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Mr. Wrong and Mr. Right

 


My name is Mr. Right. This is not a joke or
me trying to be humorous. I'm hardly ever either of those as I am
sure you'll notice as we get into this story of mine. Let's, for
now say, I am a man of little humor and of serious pose, but open
enough to be more than a tad interesting and let me tell you
why.

First, why did I introduce myself? Well,
there's a good reason. That 'good reason' just shook my hand after
setting up a date with me. His name is Mr Wrong. Yes, that is not a
joke. Now, I'm a skeptical man at best and I had to check. He
wasn't fooling with me, nor was he lying. His name is Michael
Wrong. My name is Mike Right. That's MW and MR for our initials.
I'm wondering if this is fate or a message from god or something?
Should I be worried that I'm going on a date with Mr. Wrong?

Anyway, let me fill you in on how all of this
happened. I was just minding my own business, standing in a
clothing store looking at a very nice pink t-shirt. It had a sexy
cut and definitely would have fit me in that 'form fitting' way I
like; the print was also very nice. Well, while I was standing
there, I noticed another customer. It wouldn't be an understatement
to say that this man is, was and will forever be absolutely
gorgeous. He had physical character and presence in bulk: you know,
the sort of guy that has large muscles and a sexy chest that
screams "Scratch me!" and other inviting things. He was even giving
me THE LOOK - that look that tells you that a man is not straight
and he wants the booty big time.

Of course, I made my move and found out his
name. It was a bit of a shock when I introduced myself and he
mentioned his name. Who would have thought anyone would be called
Mr. Wrong? I mean, Mr. Right is rare enough!

So that's how we get to now. I'm standing
here with the t-shirt in one hand and his business card in the
other. I'm going to buy the t-shirt in celebration of this mad
moment and then I'm going to put his business card in my wallet to
celebrate the rarity of that meeting. I figure it's also going to
be very handy if he's late on Friday when we meet up for Chinese
food in China Town a few blocks away from my apartment.

I cruise through the checkout like the smooth
customer that I am. The lovely young lady at the counter gives me
that look women do. She's obviously eyeing me up and probably
doesn't realize that I'm gay. That's always been a thing with women
and me and they just don't get it! It's not like it is a real
problem, but everywhere I go I run into

it. It certainly would be nice to have a man
about to fend off the ladies. I need to send a clear message to let
them know: I don't like women.

Walking through the large department store, I
walk across the big parking lot and pop open the door to my small
sports convertible that just happens to be bright laser red. The
t-shirt goes on the seat next to me and I run my hand through my
golden blond hair as I lean back in the seat.

I can't believe I met Mr. Wrong. I still
can't figure out how unlikely that is. I shake my head and look
into the mirror and my calm brown gray tinted eyes look back at me.
Who would have thought it: I'm going out with Mr. Wrong for Chinese
food. What a day...


The Date

 


The date has gone well so far. Mr Wrong
turned up in a black suit with a white tie and as I suggested to
him via text messaging yesterday I am wearing a white suit with
black tie. We look quite the couple in the middle of the restaurant
and I can tell that our superior sense of style and appearance is
having an effect on both the male and female guests of the
restaurant.

"You are an interesting man," Mr Wrong purrs
at me.

"As are you. I have not meet a man who has so
many interests. It is truly impressive."

"Thank you. I have a lot of layers to be
peeled."

"Is that so? Then which layer would give me
the most pleasure in peeling?"

"That is only a question of location. Would
you like to move to a location where I can peel and be peeled."

"Such pressure? Do you think I will be moved
so easily?"

He reaches across the table and grips my
hand, looking at me with those sexy eyes of his.

"Will you?"

"Perhaps."

"Then, I will ask you. Will you go somewhere
with me?"

"Where?"

"Somewhere private."

"Interesting suggestion. My apartment is just
down the road."

He grins. Now we are on the same page.

"Sounds lovely. Do you have something you
would like to show me when we get there?"

"Of course. I have a wonderful peeler. It is
fantastic for exposing the layers of a man."

"Exceptional. Shall we go?"

He is already signaling the waiter and I
watch in amusement as he passes over his credit card without even
looking from me. This man is possessed by his desire to have me. He
is not alone. I am very keen to find out what this man has to show
me deep in those 'layers' of his. I am fairly certain that it is
something I will truly enjoy.

We stand and leave the restaurant. It is much
like us taking the light and warmth of our presence from the diners
inside. It is not clear whether they find relief in our passing
from the place or sadness. They can never be as right as we are for
each other, or as wrong if one were to look at it from another
perspective.

My home is only a short distance down the
road. It seems a long distance when one is pumped to the limit with
desireful feelings, but it is actually no more than a few minutes
by foot. I like to stay close to where the action is.

"This is it," I say, stopping at an apartment
block and walking up the stairs.

He follows along behind me as we enter the
building. We walk past my neighbor on the way to the elevator and
he gives me a big smile when he sees the quality of the man that I
am with. He is also gay and knows a quality man when he sees it.
I'm sure that he will be visiting for tea sometime soon to find out
exactly how events unfolded. I hope that I will have some wonderful
stories for him to hear when he does.

"I'm on the 8th floor. There is a lovely view
that I am sure that you will enjoy."

"Sounds fascinating. Do you like high
places?"

"Of course, Being a long way up is always
entertaining. Do you know of something long and that puts me up
high that I might enjoy?"

"Certainly. It will make you so high that you
will not know what to do with yourself."

"Kinky."

"Unashamedly so."

He leans up against me and pushes me to the
wall. There is no one in the elevator but us and it is the perfect
time for us to see how connected we are.

He bends forward and nudges my jaw with his
own. It feels really good as his smooth skin brushes my own.

"Do you want me to kiss you?" he asks in a
quiet voice that is masculine and sexy at the same time.

"Perhaps..."

He doesn't leave me to think it over. His
lips connect with mine and I lean into his strong body. It feels so
warm and good touching him like this. I want it to continue
forever, but the bell that signals the door is opening alerts us to
the fact we must break apart or risk being caught.

The door opens and one of the tenants and her
young son gets into the elevator. We pass them by and leave them to
stare as I grip his hand in my own and pull him towards my
apartment. This has gone on too long. The seduction is wearing on
the elastic of my underwear and I need relief. I must find it soon
or face angry pains in my groin. He is mine.

We come to my door and I push him up against
it. My kisses are insatiable and all I can think about is the firm
pressure of his man piece against my stomach. I want that in me. I
am desperate, but I want to extend that pleasure too. The wanting
is perhaps the most fun part of an encounter. Just holding back and
expressing my inner desire to mate with this man is enough, but not
enough.

Running my hand down his front, I run my
index finger down his stomach and he moans as I suck on the skin of
his neck. I want it, but I hold back from touching it. I must not
ruin this mood by going too far.

"Inside..." he moans.

I reach into my pocket as I pop a button on
his shirt by mistake. I manage to jiggle my key ring around and
find my key to put into the lock. It is hard as my lips are working
his and his hands are doing some rough things to my hips that are
creating little melting
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