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PATARA

When I woke up, it was 8:30 in the morning...

I woke up exhausted from dreaming too much during the night. It was a dream about my childhood...

But, as always, I woke up with raging morning wood. My cock was so hard that I ended up making a mess everywhere while trying to pee...

My mother used to tell me to wash my face first thing in the morning, before seeing anyone, and she would literally follow me around to make sure I did it. I used to wash it reluctantly. I washed my face again today.

I moved out of my mom's place two years ago. I live alone now.

It's Saturday, and tomorrow morning I’m leaving for a five-day vacation. It’s not my first time going on a trip alone. I went by myself last year too. Tomorrow at 6:30 AM, I’m taking a flight from Istanbul to Antalya. I will spend these five days on the coasts of Patara and Kaş, close to Antalya, places I've never been before. And from there, back to Antalya and a flight to Istanbul.

My name is Netist. I’m a 27-year-old guy who realized he was gay after mandatory military service. I’ve never had a serious boyfriend up to this point.

Today, I’m going to visit my mom first to say goodbye, and then I’ll pick up shaving cream, sunscreen, and a few missing items for the trip. After getting everything done, I returned home in the late afternoon, took a shower, and packed my bags. I was finally ready; I was excited. I woke up at 4:30 AM to my alarm and headed to the airport in a taxi, full of excitement.

I was wearing linen shorts and a thin, navy blue and white striped cotton sailor t-shirt. It had a wide neck, the kind they call a boat neck. On my feet were white and blue Nike sneakers, paired with invisible no-show socks. I had a three-colored beaded bracelet on one wrist and a red Swatch watch on the other, with a steel sailor's anchor hanging around my neck. I had just gotten a haircut; it was short...

The plane took off exactly on time and landed in Antalya at 7:40 AM. The sun had just risen, but the air was fresh and sparkling clean. The moment I stepped off the plane, I felt like I was officially on vacation. A smile spread across my face. I only had a gym bag and a backpack with me. Since I had no checked luggage, I didn't wait at all and went straight to the restroom. It smelled awful. I guess everyone had taken their morning dump. Barely able to breathe, I took a pee and got out of there immediately.

I took an airport shuttle bus to the main bus terminal in the city center of Antalya. The sun was fully out by then, but it wasn't a sweaty, sweltering heat. Inside the terminal, I leaned toward a woman wearing a hijab sitting at the information desk and asked, "Good morning! I want to go to Patara. How can I get there?" Without even looking up, she replied, "Platform 4."

I thanked her and headed to Platform 4. There was no bus in sight! I went back inside the terminal building and asked another travel agency. "There's a bus in 20 minutes, brother," he said. "Wait outside at Platform 4. It'll say Patara on the windshield."

And 15 minutes later, a sparkling, freshly washed bus pulled up. The seats were numbered; I stowed my own luggage and found my seat inside. I sat by the window. Just as the bus was about to leave, a guy walked in. He looked about 25, almost 1.85 meters tall. He was wearing a sleeveless white tank top with "let's do" written on it, white cotton shorts, and flip-flops. He had a fair complexion, with long brown hair slicked back, and he smelled incredible.

"Hello, have a good trip," he said, placing only his backpack in the overhead rack before taking the seat right next to me.

I always feel a sense of absolute freedom on vacations. Traveling alone, with no familiar faces around, puts me completely at ease. Maybe I just enjoy surprising myself a little. A buddy of mine from the army used to say, "If you don't take smart risks in life, you'll never truly enjoy it." He was the kind of guy who would crawl under the base fences, hitchhike into town just to hit the local Turkish bath, and then sneak back under the wire just in time for roll call. I’ll never forget that...

We were about an hour into the four-hour drive. Both the guy next to me and I had our headphones in, listening to music and casually scrolling through our phones. Suddenly, the driver made an announcement over the PA: "We have to make a mandatory pit stop at a gas station, but don't worry, we won't be late."

When the bus pulled into the station, everyone started asking to use the restroom. "Ten minutes max!" the driver barked. About a third of the bus got off, and I followed suit. The guy next to me got up too. I noticed him heading for the bathroom, so I hung back for a second, timing it perfectly so I could walk in while he was still in there.

I stepped up to the urinal right next to his and started to pee. Out of the corner of my eye, I snuck a peek. He was taller than me, so I had to be discreet. God, yes. His cock was huge. But he wasn't peeing anymore; it looked like he was already done and was just stroking himself a bit to shake off the last few drops. As he stroked it, it started to grow. I kept watching him on the sly until I suddenly felt his eyes on me. I quickly shook myself off, zipped up, and moved to the sinks to wash my hands. He followed me over. I finished up, walked out, and headed back to my seat on the bus.

Three or four minutes later, he boarded. He had a pack of gum in his hand. "Hey, want a piece?" he asked.

"Thanks a lot," I said, taking one. It was watermelon flavored. I liked it...

Just as the bus started moving again, he turned to me. "Are you from Antalya?"

"No, I flew in from Istanbul this morning. I'm heading to Patara for a vacation. Staying for two nights. You?" I asked.

"Yeah, I'm a local... but my grandma lives in Patara. I'm taking her some medication. I'll just stay one night and head back. Where are you staying?" he asked.

"I found a guesthouse online called 'Mor Menekşe'. It's about a ten-minute walk from the center," I replied.

"Ah! Yeah, I know that place! It's super close to my grandma's," he said.

"Do you think it's a good spot?" I asked with a smile.

"Oh, definitely! Meral runs it. She's divorced, lives there with her mother and her only son. She's a sweetheart, and her guests always leave happy. It might not be the most luxurious place, but it's spotless," he said.

"That's a relief... Glad to hear it," I said.

He continued, "I love Istanbul. My cousin lives there. I go up to visit him sometimes, stay at his place, and we explore the city together. It's an amazing place!"

"Try living there," I joked. "It's way too crowded, and you spend three-quarters of your life sitting in traffic." We shared a laugh, and then he put his headphones back in, returning to his music.

Barely an hour passed before he dozed off. Because of his height, his long legs were crammed against the seat in front of him. In his sleep, he stretched one leg under the seat and let the other one drop wide open, invading my space. He was fast asleep, but the road was incredibly winding, so his right leg kept brushing up against mine with every turn. If it had been anyone else, I would have woken them up, but the friction was turning me on, so I didn't say a word.

He had slid down in his seat, his ass inching forward, causing his soft, thin cotton shorts to ride all the way up to his groin. His muscular, olive-skinned leg was completely smooth, not a single hair on it. I was so aroused that I was fully hard again. I subtly adjusted my cock to the side and just watched him sleep, the side of his leg practically caressing the side of mine. Every now and then, he'd flex his leg and settle back into sleep.

Suddenly, his left hand dropped down and grabbed his own crotch. Because the fabric of his shorts was so thin, I could clearly make out the thick outline of his cock. He had a handful of it—not scratching, not stroking, just holding it.

Seeing that made me insanely hard. I had to adjust myself again. By now, the heavy bulge of my erection was blatantly visible through my own shorts... but thank God, he was still asleep. With only half an hour left of the trip, his body slumped toward me. Because his arms were bare, I started feeling his skin pressing against mine too. I was so ridiculously turned on that I could feel the damp coolness of pre-cum in my underwear.

Right at that exact moment, a pickup truck loaded with fruit crates in front of us slammed on its brakes, throwing us hard against the seats ahead. He woke up, though he didn't actually look groggy at all... Looking purely curious, he simply stood up, walked toward the front windshield of the bus, assessed the situation, and then muttered to himself as he came back and sat down.

"I think the driver in that truck fell asleep," he said.

"Are you serious? We dodged a bullet then," I replied.

He slid his left leg back under the seat in front of him and shifted his right leg closer to me again. "I guess I dozed off. Sorry if I bothered you, my legs just don't fit," he said.

"Don't worry about it, it didn't bother me at all," I told him.

"I woke up really early today. I'm usually a night owl; I like to sleep in," he added. His leg was brushing against mine again. Just like before when he was 'sleeping'—exactly the same... Honestly, I don't think he was ever asleep in the first place. He was just using the sway of the bus as an excuse to grind against me on purpose. Then, his hand went straight back to his cock, gripping it again, but this time he squeezed harder! He had his eyes closed, so I had full permission to stare. But I was a hundred percent sure he wasn't sleeping...

Remembering what my buddy from the army had told me, I reached down and grabbed my own rock-hard cock, stroking it and shifting it sideways to make it even harder. Because I was being so deliberate about it, I think he noticed. He shifted his ass outward, turning his body toward me. Across the aisle, two older women were sitting; one was reading a book, the other was asleep. Everything else seemed completely normal and quiet.

Emboldened, he started stroking his cock, getting it fully hard. Soon, without even looking at each other's faces, we were both jacking off, showing off our raging hard-ons to each other right through the fabric of our shorts.

"It's going to be really hot today..." he murmured.

"Yeah, it is... I checked the forecast. But hey, I'm on vacation," I replied, letting out a low laugh.

Taking things a step further, he added, "It's already so hot. It's hot in this bus," and slipped the fat head of his cock out
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