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  Foreword


The Chance Encounters series was first published as a set of short stories in 2021. Since then, it has seen some changes, been properly edited, and updated to provide more continuity to the over arcing story. 
I hope you enjoy the wild adventures!
LW






  
  Train Ride


My name is Toby Walker and I like long walks on the beach, candlelight dinners, and puppies. Yeah, right. Honestly, I hate all of those things. Well, maybe not puppies, but you get the point. 
What do I like? Cock. I can’t get enough of it. I’ll hook up with just about any guy who offers whatever he offers. I don’t care if I top, or bottom, or it’s just a hand job. I’ll take it.
My best friend Morgan says I’m a slut. Maybe I am. Now ask me if I care. If that label means I get my hands on more ass than the average guy, so be it. Love is an illusion meant to sell chocolate and roses once a year. But sex? Sex is a party all year long. If I go over twenty-four hours without it, I’m probably dead. 
I rarely use that app my buddy Rob put on my phone last year. He insisted it would spice up my sex life. If he only knew. 
I seem to have this knack for randomly finding guys who want to fuck. Seriously, these guys just seem to cross my path for no apparent reason other than for me to bed them. I, for one, know better than to look that gift horse in the mouth. 
Right now, I’m getting ready to head a few states over for work. I don’t want to go, but who knows what opportunities might come from it? 
***********
I can feel his eyes boring into me. He’s been staring since I got on the train. I noticed him the second I stepped on, too. Damn, he’s a hot little twink. And that bulge in those tight jeans of his is making my mouth water. It’s been a while since I sucked a cock. I wonder if he’s up for it. 
There’s a baggage car right off this one. That has some possibilities. I’ve never done it somewhere like that before. Why not go for it? This is going to be a week of meetings that could have been emails and long, boring nights alone in a hotel room. This trip already blows and I’m horny, so I might as well take advantage of an opportunity. 
When I turn around and look directly at him, I get exactly what I’m hoping for; an inviting smile. I smile back with a slight nod and move toward the door to the baggage car. My heart feels like it’s beating out of my chest. I mean, it’s not like I’ve never done it in a public place before, but the danger of being discovered is still a huge turn on for me. 
There’s no window in the door, and I grab the handle, praying the room on the other side is empty. It is, and I feel my cock swell. The door opposite has no window either. This is going to be perfect. 
The first thing I do is move to the end of the car and lock the door there. Behind me, I can hear him closing and locking that door. I turn and watch him walk toward me, trying to look him in the eyes, but failing as my gaze drops to his crotch. The bulge is even bigger now. 
Once he’s close enough, I boldly reach out, cupping that hardness, squeezing. I get a grin as he returns the favor. We just stand there for a minute, massaging each other. 
“What’s your name?” I finally speak. 
“Joe,” comes the husky reply. I like the sound of his voice. “I’m Toby.” 
“I want your cock in my mouth, Toby.” 
“Well, what are you waiting for, then?” I laugh.
His boldness is like an aphrodisiac, and I feel a surge of lust. I have to bite back a moan when he unbuttons my jeans, pulling down the zipper as he drops to his knees. I can feel him tugging the fabric out of his way and fumbling with my underwear, trying to find the opening that will give him access to my already dripping cock. 
He finds it, pulling my cock from my pants, a hiss escaping him. He doesn’t waste any time and I feel his hot, wet mouth engulfing me. Looking down, I see my dick sliding past his lips and I let my hands sink into his hair. It’s soft, slightly curly, and just long enough to get a good grip. Unable to stop myself, I thrust hard into that incredible heat and feel the head of my cock hit the back of his throat. He gags a little and pulls back, looking up at me. “Come on, man.” “Sorry, couldn’t help it.” I chuckle. 
“Yeah, right.” He rolls his eyes as he leans forward again, licking at me. 
His tongue feels like heaven. It’s only been a couple of days since someone gave me head, but he’s so good at it I can hardly stand it. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from cumming too soon. 
He’s pulling at my jeans again, trying to free my balls. I remove one hand from his hair, reaching down to help him. The second that’s accomplished, he smacks my hand away and lowers his head, his warm tongue tracing across my sac. 
“Oh, fuck.” I moan, feeling him suck one of my balls into his mouth. My free hand sinks back into his hair, gripping tightly. I can feel his teeth grazing lightly over my skin as he goes back to sucking my rod. He’s way too good at this. I’m not going to hold out much longer. It’s crazy. I don’t blow this quickly. Maybe he’s just that good. 
The train jolts suddenly and I lose my balance, falling backward onto the stack of luggage behind me. My cock slips from his mouth with an audible pop and I hear him laugh. It’s infectious, and I laugh too, lying there on my back, wedged between two suitcases like an idiot with my junk hanging out of my pants. 
My laughter dies as he reaches for his zipper, undoing his pants and letting loose one of the most amazing cocks I’ve ever seen, and that’s saying something. Thick, uncut, and at least nine inches, it’s hanging right in front of me. Given his size, I never would have imagined his dick was so big. I have to have it. 
I reach out, snagging his jeans and pulling him toward me. I wrap my hand around that thick, hard meat and pull back the foreskin, revealing the glistening head, pre-cum dripping from the slit. Leaning forward, I smooth my tongue over it, groaning at the taste of him. Fuck, it’s so good.
I can’t even describe it, but it doesn’t matter as I take him into my throat, swallowing around him. 
“Toby...damn...” I love the way my name sounds coming from him. I bob my head, working him hard. I want him to cum; I want to taste him. And then I’m going to fuck him. 
“I’m going to fucking cum in your mouth,” Joe groans, thrusting hard against me. 
My response is to reach up, yanking his jeans down so I can get my hands on his tight ass. My fingers bite into his firm cheeks and he lets out a moan loud enough to make me worried about discovery. That thought leaves my mind as hot, salty jizz fills my mouth. I swallow, taking it all. It tastes amazing. 
I pull back, looking up to see Joe hanging onto the rack above me, head down and chest heaving. He grins at me and laughs. He certainly seems to be enjoying himself. 
“Tell me you’re a top,” he says, his tone almost begging. “I’m whatever you need me to be, baby.” I smile back at him, tugging his pants down some more. 
“Yay!” He snickers, letting go of the rack and helping me help him with his pants. 
We get them down over his knees before the train jerks again. He lets out the cutest little squeal, tumbling into my lap. I shift, pulling him up so we’re face-to-face. 
“You okay?” I ask. 
“Mm-hm.” I can see the golden flecks in his light brown eyes. “Gonna get inside me, or what?” 
Now it’s my turn to laugh. His boldness is endearing. 
His lower legs are still encased, and somewhat restricted, in his jeans, as I maneuver him around until his back is against my chest. I bite back a moan as he spits into his hand and then grabs my cock, stroking me, using his saliva as a quick lube. His hand tightens around my dick, holding it still as he lowers himself onto it. 
“Fuck, you’re tight,” I whisper hotly in his ear as he leans back against me. 
“Been a while.” He gasps, and I can feel him forcing himself to relax. “I need to start carrying lube.” 
A grin crosses my face as I force myself to hold still, wanting to give him time to adjust. He’s not kidding about the lube. 
I feel him shift, just the slightest of movements, and just enough for him to clench around me. My cock is throbbing and all I want to do is start thrusting up into that amazing, tight heat. I grab the baggage rail next to me instead, my other hand encircling the handle of the suitcase we’re sitting on. Someone’s not going to be impressed with the state of their luggage. 
“Damn.” Joe sighs, shifting again. “You feel incredible.”
“So do you.” I kiss the back of his neck, unable to help myself. He’s just so damn sweet. 
Another sigh escapes him as he moves, one hand reaching above mine on the rail, pulling to give himself some leverage. I let him set the pace, not moving an inch. All I want to do is concentrate on the hot, tight feeling of him around my cock. My eyes slip shut as my head falls back, reveling in the sensation. 
I hear him moan as he moves faster. I wrap my hand around his renewed hardness, stroking him. As much as I’d like this to last, there’s still the chance someone’s going to come in here. Besides, I’ve been so close to the edge since all this began. I’m not going to last much longer. 
“Oh, fuck...Toby, baby.” Joe gasps, trying to thrust up into my hand and ride me at the same time. “Fucking do it. Make me cum.”
A bolt of raw lust tears through me, almost making me lose control, and I thrust up into that tight ass, biting back a moan of my own. My grip on his dick tightens, and I stroke him harder. Never mind making him cum, I’m about to.
It hits me like a tidal wave, robbing me of my sight. Did I just scream? Shit, I think I did. 
As my vision clears, I hear Joe giggling and notice the hot stickiness of his cum dripping over my fist. I release him and raise my hand, a smile breaking out as he grabs my wrist, licking my fingers clean. “You make a lot of noise,” he says when he was done. 
I laugh and kiss the back of his neck again. “Your fault.” 
“That’s nice.” A small sigh escapes him. “I need to get up, though.” 
I wrap my hands around his waist, lifting him from me. I frown as I feel my cock leave his body, hearing him whimper in pain. “Are you alright?” I ask, concerned. 
“Mm-hm.” He nods, reaching down to snag his pants. “Damn, I’m a bit of a mess, though.” 
I look around, trying to find something to help clean both of us up. My gaze falls on the suitcase I’m sitting on. The zipper came open while we were fucking on top of it and there’s a piece of clothing hanging out. A wicked grin crosses my face and I pull it out. It’s a plain, white T-shirt. It’ll do. I wipe myself off before handing it to Joe. “Use this.” 
He stares at it for a second before bursting out laughing. “I pity the guy who owns this.” 
“Wasn’t my intention to put it back.” I snicker. “But I can.”
“God, no.” Joe finishes cleaning himself up and yanks up his jeans.
As I haul myself to my feet, doing up my own pants, I can’t help but smile at the picture he makes. His pale skin is flushed and damp, his hair all tousled. He’s cute. 
I reach out, cupping his chin in my hand and tipping his face up. Leaning down, I place a gentle kiss on his full, pouty lips, moving closer as he leans into me. 
“Thank you,” I whisper. 
“You’re very welcome.” He grins mischievously. “I certainly enjoyed it.” 
“So did I. You should leave first. I’m going to go out that door.” I point to the door opposite the one I entered through. 
“It was fun,” Joe says, reaching up to kiss me again. He turns away, walking from the baggage car without so much as a backward glance. 
“That it was.” 
Heading for the door, I stop and look back at the pile of disheveled luggage we had just spent the last twenty minutes making a mess of. 
Definitely fun. 
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