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Chapter 1
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The train lurched to a stop under the glass roof of Piccadilly station and I pressed my forehead to the cool window. Rain hammered the glass in silver sheets, turning the platform lights into smeared halos. My suitcase sat heavy between my knees, stuffed with uni hoodies and the faint scent of my bedroom that still clung to everything. Nineteen, slim, still boyish enough that the ticket inspector had called me “lad” twice on the way up. I was home. Manchester. The place where I was just Daniel, the quiet one, the good son. Not the boy who let a silver-bearded man twice his age bend him over a kitchen counter every Thursday night.

I swallowed hard. The memory hit anyway. Richard’s deep voice rumbling against my ear, “That’s it, good lad, open up for Daddy.” The wet heat of his thick cock stretching my throat until tears pricked my eyes and my own dick leaked helplessly onto the tiles. I shifted in the narrow seat, feeling my hole clench at nothing. Not here. Not the second I step off the bloody train.

The doors hissed open. Cold Manchester rain slapped my face as I dragged the suitcase onto the platform. The wheels rattled loud over the wet concrete. Then I saw them. Mum at the barrier, waving like I was still ten, her coat hood pulled tight against the downpour. Dad beside her, hands in pockets, practical as ever. And Lily, my seventeen-year-old sister, phone in hand, smirking already.

“Daniel!” Mum’s arms were around me before I could even set the case down. She smelled of the same lavender soap and roast dinner. Her hug was tight, fierce, the kind that used to make everything better. Now it just made my stomach flip with guilt. I hugged her back, one arm, the other still clutching the suitcase handle.

“Missed you, love,” she said into my hair.

“Missed you too, Mum.” My voice came out steady. Uni voice, Lily called it. I sounded posh to them now.

Dad gave me the firm handshake, one quick pump, then clapped my shoulder. “Good to have you back, son. Train on time for once.”

Lily rolled her eyes. “Look at you. All grown up and still can’t dress yourself.” She flicked the collar of my damp hoodie. “Posh uni boy now, is it?”

“Shut it, Lil.” I grinned, but it felt tight. We started walking, the four of us, rain pattering on umbrellas Dad insisted on sharing. The streets were the same. Terraced houses huddled together, red brick dark with water, windows glowing yellow. My feet knew every cracked pavement slab. I kept my head down, suitcase wheels splashing through puddles, trying not to think about how my cock had twitched when Mum hugged me because for one stupid second I remembered Richard’s arms pinning me down, his silver beard scraping my neck raw while he growled, “Take it all, boy.”

By the time we reached the house the rain had soaked through my shoulders. Dad unlocked the door and the smell hit me first. Mum’s cooking. Roast chicken, gravy, potatoes. Home. Safe. Normal. I kicked my trainers off in the hall, lined them up beside Dad’s work boots like always.

“Up you go, love,” Mum said, already bustling toward the kitchen. “Get settled. Dinner in twenty.”

I hauled the suitcase up the narrow stairs. The carpet was still the same worn beige. My bedroom door creaked open and there it was. My childhood room, frozen in time. Single bed against the wall, Manchester United posters curling at the edges, the little desk where I used to do GCSE revision. The window looked out over the back alley, rain tapping the glass. Everything tiny. Everything mine. Except now it felt like a cage I was desperate to stay inside.

I closed the door, leaned against it, let out a long breath. Unpacking. That’s what normal people did. I unzipped the suitcase and started pulling clothes into the drawer. Hoodies, jeans, socks. Then my hand closed around the towel. The one I’d used at Richard’s last time. Soft, navy blue, still carrying the faintest trace of his woody cologne mixed with sweat and cum. I froze. My thumb rubbed the fabric and the memory slammed in full colour.

Richard’s bathroom, steam everywhere. Me on my knees, throat working around his thick cock, spit dripping down my chin onto my slim chest. His silver beard glinting under the light as he held my head and fucked my face slow and deep. “Good boy. Such a pretty hole for Daddy.” Then he’d pulled out, spun me round, bent me over the sink and wiped me down with this exact towel after he’d painted my insides white, his rough hands gentle for once, beard brushing my shoulder as he kissed the bite mark he’d left.

My cock surged in my jeans. Thick, aching, pressing hard against the denim. I cupped it through the fabric, squeezed, shame flooding hot through my chest. Not here. Not in this house. Not in the room where I used to build Lego and cry over lost football matches. I was supposed to come home and fix this. Bury it. Be the straight lad Mum and Dad thought I was. My fingers tightened around the growing bulge anyway. The shame twisted sharp and sweet, and my cock throbbed harder, a wet spot already blooming at the tip. Fuck. I yanked my hand away like it burned.

I shoved the towel deep into the drawer, buried it under boxers. Dinner. I needed dinner and normal conversation. Anything to drown the itch.

Downstairs the table was set. Roast chicken glistened, golden skin, stuffing spilling out. Potatoes crispy, veg steaming. Lily was already picking at the edge of the Yorkshire pudding. I sat in my old chair, the wood familiar under my thighs.

Mum beamed. “Look at him, home at last. Tell us everything, love. Uni going well?”

I carved into the chicken when Dad passed the knife, kept my voice light. “Yeah, it’s good. Lectures are heavy but I’m managing. Made some mates on the corridor.”

Dad grunted approval. “Any nice girls?”

The question landed like a stone in my gut. I smiled, cut another slice. “Not really. Focused on work, you know.”

Lily snorted. “Liar. Bet you’ve got some posh girlfriend you’re hiding.”

My hole twitched under the table. Sudden, involuntary. I remembered Richard’s thick fingers there two nights ago, scissoring me open while he called me his secret little slut. The stretch, the burn, the way my cock had wept onto his sheets. Shame crashed over me. I’m not like that. I’m not. But my cock was half-hard again under the tablecloth, trapped against my thigh, leaking steadily now. The shame only made it pulse hotter.

I laughed it off. “No girlfriend, Lil. Promise.”

Mum passed the gravy boat. “Well, there’s plenty of time. You’re only nineteen. Just want you happy, love. Seeing anyone nice at all?”

Anyone nice. The words echoed. I thought of silver beards, deep voices, rough hands gripping my slim hips while they used me. My hole clenched again, empty and aching. Shame burned my cheeks. I’m supposed to be fixing this. Instead I’m sitting at my parents’ table with a leaking cock because some old man called me boy and filled me up. The thought sent another thick spurt into my boxers. I crossed my legs tighter.

“No one special,” I said, voice steady. “Just mates and essays.”

Dinner passed in a blur of familiar chatter. Dad talking about the garage, Mum asking about my washing, Lily showing me some TikTok on her phone that made me laugh despite everything. I helped clear the plates after, stacking them in the sink while Mum rinsed. She bumped my hip with hers.

“You all right, love? Seem a bit quiet.”

“Jet lag from the train,” I lied, smiling. “Tired.”

Upstairs again. I brushed my teeth in the tiny bathroom, stared at my reflection. Boyish face, messy brown hair, slim neck still faintly pink from Richard’s beard burn if you knew where to look. I stripped in my room, pulled on soft sleep shorts and an old t-shirt. The single bed felt tiny when I climbed in. Duvet heavy over my legs. Lights off. Rain still tapping the window.

The house settled around me. Mum and Dad’s low voices downstairs, Lily’s music through the wall. Normal. Safe. I lay on my back, staring at the glow of the street-light on the ceiling. My hand drifted anyway. Slid under the duvet, under the waistband of my shorts. Fingers brushed my cock. It was rock hard, slick at the tip. I wrapped my hand around it and shame roared through me like fire.

I was supposed to come home and fix myself. Supposed to forget Richard’s cock stretching my throat until I gagged and begged. Forget the way he’d slapped my face with it, spit-shiny and heavy, then fed it back in until my nose pressed into his silver pubes. Instead my cock was leaking all over my fist at the memory, throbbing so hard it hurt. I stroked once, slow. The wet sound was tiny under the duvet. Shame followed instantly. Not here. This is my childhood bed. My family downstairs. I’m not that boy. But my hole fluttered, empty, remembering the last time he’d fucked me bare and deep, cum dripping down my thighs when I left his flat.

I stopped. Hand frozen on my shaft. Heart hammering. I pulled my fingers away, wiped them on the sheet, rolled onto my side. The towel was in the drawer across the room. I could smell it in my imagination. Could feel the ghost of Richard’s beard on my neck. My cock stayed hard, pressed against my belly, leaking steadily.

I closed my eyes. Rain on the window. Family breathing in the rooms around me. And already, in the dark, the itch was there. Restless. Growing. I wondered where the nearest sauna was. Just to look, I told myself. Just to sit in the steam and breathe. Nothing more.

But my cock gave one last heavy throb at the lie, and I knew I was already lost.


Chapter 2
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Ilay there in the dark of my childhood bedroom, heart still racing even as the rain softened to a gentle patter against the window. My cock gave one last heavy throb under the duvet, half-hard and sticky against my belly, the wet spot cooling slowly on my skin. I knew I was already lost. Sleep came eventually, thin and restless, tangled with flashes of silver beards and low growls of good lad that left me waking every couple of hours with my slim hips twitching against nothing.

Morning light crept through the curtains and I blinked awake to the same cracked ceiling I had stared at as a kid. The single bed creaked under me as I shifted. My neck tingled where the faint beard burn still lingered, a secret pink flush just under my jaw that only I could feel when I rubbed it. My hole gave a small, empty clench, remembering the stretch it had taken only days ago. And between my legs my cock stood proud and morning-hard, the head already slick with a thick bead of precum that trailed down the shaft when I breathed too deep. Shame crashed over me instantly. This was my parents’ house. My old room with the faded Manchester United posters curling at the corners and the tiny desk where I used to pretend I was normal. I should not be waking up leaking like a desperate slut just because some older man had once called me boy and filled my throat until I gagged. The shame burned hot down my chest, straight to my balls, and my cock jerked hard, another fat drop of precum sliding out to gloss the head. I groaned quietly and forced myself out of bed before I could touch it.

Downstairs the kitchen smelled of toast and Mum’s tea. I sat at the table in my joggers and old t-shirt, laptop open to a dozen half-filled job application tabs. Retail assistant, warehouse operative, bar work, anything to look busy and useful. Mum bustled over with a mug of strong builder’s tea, steam curling up.

“Here you go, love. Milk and two sugars, just how you like it.” She ruffled my hair like I was still twelve. “Any luck this morning?”

“Not yet,” I muttered, typing in my GCSE grades for the tenth time. My fingers felt clumsy on the keys. Every time I tried to focus on the personal statement box the words blurred and instead I saw a silver-bearded daddy in a steam-filled room, thick cock slapping my cheek, deep voice rumbling, “Open up for Daddy, good lad.” My cock stirred in my joggers, thickening against my thigh. I crossed my legs tight under the table. Shame flooded me. I was supposed to be sorting my life, applying for proper jobs, being the son they thought I was. Not sitting here half-hard because my mind kept drifting to older men who would use me like a toy. The shame twisted sharp and sweet and my cock pulsed again, a fresh wet patch blooming in my boxers. I took a gulp of tea to hide the flush on my face.

Mum chatted on about the neighbour’s new car, about Lily’s exams, about how proud they were I was home for the summer. I nodded, smiled, typed nonsense about teamwork and reliability while my hole fluttered every time she said the word “settled.” By midday I had sent off three applications and my head felt like it was full of steam.

The afternoon turned rainy, the kind of Manchester drizzle that never quite stops. I met the lads at The Crown on the corner, same pub we had sneaked into at sixteen with fake IDs. Tom, Jack and Mike were already at a sticky table, pints of lager in front of them, laughing loud about nothing. They looked exactly the same: tracksuit tops, short hair, easy grins. Straight lads through and through.

“Dan the man!” Tom clapped my back so hard my teeth rattled. “Uni boy returns. You gettin’ any up there or what?”

I forced a laugh and dropped into the chair, ordering a pint to match. “Nah, too busy with essays, mate.” They ribbed me anyway, launching into stories about the girls they had pulled since I left. Jack described in graphic detail how some blonde from the sixth form had let him finger her in the cinema last month. Mike bragged about a blowjob behind the Asda. I laughed along, clinked glasses, said “proper lad” at all the right moments. But my mind kept sliding away. Every time they said “bird” or “tits” my brain replaced it with silver chest hair, rough hands gripping slim hips, a thick cock stretching a willing throat until spit ran in shiny strings. I imagined dropping to my knees right here under the table for a proper daddy, beard scratching my thighs while he fed me every inch and called me his secret boy. My cock thickened in my jeans, trapped and leaking. Shame roared through me. These were my mates. Normal lads talking about normal girls. I was not supposed to be sitting here with a wet spot in my boxers because the thought of older men using my mouth made me throb. The shame hit and my cock gave a heavy pulse, another spurt of precum soaking through. I shifted, crossed my ankle over my knee, kept smiling.

By the time we finished the second round the rain had eased to a mist. I walked home alone, hands in pockets, cock still half-hard from the fantasies that would not leave me alone. The terraced streets felt narrower than ever, every familiar lamp post reminding me how small my world used to be. How safe.

Evening came grey and quiet. Mum and Dad had gone out to their weekly bingo, Lily was at a friend’s. The house was mine. I shut myself in my room, rain tapping the window again, and opened the laptop on my bed. Fingers shaking slightly I clicked incognito mode like it would somehow make it less real. The search bar waited. I typed it slow, letter by letter: “gay sauna Manchester”. The results loaded and my heart started hammering so loud I could hear it in my ears.

Top hit: Northern Steam Sauna, just off Canal Street, open afternoons and evenings, men only, all ages welcome. Reviews scrolled under it. I clicked the first one, breath shallow.

“Best place in town for a proper session. Loads of older guys, silver foxes who know exactly what they’re doing. Steam room was packed last Saturday, ended up with two daddies taking turns on me in the corner. Discreet, clean, and the glory holes are always busy if you like anonymous.”

My mouth went dry. Another review: “Went for the first time yesterday. 55-year-old bear with a massive cock and the thickest silver beard pinned me against the tiles and face-fucked me until I saw stars. Came down my throat twice. Can’t wait to go back.”

Cock. Throat. Silver beard. The words burned into my brain. I scrolled faster, thighs pressing together. My joggers were tented now, cock straining hard against the fabric. Shame crashed over me in a wave. This was pathetic. I was home, safe, supposed to be straight, filling out job forms like a normal nineteen-year-old. Instead I was rock hard in my childhood bed reading about older men using boys like me. The shame twisted deep and my cock surged, a thick rope of precum soaking straight through my boxers and darkening the grey joggers. I shoved a hand inside, wrapped my fingers around the slick shaft and squeezed hard just to feel it.

I kept reading. “Dark room is where it happens. You can hear the wet sounds everywhere, older guys groaning while young lads get their holes stretched. One daddy had me bent over a bench for twenty minutes, bare and deep, calling me his good little cum dump.”

My hole clenched so tight it almost hurt. I kicked my joggers and boxers down to my ankles, lay back on the narrow bed with the laptop beside me, and started stroking. Slow at first. Up and down the full length, thumb smearing the steady leak over the head until it glistened. Forty minutes, I told myself. I would edge for forty minutes and then stop. Prove I could control it.

The first ten minutes were torture. I kept the reviews open, reading them aloud in my head while my fist worked slick and steady. SLICK SLICK SLICK. My slim hips rolled up to meet my hand. Every time I got close, balls drawing tight, that familiar burn starting at the base, I let go and breathed through it, cock bouncing against my belly and spitting another clear string of precum onto my t-shirt. “Not yet,” I whispered. “Not yet, you desperate little slut.”

Twenty minutes in and the memories of Richard flooded back stronger. I closed my eyes and saw his silver beard gleaming with my spit as he held my head and fucked my throat raw. GLCK GLCK GLCK. The wet choking sounds filled my ears. I stroked faster, three fingers of my free hand circling my hole, pressing but not pushing in, teasing the tender rim. Shame roared. I should not be doing this in my parents’ house. I should not be whispering his name like a prayer. “Richard… Daddy… please.” The shame hit and my cock throbbed violently in my fist, another heavy spurt of precum shooting up to my chest. I stopped again, panting, sweat beading on my forehead.

Thirty minutes. My hand was shiny, wrist aching, cock an angry red and so hard it curved up toward my navel. I edged closer each time, right to the brink, hips stuttering, hole winking open and closed around nothing. “Use me,” I breathed, voice cracking. “Fill your boy up.” The words made me leak even more. Shame followed instantly, hot and crushing: I was meant to be fixing this, burying it, being normal. Instead every filthy syllable made my balls ache and my cock drool like a faucet. I let go right as the orgasm started to crest, whimpering as it faded back down, leaving me shaking.

The knock came at thirty-eight minutes.

“Daniel? You in there? Mum’s back, dinner in ten. You all right? Sounded like you were talking to someone.”

Lily’s voice right outside the door. My heart slammed against my ribs. Laptop still open on the bed beside me, screen full of sauna reviews and my hand frozen mid-stroke on my glistening cock. Face burning scarlet, I slammed the laptop shut so hard the screen clicked. “Yeah, fine! Headphones, sorry! Be down in a minute!”

I heard her footsteps retreat. My cock was still rock hard, angry and denied, twitching in the cool air. I yanked my joggers up, wiped my hand on the duvet, and sat there for a long second with my face in my hands. Shame poured through me like ice water. Almost caught. Wanking to gay sauna reviews in my childhood bedroom while my little sister stood outside. Pathetic. Disgusting. My cock gave a brutal throb at the thought, another bead of precum soaking into the fabric. The shame only made it worse.

I opened the laptop again just enough to clear the history, delete the cookies, close every tab with shaking fingers. Then I reached into the drawer and pulled out the navy towel from Richard’s flat. The faint smell of his cologne and dried cum still clung to it. I shoved it under my pillow instead of hiding it away. I needed it close tonight.

Dinner was a blur of roast leftovers and Mum asking about my day. I answered on autopilot, voice steady while my hole still fluttered and my cock stayed half-hard in my jeans. Back upstairs after, I stripped to my t-shirt and boxers and lay in the dark again. Rain on the window. Heart still racing. Cock fully hard once more, pressed against my belly and leaking steadily.

This was pathetic. I was home, safe, straight again. So why was my hole clenching at the thought of dropping to my knees in a steam-filled room full of older men? The shame hit like a drug and my cock surged, spitting a fresh rope of precum that ran down my shaft and pooled at my balls. I groaned quietly and rolled onto my side, pressing my face into the pillow where the towel waited, breathing in the faint musk that still lingered.

Tomorrow afternoon was free. No job interviews lined up, no plans with the lads. I could just look. Just walk past the place, maybe sit in the reception if they let me. Nothing more. Just to see. My hand drifted down without permission, wrapped loosely around my cock, gave one slow stroke. Shame and need twisted together until I could not tell them apart. I reached for my phone on the bedside table, set an alarm for two o’clock tomorrow. Free afternoon. Just to look.

I fell asleep with the phone still in my hand, cock half-hard and leaking against my thigh, the itch already burning brighter than before.


Chapter 3
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The alarm on my phone buzzed against my thigh at exactly two o’clock the next afternoon and I jolted awake on the narrow single bed. My cock was already rock hard, tenting the front of my boxers, the head slick and sticky from a night of half-sleep and endless leaking against my thigh. The navy towel from Richard’s flat was bunched warm under my pillow, its faint musk of woody cologne and dried cum drifting up every time I moved. Shame crashed over me like cold water. This was supposed to be my safe summer at home, the place where I fixed everything and went back to being the normal nineteen-year-old lad my family knew. Instead I was waking up desperate and dripping because of an old man’s towel hidden in my childhood bedroom. The shame burned straight down my chest and my cock gave a violent throb, another thick bead of precum pushing out to soak the fabric and run down my shaft. I squeezed my eyes shut for a second, breathing through it, then swung my legs out of bed before I could wrap my fist around myself.

Downstairs Mum was in the kitchen slicing bread for sandwiches. Dad was reading the paper at the table, Lily scrolling her phone with one earbud in. The smell of ham and mustard filled the room, so ordinary it made my stomach twist. I sat down, legs crossed tight to hide the semi that refused to die completely, and forced a smile when Mum slid a plate in front of me.

“Sleep well, love?” she asked, ruffling my hair the way she always had.

“Yeah, not bad.” My voice came out steady even though my hole gave a small, empty flutter under the table. I took a bite of sandwich and chewed slowly. The clock on the wall said half past one. My rucksack waited by the door upstairs, the towel already stuffed inside next to my phone and keys. I had decided this morning after another round of job applications that I was only going to look. Just walk past the place. Maybe sit in the reception if they let me. Nothing more. The lie formed easy on my tongue.

“I’m heading out in a bit,” I said between bites. “Meeting an old mate from halls. He’s back for the summer too. Thought we’d grab a coffee and catch up.”

Mum beamed. “That’s lovely, Daniel. Who is it? Anyone we know?”

“Just Tom from the corridor,” I lied smoothly, naming a lad I had barely spoken to. “Nothing special. Might be back for tea.”

Dad grunted approval without looking up from the sports pages. Lily smirked. “Tell him to bring his posh uni stories. Bet they’re all about girls he definitely has.”

I laughed along, the sound hollow in my ears. My cock twitched again at the word girls, shame flooding hot and fast. I should not be lying to them like this. Not sitting at the family table with a leaking cock because I was about to sneak off to a gay sauna full of older men. The shame twisted deep and my cock surged harder, pressing painfully against my zip, another wet spot blooming in my boxers. I finished the sandwich in three quick bites, stood up before anyone could notice the flush on my neck, and headed upstairs to grab my rucksack.

The faint beard burn on my neck tingled as I pulled the strap over my shoulder. The towel inside gave off its secret scent every time the bag moved. I took the stairs two at a time, heart already hammering, and called a quick goodbye from the hall. The front door clicked shut behind me and the Manchester rain greeted me again, light and persistent, streaking the pavements.

The bus stop was five minutes away. I stood under the shelter, leg bouncing, rucksack clutched tight to my chest. When the number 43 pulled up I hopped on, tapped my card, and found a seat at the back. Rain streaked the windows in long silver lines. My thigh jiggled nonstop. Every stop felt like it took forever. I stared at my reflection in the glass, slim boyish face, messy brown hair still damp from the shower, the faint pink line of beard burn just visible if you knew where to look. Shame hit again. I was on a public bus, headed to a place where men went to fuck, lying to my warm safe family about coffee with a made-up mate. I was not like this. I was the good lad who helped with the dishes and laughed at Dad’s terrible jokes. But the thought of silver beards and deep voices made my hole clench hard and my cock thickened instantly in my jeans, pushing against the denim until the head rubbed the seam and left another sticky trail inside my boxers. The shame followed right behind, hot and crushing, and my cock only throbbed harder, leaking steadily now, the wet patch spreading.

The bus wound through familiar streets then turned toward the canal. I got off at the stop near the industrial estate, rain pattering on my hoodie. The walk was ten minutes according to the map on my phone. Warehouses loomed grey and silent, puddles reflecting the dull sky. My trainers splashed through them. Every step the rucksack bounced against my back and I swore I could smell the towel through the canvas. My heart sat high in my throat. Twice I nearly turned around. What if someone saw me? What if Mum drove past on her way to the shops? The shame roared louder. This was insane. I was nineteen, slim and straight, home for the summer to be normal again. Yet my cock stayed half-hard the whole way, rubbing slick against my boxers with every stride, and my hole kept fluttering like it remembered exactly what it was missing.

The building appeared at the end of a quiet side street. Nondescript red brick, no big signs, just a small plaque by the black door that read Northern Steam Sauna in plain white letters. A buzzer glowed faintly beside it. I stood there for a full minute, rain dripping from my hood, pulse thundering in my ears. Then I pressed the button before I could think better of it.

A low buzz answered. The door clicked open.

Inside the reception was warm and dimly lit, tiled floor, a counter with a bored looking guy in his thirties behind it. I kept my eyes down, voice barely above a whisper as I paid the fifteen pound day rate. He slid a locker key across the counter along with a small white towel.

“First time?” he asked, not unkindly.

I nodded, cheeks burning. He pointed down the corridor. “Lockers on the left. Showers straight ahead. Steam room at the end.”

I walked on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else. The locker room smelled of pine cleaner and something deeper, something male and musky. Wooden benches lined the walls. Three older men were already there, towels cinched low on thick waists. One was in his fifties, broad shoulders, silver hair dusting his chest. Another, heavier, silver beard trimmed neat, belly hanging over the edge of his towel. They glanced at me as I chose a locker in the corner. I could feel their eyes on my slim frame, my boyish hips, the way my hands shook slightly as I peeled off my hoodie, then my t-shirt. My jeans came next. My cock was semi-hard now, obvious in my boxers, the wet patch dark against the grey fabric. Shame flooded me so hard I almost whimpered. These men were looking at me like meat and I was letting them. I was supposed to be straight. I was supposed to be safe at home. Instead my cock jerked visibly and pushed further out, another clear drop soaking through. I shoved my boxers down fast, turned my back, and wrapped the small white towel around my waist. It sat low on my narrow hips, barely covering the base of my cock. The older men kept glancing. One of them adjusted his own towel and I caught the thick outline of a half-hard shaft beneath it.

I grabbed the rucksack with Richard’s towel still hidden inside and shoved it into the locker, then stepped out into the corridor on bare feet. The heat hit first. Then the smell. Thick, heavy musk of sweat and sex and steam. My heart slammed against my ribs. I pushed open the heavy glass door to the steam room and stepped inside.

Hot air wrapped around me like a wet blanket. The room was dim, tiled benches rising in tiers, condensation dripping down the walls. Two older men sat in the far corner, talking low, towels open just enough to show heavy cocks resting soft against hairy thighs. I moved to the middle bench, sat down, towel still cinched tight. Steam swirled thick around my ankles. My skin prickled instantly with sweat. I tried to keep my eyes on the floor but they kept drifting.

Opposite me sat the silver-bearded man.

He looked about fifty-five, broad chest covered in thick silver hair that trailed down a soft belly and disappeared under his towel. His beard was full and neatly trimmed, catching the low light, silver shot through with darker strands. Strong thighs, calves dusted with hair. Under the towel I could see the heavy bulge of a thick cock already starting to fill out. He sat relaxed, arms along the back of the bench, watching me with calm dark eyes.

I swallowed hard. My own towel felt too small, my slim legs pale against the white tiles. I tried not to stare but my gaze kept snapping back to the silver beard, the way it would feel scraping down my neck, my chest, my thighs. Shame roared through me again. I should not be here. I was not like this. I was the boy who lied to his mum about coffee with mates and now sat half-naked in a sauna full of men old enough to be my dad. The shame hit deep and my cock reacted instantly, pushing hard against the front of the towel, the head nudging the fabric outward in a clear, obscene tent. A fresh bead of precum soaked through, darkening a small circle right at the tip.

The man opposite noticed. His eyes dropped to my lap, then back up to my face. A slow smile spread under that silver beard. He stood up, towel slipping lower on his hips, the thick root of his cock now visible above the edge. Water and sweat glistened on his chest. He crossed the small space between us in two steps, stopped right in front of me. His deep voice rolled out low and rough, like gravel wrapped in velvet.

“First time, boy?”

I nodded. My throat was bone dry. My pulse hammered everywhere, in my temples, my wrists, the base of my cock. The word boy had landed straight in my gut and twisted.

He tilted his head, silver beard catching the steam. “You look nervous, lad. But you came in anyway. That’s a good start.”

I could not speak. My hole clenched tight and my cock gave another heavy throb against the towel, pushing it further out, the wet spot spreading wider. Shame screamed inside my head. I should run. I should grab my clothes and never come back. But my feet stayed planted and my cock stayed hard and leaking because this man was looking at me like he already knew exactly what I needed.

He nodded toward the corridor beyond the steam room door. “Come on then, lad. Let me show you round.”

I stood up without another word. My towel slipped a fraction lower on my hips. I followed him out of the steam room, bare feet quiet on the warm tiles, heart racing, cock still tenting the front of the towel, the itch now a roaring fire that I no longer wanted to put out. The corridor stretched ahead, doors on both sides, low lights, the heavy scent of sex growing thicker with every step. I kept my eyes on the broad silver-haired back in front of me and followed.
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[image: ]

Ikept my eyes fixed on the broad silver-haired back in front of me and followed, bare feet silent on the warm tiled floor of the corridor. My towel sat dangerously low on my narrow hips, the thin white fabric already dark at the front where my cock kept pushing insistently against it. Heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat, I trailed after the older man, the heavy musk of sweat and sex thickening around us with every step. Doors lined both sides of the narrow hallway, some cracked open just enough to let out low groans and the wet slap of skin on skin. I should not be here. My legs felt like they might give out at any second.

The man stopped at a heavy glass door halfway down the corridor, pushed it open, and a fresh wave of steam rolled out to wrap around my bare skin like a hot wet blanket. Red lights glowed low inside, turning everything hazy and blood-warm. He glanced back at me, silver beard catching the crimson glow, and tilted his head toward the small private steam room beyond. “In here first, lad. Get you properly warmed up.” I stepped inside after him without a word. The heat hit harder than the main room, thick and clinging, beads of condensation already forming on my chest and sliding down my slim belly. My towel clung damp to my thighs. He closed the door behind us with a soft click and the steam sealed us in.

We sat on the tiled bench that ran along one wall. He settled first, legs spread wide, his own towel riding up thick hairy thighs until the heavy root of his cock showed just above the edge. I perched beside him, close enough that our knees pressed together, his warm and solid against my pale slim one. The contact sent a jolt straight to my groin. Steam swirled around our ankles, red light painting silver threads through his beard and chest hair. I kept my hands on my own thighs, trying to breathe steady, but my cock refused to behave. It strained harder against the front of my towel, the head nudging the fabric outward in a blatant tent, a fresh wet spot blooming darker where precum kept leaking in slow thick drops.

“Proper Manchester weather out there today,” he said, voice deep and easy, like we were chatting in a pub. “Rain never stops, does it?” He shifted slightly and our knees rubbed again. I nodded, throat tight, not trusting myself to speak. The heat made sweat trickle down my spine and pool at the base of my back. My hole gave a small empty flutter under the towel.

He chuckled low, the sound rumbling through his broad chest. “You look like a lad who needs to be on his knees more than he needs fresh air.” The words dropped casual and filthy into the steam. My face burned hotter than the room. Shame slammed through me like a punch. This was not me. I was straight. I was the nineteen-year-old boy who lied to his mum about meeting a mate from halls and now sat half-naked with his knee pressed against a silver-bearded stranger old enough to be my dad in a private steam room that smelled of pure sex. The shame burned sharp and deep and my cock reacted instantly, surging so hard the towel lifted another inch and a long clear string of precum soaked straight through the fabric, running down the inside of my thigh in a hot trail. I squeezed my legs together but it only made the pressure worse.

“You’re shaking, boy,” he murmured, eyes dropping to the obvious tent in my towel. One rough hand landed heavy on my thigh, just above the knee, fingers thick and calloused sliding slowly higher. The touch felt electric against my smooth skin. “First time nerves? Or are you just that eager?” His voice dropped lower, gravelly, the kind that vibrated right through my bones. “I can see how hard you are under there. Cock’s been leaking since you walked into the main room, hasn’t it?”

I swallowed hard, face on fire, but I did not pull away. His palm moved higher, brushing the edge of my towel, fingertips grazing the slick skin where my thigh met my groin. My breath hitched. Shame roared louder in my head. I should stand up right now, grab my clothes from the locker, run back to the bus stop and never come near this place again. I was supposed to be home fixing myself, not letting some daddy in his fifties stroke my leg while my cock dripped like a desperate slut. The shame twisted vicious and sweet and my cock gave a brutal throb, spitting another thick rope of precum that soaked the towel completely at the front and made the fabric cling transparently to the swollen head.

“Cubicle’s free down the hall,” he said, thumb circling slowly on my inner thigh, voice calm and commanding. “Private. Quiet. You can kneel proper for me there.” His silver beard split in a slow smile. “Unless you want to stay here and let the whole steam room watch you leak.”

My legs felt boneless when I stood up. The towel slipped lower on my hips, barely holding on. I followed him out of the steam room again, the sudden cooler air of the corridor raising goosebumps on my sweat-slick skin. His broad back filled my vision once more, silver hair curling at the nape of his neck, shoulders rolling with each step. My heart pounded so loud it drowned out the distant moans from other rooms. Every step my cock bounced under the damp towel, the head rubbing slick against the fabric and leaving a trail of precum down my leg. Shame kept crashing over me in waves. This was insane. My family was probably sitting down to tea right now, Mum asking where I was, and here I was trailing after a stranger like a lost puppy because his deep voice had said the word kneel. The shame hit and my hole clenched tight, aching and empty, while my cock leaked even harder, the front of my towel now soaked through and heavy.

He stopped at a plain wooden door near the end of the corridor, turned the handle, and pushed it open. I stepped inside after him. The small cubicle was warm, dimly lit by a single red bulb, a narrow bench along one wall and a low padded platform in the centre. The air smelled of fresh disinfectant and older sex. He closed the door behind us with a firm click that sounded final, locking us in together.

The silver-bearded man turned to face me. His eyes locked onto mine, dark and steady under heavy brows. Water and sweat glistened on his chest hair, catching the red light. He reached down and tugged his own towel loose, letting it drop to the floor. His cock hung heavy and thick between his legs, already half-hard, the shaft veined and flushed, foreskin pulling back from a wide glistening head. Silver pubes curled thick at the base. My mouth went dry.

“On your knees, boy,” he said, voice low and rough, no room for argument.

Shame exploded through me so hard my vision blurred for a second. This was not me. I was straight. I was the slim uni lad who helped clear the plates after roast dinner and laughed at his sister’s jokes. I was not the kind of person who dropped to his knees in a sauna cubicle for a man old enough to have grandchildren. The shame burned like fire in my chest and my cock surged violently under the towel, the head pushing free of the waistband for a moment, slick and purple and dripping. My hands trembled as I reached for the knot at my hip. The towel slipped from my fingers and fell to the warm floor in a damp heap.

I dropped to my knees right there on the tiled floor in front of him. The impact jarred through my slim legs. My cock stood straight out, rock hard and leaking in long slow strings that stretched down toward the tiles. My hands rested shaky on my thighs, palms already damp with sweat. The silver beard loomed above me, his thick cock swaying heavy just inches from my face, the musky scent of him filling my lungs. My hole fluttered again, desperate and empty, and another bead of precum rolled down my shaft and dripped onto the floor between my knees.

I looked up at him, throat dry, pulse thundering everywhere, and waited.
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Ilooked up at him, throat dry, pulse thundering everywhere, and waited.

The silver-bearded man stood solid and unmoving above my kneeling form, his thick cock hanging heavy just inches from my face. Steam still clung to his broad chest, making the silver hair there glisten under the low red light. His shaft had thickened fully now, veins pulsing visibly along its length, the wide flushed head already leaking a fat, shiny bead of precum right at the slit. My hands trembled on my thighs. The tiled floor pressed warm against my bare knees, my slim nineteen-year-old body completely exposed, my own cock standing rigid and untouched between my spread legs. The faint pink beard burn on my neck from Richard’s last time still tingled faintly, a secret reminder under my jaw that made my skin prickle hotter than the humid air.

Shame crashed through me like ice water. I was on my knees in a locked sauna cubicle for a complete stranger twice my age, the family lie about meeting a mate from halls still fresh on my tongue. This was not me. I was mostly straight. But the shame burned straight down to my balls and my cock gave a violent throb, spitting a long clear string of precum that stretched all the way to the floor with a soft wet plop.

“Go on then, boy,” he rumbled, voice deep and calm. “Have a proper taste.”

I reached out. My fingers wrapped around the thick base and the sheer weight of him made me gasp quietly. It was heavy, burning hot, the skin velvet soft over steel. Thick veins throbbed against my palm as it twitched and swelled even fuller in my grip. I could not close my hand all the way around it. My other hand came up to support the shaft, thumbs stroking slowly along the underside, feeling every ridge and pulse. The musk of him filled my lungs, sweat and clean skin and pure male need.

Shame roared louder. I was holding a stranger’s cock like it was precious, stroking it gently while my family probably sat down to tea without me. But my hole fluttered hard at the feel of him and another drop of precum leaked from my own untouched cock to join the growing puddle between my knees.

I leaned forward. My tongue came out and dragged slow and flat right across the wide head. The taste exploded on my tongue immediately, salty and slightly bitter, pure concentrated man. I licked again, broader this time, swirling around the flare, lapping up every fresh bead that welled from the slit. My lips parted wider and I took the head into my mouth. The stretch was immediate, my lips tight around the thick girth as the weight settled heavy on my tongue. I sucked softly, hollowing my cheeks, and there it was, the first wet sound.

GLCK.

The man groaned low in his throat, the sound vibrating through his body and straight into me. His rough hand settled on the back of my head, fingers sliding into my messy brown hair, holding me steady but not pushing yet. As he shifted closer his silver beard brushed my forehead, the coarse hairs scraping gently against my skin and sending sparks racing down my spine. The beard burn on my neck flared in memory and I whimpered around him.

“Good lad,” he murmured, thumb stroking my temple. “Nice and slow. Let me feel that warm mouth.”

I bobbed my head a little deeper. Spit built quickly under my tongue and I swallowed around the thick head, pulling him further in. GLCK. GLCK. The sounds grew wetter, filthier, filling the small cubicle as my lips slid down the veined shaft. Spit began to gloss every inch, shining slick under the red light, dripping in shiny strings from the corners of my stretched mouth down his length and onto my chin. It ran in warm rivulets over my slim chest, cooling slightly as it reached my hard nipples.

Shame hit me again, sharper this time. I was sucking off a man old enough to be my dad in a sauna while my mum and dad thought I was just having coffee. I was the slim uni boy who still slept in his childhood bed, not this desperate cocksucker on his knees. But the shame twisted deep and sweet and my hole clenched rhythmically, aching and empty, while my untouched cock leaked steadily onto the floor in long pulsing ropes that pooled warm under my balls.

“Good lad,” he groaned again, the praise rumbling through his chest. “Such a good fucking lad. Look at you taking Daddy so well.”

I pushed forward on my own, wanting more, needing more. GLCK GLCK GLCK. My throat opened slowly, relaxing around the thick invasion as the head nudged deeper. Tears pricked my eyes and spilled over, running down my flushed cheeks, but the pleasure flooded me hot and overwhelming. Every inch I took sent sparks through my slim body. My throat stretched beautifully around him, the bulge visible if I could have seen it, and the wet choking sounds only made me leak harder. Spit poured freely now, glossing his entire shaft until it dripped in heavy drops from his heavy balls onto the tiles.

I gagged softly when he hit the back of my throat but I did not pull off. I breathed through my nose, relaxed, and took him all the way until my lips pressed tight against his silver pubes. The coarse curls tickled my nose, the deep musk overwhelming. My throat convulsed around him in rhythmic swallows, milking the thick shaft. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. The sounds were constant now, sloppy and obscene, spit everywhere, running down my neck, soaking my chest, pooling on the floor mixed with my own precum.

Shame exploded through me once more. I was sucking off a stranger twice my age in a filthy sauna cubicle, throat bulging around his cock while my family had no idea where I really was. I was mostly straight. This was pathetic. Disgusting. But my hole clenched so hard it almost hurt, fluttering open like it was begging for the same thick stretch, and my cock surged violently between my legs, untouched, shooting a heavy spurt of precum that splattered loudly against the tiles. I was sucking off a stranger twice my age and my hole was clenching like it wanted the same.

“Good lad… good fucking lad,” he kept groaning, the words falling like a chant over me. His hand tightened gently in my hair, guiding the rhythm now, pulling me down until my nose buried in his pubes again and again. “That’s it, boy. Swallow Daddy’s cock. You were made for this.”

Every time he called me good lad my whole body shivered. The praise mixed with the stretch in my throat and the burn in my stretched lips and the constant wet GLCK GLCK GLCK until I was floating in it. My eyes streamed tears but I kept going, sucking harder, swirling my tongue along the underside on every upstroke, feeling the thick vein pulse against it. Spit ran in rivers down my chin and chest, dripping off my hard nipples onto my leaking cock. My own shaft bobbed angrily in the air, purple and slick, the head shiny with a constant flow of precum that refused to stop.

He held me down a little longer each time, letting my throat work around him, letting me feel every inch. My lungs burned but the pleasure was brighter, hotter, flooding every nerve. I could feel my hole twitching in time with the thrusts into my mouth, empty and desperate, imagining how that same thick cock would feel splitting me open instead.

Shame kept crashing in waves but each one only made me suck harder. I was the good son, the quiet lad who helped with the shopping and laughed at Dad’s jokes, not the boy choking happily on stranger cock in a locked room. But the shame burned and my cock spat another thick rope onto the floor, the puddle now wide enough that my knees slid slightly in it.

“Good lad,” he growled again, voice rougher now, deeper. “You love it, don’t you? Love Daddy’s thick cock stretching that pretty throat.”

I moaned around him, the sound vibrating down his shaft. Yes. Fuck yes. I did. My hands came up to cup his heavy balls, feeling them draw tight against his body, rolling them gently while I sucked for all I was worth. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. Spit flew with every bob of my head. My throat was raw and open and perfect, taking him to the hilt over and over.

His hips began to move with more purpose. The hand in my hair tightened. He held me steady and started to snap forward, fucking my mouth harder, the wet SLAP SLAP of his balls against my chin joining the filthy chorus. GLCK GLCK GLCK. The thrusts grew sharper, deeper, using my throat like it was made for him, his silver beard brushing my forehead with every forward snap.

I looked up through watery eyes, seeing the pleasure twist his face, the silver beard glistening with a faint sheen of sweat, and I knew he was close. His hips snapped harder, fucking my mouth with real force now, and all I could do was kneel there, throat open, spit pouring, cock leaking, and take it like the good lad he kept calling me.
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His hips snapped harder, fucking my mouth with real force now, and all I could do was kneel there, throat open, spit pouring, cock leaking, and take it like the good lad he kept calling me.

The small cubicle filled with the wet relentless rhythm. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. Each powerful thrust drove the thick cock deep, the wide flushed head forcing past the tight ring of my throat and sliding all the way until my nose buried in the silver pubes at the base. His heavy balls slapped wetly against my chin, SLAP SLAP SLAP, the skin already slick with the spit that poured from my stretched lips in thick shiny strings. It ran down my chin in warm rivers, splashing onto my slim chest, coating my hard nipples and sliding lower in slow glistening trails that mixed with the sweat pouring off my body in the humid heat. My knees ached against the tiled floor, sliding slightly in the wide puddle of my own precum that had been leaking for what felt like hours. The faint pink beard burn on my neck from Richard still tingled under the sweat, a secret reminder that only made everything sharper.

I fought it so hard. My balls drew up tight against my body, the base of my untouched cock throbbing with that familiar burn that meant I was right on the edge. Not yet. Not like this. I was supposed to be the lad who could control himself, the one who came home to fix everything, not the desperate nineteen-year-old on his knees swallowing a stranger twice his age while his own cock threatened to explode without a single touch. Shame crashed through me like cold water. But the shame made my cock surge violently between my legs, spitting another thick rope of precum that splattered loudly into the puddle. The pleasure flooded hotter than before. I moaned around the thick shaft, the vibration making him growl and fuck my throat even deeper.

GLCK GLCK GLCK. The sounds grew louder, sloppier, echoing off the tiled walls. Spit flew with every snap of his hips, some of it landing on my eyelashes, some dripping off my chin in long strings that swung with the rhythm. His silver beard brushed my forehead again and again, the coarse hairs scraping my skin and sending sparks straight down my spine. His rough hand stayed firm in my messy brown hair, holding me exactly where he wanted me while he used my throat like it belonged to him.

“Fuck, that’s it, boy,” he groaned, voice rough and low. “Taking Daddy so deep. Such a good fucking lad.”

The praise hit me like a drug. My throat stretched perfectly around every inch, the bulge of his cock visible if I could have looked down, the thick vein pulsing against my tongue on every withdrawal. I sucked harder on the upstrokes, swirling my tongue along the underside, tasting the salty mix of his precum and my own spit. My lungs burned but I did not pull back. I wanted it. Needed it. My slim hips twitched helplessly, my cock bobbing angrily in the air, the head purple and shiny, leaking in constant heavy drops that joined the mess on the floor.

Shame roared again. My family was probably wondering where I was right now, Mum setting the table for tea while I knelt here choking on a silver-bearded stranger’s cock in a locked sauna cubicle. I was mostly straight. I was not supposed to be here. But the shame twisted sharp and sweet and my hole clenched again, so hard it almost hurt, and my cock gave a brutal throb that nearly tipped me over the edge. I fought it, clenching every muscle, breathing through my nose in short desperate gasps around the thick invasion. Not yet. Please not yet.

His pace quickened. The SLAP SLAP SLAP of his balls against my chin grew faster, wetter. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. He held my head with both hands now, fucking my throat in short powerful strokes that made my eyes stream fresh tears down my flushed cheeks. Spit poured freely, soaking my entire chest, dripping off my nipples onto my leaking cock in warm splashes. The puddle between my knees was wide and slick now, my knees sliding in it every time my body jolted from a particularly deep thrust.

“Gonna cum, boy,” he growled suddenly, voice dropping even deeper, the warning rumbling through his broad chest. “Gonna fill that pretty throat. Swallow every drop like a good lad.”

The words alone nearly finished me. My cock surged so hard it lifted toward my belly, the head flaring, balls aching with the need to let go. I fought one last time, shame screaming that I could not cum hands-free from sucking off a man old enough to be my dad, but the fight only made everything tighter, hotter. His hips snapped forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt, silver pubes pressed tight against my nose.

The first hot rope pulsed straight down my throat. Thick, salty, powerful. I swallowed frantically, throat convulsing around him, milking every spurt. Another rope followed, then another, flooding my mouth and throat in heavy pulsing jets that I gulped down as fast as I could. The taste filled me completely, warm and bitter and perfect. At the exact same moment my own cock erupted without a single touch. It jerked violently between my spread legs and shot the first thick rope of my cum across the tiles with a loud wet splat. Then another, and another, pulsing hands-free in powerful waves that matched every spurt I swallowed from him. My hole clenched rhythmically with each shot, like it was begging to be filled too. The orgasm crashed through me so hard my vision whited out for a second, my slim body shaking on my knees while I kept swallowing, kept sucking, kept taking everything he gave me.

He held me there through the last pulses, groaning deep and low, his thick cock twitching on my tongue as the final weak spurts coated the back of my throat. I swallowed them all, every single drop, my Adam’s apple bobbing visibly.

Slowly he pulled out. The thick shaft slid from my stretched lips inch by inch, glistening with thick strings of spit and the last traces of his cum. The wide head popped free with a wet sound and a final heavy drop landed right on my lower lip. I licked it up without thinking, tasting him again, my tongue swirling over the sensitive head as he shuddered above me.

Our eyes locked. I stayed on my knees, chest heaving, spit and sweat and cum dripping down my chin and chest in shiny mess. My own cock still twitched between my legs, the last weak spurts leaking onto the floor. His silver beard glistened with sweat, his broad chest rising and falling as he looked down at me with dark satisfied eyes.

“Fuck me, lad,” he murmured, voice rough. “You were made for that.”

The quiet afterglow settled around us like the steam itself. My throat felt raw and used, sore in the best way, every swallow reminding me of the thick cock that had just claimed it. My knees ached, red and slick from the puddle beneath me. I could still taste him on my tongue, salty and warm, coating my throat.

Shame crashed in then, sudden and crushing. I had just swallowed a stranger’s cum and I had never felt more alive. The thought hit hard and my spent cock gave one last heavy twitch between my legs, a final weak bead of cum rolling down the shaft as fresh heat stirred low in my belly. Shame and need twisted together so tight I could not tell them apart any more.

He reached down and helped me to my feet, his rough hands steady on my slim shoulders. My legs shook badly, knees wobbly from kneeling so long and from the force of the hands-free orgasm that had ripped through me. I steadied myself against the wall for a second, chest still rising and falling fast, spit cooling on my skin.

“Shower’s just next door if you need it, boy,” he said with a small smile under that silver beard. “You did good.”

I nodded, voice too hoarse to speak properly, and slipped out of the cubicle on shaky legs. The corridor felt cooler after the heat of the room. I found the showers, turned the water on hot, and stood under the spray for long minutes. The water washed the spit and cum from my chest and chin, but it could not wash away the raw ache in my throat or the way my hole still fluttered every time I remembered the taste of him. My legs kept trembling under me. The faint beard burn on my neck stung under the hot water, a perfect little reminder.

I dried off quickly with the small white towel, wrapped it round my narrow hips, and headed back to the locker room. My trainers felt strange on my feet again, my clothes sticking slightly to my still-damp skin. The rucksack waited in the locker, my own towel from Richard’s flat still hidden inside, its faint musk mixing with the fresh scent of sex on me now. I dressed fast, heart still racing, throat deliciously sore every time I swallowed.

Outside the rain had eased to a light drizzle. I stepped into the Manchester evening, legs still shaky, the taste of a stranger’s cum lingering on my tongue. My cock gave a small interested twitch in my jeans as I walked toward the bus stop. Already the itch was back, brighter and hotter than before. Already I was wondering exactly when I could come back.
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The rain kissed my face as I stepped out of the sauna into the cooling evening air, legs still shaky beneath me. The bus stop was only a short walk away but every step sent a fresh reminder through my body. My throat felt raw and used, deliciously sore in that deep, stretched way that made me swallow carefully and feel the ghost of his thick cock sliding all the way down again. The lingering taste of his cum coated the back of my tongue, salty and warm and impossible to wash away, even with the light rain. My slim chest still carried the faint sheen of dried spit and sweat under my hoodie, and the musk of the sauna clung to my skin and clothes like a secret I could not hide. My cock gave another small, interested twitch in my jeans as I waited for the number 43, half-hard just from the memory of dropping to my knees.

On the bus I sat right at the back, hood up, legs pressed tight together. The sore throat throbbed with every swallow, a sweet ache that made my hole flutter emptily in my boxers. I stared out at the rain-streaked window, replaying it all. The heavy weight of his cock in my hand, the first salty lick across the wide head, the stretch of my lips as he slid in, the wet GLCK GLCK building until my throat opened and took him to the hilt. The way his silver beard had brushed my forehead while he called me good lad over and over. Shame crashed through me hard enough to make my breath catch. I was on a public bus heading home to my family with another man’s cum still coating my throat. I was the nineteen-year-old who was supposed to be fixing himself, not the desperate slut who had swallowed every drop hands-free and shot all over the tiles while a stranger twice my age fucked my face. The shame burned white-hot down my chest and straight to my cock, which thickened instantly against my thigh, pushing out a fresh bead of precum that soaked into my boxers. I crossed my legs tighter and stared harder at the passing streets, heart racing.

The terraced house glowed warm when I turned the corner, windows yellow against the grey evening. My trainers felt too loud on the wet pavement. I slipped my key in the lock as quietly as I could, but the door had barely clicked shut behind me when Mum’s voice rang out from the kitchen.

“Daniel? Is that you, love? Dinner!”

My stomach flipped. I kicked off my trainers, hung my damp hoodie on the hook, and tried to steady my breathing. The faint musk of sex still clung to my t-shirt underneath. My throat felt scratchy when I called back, voice a little hoarse.

“Yeah, just got back. Smells amazing.”

I walked into the kitchen on legs that still trembled slightly from kneeling so long. The table was set for roast dinner, golden chicken glistening, crispy potatoes, thick gravy, veg steaming in bowls. Dad was already carving, Lily scrolling her phone at her place. Mum turned from the sink and smiled that bright, familiar smile that usually made everything feel safe.

“Sit down, love. You look like you’ve had a proper walk. Cheeks all flushed.”

I dropped into my chair, the wooden seat cool under my jeans. My hole gave another small clench as I shifted, remembering how empty it had felt even while my throat was full. Shame hit again. I was sitting at my family dinner table with the taste of a stranger’s load still on my tongue. I was supposed to be their good, normal son. The shame twisted deep and my cock stirred harder in my jeans, half-hard now and leaking steadily against the denim.

Mum ladled gravy over my plate, eyes narrowing slightly as she looked at me. “You sound a bit hoarse, Daniel. Coming down with a cold? It’s that Manchester rain, always catches you out.”

I cut into the chicken, kept my eyes on my plate. “Nah, just… walked through the park on the way back. Bit of a chill in the air, that’s all.” The lie slipped out smooth even though my voice cracked on the last word. The sore throat burned pleasantly when I swallowed a mouthful of potato, reminding me of every deep push that had stretched it wide.

Lily looked up from her phone, tilting her head. She studied me for a long second, her seventeen-year-old smirk slowly spreading. “You look… different. All glowy. Like you’ve been up to something.” She leaned in closer across the table. “New aftershave or what? Smells kinda… musky.”

My face burned. I shoved another forkful in my mouth to buy time, throat aching beautifully with the swallow. Shame roared through me so loud I was sure they could hear it. My little sister was noticing the sex smell still clinging to me after I had knelt and swallowed cum like a good lad. I was home, safe, surrounded by my warm nosy family, and all I could think about was dropping to my knees again for that silver beard and thick cock. The shame crashed and my cock surged fully hard in my jeans, pressing painfully against my zip, another thick bead of precum soaking through my boxers and starting to wet the denim.

“Just the walk,” I mumbled, voice still hoarse. “Park was nice. Fresh air.”

Dad grunted, passing the veg. “Good for you, son. Exercise keeps you sharp.”

Mum fussed, reaching over to feel my forehead. “You do feel a bit warm. Make sure you have a hot drink before bed. Can’t have you poorly your first proper week home.”

I nodded, smiling through the flush. Every word they said felt like it was pressing on the raw ache in my throat, making it throb in the best worst way. I helped clear the plates after, stacking them carefully, legs still a little unsteady under me. Mum kept glancing, concern soft in her eyes, and the guilt twisted sharp with the need. Shame again. I was lying to their faces while my hole fluttered at the memory of spit running down my chin and my own cum splattering the tiles. The shame hit and my cock gave a heavy throb in my jeans, leaking so much I could feel the wet patch spreading.

Upstairs finally, I closed my bedroom door and leaned against it for a long second. The single bed waited, posters still curling on the walls, the room tiny and safe and mine. I stripped slowly, peeling off the t-shirt that still carried the faint mixed scent of sauna steam and older man. The navy towel from Richard’s flat was still under my pillow where I had hidden it yesterday. I pulled it out, pressed it to my face, breathed in the faint cologne and dried cum. My cock stood rock hard now, curving up against my belly, the head shiny and wet.

I climbed under the duvet naked, lights off, rain tapping the window again. In the dark I replayed every second. The way his thick cock had pulsed in my hand, veins hot under my fingers. The first salty lick across the head. My lips stretching wide around the girth, the sensations I felt as the head slid over my tongue. How it went deeper, spit glossing every inch until it dripped in shiny ropes down my chin onto my chest. His rough hand on the back of my head, silver beard brushing my forehead while he groaned good lad, good fucking lad. The moment my throat opened fully and took him to the hilt, nose buried in silver pubes, tears streaming, pleasure flooding so hard my untouched cock had erupted hands-free all over the floor. The hot ropes of his cum pulsing straight down my throat while I swallowed frantically, my own load shooting in thick powerful jets that matched every spurt I took from him.

My hand drifted down without permission, wrapped loosely around my aching cock. I stroked slow, remembering the wet SLAP SLAP of his heavy balls against my chin, the constant filthy GLCK GLCK filling the cubicle. My hole clenched rhythmically under the duvet, empty and desperate even though he had never touched it. Shame flooded me completely. I was home with my family, safe in my childhood bed, Mum and Dad and Lily just downstairs probably watching telly, and all I could think about was dropping to my knees again for that stranger, for any silver-bearded daddy who would call me boy and use my throat until I came hands-free. The shame burned like fire and my cock surged in my fist, spitting a thick rope of precum that ran down over my knuckles and soaked the sheet. I stroked faster, thighs spreading under the duvet, replaying the exact moment his hips had snapped and flooded me while I shot everywhere.

I stopped myself before I could finish, breathing hard, heart racing. The sore throat ached with every gasp. The taste of him was still there. My hole fluttered again, wanting more, needing more. Shame and need twisted so tight I could barely breathe.

I rolled onto my side, pressed my face into the pillow where the Richard towel waited, and closed my eyes. My cock stayed hard against my belly, leaking steadily, the itch brighter than ever. Already I was planning the next lie. Tomorrow afternoon was free again. I could say I was meeting another mate, or heading to the library, anything. Just one more visit. Just to look. Maybe kneel again. Maybe let them use me deeper.

I fell asleep like that, cock half-hard and dripping, the next lie already forming sweet and secret on my tongue.


Chapter 8
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One week. Seven endless days and nights since I had knelt on those warm tiles and let a silver-bearded stranger fuck my throat raw while I came hands-free all over the floor like a desperate slut. I had fallen asleep that night with my cock half-hard and leaking against my belly, the next lie already sweet on my tongue. But the itch had only sharpened. Every single night I had lain in my childhood bed, the navy towel from Richard’s flat pressed to my face, and stroked myself torturously for hours. Edging. Always edging. Stopping right on the brink until my hole fluttered and my slim hips jerked and thick ropes of precum soaked the sheets. The sore throat had faded by Wednesday, but the memory of every deep GLCK still made me swallow carefully at dinner and feel that delicious phantom stretch. The faint beard burn on my neck had almost vanished, just the slightest pink shadow if the light caught it right, yet I still caught myself rubbing the spot when Mum wasn’t looking. My part-time job stacking shelves at the Co-op had started mid-week, minimum wage but every single pound I earned I hid in my drawer, ready to pay for the entry fee and bus fare. The family thought I was just being responsible. They had no idea I was saving to get my throat used again.

The week had been pure torture wrapped in normal. Job applications I barely read before sending. Mum’s worried glances when I drifted off mid-conversation. Lily teasing that I looked “proper shagged out”. And every night the same ritual: lights off, door locked, hand wrapped tight around my aching cock while I replayed the wet sounds, the silver beard brushing my forehead, the hot ropes pulsing down my throat. I had come so close to getting caught twice. Once when Mum knocked asking if I wanted cocoa and I had to answer with my fist still pumping and my voice cracking. The shame had been crushing. But it only made me leak harder.

Now it was Saturday and the sun had actually shown up for once in Manchester. The back garden of the terraced house was alive with the family BBQ. Dad stood at the grill in his “Kiss the Chef” apron, smoke curling up as he flipped burgers and turned sausages, beer in one hand, tongs in the other. Tom, Jack and Mike from school had come round, all tracksuit tops and loud laughs, cracking open cans of lager and talking pure filth about girls. Lily stretched out on the sun lounger in tiny shorts, phone in hand, sunglasses on. Mum bustled between kitchen and garden with bowls of coleslaw and potato salad, humming happily. I sat on a plastic chair at the rickety table, paper plate balanced on my knee, half-eaten burger going cold.

But my mind was not in the garden.

It was back in that sauna cubicle. Silver beard glinting red under the low light. Thick cock stretching my lips wide. GLCK. GLCK GLCK. Spit pouring down my chin onto my slim chest. His rough hand in my hair. “Good lad. Good fucking lad.” My cock stirred hard in my shorts under the table, thickening fast against my thigh, the head already slick and pushing out a fat bead of precum that soaked straight into the fabric. Shame crashed over me like cold water. I was at my family BBQ, surrounded by normal straight lads bragging about pulling birds at the weekend, Dad grilling like every Saturday for years, Mum smiling at her boy home for the summer, and all I could think about was dropping to my knees for a man twice my age and swallowing his load while I shot everywhere untouched. The shame burned white-hot down my chest and my cock surged violently in my shorts, another thick spurt of precum flooding my boxers and starting to wet the front of the thin material. I crossed my legs tight, forced a laugh at one of Tom’s jokes about some blonde from the pub, and tried to focus on the smoke and the sunshine.

It lasted maybe twenty minutes before the itch became unbearable.

I muttered something about needing a piss and slipped inside, heart already hammering. Up the stairs two at a time, straight into the bathroom, door locked with a soft click. The small room still smelled of Mum’s lavender air freshener and Dad’s aftershave. I yanked my shorts and boxers down in one go, my cock springing up hard and angry, the head purple and glossy with a long string of precum already stretching down toward the floor. I wrapped my fist around it, leaned back against the door, and started stroking fast.

The memories flooded in. GLCK GLCK GLCK. The wet choking sounds filling the cubicle. Spit running in shiny rivers down my chin onto my chest. His silver beard brushing my forehead as he held me down and fed me every inch. “Good lad.” My hand flew up and down my slick shaft, thumb smearing the steady leak over the head, the wet SCHICK SCHICK SCHICK filling the bathroom. My hole clenched rhythmically, empty and aching, remembering how it had fluttered while I swallowed his cum. Shame roared through me. I was wanking in the family bathroom during a sunny BBQ while my mates and family were right outside. I was supposed to be normal. Straight. Fixing myself. But my fist only tightened and my hips bucked forward, chasing the edge.

I was so close. Balls drawing up tight, that familiar burn starting at the base. One more stroke and I would have painted the tiles. I stopped dead. Hand frozen around the throbbing shaft. Face burning scarlet. My cock jerked angrily in my grip, spitting a thick rope of precum that splattered the sink. I breathed through it, shaking, sweat beading on my forehead. Not yet. Not here. I tucked the aching length back into my shorts, wiped my hand on a towel, flushed the toilet for cover, and slipped back downstairs with my face still flushed and my cock still half-hard and leaking.

Back in the garden I forced myself to join in, laughing along as the lads talked about tits and arses and who had the best pull last weekend. Every word made the replay sharper. Silver beard. Deep voice. Good lad. My hole fluttered again under the table and another wet spot bloomed in my boxers. Shame hit fresh and vicious. But the shame only made my cock throb harder against my thigh.

By the time the sun started to dip I had the lie ready, stronger this time, practised in my head all week.

Evening came. Mum and Dad were heading out to their usual Saturday bingo and then a drink with the neighbours. Lily was staying at a mate’s. The house would be empty. Perfect.

I waited until they were putting coats on in the hall.

“Meeting a college mate for drinks tonight,” I said casually, pulling my hoodie on. “He’s back from uni too. Might be a bit late.”

Mum smiled, adjusting Dad’s collar. “That’s lovely, love. Have fun. Don’t drink too much. And text when you’re heading back.”

Dad clapped my shoulder. “Good lad. Enjoy yourself.”

The words “good lad” hit like a punch. My cock twitched hard in my jeans. Shame flooded me instantly. I was lying to their faces so I could go get my throat fucked again by older men, and they were calling me good lad while I stood there leaking into my boxers. The shame twisted deep and sweet and my hole clenched so hard I had to bite the inside of my cheek to stay steady. My cock surged, pushing a fresh thick bead of precum into my boxers.

I waited until the front door clicked shut behind them. Then I pulled the saved notes from my drawer, fifteen pounds crisp and ready, plus bus fare. The Co-op shifts had paid for this. I opened the bus app, checked the times, and booked the 43 for half past seven. Heart racing, I grabbed my rucksack with the Richard towel still hidden inside for luck, pulled the door shut, and stepped out into the cooling Manchester evening.

One week was too long. My body was screaming for it. The shame of that truth crashed over me on the bus, legs bouncing, cock half-hard the entire ride, but the shame only made me leak harder, made my hole flutter with pure need. I was addicted already and I had not even had a second visit yet.

The bus pulled up at the stop near the industrial estate. I stepped off with a bolder stride this time, shoulders back, chin up, the itch burning so hot it felt like fire under my skin. The nondescript black door waited ahead. I walked straight toward it, heart hammering but my cock already pushing firm against my zip, ready. This time I knew exactly what I was here for.


Chapter 9
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Istepped off the bus with a bolder stride than last time, shoulders squared, chin lifted against the cool Manchester evening. The industrial estate stretched quiet around me, puddles from the earlier rain reflecting the orange glow of the street lights. One week. Seven long days since I had knelt in that private cubicle and swallowed a silver-bearded stranger’s load while my own cock erupted hands-free all over the tiles. Seven nights of lying awake in my childhood single bed, the navy towel from Richard’s flat pressed to my face, hand wrapped tight around my aching cock while I edged for hours and stopped just before I spilled. Seven days of Mum asking if I was coming down with something because my voice still sounded a little hoarse at dinner, of Lily smirking and saying I looked “glowy again”, of Dad clapping my shoulder and calling me good lad when I helped clear the BBQ plates. Every time that word landed I had felt my hole flutter and my cock thicken in my shorts. The itch had turned into a roar. My part-time shifts at the Co-op had been pure survival; I was getting through the week just waiting to go back. The family thought I was being responsible. They had no idea I was earning money just so I could get my throat used again.

The nondescript black door waited ahead. My cock was already half-hard in my jeans, pushing against the denim, the head slick and leaving a wet trail inside my boxers with every step. I pressed the buzzer without hesitation. The low buzz answered, the door clicked, and I stepped inside. The reception smelled the same, warm, dim, that faint underlying musk already curling into my lungs. The guy behind the counter gave me a small nod of recognition.

“Back again, lad?” he said, sliding the form across.

“Yeah,” I answered, voice steady even though my pulse hammered in my ears. I counted out the crisp notes, the money I had earned stacking shelves while replaying every GLCK in my head. He handed me the small white towel and locker key. I walked down the corridor on legs that felt stronger than last time, but my stomach still flipped with the same delicious terror.

The locker room was busier. Three older men were already there, towels cinched low on thick waists, silver hair catching the low lights. One in his late fifties had a broad chest dusted with grey, a soft belly hanging over his towel, his heavy cock resting thick and soft against hairy thighs. Another, salt-and-pepper beard trimmed neat, glanced at me as I chose a locker in the corner. I felt their eyes on my slim boyish frame the second I peeled off my hoodie, then my t-shirt, revealing smooth pale skin and the faint pink shadow of beard burn still lingering just under my jaw. Jeans down, boxers following. My cock sprang out semi-hard, the head already glossy with a long clear string of precum that stretched down as I bent. Shame slammed into me like a fist. I was back here after only one week, stripping naked in front of strangers while Mum was probably setting the table for tea at home, Dad watching the football scores, Lily scrolling her phone and teasing that I was out “with the lads”. I was the good son. The quiet nineteen-year-old who helped with the shopping and laughed at Dad’s terrible jokes. Not the slim uni boy who had saved his wages to kneel for anonymous cock. The shame burned white-hot down my chest and straight to my balls. My cock surged instantly, thickening to full hardness in seconds, curving up against my belly, the head flaring and spitting a thick bead of precum that dripped onto the locker room floor with a soft wet sound. I wrapped the small white towel low on my narrow hips, the fabric tenting obscenely at the front, and shoved my rucksack into the locker. The Richard towel inside gave off its faint musk as the door clicked shut.

I stepped out into the corridor, bare feet warm on the tiles, heart racing but my stride still bold. The heat wrapped around my skin like a wet blanket. Steam rolled thick from open doors. Low moans and the unmistakable wet slap of skin on skin drifted everywhere. I passed the steam room where the silver-bearded man had first called me boy, but tonight something else pulled me deeper. A discreet sign at the end of the hallway read Private Cabins & Glory Holes in plain lettering. My hole clenched hard at the words. Anonymous. No faces. No names. Just cock. Shame roared through me again. This was filthier than last time. Riskier. I was mostly straight. I had a warm terraced house waiting with my family who loved me and had no idea their boy was walking toward a row of glory hole booths with his cock leaking down his thigh. The shame hit and my cock throbbed violently under the towel, pushing it outward, another long string of precum soaking through the thin fabric and running down the inside of my leg.

I chose the middle booth. The door was plain wood, a small red light above it. I slipped inside, locked it with a firm click, and the small space closed around me. Dim red lighting, a padded bench along one wall, and the glory hole cut smooth and large into the partition on the right, padded edges, perfect height. The air was thicker in here, heavy with the scent of old cum and fresh anticipation. I could hear faint wet sounds from the booths on either side, low groans, the occasional deep chuckle. My legs shook slightly as I dropped the towel to the floor. My cock stood proud and angry, rock hard, the head purple and shiny, already drooling a steady string that stretched all the way to the floor. I knelt on the padded platform in front of the hole, knees spread wide, slim thighs trembling, ass tilted up so my hole winked open and closed in the warm air. The position made me feel exposed, filthy, perfect. Shame crashed over me once more. I was on my knees in a glory hole booth like a desperate whore, ready to open my mouth for whoever pushed through that hole while my little sister was probably texting her mates and Mum was asking Dad if I would be home for supper. The shame burned hotter than the sauna and my cock surged so hard it slapped up against my belly, spitting a thick rope of precum that splattered loudly on the floor between my spread knees. My hole fluttered again, empty and greedy.

I waited. Minutes stretched. The anticipation was pure torture. My mouth watered. My throat remembered the stretch from last time and ached for it. I stroked myself once, slowly, just to feel the slickness, thumb smearing the steady leak over the head, but stopped immediately, breathing hard. Not yet. I wanted to focus everything on the hole.

Then it came.

A thick cock slid slowly through the glory hole. It pushed in deliberately, the wide flushed head first, already glistening with a fat bead of precum at the slit. The shaft followed, heavy and veined, seven thick inches at least, the skin smooth and hot, prominent ridges pulsing visibly. Silver and dark pubes pressed right against the padded edge when it was fully through. It hung there heavy, bobbing slightly, another thick drop of precum welling and rolling down the underside in a shiny trail. It was an older man’s cock. I could tell from the thickness, the way it curved slightly upward, the coarse silver hairs at the base. No face. No voice yet. Just cock.

My breath caught. Fear spiked within me. This was real. I had no idea who was on the other side. Could be anyone. Shame exploded through me. I was kneeling here about to suck off a complete stranger through a hole in the wall while my family thought I was out for innocent drinks with a made-up mate. I was the boy who still built Lego models with his dad as a kid, not this cock-hungry slut. The shame hit like fire and my own cock jerked violently between my legs, dripping precum down the shaft.

I leaned forward. My tongue came out first, tentative but hungry. I dragged it slowly from the base of the head all the way up to the leaking slit. The taste flooded my mouth, salty, musky, slightly bitter, pure concentrated man. I moaned quietly and licked again, broader, swirling around the wide flare, lapping up every fresh bead that welled from the slit. The stranger on the other side let out a deep, rough groan that vibrated through the thin partition.

That sound broke me.

I opened my mouth wide and took the thick head between my lips. The stretch was immediate and perfect. My lips stretched tight around the girth as I sank down, sucking softly, hollowing my cheeks. GLCK. The first wet sound filled the small booth. I bobbed my head slowly, taking more each time, spit building fast under my tongue. GLCK GLCK. The sounds grew wetter, filthier, as I worked half the thick length, my tongue swirling along the underside, feeling every pulsing vein. Spit started to drip from the corners of my stretched mouth, running down the glossy shaft and onto the floor in shiny strings.

The stranger moaned louder through the wall. “Fuck yeah, lad… that’s it.”

His voice was deep, gravelly, definitely older, probably fifties or sixties. The age gap sent a fresh jolt straight to my balls. I pushed deeper, relaxing my throat, taking him further until the head nudged the back of my mouth and slipped into my throat. GLCK GLCK GLCK. I started sucking with real rhythm, head bobbing faster, nose getting closer to the wall each time. Spit poured freely now, glossing every inch of the thick cock, dripping in heavy ropes from my chin onto my slim chest and my own leaking cock. My hole clenched rhythmically with every downstroke, empty and aching.

Suddenly a rough hand reached through the glory hole above the cock. Thick fingers, calloused, older man’s hand. It found the back of my head and gripped my messy brown hair firmly, possessively. He pulled me forward, forcing the last two inches down my throat until my nose pressed flush against the cool padded edge and his silver pubes tickled my skin.

GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK.

I gagged softly but opened wider, letting my throat convulse around him. Tears spilled down my flushed cheeks. Spit poured in rivers down my chin, splashing onto my chest, running over my hard nipples, dripping off onto my cock and the floor. The hand held me there for long seconds, letting my throat milk him, before pulling me back just enough to breathe through my nose.

Then he started fucking my face properly through the hole.

His hips thrust from the other side, driving the thick cock in and out of my willing mouth with wet, obscene sounds. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. The hand kept its firm grip on my hair, guiding the rhythm, using my throat like a warm wet toy. I moaned loudly around him, the vibration making him groan louder through the wall. My own cock hung untouched between my spread knees, leaking in a steady stream that formed a puddle on the floor. Every deep thrust made my slim body jolt.

Shame kept crashing over me in relentless waves. I didn’t even know this man’s name. I hadn’t seen his face. I was letting a complete stranger face-fuck me through a glory hole while my mum was probably asking Dad if I wanted seconds of the leftover roast. I was mostly straight. This was pathetic. Disgusting. The shame burned hotter than ever and my cock reacted instantly, jerking hard and shooting a thick spurt of precum that hit the wall beneath the glory hole with a wet slap.

The stranger’s moans grew urgent. His thrusts became shorter, deeper, more aggressive. The hand in my hair tightened almost painfully. I could feel his cock swelling even thicker between my lips, the veins pulsing wildly against my tongue.

“Gonna fill that pretty mouth, lad,” he growled through the wall, voice strained and rough.

I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks, working my throat around him like I was born for it. GLCK GLCK GLCK. Spit flew everywhere. My chin was shiny and dripping, long strings hanging from my jaw onto my chest and my leaking cock. My eyes streamed but I kept going, desperate, hungry, perfect.

He buried himself deep one final time, the hand forcing my face flush against the wall. His cock pulsed powerfully and the first hot rope of cum exploded straight down my throat. Thick, salty, powerful. I swallowed frantically, throat convulsing, milking every spurt. Another rope followed, then another, flooding my mouth in heavy pulsing jets that I gulped down as fast as I could. The taste filled me completely. My own cock surged violently between my legs and I came hands-free again, shooting thick powerful ropes of my cum all over the floor beneath me in spasms that matched every spurt I swallowed. Pleasure ripped through my slim body so hard my vision blurred.

He held me there until the last weak pulses, groaning low and deep. Then he slowly pulled back. The thick cock slid from my stretched lips with a wet pop, leaving a final heavy drop of cum on my lower lip. I licked it up greedily, swirling my tongue over the sensitive head as it withdrew. My chin was shiny with spit and cum, dripping down my neck onto my chest in messy trails. My throat felt beautifully raw again, every swallow reminding me of the thick load I had just taken.

I stayed on my knees for a long moment, chest heaving, the taste of a stranger’s cum coating my tongue and throat completely. I didn’t even see his face and I already wanted the next one. The thought slammed into me hard. Shame exploded through me, crushing and vicious. But the shame twisted instantly into fresh, throbbing heat. My spent cock gave another heavy twitch on the floor, already starting to refill at the filthy realisation. I was becoming addicted. I was theirs now.

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, smearing the mess across my skin. I stood on shaky legs, wrapped the small towel around my narrow hips, and unlocked the booth door. The corridor felt cooler after the heat of the booth. The taste of anonymous cum still strong and salty in my mouth, I headed back toward the steam room, my stride bolder than ever, still desperate with desire, already wondering who else was waiting in the steam.


Chapter 10
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The taste of anonymous cum still strong and salty in my mouth, I headed back toward the steam room, my stride bolder than ever, cock still twitching with need, already wondering who else was waiting in the steam.

The corridor felt cooler after the glory hole booth but my skin stayed slick with sweat and spit. Thick strings of the stranger’s load still coated the back of my throat every time I swallowed and the flavour burst fresh across my tongue. My chin was shiny where I had wiped it half-heartedly with the back of my hand. My own cum had dried in faint streaks down my slim thighs from the hands-free orgasm that had ripped through me while I swallowed. The small white towel hung low on my narrow hips, the front already dark again where my cock refused to soften completely, the head nudging the damp fabric and leaving fresh wet spots. Shame tried to creep in as I pushed open the heavy glass door to the main steam room. Two men. At once. I had just taken one load down my throat like a desperate slut and now my body was pulling me straight toward more. But the shame twisted hot and sweet and my cock surged harder under the towel, another thick bead of precum soaking through and trickling down my leg.

Steam rolled thick and heavy as I stepped inside. The red lights glowed low, turning everything hazy and blood-warm. Condensation dripped steadily down the tiled walls. Two older men already sat on the middle bench, towels open just enough to show heavy soft cocks resting against hairy thighs. Both in their mid-fifties, silver beards catching the crimson light, broad chests dusted with grey hair that trailed down soft bellies. One had a thicker build, silver beard neatly trimmed, strong thighs spread wide. The other leaner, silver hair longer at the temples, a deeper chest rumble when he breathed. They looked up as I entered. Their eyes moved slow over my slim nineteen-year-old body, taking in the boyish hips and the obvious tent in my towel. My cock twitched hard under their gaze.

I sat between them without a word. The heat wrapped tighter around me. Sweat beaded instantly on my skin and rolled down my chest. My knees pressed against theirs on either side, warm solid muscle against my smooth slim legs. The musk in the room thickened, sweat and older man and pure sex. I kept my eyes forward but I could feel them watching me, feel the weight of their cocks shifting under their towels.

The thicker one on my left reached over first. Rough fingers hooked into the knot of my towel and tugged it loose in one smooth pull. The fabric fell away and my cock sprang up hard and leaking, curving up toward my navel, the head glossy and purple, already drooling a long clear string that stretched down to the bench. Shame crashed through me like cold water. I was sitting naked between two silver-bearded daddies in a public steam room while my family thought I was out having innocent drinks with a made-up mate. I was the good lad who helped Mum with the shopping and laughed at Dad’s jokes. Not the slim uni boy letting strangers strip him and stare at his dripping cock. The shame burned vicious and my cock jerked violently between my legs, spitting a thick rope of precum that landed on the tiled bench with a wet slap.

Both men chuckled. The leaner one on my right pulled his own towel open. His thick cock lay heavy against his thigh, already starting to fill, veins pulsing along the shaft, silver pubes curling thick at the base. The thicker man did the same. Two heavy older cocks now rested on either side of me, inches from my hands, both thickening fast under my stare. They were bigger than the glory hole stranger, thicker at the base, the heads wide and flushed. My mouth watered instantly.

The thicker man gripped the back of my neck gently but firmly and guided me down. I slid off the bench onto my knees between them without resistance. The tiles were warm under my knees. Steam swirled around my face as I leaned to the left first and took the thicker cock into my mouth. The head stretched my lips wide immediately. GLCK. I sucked slow and deep, hollowing my cheeks, tongue swirling along the underside. Spit built fast and I bobbed deeper, taking half the thick length, then more. GLCK GLCK. The wet sounds filled the steam room. The man groaned deep and low, his silver beard brushing the top of my head as he leaned forward.

The leaner man on my right stroked his own cock slowly while he watched, the shaft growing even thicker in his fist. He reached over and tugged my head toward him. I pulled off the first cock with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting my stretched lips to the glistening shaft, and turned to take the second. GLCK. My lips stretched again around the different girth, the head nudging into my throat. I alternated between them, head turning left then right, sucking one deep while my hand pumped the other, spit pouring freely from my mouth. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. The sounds were constant and filthy, spit flying with every bob of my head. Long shiny strings connected my chin to both cocks, dripping down onto my slim chest, running over my hard nipples, pooling on my thighs. The two shafts glistened completely, slick and shiny with my spit, veins pulsing under the wet gloss.

Shame roared through me again. Two men. At once. I was on my knees in a steam room letting two silver-bearded strangers use my mouth while my mum was probably asking Dad if I had texted yet. I was mostly straight. I had a safe terraced house and a family who loved me. The shame hit deep and vicious and my hole clenched so hard it almost hurt. My own untouched cock hung heavy between my spread knees, leaking a steady stream.

The thicker man reached down first. His rough hand slid over my smooth back, down the curve of my spine, and cupped my small firm ass. One thick finger teased along my crack, circling my tight hole. I moaned loud around the cock in my mouth. The sound vibrated down the shaft and made the leaner man groan. The finger pressed firmer, rubbing the sensitive rim in slow circles, then pushed in just the tip. My hole fluttered wildly around the invasion. It was the first time anyone had touched me there since Richard and the stretch burned sweet and perfect. I pushed back onto the finger without thinking, taking it deeper, moaning louder as it crooked inside me and brushed that spot that made my cock spit another thick rope of precum onto the floor.

The leaner man took over. He pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop and fed me the thicker one again while his own hand slid down. Two thick fingers now teased my hole, spreading the spit that had dripped down my crack. They pushed in together, stretching me open slow and steady. I whimpered around the cock fucking my throat, eyes watering, spit pouring down my chin in rivers. GLCK GLCK GLCK. My hole opened around the fingers, clenching and pulsating, the burn turning into pure heat that shot straight to my balls.

They kept alternating in my mouth, one cock then the other, spit connecting everything in long glistening webs. My chin dripped. My chest shone. The two shafts glistened like they had been oiled. The fingers in my hole fucked me deeper, scissoring gently, opening me up while I sucked for all I was worth. My moans grew constant, muffled around whichever thick cock was stretching my lips at the time. Sweat poured off all three of us, mixing with the spit, making everything slick and filthy.

Finally they pulled their cocks from my mouth at the same time. I knelt there panting, lips swollen and shiny, chin dripping, hole still clenching around the two thick fingers that kept stretching me. Both men stood up, towering over me, silver beards glistening with steam and sweat. They stroked their cocks fast over my upturned face, rough fists flying, heavy balls drawing tight.

I opened my mouth wide, tongue out, eyes locked on the two throbbing heads above me. The first load came from the thicker man. Hot thick ropes splashed across my tongue and lips, salty and powerful. I swallowed what landed in my mouth but more painted my chin and chest. The leaner man followed immediately, groaning deep as his cum erupted in long pulsing jets that landed on my tongue, my cheek, my slim chest, mixing with the first load and running down in warm creamy trails over my hard nipples and flat belly.

I stayed on my knees, chest heaving, body painted in their cum, hole still fluttering around the fingers that had finally slipped out. Two men had just used me at once and I was dripping for more. The shame exploded through me so hard my vision blurred for a second. But the shame twisted instantly into fresh throbbing need and my own cock jerked violently between my legs, shooting a thick hands-free spurt of cum onto the tiles beneath me. I wanted it. I needed it. Their cum.

They patted my head, murmured good lad, and left me there in the steam. I sat for a long minute, catching my breath, tasting their mixed loads on my tongue, feeling the warm mess cooling on my chest. Then I stood on shaky legs, picked up the discarded towel, and headed to the showers.

Hot water cascaded over me in the shower room. I let it wash the cum from my skin but nothing could wash away the buzz that filled every nerve. My throat felt perfectly raw again. My hole tingled from the first real stretch of fingers, still open and empty and aching for more. My body hummed with it, alive in a way I had never felt at home. I dried off slowly, wrapped the towel low on my hips, and dressed in the locker room with the Richard towel still hidden safe in my rucksack. My legs felt stronger when I stepped back out into the Manchester night.

The bus ride home passed in a haze of replayed moans and wet sounds. By the time I turned the corner to the terraced house my cock was half-hard again in my jeans. I already knew I would be back. Visit three. Soon. The lies were getting easier and the hunger was only growing. I slipped my key in the lock, the taste of two older men still faint on my tongue, and smiled quietly to myself in the dark hallway. This was me now. And no one at home would ever know.


Chapter 11
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The bus ride home passed in a haze of replayed moans and wet sounds, the taste of two older men still thick on my tongue. I sat at the back again, hood up, legs pressed tight together while the number 43 rattled through the Manchester streets. My throat ached beautifully, raw from alternating thick cocks stretching it wide, the sloppy sounds still echoing in my ears. My hole tingled with a new tenderness, opened for the first time by two rough fingers that had pushed into me slow and deep while I sucked for all I was worth. The faint musk of sauna steam and fresh cum clung to my hoodie and jeans, mixed with my own sweat. My cock stayed half-hard the entire ride, pushing against my zip, leaking steadily into my boxers so the wet patch grew warm and sticky against my thigh. Every bump in the road made my tender hole flutter and sent a fresh throb through my shaft.

I replayed it over and over. The way the two silver-bearded daddies had flanked me on the bench, their rough hands pulling my towel away so my slim cock sprang out dripping. Alternating between their thick shafts in my mouth, lips stretching wide, spit pouring in shiny rivers down my chin onto my chest while GLCK GLCK GLCK filled the steam room. The first finger teasing my hole, then two, pushing in and crooking against that spot that made me moan loud around whichever cock was buried down my throat. Their deep groans vibrating through me as they stroked over my upturned face and painted my tongue and slim chest with hot pulsing ropes of cum. I had swallowed what landed in my mouth and let the rest run down my body like a filthy badge. Shame tried to creep in on the bus, cold and sharp. I had let two strangers use me at once like a shared toy while my family sat at home thinking I was out for innocent drinks. But the shame hit and my cock surged harder in my jeans, another thick bead of precum soaking through until I could smell it faintly under the hoodie. I shifted on the seat, pressed my thighs together, and stared out at the rain starting to streak the windows again.

The terraced house glowed warm when I turned the corner, windows yellow against the darkening sky. My trainers squelched on the wet pavement. I slipped my key in the lock as quietly as I could, but the second the door clicked shut Lily’s voice drifted down from the living room.

“Dan? That you? Mum and Dad went to the cinema. Said not to wait up but I’m bored.”

My stomach flipped. I kicked off my trainers, hung my damp hoodie on the hook in the hall. The faint musk of the sauna hit me stronger now in the warm house air, older man sweat and dried cum and steam all mixed together. My throat still burned pleasantly when I swallowed. My hole gave a small tender clench as I walked into the living room. Lily was curled on the sofa in her pyjamas, phone in hand, the telly playing some reality show on low. She looked up and her eyes narrowed the way they always did when she was about to tease.

“You’re back early,” she said, smirking. “Thought you were out with your college mate getting pissed.”

“Yeah, he had to head off,” I lied smoothly, voice still a little hoarse from the two thick cocks that had used my throat. I dropped onto the armchair opposite, legs crossed tight to hide the half-hard bulge in my jeans. “Just grabbed a couple of pints and called it a night.”

Lily stretched, then leaned forward and sniffed the air. “What’s that smell?” She wrinkled her nose, stood up and walked straight over before I could move. She grabbed the sleeve of my hoodie still hanging in the hall and buried her face in it, inhaling deep. “Ugh. Your gym bag smells weird. Like… old sweat and something funky. Did you actually go to the gym for once or what?”

My heart slammed against my ribs. Panic raced through me. She was sniffing the exact hoodie that still carried the musk of two silver-bearded men who had just fucked my mouth and painted my chest with their loads. If she knew the real smell was dried cum and sauna sex from me kneeling between two strangers twice my age while they called me good lad and stretched my hole with their fingers… Shame exploded through me so hard my face turned scarlet red. I was sitting in my family living room with my little sister sniffing the evidence of me swallowing two loads like a desperate slut. I was supposed to be the normal big brother, the quiet lad home for the summer. Not this. The shame crashed vicious and my cock surged instantly in my jeans, rock hard in seconds, pushing painfully against the zip, another thick rope of precum flooding my boxers and soaking straight through to the denim.

I forced a laugh, casual as I could manage even though my voice cracked slightly from the raw throat. “Nah, just the gym earlier. Forgot to wash the bag. Proper manky in there. I’ll sort it tomorrow.”

Lily pulled a face but dropped the sleeve. “Smells like proper old-man sweat. Sort it before Mum notices or she’ll think you’ve got a secret girlfriend stinking up the place.” She smirked again, eyes flicking over me. “You do look a bit… glowy again. Like after the last time you came back all late. You sure you’re not seeing someone?”

My hole fluttered hard at the word girlfriend, tender and empty, remembering the two thick fingers that had opened me up while I sucked. Shame roared louder. My own sister teasing me while the dried cum of two daddies still lingered on my skin under my t-shirt. I laughed it off again, stood up quick so she wouldn’t see the massive bulge in my jeans. “No one, Lil. Promise. Just knackered from the walk back in the rain. Night.”

I bolted upstairs before she could say anything else, heart racing, cheeks still burning. In my bedroom I closed the door soft, leaned against it for a second, breathing hard. The single bed waited, posters curling on the walls, the room tiny and safe and mine. But I wasn’t safe. Not really. Lily had sniffed the clothes. She had noticed the smell. One wrong word to Mum and everything could crumble. The panic twisted sharp in my gut but my cock stayed rock hard, throbbing against my zip, leaking so much the front of my jeans felt damp. I stripped fast, peeling off the hoodie and t-shirt that still carried the heavy musk. My slim chest still had faint dried streaks where the two loads had run down earlier. My throat ached when I swallowed. My hole tingled, slightly puffy from the stretch, clenching around nothing.

I climbed under the duvet naked, lights off, rain tapping the window again. In the dark I admitted it to myself for the first time. I was starting to need this. Not just want it. Need it. The itch had become a constant burn under my skin. One visit had turned into two, then the glory hole, then two men at once, and each time the shame only made me leak harder, made my hole flutter emptier, made me come back bolder. I reached for my phone on the bedside table, the screen lighting my face blue in the dark. I opened the chat with Richard, the older man who had started all this back at uni. My fingers hovered, then typed quickly.

“Hey. Been thinking about you. Learned a couple new tricks lately. Might show you when I’m back.”

I hit send. No reply came. The ticks stayed grey. He was probably busy, or with someone else, or just not checking. The silence stung for a second but then the shame of texting him while lying in my childhood bed after swallowing two strangers’ loads hit me hard. Shame roared through me. My little sister had sniffed the cum on my hoodie and I had lied through my teeth while my cock throbbed at the risk. If she knew what that smell really was I’d die, but the thought made me hard again. The shame twisted deep and sweet and my cock surged under the duvet, spitting a thick rope of precum that ran down my shaft and pooled at my balls. I wrapped my hand around it without thinking, stroked slow, remembering the two thick cocks alternating in my mouth, the fingers opening my hole, the hot loads landing on my tongue and chest while I moaned like a good lad.

I edged for long minutes, hand slick and steady, stopping every time I got too close, my tender hole clenching in time with the strokes. Rain fell heavier outside. Downstairs I heard Lily’s footsteps, her door closing. Mum and Dad would be back from the cinema soon, probably chatting about the film, asking if I was home safe. The thought sent another jolt through me. They had no idea. No one did. Except me.

I let go of my cock, breathing hard, heart still racing from Lily’s sniff and the near-miss. The rain drummed on the window, steady and perfect. Tomorrow evening Mum and Dad were going to the cinema again, some new film they had been talking about all week. Lily was staying at her mate’s. The house would be empty. A perfect escape window. I could slip out after tea, catch the bus, head back to the sauna while they thought I was just out with mates again. My cock gave a heavy throb at the plan, leaking fresh onto my belly. I wiped it with the sheet, rolled onto my side, pressed my face into the pillow where the Richard towel waited hidden underneath, and breathed in the faint old musk.

The high from the duo was already fading but the need was only growing sharper. Visit three was calling and I was already planning the next lie, already half-hard again in the dark, the rain promising another perfect cover for what I was becoming.


Chapter 12
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The Co-op shelves blurred in front of me as I stacked tins of baked beans in neat rows, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead like they always did on a slow Tuesday afternoon. My arms moved on autopilot, muscle memory from three weeks of minimum-wage shifts, but my mind was miles away in the steam and the dark. The tender ache in my hole from those two thick fingers last visit still lingered, a faint puffy sensitivity every time I shifted my weight on the scuffed lino floor. My throat felt slightly raw too, the ghost of two heavy cocks alternating deep and stretching me wide still making me swallow carefully when the supervisor walked past. The faint musk of sauna sweat and dried cum had finally washed out of my hoodie after Lily’s sniff, but the memory of her wrinkling her nose still sent a cold spike through my gut every time I thought about it. I was nineteen, slim and boyish, home for the summer, supposed to be the reliable lad stacking shelves and saving for uni books. Instead I kept replaying the wet sounds of my mouth taking turns on two silver-bearded daddies while their fingers opened my hole for the first time, the hot ropes of their loads landing on my tongue and slim chest. Shame crashed over me right there between the baked beans and the tinned tomatoes. I shouldn’t be thinking about that here. Not while Mum thought I was being so responsible and Dad kept clapping my shoulder and calling me good lad. The shame burned sharp down my chest and straight to my cock, which thickened instantly in my work trousers, pushing against the cheap fabric and leaking a fat bead of precum that soaked warm into my boxers. I adjusted the stack of tins higher, hid the bulge behind the shelf, and kept working while my hole fluttered emptily under the waistband.

The shift dragged on in that same hazy blur. Customers came and went, old ladies asking for the price of digestive biscuits, kids grabbing crisps after school. I smiled on cue, scanned items at the till when they called me up, but every quiet moment my brain slid back to the sauna. The glory hole cock sliding through without a face, the hand gripping my hair, the hot flood down my throat while I came hands-free all over the floor. The duo in the steam room, spit connecting everything in shiny webs, fingers scissoring me open while I moaned around thick shafts. My cock stayed half-hard the whole afternoon, a constant wet spot growing in my boxers, and the shame of it only made me leak harder. I was supposed to be fixing myself. Burying it. Instead the crave had settled into my bones like mid-summer heat, heavy and impossible to shake.

By the time I clocked out at five the rain had started again, proper Manchester downpour streaking the windows of the shop. I walked home through it, hood up, rucksack bouncing on my back with the navy towel from Richard’s flat tucked safe inside like a talisman. The terraced streets glistened wet under the street lights, puddles splashing my trainers. Mum and Dad were already out when I got in, coats gone from the hall hooks, a note on the kitchen table saying they were off to the cinema for that new film they had been on about all week. Lily was staying at her mate’s again, some sleepover thing with gossip and TikToks. The house was mine. Empty. Perfect.

I stood in the kitchen for a long minute, rain hammering the window over the sink, the silence pressing in. My cock had stayed interested the whole walk home, rubbing slick against my boxers with every step. I pulled out my phone, thumbs moving before I could talk myself out of it. Quick text to Richard, same as last time but bolder now.

“Hey. Still thinking about you. Got a few new tricks to show when term starts. Miss that silver beard.”

Sent. The ticks turned blue almost straight away but no reply came. Nothing. Just like every other time this summer. He was probably busy, probably with some other boy, or maybe he had moved on. The silence stung sharper than the rain outside. I was texting my older man while standing in my parents’ kitchen after a day stacking shelves like a normal lad, my hole still tender from strangers’ fingers and my cock leaking because I needed more already. The shame hit deep and my cock surged fully hard in my trousers, pushing painfully against the zip, another thick rope of precum flooding out and soaking straight through to the fabric. I squeezed it once through my pocket, breathing out slow, then shoved the phone away.

Tonight was the night. I knew it the second the thought formed. No more edging in my single bed waiting for the perfect excuse. The house was empty until at least eleven. The rain would cover any noise when I slipped out. I grabbed a quick shower upstairs, hot water running over my slim body, soaping away the Co-op smell but leaving the faint ache in my hole untouched. My cock stayed hard under the spray, curving up against my belly, the head glossy and dripping even before I touched it. I did not stroke. Not yet. I wanted to save it for whatever waited in the sauna.

I dressed simply. Clean jeans, fresh hoodie, trainers. The rucksack with the Richard towel went over my shoulder. Downstairs I left the lights off, locked the front door behind me, and stepped into the rainy evening. The bus stop glowed under its shelter, water sheeting off the plastic roof. When the number 43 pulled up I tapped my card and found a seat at the back, legs spread just enough to ease the pressure on my aching cock. It stayed rock hard the whole ride, tenting the front of my jeans, the head rubbing slick against the denim with every jolt of the bus. Rain streaked the windows in long silver lines. My hole clenched rhythmically under me, tender and empty, already aching for more than fingers this time. Shame tried to rise again as the industrial estate came into view. I shouldn’t be doing this again. Not so soon. Not when Lily had nearly caught the smell last time and Mum kept asking if I was all right because I looked tired. I was home for the summer to be normal, to be their good boy. But the shame twisted straight into heat and my cock throbbed harder, spitting another thick bead of precum that soaked through my boxers and started to darken the front of my jeans. My hole fluttered wider, greedy, and I knew I was past pretending.

I stepped off the bus with rain dripping from my hood, the black door of the Northern Steam Sauna waiting like an old friend now. I pressed the buzzer without hesitation. The guy at reception recognised me with a small nod, took my money, then slid the key and small white towel across. I walked the corridor with purpose, bare feet already anticipating the warm tiles. The locker room smelled of pine and musk and older man sweat. Three silver-haired lads were changing, towels low on thick waists, but I did not linger on them. My hands moved faster this time. Hoodie off, t-shirt, jeans, boxers. My cock sprang out fully hard, curving up, the head purple and shiny with a long string of precum stretching down as I bent. I wrapped the small white towel low on my narrow hips, the front already tenting obscenely, and shoved the rucksack into the locker.

I stepped out into the corridor knowing exactly where to go. No hesitation in the steam room tonight. No slow build. My stride stayed bold even as my heart hammered. The heat hit me as I passed the main room but I kept walking, towel slipping lower on my hips with every step. My cock pushed hard against the thin fabric, the head nudging free for a second and leaving a wet streak on my thigh. The dark room door waited at the end of the hallway, plain black wood, a small red light above it glowing like an invitation. Low moans already drifted out from inside, the wet slap of skin on skin, deep groans and the unmistakable sound of bodies moving together in the pitch black.

I stopped right in front of it, hand on the handle, rain still pattering faintly on the roof somewhere far above. Shame crashed over me one last time, cold and crushing. I shouldn’t be doing this again. Not when my family was out thinking I was safe at home. Not when my hole was already aching for whatever waited inside. But the shame burned away in the next breath and my cock surged violently under the towel, another heavy spurt of precum soaking the fabric completely and running down my leg.

I pushed the door open and stepped into the dark. Hands were already waiting.


Chapter 13
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Ipushed the door open and stepped into the dark. Hands were already waiting.

The heavy door clicked shut behind me with a soft final sound and the world vanished into blackness broken only by faint purple-black lights glowing from the corners. The air hung thick and humid, heavy with the raw musk of sweat, fresh cum, and pure older-man hunger. Low moans drifted everywhere, wet sounds of mouths working and skin slapping skin filling the padded room like a filthy heartbeat. Before I could even get my bearings rough hands found me everywhere. Strong fingers gripped my slim shoulders, another pair slid down my back and cupped my arse cheeks, squeezing firmly, a third hand landed flat on my chest and brushed my hard nipple with a calloused thumb. My small white towel was yanked away in one smooth tug and it dropped forgotten to the floor. My cock sprang out rock hard, curving up toward my flat belly, the head already glossy and leaking.

Shame slammed into me like cold water in the heat. I had slipped out of the empty house only an hour ago while Mum and Dad were at the cinema and Lily stayed at her mate’s, the rain covering my footsteps, the lie about meeting college mates still fresh on my tongue. Now I stood completely naked in a pitch-black room with three strangers circling my slim nineteen-year-old body, my tender hole still slightly puffy from the two thick fingers that had opened me last time, my throat carrying the faint raw ache from every deep GLCK of the duo before that. I was supposed to be home safe, the good lad stacking shelves at the Co-op and helping with the washing. Not this. Not letting three silver-bearded men old enough to be my dad or grandad grope me in the dark like I was free meat. The shame burned vicious and deep straight down my chest and my cock surged violently between my legs. My hole fluttered hard, clenching and opening around nothing, aching already for whatever they wanted to give it.

They circled me slow in the black light. Three older men. All of them silver-haired and bearded, their broad chests and soft bellies glowing faintly ghostly white under the UV. Strong thighs, heavy balls, thick cocks already half-hard and swinging heavy between their legs. I could not see their faces clearly, only the silver beards catching the light like silver wire, the dark eyes gleaming with hunger. One of them had a full thick beard that reached the top of his chest. Another kept his trimmed neat and sharp. The third had a longer silver goatee that looked perfect for scraping down my neck. They all smelled the same, clean sweat and cologne and pure daddy musk that made my mouth water.

“Fresh little lad,” one growled, voice so deep it vibrated through my bones. “Look at him. Dripping already.”

Another chuckled. “Pretty boy. Come here, son.”

They guided me to the exact centre of the room. My bare knees hit the padded mat and I dropped down willingly, heart hammering so loud I could hear it in my ears. The three men closed in tight, towering over my kneeling form. Three thick older cocks now hovered at perfect face level, glowing faintly at the heads where steady beads of precum caught the black light and shimmered. One was the thickest, short and girthy with a wide flared head already shiny and leaking. The second longer, slightly curved upward with prominent veins pulsing along the shaft and a heavy pair of balls hanging low. The third hung heaviest of all, the foreskin still half covering a fat purple head that dripped a long slow string toward the floor. Silver pubes curled thick at every base. I could not tell who was who. In the spinning dark they blurred together into one overwhelming wall of daddy cock.

A rough hand gripped the back of my messy brown hair and pulled me forward onto the first one. My lips stretched wide around the girthy head as it pushed into my mouth. GLCK. The sound was immediate, loud, obscene in the quiet room. I sucked hungrily, hollowing my cheeks, tongue swirling slow around the wide flare, tasting the thick salty leak straight from the slit. The man groaned deep and low, his silver beard brushing the top of my head as he fed me more. GLCK GLCK. Spit built up under my tongue and I bobbed deeper, taking half his thickness, then more, until the head nudged the tight ring of my throat.

Before I could settle he pulled out with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting my swollen lips to his glistening shaft. Another hand turned my head sharply to the right and the longer curved cock slid straight in. GLCK. Different stretch. Different weight on my tongue. I moaned loud around it and sucked harder, head bobbing faster, spit already pouring from the corners of my stretched mouth. The man holding my hair growled approval and pushed deeper, the curve letting him slide right into my throat on the second thrust. GLCK GLCK GLCK. My eyes watered instantly but I opened wider, nose getting closer to his silver pubes with every bob.

They started rotating me in a steady filthy chain. The curved one pulled free with a long string of spit and the heaviest cock took its place. My jaw ached beautifully as the fat head stretched me wider than the others. GLCK. I sucked with everything I had, tongue pressed flat along the underside, feeling every thick vein pulse. Spit ran in rivers down my chin now, splashing warm onto my slim chest, coating my hard nipples, dripping further down my flat belly toward my own untouched cock which hung furious and leaking between my spread knees.

They passed me around like their shared toy. Left to centre to right and back again. One cock after another sliding deep between my lips in perfect rhythm. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. The wet choking sounds never stopped. I lost track completely of whose cock was in my throat at any moment. Was this the girthy one stretching my jaw to its limit or the long curved one nudging my tonsils and making my eyes stream? Did the heaviest one just slap wet against my tongue or had I already swallowed him down to the root? They all blurred together into one endless supply of thick older daddy cock using my mouth. My hands came up without thinking, wrapping around the two cocks not currently stretching my throat, stroking them slick with the spit that poured freely from my lips. The room filled with constant filthy noise: GLCK GLCK GLCK, deep masculine groans, the wet slap of heavy balls against my chin when one of them thrust particularly deep, my own muffled desperate whimpers vibrating around whichever shaft was buried to the hilt.

Silver beards brushed my cheeks constantly as they leaned in close. Coarse hairs scraped gently against my smooth flushed skin, sending electric sparks racing down my spine every single time. One daddy held my head with both hands and fucked my face with short powerful strokes, his full silver beard rubbing against my forehead while he growled “good lad, good fucking lad” right into my hair. Another gripped my jaw and fed me slow and deliberate, his trimmed beard tickling my ear as he whispered filthy praise. The third simply pressed close while he waited his turn, his long goatee brushing my other cheek and leaving faint red scratches that burned sweet under the heat. Spit ran in constant rivers down my chin and chest. It dripped off my hard nipples in shiny strings, pooled in the hollow of my throat, ran all the way down my belly until it mixed with the steady leak from my own cock and formed a wide slick puddle beneath me on the mat.

My tender hole clenched rhythmically with every new cock that pushed into my throat. It fluttered open and closed, aching emptier than ever, remembering the two thick fingers from the steam room and begging for more. My own untouched cock throbbed angrily between my spread knees, the head purple and flaring, spitting long clear ropes of precum that splattered the mat with soft wet sounds every few seconds. The black light made everything glow faintly: the spit on my chest, the precum on every cock, the silver pubes at every base. The whole room felt like a filthy dream I never wanted to wake from.

The rotation grew faster, more demanding. They passed me between them with smooth precision now, each man taking four or five deep thrusts before handing me to the next. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. My throat opened completely, taking every thick inch without resistance, the bulge of each cock visible in my slim neck if there had been enough light to see it. My eyes rolled back in my head, lashes fluttering, tears streaming down my cheeks and mixing with the spit. Soft broken moans kept escaping around whichever daddy cock was currently stretching my lips. Pleasure built low and heavy in my belly, coiling tighter with every rotation. My balls drew up tight against my body. My untouched cock jerked wildly between my legs, right on the very edge, the burn starting at the base and spreading fast. One more deep push down my throat and I was going to shoot everywhere hands-free again.

Shame crashed over me so hard my whole body shuddered. Three strangers and I was their shared toy. Three silver-bearded daddies I had never properly seen, never even learned the names of, using my mouth in the pitch black like I was nothing but a warm wet hole for them to pass around. My family thought I was safe at home in my childhood bed and here I knelt letting unknown older men rotate my throat like a cheap toy while my tender hole fluttered desperately for more. Three men and I was their shared toy. The shame exploded white-hot through my chest and straight to my balls. My cock surged violently between my legs, spitting a long thick rope of precum that hit the mat with a loud splat. The shame twisted instantly into raw overwhelming need and my hole clenched so hard it almost hurt, fluttering wide open as if it could pull one of their thick cocks inside right now. Pleasure flooded me hotter than ever. My eyes rolled back completely, soft desperate whimpers vibrating around the cock currently buried to the root. I was so close. So fucking close. The steady relentless rhythm of three daddy cocks using my mouth in perfect rotation was pushing me right to the brink. My slim body shook on my knees, spit pouring down my chest in messy rivers, throat raw and perfect and owned.

They sensed it. The rotation slowed suddenly. One of them pulled his thick cock from my swollen lips with a long wet pop and stroked my tear-streaked cheek almost tenderly with his thumb.

“Not yet, boy,” he rumbled, voice thick with lust. “We want that pretty little hole next. Properly.”

The other two helped me to my feet. My legs shook badly, knees weak and carpet-burned, throat aching beautifully with every swallow. Spit and precum coated my entire front, dripping from my chin, running in shiny trails over my chest and belly. My cock bobbed angrily in the dark, purple and dripping, right on the very edge of exploding untouched. Rough hands stayed on me everywhere, steadying me, teasing my tender hole with thick fingertips that circled the rim but never pushed in.

They guided me through the darkness toward the far wall, strong arms around my slim waist, palms sliding over my spit-slick arse. A new doorway appeared in the faint purple glow. The sling room. I knew exactly where they were taking me. My heart slammed against my ribs with fresh fear and desperate hunger as they pushed the door open and the faint red light from the corridor spilled in, illuminating their silver beards and satisfied grins for the first time.

I let them lead me forward on shaky legs, body buzzing, hole aching wide open, already knowing I would take whatever came next like the good lad they kept calling me.


Chapter 14
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They guided me through the darkness toward the far wall, strong arms around my slim waist, palms sliding over my spit-slick ass. A new doorway appeared in the faint purple glow. The sling room. I knew exactly where they were taking me. My heart slammed against my ribs with fresh fear and desperate hunger as they pushed the door open and the faint red light from the corridor spilled in, illuminating their silver beards and satisfied grins for the first time.

The room was small and intimate, lit by low red bulbs that painted everything in a warm, blood-warm glow. In the centre hung a black leather sling, thick chains clinking softly from heavy ceiling hooks, padded stirrups dangling ready for legs. The leather surface gleamed faintly, worn smooth and shiny from countless other bodies that had given themselves up in this exact spot. The air felt heavier here, thick with the sharp scent of lube, old cum, and raw male need. My body was still buzzing from the dark room, throat raw and stretched from the endless rotation of three thick daddy cocks, my chin and slim chest still glistening with thick ropes of spit that ran in cool trails down my flat belly. My own cock hung heavy and untouched between my legs, purple and angry, leaking a steady string of precum. Shame tried to rise as the three men lifted me easily into the sling. I was nineteen, slim and boyish, supposed to be home safe in my childhood bed while Mum and Dad watched their film and Lily gossiped with her mates. Not here. Not naked and dripping in a sling room letting three silver-bearded strangers twice my age position me like a toy.

The leather was cool against my back when they lowered me into it. I gasped quietly at the contrast, the smooth material sticking slightly to the spit on my skin. They hooked my slim legs into the padded stirrups, spreading me wide open, knees bent and pulled up so my arse hung exposed and vulnerable at the perfect height. The chains creaked softly as they adjusted me, my head tilting back, throat still raw from every deep thrust that had claimed it minutes earlier. My hole winked open in the cool air, slick with the spit that had dripped down my crack during the oral chain. I felt completely displayed, completely owned. One of the three men stepped back, stroking his thick cock slowly, but the lean silver fox moved forward between my spread thighs. He was the one with the neatly trimmed silver beard, leaner build than the others but still broad across the shoulders, silver chest hair trailing down a flat stomach to a thick, veined cock that curved slightly upward. The head was flushed dark, already slick with a mix of my spit and his own precum, the shaft pulsing visibly as he gripped the base and rubbed the wide head up and down my crack.

“Easy, boy,” he murmured, voice low and rough, the kind that vibrated straight into my bones. His free hand stroked my inner thigh, rough palm sliding over smooth skin. The head of his cock nudged my tender hole, hot and blunt, pressing against the tight rim without pushing in yet. Just teasing. Circling. Spreading the spit and precum around the tight entrance. I whimpered, hips twitching uselessly in the sling. Shame roared louder than ever. I shouldn’t be doing this. But my cock surged so violently it slapped up against my belly and left a shiny trail of precum across my skin. The need burned hotter than the shame.

“Please,” I whispered, voice hoarse and cracking from the throat-fucking earlier. The word slipped out before I could stop it. “Please, daddy… I need it.”

The lean silver fox smiled under that neat beard, dark eyes gleaming in the red light. He pressed forward. The wide head of his cock pushed against my tight rim, stretching the muscle slowly, insistently. The burn was immediate and sharp, a deep stretching fire that made my breath catch and my slim body tense in the sling. Then the head popped inside with a wet, obscene sound. Pop. The stretch opened me wide, the thick girth forcing my hole to yield around it. I gasped loud, eyes wide, fingers gripping the chains above my head. It burned, it ached, it filled me in a way nothing ever had. But the burn melted almost instantly into something hotter, deeper, a heavy full pleasure that spread through my belly and made my untouched cock leak even harder. He held still for a long second, just the head inside me, letting me feel it, letting my hole flutter and clench around the invasion.

“Good lad,” he growled softly, beard brushing my inner thigh as he leaned in. “Taking Daddy so well already.”

He pushed deeper. Inch by thick inch his cock slid into me, stretching my virgin hole open until I felt every vein, every ridge, the hot bare skin of him against my insides with nothing between us. No condom. Nothing. Bare. The realisation hit me like a punch and shame exploded through me again. He was fucking me raw. A stranger twice my age was sliding his bare cock deep into my tight nineteen-year-old hole while my family thought I was safe at home. I shouldn’t let him. I should stop this right now. The shame crashed vicious and crushing and my hole clenched hard around his thick shaft, milking him involuntarily. But the shame twisted instantly into pure overwhelming heat and my cock jerked wildly between my legs. I moaned loud, hips rolling up to take more.

“Deeper,” I begged, voice breaking. “Please, daddy, fill me.”

He gave it to me. With one smooth thrust he buried the rest of his thick cock to the hilt, balls pressing warm and heavy against my arse. The stretch was perfect, overwhelming, the burn blooming into bright white pleasure that made my eyes roll back. He started to fuck me then, slow at first, pulling out until just the head stretched my rim, then sliding back in deep and steady. The wet sounds filled the small room immediately. SLAP. The first solid meeting of his hips against my arse. SLAP SLAP. The rhythm built, skin on skin, his heavy balls slapping against me with every deep thrust. SLAP SLAP SLAP. The sling rocked gently in its chains, creaking in time with his strokes. My hole stretched beautifully around him, gripping every inch on the out-stroke, opening wide to welcome him back in. Pleasure flooded me in hot waves, every thrust nudging that spot inside that made my cock spit fresh precum onto my belly in steady pulses.

His lean body leaned over me, silver beard brushing my neck as he drove deeper. The coarse hairs scraped my skin, reigniting the faint beard burn from Richard that had never fully faded. His deep voice rumbled right against my ear. “That’s it, good lad. Take Daddy’s cock. Such a tight little hole for me. You were made for this, boy.”

The words sank straight into me. Good lad. Boy. My hole clenched hard around his thrusting cock and I moaned brokenly, legs trembling in the stirrups. He fucked me harder now, the SLAP SLAP SLAP growing louder, wetter, his thick shaft sliding in and out with filthy ease, my spit and his precum making everything slick and perfect. Sweat beaded on his silver chest and dripped onto my skin, mixing with the mess already there. His beard rubbed my neck with every thrust, rough and perfect, sending sparks racing down my spine. I was lost in it. Completely. My throat still ached from the three cocks that had used it, my body still glistened with their spit, and now this lean silver daddy was claiming my hole bare and deep while I begged for more.

Shame tried one last time, whispering that I shouldn’t be letting a stranger breed me, that I was supposed to be straight, supposed to be fixing this secret. But the shame burned away in the next deep thrust. My hole fluttered wildly around his cock and my own untouched shaft surged, the head flaring purple and shiny. He growled against my neck, beard scraping harder. “Gonna fill you up, boy. Gonna pump this pretty hole full of Daddy’s cum.”

The words tipped me over. His thrusts grew shorter, harder, slamming deep. SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP. His cock swelled inside me, pulsing thickly. Then he buried himself to the hilt and came. Hot ropes of cum pulsed deep inside my hole, thick and powerful, flooding my insides with wet heat. One spurt, then another, then another, painting my walls, filling me completely. The feeling of it, the bare internal load, the knowledge that a silver-bearded stranger was breeding me raw while my family sat oblivious at the cinema, shattered me.

I came untouched. My cock jerked hard between our bodies and shot the first thick rope of my own cum across my stomach in a powerful arc. Then another, and another, pulsing in heavy waves that matched every spurt he pumped into me. My hole clenched rhythmically around his cock, milking every last drop, drawing his load deeper. Pleasure crashed through me so hard my vision whited out, legs shaking in the stirrups, broken moans spilling from my raw throat. He kept grinding deep through his orgasm, beard pressed to my neck, whispering “good lad, good fucking lad” over and over while my cum painted my chest and belly in messy streaks.

He stayed inside me for long moments after, cock still twitching, letting me feel every pulse. Then he pulled out slowly, the thick shaft sliding from my stretched hole with a wet, filthy sound. A thick glob of his cum followed, leaking from my open rim and running down my crack. The emptiness hit instantly, my hole clenching around nothing, already missing the stretch.

He stepped back and the other two took turns admiring the sight, rough fingers gently spreading my cheeks to watch their friend’s load drip from me. Shame crashed over me then, sudden and crushing. He came inside me and I loved it. The thought echoed loud in my head. A stranger had just bred me bare in a sling and I had begged for every inch, had shot hands-free across my own stomach because the feeling of his hot load flooding my guts had been the most intense pleasure of my life. Shame burned white-hot through my chest. But the shame twisted instantly into fresh throbbing heat and my spent cock gave one last heavy twitch, a weak bead of cum rolling down the shaft as my hole dripped the leaking load inside me.

The three men helped me down from the sling, strong hands steady on my shaky legs. My hole felt sore, open, beautifully used, every step sending a fresh trickle of cum down my thigh. I dressed slowly in the locker room, legs trembling.

I stepped out into the Manchester night, rain still falling softly, hole sore and leaking with every stride, a secret smile tugging at my lips in the dark. This was me now. And I was already planning the next visit before I even reached the bus stop.


Chapter 15

[image: ]

Istepped out into the Manchester night, rain still falling softly, hole sore and leaking with every stride, a secret smile tugging at my lips in the dark. This was me now. And I was already planning the next visit before I even reached the bus stop.

The number 43 waited under its shelter, rain drumming on the plastic roof like it was trying to wash away what I had just done. I climbed on, legs shaky, and found a seat at the back where the light was dimmest. Every step from the sauna door to the bus had sent fresh reminders through my body. The lean silver fox’s thick load still sat deep inside me, warm and heavy, shifting with every movement so that thick globs of it leaked out and soaked into the seat of my boxers. My hole felt raw, puffy, beautifully stretched, clenching around nothing now but still feeling like it missed the bare cock that had bred it so deep. The faint red scrapes on my neck from his coarse silver beard burned under the collar of my hoodie, joining the older pink shadow from Richard that had never quite faded. My throat ached too, raw from the three-cock rotation in the dark room, every swallow reminding me of the endless cock that had claimed it before they carried me to the sling.

I sat there on the bus, thighs pressed tight, feeling the slow warm trickle of cum leaking out of me with every bump in the road. Shame tried to creep in as the familiar terraced streets slid past the rain-streaked window. I had let a stranger fuck me bare in a sling. I had begged for it. I had shot hands-free across my own stomach while his hot load pulsed deep inside my guts. My family had been at the cinema thinking their boy was safe at home, and here I was riding the night bus with another man’s cum dripping out of my hole. The shame hit hard and cold, twisting sharp in my chest. But it twisted straight into heat and my spent cock gave a heavy twitch in my jeans, pushing out a fresh bead of precum that mixed with the leaking load in my boxers. I shifted on the seat, feeling the wet mess spread, and let the shame burn hotter because it only made me want the next one more.

It was past one in the morning when I crept up the quiet street. The house was dark, windows black, rain pattering softly on the roof. I slipped my key in the lock as quietly as I could, turned it slow, pushed the door open without a sound. The hall smelled of Mum’s lavender air freshener and the faint leftover roast from tea. I kicked off my trainers, left them perfectly aligned with Dad’s work boots, hung my damp hoodie on the hook. Every movement made my hole clench and another warm trickle of cum slide down my crack. I winced but kept moving, bare feet silent on the carpet as I climbed the stairs. Lily’s door was shut, Mum and Dad’s too. I slipped into my bedroom, closed the door with the softest click, and let out a long breath. Safe. Barely.

I stripped in the dark, peeling off my jeans and boxers. The seat was soaked, the fabric dark and sticky with the silver fox’s load mixed with my own sweat. I wiped myself as best I could with an old t-shirt, but the ache stayed, deep and tender, my hole still open enough that I could feel the cool air on it when I bent. I pulled on clean sleep shorts, climbed into the narrow single bed, and pressed my face into the pillow where the Richard towel waited hidden underneath. The faint old musk of him mixed with the fresh scent of sex still clinging to my skin. I fell asleep like that, hole sore, cum still leaking in slow warm pulses, the secret smile still tugging at my lips.

Morning light crept through the curtains and I woke to the smell of bacon and the low rumble of Dad’s voice downstairs. My body felt different. Heavier. Used. My hole throbbed with every shift under the duvet, tender and full of the memory of that bare cock breeding me deep. The scrapes on my neck stung when I touched them. I pulled on a clean t-shirt and joggers, trying to keep my head down as I went to the bathroom first, splashed water on my face, checked the marks in the mirror. They were obvious in daylight, faint red lines and patches where the silver beard had scraped while he thrust into me. I swallowed, throat still raw, and headed down.

Breakfast was the usual spread. Mum at the stove turning bacon, Dad at the table with his paper and a mug of tea, Lily scrolling her phone with one earbud in. The kitchen smelled safe and warm, toast popping, tea steaming. I sat in my usual chair, legs crossed tight under the table so no one would see how carefully I moved. My hole gave a small flutter as I settled, another tiny trickle of yesterday’s load seeping out into my clean boxers. Shame crashed over me instantly. I was sitting at the family breakfast table with another man’s cum still inside me, leaking slowly while they chatted about the film they had seen last night.

Dad looked up from his paper, squinted at me over his glasses the way he did when something caught his eye. His gaze landed right on my neck, on the fresh red scrapes and the lingering pink from Richard.

“What’s that rash on your neck, son?” he asked, practical as ever, fork paused halfway to his mouth. “Looks proper angry. You been out in the rain without a scarf or something?”

My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I thought they would hear it. Shame exploded through me white-hot. Dad was looking straight at the marks left by the silver fox’s beard while he fucked me bare in the sling. If he knew what those red lines really were, that they came from a stranger twice my age rubbing his coarse silver beard against my neck while he pumped his load deep into my hole… I would die. Right here at the table. The shame burned vicious and my cock stirred instantly in my joggers, thickening fast against my thigh, the head pushing out a fresh bead of precum that soaked warm into the fabric. My hole clenched hard around the lingering cum inside me and another slow trickle leaked out.

Lily leaned over before I could answer, peering at my neck with that teasing smirk of hers. “Oh yeah, looks like proper beard burn. You shaving with a blunt razor now or what, Dan? Trying to grow a little stubble for the girls at uni?” She laughed, flicking my ear. “Or is it a secret girlfriend leaving love bites? Come on, spill.”

Mum turned from the stove, concern creasing her forehead as she set the plate of bacon and eggs in front of me. “Let me see, love. Does it hurt? Looks sore. You haven’t been scratching it, have you? Or is it that new shower gel I bought? I knew it had too many chemicals.”

All three of them were looking at me now. Heart hammering so loud in my ears I could barely hear the rain still tapping the window. Shame roared through me like fire. My family, warm and nosy and loving, staring at the evidence of me getting bred bare by a silver-bearded daddy while they thought I was just out with mates. One wrong look, one more question, and everything ends. Mum would cry, Dad would go quiet and disappointed, Lily would never let me live it down. The shame crushed me and my cock surged fully hard in my joggers, tenting the front, leaking steadily now while my hole fluttered and pushed out another warm glob of cum into my boxers. The risk only made it worse. The risk only made me throb harder.

I forced a smooth laugh, voice steady even though my throat still ached from the night before. “Nah, just a new razor. Cheap one from the Co-op. Went a bit mad with it yesterday morning trying to get a proper shave for once. Looks worse than it is. Stings a bit but it’ll fade.” I rubbed the marks casually, like it was nothing, even though the touch sent sparks straight down my spine and made my cock jerk in my lap. “Promise. No secret girlfriend, Lil. Just bad shopping.”

Dad grunted, went back to his paper. “Get a proper one next time, son. Can’t have you walking round looking like you’ve been in a fight with a hedge.”

Lily rolled her eyes but smirked wider. “Proper dodgy shave, that. Bet it was a girl. You’ve got that glow again.”

Mum fussed, reaching over to feel my forehead like she always did. “Well, put some cream on it, love. And eat your breakfast before it goes cold. You look a bit peaky this morning. Late night?”

I nodded, shoved a forkful of bacon in my mouth to hide the flush on my cheeks. “Yeah, stayed out a bit with the lads. Nothing mad.”

The rest of breakfast passed in a blur of normal chatter. Dad talking about the garage job, Mum asking about my shift later, Lily showing me some daft video on her phone. I answered on autopilot, smiling, laughing at the right moments, all while my hole throbbed with every shift on the chair and fresh leaks of cum soaked my boxers. My cock stayed half-hard under the table the whole time, the shame of the close call twisting sweet and vicious with every concerned glance from Mum and every teasing nudge from Lily. One wrong look and everything ends. But the risk only made me want it more. The risk only made my hole ache emptier, made me crave the next thick cock stretching me wide and pumping me full while I lied to their faces about it.

Upstairs later, door locked, I stripped down again and lay on the narrow bed. The marks on my neck stood out pink and red in the mirror on the wardrobe door. I ran my fingers over them, feeling the scrape, remembering the silver fox’s beard rubbing there while he bred me deep. I replayed the load inside me, the hot pulsing ropes flooding my guts, the way my hole had clenched and milked him, the way I had shot across my own stomach untouched because it felt so fucking good. Shame crashed over me again, heavier now after the breakfast scare. One wrong look from Dad and everything ends. My warm family, the terraced house, the life where I was still their good boy, all of it could crumble if they ever knew I was letting older men use me bare and call me their boy. The shame burned so deep I whimpered out loud. But it twisted instantly into raw need and my cock surged rock hard against my belly, spitting a thick rope of precum that ran down the shaft and pooled at my balls. My hole clenched hard, pushing out another slow trickle of the silver fox’s cum that ran down my crack and soaked the sheet. I wrapped my hand around my cock and stroked slow, replaying every SLAP SLAP SLAP of his hips against my arse, every whisper of good lad against my neck, every hot spurt deep inside me.

Summer was winding down. The days were getting shorter, the rain heavier, uni only a few weeks away. This had to be the last visit. One more. One final time to feel that stretch, that internal flood, that perfect shame that made me leak like a desperate slut. I already knew when. Next free evening when the house was empty again. I would lie again, slip out again, drop to my knees and bend over again. The thought made me stroke faster, shame and need twisting so tight I could barely breathe.

I stopped just before I came, breathing hard, cock throbbing angrily in my fist. Not yet. I wanted to save it for the sauna. For the next silver beard. For the next load that would claim me.


Chapter 16
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The heatwave had Manchester in its grip like a sweaty fist, the kind of sticky August afternoon that made the terraced bricks shimmer and the air inside our little house feel thick enough to chew. My suitcase lay half-packed on the narrow single bed, uni hoodies folded in careful piles beside jeans and the last clean boxers I owned. The window was cracked open but the breeze that drifted in was hot and heavy, carrying the distant smell of tarmac melting under tyres. I stood there in just my shorts, sweat already beading along my spine and trickling slow down the small of my back to the tender cleft of my arse. My hole still ached from the silver fox’s bare cock three nights ago, that deep raw stretch that had left me puffy and sensitive, every shift of my weight sending a fresh warm reminder of his thick load pulsing deep inside me. The faint red scrapes on my neck from his coarse silver beard had faded to a dusky pink shadow, but they still burned when I touched them, a secret map of where he had rubbed while he bred me raw in the sling. My throat carried the same low ache from the three-cock rotation in the dark room, every swallow pulling on the memory of endless thrusting until my eyes had rolled back. The Richard towel from all those weeks ago lay hidden under my pillow, its faint musk of woody cologne and old cum mixing with the fresh scent of my own body, still carrying the ghost of sauna steam and older-man sweat.

Downstairs Mum was humming in the kitchen, the clatter of plates and the low murmur of the radio drifting up. Dad was at the garage late again, Lily out with her mates. The house felt smaller than ever, the walls closing in with the weight of everything I had hidden here all summer. Suitcase half-packed for the train back to uni in ten days. This was it. The last real night of freedom before I went back to lectures and corridor mates and pretending I was still the same slim boyish lad who had left in June. Shame tried to rise as I zipped the case halfway and sat on the edge of the bed. I should be excited to leave, to bury all of this, to fix myself like I had promised myself every single night after the first visit. Instead I was drawn to the thought of the sauna, the memory of hot cum flooding my guts. My cock thickened instantly in my shorts, pushing the thin fabric outward, the head already leaking a clear bead that soaked through. The shame burned hot down my chest. One last night and I was going to take everything they gave me. The shame hit and my cock surged harder, spitting another thick rope of precum that ran down the shaft and soaked my balls. I stood up, stripped the shorts off, and pulled on loose joggers and a clean t-shirt. No nerves left. Just hunger.

Mum looked up when I came down, wiping her hands on a tea towel. “You off out again, love? Last big night before you head back?”

“Yeah,” I said, voice steady, the lie smooth after so many weeks of practice. “Lads want one final send-off. Might be back late. Don’t wait up.”

She smiled that warm worried smile, reached up to ruffle my hair. “Just be safe, Daniel. And text when you’re heading home. You’ve been out a lot lately. Looking a bit tired round the eyes.”

I kissed her cheek, the faint pink marks on my neck hidden under the collar of my t-shirt. “Will do, Mum. Love you.”

The front door clicked shut behind me and the heat hit like a wall. The bus stop felt endless under the blazing sun, sweat already sticking my t-shirt to my back. When the number 43 pulled up I climbed on, tapped my card, and took the same seat at the back. No nerves this time. Not a single flutter in my stomach. My cock stayed half-hard the whole ride, thick and heavy against my thigh, leaking steadily so the joggers grew damp at the front. I could feel the tender pucker of my hole rubbing against the seat with every bump, still sensitive, still remembering the bare stretch and the hot flood deep inside. The industrial estate slid past the window, warehouses shimmering in the heat haze. I pressed my palm against my cock through the fabric once, slow and deliberate, feeling it throb. Summer was ending. Uni was calling. This was the final descent and I was walking straight into it with my head high.

The black door of the Northern Steam Sauna waited like it always did, nondescript and perfect. I pressed the buzzer, stepped inside, the cool air of reception a shock against my sweat-slick skin. The guy behind the counter looked up, recognised me with a small nod.

“Back again, lad?”

I counted out the notes, crisp from my last Co-op shift, then leaned on the counter, voice low and steady. “I want everything tonight.”

He raised an eyebrow, slow smile spreading. “Everything?”

“Everything,” I repeated, meeting his eyes. No blush. No hesitation. “Private rooms if I want them. Steam room. Dark room. Sling. All of it. I’m not leaving until I’ve taken it all.”

He slid the key and the small white towel across but I left the towel where it was. “Won’t be needing that.”

I walked the corridor with purpose, bare feet already warm on the tiles. The locker room smelled of pine and musk and older man sweat, three silver-haired lads already changing, towels low on thick waists. I did not look away. I stripped with calm hands, peeling off the t-shirt, shoving the joggers and boxers down in one smooth motion. My cock sprang out fully hard, curving up toward my navel, the head glossy and purple, already drooling a long clear string that stretched all the way to the floor. My slim body was on full display, boyish hips, smooth chest, the faint pink beard-burn marks on my neck glowing under the low lights. The tender hole between my cheeks clenched once, visible if anyone looked close, still slightly puffy from the bare breeding. I left the small white towel folded on the bench, untouched. Naked. Completely. My rucksack went into the locker, the Richard towel still hidden inside like a final secret. The door clicked shut and I stepped out into the corridor with nothing on, cock leading the way, heavy and bobbing with every stride.

The heat wrapped around me as I pushed open the heavy glass door to the main steam room. Steam rolled thick and white, red lights low, condensation dripping down the tiled walls in steady rivulets. Five older men already sat along the benches, towels open or discarded, silver beards catching the crimson glow, broad chests and soft bellies dusted with grey hair, thick cocks resting heavy against hairy thighs. They turned as one when I entered naked, eyes moving slow over my slim nineteen-year-old frame, taking in the hard cock leaking steadily, the faint marks on my neck, the way my hole winked once as I stood there. No towel. No cover. Just me.

I walked to the centre of the room, head high, a small smile tugging at the corner of my mouth. The heat made sweat bead instantly on my skin, rolling down my chest, over my hard nipples, down the flat plane of my belly to mix with the precum dripping from my cock. My hole throbbed with every step, tender and empty, aching for what was coming. Shame tried one final time, whispering that this was my last night, that I should be home packing properly, that Mum and Dad and Lily would never understand if they knew their boy was standing naked in a sauna full of silver-bearded daddies with his cock dripping and his hole already in desperate need of being filled. Shame crashed through me hot and vicious. But the shame twisted instantly into pure ownership and my cock surged violently, spitting a thick rope of precum that landed on the warm tiles with a soft wet sound. This was my last night and I was going to take everything they gave me. The thought settled deep in my chest like a key turning in a lock. No more hiding. No more denial. This was me now, slim and boyish and hungry, and I was going to let these five older men use every single hole until I could barely walk out of here.

I stood there, head high, small smile still playing on my lips, cock throbbing hard and leaking, hole clenching visibly in the steam. The five men rose slowly, towels dropping, thick cocks already hardening, silver beards splitting in hungry grins. They closed in.
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The five men rose slowly, towels dropping, thick cocks already hardening, silver beards splitting in hungry grins. They closed in.

Steam swirled thick around my naked body as their heat pressed in from every side. The red lights turned their silver hair and beards into glowing wire, their broad chests and soft bellies slick with sweat that already dripped onto my smooth skin. I stood dead centre in the steam room, cock rock hard and curving up against my belly, the head purple and glossy, leaking a steady clear string that stretched all the way to the warm tiles. I could feel my tender hole between my cheeks, still puffy and sensitive from the bare breeding three nights ago, every tiny clench sending a warm reminder of that thick load still faintly lingering deep inside. My throat ached low and raw from the three-cock rotation in the dark room, every swallow pulling on the memory of endless thrusting in my mouth. The faint pink beard-burn marks on my neck glowed under the crimson light, a secret map of where older men had rubbed while they used me. This was my last night. Summer was ending. The suitcase waited half-packed at home and in ten days I would be back on the train to uni, back to pretending. But right now, standing naked in front of five silver-bearded daddies, I felt no nerves at all. Only ownership. Only hunger.

Hands and mouths were everywhere at once. Rough palms slid over my slim chest, thick fingers pinching my hard nipples until I gasped. One daddy with a full silver beard that reached the top of his chest dropped to his knees and swallowed my cock to the root in one smooth motion, his throat convulsing around me. GLCK. Another with a neatly trimmed beard pressed behind me, his coarse silver hairs scraping the pink marks on my neck as he bit down gently and sucked a fresh bruise into the skin. A third gripped my jaw, turned my head, and slapped his thick heavy cock against my cheek, the fat head smearing precum across my lips. SLAP. SLAP. SLAP. The wet sounds of flesh on flesh filled the steam room immediately. My own cock throbbed deep in the full-beard daddy’s throat while two more cocks slapped my chest and stomach, leaving shiny trails of precum across my skin. Spit and sweat mixed together, running in warm rivers down my body, dripping off my nipples, pooling at the base of my cock where the kneeling daddy’s beard rubbed my balls.

Shame tried to whisper one last time. Five men at once. Five older men old enough to be my dads or grandads surrounding my slim nineteen-year-old body while my family thought I was out for one final innocent send-off with the lads. If Mum knew, if Dad saw the marks tomorrow, if Lily sniffed my clothes again… But the shame never finished the thought. My tender hole clenched hard around nothing and my cock surged violently in the full-beard daddy’s throat, spitting a thick rope of cum straight down his gullet. The shame burned white-hot and twisted instantly into pure overwhelming need. I moaned loud, hips bucking forward, pushing deeper into that warm willing throat. This was my last night and I was going to take everything they gave me.

They passed me around like I belonged to all of them. The full-beard daddy pulled off my cock with a long wet pop and another took his place, this one with a sharp goatee that tickled my shaft as he sucked me deep. GLCK GLCK GLCK. A different mouth claimed my balls, sucking one then the other into wet heat while a rough hand stroked my shaft in time with the sucking. Two more cocks slapped my face from either side, heavy and hot, the heads smacking my cheeks, my lips, my tongue when I opened wide. I turned left and right, trying to catch them, licking, sucking, kissing the leaking slits. Spit poured from my mouth in thick strings, running down my chin onto my chest, mixing with the precum already smeared everywhere. My body glistened. Sweat and spit ran in shiny rivers over my slim frame, dripping off the head of my cock, sliding down my crack to my tender hole. One thick finger found it, circling the puffy rim, pressing in just the tip. I whimpered around the cock in my mouth, pushing back, begging without words.

The rotation never stopped. One daddy would pull his cock from my lips with a wet pop and another would slide straight in, different girth, different curve, different taste. GLCK GLCK GLCK. I lost track completely of whose thick shaft was stretching my jaw at any moment. Was this the long veiny one that nudged my tonsils or the shorter girthy one that made my lips burn? Did the heavy low-hanging balls slapping my chin belong to the goatee daddy or the full-beard one? They all blurred together into one endless supply of older-man cock using my mouth. Two at once sometimes, both heads pressed to my stretched lips, forcing my mouth wide open while I licked and sucked and drooled helplessly between them. Spit ran in constant rivers down my body now, soaking my chest, my belly, my thighs, pooling on the tiles beneath my spread feet. My tender hole clenched rhythmically around the fingers that kept teasing it, two thick digits now pushing deeper, scissoring me open while mouths worked my cock and balls and nipples. The steam room filled with constant filthy noise: wet GLCK GLCK GLCK, deep masculine groans, the slap of heavy cocks on skin, my own broken desperate moans vibrating around whichever daddy cock was buried down my throat.

They lifted me then. Strong hands gripped my slim waist, my thighs, my arse. I was weightless for a second as five pairs of rough arms hoisted me clean off the floor. My legs were spread wide, knees hooked over broad shoulders, my tender hole completely exposed in the middle of their circle. I hung there in the air like a toy, back arched, head tilted back, my hard cock pointing straight up and leaking steadily onto my own chest. The steam swirled around my suspended body. One daddy held me from behind, his silver beard pressed between my shoulder blades, while another stepped forward between my spread thighs and swallowed my cock again. GLCK. A different daddy leaned in from the side and sucked my balls into his mouth, tongue swirling. Fingers returned to my hole, three this time, thick and insistent, stretching me wider while I moaned loud around the cock that suddenly slid into my upturned mouth. GLCK GLCK GLCK. They passed me around in the air, strong arms carrying my slim body from one set of shoulders to the next, each daddy taking turns sucking my cock, fingering my hole, feeding me their thick shafts while the others stroked themselves and watched. I was completely helpless, completely owned, my body used like a shared plaything in the middle of the steam room. Spit and precum ran down my inverted face, dripping into my hair, my eyes, my open mouth when it was empty for a second. My hole fluttered wildly around the fingers that kept opening it, the burn long gone, replaced by pure deep pleasure that made my untouched cock throb harder.

They were using me like I was made for it. The thought slammed through my head as I hung there suspended, throat stretched around one thick cock while two thick fingers fucked my hole and another mouth sucked my own shaft deep. Shame roared through me so hard my vision blurred for a second. Five older men treating my slim boyish body like a communal hole, lifting me in the air, passing me around, using every part of me while my family had no idea their good lad was being turned into a spit-slick toy on his final night home. The shame crashed vicious and crushing. But it twisted instantly into the hottest arousal I had ever felt. My hole clenched hard around the invading fingers, milking them, my cock surged in the warm mouth sucking it, and a thick rope of precum shot straight down that daddy’s throat. I moaned loud around the cock in my mouth, eyes rolling back, body shaking in their strong arms. They were using me like I was made for it and I loved every second.

After long minutes of being passed and sucked and fingered they lowered me gently back to the floor. My legs shook badly, knees weak, body glistening head to toe with spit and sweat and precum. They turned me round, bent me forward over the wide tiled bench that ran along one wall. My chest pressed against the warm wet tiles, arse up and out, legs spread wide. Two thick cocks slapped against my cheeks from behind, one rubbing up and down my crack, the fat head teasing my tender hole, the other sliding between my thighs to nudge my own leaking cock. In front of me another daddy gripped my hair and fed his thick shaft straight into my open mouth. GLCK. The first deep thrust pushed him all the way to the back of my throat while the cock behind me pressed firmer against my hole, the wide head stretching the rim, ready to push inside.

I was bent over the bench, spit-roast position, five older men surrounding me, cocks hard and waiting. Ready for the real use. My last night had only just begun.
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Iwas bent over the bench, spit-roast position, five older men surrounding me, cocks hard and waiting. Ready for the real use. My last night had only just begun.

The thickest cock behind me did not tease any longer. The wide, flushed head pressed firm against my tender hole, still puffy and sensitive from the silver fox’s bare breeding three nights earlier, and pushed in with one long, steady thrust. The stretch burned white-hot for a single heartbeat, that familiar deep ache blooming wide as my rim yielded around the heavy girth. Then the head popped inside and the burn melted into pure, overwhelming fullness. I moaned loud around the cock already stretching my throat, the sound vibrating down the thick shaft in my mouth. GLCK. He did not stop. Inch after thick inch slid into me until his heavy balls pressed warm and tight against my own, his silver pubes tickling my smooth cheeks. I was full. Completely. Stretched wider than I had ever been, the bare heat of him pressed right against my insides with nothing between us.

At the same moment the daddy gripping my hair drove deeper into my throat. His thick cock slid past my tonsils and buried to the root, my nose pressed flush against his silver pubes, the coarse hairs tickling my skin. GLCK GLCK. Spit poured instantly from the corners of my stretched lips, running in warm rivers down my chin onto the tiled bench beneath me. The rhythm started perfect and filthy. The cock in my hole pulled back slow, almost all the way out, the fat head stretching my rim wide again, then slammed back in deep. SLAP. The sound echoed off the wet tiles. SLAP SLAP SLAP. His hips met my arse with solid, powerful strokes that rocked my whole slim body forward onto the cock in my throat. GLCK GLCK GLCK GLCK. The two rhythms locked together, the slap of skin on skin and the wet choking sounds of my throat working perfectly in time. My tender hole clenched hard around the thick shaft fucking it, milking every inch, while my throat convulsed around the one in my mouth, swallowing, sucking, begging for more.

Shame crashed through me like cold fire. I was bent over a bench in the middle of a steam room, spit-roasted by two silver-bearded strangers while three more stood stroking their heavy cocks and watching, waiting their turn. My family thought I was out for one final innocent send-off. Mum was probably setting the table for tea right now, Dad grumbling about the garage, Lily laughing at her phone. And here I was, body glistening with sweat and spit, hole stretched wide around a bare daddy cock, throat bulging with another, taking it like the desperate slut I had become. The shame burned vicious and deep, straight down to my balls. But the shame twisted instantly into raw heat and my own untouched cock jerked hard between my spread legs, spitting a thick rope of precum onto the tiles beneath me. I moaned louder around the cock in my throat, pushed my arse back harder, begging for every inch.

They fucked me harder. SLAP SLAP SLAP. The daddy behind me gripped my narrow hips with rough hands, pulling me back onto every thrust, his thick cock slamming deep into my guts, the head nudging that perfect spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyes. GLCK GLCK GLCK. The one in my mouth held my head steady, fucking my throat in short, powerful strokes that made fresh tears spill down my flushed cheeks. Spit ran in constant rivers from my chin, dripping off my hard nipples, pooling on the bench under my chest. Sweat poured off all of us, mixing with the spit and precum until my entire slim body shone slick and shiny under the red lights. The other three daddies stepped closer, their heavy cocks slapping my back, my sides, my shoulders, leaving shiny trails across my skin. One reached under me and wrapped a rough fist around my leaking cock, stroking me slow and firm in time with the thrusts that rocked my body.

The first load came without warning. The daddy in my hole buried himself to the hilt, balls pressed tight, and pulsed hard. Hot thick ropes of cum flooded deep inside me, painting my walls, filling me completely. One powerful spurt, then another, then another, the wet heat of it pushing me straight over the edge. My own cock jerked violently in the fist stroking it and I came hands-free, shooting thick powerful ropes across the tiles and up onto the bench beneath me. My hole clenched rhythmically around the pulsing cock, milking every last drop, my throat convulsing around the shaft still buried deep. The orgasm ripped through me so hard my vision whited out, legs shaking, broken moans vibrating down the cock in my throat.

They did not stop. The daddy who had just bred me pulled out with a wet pop, a thick glob of his cum leaking from my open hole and running down my thigh. Another took his place instantly, thicker than the first, slamming in deep on the first thrust. SLAP. The rhythm never broke. GLCK GLCK GLCK. They switched at both ends, passing me between them like a shared toy, each new cock stretching my throat wider, each new cock claiming my hole and pumping it full. I lost count of how many loads flooded my guts. Three. Four. Each one hotter, thicker, pushing the previous ones deeper until cum leaked constantly from my ruined hole, running in creamy rivers down my thighs, mixing with the sweat and spit that covered every inch of my skin. My own cock stayed rock hard between my legs, untouched now, jerking and spitting precum with every deep thrust that nailed my prostate.

They flipped me. Strong hands lifted my slim body, turned me onto my back on the wide bench, legs hooked over broad shoulders. A new cock slid straight into my cum-slick hole while another daddy straddled my chest and fed his thick shaft between my swollen lips. GLCK. SLAP SLAP SLAP. The new rhythm was even filthier, my arse tilted up so every thrust slammed right against that spot, my throat stretched wide while heavy balls slapped my chin. Cum from the previous loads leaked out around the cock fucking me, splattering the bench with every powerful stroke. I came again hands-free, my cock erupting across my own stomach and chest in thick pulsing jets while two loads filled me at once, one deep in my guts, one flooding my throat until I swallowed frantically, gulping down every drop. My body shook uncontrollably, slim frame trembling between them, but I kept my legs spread wider, kept my throat open, kept begging with every broken moan.

They used me for what felt like hours. Switched. Flipped. Passed around. I was on my knees again, then bent double, then lifted once more so two cocks pressed against my hole at the same time, stretching me impossibly wide before one pulled out and the other slammed deep. Sweat and cum mixed on my skin until I glistened head to toe, creamy white streaks drying on my chest, my belly, my thighs, fresh loads leaking from my hole and my chin. My own cock came three more times hands-free, each orgasm harder than the last, until I was shooting nothing but clear pulses that ran down my shaft and mixed with the mess beneath me. My voice was hoarse, raw, reduced to whimpers and broken pleas of “more” and “please” and “use me”. My body was overwhelmed, trembling, exhausted, every muscle burning, my hole sore and open and dripping, my throat raw and swollen. But I begged for more. Every single time.

The final orgasm hit me like a wave. I was bent over the bench again, one thick cock slamming deep in my hole, another buried down my throat, when the pleasure crested so high I could not breathe. My whole slim body locked up, shaking violently, and I came harder than I ever had, cock jerking untouched between my legs, shooting weak, pulsing ropes that splattered the tiles while my hole clenched and milked the daddy breeding me and my throat swallowed around the one filling my mouth. The two men groaned together, burying themselves deep, and pumped their final loads into me at the same time. Hot cum flooded my guts and my throat until I felt full from both ends, overflowing, leaking, owned.

They eased out slowly, gentle hands stroking my back, my hair, my trembling thighs. I stayed bent over the bench for a long moment, chest heaving, body glowing with sweat and cum, hole gaping and dripping, throat raw, every inch of me marked and used and perfect. Shame washed over me then, slow and deep and final. I was theirs completely and it felt perfect. The thought settled in my chest like a key turning in a lock. No more fighting. No more pretending. This was me. Their boy. Their good lad. The shame burned sweet and complete and my spent cock gave one last heavy twitch, a final weak bead of cum rolling down the shaft as fresh heat stirred low in my belly.

Strong arms helped me up. My legs shook so badly they had to hold me steady as they guided me out of the steam room and into the cooler lounge area. I collapsed onto a wide padded bench, naked, glistening, cum still leaking slowly from my open hole onto the leather beneath me. The room was quieter here, low lights, soft music, a few other men relaxing with towels or drinks. I lay there catching my breath, body glowing, every nerve singing.

A familiar deep voice rumbled beside me.

“Back for more, boy?”

I turned my head. The silver-bearded man from my very first visit sat there, the one who had called me boy in the steam room all those weeks ago, the one who had taken my throat for the first time. His silver beard caught the low light, his dark eyes warm and knowing as they moved over my cum-streaked body. He smiled under that beard, rough hand resting on my thigh.

“Looks like you’ve learned a lot since that first night, lad.”

I smiled back, voice hoarse but steady, hole still leaking with the loads inside of me.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “I have.”


Chapter 19
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The silver-bearded man from that very first night chuckled, the sound rumbling through his broad chest like distant thunder. He sat relaxed beside me on the wide padded bench in the quiet lounge area, one thick arm draped along the backrest, his fingers brushing the back of my neck where fresh red scrapes from the orgy still burned. My body glowed under the low lights, every inch of my slim nineteen-year-old skin slick with drying sweat and thick ropes of cum from five older men. Thick globs of it still leaked slowly from my gaping hole onto the leather beneath me, the tender pucker clenching weakly around nothing now, sore and open and full. My throat felt raw and swollen, every swallow pulling on the memory of all those thick cocks rotating deep while they passed me around like their shared toy. The faint pink beard-burn marks from weeks ago were now joined by fresh red patches across my chest, my shoulders, my inner thighs. My own cock lay soft but heavy against my cum-streaked belly, twitching occasionally as another weak bead of my own spend rolled down the shaft. I could smell myself, us, the heavy musk of older man sweat and fresh loads and my own desperate need all mixed together on my skin.

He looked at me for a long moment, dark eyes warm under heavy silver brows, that same neat silver beard I had first seen glistening with my spit all those weeks ago now catching the low light. “You’ve come a long way, boy,” he said quietly, voice deep and rough like gravel wrapped in velvet. “First night you could barely look me in the eye. Tonight you took five of us like you were born for it. That hole of yours is still dripping, lad. I can see it from here.”

My face burned but I did not look away. A fresh trickle of cum slid out of my stretched hole and ran down my crack, warm and thick, making me shift on the bench. Shame crashed through me slow and deep. I had just let five strangers use me completely, bent me over, lifted me, filled me from both ends until I came hands-free over and over while they called me good lad and pumped me full. My family was probably sitting down to a quiet evening at home right now, Mum asking if I wanted a cup of tea when I got back, Dad grumbling about the football scores, Lily teasing me about my “glow” again. And here I sat naked and leaking in a sauna lounge beside the very first daddy who had ever stretched my throat. Shame burned white-hot down my chest. But the shame twisted instantly into fresh heat and my soft cock gave a heavy twitch against my belly, the head flaring slightly as another bead of precum welled up. I almost gave myself away completely tonight and the thought still made me hard.

We talked quietly while my breathing slowed. He told me his name was Michael, that he came here most Thursday evenings after work at the warehouse, that he had noticed me the first time because I looked so nervous and pretty with my slim hips and boyish face. I listened, voice hoarse and cracking, telling him bits without giving anything real. That I was home for the summer from uni. That this had started as something I thought I could control. That tonight had been my last night before going back. He nodded, rough hand resting heavy on my thigh now, thumb stroking slow circles over the dried cum there.

“You’re a natural, lad,” he murmured, leaning closer so his silver beard brushed my shoulder. “That throat, that tight little hole. The way you begged for more even when you were shaking. Men like us would look after a boy like you proper. Keep you full. Keep you secret.”

My heart started racing. He reached into the small bag beside him and pulled out his phone, screen lighting his face in the dim lounge. “Give me your number, boy. I’ll text you when I’m coming down next month. Could meet you at mine. Proper bed. No rush. I’d take my time with you, stretch that hole slow and deep, fill you up until you can’t walk straight for days.”

The offer hung between us. My pulse hammered in my ears. I could say yes. I could give him my number and have this waiting for me back at uni, secret texts, secret meets, silver beards and rough hands and thick bare cocks whenever I needed them. The thought made my tender hole clench hard, pushing out another thick glob of mixed cum that ran down my thigh and soaked the bench. Shame roared through me. I was nineteen, still straight in everyone’s eyes, still the good lad who helped Mum with the shopping and lied about meeting mates. Giving him my number would mean this was no longer just a summer secret. It would mean it followed me home. It would mean I was theirs completely. The shame crushed me so hard my breath caught. But it twisted straight into throbbing need and my cock thickened again against my belly, the head pushing out a fresh clear string that stretched down toward my balls. I almost gave myself away completely and the thought still made me hard.

I swallowed, throat aching beautifully. “I can’t,” I said, polite but firm, voice low and steady even though my heart was racing. “This stays here. My summer thing. No numbers. No names after tonight. I need it to stay mine.”

He studied me for a long second, then nodded slow, sliding the phone back into his bag. “Fair enough, lad. Shame though. You’re a good one. Proper good lad.” His rough hand gave my thigh one last squeeze, then he stood up, silver beard catching the light as he smiled down at me. “Enjoy the rest of your night, boy. And if you ever change your mind… you know where to find me.”

I watched him walk away, broad back and silver hair disappearing toward the lockers. My body still buzzed, hole still leaking, cock half-hard again from the near yes. Shame and relief and need twisted together so tight I could barely breathe.

I stayed on the bench for another ten minutes, letting my breathing settle, feeling every ache and every warm trickle. Then I stood on shaky legs and headed for the showers. The last luxurious shower. Hot water cascaded over me in the empty stall, steam rising thick and clean. I let it wash the cum from my chest, my belly, my thighs, watching white streaks swirl down the drain. But I did not wash inside. I wanted to feel it. The loads still deep in my guts, the stretch still there, the claim still warm inside me on the bus ride home. I soaped my skin slow, fingers tracing the fresh beard burns, the red marks on my neck and shoulders, the faint pink ones that had never really left. My hole throbbed under the spray, open and tender, clenching around the memory of all those thick cocks. I stroked my cock once, slow, but stopped before I could come. Not here. Not yet.

I dried off with the small white towel they gave me, dressed in my clean clothes, the Richard towel still safe in my rucksack. The night air hit me when I stepped outside, cooler now after the heatwave day, rain starting again in that soft Manchester way. I walked to the bus stop with careful steps, every stride making my hole twitch and leak a little more into my boxers. The bus was nearly empty. I sat at the back, legs spread just enough to ease the ache, and pulled out my phone. The sauna app was still open, glowing on the screen. I deleted it. Then I opened my contacts, found the few numbers I had saved from earlier visits, the anonymous ones I had added in weak moments. Delete. Delete. Delete. The screen went clean. No traces. No way back in.

I looked at my reflection in the dark bus window, slim face still flushed, eyes bright, faint beard burns just visible above my collar. I smiled small and secret. This stays mine. The thought settled warm in my chest. I had almost given myself away completely tonight and the thought still made me hard. My cock thickened again in my jeans, pushing against the denim, the head leaking steadily as the bus rumbled through the wet streets. Shame tried to rise one last time but I pushed it down gentle. No. This was mine now. My secret. My hunger. My summer that no one would ever know about.

Morning light crept through my curtains and I woke to the smell of Mum’s breakfast downstairs. My suitcase lay open on the floor, nearly packed now. Today was the final family day. Roast dinner tonight, Lily teasing me about uni, Dad clapping my shoulder and calling me good lad one last time before the train tomorrow. My hole still ached beautifully when I shifted under the duvet, tender and full of the memory of five men using me completely. The faint beard burns on my neck tingled when I touched them. I smiled into the pillow, pressed my face into the Richard towel hidden underneath, breathed in the faint old musk, and let the last secret throb of need settle deep in my belly.

One more day of pretending. Then the train. Then the hunger I would carry home, quiet and mine forever.


Chapter 20
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Morning light crept through my curtains and I woke to the smell of Mum’s breakfast downstairs. My suitcase lay open on the floor, nearly packed, hoodies folded neat beside jeans and the last clean boxers I owned. I stayed under the duvet for a long minute, naked, letting my body remember everything. My hole throbbed deep and tender, still puffy and open from five thick older cocks stretching it wide and pumping it full the night before. Every tiny shift sent a warm trickle of leftover cum leaking out, soaking the sheet beneath me. My throat felt raw and swollen, every swallow pulling on the memory of endless throat fucking until my eyes had rolled back. The fresh beard burns on my neck stung pleasantly when I touched them, faint red lines joined by older pink shadows that had never really faded. My cock lay half-hard against my belly, already leaking a clear bead that ran down the shaft at the first flash of silver beards and rough hands lifting me in the steam room. Shame tried to rise as I lay there in my childhood bed. This was the last morning. The final family day before the train tomorrow. Mum and Dad and Lily downstairs thinking their boy was just tired from one last night out with the lads. If they knew what their good lad had really been doing, bent over a bench taking load after load while he came hands-free like a desperate slut… Shame crashed through me hot and vicious. But the shame twisted instantly into fresh heat and my cock surged thicker against my belly, spitting another rope of precum that pooled warm at my navel. The hunger was not staying in Manchester. It was coming home with me.

I dressed slowly, loose joggers and a clean t-shirt that hid the marks on my neck. Downstairs the back garden was already set up for the final barbecue. Dad stood at the grill in his old “Kiss the Chef” apron, smoke curling up as he flipped sausages and burgers under the bright August sun. Mum bustled between kitchen and garden with bowls of coleslaw and potato salad, humming the same tune she always did. Lily stretched out on the sun lounger in tiny shorts, phone in hand, sunglasses perched on her head. The familiar smell of sizzling meat and Mum’s homemade buns wrapped around me like a warm blanket. Safe. Normal. Mine.

Mum saw me first and pulled me into one of her tight hugs, arms fierce around my slim shoulders. “My big boy,” she murmured into my hair, lavender soap and roast potatoes clinging to her. “Last proper day home. I’m going to miss you something rotten.” Her embrace pressed against the fresh beard burns on my neck and I winced inside but held her tighter. Shame flooded me. I was hugging my mum with another man’s cum still leaking slow from my hole, the taste of five loads still faint at the back of my raw throat. The shame burned deep and my cock thickened instantly in my joggers, pushing against the fabric, the head leaking steadily while her arms stayed around me. I kissed her cheek and smiled like nothing was wrong.

Dad turned from the grill and gave me the firm proud slap on the back, the kind that always rattled my teeth. “Good lad,” he said, voice gruff with that quiet pride he never quite said out loud. “You’ve done us proud this summer. Job, helping round the house, no trouble. Uni will be lucky to have you.” His hand landed right between my shoulder blades, near the faint red marks from where the daddies had gripped me while they passed me around. Shame roared louder. Dad calling me good lad while my hole still fluttered around the memory of five bare cocks breeding me deep. The shame hit and my cock surged harder, tenting the front of my joggers, another thick bead of precum soaking through. I laughed and took the plate he handed me, forcing my legs together to hide it.

Lily smirked over her sunglasses, that seventeen-year-old tease sharp as ever. “Last day and you still look like you’ve been dragged through a hedge backwards. Those marks on your neck again? Proper dodgy shave, Dan. Or is it a secret girlfriend who likes to mark her territory?” She flicked my ear, laughing. “Bet she’s proper fit. You’ve had that glow all summer. Spill before you go.”

I laughed it off, voice steady even though my raw throat ached with every word. “Nah, Lil. Just bad razor again. And no girlfriend. Promise.” The lie slipped out smoothly after months of practice. Shame crashed through me as I sat at the garden table with my family, plate full of Dad’s perfect burgers, Mum fussing over seconds, Lily still teasing. I was eating roast dinner with my hole leaking another man’s cum onto my boxers while they thought I was their normal boy. The shame burned vicious and sweet and my cock stayed half-hard under the table the whole meal, leaking steadily, every laugh and proud word from Dad making it throb harder.

After the barbecue I helped clear the plates like always, stacking them in the sink while Mum rinsed. She hugged me again, tighter this time. “Text when you get there tomorrow, love. And come home soon. The house feels empty without you.” Dad clapped my shoulder one last time. “Safe journey, son. Make us proud up there.” Lily gave me a quick hug and a final smirk. “Don’t forget to text your secret girlfriend. And wash that hoodie before Mum sniffs it again.”

I carried the ache upstairs, every step making my tender hole flutter and leak a little more. In my bedroom I closed the door and stood for a long minute looking at the half-packed suitcase. The room felt smaller now, posters curling on the walls, single bed where I had edged for hours replaying every visit. I pulled the worn navy towel from under the pillow, the one from Richard’s flat that still carried the faintest trace of his cologne and dried cum. I buried it at the very bottom of the suitcase, under hoodies and jeans and socks, hidden where no one would ever look. The Richard towel. The first secret. The one that had started everything. I zipped the case shut and sat on the bed, heart steady, cock half-hard again just from touching it.

The next morning the train pulled out of Piccadilly exactly on time. I sat by the window in a quiet carriage, suitcase in the rack above, rain streaking the glass in silver lines. Manchester slid past slow at first, red brick terraces giving way to warehouses and then green fields. My hole still ached beautifully with every shift on the seat, tender and full of the memory of five thick cocks stretching it wide and filling it deep. My throat felt raw when I swallowed, the ghost of the wet slurping sounds still echoing in my ears. The beard burns on my neck tingled under my collar, faint pink and red reminders that no razor had left. I leaned my head against the cool window and let the memories wash over me.

Every thrust. Every stretch. The first silver-bearded stranger in the cubicle, my lips stretching wide around his thick cock while spit ran down my chin. The glory hole, anonymous and filthy, hand gripping my hair while hot ropes flooded my throat and I came hands-free on the floor. The duo in the steam room, alternating thick shafts in my mouth, two fingers scissoring my hole open while they painted my tongue and chest. The dark room, three cocks rotating in perfect rhythm, lifted in the air like a toy while they used every hole. The sling, bare cock slamming deep, the wet thrusting sounds and the hot pulsing load that made me shoot across my own stomach untouched. The final orgy, five men at once, bent over, flipped, lifted, filled from both ends until I came over and over hands-free, body shaking, hole gaping and dripping. The shame of it all still burned but it only made my cock thicken in my jeans, pushing hard against the denim, the head leaking steadily so the wet spot grew warm against my thigh.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out, screen lighting my face in the dim carriage. Richard.

“Good boy. Can’t wait to see what you learned.”

I leaned back in the seat, heart racing, a slow smile spreading across my face. My cock surged fully hard under my jeans, tenting the front, the head rubbing slick against the fabric with every tiny movement of the train. Shame tried to rise one last time. The hunger wasn’t staying in Manchester. It was coming home with me.

Manchester shrank behind the window, red bricks and rain-slick streets growing smaller, my secret safe. For now.
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