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Twink on the Hunt
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I wake up to the warm summer sun streaming through my bedroom window, the light dancing across my bare chest. I stretch my arms above my head, feeling the familiar ache of morning stiffness, and yawn, my mouth tasting like last night’s pizza. At 19, my body is lean but toned, the result of hours spent at the gym and a metabolism that still hasn’t caught up with my appetite. I run my hands down my sides, tracing the faint lines of my abs, and smirk at my reflection in the mirror. Today’s the day. I’m going to find a straight guy and suck his dick. The thought sends a thrill through me, a mix of excitement and nervousness that settles low in my stomach.

I step out of bed, my bare feet padding softly against the cool hardwood floor. My room is a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, posters of half-naked models peeling at the corners, and a half-empty bottle of lube on my nightstand. I grab a pair of tight black shorts and a tank top, pulling them on without much thought. My cock is already half-hard, the anticipation of the day ahead making my skin tingle. I run a hand through my messy brown hair, leaving it in its usual disarray, and head downstairs.

The kitchen is quiet, the only sound the hum of the refrigerator. I pour myself a glass of orange juice, the cold liquid refreshing as it slides down my throat. I glance out the window and spot him—the landscaper. He’s across the street, shirtless, his bronzed skin glistening with sweat as he trims the hedges. His name is Jake, or at least that’s what I’ve heard the neighbors call him. He’s 24, with broad shoulders, a dusting of dark hair across his chest, and arms that look like they could lift a car. My mouth goes dry as I watch him work, the muscles in his back flexing with each movement.

I set my juice down and grab a cold water bottle from the fridge. This is my chance. I step outside, the heat hitting me like a wall, and cross the street, my heart pounding in my chest. Jake looks up as I approach, his brow furrowed in confusion.

“Hey,” I say, trying to keep my voice casual. “Thought you might want this. It’s hot as hell out here.” I hold out the water bottle, my eyes flicking down to his chest before meeting his gaze again.

He takes the bottle with a nod, his lips curling into a faint smile. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it.” His voice is deep, rough around the edges, and I feel a shiver run down my spine.

I take a step closer, letting my eyes linger on his body. “You’re, uh, pretty ripped,” I say, licking my lips. “Must be all the hard work.”

Jake laughs, a low, rumbling sound that makes my cock twitch. “Something like that.” He takes a long drink from the bottle, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallows.

I bite my lip, my mind racing. “You know, it’s even hotter out here than I thought. Why don’t you come cool off in my backyard? I’ve got shade and a pool.” I wink, hoping he gets the hint.

He hesitates, his eyes narrowing slightly, but then he shrugs. “Sure, why not? Just for a minute, though. I’ve still got work to do.”

My heart leaps as I lead him across the street and into my backyard. The grass is cool beneath my feet, and the shade from the oak tree offers a welcome respite from the sun. I gesture to a lounge chair. “Make yourself comfortable.”

Jake sits, stretching his long legs out in front of him. I sit on the edge of the chair opposite him, my knees bouncing with nervous energy. “So, you do this a lot? Work outside, I mean.”

He shakes his head, taking another sip of water. “Nah, just picking up extra cash for the summer. Usually I’m in construction, but this is easier on the body.”

I laugh, leaning forward slightly. “Yeah, I bet. Still, you must get pretty sweaty.” My eyes drift down to the waistband of his shorts, my mind already imagining what’s underneath.

Jake follows my gaze, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Something like that.”

I take a deep breath, my pulse quickening. This is it. I stand up, slowly, letting my eyes lock with his. “You know, I’ve always wondered what it’s like to, uh, suck a straight guy’s dick. Just once. To see what it’s like.”

His eyes widen, and for a moment, I think he’s going to stand up and leave. But then he swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing again, and sets the water bottle down. “You’re serious?”

I nod, my heart pounding in my ears. “Dead serious. I mean, if you’re not into it, that’s cool. But if you are...” I trail off, letting the offer hang in the air.

Jake shifts in his seat, his gaze flicking down to my lips before meeting my eyes again. “I’ve never... done anything like this before. But... fuck, you’re making it hard to say no.”

I smile, relief washing over me. “Good. Because I’ve been wanting to do this all day.”

He stands up, his body towering over mine, and reaches for the button on his shorts. My breath catches as he undoes it, the sound of the zipper lowering sending a jolt of anticipation through me. His shorts fall to his ankles, revealing a pair of tight black boxer briefs that leave little to the imagination. My mouth waters as I take in the outline of his cock, thick and heavy, straining against the fabric.

“You sure about this?” he asks, his voice hoarse.

I nod, standing up and stepping closer. “More than anything.”

He hooks his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pulls them down slowly, his eyes never leaving mine. My breath hitches as his cock springs free, thick and veiny, the head a deep, flushed pink. It’s bigger than I expected, easily eight inches, and already leaking pre-cum that glistens in the sunlight. The scent of him hits me—musky and masculine, with a hint of sweat and something uniquely him. My cock throbs in my shorts, aching to be touched.

“Fuck,” I whisper, reaching out to trace the veins along the shaft. It’s warm beneath my fingertips, the skin smooth but firm. Jake shudders at my touch, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

“You like that?” he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I nod, my eyes never leaving his cock. “It’s beautiful. So big, so hard...” I lean in, inhaling deeply, the scent of him filling my lungs. “You smell amazing.”

He groans, his hands gripping the back of the lounge chair. “Just... do it. Please.”

I grin, my heart racing with anticipation. I drop to my knees, my hands resting on his thighs as I look up at him. His cock is right in front of my face, the head level with my lips. I reach out, wrapping my hand around the base, feeling the heat of him through my palm. It’s heavier than I expected, the weight of it sending a thrill through me.

“You ready for this?” I ask, my voice teasing.

Jake nods, his eyes dark with desire. “Fuck, yeah. Do it.”

I lean forward, my lips brushing against the head of his cock. It’s soft and smooth, the pre-cum sweet and salty as it touches my tongue. I lick a stripe up the underside, savoring the taste of him, and hear Jake let out a sharp breath.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he murmurs, his hands tangling in my hair.

I take the head into my mouth, sucking gently, my lips sliding over the sensitive skin. His cock twitches, and I feel a drop of pre-cum hit the back of my throat. I moan around him, the sound vibrating against his length, and he groans, his hips jerking forward slightly.

“Shit, you’re good at that,” he says, his voice thick with need.

I pull back, my eyes meeting his as I smile. “Just getting started.”

I take him deeper, my lips stretching around the girth of his cock, my tongue swirling around the head. He tastes incredible—salty and musky, with a hint of something uniquely him. I hum, the vibration making him shudder, and he lets out a low moan, his hands tightening in my hair.

“Fuck, your mouth...” he pants, his hips beginning to move, thrusting shallowly into my mouth.

I let him set the pace, my hands gripping his thighs to steady him. His cock feels amazing—thick and hard, the veins pressing against my tongue as he slides in and out. I moan again, the sound muffled by his flesh, and he groans, his thrusts becoming more urgent.

“You like that, huh?” he asks, his voice rough. “Sucking a straight guy’s dick?”

I nod, my cheeks hollowing as I suck harder, my tongue flicking against the underside of his cock. “Love it,” I manage, my voice hoarse.

He laughs, a low, dirty sound that sends a jolt of desire through me. “Good, ’cause I’m gonna fuck your face so hard.”

My heart leaps at his words, and I moan in anticipation, my hands sliding up to grip his ass, pulling him closer. He takes the hint, his hips snapping forward, his cock sliding deep into my throat. I gag slightly, my eyes watering, but I adjust, relaxing my throat and letting him fill me.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groans, his hands gripping the back of my head. “So fucking hot.”

I hum, my hands squeezing his ass, and he thrusts again, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth with a wet, sucking sound. The taste of him is overwhelming—salty and rich, with a hint of bitterness that only makes me want more. I moan, my cock aching in my shorts, pre-cum leaking onto my stomach as I revel in the sensation of his thickness stretching my lips.

“Shit, I’m close,” he pants, his thrusts becoming faster, more desperate. “Gonna cum in your mouth.”

I moan in response, my hands gripping his hips, urging him on. I want it—want to taste his cum, to feel it filling my mouth. I suck harder, my tongue pressing against the underside of his cock, and he groans, his body tensing.

“Fuck, here it comes—”

His cock pulses, hot streams of cum shooting down my throat. I swallow greedily, my lips sealed around him as he fills my mouth, the taste of him exploding on my tongue. He moans, long and low, his hands gripping my head as he empties himself into me. I milk him with my tongue, squeezing every last drop, and he shudders, his body going limp as he finishes.

I pull back slowly, my lips popping off his cock with a wet sound. He’s still hard, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he looks down at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Fuck,” he says, his voice hoarse. “That was... damn.”

I grin, my heart still racing as I stand up, my cock throbbing painfully in my shorts. “Told you I’d give you the best blowjob.”

He laughs, reaching out to ruffle my hair. “You weren’t kidding. That was... incredible.”

I step closer, my hands resting on his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath my palms. “You wanna return the favor?” I ask, my voice teasing.

He shakes his head, a smile playing on his lips. “Maybe another time. I’ve gotta get back to work.”

I nod, understanding. “Yeah, of course. Thanks for... this.”

He leans down, pressing a quick kiss to my forehead. “Anytime, man. You’re a lifesaver.”

I watch as he pulls up his boxers and shorts, his movements slower now, relaxed. He grabs the water bottle and takes a long drink before heading back across the street, his gait confident, his shoulders squared.

I sigh, my hands resting on the bulge in my shorts, my cock still aching for release. But a smile spreads across my face; today was the perfect start. I got exactly what I wanted—and more. I know this is just the beginning.

*** 
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THE SUN HANGS HIGH in the cloudless sky, its rays casting a warm glow over the bustling street as I take a deep breath, my heart still pounding from the encounter with Jake. The taste of his cum lingers on my tongue, a salty reminder of the thrill I’ve come to crave. My pulse quickens as I realize this is just the beginning. I’m not done yet—not by a long shot. My confidence surges, a boldness I’ve never felt before coursing through my veins. I decide to head to the local coffee shop, a short walk from my house, to clear my head and maybe grab something cold to drink. But as I step out onto the sidewalk, my eyes land on a group of construction workers on their lunch break, lounging on a nearby curb.

They’re in their 30s, their bodies hardened by years of manual labor, exuding that raw, straight masculinity that makes my heart race. Three of them sit there, their hard hats resting beside them, laughing and talking about something work-related. My gaze lingers on their muscular frames, the way their jeans hug their thighs, the dust on their work boots. There’s one with a thick beard, another with a shaved head, and a third with a wolf tattoo snarling on his forearm. My pulse quickens. I can’t resist.

I pause, taking a moment to gather myself. I smooth down my shirt, run a hand through my hair, and straighten my posture. I’m still a twink, but there’s something different in my step now—something fearless. I approach the group, my heart pounding in my chest, my palms slightly sweaty. They fall silent as I clear my throat, their eyes turning to me with curiosity.

“Hey, guys,” I say, flashing them a flirtatious smile. My voice is steady, but I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks. “Mind if I join you for a minute?”

The guy with the beard raises an eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips. His eyes scan me up and down, taking in my slim frame and youthful face. “What’s this about, kid?”

I take a step closer, letting my eyes linger on each of them. The air between us crackles with tension. “I was just thinking... you guys look like you could use some relaxation on your break. How about I give you a free blow job? No strings attached.”

The group erupts into laughter, but it’s not cruel—it’s surprised, maybe a little amused. The guy with the shaved head leans back, crossing his arms over his broad chest. His biceps flex beneath his tight t-shirt. “You serious, kid? You just gonna walk up and offer us that?”

I nod, my confidence growing with every passing second. “Dead serious. I’m good at it, too. Trust me.”

The guy with the wolf tattoo chuckles, exchanging glances with the others. His eyes glint with a mix of skepticism and curiosity. “Alright, kid. You’ve got balls, I’ll give you that. But why the hell would we say no?”

I shrug, playing it cool, though my heart is pounding in my chest. “Exactly. So, what do you say? There’s an alley right over there.”

They look at each other, a silent conversation passing between them. Finally, the bearded guy stands up, stretching his broad shoulders. His movements are slow, deliberate, as if he’s savoring the moment. “Why the hell not? Let’s see what this kid’s got.”

My heart leaps. This is really happening. I lead them to the nearby alley, a narrow space between two buildings, shaded and secluded. The air smells of concrete and dampness, but I barely notice. My focus is on them, on what’s about to unfold.

The three of them stand in a loose circle around me, their eyes curious but playful. I drop
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