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Back Room Cherry







The adult bookstore sat in a rundown strip mall on the edge of town, its flickering neon sign buzzing like a dying insect. “ADULT VIDEO • 24 HOURS • BOOTHS” glowed in dirty red letters above a heavy steel door covered in faded stickers and graffiti. Marcus pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The place was pure sleaze.

The air was thick and stale—a heavy mix of old cum, cheap air freshener, cigarette smoke, and sweat-soaked carpet. Flickering fluorescent lights hummed overhead, some of them buzzing and blinking. The carpet stuck to the soles of his shoes in places. A bored clerk sat behind bulletproof glass, barely glancing up as Marcus paid the entry fee.

Marcus walked down the narrow hallway lined with video booths. The walls were covered in crude graffiti scratched into the paint—crude drawings of cocks, phone numbers, and messages like “Tight Asian boy here after 10”, “Breed me raw”, and “Swallow loads”. Some of the ink was fresh, some faded and smeared.

He chose a booth near the end, stepped inside, and locked the flimsy door behind him. The small space was filthy. The bench was sticky with old stains. The walls were covered in more graffiti and dried cum spots. A ragged gloryhole had been cut into the thin partition on his right—the edges were chipped and worn smooth from years of use, the paint flaking away around the hole, leaving rough, splintered wood visible.

Marcus dropped a few tokens into the slot. A generic gay porn scene flickered onto the tiny, scratched screen. He sat back on the bench, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out his thick eight-inch cock. He was already half-hard from the anticipation.

He stroked himself slowly while watching the porn, hoping for an eager mouth on the other side of the gloryhole. Minutes passed. No one came. Marcus sighed, thinking he might just have to finish himself off tonight, leave another cum stain in this filthy place, and call it a loss.

The video wasn’t half bad. It was an older/younger scene with a freshly-eighteen twink as the bottom. Marcus’s favorite kind of porn. He couldn’t make out the dialogue over low music being pumped through the building, but he imagined it was cheesy, and likely about the older guy teaching the twink the ways of gay sex. Marcus got harder as he watched this. Popping cherries was his favorite pastime, and the height of his sex life.
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