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The Restaurant Restroom
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I should have known better than to agree to this dinner. Sitting across from my wife, her incessant chatter about her day at work was driving me insane. The trendy restaurant buzzed with energy, filled with couples and groups enjoying their meals, but all I could focus on was the growing frustration between my legs. I glanced around, my eyes searching for an escape, and that's when I spotted him.

Gino, a friend from my college days, was seated at a nearby table with his wife. Our eyes met, and I saw a familiar spark of recognition. We hadn't seen each other in years, but the connection was still there. He was leaner than I remembered, his dark hair styled in a trendy cut, and his eyes held a mischievous glint. As our gazes locked, I felt a rush of excitement, a welcome distraction from my mundane evening.

I watched as Gino's wife, a bubbly blonde, leaned in to whisper something in his ear, her hand resting on his thigh. He smiled politely, but his eyes never left mine. I could sense his restlessness, a mirror image of my own. We were both trapped in these stifling marriages, longing for something more.

As my wife prattled on about her office politics, I discreetly signaled to Gino, a subtle nod and a raised eyebrow. He understood immediately. With a quick excuse to his wife, he rose from the table, feigning the need to use the restroom. I followed suit, leaving my wife mid-sentence, eager to escape her droning voice.

The single-stall restroom at the back of the restaurant was a tight space, but it offered the privacy we craved. As I entered, Gino was already there, leaning against the sink, his eyes burning with desire. The air was thick with anticipation, and I could feel my heart racing.

"Ethan," he whispered, his voice low and husky. "It's been too long."

I closed the door behind me, locking it, ensuring we wouldn't be disturbed. Without a word, I moved towards him, my hands reaching for the buttons of his dress shirt. I wanted to feel his skin, to touch him, to remind myself that this was real.

Gino's hands were on my belt, expertly unbuckling it as if he had done this a thousand times before. His fingers traced the waistband of my pants, sending shivers down my spine. I couldn't help but moan softly as he slid his hands inside, grasping my hardening cock through my boxers.

"Fuck, you're already so hard," he murmured, his breath hot against my neck.

I pushed him back gently, pressing him against the sink, and claimed his lips in a hungry kiss. Our tongues danced, tasting each other, exploring with an urgency born of years of longing. I needed to feel him, to taste him, to remind myself of the pleasure I had been missing.

Breaking the kiss, I knelt before him, my hands pulling his pants and boxers down in one swift motion. His cock sprang free, thick and erect, the head glistening with pre-cum. I looked up at him, my eyes locked with his, and I saw the hunger mirrored in his gaze.

"Suck me, Ethan," he commanded, his voice hoarse with desire.

I didn't need to be told twice. I leaned forward, my lips wrapping around the head of his cock, savoring the salty taste of him. I swirled my tongue around the tip, teasing him, before taking him deep into my mouth. Gino's hands gripped my hair, guiding me as I bobbed my head, taking him in as far as I could.

The sound of his moans filled the small space, spurring me on. I hollowed my cheeks, creating a vacuum as I sucked, my lips sliding up and down his shaft. I could feel his veins throbbing against my tongue, and I knew he was close. Gino's hips began to thrust, fucking my face with abandon, his hands tightening in my hair.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," he grunted, his voice strained.

I wanted to taste him, to feel his release on my tongue. I sucked harder, my lips tightening around his shaft, and Gino exploded in my mouth. His warm cum hit the back of my throat, and I swallowed eagerly, savoring every drop.

Gino slumped against the sink, breathing heavily, his eyes closed in pleasure. I stood, my body flushed with desire and pushed him gently towards the stall. He stumbled, his back against the closed door, as I stepped closer, my hands on his waist.

"My turn," I whispered, my voice rough with need.

I kissed him again, my tongue invading his mouth, claiming him. My hands roamed over his body, exploring the familiar yet unfamiliar terrain. I wanted to brand him, to leave my mark, to show him what he had been missing.

Gino's hands were on my ass, squeezing and kneading, as I ground my hardening cock against his. I could feel his desire, his need, and it only fueled my own. With a quick movement, I spun him around, pressing him against the stall door, his hands flat against the wooden surface.

"I want you," I growled into his ear, my breath hot against his skin.

I reached for the lube in my pocket, slicking my fingers as I positioned myself behind him. Gino's breath hitched as I teased his entrance, circling my finger around his tight hole. I wanted to take my time, to savor this moment, but the urgency between us was palpable.

With a swift thrust, I pushed inside, claiming him in one smooth motion. Gino let out a sharp gasp, his body tensing as he adjusted to my intrusion. I paused, giving him a moment to relax, before pulling out slowly and thrusting back in, setting a relentless pace.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunted, my voice raw. "So much tighter than her."

I knew my words would sting, but I couldn't help but compare. Gino's body was a welcome contrast to my wife's, his muscles clenching around my cock, milking me with every thrust. I reached around, my hand finding his neglected cock, and began to stroke him in time with my hips.

"Yeah, that's it," he panted, his head thrown back against my shoulder. "Fuck me, Ethan. Make me forget."

His words spurred me on, and I pounded into him with abandon, my hips slamming against his ass. The sound of our flesh slapping filled the restroom, mingling with our grunts and moans. I could feel my orgasm building, a coil of pleasure tightening in my balls.

Just as I was about to climax, there was a loud knock on the door, followed by impatient voices.

"Hey, what's taking so long? We need to use the restroom!"

The sound of others waiting outside snapped us back to reality. I froze, my cock still buried deep inside Gino, as we both struggled to catch our breath.

"Shit," Gino whispered. "We need to get out of here."

I withdrew slowly, my cock sliding out with a wet sound, and quickly adjusted our clothing. We exchanged a look, a silent agreement to continue this another time.

I opened the door, stepping out into the restaurant, and saw a line of impatient diners waiting. I offered a sheepish smile, mumbling an apology, and made my way back to my table, my heart still racing.

Gino emerged moments later, his face flushed, and rejoined his wife, who looked at him with concern. He gave me a subtle wink as he sat down, a secret shared between us.

As I resumed my seat across from my wife, her chatter resumed, but my mind was elsewhere. I couldn't stop thinking about Gino, about the taste of him, the feel of his body, and the forbidden pleasure we had shared. Little did I know, the night had only just begun, and the temptation to indulge in our secret desires would prove too strong to resist.
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The Fitting Room Frenzy
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I couldn’t believe my luck as I stepped into the busy department store, hand in hand with my girlfriend, Emily. It was a typical Saturday afternoon, with shoppers bustling around us, and I was dreading the prospect of spending hours browsing through clothes. But then I saw him.

He was tall, with a muscular build that screamed 'gym bro', and his tight t-shirt left little to the imagination. His hair was cropped short, and he had a confident stride as he walked alongside a petite blonde. I caught his eye for a brief moment, and I felt a jolt of electricity pass between us. I knew I shouldn't be staring, but I couldn't help myself. I was Aaron, a 21-year-old college student, and I'd always considered myself straight. Yet, something about this guy, Connor, as I later found out, was irresistible.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Unzipped: Straight Mg

Gay Encounters
Hot Gay [Sex Stories

Alexander Grant






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





