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		“Seth Wants a Daddy”

		

	
		

		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.

		

		Now, I only hook up with men.

		

		No emotions. No dialogue. No drama.

		

		I’m tellin’ ya, my sex life and my marriage have never been better!

		

		Some guys I’ll hook up with multiple times. Others are just one-offs.

		

		I’ve learned a lot since that first encounter, like proper before and after care. Also, I know how to spot a fake or a flake.

		

		A fake can either be a hate situation or a fake address. Luckily, I’ve never encountered a hate situation but I’ve heard of guys gettin’ beaten up; ya know, like gay-bashing.

		

		The fake address is someone just jerkin’ your chain. I’ve driven to an empty parking lot and a condemned building before. I don’t really understand why someone would do this but it’s only happened a coupla times.

		

		The flakes are the guys who like the idea of being with a guy but who are too chicken to do anything about it.

		

		Most of them have the same background as me: married, sex life in the toilet, and a curiosity.

		

		Unfortunately, I’ve experienced the flakes too many times. They get off strictly on the email exchange... because I ask ‘em what they like, what they’ve done, what they want to do. But that’s all they want, is the fantasy.

		

		I’ve set up meetings only to get last-minute cancellations with lame excuses, and then they’d hook me again with more sex talk.

		

		They’d tell me what they want to do to me or have me do to them when we meet. Because for sure, they still want to meet, they’d say, it’s just a sick brother or unexpected company.

		

		When I’d go to arrange another meet, they eagerly accepted... but then cancelled with another lame excuse. Flakes.

		

		So, I’ve learned how to spot ‘em and not waste my time.

		

		Throughout the years, I’ve seen kinks come and go, too.

		

		Recently, I’ve noticed an increase of profiles from younger men looking for a daddy.

		

		Seth was my first such daddy-chaser. He messaged me with tons of compliments on my body, which I found amusing, because I’ve got a large belly and an average dick.

		

		I responded... because who’s not into flattery?

		

		After swapping several messages, I discovered that Seth was for real. He was twenty-three and a lifeguard with a rockin’ bod, but he was less than gifted in the cock department.

		

		He wanted to be dominated by a daddy and asked if I could help.

		

		In my years of Internet cruising, I’ve topped guys, been a bottom, and had encounters that went both ways. I’m a regular Jack-of-all-trades kinda guy. It’s handy because I can usually find someone who fits my mood on any particular day.

		

		Since I’d seen ads for the daddy scenario, I was already interested... and if I hadn’t been, his body would’ve surely warmed me up to the idea.

		

		So, we swapped some emails, I got to know him, and we set up a meeting.

		

		He shared a place near the beach and had free time during the day, since his roommates worked.

		

		I’m an independent consultant and make my own schedule, so daytime works best for me. Plus, with the wife, it’s better for me to be home at night.

		

		I told my wife I had a meeting with a prospective client two counties over, and she never questioned a thing.

		

		She also didn’t think twice about my bathroom prep time... ya know what I’m talkin’ about!

		

		Since I’ve been both a top and a bottom, I didn’t have a problem that this boy wanted to be dominated and call me Daddy.

		

		As I said, Seth was my first time with a daddy-chaser. While I’d done just about everything the roleplay required, except being called Daddy, I was worried about the amount of punishment that he mentioned. I’m not into giving or receiving pain. But he was hot, so I reserved judgment.

		

		I always park a coupla blocks away to kinda case out the neighborhood. It was decent enough, and I knew I’d be safe.

		

		Seth gasped and practically drooled when he saw my business attire. He jumped up and down and squealed, “Daddy’s home from work!”

		

		He was even better looking than his pictures, and I could’ve nailed him on the spot.

		

		But this was a specific roleplay meet-up, so I immediately assumed my role.

		

		“That’s right, son, I am home from work, but I thought I told you to be waiting naked.” I walked in and shut the door.

		

		Seth took his cue like a veteran actor.

		

		“I’m sorry, Daddy, I thought you would like the pleasure of stripping your son?”

		

		I smacked his face.

		

		That action would’ve been risky had I not taken the time to learn Seth’s likes and dislikes. I knew he craved discipline... and pain.

		

		Watching him shudder and lick his lips, I congratulated myself on doing my homework.

		

		“In your room for a spanking, son.”

		

		The command established my dominance and took us out of the common areas, just in case his roommates came home early.

		

		Plus, I didn’t know where his room was.

		

		Seth turned around and wiggled his ass before he looked over his shoulder, shyly took my hand and led me into his bedroom.

		

		He was in shorts and a tank top. His frame was thick but well-toned. When he wiggled his bubble butt, my cock throbbed.

		

		Walking to his bedroom gave me time to get myself under control.

		

		I sat on his bed and ordered, “Get me your hairbrush.”

		

		When he returned with it, I patted my lap, beckoning him.

		

		He all but flew across my legs while trying to hide his glee.

		

		My boner pressed against his stomach. He had to have felt it, but didn’t say anything. Instead, he squirmed against it.

		

		I watched him for a bit, amused by his excitement.

		

		Then, I caressed his butt cheeks. I couldn’t wait to get my hands on his ass! Taking a moment, I squeezed his meaty ass.

		

		I wanted so badly to pull his shorts down and feel his skin, but it was a roleplay.

		

		“You’ve been a bad boy, Seth, and Daddy needs to punish you.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy,” he moaned.

		

		I’d done my fair share of dominating both sexes before, but there was something about that scene that had me more aroused than normal.

		

		It could’ve been his age.

		

		It could’ve been his physique.

		

		It could’ve been his willingness to please and his total submission.

		

		It could’ve been that it was my first time with that particular roleplay.

		

		Most likely, it was all of the above.

		

		I leaked a bit of precum.

		

		“This is for your own good, son,” I told him while I slapped his shorts-covered ass.

		

		“Thank you, Daddy,” he moaned again.

		

		I alternately slapped each cheek. Feeling that slight reverberation against my palm made my cock pulse.

		

		I hadn’t been that horny in a long time. If it were up to me, I would’ve stripped him and fucked him on the spot.

		

		But it was a roleplay.

		

		It was important not to rush things. Besides, sometimes the build-up can be more stimulating than the actual sex.

		

		So I kept him clothed.

		

		With each smack, his ass rose a bit. When he slid back down, his midsection pressed against the bulge in my slacks.

		

		It took great restraint on my part not to thrust... I think on his part, too.

		

		I glanced at my watch and, after three minutes, I slid a hand up the bottom of his shorts and squeezed a bare cheek.

		

		There’s somethin’ to be said about the twenty-something crowd: Their skin is supple and squeezable. Life’s drudgeries hasn’t worn it down.

		

		It makes an old guy like me feel young again.

		

		But I couldn’t revel in the feeling too long or it would’ve broken the mood.

		

		“No underwear again, son?! What were you told about that?”

		

		“I’m s-sorry, Daddy,” he whispered in fear.

		

		But I could tell that he loved my scolding.

		

		Before I got there, I’d given him a detailed account of what to wear... and not wear. He didn’t question it, and I didn’t tell him what I had in mind.

		

		“You leave me no choice but to spank your bare butt, son.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.” His voice shook.

		

		I slowly pulled down his shorts to reveal his naked ass. It was difficult not to comment on its perfection.

		

		“Lift up for Daddy.”

		

		When he lifted his ass, it came within kissing distance. It took all the restraint I could muster not to kiss that perfect ass.

		

		When he slid his shorts around his ankles, I pushed his ass down, making him fall back onto my lap.

		

		That skin-to-skin contact was heavenly. I permitted myself some time to relish it before using the brush.

		

		When I circled my palm around his pink cheeks, I felt his hardness press against my thigh.

		

		I pressed my thighs together so he couldn’t feel my reaction.

		

		Then, I slapped the center of his ass and watched the sides jiggle a bit. Just from impact, not from fat. His young skin was taut and inviting. I had to do it again to see the effects.

		

		My cock throbbed and leaked. After every spank, his skin rushed back to its original form.

		

		I was mesmerized.

		

		Again, though, it was a roleplay.

		

		So, after several minutes of bare-handed spanking, I picked up the hairbrush.

		

		“Since you refuse to wear underwear, I’m gonna beat the rules into you, son!”

		

		“Thank you for teaching me, Daddy.”

		

		Seth was as hot as an ice cube in hell, and his precum dribbled onto my slacks. It made me smile to know I had a similar effect on him.

		

		I raised my hand and crashed the back of the brush against his right cheek. His body jerked but he moaned. His arm flung down my leg, and his fingertips brushed my ankle.

		

		Normally, BDSM-type stuff like that doesn’t thrill me, like I said. But omigod, it was so fucking hot!

		

		I continued to paddle his right cheek until it turned red. Seth continued to jump, after which he’d trace my leg.

		

		He either moaned or said, “Thank you, Daddy” with each Thwack!

		

		Remembering to slow things down, I paused to touch his red cheek. The heat sent a surge of power and desire through my veins.

		

		“I’m gonna hafta get this cheek,” I squeezed the left one, “as red as this one,” I squeezed the right one again.

		

		“Yes, Daddy,” he moaned.

		

		Thwack! I smiled as I watched his other cheek change colors.

		

		With each connection, I embraced the role.

		

		I was the angry dad.

		

		This was my disobedient son.

		

		I needed to teach him a lesson!

		

		As I spanked faster, Seth wiggled in my lap, practically stroking my cock with his body.

		

		Concentrating on his ass was the only way I was able to keep myself from thrusting.

		

		When he was evenly colored, I set the brush down and smoothed my hands over his cheeks.

		

		Seth moaned loudly and caressed my leg. His cock pulsed against my thigh. I grabbed it and pulled it backwards between his legs.

		

		That’s when I was reminded of his package size... or lack thereof.

		

		I had been so caught up in the daddy aspect that I nearly forgot about his small dick humiliation kink.

		

		Resuming the roleplay, I figured out a way to incorporate his tiny pecker.

		

		“Son, are you getting off on my spanking you?!”

		

		“N-no, Daddy.”

		

		He sounded just like a petulant little kid. His acting ability heightened the encounter.

		

		I swiped my thumb across his piss slit as a large bead oozed out. “You are! You’re getting off on Daddy punishing you, son!”

		

		“I-I-I’m sorry, Daddy.”

		

		I shoved him off my lap, and he landed on the floor with a thud. He was on his ass, his legs were spread, and his cock was pointed straight at me.

		

		I couldn’t have directed his position any better.

		

		“What’s that?!” I pointed and laughed at his erection.

		

		“It-it-it’s my penis, Daddy.”

		

		“That’s not a penis, son; that’s just a wee little twig!”

		

		I laughed again, though my own cock twitched in delight.

		

		He lowered his head and covered himself with his hand.

		

		Seth was such a good actor that, for a second, I worried I’d overdone it.

		

		But after staring at his cockhead, I saw a few beads of precum ooze out, and I knew I was nailing the scene.

		

		“Take your hand away from that wee little twig and look at me!”

		

		When he complied, I stared at the tender but virile boy. His face was flushed, accentuating his tanned and tone body. And he was having difficulty keeping a straight face.

		

		He held back a few smiles as his cock pulsed and throbbed, giving away his true desire.

		

		My cock demanded to plow his ass immediately while my mind fought to continue the roleplay.

		

		Timing. I hadn’t been there that long, and it was a great scene.

		

		Plus, I wanted to dole out more punishment.

		

		I told ya I’m not really into the pain-dom thing. But man, if there wasn’t something about Seth that made me itch to do it.

		

		“Stand up, son, and keep your hands at your sides.”

		

		He stood meekly, awaiting my next move.

		

		I rose and slowly unbuckled my belt, as I maintained eye contact with him.

		

		He was trembling, and his eyes darted between my crotch and my eyes.

		

		When I yanked off my belt, his eyes widened... he knew what was coming.

		

		I held his gaze for a few more seconds, reveling in my dominance.

		

		Then, without warning, I whipped my belt across his pencil-dick.

		

		He screamed, and he flung his hands to protect it.

		

		I shoved his hands to his sides. “You weren’t told to touch yourself, son! In fact, I know I told ya to stand still!”

		

		“S-sorry, Daddy.”

		

		His cock twitched and a droplet of precum fell onto the floor.

		

		I frowned, “Lookit what a faggot you are, creaming without stimulus!”

		

		His cock twitched encouragement and leaked some more.

		

		“You’re just a sissy faggot with a puny penis!”

		

		I belted his cock again. It twitched while it turned as red as his buttocks.

		

		My cock threatened to tear through my dress pants.

		

		“I’m... I’m sorry for my puny penis, Daddy.”

		

		Fuck, this kid was exquisite!

		

		Power overtook me. I grabbed the back of Seth’s neck and shoved him to his knees.

		

		“Clean up your disgusting faggot puddle, son!”

		

		I was the king of the world as I watched him lick his precum off of the floor.

		

		I’d never gone that far in a scene.

		

		It was intoxicating.

		

		I had ordered another guy to lick his own fluid from the floor... and he did it!

		

		He ground his pelvis as he licked, and it transformed his butt into a spiraling bulls-eye.

		

		Without thought, I belted his already-red ass.

		

		I saw the white flash of the belt contrast with his red hot skin.

		

		A twinge of guilt threatened to overcome me until I heard him grunt.

		

		It wasn’t from pain or complaint... and he never stopped cleaning the floor.

		

		“Are ya tryin’ to fuck the floor, faggot-boy?!”

		

		“N-no, Daddy.”

		

		“Then why are your hips movin’?”

		

		“I-I dunno, Daddy.”

		

		“I see I gotta teach you an even bigger lesson, son!”

		

		“Y-yes, Daddy. Thank you, Daddy.”

		

		“Get on your knees!”

		

		His cock bounced when he scrambled to his knees.

		

		The tip was bright red, and he was breathing heavily.

		

		I admit it, I was breathing heavily at that point, too.

		

		In the back of mind, I thought about how I would’ve normally already taken him by that point.

		

		But I was so into the roleplay at the time that I couldn’t focus on anything else.

		

		Since then, I’ve reflected. That scene with Seth struck a deviant cord in me that I wasn’t aware even existed.

		

		Swept up in the moment, I shook the thought away and concentrated on being Daddy.

		

		“You havin’ a problem controllin’ that puny-ass dick of yours, son?”

		

		He throbbed again.

		

		“Y-yes, Daddy. I’m s-sorry, Daddy.”

		

		“I’ll give ya sorry, son!”

		

		With Chippendale finesse, I dropped my belt, unzipped my pants and fished out my cock in a fluid movement.

		

		I told ya I’m only average, but I swear I looked like a behemoth that day.

		

		I was definitely larger than the young stud.

		

		His eyes flashed and his penis pulsed when I pulled it out.

		

		“Wow, you got a nice penis, Daddy.”

		

		I’m pretty sure he came outta character. He genuinely admired my cock; I could tell.

		

		I was already on an emotional high, but his response took me even higher.

		

		It fueled my latent deviancy.

		

		I smacked Seth across the face.

		

		“Don’t you talk outta turn, son!”

		

		“Sorry, Daddy,” he whispered while licking his lips.

		

		“I’ll teach ya to be a faggot, son!”

		

		I gripped the base of my cock and pressed the tip against his mouth.

		

		“Suck this, son, and I better not feel teeth!”

		

		He nodded, opened his mouth and looked up expectantly. With his head tilted back, I saw his jugular pulse rapidly.

		

		My deviancy was causing the young stud’s arousal.

		

		We were feeding off of each other’s kinks.

		

		I rammed my cock into his hole and face-fucked him.

		

		My size prevents me from truly face-fucking anyone but, that day, I felt the back of his throat.

		

		And that little guy never gagged! He sucked me down whole and kept his eyes on me the entire time.

		

		I’ve told ya about my restraint... well, watching my cock disappear in Seth’s throat made me damn near explode on the spot.

		

		To this day, I don’t know how I didn’t.

		

		I think it was the scene that motivated me. Daddy needed a big finish, and that wasn’t it.

		

		So, I persevered, but I pulled out. I knew I had to maintain control, even though it became more difficult to do.

		

		Looking down at Seth, I slapped my cock against his cheeks.

		

		“How does it feel to have a real cock in your mouth, boy?”

		

		“You taste so good, Daddy!” he gushed.

		

		Again, I thought he might’ve gone outside the acting a bit. He had a difficult time staying in character once he saw my cock.

		

		“Shut up and suck, son!”

		

		I rammed it straight back down his throat.

		

		He swirled his tongue around my shaft and balls. Fuuuck, did the kid know how to give head!

		

		When I plowed his face, he kneaded my balls.

		

		Then, I pulled on the back of his neck and smashed his entire face into my large stomach. I held him there and silently counted to twenty.

		

		Then I pulled out but kept my hand on the back of his neck.

		

		“Breathe, bitch.”

		

		Seth panted, twitched, and drooled... but he never broke my gaze.

		

		I glanced at his dripping and throbbing cock.

		

		“I see that choking on my cock hasn’t lessened your faggotty urges.”

		

		“N-no, Daddy. I’m sorry, Daddy.”

		

		“You leave me no choice, son.”

		

		I lifted him by the armpits and flung him on the bed.

		

		He leaned on his hands, thrust out his ass and wiggled.

		

		I was glad he was facing forward so he couldn’t see my smile. It was out of character and could have ruined the scene.

		

		Then, he grabbed his cheeks and pried ‘em open.

		

		His little star winked at me, and I nearly exploded right then, hands-free!

		

		Instead, I shoved his legs apart and smacked his blazing ass.

		

		He moaned and wiggled some more.

		

		Then, I gripped the back of his neck, shoved his face into the mattress, and pressed my groin into his crack.

		

		“You force me use extreme measures, son.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry for being a bad boy, Daddy.”

		

		He pressed his ass against me.

		

		Goddamn, but he pushed all my buttons!

		

		I slid my hand from his neck to cover his mouth.

		

		“Spit, son.”

		

		Then, I rubbed his spit over his anus.

		

		“You act like a faggot, boy, and you’re gonna get your boi-pussy fucked like a faggot!”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		I stroked his small dick to collect his precum before I slid two fingers into his ass to coat his insides.

		

		He moaned and fucked himself on my fingers.

		

		Seth was a deliciously young piece of meat. I couldn’t believe he sought me out, and that I was about to fuck him.

		

		“You ready to be fucked like a girl, son?”

		

		“Yes, Daddy!”

		

		I grabbed my base and tapped my cockhead against his opening.

		

		Using my remaining restraint, I slid my cock up and down his crack. I took my time to watch the action.

		

		His chiseled body and submissive pose combined with watching my cock disappear and reappear made me feel like a porn star.

		

		There weren’t any cameras, though, and I didn’t have any more stamina.

		

		I lined up my tip with his hole and plunged into the over-eager boy.

		

		His anal muscle squeezed the fuck outta my cock, and I throbbed.

		

		Normally, I love that first invasion and take my time with it. It’s an awkward part, as you well know. Your partner has to be really relaxed... and even then, it takes some coaxing to get that muscle to give.

		

		Bottoms have complimented my gentleness in allowing them to get used to me before I move to the fucking.

		

		I just think it’s courtesy.

		

		But that day, I was already so close to coming and so turned on that I didn’t even think about patience.

		

		I shoved in.

		

		Seth let out a low growl followed by a sigh of contentment.

		

		Once past the initial tightness, I paused briefly in his open space.

		

		It was still tight, mind you, just not as intense.

		

		I guess I hesitated too long, though, ‘cause Seth started to fuck my pole.

		

		As soon as he began to move, I smacked his red ass with both of my hands then gripped his hips to hold him still.

		

		When his body relaxed, I jumped straight to hard fucking.

		

		I had to.

		

		There was no way I was gonna last long, and I wanted to fuck him good.

		

		For a brief time, my body moved like I was eighteen again... and I imagined myself with porn star skill.

		

		His ass molded to my cock like a custom-fit milking machine!

		

		And milk me, he did.

		

		I pressed deep into his hole and held his hips against me while I growled through the most intense orgasm of my life.

		

		Seth knew to be still.

		

		I held my cock in his twitching ass until my prostate stopped firing shots of semen.

		

		Then I pulled out.

		

		I was wiped out and equally charged at the same time. Sleeping wasn’t an option... and I wanted to remember everything I could about the event.

		

		So I took it all in.

		

		Seth’s hole was red and gaping. I watched it slowly close to its normal shape.

		

		He continued to hold his cheeks apart, and I watched my cum ooze out.

		

		Man, I love that sight! There’s no better standing ovation to a job well-done!

		

		Unable to control myself, I collapsed onto the bed.

		

		Sleep threatened, but I knew I had to fight it. Still, I wasn’t able to get up or move.

		

		Relying on the character, I fell back into Daddy.

		

		“Clean your Daddy, son.”

		

		The action would buy me some time to get my wits back.

		

		I crammed a coupla pillows under my head so I could watch... and not drift into sleep.

		

		Seth’s pecker bounced as he situated himself between my legs.

		

		I lost my grip on everything as soon as he began the cleaning process with his soft tongue.

		

		He took his time, and I closed my eyes.

		

		And I’ll be damned if that wannabe son of mine didn’t revive my old and well-spent cock!

		

		My entire life, I’ve rarely been able to get hard after coming in casual encounters.

		

		And especially not since I turned the corner on fifty.

		

		But I really did feel like I was eighteen again!

		

		I could be a porn star!

		

		I had half a mind to fuck him again.

		

		But that’s not what the encounter and roleplay was about.

		

		It was specific.

		

		I was Daddy.

		

		And I wasn’t about to break character at the end of a phenomenal scene.

		

		I waited a coupla more minutes to revel in his sweet tongue bath.

		

		Then I propped myself on my elbows and pushed his head off me.

		

		“That’s good, son. You can stop.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		He moved to a kneeling position on the floor and looked at me expectantly. His little erection strained for attention.

		

		And just then, I knew how to finish the scene without compromising anything.

		

		“You able to masturbate a penis that small?”

		

		“Yes, Daddy. I... I’ve done it before, Daddy.”

		

		“Can it squirt cum?”

		

		“Oh, yes, Daddy, it sure can!”

		

		“Show me.”

		

		Seth furiously tugged on his package like doing so would save his life.

		

		He’d been teased, denied, humiliated, and fucked for quite a while, and I could tell that he wouldn’t last very long.

		

		He was such a great roleplay partner, I figured he’d done the scene many times before me. And the way he took to stroking himself told me it was normally how he finished; with Daddy watching him squirt.

		

		I’m not super competitive but, as ya know, there wasn’t a lot of normal going on that day.

		

		I became consumed with the idea that I had to do something different. To stand out. To make him remember me as his one, true Daddy.

		

		So, the scene couldn’t end with him being in control and coming whenever he felt like it.

		

		I confess to being pretty proud of myself for being able to think at all in my post-orgasmic state, let alone so cleverly.

		

		“Ya know ya better go easy on that puny thing, son.”

		

		My voice was quiet but commanding.

		

		Seth jolted... I’d like to think it was because no one had ever spoken to him at the end.

		

		He let go of his pecker, which bounced a bit before he caught it. He looked at me and didn’t know whether to continue stroking.

		

		But there was something else in his eyes. I’d like to think it was an extra glint of arousal because he’d been so close, and I’d stopped him.

		

		“You don’t wanna wear it out, do ya?”

		

		“Um... no, Daddy?”

		

		“Right. So, you’re gonna start stroking again but you’re gonna go a lot more slow. Show me how you can go slow, son.”

		

		When he had been frantically tugging, his eyes were either closed or averted. With my new command, he kept his gaze locked on me.

		

		“There. Doesn’t that feel better, going slow?”

		

		“Mmm hmm, Daddy. I just thought maybe you... well, you normally leave right away after... you know.”

		

		Seth confirmed my suspicions!

		

		Watching him squirm, I knew I was exceeding his expectation. I felt the power like it was tangible.

		

		My eyes never left his as I walked him through the final phase.

		

		“Daddy knows best, son.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		“Seeing you all worked up leads me to believe that we didn’t quite get the ‘gay’ outta ya, did we?”

		

		“No, Daddy. I’m sorry, Daddy.”

		

		“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you enjoyed yourself today.”

		

		“Oh, yes, Daddy!”

		

		“You liked sucking your Daddy’s cock, didn’t you, son?”

		

		“Yes, and how you made me choke on it, Daddy.”

		

		“And instead of being turned off to having a dick up your boi-pussy, you enjoyed that, too, didn’t you, son?”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		“Yeah, I know you did. ‘Cause you pushed back, didn’t you?”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		“You wanted Daddy’s cock so far up your ass, didn’t you?”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		His poor little pecker was dark purple, and he had a difficult time stroking slowly. He would speed up when I asked a question, then remember, and slow back down when he answered.

		

		I basically walked him through our encounter and highlighted what he’d done. To hear it narrated helped to slow things down, and he relived it.

		

		By the end of my narration, Seth was panting and sweating, and his cockhead grew even darker.

		

		He wanted to come so bad... and I was preventing him.

		

		That power surged through my veins. It’s a high that’s practically impossible to describe.

		

		And one that I had no idea I enjoyed.

		

		“Don’t you dare come without permission, son.”

		

		“I... I won’t, Daddy. But it’s... I can’t...”

		

		“I said you can’t come until I tell you to!”

		

		I raised my voice with that command, and it startled him... which was the intent.

		

		“Ya hear me?”

		

		“Y-yes, Daddy.”

		

		“And you can’t come until you perform my final instructions.”

		

		“Okay, Daddy.”

		

		“Walk up to the edge of the bed, son.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		My legs dangled over the end, and I was still propped on my elbows.

		

		I paused for effect... and to memorize his hot bod.

		

		“As you hit the final stretch, I want you to tell me what you’d like to do next time, son.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		“When you’re done and you’re about to explode, I want you to shoot on me as far as you can.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		“You said that puny thing squirts... well, I wanna see how far.”

		

		“Okay, Daddy.”

		

		“Go ahead now, son. Carry out your orders. And make sure you tell me when you’re gonna come.”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		He sped up his pumping. As he spoke, his face got increasingly red.

		

		I alternated my stare between his dick and his face, and took it all in.

		

		“Daddy, I... I think... oh! I think maybe n-next time you could do the same thing but maybe you c-could add in some hand spanking to my pathetic little dick, too?”

		

		I didn’t want to interrupt his rhythm, so I just nodded.

		

		At my acknowledgment, he pumped faster.

		

		“And... and I dunno, maybe next time you could... we could try different positions. Like, maybe I could ride your great, big Daddy dick while I sit in your lap.”

		

		I nodded again, and he pumped faster.

		

		He was so close.

		

		But he was also caught up in the fantasy.

		

		“And... um... I dunno, maybe we c-could have my brother come in, too?”

		

		A hot, young stud who was kinkier than hell. Of course I nodded!

		

		“I’m gonna come for you, Daddy!”

		

		That was my cue to assist.

		

		I pulled my pant leg all the way up my thigh, exposing my bare leg.

		

		“Good boy. Come for Daddy. Show Daddy how your little pecker spits.”

		

		Seth gripped his penis under the ridge and spurted a small arc of come onto my thigh. The second spurt only reached my knee, and the remaining ones barely hit above my ankle.

		

		He didn’t even make it to the top of my leg.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Daddy! Fuuuck, that was... that was so fuckin’ good!”

		

		Before he’d said that--and a bit outta character, too--I had been planning to leave. But I was pissed that he thought he had the control to end the scene.

		

		Even though it was hotter than fuck, and he looked exhausted and satisfied, it was more important to me to finish on a dominant note. I told ya, the power of that day carried me away.

		

		“Clean up your mess!”

		

		My voice was far louder and more gruff than I’d planned. But Seth immediately resumed his character and ate it up... literally.

		

		He licked around my sock with his soft, sweet tongue. Then, he trailed his tongue up my leg, even over the part that wasn’t marked with his cum.

		

		When he started to moan, I relaxed.

		

		Seth really got into it and began to make love to my leg. When his tongue reached my thigh, my cock pulsed.

		

		He glanced at me and raised his eyebrows slightly. I gave him a brief nod.

		

		That was all it took.

		

		Seth slurped my cock. With his perfect skills, I was rejuvenated and even shot a small load into his mouth.

		

		Then, he knelt and watched me get up.

		

		Still being fully clothed, I only had to garage my dick and retrieve my belt.

		

		“Didja learn your lesson, son?”

		

		“Yes, Daddy.”

		

		“Good.” I patted his head. “You pleased your Daddy today, son.”

		

		“Thank you, Daddy.”

		

		I walked to the front door, knowing Seth would follow.

		

		“Will Daddy be coming back to his son?”

		

		I stepped out of the apartment and looked back.

		

		“Oh, I think you’ll need some more disciplining, son... and maybe your brother, too.”

		

		He smiled as I closed the door.

		

		* * * *

		

		I had a perma-smile all the way home.

		

		My dominant mindset was still front and center as I walked into my kitchen and grabbed a beer. My wife was reaching for something under the sink, and I smacked her ass.

		

		“What’s for dinner, honey?” I greeted her.

		

		“Ow! What the hell?!”

		

		I quickly caressed her bottom.

		

		“Sorry, couldn’t help myself. You looked so inviting in that position,” I flashed my best grin.

		

		She laughed. “Consultation went well, I take it?”

		

		“You have no idea.”

		

		She smiled, not suspecting the double entendre.

		

		“I’m gonna hop in the shower before dinner. Ya know how excited I get after a hot meeting.”

		

		“Okay, sweetie. Dinner should be ready by the time you get down.”

		

		In the shower, I relived the Daddy/son encounter as I soaped my cock.

		

		I got hard again! That kid was somethin’ else.

		

		He clearly wanted a repeat visit. And he hinted at a threeway!

		

		It was enticing, and I’ll definitely do it. But as I’ve said, timing is everything. I can’t look too eager or it would detract from my Daddy persona.

		

		He’ll probably message me right away, and I’ll wait a day or two before I respond.

		

		I think I’ll wait a month before I discipline Seth again.

		

		But that doesn’t mean I have to wait that long.

		

		Later that night, I added a profile with the advertising headline, “experienced Daddy seeks naughty son to discipline.”

		

		THE END

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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		“First Trip to the Sauna”

		

		Hey, I’ve never talked about this before so I’m not sure what you need to know about me. So I guess I’ll just introduce myself.

		

		I’m Rob, a middle-aged, married guy who’s had secret bi fantasies my whole life.

		

		As a child, I got hard when I’d wrestle with my buddies.

		

		Throughout puberty, I jacked off while fantasizing about guys.

		

		In high school showers, I stole glances at other guys’ cocks.

		

		But I’ve never had sex with a man. Never fooled around; not even a kiss.

		

		In the ‘80s, there was a growing understanding that alternative sexual preferences existed, but they weren’t fully accepted. It was still expected that men got jobs, married women, had kids, and that’s it.

		

		Well, and I guess maybe have an affair or two... provided it was with a female.

		

		That’s the society I fit myself into.

		

		Outwardly, that is.

		

		I got the job, married the girl, and had the kids. Life was... well... okay. I thought that was it for me as far as sexual exploration went.

		

		It might’ve been it, too, if porn hadn’t slammed into my life.

		

		I’m not talking late-night HBO or the Playboy Channel: I’m talkin’ hardcore fucking. I wasn’t even aware this shit existed until I caught my teenaged son Jack watching it.

		

		His door wasn’t fully closed when I walked in one night and asked if he wanted to go fishing that weekend. He kinda squirmed as he told me “sure”.

		

		Ever since he started high school, he began to distance himself from my wife and me. It was hard for me because we used to be so close.

		

		I wanted to keep that connection, so I kept coming up with activities and things for us to do together. He usually declined.

		

		Right after he accepted that night, I was about to walk out with a victory, when I heard the unmistakable moans and organic sounds of sex.

		

		I was confused because my son was fully clothed, and no one had come into the house. A quick scan of the room confirmed that my son was the only one in there.

		

		He tensed up as I walked around the room and stopped behind his chair. In a panicked desperation, he frantically clicked his mouse and his screen went black.

		

		But not before I saw an eyeful.

		

		For a few seconds, I saw on his computer screen a woman with obviously fake tits lying on her back with her legs in the air. She was getting pounded by a beefcake guy.

		

		He was rather nonchalant and at a weird angle to the camera with his hand on his ass.

		

		The focal point was his cock sawing the girl... who was in the throes of ecstasy.

		

		They say a picture says a thousand words. I’m not sure if that was a thousand, but it didn’t take much to sum up what he was watching.

		

		I was stunned by many things. First, to see such a thing in live action form as opposed to photos in magazines.

		

		Second, that my son had been watching it.

		

		Third, that the scene didn’t represent real-life sex in the slightest.

		

		Fourth, that I couldn’t seem to keep my eyes off of the beefcake.

		

		I don’t know how long I stood there in silence as I watched and then pondered the situation. All I know is that it took a huge effort to pull myself together.

		

		Somehow, I regained my composure and was able to give Jack a lecture about how he shouldn’t objectify women, and how porn isn’t real.

		

		I mean, I’ve certainly never encountered anything even remotely close to what was on that screen! I’m not even sure the angle that guy was thrusting in would be comfortable, either.

		

		Naturally, I didn’t discuss the physics with my son.

		

		Throughout my lecture and afterwards, Jack groaned his embarrassment and tried to get me to stop talking and get out of his room.

		

		Being the responsible adult and parent that I am, when I left, I confiscated his laptop.

		

		Of course he protested and claimed he had homework to do, but I told him that he should’ve done it before he started to watch porn.

		

		What I couldn’t tell him was that I wanted to investigate that site!

		

		For the remainder of that night, I was on pins and needles. I didn’t taste my dinner, and I couldn’t wait for my wife to get to sleep.

		

		Luckily, she goes to bed early. Since I normally go to bed late, I knew she wouldn’t think it was strange that I wasn’t there.

		

		I snuck into the basement for extra privacy. I’m a mechanic and not computer literate, so I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to access the same scene.

		

		Luckily, though, when I opened Jack’s laptop, it sprung to life in the middle of the exact clip from his bedroom. I watched it to the end, and then hit play again.

		

		I was fascinated and instantly hard. Touching myself over my pajama bottoms, I stroked as I watched. I think I was too mesmerized to come.

		

		Besides, it felt so good to edge to something other than my own thoughts.

		

		When the clip ended the second time, I noticed that there were a bunch of suggestions for other clips right underneath it. They were all straight-up, regular sex. I mean, still not true to life, but they looked hot.

		

		I watched clip after clip before I noticed the category selection at the top. My heart (and dick) leapt when I saw the choice between straight and gay.

		

		I clicked gay and searched for blow jobs. I couldn’t even tell you how many I watched.

		

		A large part of my fantasies has always revolved around sucking cock. I’ve even tried to experiment with things around the house but nothing felt the same as skin. And there’s no way I could’ve brought a dildo into the house; hidden or not!

		

		I’m pretty sure my mouth was moving while I watched all the blow job clips.

		

		To secretly watch what was considered taboo was a complete turn-on, and I exploded.

		

		When I finally climbed into bed, it was really late.

		

		I thought about the clips all day at work the next day and couldn’t wait to get back to them. But I also knew that I couldn’t keep taking my son’s laptop.

		

		So I fired up the old computer in the basement. It was outdated and abandoned but it still worked... I just had to wait awhile for it to buffer each clip.

		

		Each night, I explored a new theme or category... all of them under the gay heading. Within a few short days, I felt like a connoisseur.

		

		What I’d once considered as a taboo and closed topic was beginning to become real.

		

		I mean, I knew it was just porn. It was just movies.

		

		It wasn’t real life.

		

		Even though I knew all that, it’s not like my cock could tell the difference.

		

		* * * *

		

		About a week into my new hobby, I wound up having to drive to a parts shop so I could finish a car at work. While I was downtown, I took a wrong turn and passed the Men’s Club. It was commonly referred to as the Sauna, and it was well-known as a gay cruising joint.

		

		Passing by that place brought some porno clips to mind... and it was the first time I ever considered the possibility of a real-life encounter.

		

		My nerve--and opportunity--came a week later. My father-in-law had a heart attack, and my wife took the kids for the weekend to help. It happened to be my weekend to work, so I couldn’t go.

		

		Everything happened so suddenly, there was no time to plan. My wife got the call on Wednesday, and she drove with the kids after school on Thursday.

		

		I think I knew what I was gonna do before I actually did it. At the time, I remember wanting to think that my actions were purely spontaneous... even though I knew they weren’t.

		

		On Wednesday and Thursday, I selected the category of “gay sauna” clips and watched one right after the other.

		

		I came hard both nights and clung to the belief that my weekend would be the same normal and boring coupla days it always was.

		

		And I justified the careful selection of clean underwear Friday morning.

		

		But a few hours before quitting time on Friday, my heart rate quickened.

		

		And after refusing to go out with the guys, I drove home. I always take a shower after work because I’m usually smelly and covered with grease.

		

		Just because I took an extra long shower didn’t mean anything.

		

		Just because I drove to get dinner instead of ordering in didn’t mean anything.

		

		Except I made that same wrong turn...

		

		On purpose.

		

		I was anxious and parked a few blocks away just in case I ran into someone I knew. I’m not sure what I would have told anyone I recognized, but I figured I could pretend to be going somewhere else.

		

		There weren’t any people on the streets, though, and I covered the pavement in no time.

		

		When I walked up the steps to the door, I took a deep breath.

		

		Glancing around the street before opening the door, I reminded myself that whatever happened, it’d be different than the porn I’d watched.

		

		Because porn wasn’t real life.

		

		And real life was... well... real.

		

		I don’t know that I really gave any thought as to how the place would look, but the inside was anything but posh.

		

		The door opened into a small and barely-lit room. There was a short, fat, balding guy behind a glass barrier who looked like Danny DeVito in “Taxi”.

		

		“Five or ten?” he asked without looking up.

		

		“Excuse me?”

		

		“Excuse you? First timer, huh?”

		

		“Uh, yeah.”

		

		“I can usually smell ‘em a mile away.”

		

		He shook his head at his lack of smelling skills. Then, he looked at me and leaned closer.

		

		“Okay. So here’s the deal. We got two floors.” He pointed to the stairs. “The upper one is more private. You get your own room with a door and your own shower with towels.”

		

		He pointed to the stairs again. “The lower floor is public. So, no doors. You walk down the hallway and do what you want. The thing everyone seems to forget is that since there aren’t any doors, others can watch you, too.”

		

		When I didn’t say anything, he added, “Or you can just do nothin’ but wander and watch.”

		

		He coulda been talking a different language. When I continued to stare at him, he sighed and leaned back in his chair.

		

		“Most first-timers go downstairs.”

		

		He flicked his wrist to the stairs again, but it was more of a “I’m done with you” kind of gesture.

		

		“You want that?” His tone was more order than question.

		

		“Yeah,” I mumbled.

		

		“Five.”

		

		“Room five?”

		

		“No, five dollars.”

		

		“Ohh, right.”

		

		“You want any protection?”

		

		At first, I thought he meant like a hit-man. My face must’ve told him I didn’t understand.

		

		“Y’know... protection.” He pointed to the condom display.

		

		I’m embarrassed to admit that I never even considered condoms because... well, in the porn clips, they didn’t use ‘em.

		

		Being nervous--and determined to make myself believe that I was there by accident--I had stupidly concentrated on my being there to observe.

		

		Maybe, if something fantastic happened, I’d test things with a blow job.

		

		But certainly not have sex.

		

		And if I wasn’t gonna have sex, then I didn’t need any condoms.

		

		So, I shook my head and slid a five into the tray before he buzzed me in.

		

		When I got to the stairs, I looked back at him.

		

		“There’s no assigned rooms down there,” he reminded me.

		

		He nodded at me, and I nodded back. I knew that was the cue to move but I was panicked.

		

		I knew I couldn’t just stand there, and I certainly didn’t want to leave. Finally, I took a deep breath and descended the stairs.

		

		The air in the basement grew warmer and moister with each step... and it was practically sticky. The smell of sex pretty much smacked my face.

		

		There was a set of double doors at the bottom, and taped to one of the windows was a beaten-up warning flyer. It said:

		

		You’ve entered the “NO” zone:

		

		No doors.

		

		No private showers.

		

		No limits.

		

		No cameras.

		

		No abuse... unless you beg.

		

		You don’t follow the rules, we kick your ass out.

		

		I know I should’ve been more scared, but I was too excited to consider the consequences. Despite my best efforts, I couldn’t stop thinking about all the porn I’d watched recently.

		

		Once I opened the double doors, I was smacked with sounds of moaning, grunting, spanking, and skin-thwapping.

		

		My heart sped up and I knew I was smiling.

		

		I looked down the long and dimly-lit corridor. There were open rooms on either side, and the light from within seemed to beckon me.

		

		My cock was at half-mast before I even saw anything.

		

		The first room with anyone in it had a crowd--no, it was a line.

		

		Of course, I stopped to peer in.

		

		There was a naked guy on a bed in the middle of the room. He was in doggy position, and his ass faced the door.

		

		There was a man who stood behind him and plowed his ass.

		

		Instantly, my cock got rock-hard. It was just like some of the porn clips... only the show was live!

		

		Then I noticed that the guys in line were either stroking their dicks or had their hands in their pants.

		

		The guy that was doing the fucking grunted and shouted, “I’m coming!”

		

		My attention shifted to him.

		

		After he pulled out, he patted the other guy on the back. Then, he threw his condom on the floor, where it landed on a pile of several other used condoms.

		

		Walking to the door, he tucked in his cock and nodded to the next guy in line. The first guy bumped my shoulder on his way out because I didn’t move in time.

		

		Neither one of us said anything.

		

		Then, I watched the next guy get into the same position behind the man on the bed. Within seconds, they began to fuck.

		

		I didn’t know whether I wanted to be the man on the bed or the man thrusting from behind. Both positions were equally appealing.

		

		But it was my first room and there was a huge line.

		

		Besides, the entire trip to the Sauna wasn’t planned.

		

		So I moved on.

		

		In the next room, the bed was against the far wall. There was a man in a latex body suit seated on it, and there was a naked man kneeling on the floor in front of him.

		

		There was one guy watching in the doorway with his hand in his pants. I leaned against the opposite door frame.

		

		After several seconds, the observer glanced at my crotch. I could see him outta the corner of my eye, and my cock pulsed. I didn’t know what to do so I pretended like I didn’t know that he was checking me out.

		

		“They’re just gettin’ to the good stuff,” he whispered to me. “Saw ‘em last week... and they know what they’re doin’.”

		

		I nodded and grunted acknowledgment in his direction. Being aroused in a rather taboo setting, being a voyeur and being spoken to by a stranger removed my ability to speak.

		

		We both turned back to the action in the room.

		

		Latex Man spoke first. “Suck my cock like the whore you are.”

		

		“Yes, Master.”

		

		The kneeler unzipped the crotch area of Latex Man and carefully removed his cock. It was hard, huge and thick.

		

		My mouth actually watered as I watched a real-life, guy-on-guy blow job.

		

		The man on the floor was an expert. He used his tongue as lube and coated the cock until it was shiny.

		

		Then he focused on the cockhead. He closed his mouth around the ridge, licked the pee-hole and sucked.

		

		They weren’t in the same fake positions as porn stars, but the angle of the bed was perfect for observers.

		

		Latex Man leaned back on his arms and closed his eyes.

		

		The man on the floor slowly stroked the shaft while he sucked the head.

		

		When he kneaded the balls in his other hand, Latex Man purred, “Yes, slut, just like that!”

		

		Latex Man’s words encouraged the kneeler, who sucked in more length by slowly lowering his mouth all the way down. He took the entire dick down his throat, and then went slowly back up.

		

		The slow-motion bobbing was rhythmically repeated.

		

		Latex Man opened his eyes as his entire cock disappeared into the guy’s mouth. “That’s right, bitch, take my cock. I wanna see your nose pressed against my stomach.”

		

		The kneeling one obeyed and took the cock even deeper, hitting his nose against the guy’s gut.

		

		“Fuck yes! Faster!”

		

		The kneeler sped and bobbed. He squeezed Latex Man’s balls harder, and he played with the man’s back door.

		

		As soon as the kneeling man’s finger penetrated the small hole, Latex Man grabbed the back of the guy’s head.

		

		“I knew you were gonna be a great cocksucker!”

		

		He face-fucked the kneeler, who loved it. I couldn’t see the guy’s face, but I heard him gurgling and choking on the cock. He was doing a great job.

		

		I wondered how my performance would compare with the kneeler’s.

		

		My cock leaked precum and pounded against my jeans. I tried to discreetly adjust myself but the guy next to me noticed.

		

		“First time here?”

		

		“Huh?”

		

		His dick was completely hanging out of his pants, and he was jacking off right next to me!

		

		“Uh, yeah.”

		

		I wasn’t ready for a shared experience at that point. So, I looked back to the men in the room, hoping my focus on the show would make the guy next to me shut up.

		

		“Yeah, you’re a dead giveaway... tryin’ not to let anyone see how excited you are. Don’t be shy; let the little guy out.”

		

		I’m not sure what I expected, but mutual masturbation wasn’t on the top of my list. Not sure of what etiquette the situation called for, I kept my eyes on the two men.

		

		As I struggled to respond, Latex Man shouted, “I’m gonna come!”

		

		Latex Man pulled the guy’s head into his stomach and held him in place as he grunted. “Take that, slut! Swallow it all... NNNNGGGH!”

		

		The guy kneeling actually swallowed it all. I could see his Adam’s apple go up and down.

		

		After his seed was swallowed, Latex Man slapped the guy across the face. The sound bounced off the walls and shocked me.

		

		I mean, their encounter seemed to be a natural union, so the slap was kinda abrupt.

		

		Then again, the slap definitely labeled everything as not romantic.

		

		“Get outta here, faggot.”

		

		The kneeling one bowed his head and thanked his master before leaving. As he turned to leave, Latex Man reminded him, “Make sure you’re here next week at the same time, slut.”

		

		“I can’t wait,” the guy said as he walked past me and my “friend” without acknowledging either of us.

		

		Latex Man grabbed the base of his flaccid cock and shook it in our direction. “Who’s next?”

		

		My eyes widened. While I wanted to slurp a cock, I wasn’t ready for one that big nor for the pain and humiliation he seemed to love to dole out.

		

		Again, I was saved a response because my friend practically skipped into the room and knelt before him.

		

		“Yes, master,” he began, and bowed his head.

		

		Not wanting to see a repeat performance, I continued down the hallway.

		

		The next few rooms were empty. I faced the inside of one of them and, over my jeans, I casually tugged my cock a coupla times.

		

		I shouldn’t have done that because it felt so good. Not wanting to waste my load like a teenager, though, I forced myself to continue walking.

		

		The next room had two occupants. A guy was on his back with his legs crooked over a standing guy’s arms. They were in the middle of fucking and grunting.

		

		The scene was stimulating but I felt self-conscious because I was the only one watching. So I moved on.

		

		I was so aroused that I nearly exploded in my pants.

		

		The grunts faded as I walked farther away. After I’d passed several empty rooms, I wondered whether I’d come to the end of the “shows”.

		

		I was just about to turn back when I found a man sitting on a chair facing the doorway.

		

		He was naked, about my age, in great shape, and his cock sprang to attention when he saw me.

		

		Mine throbbed in response and tented my jeans.

		

		“Top or bottom?” he asked me in a soft yet firm tone.

		

		“Excuse me?”

		

		“This your first time here, man?”

		

		I felt like I had a neon sign on me or something, since everyone knew.

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“I love first-timers! C’mon in. My name’s Fred.”

		

		“Hi, Fred, I’m Rob.” I walked into the room.

		

		“My name’s not really Fred,” he chuckled. “That’s your first lesson, Rob... don’t use your real name around here.”

		

		I blushed and cursed myself for not thinking of that.

		

		“Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me... provided you’re good,” he smiled.

		

		I must’ve reacted because he added, “Kidding, man. Top or bottom: Meaning, do you like to take it or give it?”

		

		“Oh, um, I’ve never--”

		

		“This is your first time?!”

		

		His manliness stepped aside when he all but squealed, bounced and clapped his hands together.

		

		I nodded but I was suddenly unsure of my decision to be in the room, let alone the Sauna in general.

		

		My cock, on the other hand, led me closer to “Fred”.

		

		“I knew I was gonna get lucky tonight! What were ya hopin’ to do here, Rob?”

		

		“To be honest with you, the only thing I thought about beforehand was parking a few blocks away so I wouldn’t get recognized. I didn’t really think past walking in.”

		

		“Heh. At least you thought of that. So, whaddya fantasize about, Rob?”

		

		The way he said my name so casually made me feel like we were old friends. His looks went a long way toward making me feel comfortable, too.

		

		Without thinking, I blurted, “I wanna suck cock.”

		

		I looked at his lap in time to see his cock pulse.

		

		“Mmm,” he stroked his cock. “Y’wanna start with mine?”

		

		I nodded.

		

		I couldn’t believe it was happening. His cock looked about my size... it was decent but definitely smaller than Latex Man’s. He was circumcised and shaved.

		

		Being that close to my first male-on-male encounter made me examine Fred’s dick... and it hit me that I hadn’t seen a hairy crotch all night.

		

		I made a mental note to shave myself. At that moment, though, I became highly self-conscious.

		

		Fred mistook my shame for shyness.

		

		“Well, it’s not really fair that I’m the only one naked,” he coaxed.

		

		“Oh, yeah, um...”

		

		“But where are my manners? You came to suck cock, not chit-chat. It’ll be more comfy over there,” he pointed to the bed.

		

		I nodded but my feet remained planted.

		

		When he plopped down on the bed, his dick bounced invitingly. Seeing that I hadn’t moved, he patted the mattress next to him.

		

		It was hypnotic, and I immediately walked to him.

		

		“Touch it,” he said with gentle dominance.

		

		I glanced from his eyes to his cock.

		

		There was no room for refusal... nor did I want to refuse.

		

		I slowly wrapped my fingers around his cock.

		

		For the first time in my life, my hand was gripping a cock that wasn’t mine!

		

		Omigod, it was even better than I had imagined. It was warm and hard, and it even pulsed a greeting in my palm.

		

		I smiled.

		

		“He’s happy to see you,” Fred encouraged.

		

		I smiled again.

		

		Expecting Fred to give me another instruction, I kind of froze with my hand around his hard-on.

		

		I started to get panicky and worried I’d made a mistake, but Fred smiled and nodded at me.

		

		His silent encouragement enabled me to be bold.

		

		I began to stroke him the way I like to be stroked. Gripping firmly but not too tightly at the base, I dragged my fist up his shaft, increasing the pressure as I got higher.

		

		By the time I got to the tip, I was squeezing tightly.

		

		Fred moaned softly.

		

		It was arousing to get his audible reaction, and it fueled the hand job.

		

		I kinda got lost in the touching, and Fred let me take my time.

		

		Looking back, he was so patient. I think he enjoyed how much fun I was having while I explored his cock.

		

		I shifted from how I liked to be touched to learn how Fred liked to be touched. Whenever his cock pulsed, I took note and repeated the action.

		

		Eventually, I ran out of moves.

		

		I wanted to proceed, but all of a sudden, I turned into an awkward teenager.

		

		Fred must’ve sensed my readiness and my awkwardness, because he took over.

		

		“How do you like it, Rob, feeling your first cock?”

		

		“It’s amazing.”

		

		“You’re a natural.”

		

		“Thanks,” I blushed.

		

		It was the perfect thing for him to say because I wasn’t sure, and it gave me the confidence to continue.

		

		“You wanna taste it?” he asked in that irresistible voice of his.

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“I’m all yours.”

		

		The path was paved.

		

		I repositioned myself, held the base of his shaft, and tentatively licked his cockhead.

		

		Fred moaned, and I leaked precum.

		

		My pants were constricting me but I didn’t care because I was about to give my first blow job!

		

		I sucked in his tip and flicked my tongue around it. It was warm and moist with his precum.

		

		Before that moment, I hadn’t ever tasted cum. The exotic and taboo flavor made me even more aroused, if that was possible. I felt my cock throb and grow.

		

		When I explored lower, my tongue bumped into Fred’s veiny pole, and I instantly slid his shaft into my mouth.

		

		When it hit the back of my throat, I gagged.

		

		“Don’t worry about it,” Fred cooed, “it’s your first cock, Rob. Keep it up. It feels amazing.”

		

		I was embarrassed that I had gagged, but his words soothed me, and I was able to continue.

		

		The more I slurped and bobbed, the more I was able to get down.

		

		I knew I was doing something right, because Fred moaned, and his cock pulsed.

		

		It was the first time I felt a cock pulse in my mouth, and I wanted to jump up and down and high-five everyone.

		

		What I actually did was smile.

		

		“You like it when I throb?”

		

		I nodded, not wanting to let go of his cock.

		

		Fred let me explore at my own pace. He never thrust, grabbed my head or demanded anything. It was an incredible experience.

		

		As I became used to his cock, I changed things up by bobbing faster, jerking his rod and sucking harder.

		

		“Oh, man, that feels great, Rob. You sure you never did this before?”

		

		I smiled and shook my head, keeping his cock in.

		

		“You’re gonna make me cum, Rob.”

		

		My cock oozed precum and begged to be released.

		

		But I was focused on Fred’s cock.

		

		“Do y’wanna make me cum, Rob?”

		

		I nodded vigorously.

		

		“You want a warning or you wanna swallow?”

		

		It wasn’t something I had planned for, strange as that sounds. I only envisioned giving a blow job and never considered the finale.

		

		Fred took my hesitation as an answer. “How ‘bout I warn you this first time. That way you can watch me cum and see how much you turn me on. How’s that sound?”

		

		I nodded into his crotch, grateful for his understanding. It sounded like the perfect way to end my first blow job.

		

		“Do y’think you could play with my balls a little?” he asked me. “That always sets me off.”

		

		I kicked myself for not remembering the balls!

		

		With his cock still in my mouth, I fondled his balls with one hand... and I added my second hand to his shaft to make up for forgetting about the balls.

		

		Within minutes, I felt an extra forceful pulse, and I knew what it meant.

		

		At the same time, Fred told me, “It’s time for the show, Rob. Keep playin’ with my balls and stroke me just like that. I’m gonna come...”

		

		I sat up and followed his instructions. The tip of his cock was reddish-purple. His neck was arched against the wall.

		

		I kept my eyes glued to his slit.

		

		As I worked his cock, he gave me a play-by-play.

		

		“Yeah, just like that.”

		

		“Oh, man. That feels so good.”

		

		“I’m so close.”

		

		“I’m gonna...”

		

		At the last warning, I sat up and watched his cock like a kid on Christmas morning.

		

		“NNNmmmgg!”

		

		I watched him spurt several streams of thick, creamy cum. When the first ones erupted, I lowered my hand to the bottom of his shaft and held. And I grasped his balls together in my other.

		

		It’s what I like to do when I’m coming.

		

		His cock was pointed straight up, and his cum shot up like Bellagio’s fountain show, curved into a beautiful arc and landed on his stomach.

		

		I knew to hold on until he stopped convulsing, because there’s always one last spurt. I was rewarded as the last bit of cum oozed out and trickled onto my hand.

		

		Slowly, I released my grip and leaned back.

		

		I wasn’t sure what to do next.

		

		Once again, Fred came to the rescue. He opened his eyes, smiled and pointed across the room.

		

		“If you grab some paper towels, we can clean up this mess.”

		

		I followed his directive again and shyly handed him some towels.

		

		“That was amazing. You sure that was your first blow job?”

		

		“It was,” I beamed as I wiped my hands.

		

		“Yeah, guys know about cocks, don’t we? We just naturally do it better.”

		

		I nodded. I wasn’t in a position to argue.

		

		“What about you?” He looked at my crotch. “You ready to show me what you’re packin’?”

		

		He took my paper towel, rolled it with his and shot the ball into the wastebasket.

		

		“Oh. Yeah, I guess so.”

		

		“Can I do the honors?”

		

		He reached for my midsection but stopped mid-air, waiting for an answer.

		

		I don’t know how anyone could refuse that guy.

		

		Again, though, I couldn’t find words and just stared at him, which he took as consent.

		

		When he nodded at me in a further asking and I didn’t object, he got onto his knees before me.

		

		I watched him like I watched porn; like I had no control of the actions before me.

		

		Fred looked up and smiled, which calmed me... I didn’t even know I needed calming!

		

		Instead of yanking my pants down, he touched my inner thighs. Slowly, he worked his hands up and circled my cock before he clutched it, sized it, and weighed it.

		

		I still had my pants on, but it was incredible to be touched by something other than my hand... and by another man!

		

		He undid my fly and coaxed my jeans to my ankles.

		

		He recreated his exploration while keeping my dick clothed.

		

		The pace was both exhilarating and frustrating... but I wouldn’t have asked him to change anything.

		

		I was trembling when he slid a hand into my briefs.

		

		“This is your first time!” he said as he felt my naturalness.

		

		I reddened.

		

		“Don’t be embarrassed. It just proves how virginal you are!” he twinkled at me.

		

		I smiled gratefully.

		

		“It really doesn’t bother me, but if you plan on coming back, you’re gonna wanna manscape. There are regulars here who’ll ridicule you for this,” he squeezed my pubes.

		

		“I uh--” I cleared my throat. “I noticed that when I was walking around and made a mental note. But thanks for the warning.”

		

		“No problem. Besides, you’ll feel so much freer after you shave.”

		

		I nodded and kicked off my shoes. He tucked his hands inside my briefs and dragged them on top of my jeans.

		

		My cock bounced in his face, happy to be free at last, despite its furry state.

		

		“Mmm, nice,” he said, and stroked me.

		

		The instant Fred’s hand touched my bare cock, I nearly exploded.

		

		I was being touched by another man!

		

		All my life I’d dreamt about it and never thought I’d get to experience it. At the time, though, it still kinda felt like a dream.

		

		Again, Fred was the superior guide. He pressed my pole against my stomach, and the urge to come was gone.

		

		“Not yet, man. I haven’t even done anything!” he laughed at me.

		

		I nervously laughed back, amazed by his proficiency.

		

		“Have a seat and let me take care of you.”

		

		I sat on the edge of the bed, but I wasn’t relaxed.

		

		Fred took his time. He caressed my legs and inner thighs while nodding at me.

		

		At some point--and I couldn’t even tell you when it happened--my body became one with the mattress. My entire focus was on how good he was making me feel.

		

		Fred waited for me to loosen up before he went anywhere near my cock.

		

		But when he did, it was purposeful and immediate... he sucked in my entire cock.

		

		I gasped and then moaned as I tried to hump his face. I have no idea how Fred was able to remain so still when I blew him.

		

		The actual blow job he gave me was quick but it was incredible. He had to stop several times to let me calm down.

		

		Each time, he’d pop my cock out of his mouth and press it against my stomach. Then he’d rub my thigh, my chest or my arm until I gave him a nod.

		

		Towards the end of it, he explained, “I don’t know how long you can last or how many times you can shoot, so I’m not gonna let you come until you’re buried in my ass.”

		

		He said it so matter-of-factly that I didn’t even question it: I was going to fuck Fred.

		

		Like, I’d fucked guys my entire life.

		

		Like, he didn’t even need to ask because it was a foregone conclusion.

		

		Like, there was nothing unnatural about that statement.

		

		My only thought after he said it was: Sure, I can do that.

		

		Again, I didn’t respond. It was difficult to do much thinking when my cock was in another guy’s expert mouth and he was kneading my balls and stroking my shaft.

		

		He must’ve seen my acceptance, though, because he explained, “I’m a bottom.”

		

		I think I gave him a half-nod, which probably looked like I didn’t believe him, because he added, “Well, I can go either way, but I can never get enough of first-timers!”

		

		He grinned at me, and I smiled back.

		

		Then, he motioned across the room again. “Harness your ride, man, and then fuck me ‘til tomorrow.”

		

		I looked to where he was pointing and saw a condom dispenser next to the paper towel dispenser.

		

		My legs were extremely shaky as I walked across the room, but my cock led the way.

		

		Once sheathed, I returned to the bed, where Fred had positioned himself on his hands and knees.

		

		I took in the whole scene as I walked and noticed that next to him was a bottle of lube.

		

		Something clicked inside of me during that walk to Fred. All of a sudden, it was like I’d fucked men my whole life, and I didn’t need any other direction.

		

		Fred, who’d been my guide and walked me through everything, acted like he’d heard an audible click. Because he stopped directing and started teasing.

		

		He wiggled his ass at me.

		

		No words.

		

		No requests.

		

		No demands.

		

		I didn’t need any.

		

		Remembering what he’d done to me, I caressed Fred’s buttocks, the backs of his thighs, and slid my fingers up his inner thighs to grope his meat.

		

		When Fred shuddered under my touch, my confidence soared.

		

		I popped open the lube and squirted it onto my over-eager cock. Then, I grabbed his hip with one hand and my base with the other. I rubbed my dick over his lubed hole.

		

		His hole was hairless and clean, and it winked at me. When my tip pressed against it, it seemed to magically open.

		

		As much as I was loving the entire act, I could only handle the initial phase for a short time before I plunged into his tight, warm cavity.

		

		Fred grunted under me and pushed himself against my pole.

		

		While I went in easily, it was the tightest fit I’d ever experienced... and my wife had been a virgin on our wedding night!

		

		I don’t have the words to express the level of ecstasy I experienced with Fred. I’d like to say I fucked him long and hard, but I can’t. I was like a teenage virgin, popping my cherry and my load all too quickly.

		

		I did get a coupla minutes of thrusting in first, though. Once I got into a rhythm, I placed both of my hands on his hips, pulled back and crashed into him.

		

		I think we both kinda lost each other and focused on ourselves. I know I did, anyway.

		

		With how long I’d been at the Sauna, how aroused I was, and my personal encounter with Fred, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I wanted to but I just couldn’t.

		

		I shoved myself in as far as I could and held briefly before I exploded without warning... but I’m sure Fred knew. He was too experienced not to know.

		

		He murmured encouragement as I did.

		

		I held that position until the last shudder of cum erupted.

		

		During that last waiting period, I felt Fred moving. When I came down from my high, I realized that he was pumping his cock, and I wondered how long he’d been doing it?

		

		I also shamefully realized that I should’ve been doing it for him... I’d watched it in so many of the porn clips!

		

		When I pulled out, Fred flipped to his back, still pumping. I removed my condom but continued to watch him.

		

		“That was the best fuck I’ve had in a while, Rob.”

		

		Watching him pleasure himself and hearing his words sparked my cock’s interest, even though I’d just come hard.

		

		With everything I’d experienced, I was no longer embarrassed about my actions... and I started to softly stroke myself.

		

		“Yeah, that’s so hot,” he encouraged me.

		

		I didn’t think I could get hard again, but I wanted to please him.

		

		“It’s rare for me to be able to come again, but you’re so fuckin’ hot, Rob. I need to come, I can feel it!”

		

		His words went straight to my ego and then flowed to my cock.

		

		“Yeah, I’m usually only good for one erection a night,” I admitted.

		

		“Tonight’s a special night,” he coaxed.

		

		He was so right.

		

		We sat on the bed and watched each other masturbate as we provided mutual encouragement. I’d like to think that we came together at the end, but I know we didn’t.

		

		He got a little gusher going, but I was only able to squeeze out a few drops. And that was only after he came.

		

		We wiped off, washed our hands, got dressed, and he walked me out.

		

		There were more people in the hallway as we left, and Fred seemed to know many of them. He greeted many with a handshake, and some of them kissed him.

		

		But he told everyone how he’d taken my cherry.

		

		I wasn’t even embarrassed... I was too happy to be.

		

		Guys slapped my back and cat-called as we left.

		

		I exchanged phone numbers with Fred, and we made tentative plans to hook up again the following week.

		

		I didn’t tell him that I’d be returning the next day to experience other adventures... like getting fucked.

		

		My future looks bright, now that I’ve been introduced by the popular guy and I know my way around the Sauna. I look forward to my future encounters.

		

		Now I can admit, without shame, that I am straight-up bisexual... at least, I can admit it on paper.

		

		I mean, I’ll continue to fuck my wife, but I greatly prefer men. They’re far more willing!

		

		* * * *

		

		A couple of weeks after my Sauna “debut”, my son Jack asked me for a hundred bucks to take a girl on a date. I said that was a rather expensive date, and that he’d have to work for it.

		

		I chastized him pretty good and added the “when I was your age” part about not being able to go to my parents because we didn’t have anything.

		

		The whole time I lectured him, Jack had this shit-eating grin on his face. It really bothered me, and I had half a mind to slap it off of him.

		

		The other half of my mind wondered where he’d found the nerve to ask me for such an amount. He usually wasn’t that presumptuous.

		

		When I finished, Jack still wasn’t fazed. In fact, he stuck out his palm while smiling calmly at me.

		

		My stomach dropped when he told me, “I checked my browser history after you gave me my laptop back... and I’ve been keeping tabs on the one downstairs, too.”

		

		I silently placed a C-note in my son’s hand.

		

		THE END

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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