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I had never
been with a guy before, but as I was rapidly approaching my 30’s,
and becoming more comfortable with my own sexuality, I increasingly
found myself drawn to the ‘male for male’ section at a number of
online swinger forums.

I put up a few
pictures of myself – no headshots, well at least not publicly
anyway – and also a short description about what I would like
should I ever go through with my fantasy of meeting a guy. It
didn’t take long for my inbox to reach double figures, though sadly
it seemed most of those who got in contact completely ignored what
I was after, or were just sending the same email to everyone.

As I checked my private messages on the fourth day, one
immediately stood out. A local guy, Daniel, was a well-built hunk
of man who had enclosed a good few private pictures not available
to everyone on his public profile. He lived not far from me, in a
little village on the outskirts of Blackburn.

It takes someone pretty special to get my heart racing. I
like bigger guys than myself, a mixture of fat and muscle – like a rugby
player – and they need to have a nice hard cock. Preferably a good
8 incher or more, with neatly trimmed pubes and suckable, clean
shaven balls. Dan ticked all of those boxes. I had my cock in my
hand as I typed my reply to his mail, and my heart was pounding by
the time I hit send. Almost immediately after I exploded at the
thought of what I had just done. Moments later, as my brain
functions switched back from my cock to my head, I felt a pang of
panic… had I done the right thing? Would I go through with it
should he be interested after seeing me? It was too late by now,
there was no way to recall my message.

Having to sit in the office for the rest of the day,
nervously thinking about whether I would receive a reply, made
completing any task from my ever-accumulating pile of outstanding work
impossible. I kept sneaking glances at my phone, checking my
mailbox for new replies. It came shortly after dinner. And so did
I, in the sterile office toilets, whilst eagerly reading his
message which contained a new picture. After cumming, I decided it
would be best to wait until I was at home to send a
reply.

After we had exchanged a few more private messages through the site, we
agreed to swap to an instant messenger. We talked to each other for
ages that night and we really seemed to click, sharing a number of
the same interests – and not just a passion for cock. Our nightly
chats went on for a good few weeks, as we sent more and more
pictures to each other, which ultimately led to me wanking my 7
inches off watching Daniel do the same thanks to the wonder of web
cams.

My favourite pic of Dan was the full shot of one that was
available publicly on his profile. On his profile you couldn’t see
his face, just his tight white trunks that gripped the outline of
his manhood, and his hairless chest so thick and meaty that the
very sight alone made my prick stand on end. But I now had the full shot,
showing his finely trimmed goatee beard and a number-one-all-over
shaved hair style.

Daniel was a bit older than me, which I preferred. His profile
said 36 but I was guessing he had cut a few years off his real age.
I put him closer to early 40’s. I felt too cheeky asking him, so I
never did. What did it matter anyway? I accepted some of his
profile was going to be made up. Some of my profile was too. Like
my name and location. The rest was true though. Well,
mostly.

I wanted to meet up and have a drink together and maybe a smoke.
Then we could sit back, relax and watch some porn together and see
how things went. And that’s what we agreed to do. One Tuesday
afternoon when I convinced my boss that I would be ‘working from
home’, I put my email forwarder onto my phone, got into my car and
set off.

My heart
was thumping almost out of my chest on the drive over to his house.
It was a sat nav job – I had no idea where I really was, I lived in
Chester but I had told him I was from Blackpool. Feeling a bit lost
and blindly following the instructions of ‘turn around when
possible’, which did little to take off the edge.

When I
pulled up his street – a stereotypically Northern row of terraced
houses - I stopped the engine and took a few deep breaths. I was
pretty early so I thought I would have a smoke whilst I waited. I
didn’t want to knock and appear too keen.

A good deep lung full of smoke calmed me down and I got
thinking about what was about to happen. Sat alone in my car, I was
already getting overly turned on and had to consciously stop myself
from rubbing the growing bulge in my jeans.

I waited for
about ten minutes, it seemed like a whole lot longer but I checked
the clock when I arrived at 14:50 and now it was 14:59. We had
agreed to meet at three and I was parked in the next street down so
as not to attract attention to myself.

Checking myself in the rear view mirror, I looked myself in the
eyes, it was now or never. Was I really going to go through with
this? Another minute passed as I debated whether to turn around and
go home, missing out on what I really wanted, or whether to go
through with it and fulfil the fantasy I had been having since my
late teens.

I had come this
far and I wasn’t about to turn back now.

As I got
out of the car, I began chewing a stick of gum. I knew Daniel was a
smoker, but no one wants to stink of fags when they are about to
kiss someone for the first time. I began walking to number 17 – the
house with the green door on the next street over. It was perfectly
quiet. Kids were still at school and the only sound in the air was
that of cars zipping by on the nearby main road. Reaching the
recently painted British racing green door, I knocked twice and
waited.

I heard a
click of the latch and the door swung open. Daniel stood grinning
at me, dressed smartly in a well-tailored business suit, but
without a tie. He certainly looked well groomed and obviously took
great care in how he dressed. Two buttons were undone on his shirt,
exposing his powerful shaven chest.

We
exchanged our hellos and I followed him in. There was a doorway to
the left followed by another and straight ahead the kitchen. I
accepted the offer of a tequila shot, a double measure to calm the
nerves. Daniel poured one for himself, and we both downed them
after a clink of our glasses. He instantly refilled
them.

“Shall we head upstairs and make ourselves more
comfortable?” he said with a knowing grin. I obliged and noticed he took the
bottle with him. Should I be drinking this much with the long drive
back? For some reason I didn’t say anything.

I
followed him back through the hallway and up the stairs. There was
a noticeable smell of smoke as we went up. Cigarettes, and
something a little stronger. And it got darker the further up we
went. The curtains must have been drawn in every room. There were
two bedrooms upstairs as far as I could tell, and the bathroom
which he pointed out.

We headed
in to the room at the front of the house. It was dark but not in a
threatening way. It felt strangely relaxing; with a couple of plush
Bordeaux leather sofas positioned in an L shape facing a large flat
screen TV. A modern coffee table in the middle that finished the
room off nicely. Certainly no sex dungeon, but definitely the room
of a man’s man. A pool table wouldn’t have looked out of place had
the room had been bigger.

There
were some erotic photos of well-toned men on the walls in various
poses. Daniel’s profile stated he was ‘out’ and he obviously
appreciated the male form. I didn’t have time to stop and admire
each one, but they were sexy and helped set the mood.

 

I sat on the edge of one of the sofas as Daniel relaxed in the other.
He leaned forward and poured us both another very large shot of
tequila.

“Cheers” he
said and raised his glass towards me with a smile.

“I’m glad
you came – so many guys say the will and either no-show or cancel
last minute”.

I could
understand that. Hell I had almost done that myself a few times
already in my short time on the web sites. I had wanted to go, but
never found the courage. If it wasn’t for the good few web cam
sessions and IM chats we had already had, I most likely would never
have gone through with this today.

Although I had already been naked in front of Daniel, I had
never been naked for another man in the flesh. Not sexually at
least. Never outside of a gym changing room.

We chatted a little and I could tell the
tequila was having
an affect already. The room certainly encouraged my relaxation. And
as it did, I found myself sliding backwards into the smooth leather
sofa, the softness of the hide having the same relaxing feeling as
though I was standing naked in the sun on holiday.

I noticed
Daniel was facing me with his legs open, invitingly. He was
certainly letting me know he was both horny and wanting me to look
at him. It was really strange for me to check him out – and for me
to know he knew I was checking him out. But it turned me
on.

We talked
for a bit and each downed two more healthy sized shots. Certainly
by this point the alcohol had relaxed me and my inhibitions were
all but gone. We finished the bottle and he went to get
more.

I looked
around the room and noticed everything was a bit more blurry. I had
to slow down my drinking! I didn’t want to get too drunk here
before the fun had even started.

Daniel returned with another full bottle, this time Sambuca. He
filled my glass but I wasn’t in a rush to drink any. This time when
he sat down, it was next to me. I grinned at him. I knew exactly
what he was up too, but I didn’t stop him. I wanted him.

In the time he had been out of the room,
he had
removed his suit and replaced it with a plush dark blue dressing
gown. I noticed the belt was only loosely tied.

“Shall we begin?” He asked with a teasing smile. I didn’t
say anything – I didn’t need too, he knew I wanted too. Alcohol just made it
easier.

He
pressed a button on the remote and TV sprung in to life – it looked
like an American gay porn movie – I was pretty good at identifying
porn, God knows I had seen enough of it.

It
started off with a couple of very hot looking guys in the gym
together, both in their skin tight shorts and crisp muscle hugging
tight white vests. One lifting weights whilst the other spotted for
him. Before you could blink, the spotter’s cock was in the mouth of
his gym buddy. Daniel knew I liked muscle guys and this video set
the tone perfectly.

I could
feel the bulge in my trousers stiffening. I felt that tell-tale
feeling of needing my arse hole to be touched. A feeling I only
ever experienced when watching gay porn.

Daniel had untied his robe by now and his proud cock stood to
attention in front of me. He wasn’t touching it but I was sure he
wanted too.

I loved
seeing his hard cock in the flesh and felt I should return the
favour. I stood up – a little uneasy on my feet – and took off my
t-shirt. I didn’t feel embarrassed like I expected too, I was too
caught up in the moment. I unbuckled my belt, and slowly pulled it
out of its loops.

Having already done a striptease for Daniel on the web cam, and being
both drunk and horny, I decided to give him one in person. I turned
to face the TV – the spotter was enjoying being rimmed
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