The Little Golfer Boy


I first met Stuart when I was working as a live in barman at a small members only Golf Club in the Scottish Lowlands. I had begun working there at the early part of the year in mid January when there was a smattering of snow all around. This was to be the last snow that year and we entered a fair weather period, which was cold but warmed slightly by a wan sun.


I was settling in nicely, getting used to the members and their requirements and, being a friendly, hardworking sort was making the usual name for myself as competently helpful. Living in meant that I drew the worst shifts but this was not a problem as I was used to such working hours and quite enjoyed the sometimes solitude of the evenings.


Stuart first came to my notice when he and his father and younger brother came in one midweek late afternoon and headed for the changing rooms. As ever they simply nodded as they went past and at that time I thought nothing strange of it.

Later in the bar, Stuart’s father George introduced himself as a new member recently joined after moving into the area due to a change in jobs. It was a promotion for him and he had had to uproot his family to join him. The move had meant a larger house and he was managing to appease his children by giving them separate rooms, something they both chattered about as they ate their crisps and drank their cokes. As ever in these situations there was a large amount of work to be done to make the house acceptable to his wife and his own personal preferences. One of the results of this was the temporary loss of his washing facilities, hence the need to use the club’s facilities, especially the shower’s. This meant that I was likely to see them, every evening that week at least, whilst work was undertaken. His wife was coping with a bucket and a sink and her tennis club. Naturally enough I commiserated with George as he detailed his domestic problems.


Initially I did not take too much notice of the boys. One the taller, was black-haired and obviously the older and the smaller mousey-haired one, had a young impish grin and after a short while disappeared towards the changing rooms. George smiled as he went explaining that “He loves the shower’s and is going back for another go.” We talked socially, exchanging experiences of house/home moves and the lad was soon back, his brownish hair gleaming wetly. The family left and I cleaned up, cashed up and locked up as usual. I was now on an unexpected two day’s off and did not see them again until I was back on duty.


My next duty night was Saturday and they came in a bit later, George apologising if they were keeping me from leaving. I told them it was not a problem as I lived on the premises and that they should go ahead. I also suggested that they take their drinks into the shower so as to save time. George smiled broadly at this, as it was a luxury he was not allowed at home. Gleefully the boys seized their drinks and followed their happy father into the changing area and I cleaned up ready to close after they returned.


This time the older lad was out first. By this time I now knew him as Stuart and he brought over his empty glass explaining that his brother was “as usual taking his time and his father was trying to speed him along.” I discovered that Stuart was engagingly gregarious and we talked socially whilst we waited. It also turned out that Stuart was diabetic and we discussed his lifestyle in dealing with his condition. He had a more than pleasant manner and I found myself warming to him.


In our discourse I discovered he had just turned twelve and was unsure about his new school. Being new to the area he felt out of things as all his old friends had been left behind and he was having trouble making new friends. He hoped that by joining the Golf Club he would meet other youngsters who shared his interest in golf and therefore ease his settling in problems. It also appeared he had been instrumental in getting his father to join the club and he had further decided that golf was going to be his possible future. As he talked I looked him over. He was about four feet 10 high, a little plump, with a high bubble of a bum. He was fairly freckled and had a warming smile. His deep blue eyes twinkled and his young voice was in the alto range rather than soprano. I began to wonder what he looked like naked and if his balls had dropped yet, I also decided that I would make it my business to find out.


The next day, Sunday, regretfully they arrived early and as the bar was mildly busy I was unable to take a trip into the changing rooms to see if I could get a glance at Stuart. Once they were back in the bar they sat in a far corner way from the noise. It was only when George came up to get a second drink that I learned that the renovation problem had deteriorated and that it would now be a couple of weeks before proper resources were restored. They now had an adequate supply of cold water, but central heating and hot water were still far away, so I would be seeing them more often than originally thought. I commiserated with their bad luck, viewing it as my good luck that I might get to see Stuart naked after all. 


The next evening they arrived a little later and the bar was again empty so I urged them into the shower saying I would bring their drinks in. Quickly I set the round up, trayed it and followed them into the shower area. I was out of luck, however as all three were hidden inside the shower cubicles and I could only catch a small glimpse of the younger boys’ back. I still at this time did not know his name, although I knew his age to be ten. Slowly I picked up some towels that were lying around and put them into the basket but I could not justify being there much longer with no good reason so I had to leave.


Back in the bar we chattered about golf, the club, school and they left.


The next day Stuart was on his own, practising on the putting green. As I walked by I hailed him and he came over to chat explaining that he had walked down to get some practise in and his brother and his father would be down later. I got on with my work, keeping a weather eye out for him, should he move towards the showers. As luck would have it the bar was empty when he made his move so I carefully walked in after him and began picking up the loose towels as he began to undress. We also talked about school and how he was getting on when, just as he was about to remove his boxer shorts, the bar bell rang and I had to return to the bar and answer it. As you can expect it was George, who along with, as I now knew to be, Robert, the younger boy, was waiting to get their by now usual drink to take through to the shower. I quickly served them, letting them know that Stuart was already in the shower. They took along a drink for him.


This time I waited a slightly longer time before entering the changing rooms to pick up towels and tidy up and ended up talking to George who had by now left the cubicle and was drying himself off. It seemed polite to stay and talk and I managed to position myself so that I was not observing him but gave me a clear view into the communal area where the two boys

were still showering. Robert did look out and wave and I did see his bare chest but that was all he revealed. Stuart proved to be too fast for me and managed to get out and wrap a towel around himself whilst I was picking up towels from the next set of locker stalls. Disappointed I made my way back to the bar.


George and the boys soon joined me. He had had a bad day and was looking for chat and sympathy. The boys began watching the TV and playing some sort of game whilst we talked. Robert I noticed soon got bored and went back to the shower. George happy to get his complaints about his day, out of his system, now joined Stuart and they started to watch a golf programme. George then looked at his watch and asked Stuart to get Robert so they could go home. Stuart, who was intent on the golf, initially argued and I said I would go and get him, leaving them to watch the golf.


Back in the shower I found Robert still showering, his clothes strewn across the floor. I picked up a towel and walked to the cubicle entrance.

“Come on you,” I said, “your dad has sent me in to get you.”

At this he turned round and I was treated to a full sight of his small thin penis and even smaller balls. He smiled up at me, the water bouncing of his shining skin and as I indicated he turned the shower off. I picked him up in the towel and carried him to his pile of clothes and began to dry him off. Once he was mostly dry I sat him naked on my lap whilst I dried his hair, occasionally bringing the towel down to re-dry him between the legs, managing to touch his gristle of a penis a number of time. Once fully dry I began to dress him, starting with his small green briefs, which I carefully put on wrong so I would have to take them off and put on again. Something he gleefully pointed out and laughed even more when I jokingly lunged at him ending up with my wiggling his little prick. Once he was dressed I then undid his trousers to make sure his pants were on correctly and he raised no objection as I gently squeezed him between the legs.

I returned him to his father and cleaned up after they had left. Once in the changing room I used the towel I had dried Robert off to wipe up my spunk as I wanked into it.

The next day was dull and cold and late afternoon found Stuart at a loose end. Bored he latched onto me and I allowed him to help out with some of the cellar cleaning which meant that he was soon dusty and dirty. There being no one around and the car park empty I suggested that he went into the shower and cleaned up. This time we were not interrupted and at last I was able to see him totally naked.

He had as expected a small cock, about two inches long and a small set of hairless balls. There was no evidence of hair around his genitals and his chest was also bare of any hair. I followed him into the cubicle and stood talking as he washed and showered. He stood there quite happily and when I suggested that I do his back he handed me the soap and I began to wash him. His back washed I told him to turn around and carried on washing his chest and then moved on down to his groin. He stood giggling as I washed him between the legs and opened his legs wide as asked when told to.

He stood quietly compliant when I carefully eased back his foreskin to clean underneath it, exposing the pink glans. Slowly I began to soap his cock and as I stroked was rewarded by the sight of a small erection. Carefully I continued to stroke him as his cock got harder and harder. I washed the soap off slowly, all the time managing to stroke his now fully erect prick. Hard, he was now some three inches long and the pink glans glowed bright red as I manipulated it. He stood with a slightly puzzled expression on his face but made no move to stop me or express any concern.

I now pulled out a towel and wrapped it around him and began to dry him off, again continuously caressing his by now, throbbing cock. I sat him down on my lap, the towel open and carried on simply caressing him. He sat quietly and I could sense his tension as his orgasm approached. Finally he trembled and heaved a sigh. At this I stopped the full strokes and just cupped his knob and hard balls in my hand. We sat still for a few moments.

“What time is your father coming?” I asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Not till later.” Stuart replied, “he’s going to be delayed by work. Robert will be annoyed, he likes the showers here.”

I held his softening cock in my fingers and waggled it, “So do you,” I said.

Stuart laughed. I turned to face his smiling face and when I leaned forward he allowed me to gently kiss him on the lips. He then gently kissed me back.

“I suppose you’d better get dressed,” I said. We sat there both looking down at his now deflated cock.

“I suppose so,” he said making no move at all. We continued to sit there. Suddenly the bar bell rang.

“That’s probably Dad,” Stuart said. As he spoke the door was heard to burst open and Robert bounced into view, tearing off his clothes as he walked. I returned to the bar.

Quickly I took George’s order and brought it into the showers. I stood beside the cubicle and handed him his drink as he showered and then passed Robert his drink in. Stuart was now dressed and decided to have his drink in the lounge. I sat with him and stroked him gently between the legs. He opened his legs wider and as I looked into his eyes, smiled as I undid his zip and put my hand inside his boxers. He was soon erect and sat quiet, his eyes half closed and his mouth half open as I stroked him. All too soon the noise of the changing room door brought us both back to earth and I quickly zipped him up.

George came in and sat beside us. ”That Robert,” he said, “I can never get him away from that shower, His mother will go mad if we are too late. He’s a pain to get up in the morning.”

“Shall I go/” I asked, “he responded to me last night.”

“Would you?” said George. “It would be a great help. I’ve had a hell of a day.”

I left them and made my way to the showers.

Robert giggled and laughed as I picked him up and began to rub him dry. He laughed long and loud as I blew raspberries against his skin, especially when I did a couple right over his little cock, taking it completely inside my mouth and squeezing it with my tongue. Again he loved the game with his briefs, especially with a repeat of the raspberry cocking again.

Back in the bar George was rolling his empty glass round and around, so I half filled it for him.

“Thanks,” he said, “Gosh, what a day and an even worse one to follow. I’ll be too late tomorrow to get down here so I hope you two have had your fill.” he said to the boys.

“Ahh Dad!!” they both chorused.

“Sorry,” he replied, “No can do. I will not be back until late tomorrow so there will be no chance of you getting home, if you come up on your own. Your mother will not be able to come out, she’s got her meeting at home, so you will have to stay in your bedrooms tomorrow night.”

The boys looked crestfallen and then I said, “What if I offered to take them home. It’s a quiet night again tomorrow and it’s no problem to drive them home. It would keep them out of their mother’s way, at least.”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Please Dad,” the boys spoke together.

“Please let Dave look after us. You know how much Mum hates us to be dirty and neither of us likes cold shower’s,” added Stuart. Robert nodded energetically as he spoke.

“Well,” said George, “If you are sure you don’t mind. I must admit it would be a great relief to their mother and myself. They’ve both got after school sports tomorrow and they both hate the school showers as they’re nearly as cold as ours,” he then added, “Are you sure it won’t be a burden?”

“Not at all,” I replied, “It’s my day off but I have to be here in the evening only to be on the premises late at night, so a small trip would not be a problem and it would get me out of the clubhouse for a while. Perhaps we could go for a meal on the way to your home?” I now addressed the boys.

“Oh yes please,” they smiled back.

“That’s settled then,” George smiled. He gave me details of how to get to their house and it was arranged that the boys would come straight from school so their mother would have the house to herself whilst she prepared for her meeting, which was very important to her as she needed to make new friends as well.

The boys duly arrived the next day and were about to shower when I suggested that they came up to my flat and used the shower there whilst I prepared some tea and sandwiches and possibly some cake. As expected they jumped at the chance and followed me into the clubhouse and up to the staff rooms. As I was the senior live in staff member I had a suite of rooms with a bedroom, lounge and kitchen. I also had en-suite facilities to the bedroom.

Quickly I helped undress the boys, both letting me remove their underwear and soon both sat naked on my bed. I suggested that Robbie shower first so he could shower again after Stuart had showered, if he wanted to. As Robbie showered I began to caress Stuart and soon he was laid on the bed, his young hard cock, pointing erect. I began to manipulate his cock, working him to his orgasm. Soon he lay, his eyes half closed and his mouth half open as he neared his climax. Carefully I brought him nearer and nearer to his dry orgasm. As he finally went over the edge as I stroked his cock, Robbie appeared out of the shower and watched as his brother sighed heavily through a heavy climax.

I picked Robbie up and placed him on a towel on my lap as I gently stroked Stuart’s cock. Robbie sat still as I tickled him between the legs. Stuart finally looked up at me.

“Ready for your shower now?” I said smiling,

“Oh yes,” he said and quickly entered the shower, his young cock still hard.

I began to dry Robbie and played my usual game with him and soon he was lying back on the bed as Stuart had done, only this time his hard little cock was in my mouth as I raspberried him to an orgasm. Afterwards he helped me to get the meal ready, whilst he waited for Stuart to finish. He remained naked as I suggested it was not necessary to get dressed whilst he waited to shower again.

Stuart now called out, “I’m out,” and Robbie hurried back to the shower. I followed him back to the bedroom and was soon helping Stuart to dry off and get his cock hard and erect again. As his next orgasm approached I gently kissed him as he began to climax and he let me put my tongue in his mouth as he went over the top. I caressed him as he came down from the sexual high.

Back in the kitchen he helped me to finish off the meal and I left him putting the final touches to get Robbie out of the shower. Teasing Robbie to another erection I carried him into the lounge and we sat on the sofa to eat and watch TV, the naked boys either side of me as I continued to play with their respective cocks.

“Go on,” said Robbie, “raspberry me again.” His cock was hard and throbbing and I eagerly bent down and began to suck him to his next climax. Stuart watched fascinated and after Robbie had come I was straight down on Stuart’s cock, sucking him to his first oral orgasm.

Afterwards we sat there quiet. as I caressed their young cocks until they were both again erect. This time I stroked them together, working them until they came within seconds of each other. My own need was now great so I took Stuart into the bedroom and got him to lie on his stomach and began to rub my cock between the cheeks of his bum. Soon it was covered with my spunk and I rubbed it in, squeezing the last few drops into my hand and spreading it over his cock and balls. Sated we went back to the lounge and rejoined Robbie on the sofa.

“I suppose we had better get you dressed and get your meal sorted?” I said.

Both boys expressed their disappointment and were delighted when I suggested that we could get a pizza delivered instead if they wanted to stay there and have some more fun.

By the time the pizza had arrived I had both the boys lying close together whilst I got both their cocks into my mouth at the same time, regretfully I had to leave them to deal with the pizza. I put it into the oven to re-heat and still feeling hot decided to have a quick wank. As my climax approached the oven timer went off and I decided on the spur of the moment to add a personal topping to the pizza. We sat down in front of the TV and ate the pizza. Afterwards I treated the boys to the sensation of having their cocks sucked whilst I filled my mouth with fizzy cold coke. They giggled through their climaxes and reluctantly I helped them get dressed to take them home.

George had still not arrived home when I turned up at the boys’ house. Their mother’s tennis meeting was still in full swing and she readily agreed to my putting the boys to bed for her. Due to the builders work the boys were currently sharing a bedroom and I was soon helping them to undress. Robbie was showing signs of tiredness so I quickly laid him out and suckled on his cock until he climaxed. Stuart sat on his bed watching and waiting his turn. Robert slumped back and as he fell asleep I kissed him gently on the lips and tucked him up in his bed.

I turned to Stuart who was watching me closely. I sat beside him and kissed him gently on the lips, slipping my tongue carefully into his mouth. Again he made no objection and I caressed his cock at the same time to heighten the feelings. I pushed him back gently on the bed and began to suckle his hard cock. He shuddered quickly into his orgasm, no doubt accelerated by watching Robbie. I held him tightly and began kissing him again. He was soon ready and I worked him all over prolonging the ecstasy until he was trembling with anticipation. Slowly I brought him over the edge and he shuddered into a huge climax.

As he relaxed into a limp heap I slipped down my trousers and began rubbing my throbbing hard cock against his softness until I flooded my sperm over his genitals. Once again I rubbed my semen into his soft skin and squeezing the last drips into my hand I slid it into his half open mouth. He looked at through half lidded wasted eyes swallowed and mumbled softly as I kissed him goodnight. Gently I covered him up and left the room. Downstairs there was noise coming from the closed front room, but I decided to leave rather than interrupt the meeting.

The next day I was working away and keeping an eye out for the boys. I was concerned that I may have moved to far too quickly and concerned at the consequences. I was putting stock away in the cellar when I heard the noise of someone coming down the stairs. To my surprise it was Stuart in his school uniform.

“Hi,” I said, “ what brings you here so early?”

Stuart smiled and moved to stand in front of me, “This,” he said pointing to the bulge between his legs. “It won’t go down,” he added lamely.

“I think we can do something about that, “ I smiled, “let’s go into the back room.”

In a few moments Stuart was sat on a table, his trousers and boxers down by his ankles and I was balanced on a couple of crates sucking hard at his throbbing cock.

