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Where do I even start?

It’s a wild ride, but here we go. So, my best bud Steve—yeah, *that* Steve—slid into my world with this so-called “cum game.” You know, the one where you suck a dick, take the load, swallow, and if you’re into it, bam—you’re gay. Apparently, his brother clued him in on this little gem, and Steve thought it was his duty to pass on this “wisdom” to me. His logic? Figuring out your orientation early saves a ton of headaches later. Genius, right?

Now, let’s be real. I’m pretty sure Steve just wanted an excuse to get me to suck his dick. I mean, who needs a “game” to figure out if you’re gay, bi, or whatever? We’re supposed to live in a free world, right? Well, for now, at least. There’s always someone out there ready to tell you what’s right, what’s wrong, and how you should live your damn life. But screw that. You’ve gotta live the way your body, mind, heart, and soul are screaming at you to live. If you’re not being true to yourself, you’re just living a lie. And me? I can’t lie my way out of a wet paper bag.

But let’s not sugarcoat it—it’s not always easy. The world’s full of judgmental assholes, and it feels like we’re all on a one-way ticket to Fucktown (and not the fun kind). People are obsessed with change, but not all change is good. The slow, steady grind toward a better life? Yeah, it’s boring. But some folks just can’t handle that. They’re the ones who cut you off in traffic just to be *that* little bit ahead of you. Spoiler alert: it doesn’t make a damn difference.

So, back to the cum game. Yeah, it was probably just Steve’s sneaky way to get me to suck his dick—and then his brother’s, and then his dad’s. But here’s the thing: I’d been curious about it for *years*. I just never had the guts to act on it.

Now? It’s like a weight’s been lifted. I feel free. Unstoppable. And I’m going to do whatever—and whoever—I want. It’s my body, my life, and if I want to get down with every Tom, Dick, and Harry I meet (or the other way around), that’s my business. But hey, I’m sharing it with you because I know I can trust you with my secrets. So, buckle up—this is just the beginning.

Then there's my dad. He's a real mess. I wish he could just *chill*. He’s finally figuring out he’s into men, and honestly, it’s been a trip. For me, it was like, *boom*—puberty hit, and suddenly I was daydreaming about Mr. Greenspan, the hot, gruff dad next door. Late thirties, all muscle, a little intimidating, totally out of my league. Back then, he seemed ancient to me, but now? Not so much.

Didn’t stop me from imagining all the things he could do to me—or I could do to him. But my dad? That’s a whole other story. He and Mom were married since their twenties, had Carter then me, we started college, and then—*poof*—divorced, just last year. Clean break, no drama. Good for them, I guess. But also for us.

It was nice to have two places to live, in the city and in the burbs. My dad got the house because my mom wanted a condo close to work. The city is more her thing. We spend most of our time with our dad, and I think she prefers it that way.

But now? Thanks to Brady, the cop next door who’s basically a walking fantasy, my dad’s dipping his toes into the man pool. Brady introduced him to it, and now he’s exploring, but I can tell he’s wrestling with it. His generation’s all about keeping things buttoned up, and here he is, trying to unbutton. Me? I’m diving in, no life jacket.

I know it's a bit cliché these days, but I’ve got a thing for older men. Brady, Chuck (Steve’s dad), Mr. Greenspan, any man twice my age or older, and I'm thirsty, if you know what I mean. And yeah, I’ve been there, done that, and I’m not stopping.

The other day, Pete—Steve’s brother—was over at Brady’s, and let’s just say things got *interesting*. Then my dad showed up.

I saw way more than I should have, but he had no clue I was there.

So, now let's get on with the show, shall we?
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I wanted to tell my dad everything.

Like, *Hey, guess what? I just got it on with Brady, the hot cop next door.* Earlier that afternoon, Brady had Pete and me over. We were his first and second—he’d never been on the receiving end before, and damn, was he ready for it. Tight, horny, and totally into it. And me? I was in heaven.

For some reason, I wanted to share that with my dad. I wanted to spill every detail. But then Dad showed up at Brady’s, and things took a turn. Brady had him doing things to Pete, and I was hiding in the kitchen, watching it all go down. My dad seemed... lost, like he didn’t know how to stop it. I wanted to step out and tell him to just *go with it*, to let himself enjoy it. But I stayed put, watching him with Pete.

Pete’s only a year older than me, so it was weird seeing my dad with someone so close to my age. And honestly? It made me feel... I don't know how it made me feel. Protective? Of my dad, not Pete. Pete's an animal, like Steve. My dad's a pussycat. He's not prepared for this kind of scene.

So there I was, eavesdropping. I didn’t know what to do, so I just kept watching, even though it didn’t feel right.

The house had always been a no-judgment zone—shirts off, pants off, whatever. We moved around like it was a locker room, bare skin and all. No big deal. If my mom were still here, though? She’d have put a stop to it in a heartbeat. But three guys? Come on, it’s not like we hadn’t seen each other’s junk before. Hell, it was almost routine.

But here’s the thing: if they knew I *liked* to suck cock, that might’ve been a different story. That would’ve flipped the script. And then—well, then I found out my dad was letting Brady suck him. Maybe more. It was a curve ball, but not entirely out of left field. So my dad had shown up, to put an end to things between Brady and him. Yet Brady had taken charge, dominating him into fucking Pete. And then, out of nowhere, Brady told us to do him. *Him.*

I was stunned. Brady? The alpha male, the macho cop, the guy who looked like he’d punch you for even glancing at his bulge—though, let’s be honest, it was hard not to stare. He was the kind of guy you’d expect to be the one doing the fucking, not the one getting fucked. But there he was, with that hard, muscular ass, that furry hole, and the audacity to tell us to take turns with him. And I’ll admit—I loved it. Slipping my young cock into him, feeling him tighten around me, fucking him hard. It was surreal.

I hadn’t expected it. Not from him. He was so butch, so commanding, so *not* the kind of guy you’d imagine bending over for a couple of guys half his age. But he wanted it. He’d even said we’d be the first. Talk about a forty-year-old virgin. I could tell he was nervous, unsure, but he went through with it. And fuck, it was hot. Pete and I took turns, and I knew I’d be replaying that night in my head for weeks.

Why did I want to tell my dad about it? I’m not sure. Maybe to make him feel better, to let him know he wasn’t the only one Brady had taken control of. Because that’s what Brady did—he dominated. Even my dad, who’s usually the alpha, wasn’t immune to Brady’s intensity. Brady was different. He was scary, almost, in how fiercely he took charge. But that’s what I liked about him. He called the shots, and he didn’t apologize for it. And for that one night, he let us take ours.

I remember how it felt, preparing to be fuck that hot, alpha cop. This was before he turned the tables. The room was thick with tension, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and anticipation. We were bare, exposed, kneeling on chairs like offerings to some primal god. Brady had positioned us just so, leaving nothing to the
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