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Chapter One – First Yes

Chuck stared at the blue glow of his phone like it was a loaded gun. The dating app had been sitting there for weeks now, downloaded in a reckless moment after too many bourbons and too much silence in his half-empty house. Lorraine’s things were gone—most of them, anyway. She’d left behind a few framed photos and the wedding china they hadn’t touched in years. They were technically still married, but “separated” was the word Lorraine used now. Separated, as if there was still a bridge across the gap. She now lived in their townhouse in the downtown area.

For Chuck, it felt more like free fall.

He rubbed a hand over his jaw, the coarse rasp of stubble beneath his palm reminding him he hadn’t bothered to shave that morning. His son Joseph would have teased him—“Dad, you’re going full lumberjack”—but Joseph wasn’t here. He was out living his own life, carving a path Chuck barely understood. Chuck sat, in a silent house, staring at an app meant for men younger, braver, freer than him.

A notification blinked at the top of the screen.

New message: “Hey, Daddy. You free tonight?”

Chuck’s throat went dry. The guy’s profile photo was a bathroom mirror selfie—lean torso, boyish smile, auburn hair that flopped across his forehead. He couldn’t have been more than mid-twenties. Chuck’s thumb hovered, trembling slightly. He was fifty-one. He’d spent decades telling himself he wasn’t like this, that the thoughts he had in locker rooms changing with his best friend and business partner, Pacey, and in quiet moments, were just... static. Background noise.

“Daddy.”

The word both unsettled and stirred something deep in him.

Chuck typed, deleted, typed again. Finally, he sent: “I’m new to this.”

The reply came fast, like the younger man had been waiting. “That’s hot. Don’t worry, I’ll show you what to do. Just be my Daddy for the night.”

Chuck exhaled through his nose, a shaky sound. He should close the app. Delete it. Call Lorraine and talk about divorce papers, or call Joseph and ask about school, or call Pacey and talk business like always. Anything but this.

Instead, he sucked in a deep breath and typed: “Where?”

And, his life would never be the same from that moment on

The apartment was small, third floor walk-up, faint smell of incense and old carpet in the hall. Chuck almost turned around twice, but the boy—because that’s how he looked, though Chuck guessed he was closer to twenty-five—opened the door before Chuck could knock.

“Hey,” the guy said, smiling. auburn hair, piercing green eyes, freckles dusted across his nose. Slim, maybe 5’8, and wearing a white tank top that clung to his narrow chest. There was a flash of a grin—mischievous, hungry, unafraid. “Come in, Daddy.”

Chuck froze in the doorway. His pulse hammered in his temples.

“You sure about this?” Chuck asked, voice rougher than he meant.

The guy’s smile only widened. “Yeah. Been sure since I saw your pic. You’re exactly what I want. Exactly...”

He reached out and ran a finger down Chuck’s large muscular chest.

“Who I want to fuck me,” he finished.

“Is that so?” Chuck said, unable to stop himself from smiling as he also feel his dick begin to harden.

Chuck stepped inside. His boots sounded too loud against the worn hardwood floors. The apartment was cluttered but tidy, posters tacked on the wall, a blanket draped over the couch. It smelled faintly of cologne and laundry detergent.

“I don’t... I don’t usually do this,” Chuck admitted. His voice came out like gravel, low and halting.

“Good,” the guy said simply, shutting the door behind them. “Then I get to be your first.”

Something twisted in Chuck’s chest—terror, longing, relief. He didn’t know. He only knew he was standing at the edge of something that could crack his life wide open.

The guy stepped closer, tilting his head up, eyes catching Chuck’s. “Be my Daddy. Please.”

“What does that mean exactly?” Chuck asked, genuinely not sure.

The guy leaned his smaller body against Chuck and inhaled his masculine scent.

“I want you to make me feel warm, protected, taken care of, and...” the guy looked away and added softly, “Loved,” almost as if he were ashamed to say it.

It was this that tugged at Chuck’s heart in a way, and he wrapped his arms around the guy and whispered into his ear, “You want a daddy to take care of you and make you feel good?”

“Please,” the guy’s voice croaked. “Put your hard penis inside me and make me feel owned.”

Chuck’s breath caught. His hand lifted almost without permission, fingers brushing through the reddish fringe falling into the guy’s eyes. The younger man leaned into the touch with an easy, instinctive trust that undid something in Chuck.

He kissed him.

It was clumsy at first—Chuck hadn’t kissed a man since college, and even then, it had been a drunken dare he never spoke of again. But this—this was real. The guy’s lips were soft, insistent, his tongue teasing against Chuck’s with practiced confidence. Chuck’s hands found narrow hips, the hard jut of bone beneath thin fabric. The guy pressed closer, murmuring into his mouth.

“Yeah. Just like that.”

The words made Chuck shiver. His whole body thrummed with heat, with decades of hunger breaking loose all at once. He knew if he didn’t stop now, he never would.

He didn’t stop, and the guy led him to his bedroom.

Once they were in the room, the guy pulled off his tank top and pulled down his shorts to reveal that he didn’t wear underwear. The younger guy was almost hairless except for a little about his erect dick, which was smaller than Chuck’s hefty eight-inch one.

“I’m a lot hairier that you,” Chuck said, as if to check if that would be okay.

“Good,” the guy said, “The more the better, daddy. Take it all off for me.”

Chuck sucked in another breath and decided he’d come this far. He might as well go with it. 

Chuck undressed, and the guy saw Chuck’s furry chest, still dark with flecks of silver. His wide cock, surrounded by a thick mass of pubes, had begun to really harden at this point.

“Fuck, you’re a hot daddy,” the guy said almost dreamily.

“What do you want me to do?” Chuck said.

“Please,” the guy said, walking towards Chuck and running his hands through the chest hair. “Make love to me, daddy. Soft and sweet.”

Chuck noticed that the guy was even getting a little teary eyed with his request, and this tugged at Chuck’s natural protective demeanor.

With that, Chuck walked towards the guy, lifted him with his strong arms, and laid him out on the bed.

“I’m a good boy. I promise,” the guy said, softly.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Chuck said gently. “I’m going to make love to you and make you feel special.”
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