Tying My Shoes
by Allen Baker
Grampap was my hero.  From my earliest of memories, he filled my life with humor and wonder and learning.  He was about fifty-five when he taught me how to tie my shoes.

That(s when it really started for me.  I was only five when he knelt before the stool I sat on and picked up my Sunday dress shoe.  I always spent the weekends with my grandparents and so went to church with them each week.  Grampap would place his spread out knees on either side of my little boy feet and pick up a shoe.  And then he(d take hold of my foot.  That(s when it happened.  His fingers slid along the sole of my foot as he inched the toes and arch into the shoe.  And I shuddered all over.  That soft caress of his hand caused me to tingle from head to foot.  It was like nothing I had ever felt before or at any other time.  It felt so great.  It was a feeling I longed for all week long.  Just when he held my stocking feet and fed them into my shoes.  It wasn(t until my adolescence that I experienced anything to compare to it.

At night he(d put me into the big bed in his room and tuck me in for the night.  Later, after grandma had retired to her own room, he(d come in and strip down to his long underwear and slide into bed with me.  I(d always rouse a bit and snuggle up to his white fuzzy-clad body and drift back to sleep.  Usually sometime during the night I(d hear Grampap rouse and slip from the covers and pull the chamber pot from beneath the bed.  His stream of urine would splatter onto it(s ceramic bottom, creating a pattering music to lull me back to sleep.  Sometimes, it would make me need to go, too. So I(d sleepily stumble off the high mattress and stand beside the pot.  He(d help me find my little dicky through the opening of my pajamas and help me aim as I nearly slept through my peeing.

The years passed and by the time I was twelve or thirteen, I had seen enough around his farm animals to know the score on sex.  At least how animals performed.  But I wondered a lot about humans.  Finally, one night I woke up from a dream with a new feeling.  My dick was hard!  And it felt like I was going to piss and couldn(t stop it.  I was frightened that I would make Grampap(s bed wet.  I tried to scramble out from the covers, but only succeeded in tangling myself with them and waking Grampap.  I nearly cried when I realized I wasn(t going to stop the flow.  But then I was shocked when I felt an entirely new sensation.  It was the same feeling I had experienced years before when Grampap touched my feet.  But instead of all over, it was centered on just my dick and balls.  Suddenly my cock was throbbing and with each throb, I felt some thick liquid shoot out into my pajamas.  My head swam as I flew from wild joy to despair of wetting myself.  And I shook with each spasm of my dick.  When it stopped, I lay panting in wonder and sweating in near fear that something was wrong with me.

Then in the dark Grampap(s soft voice came to me.  (Was that your first time?(
(What?( was all I could manage.

(Was that your first sex dream?  Have you ever ejaculated before?(
I didn(t know the word, but certainly knew what he was referring to.  But was it something you talked to your grandfather about?  I didn(t say anything.

He must have understood my thoughts, though.  (Nothing to be ashamed about.  It(s all very natural.  You(re just becoming a man, is all.  Every man has it happen sometime.  You will learn to love it.  And don(t be embarrassed about that either.  It(s right that you do.  We are made to enjoy sex.(
(Oh.(  How idiotic a reply was that?  But it was all that I could think of.

He chuckled a bit then confessed. (It happens to me, too, you know. Just wipe yourself off on with your pajamas and put on a fresh pair.  We(ll clean it up in the morning.(  Then he rolled over and at least pretended to sleep again.

I(ll always be grateful for Grampap(s sensitive handling of that scene.  He didn(t make me feel that I had anything to hide or be apologetic about.  And he let me take care of it myself, not like he had to help a little boy clean up his mess.  I always loved him for that.

The very next weekend, I again awoke in the middle of the night.  This time, it was some grunting from Grampap(s side of the bed that did it.  He was having a dream.  I couldn(t help myself, I gently eased back the covers and beheld in the moonlight a mound of longjohn material pointing up from his crotch.  In his sleep, his hand pawed at his groin.  His fist clinched around a very hard dick and stroked himself through the fabric.  My own cock got hard as I watched.  Soon his breathing became ragged and his body bucked.  The fabric at his fist turned wet and soaked down about his hand.  Then it was over and he drifted back to a soothing slumber.

Over for him.  I was totally aroused and in randy need of a climax.  I slipped from the bed and dropped my pj(s to my ankles.  I began to beat myself off.  All the time, I stared at the widening wet area of Grampap(s underwear.  As it soaked wider, it showed the outline of his thick man dick.  I had never seen another man(s penis, but this sight really turned me on all the more.  As I got close, I pulled the chamber pot under me and spewed my load into it while trying to stifle my grunts of pleasure.

In the morning, Grampap took up the chamber pot to empty.  He glance into it a moment before a smile began to play about his lips.  But he didn(t remark about it.

From then on, I got little sleep on my weekend visits.  I tried to stay awake to catch the moments of Grampap(s nighttime pleasures.  For a month or more, I would watch as he(d moan and spurt.  And I(d follow it up with my own ecstatic pleasure.  But finally temptation did me in.

It was a night with a very bright moon that shed lots of light into the bedroom.  Stripes of light played across the bed.  And in the middle of one I observed the rising tent of a man pole erecting.  I eased the covers aside.  But suddenly I could no longer be content to watch fabric.  With shaking fingers, I eased a couple of buttons open and eased the fabric aside.  Grampap(s beautiful man meat leaped into view.  I sucked in my breath as I saw the size and girth of a mature man(s endowment.  It was beautiful and alluring in the soft moon gleam.  I couldn(t help but reach out to feel it.  It(s surface was velvety smooth over the steel rigidity of it(s shaft.  The head flared out with its tight shiny skin.  I reached a couple of fingers into the opening and pulled out his pouch.  It crinkled in response to the cooler air, but still hung much lower than my own.  Inside were two walnut sized balls that rolled about before settling into place onto the fabric.

I wrapped my palm around his dick, and Grampap sighed in his sleep.  Slowly I began to move my hand up and down its shaft.  In his sleep, my grandfather began to moan.  I responded by speeding up my movements. Soon, I saw his leathery pouch pull  tighter, raising his nuts up toward the base of his cock.  His breathing sped up and gurgling sounds came from his throat.  With a suddenness that startled me, his dick lurched in my hand and his sperm shot high into the air.  Once. Twice.  Five times in all, huge globs of cum spurted up and landed back against his cock and my hand.  He coated us with his cream.  Then there was a sigh of contentment as his muscles relaxed.

I jumped I mile when I heard him speak.  (Thanks, Billy, that felt great.(
I pulled my hand away immediately in shame of having been caught.  And then was even more embarrassed when I realized that I had expected him to sleep through the whole even.  How stupid.  But again, Grampap knew how to ease my mind.  He took my hand and put it back to his crotch.  (You(d better put everything away for the night.(  And he chucked.  How easily he implied that he was ok with all I had done.

Then he surprised me even more by placing a hand on my crotch!  (Looks like you(ve got a situation of your own that needs handling.(  My rock hard dick hadn(t lost one bit of rigidity through the entire event.  (I think turn about is fair play, don(t you?(  He didn(t wait for an answer.  He just eased my pajamas down over my hips and took my cock into his calloused hand.  The hardened skin on his palm, shifted up and down against my sensitive boy skin.  In my present state, it only took him four or five strokes to bring me to the edge.  (I(m going to come.(  In my ecstasy, I nearly shouted it.  Then I was totally stunned when he quickly leaned down and planted my four-inches all the way into his mouth.  His wiry beard tickled my pubic area.  The feel of that warm, wet opening was all the trigger I needed.  My hands flew to the back of his silver-haired head to hold him in places as I grunted and twitched and rutted myself into him.  I plastered my boy cream down the back of his throat and inside his cheeks.  I(d never felt so wonderful in my young life.

And when I was done and had collapsed back onto the bed, he slide up and kissed me.  My first man kiss.  He wasn(t gentle about it.  He pressed his tongue to part my lips and frenched into me.  And he shocked me even more by letting my own cum slid into my mouth.  For the first time I tasted man cream.  For the first time, I felt a man(s touch.  For the first time, I experienced a blow job.  For the first time, I shared a man kiss.  Not for the first time, I knew my Grampap loved me.

After that, our sex fun was not confined to his bedroom.  Anytime we were alone together, we(d take the opportunity to indulge our passions.  I knew the term incest.  I knew this could be seen by others as sexual abuse or assault.  But to us, it was right.  And I loved it all.  I loved learning to take him down my throat.  I loved lying in the hayloft on a sunny summer day in a sixty-nine.  I loved it all.

The first time his finger toyed with my ass hole, I was shocked.  But not startled enough to ignore the wild sensations that sent through me.  Soon I was moaning and pushing back onto his hand as it slid into me.  Wow, what a new delight that was as Grampap prodded against my prostate.  I bucked all over as I spewed down his throat.  Then he turned me onto my stomach in the hay and used his tongue against that back opening.  My sense of dignity didn(t force me to protest too long before I began to croon at the feeling of his wet mouth on me there.  He tongued the crack and slobbered onto the opening before pushing his tongue all the way through into my tunnel.  I wanted it to go on forever.

Then he pulled away.  (I know this will hurt just at first, but hold on.  Once you get used to it though, you(ll love it.(
He was right on both counts.  I thought I would scream when he first popped his dick head through the opening of my ass.  And I clenched my teeth down on my arm as he forced his long, wide cock in to its full length.  But then he held still and whispered encouragement into my ear.  I could deny my Grampap nothing.  So I took deep breaths and finally, the pain began to subside.  He must have sensed a change in my muscle tone or something, because he began to fuck me then.  And he was right.  I loved it.  In no time, his actions back there had prompted my second erection in ten minutes.  He plowed me for a few minutes, but the tightness of my virgin hole was too much for him to hold out long.  Soon he bit down on my ear and planted himself deep into me and shot his load.  I could feel his dick twitch deep in me and that caused my own untouched cock to shoot its juice into the hay beneath me.  I was in heaven.

That was the last time Grampap and I ever made love.  Three days later I was called out of class to find my dad in the school hallway with a very serious expression.  I immediately knew something awful had happened, but wasn(t prepared to hear that Grampap had died of a heart attack.  I guess they knew I had always been close to him, but they had no idea how close.  I collapsed onto the hallway floor, sobbing.  I was unconsolable.  Dad had to practically carry me to the car.

Those days through the funeral are a blur.  I cried most of the time and couldn(t even tell people why.  But at the burial plot as I saw his casket being lowered into the grave, I finally realized that I had to pick up and move on.  Grampap would have expected that.

In the years since, I have made much of my live.  As an award winning author, I am often interviewed on radio and TV talk shows.  Invariably, the question comes asking who was the most influential person in my life.  I smile to myself as I quickly relive these memories in a fleeting moment.  And then I answer.  The interviewer almost always responses with a quizzical look when I say, (That(s easy: my Grampap.  He taught me to tie my shoes.(
