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It was one of those July days where the air weighs a ton, saturated with a sticky heat that clings to your skin the second you wake up. The guys and I had decided to drag ourselves to the local public pool to try and find some semblance of relief in the chlorinated water. For me, it was always the same ordeal. I hated these outings. I felt terribly exposed in an environment where the body is king. Comparing myself to my friends, I couldn’t help but see my flaws: I was dry, scrawny, with hairless, almost translucent skin. A real pretty boy lost among guys who were much tougher, with broad pecs and thick chests, flaunting a virility I cruelly lacked. I knew in advance I’d spend the afternoon trying to stay low, hoping no one would notice my fragile kid look too much. Nothing, absolutely nothing about that morning suggested the ordinary was about to shatter.

The urge to piss hit me right as the sun reached its zenith. Heading toward the restroom, I was just looking for a bit of shade and solitude, far from the shouting and noisy splashing. I didn't suspect for a second that I was about to cross the threshold of an experience that would be seared into my memory with a branding iron, redefining everything I thought I knew about myself.

The smell of chlorine mingled here with the sharper scent of stagnant urine and damp tiles. I took my spot in front of a urinal, eyes down. I lowered my trunks just enough, feeling the cool air on the top of my ass that the fabric no longer fully covered, and started to relieve myself. The silence of the room was broken by heavy footsteps. A man came and parked himself in the spot right next to mine. I felt him before I saw him. With a sudden, deliberate movement, he pulled his trunks down very low—much further than necessary—and made a show of pissing. He was a man in his forties, with that kind of reassuring, imposing build, a bit of a gut, dark hair, and a shadow of body hair invading his arms and chest. Very quickly, I realized he wasn't minding his own business. His gaze weighed on me, insistent, stripping me from head to toe with a confidence that chilled my blood as much as it fascinated me. Uneasy, I tried to pivot slightly to hide myself, but that’s a dangerous move when you’re mid-stream.

He didn't look away. On the contrary, his eyes locked onto my cock with a smirk, a look of a calm predator that finished paralyzing me.

"That’s a nice sight," he whispered in a deep voice that echoed against the tiles. "You’ve got a pretty little cock, kid. Come on, don't be shy. Take a look at mine instead of looking down. Look at how we’re both built."

The blood rushed to my face, a searing heat that turned me scarlet all the way to my ears. Usually, in the high school locker rooms or the gym, I fought this urge to check out my classmates, this shameful curiosity to compare sizes, hair, shapes, all while being scared to death of getting caught. And now, suddenly, the taboo was shattered. I was being allowed—even invited—to do it without hesitation.

I stole a quick, almost furtive glance, my heart pounding out of my chest. But my shyness took over. I finished urinating in a hurry, tucked my cock back into the Lycra with a clumsy movement, and started to leave as fast as possible. I didn't even get two steps. The man, surprisingly fast for his size, had already pulled up his trunks. His hand, broad and firm, clamped onto my arm like a vise. Without a word, he pushed me with a quiet strength toward a toilet stall where the door hung open. He shoved me inside, turned, and slid the bolt behind him. The metallic click sounded like a final sentence in the cramped box.

I just stood there, breathless, eyes wide, unable to react. My throat was knotted. I opened my mouth, the intent to scream for help crossing my mind, but the sound stayed stuck. In that split second, images flashed by in fast-forward: all those lonely jerking-off sessions in my room, those unspeakable fantasies where I’d imagine myself cornered, dominated, touched by older guys or classmates in the steamy privacy of a locker room. I’d dreamed of it so much that reality had just short-circuited my fear. That silence, that lingering hesitation—that was my confession. My "friend" understood it instantly. A knowing smile stretched his lips as he dropped a heavy hand on my shoulder, crushing me even further under his authority. With a firm, irresistible pressure, he forced me to bend my knees and sit on the closed toilet lid.

The cramped stall, the bite of cold plastic against my ass, and that stubborn stench of disinfectant mixed with the more human smell of sweat—it all created an oppressive atmosphere that, against all odds, sent a fierce rush of arousal through me. I felt led, stripped of my own will, and that budding submission turned my guts. Was I really one of those who loved to obey? I didn't really have the luxury of asking myself that for long, because the action gave me no respite. With a sharp tug, he buried his fingers in my hair, grabbing my head to tilt me forward. My head snapped down and he slammed my face against the damp crotch of his swimsuit, where the Lycra was already strained by his erection.

He kept a firm grip on my skull, forbidding any move to pull away, before growling out his first command.

"Go on, breathe it in. Get a good whiff of me, kid. Soak me in. I’ve wanted this since I saw you at the urinal."

I obeyed, closing my eyes to focus on the sensations. I slid my nose against the synthetic fabric, inhaling deep. The man’s scent was powerful—a mix of natural musk, salt, and that specific fragrance of male arousal that reminded me of my own scent when I’d lose myself in my solitary fantasies. It was clear he’d been watching me for a while, that he’d premeditated this encounter in the silence of the restroom. Feeling me grow docile, almost hungry under his hand, he slightly loosened his grip, though he didn't let go.

"That's it, good boy," he whispered, his breath short. "Now, lick. I want to feel your tongue through the fabric. Use it, go on—show me what you can do."

I did exactly as I was told without a second's hesitation. My tongue began to trace the smooth, wet surface of the trunks, circling the bulge that wouldn't stop growing. I felt terribly clumsy, not quite sure how to satisfy him, but my new master seemed to appreciate my efforts. Low, raucous moans began to escape his throat and I felt the tell-tale twitches beneath my tongue. His cock was hardening even more, becoming a rod of iron hidden under the thin layer of fabric.

On my end, the situation was becoming unbearable. My own swimsuit had become a prison far too tight for my throbbing erection. The excitement was at its peak. Carried away by the momentum, I raised my hands to explore his body, stroking his thick, hairy chest, feeling his pecs contract under my fingers while my palms occasionally brushed against his. I felt a strange, almost misplaced sense of pride: seeing him get so worked up because of me—because of my mouth—only doubled my own desire. I stayed focused on the task, making sure not to miss a single square inch of that mass pulsing against my face.

It was now easy to guess the exact shape of his anatomy. He was rock hard, fully erect, the Lycra molding to every detail of his shaft. Curious, I eventually pulled back a few inches to admire the result of my work. I stared at the imposing cock outlined so clearly. It had a singular shape, very different from mine. While it seemed shorter than mine overall, it boasted an impressive girth—a massive thickness that gave it a squat, powerful, almost intimidating look.

I looked up at him then, searching for a sign of validation, needing to know if I’d done well. His head was tilted back slightly, mouth wide open as he sucked in the stall's thin air, and his eyes bored into mine with an absolute, viscous intensity. It was a mixture of triumph and raw appetite that filled me with both a deep satisfaction and a dull anxiety that made me shiver to the marrow.

With a slow and deliberate movement, he slid his fingers under the edge of his trunks to pull out his balls. His two testicles, heavy and massive, tumbled out of the fabric, hanging between his thighs in a cluster of dark, coarse hair. Before I could pull back, his hand slammed down on the nape of my neck again, brutally forcing my face toward his crotch. The scent of his sex, now exposed, hit the back of my throat.

"What are you waiting for, kid? Go on, take care of them. I want to feel your tongue everywhere, you hear me? Everywhere."

I understood what he expected of me without him having to repeat it. I stuck my tongue out and began to caress his balls. The contact was strange, almost jarring. The skin was thin, but the hair was so dense that every lick felt like I was tasting an abrasive brush. It wasn't exactly pleasant for me, but the pressure in him seemed to be building at a breakneck speed. His cock, still trapped in the Lycra, strained against the membrane until it turned translucent, and a dark wet spot began to bloom at the tip of his trunks. He was on the verge of exploding.

"Get these trunks off me now," he barked, his breathing growing more and more wheezy. "Take this shit off, I’m suffocating in here!"

I did as I was told, rushing. My trembling fingers grabbed the wet fabric and I pulled until it slid down his legs. In a burst of impatient nerves, I tossed the garment into
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