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I’m an online cruiser, I guess you could say.
Except I do more than just cruise.
I have profiles on a buncha different hookup sites ‘cause it’s good to have options.
A little about me: I’m fifty-five, married and outwardly “the man”. I’m not great-looking but I’m decent. I’ve got the usual wear and tear that come with my age... thinning hair and a beer gut.
I used to be a happily married man until my wife lost interest in sex in her thirties. I spent a ton of time trying to find it for her.
Doing more things around the house, being extra romantic, and even trying the kink route did nothing to pump life into her sex drive.
One can only search for so long, ya know what I mean?
I’m not a douchebag. I love my wife, and I’d never leave her.
But I am a sexual person.
When I gave up trying to have sex with my wife was the same time that the Internet got kinky and provided an easy way to sexually connect with people.
In my first jumps from online to “meet ‘n greet”, I hooked up with women. Bein’ “the man”, my natural first choice was women.
But women are too complicated. They have tons of emotions, they constantly need to talk, and they carry so much drama.
I already get all that from my wife.
I just wanted the one thing that was lacking in my marriage: sex!
Well, outta the blue one day, I got a message from a guy who wanted to hook up.
I automatically deleted it.
A guy? What the fuck? No way!
After I cruised all my online sites that day and came up empty, I started thinkin’ about that deleted message.
Ya know, even though I’m “the man”, I’ve also been curious.
That day, I decided to act on it. I was hornier than hell, and my only prospect of friction was my hand.
I’ve had way too many encounters with my hand, though, and never one with another guy.
I probably sound like I’m tryin’ to justify things, but I’m not. I’m actually the most content I’ve been in my entire life... ever since that first meet.
It opened up even more possibilities.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1003158 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!