Parenting
by Allen Baker
It hadn't been easy being a single parent to two teenage boys. But they eventually turned into mature young men away at college, and my life became easier.

My sex life that is. Trying to lead a closeted gay life with two high schoolers had been tantamount to walking the circus tightrope. I'd been a success as a parent and keeping my secret. But my sex life had definitely deteriorated to late-night hand jobs and rare, clandestine out-of-town one-nighters.

Now that Carl had joined Mark at college, I'd had the house to myself all winter. But as Spring came on, I was becoming restless. The boys would soon be home again for the summer. I couldn't go back to nearly celibate living after an entire school year of sexual freedom. I just couldn't!

Could I possibly come out to them? Would they disown their dad in disgust? The more I thought about it, the more I realized I had no choice. My own biological needs could no longer be suppressed. And now that I'd become more open, the likelihood that someone else would inform them was increased. I certainly didn't want them to hear it from some informant. I'd have to tell them myself. But I was very apprehensive.

We'd just unloaded the final boxes from the van and their cars and were in various

states of collapse in the family room.

"Carl, I thought I'd be eager to get out and check up on the old gang with you, but I think I'm too tired."

"Right now, Mark, I don't plan on moving from the spot for a while, myself."

All three of us sort of dozed off and strangely awoke at the same time. Maybe a

loud car or truck acted as our alarm.

"Hey, why don't you tow hit the sack early. I've got stuff in the frige ready to microwave. We can eat in ten minutes, and you can get a good night's sleep."

The phone rang, and Carl jumped for it.

I looked at Mark. "What kind of radar network tells all your friends that you're back in town? That machine's been quiet for months."

Mark just smiled and followed me into the kitchen to get the food underway.

"Mark, that was Tony. Said the whole crew is going over to The Roadhouse later. I told him we'd probably catch up with them there."

"I thought you guys were tired!"

"Oh, I'll sleep a couple of hours first. The place won't get hopping before midnight anyway." Carl mumbled between mouthfuls.

The boys glanced at each other. Mark dabbed his mouth with his napkin before starting. "Dad, we need to talk. We know you've always been a stickler for curfews and all. And we realize that was out of love and concern. But we're gown now. We've been living on our own all year. I think we should talk about reworking the ground rules."

Well, here was my opening. My fork shook slightly as I laid it onto my plate. "Actually, guys, I think we need to talk about a lot of rules. I've been on my own this year, too, you know. I guess there's no easy way to talk about this except just start in."

I could tell by their puzzled looks that they sensed a shift in the conversation but weren't following it yet.

"Look, guys, I know you're healthy, red-blooded young men in the prime of raging drives. I won't ask, in fact don't even want to know, about your sex lives, but I figure your hormones must be keeping you active. I'll respect your privacy and accept the fact you're old enough to make your own decisions in life. In return, I expect you to do the same for me. It hasn't been easy raising two kids on my own, so I'll allow you your life style if you'll allow me mine."

"Well, ah . . . sure, Dad. Ah, you mean you've got a lady friend or twoT Carl responded with a blush. "It makes sense, but I guess I just never gave it a thought."
I didn't respond to that, and the quiet lingered.

Mark just grinned at me as he chewed. Then slowly the grin faded, and the jaw slowed. Suddenly, he swallowed hard, and I could see the suspicion grow behind his eyes. "There's more, isn't there, Dad?"

I nervously cleared my throat. "Yeah. Actually, Carl, I never have lady friends in."

Carl had a blank, non-understanding look. But Mark was definitely following me. He plopped the rest of his sandwich onto his plate. "Oh, shit!"

"What?" Carl looked from Mark to me and back. "What?"

"He's gay, dumb ass."

Now total silence. Carl stared at me, expecting me to explode with denial. When that didn't happen, his eyes eventually glazed over as he tried to comprehend. "But. . . but you loved mom. Didn't you? I mean you had two kids together. I mean you had to have fu . . .." He stumbled on his thoughts, his words tumbling out without his actual knowledge. Mark just stared at me as if he was trying to see if he recognized this stranger.

"Look, guys. Yes, I loved your mother very much. And, yes, Carol and I had sex. And, yes, you two are the results of that love. And I wouldn't change any of that for the world. After your mother died, I did try dating other women, but they just didn't measure up to your mom in any way. And none of them turned me on physically. Then eventually I realized that I'd been in denial about my sexuality. I really was more attracted to men. Your mother was an exception."

"Look, I know this is a shock. But I've spent the last twenty years since your mom died denying my own needs to look after yours. I did it because I loved you. I still love you, but it's time for you to look after yourselves. You have a home here for as long as you want it. I'd never turn you out of my home nor my heart. But now, it's time for me to look out for my own needs. And I don't want to hide from you any more. I love you both and always will. When you make peace with yourselves over this, I hope you can still love me back." 

I stood and left the silent room. It was time to give them space. I sat on the back porch swing in the gathering early-summer dusk. At first I heard nothing inside. I was kept company by the crickets and cicadas. I felt nothing but knotted up tensions. I was numb and couldn't think clearly. I'd done it. I'd told them. Now what? What would our lives be now?

Eventually, I heard murmurs of conversation inside. They were at least talking. But so subdued that I couldn't make out any words. I didn't even try. The debate didn't matter, just the outcome. How would it work out for them? My main fear was that they'd just pack up and leave without a word. That would be the ultimate rejection. But I had known that risk before I spoke. Who knows, maybe it would take them years to work through this. It wasn't something every kid had to face about his dad.

I concentrated on the night sounds, the season changes, the summer pleasure of nature around me. Anything to force the voices into the background.

I don't have any idea how much later it was that the back door opened. I looked up as Mark held out a cup of coffee. I realized the air had cooled considerably and was grateful for the warmth as I took a sip. Mark eased into the swing beside me. He didn't say anything for a couple of minutes. Then finally, "We love you, Dad."

My heart burst! Suddenly I was sobbing. All the pent up fears thundered through me. All the rejection concerns, all the anxiety, all the terror. I wasn't going to lose my sons!

Mark cradled me in the nook of his shoulder and murmured reassurances. Eventually the sobs subsided to trembled sighs, and I could breathe again. "Thank you, Mark. Sorry. I had no idea I'd react like that."

He reached up and wiped a couple of tears of his own. "Look, this'll take some adjustment, but Carl and I know you love us. You're our dad and we'll always love you. Just give it time. . . . Night, Dad."

*****

The following two weeks had been nearly as if that night had never happened. I mean, we were our normal selves, no changes in our treatment of each other. Also, no mention of my momentous disclosure. It wasn't tension causing us to avoid the subject, it just never came up.

It was early on a Saturday night that, knowing the guys planned to be out late, I brought a hunk home for fun and games. I figured if Jason stayed the night, the boys would just have to deal with it. We had just settled into a heavy clinch on the couch when Jason whispered into my ear, "You didn't say anything about this being a threesome, but I'm game."

I glanced over my shoulder to the hall archway and saw a wet-headed Carl wrapped

in a towel. "Oh, uh, sorry. Ah. . . just came down for a beer."

"No problem." Jason reassured as he casually dropped a hand to my crotch. "Why don't you join us? There's plenty here to go around." He gave my engorged basket an obscene jiggle.

Carl turned bright red and headed to the kitchen with a mumbled, "Uh, maybe later."

"Oh shit!" What else could I say?

"Your lover? A problem?"

"My son. He's straight, and this is the first time he's seen me with a guy. I don't think he took it too well. Maybe you should go."

"Hey, he looks like a big boy to me. Give him a chance to work with it on his own.

It's out in the open now, so he'll just have to face it."

Jason resumed his tongue attack on my mouth and hand mauling of my groin. Soon he'd pulled me back to matters at hand.

His shirt was off and his pants were soon at his ankles. My shirt was open, and I was down to my briefs. From the corner of my eye, I saw Carl slowly pass through the hall and up the stairs. Maybe Jason was right. After all, I had warned them I had a life of my own.

"Let's go up to that big bed of yours." Jason pulled me to my feet and led me up the stairs. "Still got those ropes attached to your four poster? I've been looking forward to tying you down again."

It wasn't long before I was spread eagled, nude and helpless. "All the toys still in here?" Jason asked as he headed to my walk-in closet. He returned with a shit load of stuff which he dumped in the chair beside the bed. He jumped onto the bed with a rawhide cord and proceeded to tie off my nuts. Then he slid up to plant his knees beside my head and plunge his thick seven-incher into my eager mouth. At the same time, he buckled a blindfold into place, and my world went black. I slurped and sucked on his cock and shaved balls. Then he planted his ass hole onto my lips, and I busied my tongue as I moaned contentedly.

Suddenly, he pulled off and whispered, "Gotta take a leak. Be right back." I heard him open the door and pad off down the hall. I lay in quiet anticipation.

I hadn't heard him come back, but suddenly a hand caressed my thigh and another tweaked my nipple. The hand moved up my inner leg and cradled my tight, tender nuts. Then a tongue lapped at them and soaked both them and the rawhide cord. By now, I was moaning. He pulled away and again I felt a cock head brush my lips. I licked and enticed it to enter. Just as it slid home, I heard Jason speak from the doorway. "I'm glad you decided to join us."

Carl? The cock was all the way in now, buried to the pubes. It was thin, but very long - nine or ten inches of meat slithered down my gullet. The pair of balls that banged into my chin were definitely hairy. It took my brain a while to realize I was being face fucked by my own son!

Then Jason's mouth sank down on my prick and went to town. It didn't take his talent long to trigger my orgasm. I was soon shouting around that plunging organ in my throat.

"Here, Carl, let's retie him. You'll love sinking that long cock of yours into his tight ass. He'll love it, too."

And I did! Just the idea of having my incestuous son's cock, coated with my spit, and sliding into my ass had me rock hard again. Jason's ass settled onto my mouth and I could hear them necking above me. Carl had wonderful control. He varied his speed and depth of stroke. He brought me to the brink several times only to halt and wait for us both to slip back from the edge. I don't have any idea how long this pleasure continued.

"Shit! Now I see why you didn't show up at the bar. Why didn't you tell me there was a party?" Mark's voice started at the door and ended by the bed, accompanied by the sounds of clothing being discarded.

"I thought you might just come to investigate, Bro. Hop right up and take a turn.

This is mighty good screwin'."

Carl pulled out and a new dong worked its way inside. This one was not quite as

long as Carl's, but was considerably thicker. I had two very well hung sons!

Somewhere along the line, Jason left with the excuse of another date. But I suspect he graciously exited to allow us this special time together as a family. I'd lost my blindfold and could observe my gorgeous boys as we played. They finally untied me, and Mark and I sixty-nined as Carl plowed into my butt. I could see Mark looking up at his brother's equipment as it serviced my ass.

Soon we were a shouting, spouting threesome that collapsed into a tangle with my sheets. As I faded into sleep, I smiled, knowing that we'd established a bond that would continue for years to come.

