                                                                   The Bakery Shop
    Joey lay in bed listening to the easy breathing of his wife Judy. The autumn wind was tearing the leaves from the young maple tree outside the window as pondered the meaning of his latest dream. It was useless for him to try and fall back to sleep, although he would have liked to try and continue the dream to see where it would lead. He had tried that before with other dreams like this one but, of course, it never worked. The content was simple; he was working in a bake shop early in the morning with a young man about the same age and body as himself, (Joey stood about six feet tall with black hair and a slim build) the young man was trying to talk to him, but Joey said very little. He startled Joey when  the young man said; “if you want to use me for anything just ask.” 
      After that remark, the Joey started a bread project and the young man went about his own job. Once the heavy part of the baking was done, and they were cleaning out the ovens; Joey noticed the man sitting in the booth that they used for a break. He looked at him sitting there reading a magazine and thought about what he had said earlier.

    Joey walked over to find out just what exactly he meant by his statement when the young man looked up from his reading; then stood up and removed his clothes. 

    Joey watched the young seat himself on the table, but could discern no emotion or gesture that would confirm what he wanted. He just sat there without a stitch of clothes on. It was strange, but Joey was getting turned on. He felt himself grow hard in his pants and then, as if his body suddenly had a mind of its own, he started to get down on his knees.
    He looked at the young man’s flaccid penis and reached out his hand to feel it. The young man remained motionless even when Joey touched his cock. Joey leaned forward wetting his lips to take the soft thing into his mouth. He pressed his face into the nest of pubic hair and held it there without moving. He let the heat of his mouth saturate it; his tongue absorbing the texture of its wonderful skin.  Joey began moving his tongue slowly along the underside and felt it react immediately as he sucked on it. He wondered how big it would get.
     The young man’s cock grew as Joey gently sucked on him. He kept his lips buried against the root as the erection penetrated deeper. Joey opened his throat and accepted the head as it wormed its way inside. He let the whole thing expand to its fullest measure inside his mouth and was about to gag when he felt it stop penetrating. The cock shaft filled his mouth, but Joey still had room to work with. He felt the shaft move inside his mouth and realized what the young man wanted, it was the reason that he was here. Now he could give the young man a blow job that he would remember for a long time. Joey began to suckle lovingly on the cock in his mouth like he had been doing it his whole life long.

 There was no sound in the bakery when the young man came, just the hum of the oven fans in the heat of the morning. Joey swallowed as fast as he could when it spurted inside his mouth; the brackish flavor filled his senses. He swished the dregs of sperm against his pallet and swallowed easily after releasing the deflating member.

   It was an exhausting experience and he felt drained as he stood up and faced the young man. His knees were sore and the time that had passed surprised him. He had been down there for nearly twenty minutes.

     There was nothing in the young man’s brown eyes but joy and satisfaction as he stood looking at him.
     The dream ended right there. 

    Joey wondered why this dream had continued to the finish, he rarely had one that went that far. Usually his dreams would end when he got ready to have sex, or right in the middle of it; and this one was with a man!

   Joey listened to the slow breathing of his wife and felt that he had somehow betrayed her. It was a guilt that he had lived with for long time. 

    Joey knew that he liked men, he always had; but his wife would freak out if he ever told her, so he kept his feelings hidden and only allowed them to come out inside his dreams. That is why this dream was different, this dream had closure.

    Joey thought about it and let the feelings of the dreamy blow job wash over him. He moved his hand under the sheet and caressed himself. He liked the idea of sucking a man off, it made him hard.

 He closed his eyes and hoped that his next dream would take him further into the world of homosexual experience.

