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I always knew, deep down, that I was fundamentally different from everyone else. From my very first sexual experiences, barely out of the awkward fumbling of adolescence, reality hit me with an almost cruel clarity. I wasn’t built for balanced relationships, for those proper, conventional exchanges of affection, the hesitant tenderness, or the symmetric encounters with guys my own age. At twenty, my romantic and sexual history amounted to a meaningless desert, a succession of quick hooks, hastily stolen from location-based dating apps—bodies crossing paths in a rush. They were fleeting encounters in the backs of cars parked by the side of the road, or in the damp darkness of public parks after closing time. Awkward blowjobs given half-heartedly, hurried caresses that left my skin chafed, and rough, clumsy penetration that ended far too quickly, leaving me stranded with a frustrating emptiness in the pit of my stomach. Those guys were exactly like me, and that was precisely the problem: young, inexperienced, often deeply selfish, guided solely by their own hormonal urgency. They took what they wanted without a second thought for anything else, came, and left almost immediately with barely a wipe, leaving me alone with an unbearable sense of incompleteness, as if my body were crying out for something much deeper, heavier, more brutal.

A certainty took root inside me: I am completely passive. That is my truth, my exclusive way of functioning. I only truly get hard, I only feel that rush of pure adrenaline, when I feel dominated, used, reduced to a mere object of pleasure in another man’s hands. Over the last few months, this inclination grew stronger; my fantasies took a distinctly darker, more precise, almost obsessive turn. On porn sites, my fingers no longer clicked at all on categories featuring young twinks with perfect, muscular bodies. No, I was actively searching for videos featuring mature men—guys in their fifties, sixties, sometimes older. Men settled into their masculinity, thick-waisted, hairy, sporting those prominent dad bods and confident, almost cynical gazes that betrayed decades of experience and dominance. I spent nights watching videos where a young guy my age was taken with absolute disregard, flipped over on a bed, filled to the brim, covered in cum and sweat. The very idea of that submission consumed me from the inside out. I jerked off for hours on end, breathless, lying on my lonely bed, imagining being in their place, on my knees, feeling the roughness of their calloused hands on my skin, the weight of their thick dicks, and the sound of their deep grunts in my ear.

During a night of particularly heavy insomnia, with frustration twisting my stomach, I finally decided to take the plunge. I opened my laptop to log onto a gay dating site specializing in raw encounters, the kind where you get straight to the point without pleasantries or endless chatting. I wrote a simple, direct ad that left no room for misunderstanding: “Young passive, 20, smooth and submissive, looking for an experienced mature man for an intense encounter. No young guys.” To back up my words, I attached several explicit photos: my round, perfectly smooth ass, photographed from behind as I arched on my bed to offer myself up, as well as my face, intentionally blurred for anonymity but still showing a shy, almost childish smile that betrayed my youth and vulnerability. I clicked submit, my heart pounding wildly against my ribs, my throat dry, and I waited in front of the screen as the page refreshed.

The replies came quickly, making my inbox flash, but most of them disappointed me deeply. They were guys barely in their thirties or forties lying openly about their age just to score a hookup, lukewarm and polite offers that completely killed my mood, or blurry photos sent in a rush. And then, in the middle of this flood of useless messages, one email changed everything. The subject line was stark, almost businesslike, completely stripped of any fluff: “Serious proposal.”

“Hey slut. If you really want some cock from an older male in heat, let me know. Fair warning, this is gonna be hard. Give me your availability and I’ll set it up.”

No cordial greetings, no reassuring smileys, or polite pleasantries. Just that authoritative, sharp, and uncompromising tone that was enough to make me shiver from head to toe, sending a jolt of pure electricity straight down my spine. Submission was already overtaking me right through the screen. I replied almost immediately, fingers trembling over the keyboard, making an effort to outline my boundaries as clearly as possible, as if to reassure myself: only men fifty and older, no extreme violence, no hitting, and above all, condoms absolutely mandatory for anal. I also listed my deepest desires, the ones I would never admit out loud, that visceral need to be taken and used without any gentleness, to be nothing more than a receptacle. I added my availability for the week, specifying that I was completely free on Thursday afternoon.

The reply hit my inbox the next morning at dawn, even more direct, raw, and humiliating than the first:

“A real little slut does exactly what he’s told to do, period. You shut your mouth and you obey. If you really think you can handle your fantasies and shut your trap, show up Thursday at 2:00 PM sharp at this address. And you come alone—no friends, no sketchy setups. I’m perfectly clean, recently tested, no catch. We fuck raw, old-school, the way a real man takes his property. No condom with me, no risks, you take it all inside.”

The word “raw” made me hesitate for long minutes, freezing me in front of the screen. That was the red line. I had written down condoms in black and white as my non-negotiable boundary, but the very thought of feeling his warm semen pumped directly inside me, without any barrier, without that impersonal piece of latex, turned me on like never before. The taboo acted like a magnet. This man reassured me about his health with a raw confidence, the certainty of a dominant male that left absolutely no room for doubt or negotiation. Something deep within my being, that dark, completely obsessed, and deeply reckless part of me, overrode all reason. I blocked out the danger, swept away my own rules, and replied with a single word, heavy with consequences: “Yes.”

The week following that message was pure psychological torment, an endless wait that bordered on torture. I thought back to that email constantly, obsessively—to that harsh tone that already treated me like a mere consumable object, and to that dizzying promise of bareback. I spent my late afternoons locked in my room jerking off, imagining the details of this intense encounter with this mature stranger about whom I knew nothing. Thursday morning, the fateful day finally arrived. I took the RER, sitting on the cold plastic seats, my sweaty hands glued to my phone screen, my stomach tied in a horrible knot by a toxic cocktail of panic and sexual anticipation. The journey through the suburbs felt like it took eternities. At every stop, as the doors opened with a hiss, I wondered if I should just call it off, step out onto the platform, and turn around to go back home, where it was safe. But I stayed seated, as if paralyzed, completely mesmerized by the thought of crossing that destructive line.

The house the GPS directed me to was depressingly ordinary—a standard suburban home surrounded by tall, dense thuja hedges that effectively blocked the curious glances of neighbors. The shutters were half-closed, the garden neglected and overgrown with weeds, giving the whole place the look of a secret cocoon cut off from the world. I walked up the driveway, raised my hand, and rang the bell, my throat completely dry, my heart pounding hard against my chest. The door opened almost immediately, as if he had been waiting right behind it, revealing a man who fit my rawest fantasies in every way: Jacques. He was a man well into his fifties, broad-shouldered, massive, with a prominent dad bod that spilled amply from his half-open terry cloth bathrobe. His salt-and-pepper beard was unkempt and coarse, and his thick-rimmed glasses accentuated the heaviness of his vicious gaze, which pierced right through me. He took me in slowly, from head to toe, inspecting my slim silhouette before letting a carnivore-like, almost predatory smile appear on his fleshy lips.

“Move your ass and get inside, little slut. Don’t just stand there on the doorstep getting stared at by the whole neighborhood. Move.”

The word hit me full force, heavy and humiliating like a slap to the face, but the effect was immediate: it made my dick harden instantly inside my jeans. I obeyed without a word, lowering my eyes as I crossed the threshold into the entryway. He closed the heavy wooden door behind me, turning the key twice. The metallic click of the lock echoed in the silent hallway like a final sentence, telling me I no longer had any escape. Without wasting another second, without a tender word or a welcoming phrase, he grabbed me firmly by the upper arm, his fingers digging into my flesh, and dragged me roughly toward the bathroom at the end of the hall.

The room was cramped, suffocating, entirely tiled in a white that had yellowed with time and humidity, exhaling a potent smell of cheap soap, bleach, and stale tobacco. It was a raw setting, without artifice, which accentuated the reality of what was about to happen. With a sharp movement, Jacques placed a heavy object on the edge of the ceramic sink: a black leather collar, thick, rigid, equipped with a massive metal buckle, to which was attached a long metal leash with shiny links that clinked coldly against the earthenware.

“Get completely naked, and hurry up. Take off your clothes, everything, down to your underwear, and put this on without arguing.”

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, my gaze fixed on the thick band of black leather. It was the first time anyone had given me an order so direct, so stripped of the slightest human consideration, but the intensity of his dark eyes left absolutely no room for discussion or the slightest attempt at negotiation. I took off my clothes one by one, my hands heavy and clumsy, breaking the silence of
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