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My name is Cyril. In a few weeks, I’ll turn twenty-one, though sometimes I feel like I’m stuck in some uncertain limbo. I’m five foot nine and weigh a hundred and forty pounds—a fairly slender build that I often observe with a kind of detachment in the mirror of my bedroom in Nantes. I have dark hair and black eyes, a brooding gaze that seems to absorb light without ever revealing what’s boiling inside.

Until three months ago, I dragged my virginity around like an invisible but heavy burden. I’d tried to do what everyone else did, playing the game of normalcy by trying to sleep with a girl, but the experience had turned into a pathetic disaster. I had barely managed to slip inside her when everything ground to a sudden halt. My body had betrayed me; I came immediately, before I could even make a single thrust. I still remember the wave of shame that washed over me, the heavy silence in the dim light of the bedroom, and how my voice shook as I tried to justify the unjustifiable.

"I'm sorry, fuck, I'm really sorry..." I babbled. "I don't know what's happening to me, it's just stress. I swear it never happens like this normally, I just had a shitty day. I mean, I don't know, this is ridiculous..."

She hadn't even answered, simply getting dressed with a sigh of disappointment that pierced right through me. Anyway, deep down, I knew the problem wasn't stress. Ever since puberty and my first clandestine deep dives into porn, I knew I was gay. It was a muted certainty, an obvious truth that I stifled every single day.

Living that truth within my family was strictly out of the question. My parents are right-wing, deeply conservative—the kind of people you could call tight-assed without exaggerating. In our house, we didn't talk about desire, let alone any deviation from the established norm. My older brother was no help, either. He’s the golden boy, the one who succeeds at everything, the brilliant straight guy who racks up academic achievements and perfectly embodies my parents’ masculine ideal. Next to him, I always felt a little more invisible, a little more like a stranger in my own home.

And yet, one small change triggered everything. When I graduated high school, my parents gave me a laptop. They thought they were giving me a tool for my college studies, but mostly they handed me an escape route, a secret window into my own life. Finally, I could discreetly sign up on dating sites and explore porn without the constant fear of my father or mother walking behind me and catching my search history. It was my secret garden, a space of pure freedom protected by a simple password.

I quickly realized my tastes were highly specific. I wasn't attracted to guys my own age, but to older, more mature men. I felt a particular fascination for videos featuring smooth, slender young guys—types who looked exactly like me—paired with older, heavily built, masculine men who oozed experience and strength. I spent hours imagining myself in their place, like a lot of guys in my situation, I guess. What I loved about those scenarios was the apprenticeship aspect, that dynamic where the younger one is a bit disregarded, tossed around, almost roughed up by a raw desire that has no time for gentle manners.

But as I started to take the plunge, I was genuinely taken aback. The second I filled out my profile on the apps and uploaded a few nudes—making damn sure to crop out my face so no one in Nantes would recognize me—I received an avalanche of messages. The number of notifications vibrating against my phone literally floored me.

"Hey, you're gorgeous. Love that tight young body. What exactly are you looking for? I can host tonight if you want, I'm very discreet and I love taking care of newbies like you..."

Messages like that piled up in my inbox. I felt like all these guys reaching out instinctively understood my situation, my need for absolute discretion, and my desire to find someone I could trust for my first time. The urge to get laid had become a consuming obsession, a primal emergency, but the fear of ending up with a complete asshole or some guy with zero sensitivity still held me back. I wanted raw masculinity, sure, but I didn't want to just be a piece of meat tossed to some mediocre stranger.

After several weeks of frustrating letdowns and endless, looping conversations on the apps, I just couldn’t manage to pull the trigger with any specific guy. Every potential hookup gave me a cold sweat, and I'd end up canceling at the last minute, hiding out in my bedroom. Finally, one afternoon, the tension became unbearable, and I made the radical decision to walk into a downtown sex shop for the very first time. I’d always been terrified of doing it, harboring a visceral dread of bumping into someone I knew, or worse, some acquaintance of my parents wandering around the area. But I couldn't stand my own cowardice anymore. I needed to step foot—a real, non-virtual foot—into the physical world of sex. Deep down, I think I just wanted to see people who weren’t hiding behind a screen, men casually making their purchases, in couples or alone, without this paranoia that was suffocating me.

So I walked into the store, my heart hammering wildly against my ribs, completely freaked out but carried by an electric thrill that made my hands shake. At first glance, the place looked exactly like what you’d see in a seedy late-night documentary: a large room crammed with shelves of DVDs in garish covers, lined with gleaming dildos and lace thongs displayed in glass cases under pale neon lights. There wasn't much of a crowd in the main room. The guy at the register, who looked completely bored, was glued to his phone and didn't even bother glancing up at me. That was when I noticed, at the very back of the store, a dark velvet curtain hiding the entrance to a back room. I knew exactly what it was: the viewing booths.

One thing caught my eye instantly, a sight that quite literally took my breath away. Barely had I crossed the threshold of the curtain when I witnessed a surreal scene. It was impossible to miss, thrust out there like a brazen challenge to all decency: a beautiful, thick cock, dark and gleaming, sticking out of a crudely cut hole in the wooden partition. The sight froze me in my tracks, blood rushing fiercely straight to my groin. I stayed hidden in the shadows, my back pressed against the wall, not daring to make a single sound for fear that the guy on the other side—who I couldn't see—would hear me and storm out of his booth furious. I stood there for several minutes, utterly mesmerized, staring at that magnificent, proudly erect shaft pointing out into the void. It seemed to be waiting for something, or someone. In the oppressive silence of the back room, broken only by the muffled moans of a porn film playing somewhere nearby, I couldn't help but fantasize. I imagined taking it, feeling it against my lips. Deep down, I was dying for it—a primal urge I could no longer ignore.

Suddenly, a young Black man stepped into the hallway. He walked right past me with a confident stride, not even giving me a second glance, as if my presence were completely natural in this landscape of lust. Without a second of hesitation, he dropped to his knees on the carpeted floor and began to vigorously suck that magnificent cock. The sound of the suction, a wet and rhythmic slurping, echoed in the small, confined space. The guy didn't even bother closing the booth door, leaving it deliberately cracked open so I could watch the show. On the other side of the partition, the hidden stranger started to groan low in his throat. To be fair, the young guy clearly knew what he was doing; he took the shaft incredibly deep, working his throat with an ease that left me speechless.

After a moment, he stopped abruptly, short of breath, his lips glistening with spit. He turned back to me, looked me dead in the eye with a small, knowing smile, and motioned for me to come closer with a slow wave of his hand. I was completely paralyzed, entirely unable to command my own legs, but my desire had grown stronger than my fear. I had been dreaming about this for so long that it had to be written all over my face, contorted with arousal. I stepped forward, my knees shaking. Up close, that cock was truly perfect. Imposing, a much thicker girth than mine, with thick, bulging veins standing out against the taut skin. The Black guy leaned in and whispered in my ear with a drawl.

"Go ahead, get closer, kid... That guy's Paul. He's a regular around here, the real deal. But watch yourself, keep your guard up. He's a total brute when he gets seriously turned on."

A spike of fear shot through my mind at the thought of facing this Paul, but I knew it was time to blow past the final barrier of my shyness. I dropped to my knees as well, the smell of sweat and sex assaulting my nostrils. I started with a quick, timid flick of my tongue against his head, savoring the salty taste of his skin. Then two, then three. I grew more confident and licked the shaft up and down, feeling the heat radiating off it.

"Come on, move your ass, slut! Get to work, I don't have all fucking day to wait for you!" the man behind the wall suddenly snapped.

His voice was rough, brutal, completely devoid of patience. Not an easy guy, indeed, but that devilishly authoritative tone completely finished me off. I surrendered entirely to his desire, without a word, and took his cock deep into my mouth in a rush of total submission. I took it slow at first, careful not to scrape the skin with my teeth, while trying to slide down as far as I possibly could. I was the happiest guy in the world right then, simultaneously terrified of the unknown and intensely turned on by the situation. I wanted this moment, this sensation of absolute organic fullness, to last for hours. God, it felt so fucking good to suck a beautiful cock.

The young Black guy was still there, right next to me, arms crossed, watching me with amused curiosity. I had definitely noticed him gently making fun of my obvious struggle and my still-hesitant technique. I clearly looked nothing like a seasoned pro; I looked like a lost kid staring at a monument way too big for him, but he never stopped encouraging me with his eyes and his words.

"Don't worry, kid, you'll get the hang of it," he whispered with a conspiratorial wink. "Breathe through your nose, don't tense up like that. You're doing great, he's starting to love what you're doing. Keep at it, he's almost there."

I tried to obey, pushing my head forward to swallow him as deep as possible, but my own body was rebelling. It systematically hit a wall at the back of my throat, my gag reflex seizing up with every attempt to push further, and I had the physical sensation of not being able to breathe at all. My lungs burned, my eyes watered. I honestly wondered how they managed to do it so easily in the movies, without ever choking, without ever pulling back. But despite the discomfort, despite the lack of air, I had only one single, consuming desire: to make him come, right here, right now. I wanted to feel his seed flood my mouth.

And I was finally rewarded for my relentless efforts. It took me ten minutes of intense work, ten minutes where I gave my body and soul to this unknown cock, but the guy finally let go. He gave me everything, unloaded absolutely everything into my mouth, and it was an experience I could only describe as divine. Without warning, with a wounded animal's groan that rattled the partition, he shot four successive spurts of his scalding cum straight down the back of my throat. The sensation was completely startling—this thick, salty, hot liquid filling my mouth—but I felt an indescribable sense of pride. I had done it. I had tamed the brute.

I remember staying there, kneeling in the dust of the booth, jealously keeping his cock between my lips until it started to soften, losing its majestic firmness. I didn't want to let it go; I refused to break this physical connection that felt so brutal and pure all at once. I secretly wanted everything to start over right that second, for it to rise again, to regain its strength, its iron hardness, and that heat I had missed so much through all those years of loneliness. The guy on the other side had clearly gotten off like never before, his post-orgasmic sighs of satisfaction bearing witness to it. The young Black guy had kept his warm, almost paternal smile. Once the shaft had fully retreated through the hole, I looked up at him, my lips still wet, and I had tears in my eyes—a mix of relief and a new joy radiating through me.

Suddenly, the door to our booth flew open with a crash. The guy who had been hiding behind the wall stepped sharply into our small, confined space, finding both of us still on our knees on the worn carpet. He was a man in his forties, solidly built, with a few days' worth of scruff and eyes of an insane intensity that seemed to read me like an open book. When our eyes met for the very first time in those shadows saturated with the smell of sex, it was truly love at first sight, an electric shock that surged through me from head to toe, and I knew right then and there that this was the beginning of my sexual liberation.
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The man I had just sucked off with such a consuming, unexpected passion crossed the threshold of the booth in one sharp movement. I hadn't moved; I was still there, my knees sinking into the gray carpet, my breath still short. A conflicting storm raged inside me, tearing me between the pure, almost animalistic pleasure I had just experienced and a brutal shame rising to my cheeks. The thought of having sucked off a total stranger, a man whose features I couldn't even make out just seconds earlier, made me dizzy. I wanted to disappear, to evaporate through the walls, but my body refused to obey. Besides, in that tiny, confined space, running away was strictly impossible.

When my eyes finally met his, the impact was immediate, almost painful. It was love at first sight, the real deal, the kind that cuts your legs out from under you and empties your mind of all rational thought. He was handsome, with a mature, confident beauty, effortlessly sexy in a deeply masculine way. He had to be well into his forties, with a solid build that commanded respect and a wicked gaze, sparkling with mischief and experience, capable of melting any guy with a single blink. I instantly read in his dark eyes that he understood everything. He saw my awkwardness, my lingering tremors, and that spark of panic still flashing in my eyes. He knew he had just popped my mouth's cherry; it was written all over my overwhelmed face.

The
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