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THE BACK DOOR

 


The Back Door, a legendary erotic play
space among gay men in the know, is - as he discovered through a
considerable amount of hand wrangling and networking with 'the
right kind of people' - located on the fourteenth floor of a
certain beyond-five-star hotel in the second men's lavatory between
a plain colored door labeled 'staff only', which is used primarily
by the hotel's maid service, and another marked 'maintenance'. And,
now, after two long months of relentless searching for the source
of the whispers that he'd overheard while in the VIP area of a
high-class gay bar one wild evening, Harry Holmes is finally in
front of the infamous men's lavatory where the place of renowned
depravity is squirreled away, his feet shuffling in uncertainty as
he wonders if he really has the balls to go through with
this.

"You only live once," Harry wisely
emotes in an effort to inspire himself. Then, employing a sizable
amount of his willpower to get himself moving, he cautiously enters
the space reserved for men only and inside he finds a stocky, bald
restroom helper of obvious Italian heritage with his hands clasped
comfortably behind his back standing next to the tools and wares of
his trade and further down is a single business type dressed in a
suit similar to Harry's in the end stages of relieving his bladder
into one of the six pristine urinals located at the rear of the
lavatory's spacious confines.

"Uh, excuse me. I'm here for this,"
Harry states, voice cast extremely low, as he flashes the business
card that a certain man provided him to the stocky helper and which
bears the credentials of an overseas manufacturing company that
does not exist.

The neatly uniformed, short-statured
helper - barely three-quarters of Harry's lean five-ten frame -
meaningfully glances towards the other occupant of the lavatory and
politely offers a warm towel which Harry uses then, the urinal user
taking his time zipping up, shifts to washing his hands with
excessive thoroughness until the other businessman has departed the
space.

"This way, sir."

Harry quietly strolls behind the helper
to the lavatory's cleaning equipment closet and is mildly surprised
to discover on the inside another door with a secure-looking,
blocky camera affixed above it and, following the directions of his
guide, soon is stepping within to wait without saying a single
word, as emphasized by the helper, until further instructions are
provided.

Anxious and wringing his hands, a short
time passes for Harry before the second door slides back and a
darkness so barren of light that it is impossible to make out
anything inside is revealed.

"This way," a softly soothing male
voice calls out from within the dark.

Although he's afraid of entering
somewhere that is so pitch black that he cannot see, Harry is able
to do as told and after three long steps rounds a corner into an
odd area with at least a dozen or more polished white marble toilet
stalls bathed seductively in a dim pink glow and waiting for him is
a handsome, young, blond stud of about 22 years of age decked in
nothing but a white silky robe which is wide open at the front and
through its open middle Harry has an excellent, easy view of the
good-looking man's thin but long cock and, hanging loosely
underneath, his delicate hairless balls.

"Do you know what kind of place this
is?" the young man inquires sweetly.

Harry, of course, is well aware and
says so and the youthful stud nods with a deliciously kinky grin
and, thereafter, explains, "My name is Todd and I will be your
first room partner tonight." He smoothly gestures to the completely
soundproof stalls. "Once payment has been confirmed, the two of us
will enter into one of the play spaces and in there I will briefly
go over some of its features before our session begins."

As he already has his credit card out,
it takes no time to scan it via the card reader attached to the
wall next to the blond and the receipt from what turns out to be a
dry cleaning company downtown tells him that his bank account is
now a hefty $2000 lighter; however, with such a handsome stud on
the menu - easily an 8 or 9 out of 10 in Harry's opinion - and,
from what he has heard, much more hot men to come, he doesn't
regret spending such a large amount to have the type of experience
that others have whispered in husked tones is available at The Back
Door.

Todd, delicate and gentile in his
gaunt, escorts Harry to a stall way down at the rear of the lightly
pink-lit faux restroom and with a smooth ease beyond the obvious
capability of his lean arms uses both hands to draw open the white
sheened stall door to reveal within a simple luxury toilet, the
interior painted a plain but clean white except for the expensively
tiled modern gray floor, and two fist-sized holes (one to the left
and another to the right) cut into the thick stone
walls.

"Step inside please."

Harry does so and Todd enters too and
suddenly he realizes how oddly narrow the space really is - perhaps
three-quarters of the average - and, also, how close the two of
them are now and how Todd has a faint summer floral smell that
seems to have been enhanced by some mysterious additional scent
that inspires Harry's cock to grow a fraction more hard down in his
business trousers.

"Please take off your clothes and pass
them to me."

Almost shyly, Harry slowly loosens his
mellow blue necktie and yanks it off so Todd can take it - the man
seductively bringing the garment up to his nostrils and inhaling
deeply with a horny, knowing smile - and, from there, aroused as
well, Harry hurriedly strips himself down to all but his socks and
shoes.

"The floor is extremely clean," Todd
keenly informs, "and one could lick it with the full flat of their
tongue and not notice anything off about the taste, so you won't
need those."

Harry cocks a smile on hearing the
confidence in the man's voice as it sounds to him like Todd would
gladly prove his point - naughty slut that he seems to be - if he
called his bluff and so he removes the last of his garments and
plops them atop his neatly folded business slacks, shirt,
undershirt, jacket and boxers and these are immediately handed off
to a dark-haired, thunder-eyed, light-skinned hunk, who looked a
solid 9 from the momentary glance that Harry managed to steal of
him.

"You like Michael?" Todd cheekily
inquires.

Stepping back a little, Harry blushes
in light embarrassment on being caught out and tries to save face
by cocking a close-mouthed smile without directly revealing that he
really, really did.

"We'll make sure you see him again
then," Todd assures in response to Harry's attempt to hide his
feelings. "You might find him a bit big, though, and taking him in
might be a challenge, but," the gloriously hot slut-stud steps
within kissing range, "that's part of the fun of The Back Door,
isn't it?"

Todd, still ultra-close, points to the
toilet. "By the way, you must want to relieve yourself, right? This
is a lavatory, after all."

This surprise question contains some
hint of being a suggestion and Harry, assuming this a part of their
play, politely turns to the toilet only to suddenly feel Todd's
lean, femininely gay frame pressed to his naked back, his thin but
long dick fitting perfectly between Harry's butt cheeks, and, more
surprisingly, feels the stud reach around to take Harry's modest
cock in hand and point it towards the spotlessly clean
bowl.

"You know, It's rare for me to be
assigned a guy who so nicely matches my preferences and I'm
wondering, my dear playmate, if you'll let me have just a smidgen
of freedom to unleash my kinks?" the sexy stud huskily requests in
a naughty whisper into Harry's left ear before lightly biting the
flesh in a display of barely restrained desire.

"Um, I don't really mind," Harry
replies. "Anything's fine."

"Good, good. I'm so glad you said
that."

Todd's immaculate fingernails start -
like a hungry predator upon the skin of its fallen prey - gently
prowling about in random, horny circles on Harry's lean, lightly
muscled stomach.

"Can you let it free for me, baby?" he
queries.

The erotic twang of the stud's voice
inspires confidence in Harry and promises a sensuality in return
for compliance that has him promptly set loose the contents of his
bladder in a long, slow stream, a moan exiting as his liquids flow,
until he's good and drippingly done.

"Now you are dirty," Todd states with
certainty.

"I'm dirty?" Harry questioningly
echoes.

"Yes, right this moment, your dick is
ASTOUNDINGLY dirty, isn't it, sexy stuff?"

"Uh, I guess so. I mean, I just
relieved myself."

"And you were so very good at it too,"
Todd praises. He points to the bowl. "Look at how much there is."
The toilet automatically flushes. "You must have been VERY
full."

Harry's balls are grasped, caressed and
expertly assessed.

"Are you full in other ways tonight, my
dear playmate?"

What else can Harry say to something as
arousing as that but, "I'm very full, yes."

"Excellent. That's fantastic. Great,
really." Todd smiles wickedly. "I'm going to milk you dry tonight,
gorgeous. This session won't be stopping until long after you are
shooting dry." The slut-stud sinks to his knees, turning those
gorgeous blues up to meet Harry's wide-eyed and aroused gaze.
"Shall we start by cleaning up this dirty thing?"

The cleaning off of the mentioned 'dirty'
from the throbbing tip of Harry's lightly erect, slightly stank
manhood heavily involves Todd's lean, snake-like tongue and the
delicate, dancing, flesh tool shows itself capable of many
miraculously arousing swivels, kinky twists (the eyelet partially
delved) and sensual circles with the aim seemingly to make
absolutely certain that the flesh exposed by the quarter retraction
of Harry's foreskin is spotlessly unsoiled by the release of his
liquids.

"Ah, that's the stuff," the excessively horny
licker rasps in intoxicated bliss, slipping back to squat on his
heels, his lean dick standing out due to its light erectness.

Coming up to his feet once more after having
finished his work and swiping aside a sexy lock of blond hair that
fell across his forehead during his vigorous labors, the lean and
gorgeous slut-stud casually directs Harry to the lavatory's left
side fist-sized hole and takes into his petite, feminine hand
Harry's medium hard cock and purrs lustily at him, "Do you know
what will happen if you shove your dick in there, dear playmate?"
to which, in reply, Harry shakes his head in the negative, as his
benefactor hadn't disclosed anything to him beyond the most basic
knowledge regarding The Back Door's practices, and so Todd,
erotically mischievous in his handiwork and having already fluffed
Harry to fullness, naughtily and lustfully responds, "Good, then.
Surprises are all part of the fun. Would you like to try it?"

"Yes."

This single word of certain consent is more
than sufficient for a slut-stud like Todd and the handsome blond
yanks his lavatory guest hornily forward, like a dog on a leash, to
forcefully shove Harry's now rockhard cock straight into the
confines of something soft, slick and very decidedly not human.

"We can't forget about your balls, can we?"
Todd whispers in a tantalizingly sexy slur in Harry's left ear
while dropping those two swollen rounds through the undersection of
the glory hole.

"AH!"

On the other side of the wall, the very thick
masculine tongue of someone who 1000% knows exactly what they're
doing is presently hard at work on pleasuring Harry's nuts and the
sensation of it is akin to dipping into a very warm and comfortable
bath with the resulting relaxation enough to have Harry's legs
weaken on him.

"Sweet, sexy playmate," comes Todd's
sex-starved whine in his ear. "This is where I - your naughty
cleaning tool - lick clean your dirty butthole."

If anything his ass is overclean right now,
but that doesn't stop the extreme slut-stud from ramming his
heartily flaring nostrils to Harry's light-skinned button hole and
proclaiming like a true worshipper of anything filthy in between
the pressing impediment of Harry's tight butt cheeks that this ass
is the filthiest of them all.

"We must begin the milking," Todd
boisterously proclaims, having sniffed his fill, before slapping
the spotless white wall squarely three times in a row with the
feminine flat of his lean-fingered hand and, thereafter, turning
his adventurous, pristine pink tongue to Harry's back passage and
delving deeply and sloppily in.

The mechanical oddity that presently
has his throbbing, mightily erect cock comfortably wrapped in its
smooth, infrequently ribbed and knobbled interior begins,
locomotion-like, rolling its soft embrace back and forth on repeat
along his manhood with the ungentile manner of its auto-jerking
administrations reminiscent of a well-built, finely corded
forearmed, strong man enthusiastically wringing the water from a
salty sea-soaked beach towel and, joining the one occupied with
pruning out his electrifyingly invigorated ball sack to its
extremes, comes a second masculine mouth and this one is shoved
thirstily to the end of the milking apparatus with its lengthy,
agile tongue writhing obsessively in lustful wanting on Harry's
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