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My dad's a construction worker, the big burly type, muscular, straight-looking and acting, until recently.

He's kind of intimidating, I guess, if you don't know him. But he's gentle, and kind, and he's great. He works long days, and comes home exhausted, sweaty, and in need of a hot shower and sometimes a nap. My mom used to freak out that he'd be tracking dirt in the house and that he'd leave their bathroom in a total mess.

I just don't think she understood how back-breaking his job could be. Or maybe she just didn't care. They had a lot of fights about it.

She kept saying she wished she married someone clean, like a doctor or a lawyer. She also had expensive tastes, so money was kind of an issue too. But back when they were too young to worry about that kind of stuff, they got married. They got married for love, or so they thought. After seeing the destruction that choice led to, I'm holding off, till I'm older, until I know exactly what I want.

Carter, my brother, and I, we weren't surprised when they finally split up.

But before that happened, my dad tried to resolve the issue by installing a bathroom in the basement, with a big shower, enough for four guys.

That day, the day Brady introduced him to, shall we say, his mouth, my dad had come home, gone downstairs to have his usual after work shower and watch some TV. I guess you could call the basement his man-cave, though he hadn't bothered to stuff it with all the man-cave type shit. Home gym, mini fridge with beer, big screen TV, video games, comfy couch, comfy recliner, cupboard full of snacks. That kind of stuff.

He had a bunch of free weights down there, which he never had to use because he got a lot of physical activity on the job. Carter and I sometimes used them, and I realized I might be using them more than usual because of the wrestling.

So, Brady must have seen my dad through the basement window, I guess. Laying there, his bathrobe wide open and his tanned, hairy, muscular body on full display, along with his hard cock hanging out. That happens. We've all done it, right? Fell asleep, accidentally letting it all hang out?

Anyway, he wasn't doing it on purpose, putting on a show or anything like that - at least I don't think he was. You never know with men. But usually, he's just so beat after work, the hot shower, then flaking on the couch relaxes him. Brady shouldn't have been peeking in the window, though to be fair, the windows are big, no curtains, and it doesn't take much to find yourself looking in and seeing what you might see. I'll admit it, I've done the same thing, accidentally of course.

My dad doesn't get stressed out a lot, but when he does, he keeps it bottled up. He doesn't like to talk about his problems or his feelings, he just suppresses them. But the subconscious is a tricky thing and even though he'd act like everything was okay, his mind sometimes got the upper hand.

So Brady, apparently really hungry for a cock to suck and a load to swallow had come down into our basement. Which was both brave and stupid - my dad is not the kind of guy you want to mess with. He takes no shit from no one. Still, Brady's a pretty big guy too, cop, so he's got training.

I hadn't meant to spy, I was down there doing laundry and I heard Brady come in. I ended up hiding in the furnace room because I didn't want to disturb what was happening. I saw it all. I saw Brady come down in his cop uniform, and head right to where my dad was laying on the couch.

Now I can't be sure this wasn't some sex game they were playing. I assumed this was the first time this happened, but I can't be sure, not really.

All I know is that the hot, rugged cop got down on his knees and began to... Well, you can imagine the rest.

To be honest, I wanted to be the one laying on the couch. I wanted to be the one in Brady's mouth. I wanted to be the one to feed him a nice big load. And I got my chance, later, but for now, it was dad's turn.

Still, like I said, I got my wish, later, and it hasn't stopped. Brady is insatiable, keeping me and my dad busy. I can't complain - hot horny cop next door. Not the jerk kind, good guy, but yeah, horny all the time.

Unlike my dad, I knew I liked men from the beginning. I'd been having crushes on them since I was old enough. I'd never done anything about it though, what's the rush? I was too busy fantasizing.

One of my preoccupations was Mr. Greenspan, the gruff daddy on the other side of our house.

I don't know why I liked him, he was kind of mean, but he always made me feel particular, that's the only word I can think of. Particular. But in a good way. I'm not even sure that makes sense, but it does to me.

I used to watch him and fantasize about him, that big mean daddy, making me do things to him, and for him. He's the kind of straight man other men like, women find annoying, and some young gay guys like me find exciting and deliciously untouchable. And his crotch? Damn, always looking so much bigger and fuller than it had any right to!

I had fantasized about him a lot over the years. I'd pumped out a lot of jizz thinking about him. All the dirty, perverted things I wanted him to do to me! I had this recurring fantasy where he'd catch me in his garage and make me suck his big old fat daddy cock. That he'd make me come over every day after school and blow him. I would have enjoyed that.

Even though he was gruff, sometimes downright surly, I still found myself wanting him in the worst way. I liked everything about him, but mostly it was his voice, his deep, no nonsense voice, telling me to get on my fuckin' knees and open my fuckin' mouth.

It was all pure fantasy. All of it. Until it wasn't.

I used to stand at my window, watching him sometimes, and I'd get hard and then I'd have to do something about it. That's when I knew what I liked. I liked older men. I liked daddies.

I don't care so much about muscles, and other than like older masculine men, I don't have preference for height or body type. And I'm not overly concerned with age, except I do like men in their thirties, forties, and fifties the best. I've even seen some guys in their sixties and seventies that are handsome as fuck though too.

But I'm kind of new at this whole thing, and I haven't been with that many men, though I'm feeling that's about to change.

Brady was the firstman, but not the firstguyI've been with. Steve was the first, and I'm glad about that - we're best friends, and if you're gonna lose your V card to someone, it's nice if it's someone you care about and who cares about you. That being said, I suppose there's a huge variety of first times. I get the feeling a lot of people might find their first experience not all that great, for one reason or another. But hey, it's a right of passage, no one said it had to be good, right?

Partly it's because it takes practice, and confidence, and self-knowledge, and a partner who knows what you want to have good sex in my humble opinion). So, enough of that, I'm getting all hot and bothered just thinking about Mr. G. Back to Brady. He caught me watching the action. I knew he'd seen me, as he was leaving. And he knew that I knew that he knew. Damn, why do I have to make everything so complicated?

Anyway, it didn't take long for him to turn some attention towards me. Which I was more than eager for. But like I said, I didn't have much experience. And despite him not having a whole lot of experience with men, either, he knew things. I guess it comes with age, and he taught me a lot. He became my sexual mentor, in a way.

Turns out he knew about a peephole my brother had drilled between our shed and their hot tub. He claimed it was so he could spy on Brady's wife, the perv. But I'm pretty sure, even if it started out that way, he was spying on Brady way more than his wife. At some point Brady found that peephole, though he never said anything about it.

Then, after his... transformation, let's call it. He did something to that peephole. He made it bigger. Big enough for a cock to slip through. He'd made it into a glory hole and then he showed me how to use it.

The first time I sucked his cock was through that hole. I think he kind of set it up to happen, as a way to ease me into sucking him. All I know for sure was that he had a nice big fat daddy cock, and that's all that mattered. I was peeking through that hole at him sitting in his hot tub and he was naked, and hard, and putting on a show. Then, when he slipped just the head through, I had to do it, I had to lick it. Then when he put the whole thing through, I had to suck it. And I sucked it till I got his load.

But the first dick I ever sucked was Steve's, my best friend's.

It was while we were in Santa Cruz on vacation - that's a whole other story. Anyway, he figured out what my little secret was, then he taught me how to play the cum game. He told me it was a good idea to suck a dick and taste cum as soon as possible, to see if I was gay, straight, or bi. I wasn't going
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