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​ Gay Sub Initiation

 


I was so desperate for sex, so burning with
the need to get fucked good and hard, and just when I need it most,
what happens? The internet goes fucking down. Some sort of system
upgrade and it’ll be down for the day, at least, taking away my
internet access on both my phone and my tablet. That meant no
Grindr.

I’d moved to this city a week ago and didn’t
have any fuck buddies yet. There was no one I could text or call
and tell him to get his dick over here. And I didn’t know the gay
scene yet, so I couldn’t just go cruising at the bar.

There was one thing, though ... no ... no, I
couldn’t...

Despite my objections to myself, I got up
and wandered across my apartment to the window. I moved some of the
unpacked boxes aside and leaned against one side, trying to get a
good view down the street. I could just barely make out the black
front of a building I’d noticed pretty quickly upon moving in.

Sailor’s Knot. I knew a bathhouse when I saw
one. I’d never been to one before — never even wanted to go to one
before — because I always thought they were so ... seedy.
Bathhouses were for old, closeted, married men who needed a little
dick before going home to their wives. It was no place for a
twenty-three-year-old twink like myself. At least, that’s what I’d
always thought. But, here I was, desperate for cock and thinking of
going to the bathhouse.

Old guys weren’t really my thing, but for
the right guy, I could go for it. I shook my head — if I was
going, then there were probably other young guys there. I couldn’t
be the only young guy in need of dick, especially during a
Grindr outage.

I checked the time — 8:17 PM. My
understanding was that bathhouses got busier in the evenings, at
times like right now. But, no ... I couldn’t go to the bathhouse.
That was so, like, 1970. Right?

Deny all I might, I couldn’t hide what was
happening down in my pants. I looked at the bulge forming in front
of me — I could feel my dick throbbing, aching for me to just go
ahead and do this thing.

Before I could completely talk myself out of
it and just sit around my apartment, all antsy with pent up sexual
need and masturbating like a sad and lonely gay man, I pulled on my
shoes and walked out the door. The summer evening was warm, but the
intense heat of the afternoon had dissipated as a cool breeze ran
up the street, pushing me toward Sailor’s Knot, like it was meant
to be.

I looked up the street and back over my
shoulder, making sure no one was watching me approach the
bathhouse. I didn’t want people to know I was going in there.
Thankfully, no one seemed to be in sight.

I reached the nautical blue door in a
black-painted brick façade. There was a sign hanging next to it.
“Sailor’s Knot,” it read, in script designed like rope. Underneath,
it read, “Private Men’s Spa.”

With a hand on the doorknob and one last
glance up and down the street, I pulled the door open and stepped
inside, into the darkness. My heart thudded in my chest, pounding
against my ribs. I’d never done something as foolish as this
before. I had to stop that — had to stop telling myself this was a
huge mistake. This wasn’t foolish, this was ... an adventure.

The entryway was dimly lit and tiny. In
front of me were another door and a plexiglass window. A bear of a
man strolled up to the window. He eyed me up and down
suspiciously.

“Can I help you?” His voice was gruff,
somehow matching the beard and the buzz-cut hair. His muscles
strained at his tight t-shirt. I just about jizzed in my pants as I
took it all in — normally not my type, but I had this super-weird
fantasy of just submitting to him and letting him have his way with
me.

Just how fucking horny was I? Though I
tended to bottom, I rarely got submissive. This sudden desire was
new. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.

“This is, uh, a, uh...” I was suddenly at a
loss for words. I couldn’t just spit out the words. Finally, I just
blurted it. “This is a bathhouse, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Kind of.”

“Kind of?” I asked. “What the hell does that
mean?”

The muscle bear smirked at me. “Ten bucks
gets you in the door and you can find out for yourself.”

I stared at the door for a long moment,
wondering what could possibly be on the other side. A bathhouse was
a bathhouse was a bathhouse, right? If this was, like, some kinky
bathhouse, I could probably still get my rocks off — I liked some
kink.

Fuck, I needed to get pounded so bad. The
longer I stood here, staring at the door, the hornier I became. I
needed to fucking go in and take a cock up my ass.

I shoved my hand in my pocket and pulled out
my wallet. The muscle bear winked at me as I slid a ten through the
little gate in the plexiglass. He hit a button somewhere and with a
soft buzzer, the door unlocked. I went through and found what I
expected — a darkened lobby area with the reception desk. The
muscle bear came around to this end of the desk and put a key on
the counter between us.

“Um ... and a towel?” I said. Everything I
knew about bathhouses told me that I should’ve gotten a towel with
my key.

He shook his head. “Like I said, this place
is a little different.” He nudged the key toward me and then
pointed behind me. “Lockers are that way, kid.”

My heart pounded with both lust and fear. I
was going to be apparently walking around totally naked; the
exhibitionist streak within me felt a thrill. But the suspicious
submissive feeling that had been slowly building within me over the
past five minutes — a feeling I totally wasn’t used to — seemed
turned on by the prospect of being on full display for some older,
dominant man, that I could just bend over when commanded and he’d
stick his dick in me, without having to wait the few extra seconds
to pull off my towel.

I walked down the dark hall, my heart
thudding in my ears, almost as loud and as fast as the club beat
that came from the overhead speakers.

I found the locker area, with its pools of
soft light barely making the locker numbers readable. I managed to
find mine and put the key in. I slipped off my shirt, shoes, socks,
and pants, but when I hooked my thumbs over the waistband of my
briefs, I looked around. Yeah, I was supposed to be naked —
everyone here presumably was. But having not seen anyone yet, I
wondered in the back of my mind if there was some unusual etiquette
here, like I needed to keep my briefs on, or something. There was
no one around for me to ask; the locker room was empty save for
me.

No, the guy at the desk would’ve told me if
that were the case. I pushed my briefs down and put them in the
locker with everything else. Standing here, completely naked, made
me feel exposed and vulnerable. My cock, which had been hard until
a few minutes ago, now hung limp and small in front of me. I locked
the locker and hooked the band around my wrist.

My heart was again thudding hard against my
ribs. I looked to the doorway at the other end of the room, the
doorway that led into the heart of the bathhouse, I assumed. It
wasn’t too late to put my clothes back on and go home and jack off.
No one had to know I had come in here and I could just pretend the
whole thing never happened.

But even as I thought of all the reasons to
turn around and go home, I found myself walking toward that
doorway, to the dark corridor beyond. I was here to get fucked —
and I wouldn’t go home until my hole was gaping and my come had
been sprayed all over me.

As I stepped across the threshold and into
the corridor, it was like I was in a totally different place. The
music that had seemed too loud as I approached the locker room now
seemed to be just the right volume, making it feel like the pulsing
beat was throbbing within me. The dark corridors now felt
comforting, almost seductive. This place oozed with sexual energy.
My dick slowly hardened and rose to full attention.

Ahead of me, I heard a few soft voices
echoing against the walls. The corridor suddenly opened to a larger
room and my eyes almost bugged out as I took in the full sight of
the room. The walls were lined with hooks, and hanging from these
hooks were paddles and riding crops. In the middle of the room,
chains hung down from the ceiling. And on padded leather benches
lining the room, five hairy muscle daddies sat, conversing and
wearing leather caps and harnesses. Their conversation died down
and, one by one, each of them looked at me.

Oh, shit. That’s what the guy’s smirk was
about. This wasn’t a regular bathhouse, it was some sort of leather
BDSM playhouse. I turned around and quickly walked away.

“Stop,” said one of the men, his voice so
strong and deep.

I silently cursed to myself when I found
myself halting. I stood there, still facing away from the men,
feeling so very exposed and a little bit scared. Behind me, I heard
the gentle slap of someone’s bare feet as he got up from his seat
and walked slowly over to me.

“You’re new here, aren’t you, boy?” said the
voice. It was the same man that had commanded me to stop. His pace
slowed as he got nearer to me. I still didn’t look back at him. I
wasn’t ready to acknowledge the situation I’d put myself in.

“Yeah. But I’m leaving,” I said.

“That would be a shame,” he said. His voice
was close to my ear — I could feel the gentle tickle of his breath.
A calloused hand touched my ass and I flinched, but then it stroked
my ass cheek. “I think you should stay. We could have some
fun.”

I took a deep breath and tried to calm my
racing heart, then turned around. The man who had approached me
seemed to be in his fifties and had a well-honed body, with a
smattering of silvering hair over his chest. He wore a studded
leather cap, a studded leather harness, and — I couldn’t help
looking down — a matching leather cockring. His dick hung fat and
heavy, framed from behind with low-hanging balls. I felt a sudden
surge of blood to my cock, stiffening it up.

What the fuck was going on with me? Was I
really so horned up that I might actually go for guy like this?
That I might let him whip me or whatever base desire he had to act
out?

“What kind of fun do you have in mind?” I
asked. Fuck — it was like my brain was telling me to get the fuck
out of there, but my libido was overriding every decision I tried
to make. I could feel my dick continuing to harden and my ass
started tingling deep inside like it was telling me I needed to get
stuffed nice and deep.

“You’ll have to come with me to find out,
kid.”

I was acutely aware that we were having this
conversation in front of four other leather daddies. Leaning to the
side a bit, I looked past this guy and saw the four men watching us
with rapt attention.

“Don’t worry about them,” he said, a gentle
smile forming on his lips. “They’ve all got boys; they’re waiting
for them to arrive.”

“And you? Do you already have a boy?” Part
of me wished he did so that I could turn around and walk out of
here, but a larger part of me wanted to beg him to let me be his
boy.

“I don’t. My last sub moved on a few months
ago and I’ve just been waiting for the right young man to come
walking into my life.” He tugged my nipple. “And here you are.”

I stepped a little closer to him and felt
the head of my dick brush against his hairy pelvis. “I don’t ... I
don’t know if I’m ready for Dom/sub stuff,” I admitted.

Without breaking eye contact, he reached
between us and wrapped his thick fingers around my cock. “This
tells me otherwise. Come with me, boy.” He turned around, not
letting go of my dick, and led me out of this main room and down
another hallway.

This corridor was as dark as all the others
and a handful of doors lined the walls on either side. Everything
was painted black, with the only difference in color being the
white room numbers affixed to each door. We stopped in front of a
door at the end of the hall, he let go of my cock so he could take
the key off his wrist and let us in the room.

The room beyond was only slightly better lit
than the hallway. A bare, but weak bulb hung in the middle of the
ceiling, dangling from a cord. Its pitiful light revealed a twin
bed with what looked like a black rubber sheet on it, and a black
leather satchel on the floor.
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