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So, here's the thing.

I always knew I was a little kinky and maybe sexually liberated, but it wasn't until I found myself hungering for my straight professor that I realized I might also be a masochist, because there's nothing worse than pining for a straight man. It's going to go nowhere, trust me.

Yet, helping my professor with his anonymous sexual research into the personal lives of young gay men seemed like a fun way to get up close and personal with the handsome new Professor Altman. Yeah, I know, chasing straight men is pointless. I never said I was smart enough to take my own advice.

But here's the thing, maybe I had some intuition that my hot professor wasn't as straight as he seemed. I mean, why would a straight guy be so interested in what gay boys like me are up to anyway? Why would he want to write a book about it?

So, I guess perhaps my advice still holds, that chasing straight men is a waste of time. But bi-curious men? That was a different story, wasn't it? Because as it turned out, my professor was curious, whether he realized it at the time he started his project or not.

It started out innocent enough, just me sharing my naughty deeds, desires, and fetishes. But it quickly became something more, something dangerous and thrilling. I couldn't resist the forbidden allure of trying to turn him on. I wanted to seduce him.

At the time I just had to have him. No matter what.

I fantasized about him while other men fucked me. I lay in bed at night dreaming about what his body would look like naked, what his cock would taste like in my mouth. Just watching him at the front of the class made my cock hard. Listening to his voice, deep and sexy and smooth, made me want to hear him talking dirty to me. The thought of being dominated by him made me feel a bit crazy.

Little did he know that those anonymous interviews were not so anonymous. Because I knew exactly who he was and had known the whole time. But he didn't seem to know it was me, his student, there in that hotel room, spinning tales of hungrily servicing older and younger men. And at the time I thought I could handle it, the shadiness of what I was doing. Now I'm not so sure.

The double-edged sword of partial anonymity had me spilling my guts, getting hooked on sharing my secrets with him, and wanting more while knowing that the longer it went on, the more complicated it became. This wasn't just me providing content for his book. I had a secret, and I was actively engaged in trying to keep from him, while at the same time seducing him, covertly.

Damn, I'm shadier than I thought.

Yeah, shady and shitty, but sometimes we do things when we're really attracted to someone, right? Stupid things. Foolish things. The kind of things that can backfire. But I might still get mine, and not in the good way. Karma's a mean and dirty bitch, as they say.

But I'd never felt like this about someone, not really. I'd had feelings for guys, sometimes a real hunger for them, but this feeling like I couldn't be happy again until I had him? That sucked.

At least I wasn't stalking him. Not yet anyway. No, I'd never do that. Never. Stalking is not my thing. Longing from afar and maybe a little scheming to get something to happen? Yeah, I'll admit to that.

Meanwhile, there's this other fucked-up situation with my best friend Steve. We've been friends since we were kids, but lately things have changed between us in a way I hadn't expected. It started to occur to me when I confessed my feelings for my professor, and the way he kind of changed, that he might have feelings for me.

He seemed to be supportive, maybe too supportive, I guess. He teased me, and he encouraged me, but then when we were alone, I sometimes felt like we were more than friends who fucked. He'd been hitting me up for more sex than usual since I'd confessed my feelings for Professor Altman. Coincidence? Or maybe a subconscious feeling he might be losing me?

When we're alone we kiss, and it's intense. We fuck and that's intense too. Sex with Steve is different, like we were meant to be together. But he made it clear, long ago, that he's a free bird, whatever the fuck that is. He likes his freedom, and I suppose I do too. I think we both agreed we're too young for any kind of serious relationship with anyone.

Now Steve is insatiable when it comes to me, and I feel the same way about him. But we're still just friends, right? He introduced me to the joys of sex with guys, but it didn't mean anything. Did it? I had to be careful, I didn't want to make things weird. If we simply stayed friends who fucked, I was fine with that. Losing Steve would be devastating. Even if he met someone and the sex stopped, I had to have him in my life.

Anyway, as much as I loved those encounters with him, where we fucked so hard and for so long we kind of lost our minds, it was our friendship that mattered most.

He's someone I can talk to. Someone who listens and cares. That matters. Fucking and sucking is one thing, it feels good, it bonds us together. But there's more than that. I confide my secrets, most of them anyway, and his quiet laugh tells me he knows me. Tells me he still loves me. I feel guilty that I'm not telling him all about my crush on Professor Altman. It's not that he's a man twice my age. Steve doesn't care about that kind of stuff.

Maybe it's because I'm telling the professor things I've never told Steve. There are things we all keep to ourselves, no matter how tight your relationship is with someone. Some of the things the Professor and I talk about in that room, and the things we talk about in that hotel room. Is Steve pretending to be okay with my honesty? Or is it just an act, because he's that good of a friend?

Professor Altman is my current daddy crush. I can't help it, I'm attracted to older men, but I love my best friend too. So yeah, I don't know if I've done a good job explaining the weird situation I'm in, but that's it, for now.

Still, damn if it doesn't feel amazing every time Steve takes me deep into his warm mouth or rides my cock. Or when he gets behind me and works his hard fat dick into me. I love being on my back, as his eyes lock onto mine while he pounds himself into me, both of us desperate to have him fill me with a load. Or vice versa. He can take as well as he can give.

So, he knows that I've been meeting with Professor Altman, telling him all my secrets, helping him with his research for a book he's writing. What I haven't told him is that the last time I met with Professor Altman, in the hotel, something happened.

It wasn't much, but it was enough.

Because what happened was that, during that last session, as I was telling him my dirty little secrets, he got turned on. I don't know if it was because I wanted him so bad, and my body was giving off pheromones, or maybe my lust for him was so potent it affected my seductive abilities. Or maybe it was just my dirty filthy stories of sucking dick and riding cock, but whatever it was, he got turned on.

And then, like I said. Something happened. It wasn't earth-shattering. Hell, it wasn't much more than him jerking off and me, well, making sure we didn't waste his sweet spunk. But still, after that I realized just how much that made me want him more.

Getting his load in my mouth without touching wasn't going to cut it. I wanted to wrap my lips around that fat dock and suck. Suck it good. Suck it till he couldn't take it anymore, and then I'd have earned that hot, creamy load when he finally ejaculated, filling my mouth.

But at least I got to see his fat cock in all its glory.

And I got a taste of his sweet jizz.

Not once did his cock make contact with my lips or tongue, but I did get to enjoy his hot spunk shooting to the back of my throat.

I got to taste and guzzle his thick, ample load.

But it was enough to get me hooked.

And now I needed more.
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I went home and thought about texting Steve, but there were so many thoughts and feelings swirling around in my head that I wanted to sort them out first.

I was excited. I felt guilty. I was eager to meet at the hotel again. I was pretty sure we’d gone as far as we were going to go, though. There was just something in his eyes, his expression, the tone of his voice once he’d cum. Regret. I was sure I heard notes of regret. He felt he’d made a mistake, and maybe he had. And maybe so had I.

However, I also knew that at some point I had to tell him who I was;  it was only fair.

I felt so confused I decided to write something. I had planned on making it a confession, but as I flipped open my laptop and began to type, what came out was so much different from what I'd expected.

I began to write...

You're still standing there, cock in hand, when I step closer. Your dick is thick, hard, eyes locked on it. My pulse kicks up. There's a drop of precum at the tip, shiny and tempting. I want to taste it.

I drop to my knees in front of you. Our eyes stay on each other as I lean in. The heat from your body hits me first, then the smell—clean, sharp, with a hint of manly musk. My mouth waters.

Yon't move, just keep stroking yourself, your cock standing thick and heavy in your grip. I lean in, my gaze fixed on the swollen head, the way it pulses with every slow tug. My mouth waters. That bead of precum glistening at the tip, slick and perfect, is begging for me to lick it up. I can already imagine how it’ll taste... sweet.

Our eyes stay locked as I lower my mouth, close to lick the head of your cock if I want.

I don't look away as I lean in, my tongue flicking out just enough to catch the drop of precum before it falls. The taste, clean and addictive. I groan without meaning to. Your cock jerks in response, the head brushing against my lips, and I can't hold back anymore.

I open my mouth wider, taking you in slow, inch by inch, until the thick heat of you fills me. You gasp above me, gripping my head, and I know I’ve got you. The way your hips twitch, the way your breath deepens — you're all mine now.

I pull back just enough to tease the tip with my tongue, swirling around the ridge, savoring the way you shudder.

My hands shake as I wrap them around your cock and bring it to my mouth. The firm, slick head rubs over my lips, and I kiss it before taking just the tip inside. You feel my mouth wet, warm closing around you, and your body jerks. The heat makes
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