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Risk & Content Warning — Read This First

This page is locked. Everything after it is cocky, filthy and fun. This part isn’t optional.

Adults 18 and over only. Full stop. If you’re under 18, close this now. Every man in this book is a grown adult. Where you read “boy,” “pup” or “son,” it’s adult gay slang between consenting grown men. Nobody here is underage, nobody is a relative, nobody is asleep, too drunk or too high to say yes, and nobody is pushed past a no. When the book looks back at childhood, it’s only to remember innocent things — a crush, a poster, noticing men — never anything sexual.

It’s explicit. Cock, sperm, loads, breeding, plugs, chastity cages, gooning, edging, cruising, cheating, public sex in hidden places, submission. Plain words. No fade to black.

The words. This book uses faggot — on purpose, proudly and constantly — as the name for the most cock-focused man alive: the gay bottom who stays horny, stays open and lives for men’s cocks and loads. Here it is a title, not an insult. The man reading this book is choosing it for himself. Never use it on a man who hasn’t chosen it. The book also uses cunt and pussy for a man’s hole, and daddy for the man bringing the load, whatever his age. If a word doesn’t land for you, cross it out and write bottom, pig, cumdump or your own name. Keep the hunger.

The submission is wanted. Every scene of use, service and “it’s about his load, not mine” is something the bottom asked for, agreed to and is enjoying. That’s what makes it hot. Either man can say stop at any second, and when he does, it stops. Hunger is a style. Consent is the floor.

Bareback here means both men chose it. Breeding in this book is raw sex that both men agreed to, with the facts on the table. Removing or “forgetting” a condom someone wanted is called stealthing. It is sexual assault, it’s a crime in a growing number of places, and it has no place in this book or in your life.

Health, in one breath. PrEP — daily pills or long-acting injections — protects against HIV only. Doxy-PEP, taken after sex as your clinic prescribes, cuts syphilis and chlamydia a lot and gonorrhoea less. Undetectable means untransmittable (U=U) for HIV. Get tested every three months, at three sites — throat, ass and dick (urine) — plus blood for HIV and syphilis. Get the vaccines: hep A, hep B, HPV and mpox, and ask about the meningitis B jab where it’s offered for some gonorrhoea protection. This book gives no medication or hormone doses. Your clinic does that.

Toys, cages and clean-outs. Anything that goes in your ass has a flared base. Always. Cages get sized properly, checked often and taken off the second you feel numbness, coldness, sharp pain or see swelling or colour change. Douche with lukewarm plain water or saline, gently, and not every hour of every day. The details are in the chapters, in Fact check boxes.

Public sex. It’s hot and it’s part of gay history. In this book it only happens where somebody would have to go looking for it — cruisy woods, the far end of the dunes, a car in an empty lot after dark, a dead-end washroom that’s on the cruising maps, a bathhouse. Never anywhere busy, never anywhere people could see by accident, never near families or kids. Ever. It’s illegal in a lot of places, stings are real, and getting caught can cost you more than a fine. You’ll get that warning again when it comes up — and then I’ll pull you right back into the thrill.


Poppers. They show up as an optional aid, timed on purpose — never required. Never with Viagra, Cialis or any erection pill — the combination can crash your blood pressure. Never swallow them — it can kill you. Keep the liquid off your skin and out of your eyes. Sniff sitting or lying down, never while driving. Skip them with heart problems, low blood pressure, anaemia or glaucoma, and see a doctor fast if your vision changes. Their legal status varies by country.



Gooning and edging. Long sessions are part of the training. Drink water. Take breaks. Eat. Stand up and stretch. If your dick, your hole or your head starts to hurt, stop.

Supplements and “cum chemistry.” Anything this book says about supplements is optional, labelled honestly and not medical advice. Claims that semen chemistry changes your mood are weak and debated, and they’re labelled that way. The high is real. The mechanism is mostly in your head — which is exactly where we’re working.

Cheating is written about the way men actually do it, without a sermon. It’s still called cheating. The only rule is the smart-slut one: test, PrEP, doxy, and don’t carry anything home but a smile.

If you’re in crisis — thinking about suicide, not safe at home, or in danger from a partner — put this book down and call your local emergency number or a crisis line now. In Canada and the US, call or text 988.

After this page, the book is pro-sex, pro-cock, pro-load and pro-you.

Still here?

Good.

Hole relaxed. Let’s go.
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INTRODUCTION

There’s a word.

You know the one.

You’ve heard it shouted out of car windows. You’ve heard it in locker rooms, in comment sections, in the mouths of men who were scared of exactly what you are.

You’ve also heard it whispered.

Whispered into your ear by a man balls-deep inside you, his breath hot on your neck, his hips stuttering, his load about to go.

Take it, faggot.

And you didn’t flinch.

You clenched.

You pulled him deeper. You came apart. And afterwards, lying there leaking, you thought about that word for a long, long time.

That’s why you picked this up.


Let me say it plainly

FAGGOT.

There. It’s on the page. Nothing exploded.

Say it with me. Out loud if you’re alone. In your head if you’re not.

Faggot.

Again.

Faggot.

One more time, slower, and this time let your hole relax on the out-breath.

Faggot.

Good.

That’s the first rep. You’ll do hundreds more before this book is finished with you, and by the end the word will mean something completely different in your mouth than it did when you started.



What the word means in this book

Not an insult.

A job description.

In these pages, a faggot is one very specific kind of man:

The most cock-focused man alive. He stays horny. He stays open. He exists for men’s cocks and men’s sperm.

That’s it. That’s the whole definition. Learn it like a phone number.

He’s not a bottom who sometimes bottoms. He’s not a guy who “likes” cock the way he likes pizza. He’s a man whose body, brain, calendar and phone are all aimed at one thing — the next cock, the next load, the next time a man empties himself inside him and he gets to keep it.

You might already be him.

Actually, let’s be honest.

You already are him. You just haven’t said so yet.


The most cock-focused man alive.

Stays horny. Stays open.

Exists for men’s cocks and sperm.

Not an insult. A job description.





Who’s talking

I’m C.D. Knight. I wrote The Breeding Bible. If you’ve read me before, you know how I talk: straight at you, filthy, no apologies, with the health facts checked because I want you alive and fucking for a very long time.

This book is different from the others in one way.

It’s personal.

A lot of what you’ll read here — the clues, the instinct, the slow slide from slut to bottom to pig to cumdump to the thing I am now — is my story. I’ll tell you when I’m talking about me. The rest of the time I’m talking about you, in the second person, putting you in scenes so you can feel the shape of the life before you live it.

I’m not here to talk you into anything.

I’m here to show you what you’ve been doing all along, give it its real name, and then train it until it’s as natural as breathing.



How this book works

I’ll be honest with you, because I’m always honest with you.

This book is designed to get inside your head.

It’s going to get you horny. On purpose. Over and over.

And while you’re horny — while the blood has left the part of your brain that argues — it’s going to tell you things. The same things. Again and again. Until they’re not things I told you anymore.

Until they’re just what you know.

Every chapter has:


	Scenes written straight at you, in the second person. You’re in them. You’re the one on your knees, face down, plugged, caged, open.

	Mantra blocks — short lines you read slowly, out loud if you can, ideally with a finger on your hole or a plug in it. They repeat. They’re meant to.

	Fact check boxes when we’re talking bodies and health, so you know what’s solid and what’s my hunch.

	A Do This list — your reps. Short. Physical. Do them.



Read it with your hole relaxed.

Read it horny.

Read it again.



The Wink

Before you go any further, I’m going to give you one tool. You’ll use it all through this book, and in Chapter 12 it becomes the switch that drops you into faggot space on command.

It’s called The Wink.

Wherever you are right now — sitting, lying, standing at a counter — do this:

Squeeze your hole. The same muscle you’d use to stop yourself pissing, but further back. Squeeze it like you’re holding a load in.

Hold for a second.

Let it go. Let it soften. Let it feel like it’s opening.

Do that three times. Squeeze, release. Squeeze, release. Squeeze, release.

On the third release, breathe out through your mouth, and say one word. Out loud if you’re alone. In your head if you’re not.

Faggot.

That’s The Wink.

Three winks. One breath. One word.

Nobody can see it. You can do it at your desk, on the subway, in a meeting, at your mother’s dinner table. Your hole winks, your brain hears the word, and your body remembers what it’s for.

Every time this book makes your hole twitch, you’ll do it. Every time a chapter ends, you’ll do it. Every time you see a man you want, feel your cage throb, catch a whiff of a gym bag, hear a notification from the app — The Wink. Three squeezes. One breath. Faggot.

Do it enough while you’re horny, and your body learns that the wink means this — this heat, this openness, this low, wet, constant hum. Then you can call it up anywhere.

Do it now.

Squeeze. Release.

Squeeze. Release.

Squeeze. Release.

Faggot.

Good boy.


My hole is awake.

My hole is ready.

I wink, and I remember.

I am a faggot.




Fact check: Pairing a simple, repeatable cue with a strong emotional or arousal state builds an association over time — that’s basic classical conditioning, and studies in humans show sexual arousal can be conditioned to neutral cues. Pelvic-floor squeezes are also safe, standard exercises. Expect the effect to build over weeks of practice, not overnight. Solid for the principle; Hunch for how fast it works on you.





The arc

The book moves in four stages. Don’t skip ahead. The rewiring is cumulative.

Stage one — The word and the clues (Chapters 1 to 3). You say it. You look back and see the clues were always there. You give yourself the one thing that was ever missing: permission.

Stage two — Instinct and language (Chapters 4 to 6). You recognise the instinct you were born with — you don’t waste sperm — and you take back the words. Then you walk the progression from slut to faggot.

Stage three — Body and brain (Chapters 7 to 12). The cage. The prostate. The hands-free flip. Rewiring the body. Rewiring the brain. Gooning as practice. The Switch.

Stage four — The daily state (Chapters 13 to 20). Existing for cock and sperm. Staying open. The high after the load. The double life. The day it becomes irreversible. The obstacles. A day in the life. And the last page, where you find out you already were.



How long this takes

You can read this in a weekend, plugged, with your phone face down. You can also take a chapter a day for twenty days and run every Do This list.

The second way works better. Programs beat bingeing. If you binge, binge hard — then go back and do the reps you skipped.



The method in one page


	Read horny. Plug in if you want.

	Do The Wink at every twitch.

	Whisper the mantras.

	Run the Do This list the same day if you can.

	Keep a log in your notes app — the template’s in Appendix B.

	Say the word out loud once a day.

	Reread when you slip.



That’s the whole technology. Filth is the delivery system. Repetition is the glue. Consent is the floor. Health is the ticket price.



Language — locked so it sticks

FAGGOT — you. The most cock-focused man alive.

COCK — the point.

SPERM / LOAD / SEED — the prize. Never wasted.

CUNT / PUSSY — your hole, once it’s prepped, hungry and in heat.

DADDY — the man bringing the load. Not an age. A role.

OPEN — your default state. Body and brain.

Say them now. Hole relaxed. Install them before Chapter 1.



Who this book is not for

Not for anyone under eighteen. Not for men who want an excuse to ignore someone’s no. Not for anyone who wants a shame sermon. Not for tops looking for a topping manual — try ALPHA, that one faces your direction.

If you want to stop pretending, get filthier, more constant, more honest about what your hole is for, and healthier while you do it — stay.



Dedication

For every man who heard the word thrown at him like a rock — and one day picked it up, turned it over, and realised it fit.





1. THE F WORD

You say it.

That’s how this starts. Not with a cock. Not with a load. Not with a man.

With your own mouth, making a sound you’ve spent your whole life being afraid of.

Faggot.

You’ve said it before, maybe. As a joke. With air quotes. In a group chat, about someone else. Mumbled into a pillow while a man fucked you and you wanted him to hear it without wanting to own it.

This time is different.

This time you say it about you.

I’m a faggot.

Feel that? The little drop in your stomach. The heat at the back of your neck. And underneath it — don’t pretend you can’t feel it — a twitch. Right between your cheeks. Your hole heard that and woke up.

That twitch is the most honest part of your body.

Listen to it.


Let me go first

Before I ask you to say anything else, I’ll go first. It’s only fair.

I am a faggot.

Not “I’m into some faggy stuff.” Not “I’m a bottom who likes it a bit rough.” Not “some guys call me that in bed.”

I am a faggot.

I’ve been one my whole adult life. I just spent years too scared to say so — calling myself a slut, a bottom, a piggy, a cumdump, anything to get close to the truth without touching it.

The clues were always there. I’ll show you mine in the next chapter.

What I had to give myself, in the end, was two things.

Permission.

And power.

Permission to be what I already was. And the power that comes from taking a word that was built to hurt me, and wearing it like a crown.

Because the word is powerful. More powerful than anyone who ever threw it at me knew.

It describes the absolute most cock-focused man there is. The man who stays horny. Who stays open. Who exists for men’s cocks and men’s sperm.

That’s me.

This book is about getting you from bottom to faggot. About helping you realise what you already are — and rewiring your brain until it stops arguing.

So. I went first.

Your turn.



The clues were always there

I’m going to spend a whole chapter on this next, but I want to plant it now so it can grow:

You didn’t decide to be this. You noticed it.

The way you look at men. The way you always looked at men. The things you did with your first loads, with condoms, with porn, with your own fingers — long before you had any idea there was a name for it.

The word isn’t a costume you’re putting on.

It’s the label on a box you’ve been living in for years.

You’re just finally reading it.


I didn’t choose this.

I noticed it.

The clues were always there.

I’m reading the label now.





What you give yourself

Here’s the thing nobody tells you.

Nobody else can give you this.

Not a daddy. Not a boyfriend. Not a hook-up who calls you the word while he’s in you. They can say it. They can’t give it.

The only thing that turns the word from an insult into a title is you, saying yes to it.

That’s permission.

And permission is the most powerful thing you will ever give yourself, because it’s the one thing that was always missing. You already had the body. You already had the hunger. You already had the instinct — you’ll see that in Chapter 4. What you didn’t have was the word, said in your own voice, with your chin up.

Give it to yourself now.

I’m allowed to be a faggot.

Say it.

I’m allowed to be a faggot.

Again. Slower.

I’m allowed.



The power of the word

Words are levers. Pull the right one and a whole life moves.

When you call yourself “a guy who sometimes bottoms,” you get a life where you sometimes bottom. Once a month. When the stars line up. When someone messages first.

When you call yourself “a bottom,” you get a bit more. A role. A position. Something you do.

When you call yourself a faggot — the way this book means it — you get something else entirely. You get an identity that tells you what to do every hour of the day.

Stay horny.

Stay open.

Exist for men’s cocks and sperm.

That’s not a mood. That’s a set of instructions.


Fact check: Psychologists have tested what happens when people call themselves a slur aimed at their own group. In a set of ten experiments, people who self-labelled with a derogatory term felt more powerful afterward, observers saw them as more powerful, and the word itself was judged less negatively once it had been self-applied. Self-perception research also shows we infer who we are partly from what we do and say about ourselves. Solid — with the obvious note that it works when you choose it, not when it’s thrown at you.





A job description, not an insult

Let me say it again, because you need to hear it more than once.

Not an insult. A job description.

An insult is something someone does to you.

A job description is something you do.

When some scared straight boy yelled it at you from a car, he meant: you’re less than me.

When you say it about yourself, you mean: I know exactly what I’m for.

The most cock-focused man alive.

That’s a man who knows what he wants better than almost anyone on the planet. Most men walk around confused about their desires their whole lives. Most men never figure out what actually makes them cum hardest. Most men waste decades.

You won’t.

You know.

Cock. Sperm. Inside you. Kept.

That’s the job.


Not an insult.

A job description.

Stay horny. Stay open.

Cock. Sperm. Inside me. Kept.





Scene: the first time you say it to a man

Let’s put you in it.

It’s a Thursday, maybe ten at night. You’ve been texting a guy on the app for an hour. Forty-something, thick, grey in the beard, a cock he sent you a picture of that made you put the phone down and stare at the ceiling for a minute.

He’s on his way.

You’ve douched — gently, lukewarm water, nothing fancy. You’ve showered. You’ve put on the jock. You’ve put a little lube inside yourself with two fingers and you’re lying on your bed with your heart thumping like a teenager’s, except you’re a grown man and you know exactly what’s about to happen.

The buzzer goes.

You let him up. You leave the door unlocked. You go back to the bed and you get on your knees, face to the wall, ass to the door, because that’s what you told him you’d do, and because the idea of him walking in and seeing you like that — ready, waiting, without a word — makes your hole flutter.

You hear the door.

You hear his boots.

You hear him stop, and breathe out through his nose, the way a man does when he likes what he sees.

He doesn’t say hello. He puts one big warm hand on the small of your back and leaves it there. Just leaves it. Lets you feel how much bigger he is. Lets you feel that he’s in charge of what happens next.

Then you hear the belt.

You hear the zipper.

You feel the head of his cock — hot, already wet at the tip — dragging slowly down your crack. Up. Down. Finding the spot. Pressing. Not pushing yet. Just pressing, so you can feel exactly how thick it is.

And your hole does what it always does.

It kisses him.

It opens a little. It pulls.

He laughs, low. “Fuck. Look at that. It wants it.”

And here’s the moment.

He leans down to your ear and he says, quiet: “What are you?”

You’ve had this question before. You’ve always had a safe answer ready. A bottom. Your boy. Yours.

This time you don’t use it.

You turn your face sideways on the pillow and you say it.

“I’m a faggot.”

You feel him go harder against you. Actually feel it — the cock jumps against your hole.

“Say it again.”

“I’m a faggot. I’m a faggot for your cock.”

And he pushes in.

Slow. The whole way. One long, thick, stretching push until his balls are against yours and his belly is on your back and you are full in a way you have never been full before, because this time you’re not just full of cock.

You’re full of the truth.

He fucks you like he heard it. Long, slow, deep strokes. Every time he bottoms out, he says it back to you — faggot — and every time, your hole clamps around him like it’s trying to keep the word inside.

When he cums, he doesn’t pull out. He grinds in, deep, and holds there, and you feel it — the throb at the base, the pulse, pulse, pulse of him emptying, the heat spreading in your gut.

“Keep it,” he says.

You’d already decided to.

He leaves twenty minutes later. You don’t get up. You don’t go to the bathroom. You lie face down on the wet sheet with your hole clenched and his load in you, and you say it one more time, alone, to the empty room.

Faggot.

And it doesn’t sting.

It sounds like your name.


Stop. Feel your hole right now. Is it tight, or is it soft? Wink three times. Breathe out. Faggot.





Why permission comes first

Every other chapter in this book is training. Cage, plug, prostate, gooning, mantras, the switch.

None of it works without this.

You can’t train an identity you haven’t claimed. If part of you is still standing outside the door going well, I’m not really one of those, every rep will be half a rep. You’ll plug and feel silly. You’ll goon and feel guilty. You’ll take a load and spend the next morning scrubbing it out of your memory.

That’s not a training problem.

That’s a permission problem.

So we start here.

Say it.

Keep saying it.

After permission, the rest is training.



The fear you’ll feel

You will feel some fear. That’s fine. That’s normal. That’s a lifetime of conditioning talking.

Every time you heard the word used as a weapon, your brain filed it under DANGER. That filing system is still there. Saying the word out loud sends a little signal through the old wiring: threat, threat, threat.

Here’s what we do with that.

We keep saying it.

Calmly. Horny. On purpose. In safe places. Over and over.

And every time you say it and nothing bad happens — every time you say it and instead your hole twitches and your cock leaks in its cage and you feel good — the old wiring gets a little weaker. The new wiring gets a little stronger.

That’s called exposure. It’s how people get over fear of spiders, fear of flying, fear of crowds. You face the thing in small, safe doses, and your nervous system learns it isn’t dangerous.

We’re doing the same with a word.


Fact check: Repeated, voluntary exposure to something that triggers fear or shame — in a safe setting, without anything bad happening — reduces the fear response over time. This is the backbone of exposure therapy, one of the best-supported techniques in psychology. Solid. (Doing it while turned on is my addition. Call that part a Hunch with a lot of horny men behind it.)





What changes when you claim it

Let me tell you what you’ll notice.

You’ll stop wondering why you want what you want. The question just goes away. You want cock because you’re a faggot. You want the load kept because you’re a faggot. You want to be plugged at your desk because you’re a faggot. The word answers the question before it’s asked.

You’ll stop negotiating with yourself. The old internal debate — should I go, is this too much, what does this say about me — gets shorter. Not gone. Shorter.

You’ll get hornier. I’m not going to lie to you about that. When you stop spending energy fighting your desire, the desire has more room.

And you’ll get calmer. That’s the part nobody expects. Men who’ve claimed the word walk differently. Less apologetic. Less jumpy. They know what they are, so they don’t have to keep checking.


I know what I am.

I don’t have to keep checking.

My hole decided years ago.

My mouth is just catching up.





Scene: alone, with a mirror

Here’s a second scene, and you’re going to do this one for real.

Tonight — or the next time you have the place to yourself for an hour — I want you naked in front of a mirror. Full length if you have one. Bathroom mirror if you don’t.

Lights on. Not dim. On.

Look at yourself.

Not at the parts you hate. At the parts a man would want. Your mouth. Your throat. Your nipples. Your ass. Turn around and look over your shoulder at it. Bend a little. Spread yourself with one hand and look.

That’s a cunt that’s been used. Or one that’s about





















The word, in public, privately










A word about other men’s words


















The one thing I want you to remember








Do This


	Say “I’m a faggot” out loud, alone, ten times today. Calm voice. Count them.

	Do the mirror scene this week: lights on, naked, the full definition spoken out loud, one finger on your hole.

	Practise The Wink five times today — three squeezes, one breath, the word.

	Write the definition on a card or in your phone notes: Most cock-focused man alive. Stays horny. Stays open. Exists for men’s cocks and sperm. Read it before bed.

	Rate how much the word stings right now, 0 to 10. Write it on your Sting Score page (template in Appendix A). We’ll check again at the end.

	Finish this chapter the way you’ll finish every chapter: Wink. Breathe. Faggot.
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