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Please Daddy

My relationship with Paul was over. Even if he wasn't currently throwing my things into trash bags we had been over for weeks. Neither of us had known it though. At least he wasn't ranting at me. I was used to that when guys decided they were done with me. Paul was just stuffing my stuff into bags to make it easier for me to leave and for him to effectively kick him out of his life. I was boring. He was over it. I never wanted to do anything fun in bed. We'd only been together for a few weeks. 

"Is that all of it?" I asked him as he tossed the three bags of my clothes down in front of me. 

He gave me a nasty look. "You aren't even going to argue with me or beg to stay or any of that?"

I shook my head. There really hadn't been a reason to do any of that. I wasn't in love with him and that was okay. Our breakup was going to be just as boring and mundane as he said having sex with me was. I was just glad that he'd broken up with me before actually cheating on me. Some guys hadn't done that and that was the part that hurt about breaking up. I hated being lied to but having guys leave me, that was something I was surprisingly calm about. "Well, take care then I guess."

Paul just stared at me as I picked up my bags and headed out of his apartment. I'd only been staying there a few nights. We'd barely even really known each other. I went down the metal staircase outside of his apartment and sat down on my butt in the warm grass the first chance I got. I might have looked homeless with my trash bags around me, but I didn't really care much about that. 

Some guy came over and stood next to me. I'd seen him maybe twice while I was leaving Paul's place before, but he'd never said hi to me or anything like that. 

"So the twink dumped you?" he guessed. 

I shrugged. "Sure. I'm Colin."

"Want to come inside for a bit? I've got a little party going on. You could get a drink."

I wasn't really doing much right then anyway. I didn't have to be at work tonight so I'd really just planned on hanging out with Paul for the day. "Sure. And your name is?" It bothered me a little that he hadn't given me his name yet. 

He chuckled and offered me his hand. "Let's get you inside first."

He was weird but it didn't bother me too much. I was pretty chill overall, or at least I tried to be. That pretty much went out the window though when I followed him inside his first floor apartment to find three naked guys standing up, and one guy stretched over a narrow bed in the middle of the living room. I just stopped and stared at them all for a bit and wondered what the hell I'd just walked into. "Uh..." I looked to the guy who had brought me in, and he took my bags from me. He put them in the closet then came back and took my hands, leading me over to the couch where he pulled me down to sit next to him. 

No one introduced themselves to me. No one even really noticed me at all actually. They were too busy with the guy on the bed as one guy got between his thighs. I watched, fascinated, as he didn't even seem to lube him up or anything. He just leaned over him and stuck his cock in. The guy on the bed, he didn't cry out or anything. Like it didn't even hurt him to take a cock like that. I'd always needed loads of prep work but he just smiled and opened his mouth for another guy to get close and put a dick between his lips. The third guy just touched him all over, including grabbing his cock a lot. 

"What are you thinking about?" the man next to me asked. He put his fingers on my chin and turned me away from them, making me look at him and not at the men performing in front of us. I felt small and completely out of my element there with them, but I wasn't scared. This was the most sexually intense thing I'd ever witnessed. It was so much more than porn. It was getting to smell the sweat and to hear every little noise and to be so close to them that I could go over and touch them if I wanted to. I'd only ever been with a handful of guys and they'd all called me boring, or worse. I could never have been the guy on the bed, surrounded by men and accepting what they were doing to me. 

He was still waiting for my answer, but he was also now putting his hand on my stomach and then down my pants until he had his palm against my cock. "I'm boring," I warned him, my voice barely more than a mumble. 

He just grinned at me. "Oh, somehow I really doubt that." He pushed up my shirt and opened my jeans, taking me out. I was already a bit hard. I thought maybe he was going to go down on me, but instead he used some lube and began stroking me. "Watch him, the guy on the bed, watch them fucking him. I'd love to do that to you sometime."

"Why?" 

He pushed me back on the couch and I laid back, giving him even more access to me. I didn't even know his name and I knew nothing about him, but for some reason it was easy to let him run his hands over my cock and take control of me like that. I wasn't even worried at all. 

"Because I think you'd enjoy it."

I looked at the guy on the bed. The one getting his hands pinned down above his head as he took turns sucking on two cocks as a new guy pounded into him. He already had plenty of cum on him. I hadn't noticed that before. It was dried and he was still smiling. He even gave me a wink when he caught me watching. I quickly looked away, back to the man currently with his hands on my cock and balls. "What's your name?"

"Call me Daddy." He smiled at me and I bit my lip. I couldn't do that. It was weird. 

"No." 

He just grinned and started focusing on my head. I squirmed under him, every muscle in my body going tight as he got me closer to the edge. I tried to squeeze my balls but he pushed my hand away. I just really wanted to come. I'd been with Paul the night before but that was nothing like this. 

I'd laid under Paul, I'd moaned when I'd thought that he was expecting it. Sex with him had never been all that good or exciting. And here I was, not even really having sex at all, just getting a hand job and I could barely keep from squirming under his palm. 

"Call me Daddy," he said. He gave the head of my cock a hard squeeze and pulled, bringing me off the couch. 

I licked my lips. I couldn't do that. 

"Do you want me to let you cum?"

I needed to. I was nearly desperate to. He couldn't possibly deny me that. But as I took just one look at him I knew that if I didn't say what he wanted to then that would be it. He'd let me go and I'd have to go jack off on my own. And my own hand compared to his was just no question. Somehow he knew just how to work my cock to make me desperate and to keep me on edge. I closed my eyes. "Daddy..." I whispered. My voice was so soft. I wondered if he'd even be able to hear me. 

Except he must have because he leaned over me and kissed my cheek and then he was really stroking me. Not just playing with me or teasing me to keep me close to cumming, but actually letting me cum. My balls crammed up into my body and my legs shook and I was freaking in heaven when he let me loose. 

It was like the best orgasm ever. Like I'd never had another one before that and everything was new and real again and all he'd done was put his hands on my cock and balls. He kept stroking me though and I trembled as he rubbed the head of my overly sensitive cock. 

I'd cummed so hard and I was such a mess with my spunk all over my chest and stomach. He grabbed my chin and kissed me roughly, taking control of me hard enough that my lips were sore and I thought they'd be bruised for sure. I didn't even mind the idea that he'd bruised me. Or that he'd hurt me. I kind of wanted more of it. 

"You did great." The admiration, and the want, was clear in his voice. 

"Yes, Daddy." I couldn't believe how easily the name came out of me. There was no hesitation. I was spent, and exhausted, and I wanted so much more of whatever he wanted to give me. 

He smiled at me and I'd never thought that an older guy would be that hot when he smiled. He had to be at least a decade or two older than me but god he looked good. "On your knees now, be a good slut."

I'd never been called a slut before. I'd never had a reason to be. I'd thought that the name would make me uncomfortable. Maybe I'd feel degraded or used. With him I felt kind of sexy though. Like yeah, I was a slut inside, maybe just a little bit, but the slutty part of me was in there. Because yeah I did slide off the floor and I did get down on my knees in front of him. He wrapped his fingers in my hair and he brought me to the front of his jeans and I licked him through them. I'd never done that before. All I'd ever done up to that point was put my mouth over a cock when a guy already had it out. 

But now I had my eyes closed and I was rubbing my face against the hard cock I could feel behind his jeans. "That's a good little slut. Just like that."

His voice had gone husky and I felt my cheeks get hot. The three guys seemed to be taking a break as they came over to see me. I kept my mouth on Daddy's pants even as I looked over to the guy on the bed. He was smiling at me, and he was rubbing his cock too like he was enjoying watching me or something. I was the boring one but here was some guy covered in cum who had probably never been called boring in his life and he was actually jerking himself off to me. 

Knowing that made me feel sexy and kind of crazy. And also a bit raw and real. I wanted to show off for the guy on the bed. And for Daddy. And as the other three guys began crowding around me I wanted to show off for them too. They touched my back and shoulders. They helped me get my shirt off and then they ran their hands through my cum, painting me with it. 

I tried my best to ignore them and focus on Daddy but when they started playing with my nipples there wasn't a whole lot that
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