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The Night Owl
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I had always been a night owl, a creature of the moonlit hours, and tonight was no exception. My restless spirit kept me awake, craving something more than the mundane routine of my daily life. Scrolling through Craigslist on my ancient laptop, I stumbled upon an ad that piqued my interest.

"Late-night cravings? Meet me at the diner on 5th and Main after midnight. Look for the guy in the leather jacket. Let's see where the night takes us."

The anonymity of the ad excited me. I was Brody, a 21-year-old college student, young and eager for adventure. My curiosity got the better of me, and I decided to take a chance. I threw on a hoodie and jeans, not wanting to draw too much attention, and headed out into the chilly night air.

The diner was a typical greasy spoon, its neon sign flickering in the darkness. Stepping inside, I scanned the room for the mysterious leather-clad man. My eyes landed on a figure sitting alone in a booth, a cloud of cigarette smoke hovering above him. He was older, probably in his mid-30s, with a ruggedly handsome face and a leather jacket draped over the back of his chair. This had to be Greg, the man from the ad.

I approached the booth, my heart pounding with anticipation. "Are you waiting for someone?" I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

Greg looked up, his deep-set eyes piercing through me. "Maybe I was waiting for you," he replied, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips. His voice was gravelly, like he'd smoked a pack a day for years.

I slid into the booth across from him, feeling a rush of adrenaline. "I saw your ad," I blurted out, feeling bold. "Thought I'd take a chance."

He took a drag from his cigarette, the tip glowing in the dimly lit diner. "I'm glad you did. I was hoping someone would show up. Nights can get lonely, you know?"

We exchanged pleasantries, talking about the weather and the usual small talk. But there was an underlying tension between us, a current of desire that crackled in the air. I could see the hunger in his eyes, a mirror of my own. We were both seeking something, a connection, even if it was just for one night.

As we sipped our coffee, our eyes locked, and the conversation turned flirtatious. Greg's gaze traveled down my body, taking in my muscular frame, a result of years on the college wrestling team. I felt my cock twitch in my jeans, responding to his unspoken appreciation.

"You work out?" he asked, his voice low and husky.

I nodded, feeling my face flush. "Yeah, I wrestle. Keeps me in shape."

Greg's eyes narrowed, and he leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. "I bet you're strong. Bet you could pin me down if you wanted to."

His words sent a jolt through my body. I could feel my heart racing, and my breath quickened. This was not the usual coffee date. The sexual tension was palpable, and I was eager to see where this encounter would lead.

"Maybe I could show you how strong I am," I whispered, leaning closer.

Greg's eyes flashed with desire. "I'd like that. But not here. Let's take this somewhere more private."

I didn't need to be asked twice. We left a few dollars on the table and hurried out into the night, the cool air doing little to calm the heat building between us. We walked in silence, our footsteps echoing on the empty streets. The city felt like it was ours alone, a playground for our forbidden desires.

Greg led me to a sedan parked under a streetlight. He opened the back door and gestured for me to get in. I hesitated for a moment, suddenly aware of the risk we were taking, but the promise of pleasure was too tempting to resist.

The backseat was cramped, but we managed to maneuver ourselves, our bodies pressing together in the confined space. The leather seats were cold against my skin, but Greg's warmth quickly enveloped me. He wasted no time, his hands roaming over my chest, fingers tracing the contours of my muscles. I moaned softly, my head falling back against the seat as his touch ignited a fire within me.

"You're so fucking hot," he growled, his breath hot on my neck. "Been a while since I had a young stud like you."

His words sent a thrill through me. I wanted to please this man, to make him feel the same desire coursing through my veins. I reached for his belt, my fingers fumbling with the buckle, eager to release the bulge straining against his jeans.

Greg's hands guided mine, and soon I was freeing his thick, throbbing cock. It sprang forward, the head glistening with pre-cum in the dim light. I stroked him, my hand sliding up and down his shaft, marveling at the size and hardness of it.

"Suck me, boy," he commanded, his voice thick with lust.

I leaned forward, my lips parting to take him in. His cock filled my mouth, the taste of him salty and intoxicating. I sucked greedily, my tongue swirling around the head, earning a deep groan from Greg. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding my movements, urging me to take more of him.

"That's it, yeah, just like that," he whispered, his breath coming in short gasps.

I bobbed my head, taking him deep, my throat welcoming his girth. His hands gripped my shoulders, his fingernails digging into my skin as he thrust gently, fucking my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. I savored the feeling of his cock sliding between my lips, the sound of his pleasure filling the car.

"Fuck, you're good," he grunted, his hips moving faster. "Gonna make me cum if you keep that up."

I wanted him to cum, wanted to feel his release on my tongue. I sucked harder, my lips tightening around his shaft, my hand working in unison with my mouth. Greg's breathing became more rapid, his body tensing as he neared his climax.

"Oh shit, I'm close," he panted. "Gonna fill your mouth, boy."

His words were a trigger, and I sucked harder, my throat constricting around his cock. With a deep groan, Greg's hips bucked, and he shot his load down my throat. I swallowed eagerly, relishing the taste of his cum, the warmth of it sliding down my throat.

As his orgasm subsided, Greg slumped back against the seat, his chest heaving. I sat up, a satisfied smile on my face, my lips glistening with his essence.

"That was fucking incredible," he said, reaching out to caress my cheek. "You're quite the talented little slut."

I blushed at his words, but I couldn't deny the pleasure I'd felt. "I aim to please," I replied, my voice hoarse from his cock.

We sat in the car for a while, catching our breath, the silence between us comfortable. I had never experienced such raw, uninhibited sex, and I was eager for more.

"You know, I have a place not far from here," Greg said, breaking the silence. "We could continue this if you're up for it."

The thought of spending more time with this stranger, exploring the depths of our desires, was enticing. I nodded, my heart racing at the prospect.

"Let's go then," I said, my voice steady. "I'm not done with you yet."

As we drove off, we would have been seen as two strangers connected by a shared moment of passion, ready to see where the night would take us next.
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The Hotel Key
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I couldn’t resist the temptation. The ad, short and enticing, had piqued my curiosity to no end. "Anonymous fun. Room 407. Door unlocked. Come in and see what's waiting for you." It was a bold proposition, a tantalizing offer that played right into my fantasies. I had always been intrigued by the idea of anonymous encounters, the thrill of the unknown, and the sheer excitement of being with a stranger. So, there I was, standing outside Room 407, my heart pounding with anticipation.

With slightly trembling fingers, I turned the knob, half-expecting someone to jump out and surprise me. But the door swung open silently, revealing a dimly lit hotel room. The air was heavy with anticipation, and the faint scent of cologne teased my senses. I stepped inside, my eyes adjusting to the low light, and my breath caught in my throat.

On the bed, a figure lay face down, their naked body on display. The soft glow of the bedside lamp highlighted their smooth, muscular back and perfectly rounded ass. I felt my cock twitch in my pants as I took in the sight. The stranger had blindfolded himself, a black silk scarf covering his eyes, leaving his other senses to explore the moment.

I cleared my throat, my voice hoarse with desire. "Hello?"

The figure on the bed didn't move, but I could sense his anticipation. His ass cheeks clenched, and he shifted slightly, presenting himself even more provocatively. I couldn't help but admire the view, his skin



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Alexandes

-





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





