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This story is written as a work of erotic fantasy, and like many fantasies, it doesn’t always reflect the realities of safe, responsible sex. In real life, protection and consent matter deeply. Safe sex not only protects your health but also the health of your partners, and it’s something I strongly encourage and believe in.

I chose not to weave condoms or safe sex reminders directly into this story because I wanted the flow, intensity, and urgency of the fantasy to remain uninterrupted. Think of it the same way people enjoy action movies without stopping to see characters buckle their seatbelts — the omission doesn’t mean safety isn’t important.

So, while this story explores the heat of risk and secrecy, please remember: in the real world, safe sex is always the sexiest choice.

— Alexander Grant

I’m thirty-eight, but most days I feel older. My body’s still solid — broad shoulders, some muscle left on my chest and arms, though I’ve picked up a little softness around the waist from beer and late-night fast food. I still hit the gym enough to keep a decent frame. My dick, though... that’s always been my quiet pride. Thick, heavy, long enough that in locker rooms I’d catch stares. It gets hard fast and stays that way, though lately it feels wasted.

Sex with my wife is the same every time. She lies there like it’s a chore, body stiff, eyes already somewhere else. No spark, no kiss, just a rhythm until I finish. It’s duty for her, release for me. I can’t remember the last time she looked at me with hunger, or the last time I felt wanted for more than carrying groceries or fixing a leaky sink.

So here I am, pushing a cart through Costco on a Saturday. Kids whining for samples. My wife barking out what we need like she’s the foreman of some warehouse shift. I move in silence, nodding, but I’m not really there. Between work, bills, and this endless routine, I feel like a ghost.

And then I saw it.

That ass.

Bent low in front of the refrigerated section, denim stretched so tight it looked like it might split. My chest tightened, my cock stirred before I could even think. Perfect curves, begging to be grabbed. I snapped my head toward my wife — she was too busy scolding the kids for knocking into a tower of cereal boxes. Safe.

When the stranger stood up, my breath caught. It wasn’t a woman. It was a twink. Young — maybe mid-twenties. Slim frame, soft features, an almost boyish face with a hint of cocky confidence. And it hit me hard, so hard I felt heat shoot through my gut. That ass, that body — I wanted it. Wanted it more than I should, more than I’d ever admit.

I tried to pull myself back, tried to listen to my wife’s voice, tried to count the items in the cart. But my eyes kept finding him. And then I saw him again — this time walking toward the bathrooms at the far end of the warehouse.

My pulse hammered. The thought slammed into me before I could fight it: follow him.

I gripped the cart tighter, watching my wife hand out orders like nothing had changed. My throat went dry. “Babe,” I muttered, forcing my voice steady, “I’m gonna hit the bathroom real quick.”

She waved me off, barely looking. Same as always.

That was my out. My excuse. Thin and ordinary, but enough.

Each step toward the back of the store felt louder, heavier, like the world might stop me. My chest thudded. My cock thickened, pressing against my jeans just from the thought of what I was about to do. My hand tingled as it reached for the restroom door handle.

I pushed inside. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, the smell of bleach clinging to the air. My stomach flipped when I saw him — the twink — standing just a few feet away at the urinal.

I told myself to stay calm, stare straight ahead, finish and leave. Easy. But then it happened.

He looked at me.

Not just a glance. His eyes flicked down, lingered. On me. On the bulge I was already struggling to hide. Then his gaze slid back up, locking onto mine with the faintest smirk tugging at his lips.

My blood roared in my ears. My cock swelled harder, heavier, filling my jeans with undeniable weight.

And then he zipped, smoothed his shirt, and without a word, slipped into the stall. The door clicked shut.

I froze. Heart pounding, cock straining, every nerve screaming. I knew I was standing on a line, and if I stepped over — there was no going back.

I froze, glued to the tile, my heart hammering like it was trying to punch its way out of my chest. That smirk he gave me, that quick glance down — it wasn’t just a look. It was a dare. And every nerve in me lit up.

I told myself to move. To wash my hands, walk out, and go back to my wife and kids like none of this ever happened. That was the smart move. That was the safe move. But my body wouldn’t listen. My cock was already thick and heavy, swelling harder with every second of silence.

Fear snuck in then — sharp, sudden. What if someone walked in? What if I got caught? What if he opened his mouth and said something that shattered the thin little world I was pretending to hold together? For a moment, I was sure that fear would pull me back. My chest tightened. My throat went dry. My stomach turned with the thought of everything I stood to lose.

But the fear didn’t kill the heat. It made it worse.

My cock surged, throbbing in my jeans so hard it hurt. My body twisted the panic into something darker, rawer. The danger of it, the risk, the thought that I could be ruined if anyone found out — it only made me harder.

I stood there, breath ragged, torn in half. The stall door was just a few steps away. I knew what was waiting. I knew what I wanted. And the terror of wanting it only dragged me deeper under its pull.

The restroom was dead quiet, just the hum of the lights above and the faint drip of a faucet. My pulse felt louder than both. I stared at the stall, my chest rising and falling like I’d just run a mile. The door was shut, but I couldn’t shake the feeling it wasn’t locked for good. That smirk, that glance — he wanted me to follow. He knew I would.

My legs refused to move. My brain screamed at me to turn around, to get out while I still could. I even took half a step toward the sink, ready to wash my hands and call it quits. That would’ve been the end — I’d walk back out, pretend I just had to piss, pretend none of this ever happened.

But then I shifted, and the thick bulge straining against my jeans brushed the zipper. I hissed under my breath, the sudden spark shooting through me like lightning. My cock was so hard it ached, pulsing with every frantic beat of my heart. Fear wasn’t pushing me away anymore. It was pushing me forward.

I looked at the stall again. My hand twitched at my side. Two steps, maybe three. That was all it would take.

Another voice inside me whispered that this was madness, that I’d be throwing away everything. But my body was already betraying me, dragging me toward what I wanted, what I hadn’t felt in years. Desire drowned out reason.

Before I realized it, I was moving — slow, unsteady, every step heavier than the last — until I was right there, just inches from the stall door.

I paused, breath caught in my throat. My hand hovered in the air, trembling. One push, and I’d be inside. One push, and everything would change.

The restroom was dead quiet, just the hum of the lights above and the faint drip of a faucet. My pulse felt louder than both. I stared at the stall, my chest rising and falling like I’d just run a mile. The door was shut, but I couldn’t shake the feeling it wasn’t locked for good. That smirk, that glance — he wanted me to follow. He knew I would.

My legs refused to move. My brain screamed at me to turn around, to get out while I still could. I even took half a step toward the sink, ready to wash my hands and call it quits. That would’ve been the end — I’d walk back out, pretend I just had to piss, pretend none of this ever happened.

But then I shifted, and the thick bulge straining against my jeans brushed the zipper. I hissed under my breath, the sudden spark shooting through me like lightning. My cock was so hard it ached, pulsing with every frantic beat of my heart. Fear wasn’t pushing me away anymore. It was pushing me forward.

I looked at the stall again. My hand twitched at my side. Two steps, maybe three. That was all it would take.

Another voice inside me whispered that this was madness, that I’d be throwing away everything. But my body was already betraying me, dragging me toward what I wanted, what I hadn’t felt in years. Desire drowned out reason.

Before I realized it, I was moving — slow, unsteady, every step heavier than the last — until I was right there, just inches from the stall door.

I paused, breath caught in my throat. My hand hovered in the air, trembling. One push, and I’d be inside. One push, and everything would change.

My hand hovered in the air, trembling like it wasn’t even mine. Every muscle screamed to walk away, to get back to my cart and pretend none of this ever happened. But my cock throbbed so hard against my zipper it felt like it was dragging me forward by itself.

I swallowed, chest tight, ears ringing. One push. That’s all it would take.

Before I could stop myself, my palm pressed flat against the door.
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