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My name’s Max, and I can’t stop watching him as I weave through the crowded restaurant, balancing a tray of drinks. His broad shoulders fill the booth, his black skin glowing under the dim lights, and his girlfriend’s laughter bounces off the walls, oblivious to the way I’m staring. His name is Leo, and he’s here celebrating something—I overheard him mention a promotion. His girlfriend, a petite blonde with a tight dress, is all over him, but he’s the one I’m watching. His muscles flex under his fitted shirt as he leans back, his lips curling into a confident smile. I’m supposed to be professional, but every time I pass their table, I linger a little longer, my gaze brushing over his thick neck, his strong jawline, and the way his thighs fill out his jeans. He catches me looking once, and I flush, but he just smirks, his dark eyes holding mine for a beat too long. My heart stutters, and I hurry away, my cheeks burning.

The restaurant is packed tonight, the air thick with the smell of food and the hum of conversation. I’m moving fast, refilling drinks, taking orders, but my mind keeps drifting back to Leo. I’ve never been this attracted to a straight guy before, let alone one who’s here with his girlfriend, but there’s something about him—his confidence, his presence—that makes my stomach twist. I’m a twink, skinny and pale, with a face that gets called “cute” more often than “hot.” Guys like me usually go for other twinks or bears, not straight black guys with bodies like Leo’s. But there’s a hunger in me tonight, a reckless curiosity that I can’t shake.

When I bring their dessert, I lean in a little closer than necessary, my voice dropping low as I ask if everything’s okay. His girlfriend doesn’t notice, but Leo does. His eyes flick to my lips, then back to my eyes, and I swear I see a spark of interest. “Perfect,” he says, his voice deep and smooth, like honey poured over gravel. “Couldn’t be better.” His girlfriend giggles, reaching for his hand, but he pulls away subtly, his fingers brushing mine as he takes the spoon I’m holding. My breath catches, and I step back, my pulse pounding in my ears.

A few minutes later, I notice that Leo excuses himself to use the restroom. His girlfriend doesn’t even look up from her phone, but I’m watching him go, my heart racing. The restroom is down a narrow hallway, out of sight from the dining area. As soon as the door swings shut behind him, I’m moving, my feet carrying me down the hallway before I can talk myself out of it.

The restroom is empty when I push open the door, the sound of running water echoing off the tile walls. My heart’s pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat, but I take a deep breath and step inside. The stalls are on the left, and I hear the faint sound of a zipper being undone. My stomach flips, and I freeze, my brain screaming at me to turn around, but my feet keep moving. I’m not thinking straight—I’m not thinking at all. I just know I want to see him, to be near him, even if it’s just for a moment.

He's in the last stall; the handicap stall. I push open the stall door slowly, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. Leo’s standing there, his jeans unzipped, his massive cock already in his hand. My breath catches in my throat. It’s thicker than my wrist, easily twelve inches long, and so dark it’s almost purple. He looks up, his eyes narrowing as he takes in my skinny frame, my uniform, my flushed face. For a second, I think he’s going to tell me to get out, but then he smirks, his grip tightening on his cock. “You been watching me, twink?” he asks, his voice low and rough.
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