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Where do I start?

Mr. Greenspan finally cornered me and did something I'd fantasized about for years. And it was exactly as I'd imagined, only better. He was a mean daddy with a dirty mouth and a meaty cock full of cum.

That same night I had a mystery visitor who gave my hole a good workout. I still don't know who it was.

I formally met Tom, the team captain. Damn, he's nicer than you'd expect, with a hot wrestler's bod and the hardest cock I've ever had the pleasure of having rammed in my mouth and ass. Plus, he can take as good as he gives.

We hit it off so well, he invited me to a frat party that night. Never been to one, and never really thought about it, but now that I'm invited I'm kind of excited.

I had a couple of hours to kill before it was time to show up for that, so I decided to drop in on Brady. I had planned to save myself for the party, but Brady had a friend over. Stan. I guess some people but not look at him twice - older, beefy, balding, like a lot of guys his age. But damn, he had the fattest cock! I real mouthful. As soon as I saw it I knew I wanted to try and get it in my ass.

Brady and Stan gave me a good working over in Brady's basement. So much for saving myself.

Still, I knew I'd be ready if the time came.

So, that's it.

Time to party!
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I found the Phi Kappa Delta house easily enough - huge, old, and at one time the home of someone important.

Now the house was overrun with a bunch of rowdy guys in their twenties. The street was packed with cars, as was the driveway and the front lawn. People stood outside on the porch with red cups chatting. I was suddenly nervous.

I didn't know any of these people and as experienced as I was with getting fucked by cops, I was a little out of my element when it came to basic socializing, especially with a group of people my own age.

As I climbed the wide steps I could hear the laughter and the music from inside.

I began to feel tense. Maybe I'd made a mistake. I thought about Brady and his little basement party. A bunch of hot cops looking for a cum-dump. I'd have been more than happy to play that role. All night long. But I was here, for better or worse.

The place was only lit with moving disco lights and black lights, which illuminated well-placed funky neon seventies posters and some of the party-goers clothing. Even a few faces had been painted with makeup that glowed. It was a bit disorientating and it was packed.

I made my way through the wall to wall people, some were dancing, some were deep in conversation. It seemed like everyone knew someone there. I knew none of them.

I felt a sense of anxiety as I searched for either someone I knew or a place to get drinks. I found both.

Paul and Tom were standing by a table full of red cups. They had been pre-filled with drinks—yellow, red, brown, and clear.

"Brandon, you made it!" Tom said with a smile. That made me feel better instantly.

Paul also smiled and nodded, punching my arm lightly in a friendly way. "We thought you might chicken out."

"Who, me?" I said, suddenly feeling better that I'd passed on Brady's offer. Although the image of Brady and his friends, naked and fucking in his basement, was still making me wonder if I'd made the right choice.

"Now we've got a real mix of people here," Tom said. "Don't assume everyone is on the team if you know what I mean."

I did.

"For example," Paul said, "you're going to see a guy wandering around. He's super hot; you can't miss him."

Yeah, Tom said. His name's Joe. He's one of our frat brothers, a little older. He's hot, muscular, with black hair and intense blue eyes, wearing a red shirt. He'll give you good vibes; he's a nice guy. But don't bother, he's not into it and never will be.

I gave a little nod, trying to play it cool. I mean, I wasn't exactly planning to be the life of the party or anything, just wanted to keep an open mind and see where the night took me. I was just stoked to be at a party, especially one that was absolutely packed. The vibe was electric, and I could feel the bass from the speakers pulsing through the floor.

For a second, I thought about Brady and Stan. They knew about this party, but there was no way they'd show up, right? Brady had his own thing going on tonight. He was probably hosting some chill gathering at his place, inviting a few close friends over for drinks and laughs. I could just imagine him, cracking jokes and making everyone feel at ease.

I hoped they didn't decide to call the station and send someone over to bust things up. That would be a total disaster, and honestly, it would be my fault. I mean, I was the one who mentioned the party to them. I could just see it now—cops showing up, flashing their lights, and ruining the night for everyone.

But then again, I didn't see Brady doing something like that. He was all about having a good time and didn't mind if others were doing the same. He was the kind of guy who'd rather join in on the fun than try to stop it. He'd be the oldest guy here, but that wouldn't stop him from enjoying himself. He'd probably be the one leading the dance floor or telling stories that had everyone in stitches.

A lot of guys my age are into older guys, and Brady had that cool, laid-back vibe that made him appealing. He was the kind of guy who'd fit right in, even if he was at least twenty years older than most of us. He'd have a blast here, no doubt about it.

"Help yourself to a drink!" Paul said, gesturing to the table.

"I'm good," I said.

"Suit yourself."

"Good," Paul said, "you're going to have to be in tip top shape if you're gonna make it on the wrestling team, you know? Don't ever come to practice or a match with a hangover—you'll regret it. Trust me."

"Got it," I said.

I raised an imaginary glass. "To having a great time!" I said, my voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach.

Tom and Paul grinned, also raising their glasses. "Welcome aboard, Brandon," Tom said, his voice filled with enthusiasm. "Your life is about to get a whole lot more interesting!"

I couldn't help but smile back, feeling a sense of belonging. But he had no idea how interesting my life already was. I mean, I'd already survived a few wild nights, and this was just another chapter in my adventure.

Damn, I was so stoked to be there! The energy was just buzzing, you know?

But then, Brady and his friends... I mean, I couldn't help but wonder, what if things had gone differently? I shook off the thought and pushed the missed opportunity out of my mind.

"Okay boys, as this is my party, I've got to go mingle," Tom said, starting to walk away. "Have fun, and don't do anyone I wouldn't do!" He called over his shoulder, then he disappeared into the crowd.

Paul and I stood there, just listening to the music. For the first time there was an awkward silence between us. Finally, he asked, "So, how do you like my dad?"

I glanced at him, curious. "I like him," I said.

"Yeah, he's not your typical dad, is he?" Paul said. I had to agree. Now I was thinking about him, with that big, fat cock flopping around in his track pants, his hairy chest and stomach, those big nipples that Paul had been pinching and pulling. What was up with that?

"I got into wrestling early. My dad's a good coach. You'll be up to speed in no time," he said. I've been competing professionally for years."

I had to ask, "Were you ever the captain of the team?" I mean, it's a big deal, right? You get to lead, make decisions, and all that.

"Yeah, I could have been," he said, taking a sip of his drink. "But it just didn't feel right, you know? With my dad being the coach and all. Plus, who needs the extra stress? There's a lot that goes into being captain of a college wrestling team."

I nodded, trying to imagine what that would be like. "So, what's your dad like? What does he do?" Paul asked, genuinely curious.

"He's a construction worker."

"Yeah, but what's he like?" he pressed, leaning in a bit.
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