Steve
                         by Allen Baker
He introduced himself as Steve.  Of course, that was much later in the evening.  After he(d fucked my ass for the first time.

He was Asian, with a half-inch buzz of shiny black hair all over his head.  And none on his muscular arms and chest.  A wiry tuft of black surrounded his long, thin cock.  His scrotum had none, but held two lovely testicles that had fit nicely together in my mouth.  They had tasted cleanly male and rolled wonderfully against each other on my tongue.  I told him my name.

(Dave,( he repeated, as if saying it aloud would help him remember it.  (It(s a nice name.(
I thought his command of English excellent and wondered how long he(d lived in the States, though that fact never surfaced.

We(d first noticed each other while brushing against one another(s bodies in the narrow halls of the club.  When robed only in towels, one does notice such things.  We hadn(t spoken then.  But we smiled.  He had a winsome grin that attracted me.  So did the rest of him.  His twinkling eyes on a plane with mine had a smile all their own.  But being a little timid, I didn(t speak and neither did he.

Timid.  Listen to me.  I travel three hours by car and underground into the center of DC just to go to a gay, nude men(s club for the night, and I describe myself as timid!  But it(s true.  I want, no need, man sex and nearly quiver in anticipation of going to the club.  But once there, my natural shyness holds me back.  Thank goodness other are bolder.

Not that Steve was brash or brazen.  He wasn(t.  I had left the door to my tiny cubicle invitingly ajar.  He passed the opening and disappeared from view.  My hopes faded.  But then he was back and slowed as he passed.  Then stood glancing in, waiting an invitation.  That was all the encouragement I needed.  I beckoned; he responded and closed the door behind him.

Tentatively, we grasped our fingers about shoulders and chests.  He quickly took control and ran his fingers through the thick hair on my chest and, not gently, squeezed my nipples.  I moaned form the light pain that caused and the fact that he(d taken the lead.  Taken control.  A natural bottom, I always moan with pleasure in that circumstance.  I relaxed into letting him take me along his chosen path.

His one hand slid down my plump abdomen and pulled loose my towel, dropping it to the floor.  I shivered as he caressed my prick and fingered my sack.  Then he applied pressure to my nuts, and I sighed.  I leaned forward to tongue from his ear down his neck and across his shoulder, nipping lightly here and there.  I took the liberty of handling his crotch through his towel.  I smiled, realizing that he had my favorite form of equipment.  That long thin type that would easily slide into my tight ass and probe my hot point.

Soon, both towels were on the floor, and I was kneeling with him engulfed in my throat.  I slobbered and sucked and lubricated his proudly erect prick.  He tasted wonderful.  The months of abstinence caused me to abandon all timidity and indulge my needs.  Soon, Steve had rubbered up and energetically plowed into my eager rectum as I bent over the massage table.  He was a rough rider, and I loved it.  His hands circled round and pressed into my groin on either side of my equipment to secure me for his thrusting.  He had endurance.  He varied his timing, prodded and poked.  But all too soon for my liking, he redoubled his speed and power and bit down on my shoulder as he climaxed into me.  A wonderful round one.

I(m not sure how the subject actually came up.  We went from thunderous orgasm to a recovering tangle of torsos and limbs.  Then, instead of the usual quick exit, we unwound and sprawled on the table as we chatted.  But I still don(t remember how I came to tell him that I(ve been happily married for thirty-one years.  To a woman.  I even have two sons in college.

But far from being repelled, shocked, or indifferent, Steve actually became excited.  He stretched a leg across my thigh and leaned forward and stared closely into my face.  (May I ask you some questions?(
(Of course.(
(Does your wife know about all this?  How do you keep your lives separate? I want to get married and have my own children, but my gay friends say I(m crazy.  That it(ll never work.  That I(ll be unhappy.  I(m still in the closet.  My family doesn(t know I(m gay.  I(m so confused.  But I(m thirty years old!  Time to marry if I(m ever going to.  What should I do?(
He couldn(t talk fast enough as his thoughts poured out.  His serious intensity was both charming and alarming.  How could I possibly advise this stranger how to live his life?  I couldn(t.

(Look, all I can do is tell you how it works for me.  I don(t know if it could work for you.  I(ve had to make many accommodating sacrifices to live in the heterosexual world, and they may not be things you(re willing to do.(  I proceeded to explain how being married meant nearly banishing most gay relationships.  I can only get these opportunities three or four times a year.  Frustrating, but just the way it is.

(I do, however, have a rich fantasy, masturbation life.  I buy gay mags, visit gay web sites, and indulge myself with man toys.  I love my wife and kids and wouldn(t change my life with them for anything.  But sometimes I just have to manufacture and excuse to get away for an evening or overnight to live out my gay side.(
Steve questioned here and there, but I don(t think I was really able to truly guide him.  Throughout, we touched and caressed.  Soon, the words stopped and baser needs resurfaced.

I was pushed back and had my legs on his shoulders as he again sunk his club into my rear.  I gazed into those eyes as I toyed with his nipples.  He pounded my prostate and caused me to dribble ooze onto my stomach.  I reached down to stroke myself as he leaned in to plant his mouth against mine.  He pushed into me with ever increasing speed and power.  All too soon we jerked and writhed in pleasure as we orgasmed again.

I wonder where he is now and what he(s decided.  Will he marry?  I marvel at the procreation urge even in gay men.  Was it enough to overcome his need for regular mansex, his natural revulsion of women?  Wherever and whatever, I wish him well.

