

    
        
          The Cruising Game

        

        
        
          First Time Guys

        

        
        
          Alexander Grant

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CRUISING GAME

    

    
      First edition. June 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alexander Grant.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231924080

    

    
    
      Written by Alexander Grant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Cruising Game

Further Reading: After School Hours

Also By Alexander Grant

About the Author


The sun dips below the horizon, casting the park in a soft, golden glow as I wander along the winding path. It’s dusk, that magical hour when the world feels suspended between day and night. My headphones are in, drowning out the world with a playlist that’s supposed to help me unwind after a long day at work. My girlfriend, Sarah, is waiting for me at home, but I needed this walk to clear my head. Just me, the cool evening air, and the crunch of leaves underfoot. I’m dressed casually—jeans, a plain white tee, and sneakers—nothing out of the ordinary.

As I round a bend near the parking lot, my eyes catch sight of a car parked beneath a towering oak tree. It’s an older model, dark blue, its windows tinted just enough to obscure the interior but not enough to hide the faint glow emanating from within. I don’t think much of it at first. People park here all the time to enjoy the view or maybe catch a quick nap. But then I hear it—a low, rhythmic moan. It’s faint, almost swallowed by the evening breeze, but it’s there. My heart skips a beat. I pause, my curiosity piqued.

I slow my steps, trying to play it cool, but my eyes are drawn to the car like a magnet. The moaning grows louder, more urgent. My pulse quickens. I’m not sure what I’m witnessing, but my body reacts before my brain can process it. My dick twitches in my jeans, a sudden, unexpected hardness that catches me off guard. I’m straight. I’ve got a girlfriend. This shouldn’t be happening.

I’m close enough now to see movement inside the car. The driver’s side window is cracked open, just enough to let in the cool air. Through the gap, I hear heavy breathing, the sound of skin on skin. My stomach flips. I know I should keep walking, but my feet feel rooted to the spot. I’m transfixed, like a deer in headlights.

Then I see him. A guy, maybe mid-twenties, sitting in the driver’s seat. He’s got his shirt off, his chest heaving as he works his hand up and down his thick, hard cock. His other hand is gripping the steering wheel, knuckles white, like he’s trying to anchor himself to reality. His head is thrown back, eyes closed, mouth parted in a silent groan. I can’t look away.

He’s muscular, lean but defined, with a light dusting of hair across his chest that trails down his abs. His jeans are unbuttoned, hanging low on his hips, and his cock is thick and veiny, glistening with pre-cum. He’s jacking himself off with slow, deliberate strokes, like he’s savoring every moment. My mouth goes dry. My dick is throbbing now, pressing painfully against my zipper. I’m rubbing the outside of my jeans, my fingers tracing the outline of my hardness, even though I know I shouldn’t.

His eyes snap open, and for a split second, our gazes meet. My heart stops. I freeze, expecting him to freak out, maybe yell at me for spying. But he doesn’t. Instead, he smirks, a knowing, inviting smirk that sends a jolt of heat straight to my groin. He motions with his head, a subtle tilt toward the passenger door.

My brain screams at me to walk away. You’re straight. You’ve got Sarah. This is crazy. But my body has other plans. My feet move on their own, carrying me toward the car. I’m hesitant, my hand hovering over the door handle, but then I pull it open and slide into the seat.

The car smells like leather and something musky, maybe cologne. He’s still stroking himself, his eyes locked on mine now, bold and unapologetic. I’m hyperaware of my own body, my heart pounding, my breath shallow. I can feel his heat radiating across the small space between us.

“First time?” he asks, his voice low and rough, like gravel. His name is Andrew, I’ll learn later, but right now, he’s just a stranger with a cock in his hand and a challenge in his eyes.

I nod, unable to speak. My throat is dry, my mouth suddenly parched.

He chuckles, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrates through me. “Don’t worry. Just go with it.”

I look down at my lap, at the bulge in my jeans that’s impossible to ignore. My hand trembles as I reach for the button, undoing it slowly, then pulling down the zipper. The cool air hits my skin, and I hesitate, my fingers hovering over the waistband of my boxers.

“Come on,” Andrew urges, his tone encouraging. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

I take a deep breath and push my jeans and boxers down to my thighs, freeing my cock. It springs out, thick and hard, the head already glistening with pre-cum. I’ve always been proud of my size—nine inches, thick and uncut—but I’ve never shown it to anyone but Sarah. This feels different. Forbidden. Exciting.

Andrew lets out a low whistle, his eyes widening slightly. “Damn. You’re hung.”

My cheeks flush, but it’s not from embarrassment. It’s a mix of pride and something else, something I can’t quite name. I start stroking myself, slow and steady, mirroring his rhythm. The car feels like a cocoon, shielding us from the world outside. It’s just the two of us, our breaths mingling, our cocks hardening with every stroke.

Andrew leans closer, his shoulder brushing mine, his scent enveloping me. It’s intoxicating, a mix of sweat and something earthy, like pine. His hand reaches out, his fingers grazing my thigh before sliding up to my cock. My breath hitches as he wraps his hand around me, his grip firm but gentle.

“Feel good?” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear, sending shivers down my spine.

“Yeah,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

He starts stroking me in time with my own hand, our movements syncing effortlessly. It’s surreal, this stranger touching me, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through my body. I’m so hard I feel like I might explode, my balls tight and aching.

Then he surprises me. He leans over, his mouth descending on my cock, taking me in with a slow, deliberate suck. My eyes roll back, a moan escaping my lips before I can stop it. His lips are warm and wet, his tongue swirling around the head as he bobs his head up and down. He’s good—really good—his mouth tight and skilled, like he’s done this a hundred times before.

I’m losing it, my hips bucking involuntarily as he deepthroats me, his nose pressing into my pubes. He hums around my cock, the vibration sending shivers down my spine. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him there as he works his magic.

“Fuck,” I groan, my voice cracking. “I’m close.”

He pulls off, his lips shiny with my pre-cum. “Not yet,” he says, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

Before I can protest, he’s leaning down, his mouth closing around my balls, one at a time, sucking and licking them gently. It’s too much, the pleasure overwhelming. My vision blurs, my body tense and coiled like a spring.

“Cum for me,” he commands, his voice a husky whisper.

I can’t hold back anymore. My hips jerk as my orgasm rips through me, my cock pulsing as I shoot rope after rope of hot cum onto my chest and stomach. It’s intense, my body trembling as I ride out the waves of pleasure.

Andrew watches, his expression hungry, before leaning forward and licking my cum from my skin. His tongue is warm and wet, cleaning me up thoroughly, swallowing every drop. It’s filthy, but it turns me on even more, my dick twitching as it starts to soften.

I’m breathless, my heart still racing, when he sits back, a satisfied smile on his face. “Your turn,” he says, his voice laced with promise.

I’m still processing what just happened when he pushes his seat back and steps out of the car, leaving the door open. I follow, my legs shaky, my mind reeling. He leans against the hood, his jeans hanging low on his hips, his cock still half-hard.

“Bend over,” he instructs, his tone leaving no room for argument.

My cheeks burn, but I do as he says, resting my hands on the cool metal of the hood. My ass is exposed, my jeans pooled around my ankles. I’ve never done this before—never even thought about it—but the idea sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Andrew steps behind me, his hands resting on my hips. “You’re sure?” he asks, his breath hot against my neck.

“Yeah,” I whisper, my voice unsteady.

He doesn’t waste time. His fingers brush against my hole, teasing the tight ring of muscle before pressing in. I hiss, the sensation strange but not unpleasant. He takes his time, prepping me with slow, deliberate strokes, his touch firm but gentle.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear. “It’ll feel good, I promise.”

I try to breathe through the tension, my body slowly adjusting to the intrusion. Then I feel the head of his cock pressing against me, thick and insistent. He enters me slowly, inch by inch, stretching me open. It’s a strange mix of pain and pleasure, my body resisting at first before giving way.

“Fuck,” I groan, my head falling forward.

He holds still for a moment, letting me adjust, before pulling out and thrusting back in. It’s slow at first, his hips snapping against mine, his cock filling me completely. I can feel every vein, every ridge, as he moves inside me.

“You like that?” he pants, his voice strained.

“Yeah,” I admit, my voice a whisper.

He picks up the pace, his thrusts harder, more urgent. The hood of the car digs into my palms, but I don’t care. All I can focus on is the sensation of him stretching me, filling me, his cock hitting a spot deep inside me that sends sparks of pleasure through my body.
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