me feeling confused and ashamed,
but those feelings subsided whenever I felt that tell-tale stirring
in my pants. And over time I became accustomed to watching two or
more guys together. I started wondering what real gay guys were
like – as I knew that straight girls and pornstars were not quite
on the same wave length. Thankfully, there is a website out there
to satisfy a man’s every need.

I spent
some time looking around the various singles, dating, and swinger
websites before I stumbled upon a gay cruising site. I found the public pictures to be such
an exciting new source of masturbation material. I loved looking at
real guys. Most of the pictures were of a similar theme – cocks in
pants, cocks out of pants, cocks in the underwear preferences of
every fetish (including leather, my personal favourite). There were
so few with face shots, but that added to the mystery which was a
large part of my fun. Anyway, I always thought if I went on a
cruise of my own, I would wear a full leather mask. In a moment of
lust filled madness, I ordered the mask from a shop in Amsterdam
and hoped to God they didn’t put the store name on the
box.

If you
have ever ventured on a
dating or swinger site, you will have seen just how many guys (or
girls) you have to click through before you find one you like. But
when you do, it’s absolutely worth it. My cock was the perfect
guide. If I found myself wanking over their pictures, I added them
to my list of favourites. Rarely would they match everything I was
in to, but one guy did. Greg. His profile said he was just over 50.
Old enough to have plenty of experience, and was looking for
someone a little younger to share it with. He had a few body
pictures that were publicly viewable. Really macho, with gorgeous
muscle definition, certainly no iron pumping gym rat, but he looked
like he took good care of himself. As soon as I clicked on his
pictures I had my cock in my hands, wanking. His body was perfect,
and it turned me on more that I had no idea what he looked
like.

After I
first laid eyes on him, I found myself checking his profile every
night for the entire week before I finally built up enough courage,
aided by a little, ok, a lot of alcohol, to send him a message. I
told him about my situation, being careful not to reveal too much,
and that I had a thing for older guys in too leather. I attached a
couple of pictures that I hoped he would like – one of me in a jock
strap on all fours, facing away from the camera, and the other with
my erect cock stood in all of its 6 inches of glory. I even wore my
mask in both, giving him a glimpse of exactly what it would be like
if we got together. The mask made me feel more daring, and as soon
as I clicked the send button I had the most amazing orgasm thinking about Greg
dominating me, ordering me to suck his prick and tongue fuck his
arse hole.

I was
full of anxiety after my orgasm, but curiosity kept pulling me back
to my screen, clicking the mailbox refresh button. Within 30
minutes I received what would become the first of many replies.
Another orgasm swiftly followed. I began chatting to him online every night. Our
chats explored all the aspects of our sexuality in a way that only
the faux anonymity of the internet can provide. I told him, and
increasingly showed him further how I liked to dress in a jock
strap –kept hidden in my office drawers so my fiancé never found.
I’d already explained how I had a thing for dominant men in leather
and Greg sent plenty of pictures of him wearing tight, shiny
leather underwear, chaps with his meaty cock and balls swinging
freely, a waist coat and biker hat, and many more. Whenever he sent
me a new picture set I would film myself jacking myself off looking
at them and send the video back to him.

Greg
would tell me about his fucks in all their sordid detail. My
favourite was how he had picked up a male nurse from his day job at
the hospital, and fucked his tight straight arse on an operating
theatre table. He sent me a couple of pictures of his cock inside
an anonymous, blue nurse pant-wearing arse - and I knew he was the
real deal.

After
about 3 months of chatting back and forth, we agreed we should meet
up in person. I made an excuse about needing to visit a potential
client up in the lakes early on Sunday morning so would be heading
up the night before to prepare and get a good night’s sleep.
Playing the virtuous fiancé I made sure that Katherine would be out
with her friends that particular Saturday night. I organised the
whole thing – insisting she shouldn’t be bored and alone in front
of the TV on a Saturday night. I had to steer the conversation away
from her joining me on my travels, explaining I was stopping in a
budget hotel to cut my costs, rather than somewhere luxurious and
romantic she would enjoy.

I knew
she would get plenty of male attention on her night out. And I hoped so would I. Even so,
watching her slide into a tight white bandage dresses made me
momentarily doubt myself. She really was stunning. Everything a man
could ask for. A little chubby – but most of that enhanced her
magnificent tits. She always seemed to wear something very
revealing, and on nights out she went one stage further,
practically spilling out of her tiny dresses, and showing off her
thick thighs in a pair of sexy 4 inch heels. I knew the guys at her
office must go crazy staring at her breasts all day long –and it
was nice to know I got to play with them whenever I
wanted.

After
creating an ungodly mess in every room in the house, I received an
alcohol fuelled snog and a promise she wouldn’t be back too late. I
hoped she had a good night, maybe did a bit of flirting with some
guys on the dance floor and got her knickers suitably moist. I
would take a good sniff
of them tomorrow and find out. The scent of her cunt always turned
me on. And with that fleeting thought, she was off and out the
door, into the back of a taxi full of her already drunken
girlfriends.

I
finished off my beer and the
last of Kathy’s wine before getting in the car. A little naughty I
know. I wasn’t over the limit, but I needed the Dutch courage to
meet up with Greg. I had never done anything like this in my life.
Even when Katherine and I got together, it was the standard disco
fare – we met on the dance floor of a Saturday night Ritzy.
Internet dating wasn’t quite as socially acceptable back then. She
seemed into me from the word go, I loved her figure - we hit it off
and would soon be married. I didn’t want that to put a complete end
to our sex life though. I was already contemplating broaching the
subject of swinging to Kathy, perhaps one night after we had too
much wine – giving me a perfect excuse if it all went pear shaped.
I was pretty confident she would want to fuck other partners – who
wouldn’t given the chance? – and I was certainly keen to try it.
But that’s for a different time. Right now all I could think about
was sucking on Greg’s thick cock.

I set off
the Greg’s perhaps a little more drunk than intended. It was a long
drive and I was pretty scared I would get pulled over by the police. I had some things in
the car that would give the arresting office a good story back at
the station. My large black butt plug being the biggest one on the
list. It being relatively early on Saturday night, and the
motorways being so long between junctions, I thankfully didn’t see
any police cars. Before long I saw the sign for Penrith. My satnav
told me it was still quite a way off the motorway.

As I
pulled off the motorway, I could feel my cock rising in my pants. I
was going to stop at the travel lodge first, dropping off my stuff
and try and relax. I looked at my phone – there was a text, from
Greg – “let me know if you can’t make it”. I replied assuring him I
was on my way, and that I would need to make a short stop at my
hotel. Greg had insisted I didn’t need to waste my money on a hotel
room, and that I could stay at his whether we went through with our
fantasies or not. But that didn’t sit well with me, so I booked the
room as insurance.

After
check-in, I grabbed a quick shower, the second of the night. I
re-applied my John Paul Gautier aftershave, liberally spraying my
wrists, neck and just above my cock. I got my favourite jock strap
from my case. It was a skimpy thing, the closest a man can wear to
a woman’s thong, with just a thin band around my waist that
split half way around my
hips, fully exposing my pert rear end. Kathy always commented that
my ass was nice and tight, but she meant the shape. The tightness
Greg would be experiencing was something completely different. I
was completely clean shaven tonight, with the exception of a small,
neatly trimmed patch just above my cock that extended above the
band of my jock. My dick grew at the thought of Greg seeing me like
this, stretching the tight front pouch upwards, lifting the smooth
fabric away from my skin. I ached to touch myself, but managed to
resist, knowing full well that waiting would only enhance the
reward. Pulling up my jeans, I checked myself in the full length
mirror one last time. I felt sexy, and I looked good. And with that
I was back out to the car and on my way.

Greg’s
house was out into the
countryside, and even though I had travelled the route click by
click using Google maps, it was dark by now and I was so thankful
for satnav. From the web you couldn’t see his house, just the
wooden gates surrounded by thick, well groomed shrubs. I went
through the gates and crunched down the gravel driveway, parking in
the well-lit courtyard. I felt a pang of fear as I noticed the
gates begin to automatically close behind me. I collected the
bottle of French red from the passenger seat. I can’t say I know
too much about wine, I had to ask the shop assistant for help
picking out something suitable to eat with meat. If only he knew.
The bag also contained my butt plug and some poppers, wrapped
together to hide them from a casual glance, along with 6 cans of
lager, which was more my scene, but certainly didn’t fit in with
the current surroundings. I had to stop focussing on the
uncertainties of my alcohol selection. I stuffed the leather mask
into my trouser pocket, and taking a deep breath, got
out.

I
smoothed my shirt out and realised my hands were clammy with sweat.
Was I really going to go through with this? Slowly, I walked
towards Greg’s house, the chippings on the stone pathway announcing
my approach. Surrounded by thick ivy, his front door was of an
ancient, blackened oak, heavily studded and well weathered. The
deeply recessed eyes on a sturdy brass lion’s head stared at me. I
raised my hand towards the knocker, when I was startled by a voice
from the left.

“Whose
calling please?”, parped the tinny speaker concealed in a bush to
my left.

“It’s
David…. from the forum, … Greg’s expecting me”, I replied, meekly.
Was that Greg? I felt a little foolish. I didn’t know if he
employed help, though now I saw the size of his house it was
certainly possible.

If I was
expecting a verbal
response I didn’t get one, just a click as the speaker fell silent
once more, the old door swinging open automatically. It was dark
and smoky inside, the carpet a rich burgundy in colour, and
mahogany wooden panelling bathed the
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