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Content Disclaimer

These stories are works of fiction intended for mature audiences. They feature adult characters engaging in consensual roleplay and sexual exploration.

The use of the term “Daddy” in this book refers exclusively to a consensual dominant/submissive (D/s) dynamic between adults. It does not indicate, depict, or imply any familial, parental, or incestuous relationship.

All characters in this book are over the age of 18 and willingly engage in legal, consensual adult activities. This book is intended solely for entertainment and does not depict or condone illegal or non-consensual behavior.

Reader discretion is advised.
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I had always been curious but never acted on my desires. Being a straight guy, or so I thought, I had only ever been intimate with a couple of girls, and even then, it was nothing to write home about. But there was this itch I couldn't scratch, a curiosity about what it would be like to be with a man. So, in a moment of boldness, I downloaded Grindr.

Swiping through profiles, I came across an older guy, way older than me. His name was John, and his profile said he was in his early 60s, a silver-haired fox with a rugged charm. I was nervous as hell, but something about his experienced gaze drew me in. We chatted for a bit, and he seemed genuinely interested in meeting up. Before I knew it, I had agreed to go to his place.

As I drove to his house, my heart was pounding. What the hell am I doing? I thought to myself. But I couldn't turn back now. I parked my car and made my way to the front door, my palms sweaty. John opened the door, wearing a loose tee shirt that hung off his broad shoulders, and a pair of knit shorts that showcased his muscular legs. He had a full head of silver hair, neatly trimmed, and a smile that was both welcoming and mischievous.

"Hey there, young man," he greeted me, his voice deep and raspy. "Come on in."

I stepped into his house, taking in the cozy atmosphere. The living room was dimly lit, with a faint scent of incense hanging in the air. John led me down a short hallway, his hand gently guiding me by the small of my back. I could feel my nerves tingling as his rough fingers brushed against my skin.

"Here we are," he said, pushing open a door.

I stepped into a dimly lit bedroom, the walls painted a deep shade of burgundy. The room had a musky, masculine scent, and I felt my heart racing as I realized what was about to happen. John closed the door behind us, and in that moment, I felt his body press against mine from behind. I could feel his hardness through his shorts, pressing into my ass, making me gasp softly.

"Relax, boy," he whispered, his warm breath tickling my ear. "Let Daddy take care of you."

I stood there, trembling slightly, as his large hands reached around and began to caress my crotch over my shorts. His touch was electric, sending shivers down my spine. He slowly turned me around, his hands never leaving my body, and I found myself face to face with him.

"Undress for me," he commanded, his eyes burning with desire.

I nodded, my mouth dry, and began to peel off my clothes, revealing my slender, youthful frame. I was self-conscious, but John's gaze made me feel desired. He took in every inch of my body, his eyes lingering on my smooth, untoned chest and my slim hips.

"You're a beautiful boy," he said, his voice hoarse with want. "But that foreskin... it's exquisite."

He reached out and gently took my cock in his hand, stroking it slowly. I gasped as his thumb played with my sensitive foreskin, pulling it back to reveal the glistening head. I had never experienced such pleasure from another person, and I found myself moaning softly, my eyes fluttering shut.

John's touch was gentle yet firm, and he seemed to know exactly how to tease me. He played with my foreskin, tugging and twisting it, making me squirm with pleasure. I was so focused on the sensations that I barely noticed when he began to undress himself. But soon, I felt his warm, rough hands on my skin again, and I opened my eyes to see him completely naked.

His body was a testament to his age, with weathered skin and a sprinkling of gray chest hair. But his cock stood proudly, thick and veined, already glistening with pre-cum. I couldn't help but stare, transfixed by the sight of this older man's virility.

"Touch me, boy," he growled, guiding my hand to his shaft.

I wrapped my fingers around his thickness, feeling the heat and pulse of his cock. It was surreal, yet intensely arousing. I stroked him slowly, feeling his veins throbbing under my touch, and he let out a low, guttural moan.

"Good boy," he praised, his eyes closing in pleasure. "Now, lie down on the bed."

I did as he instructed, my heart pounding as I lay face down on the soft sheets. I could hear John moving behind me, the sound of bottles and tubes being opened. Then, I felt his strong hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks, and a cool, slippery sensation as he began to lube up my hole.

"Relax, boy," he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. "This might feel a little strange at first."

I tensed as I felt his finger probing at my entrance, but soon, he found the right spot, and with a gentle push, he slipped a finger inside me. It burned a little, but the sensation was unlike anything I'd ever felt. John added more lube, working his finger in and out, stretching me, preparing me for what was to come.

"You're doing great, boy," he encouraged, his voice soothing. "Just relax and let Daddy take control."

I tried to relax, my breath coming in short gasps as I felt him add another finger, scissoring them inside me. It was intense, but the mix of pleasure and pain had me squirming, craving more. Then, I felt his fingers withdraw, and a moment later, the broad head of his cock pressing against my hole.

"Oh fuck," I whispered, my body tensing in anticipation.

John didn't waste any time, pushing forward with a steady, relentless pressure. I felt myself stretching, burning, as he penetrated me, inch by inch. I bit my lip to stifle a cry, my hands clutching the sheets tightly.

"Relax, boy," he grunted, his voice strained. "It'll feel better soon."

I tried to relax, but it was difficult as he filled me, his thick cock stretching me to my limits. He paused, letting me adjust, his hands gripping my hips firmly. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he began to thrust.

The sensation was overwhelming. Pain and pleasure collided as he slid in and out of me, his thick shaft rubbing against my prostate with each stroke. I felt exposed and vulnerable, yet incredibly aroused. John's pace quickened, his hips slamming into mine, his balls slapping against my ass.

"Fuck, you're tight," he grunted, his voice hoarse. "Daddy's gonna breed his boy."

His words sent a shockwave through me, and I felt my cock, hard and leaking, rubbing against the sheets. I was so close to the edge, but John showed no signs of slowing down. He gripped my neck, his fingers digging into my skin, as he pounded into me with abandon.

"That's it, boy," he growled. "Take Daddy's cock. You're gonna make me cum so hard."

His words, combined with the intense sensations, pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body convulsing as I shot my load onto the sheets. But John didn't stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he pounded into me. I could feel his cock twitching inside me, and then, with a final, powerful thrust, he came.

John's hot cum filled me, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside my hole. He held himself there, his breath ragged, his body trembling. I lay there, my senses reeling, as I felt his cum leaking out of me, mixing with my own.

"That was incredible," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "Did you enjoy it, boy?"

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath, my body buzzing with post-orgasmic bliss. I had never experienced anything like it, and I felt a mix of emotions—exhilaration, shame, and a deep sense of satisfaction.

John rolled off me, his spent cock slipping out of my well-fucked hole. He lay beside me, his hand reaching out to stroke my hair.
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