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The Lustful Lie




I was an idiot, and a horny idiot, at that. Here I was this Monday night, sitting in the small, navy-blue car my parents had gotten me as a high school graduation gift earlier this summer. Within the past hour, I’d met a discreet man on Kink Me Up who was forty-eight, three whole decades older than me. His username was OlderDom4youngersub. He didn’t have a profile picture because he refused to show himself, but he’d said he’d never had a single complaint from all the guys he’d met. He apparently looked younger too, according to him. He’d confirmed he’d wear a full-face mask, which made me think of a masked Master.

I usually rejected faceless profiles, but something in his first message to me intrigued me, on top of living really close to me. It was enough to successfully get me to meet him in person in just a short amount of time, like the risky idiot I really was.

He’d introduced himself and had been friendlier than a lot of men whose faces I’d seen. He’d expressed that he wasn’t like any other man and that he’d show me just how adventurous of a time we could have, since I did mention being adventurous on my profile. He was a strict Dom who expected things to go his way but also believed in consent. Plus, he’d called me beautiful, a word no other man had ever used when referring to my looks.

Basically, I was a smooth, skinny, and flat-assed twink with dark and fluffy hair, and I looked like a total dork. I didn’t have a big, brown, and uncut cock like many Latino guys were stereotyped to have. I wasn’t sure why I’d mentioned being adventurous. Maybe it was because I watched a lot of taboo gay porn (nothing illegal, of course). Yet the man had a thing for me, and he overlooked the physical features of mine I worried about. He’d sweettalked me and had made me feel special, unlike most of the men on the apps. That counted for something.

My heart raced uncontrollably because it’d be my first hookup, or playdate, as the man preferred to call it. I was a virgin at barely eighteen when most guys my age had probably had already had sex at some point in their lives. So, I didn’t want to be a virgin anymore. In fact, it bothered me to the point of lying about it to men online. Yeah, okay, so, plenty of men out there loved virgins. But I didn’t feel so special about it. It was humiliating. It meant that I wasn’t the used sub I often fantasized about being.

I reluctantly opened the car door and stepped out into the slight coolness of the night. Were my Nintendo T-shirt, jogging shorts, and crocs okay? Then again, I was only here for sex, so did it matter? As long as I was thoroughly douched, freshly showered, and had a clean mouth, I was good.

When I shut the door and faced the man’s house to my right, I swallowed in fear. Was I really going to go through with it? He’d said I’d better not bail out on him because it would make him sad. I didn’t want to make him sad. So, here I was with a thing called courage. Or, in most people’s eyes, stupidity. I’d definitely never tell a soul about meeting the man, not even my best friend, Jamal King, and especially not my family. Well, okay, maybe except for Tuxxy only because he was a cat, and animals never judged.

Oh, and Father Stark if I still went to church regularly beyond just Easter Sunday because he was sworn to secrecy with confessions, which was why he was the first to know I was gay back when I’d been conflicted about it. He was breathtakingly beautiful for a man old enough to be my dad, my top-secret sexual awakening doomed to go nowhere because I’d been too young to do anything about it. (Not that he’d agree to it even with me as a legal adult, for obvious reasons.) Sadly, I hadn’t seen him lead the church anymore in a long time.

I blew a hard breath and balled my hands into fists. I could do it. I would do it. But what if he was a rapist, or worse, a murderer? Though, he didn’t seem to be the type with as little as I knew about him.

Again, an idiot.

I took my first steps away from my car and onto the grassy curb. I took brief glimpses around my surroundings: well-lit sidewalks, suburban houses, and fireflies flashing in random front yards. The soft chirping of crickets was the only sound at this time of night. What if a neighbor peeked through a window and spotted an unfamiliar teen wandering around?

I observed the man’s house some more. It was a quaint bungalow that really didn’t seem all that special, like any other in Michigan, including my home. Judging by the windows just above the ground, there was a basement. The porch was small but had a couple of plants hanging from under the awning. It all looked picturesque; ironic because of a kinky man living inside.

I sighed. The dizziness got to me and caused my heart to pound. I had to be brave, though. It was finally my chance to lose my virginity when just about every other man rejected me or showed no interest without stating so. Maybe it was my dorky profile picture in dim lighting. I never felt comfortable taking photos in clear lighting to where my face could be seen more.

I trudged toward the cemented pathway leading to the porch and climbed the few steps leading to the entrance. By then, my palms were moist, my forehead was slightly damp, and I felt more lightheaded. My stomach tightened too. Still, I could do it.

I opened the screen door to knock on the main wooden one until the main door opened and startled me. I couldn’t see a thing through the pitch darkness.

“Adrian?” It was a deep and butch voice that threatened to erect me, sexier than my dull, medium-pitch one with the occasional crack.

I nodded and gave the unseen man a polite wave like the dork I was.

After just seconds of awkward silence, he quickly grabbed my arm, pulled me into the darkness, and shut the door.

My heart pumped even faster than ever. Was it the end? Was I going to die? I didn’t even get to say “I love you” to my parents, and what about—

He pulled me into his strong arms and planted a tender kiss on my neck, his short facial hair tickling me a little. “You’re a real cutie, you know that?”

I swallowed a lump in my throat, and my heart slowed down from his affection and soft tone. I was safe, after all. Though, I couldn’t see a thing, and it drove me nuts. “H-hi.”

“Hi.” His voice really was sexy, though. It erected me.

“What’s…your name?”

The man turned me around, pressed himself against my backside, and gave me another kiss on the neck. “You don’t need to know that. You are to call me Sir at all times and nothing else. Got it, boy?”

Crap. Where were things even headed? Still, I didn’t dare be disobedient now that he’d hardened his tone in a stern way and had instantly done away with the soft affection I already missed. “O-kay.”

“Okay, what?” His tone wasn’t angry, though, just stern.

“Okay, S-Sir.”

“Use the word ‘yes’, don’t use ‘okay’ with me.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

“Good boy.” He turned me back around to face him, not that I could see a thing in the pitch-dark room. “We’re going to have some real fun tonight. I already have everything planned.”

What exactly did he have planned? I wanted to know. I hated surprises, other than birthday and Christmas presents. It only taunted my curiosity. He clearly wouldn’t tell me, though, and I realized I had to accept that.

“First, I need your consent, boy. Do you agree to do as your told and take part in everything I have planned for you, as well as never saying ‘no’ to me?”

Was that a contract? Did I have to sign something? He didn’t know I was a virgin, though. He probably took my adventurous claim seriously and expected me to live by that. My little cock grew semi-hard, surprising me because I had no idea I’d find any of it enticing. After all, I needed to know what I was going to do with him.

I licked my lips as soon as my mouth began to dry out. “What…do you have planned, Sir?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Great. I had to consent to something I knew nothing about. “Is…is it…dangerous, Sir?”

“No, boy. You’re safe with me. I’m not a criminal if that’s what you’re worried about. I already told you the things I’m into when we chatted online. It wouldn’t be anything beyond that since I do have limits.” Despite his sternness, he seemed patient enough. “And we'll come up with a safe word shortly.”

Even though I probably had the chance to leave if I wanted to, I didn’t want to leave. I couldn’t explain why other than that I wanted to lose my virginity. Even if tonight would be my only chance to have sex, I could finally say I was no longer inexperienced without having to lie about it.

“So, what’s the deal? Answer me, boy. Do you consent?”

After a brief moment of silence, I finally gave him my decision. “I-I consent, Sir.”

“Good boy. Come here.” He placed his lips on mine. I’d never been kissed in my life, so I had no idea what to do but follow his lead. Somehow, though, his deep kiss gave me an erection, and I was fully hard in no time, especially when he slipped his tongue inside my mouth to meet mine. We made out for a while. While I probably wasn’t the greatest kisser, I enjoyed it very much. I could already be spoiled with his kisses the longer we made out. I didn’t want to stop.

He explored every part of my clothed body with his hands. When he reached for my cock, he said, “Mm, I like that you have a little cocklet.”

A little cocklet? What the hell! I wasn’t a child! I was just as much of a man as any other. Still, I didn’t dare to say anything. I kept silent and continued with his kiss.

He grabbed my hand and placed it on his bulge.

I broke the kiss in shock. “S-Sir…?”

“Yeah, boy?”

“That’s…um…really big, Sir.”

“And?” He didn’t sound annoyed, though.

I didn’t say anything else, just to be safe. I felt his lips again, claiming my mouth while his tongue wrestled with mine. One thing I realized was that he had to hunch over a bit to kiss me. He must’ve been tall. Damn, if only I could see what he looked like. He’d apparently never had any complaints, after all. Still, I said nothing like the spineless coward I’d always been. Though, it probably made me seem that much more submissive in his mind.

He ended the kiss and took a step back. “Take off your clothes, boy. You don’t need them until it’s time for you to leave.”

“Yes, Sir.” I wasn’t sure why I was so submissive around him; it was probably due to my cowardice. I did as told and pulled my shirt up and over my head, dropping it on the floor. My heart still beat a little fast, but it did help that he couldn’t see me just yet. I didn’t really like my body, after all. If only I were more athletic. But I was too lazy to work out or learn a sport since playing video games was more fun. I undid my shorts and pulled them down, slipping them off my feet, along with slipping my sandals off. There. Completely naked. And awkward.

Sir did the same, or so I heard from the sound of his clothes peeling off. Once he was finished, he came closer and wrapped his arms around me. “Mm, you’re so smooth, boy. No fat on you anywhere. Nice.”

I had to admit that it felt good to be desired by someone for once. He was also much bigger than I’d thought after being able to feel his naked body, like a buff superhero or something. His warm chest was smooth too, and just very light hairs on his arms.

“You suck cock, boy?”

Damn. I’d definitely never done that before. Maybe having lied to him about my experience in the first place made it that much more challenging. Still, I didn’t dare to reject him. No more virginity, remember? “Yes, Sir.” I tried to be as cool as I could be. Hopefully, I hadn’t failed.

Sir gently pushed my head down until I was on my knees, and he shoved his huge cock inside my mouth.

I almost choked by the quick surprise. I had no idea how to even give a blowjob. I tried to remember all the porn clips I’d seen to mimic what the men had done. My lips were wrapped around his cock, and I pretended it was a jumbo-size popsicle. I slurped and salivated all over. It was messier than I’d thought. That said, the taste was okay, and the subtle funk from his bush was easy to ignore. I could probably get used to it with more practice.

“Why are you slow, boy? Put that pretty little mouth to use.”

I sped it up a bit and continued sucking Sir. Would he come inside my mouth? Would I have to swallow him? This wasn’t the experience I’d thought I’d have. But then again, picturing myself in my fantasies with men was different from the new reality.
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