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I had been chatting online with BaseballJock19 on Grindr for almost a week, and the boy sounded like a hot little fuck.

His name was Jake, and he was nineteen—around the perfect age that I liked my boys. According to the multiple face and body shots that he had shared, Jake had a blond buzz cut with baby blue eyes and a great smile. Jake was 5’9, weighed 150 pounds, and was stacked with lean muscle. He had a tapered waist and a sweet bubble butt. He had a smooth body and was a total bottom boy. The cherry on the ice cream sundae was that he was also submissive. Jake liked to be told what to do by an older top man and he’d found one in me.

My last submissive had been transferred due to his job and had left town almost a year ago, so I was in desperate need of a new boy to call my own. Out of frustration, I’d been ready sign off all my phone apps when Jake had sent me his original message on Grindr.

What truly got me off was telling boys what to do and how to do it. Nothing got my big cock harder than ordering younger guys to lick me from head to toe while teaching them how to take care of my thick, nine-inch cock with their wet mouths and their sweet, tight asses. And Jake seemed like the perfect boy to do all of that and more. 

Over the days of conversation, the boy had also revealed some of his other interests, including... spanking, bondage, role-play and guys with big feet. I was game for all the above and wore size fourteens. Another thing that appealed to me about Jake was that he was closeted, and how he was searching for a hot slightly older guy just like me to thoroughly explore his submissive side. 

About me... Standing at six, three, I was thirty-eight. With broad shoulders, seventeen-inch guns with veins running down each bicep, cut triceps, and strong legs, I had short brown hair, a hairy chest, and a handsome mug. 

By day, I was an investment banker, but by night, I was a boy hunter. I held a highly placed position in a private equity management company in Biloxi on the Gulf Coast. I guess you could say that I had authority both in the boardroom and the bedroom. 

My romance with Jake had been a whirlwind, modern-day courtship, which had primarily consisted of online chatting, picture swapping, and constant texts. All week long, I had a smile on my face and a partial erection in my pants. I found myself checking my phone and email as often as I could at work, hoping to have a hot, sexy text from Jake waiting for me. 

I was hooked.

I wanted so badly to talk to the boy... I wanted to hear his deep voice while we talked about how he would worship my body. Alas, Jake had told me that he shared an apartment with two other guys from his college baseball team and that they were both straight. That excuse seemed to go along with his story, so I hadn’t questioned it. Although, on several occasions, I had suggested that he sneak out to his car or somewhere private to call me, but he’d always made excuses. That had been frustrating, but I hadn’t wanted to be too demanding... not just yet. 

Regardless, Jake knew exactly what to say in his texts and emails. He had described in detail how he wanted to lick my body, starting with my size fourteens. He talked about sucking my cock, licking my bull balls, and even licking my ass. And how he wanted to take my cock into his tight ass... 

I was all about it.  

On Thursday, I’d almost cum without touching myself when Jake revealed via text that he currently played baseball for none other than the Gulf States University. It wasn’t only my favorite school, but it was also my Alma Mater. Jake just kept getting better and better... 

Naturally, I visited the GSU’s Athletics website and located the team’s picture. I scanned the team photo over and over, but I couldn’t find Jake’s Abercrombie & Fitch face staring back at me anywhere. In addition to the pics that he’d sent of his bubble butt in the straps of his jockstrap, I had multiple face and body shots of Jake, so I figured I would recognize him anywhere, but he was conspicuously absent.  
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