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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








  
  
Counter Service




Ican’t stop thinking about him. Joe. He was amazing. 

More so than what it was he did for me. I never thought I’d be able to just fuck a stranger in a hotel room. It was probably the most incredible sexual experience I’ve had to date. Not that I’ve had a lot. At least with men.

I’m sitting behind the wheel of my cab, and I’ve ignored the last two calls that have come in. Not really sure why, but I just need time to think. That’s been happening a lot for the last two days. Has it really only been two days?

It’s like I can still feel him. Skinny little guy that he was. That brings a smile to my face. I don’t really have a type with men, but Joe was something else.

I shift in my seat, trying to get comfortable. I’ve been sitting here in this parking lot for a couple of hours. Maybe I should get out and stretch. Life in a cab can do a number on your body if you’re not careful.

I’m just about to open the door when my phone goes off. It’s dispatch. I consider ignoring it, but a glance at the clock makes me take it. It’s that time. I always pick Nick up at the restaurant at the same time on the same night every week. It’s the only night he works late. I guess being the head chef in one of the busiest restaurants in the city has its advantages.

I answer the phone, letting dispatch know I’ve got the call, and start my car.

Heading through the city, my thoughts go to Nick. He’s definitely gay, no doubt about that, and he flirts with me every time I pick him up. I’ve never reciprocated, though. I’ve never felt confident enough to.

Things have changed in that regard. Thanks to Joe.

Maybe tonight, I’ll flirt back. Who knows where it could lead?

Maybe I’ll get lucky.

I glance at the small duffle bag sitting on the seat next to me. Usually I just carry snacks and whatever book I’m currently reading in it, but yesterday, I made an addition. Yesterday, I bought a bottle of lube and tucked it into a corner pocket. I don’t want to be unprepared.

All this soul searching because of my encounter with Joe has changed something in me. That was the first time I had been with another man in three years. And that was a relationship, short though it was. I’ve never, ever slept with someone I wasn’t living with before I met Joe.

Time to make a change.

I mean, I’m not getting any younger. And I have no one to answer to. My parents are gone. I ended my marriage seven years ago, and I really don’t have any friends. So, why not? Joe showed me there’s pleasure to be had when you leave behind the useless guilt.

I wish I had figured all this out before I left him that morning. Then, at least, I could have thanked him for it. I have his number, but...I don’t know. Seems weird to be calling him and saying something like that.

Screw it. I’m just going to plow ahead and see where my new attitude takes me.

Who knows? Maybe I’ll get to see Joe again some day. I’ll thank him then.


      ***A frown crosses my face as I glance at the clock on the dashboard for probably the fifth time.

Where is he? It’s not like Nick to not be waiting in the alley behind the restaurant when I get there. I’ll give him a couple of more minutes and then go in and see if he’s there.

I let my head drop back against the headrest and my eyes slip shut. My thoughts wander, as they have a lot the last couple of days, to Joe. He was so sexy, and part of that was his complete confidence in himself. He knew what he wanted, and he wasn’t ashamed of it. Something to aspire to.

Okay, I need to stop. I’m seeing him in my head, naked and begging, and I’m getting hard. That could be embarrassing if Nick suddenly came out of the restaurant.

I open my eyes and notice about five minutes have passed. He’s fifteen minutes late now. Okay, I need to check on him. This is not like him at all.

I shut off the car and get out, pocketing my keys.

I’m parked right next to the door he always exits through, and it proves to be unlocked. Opening it, I slip inside, making sure it’s closed behind me. I’m in the delivery bay, and the main kitchen is just through the door in front of me.

“Nick?” I call out as I open the kitchen door. “You here?”

The kitchen is clean, deserted, and obviously has been for a while. About half of the lights are off, and you can feel the emptiness. I’m thinking Nick got a ride home from someone, but then I hear a noise coming from behind a closed door just past the fryers.

I approach slowly, not sure what I’m going to find, and peek through the small window set at eye level. What I see inside at first shocks me; then, it arouses the hell out of me.

Nick is sitting on some crates, leaning against the wall, with his fly open and his cock in his hand. And he’s going at it like he’s desperate. Holy shit.

I can feel myself getting hard again and I can’t tear my eyes away.

I’ve always thought Nick was attractive. As tall as me, but skinny, his mousy blond hair always sticking up in a dozen different directions. He has the prettiest gray eyes too. Right now they’re clenched shut and I can see the sweat beading on what I can see of his chest through his half open shirt. Fuck, that’s so hot.

What should I do?

Do I walk away, or do I open the door and show him how turned on he’s made me?

A snicker escapes me. Joe would march in there, slap Nick’s hands away and suck him until he screamed, most likely.

Hmmm...

Decision made, I push open the door, startling Nick. He immediately reaches for the apron sitting on the crate next to him, trying to hide himself from me. Oh, no you don’t.

“So this is what’s taking you so long.” I grin, closing the distance between us.

“P-Paul...I can explain...” His cheeks are bright red.

“Oh, you don’t need to.” I’m right in front of him. There’s a wet spot on the apron covering his crotch, and I can see the outline of his pulsing dick. I think I need to do something about that for him.

Reaching out, I snatch the apron away, making him gasp. I lick my lips as I take in the thick, veiny cock in front of me. I meet his eyes and he moans softly. It’s hard not to laugh. I don’t even have to say anything.

My hands go to either side of him, resting on the crate as I bend down. I stop just short of taking him into my mouth.

“Please,” he whispers. “Do it. Please.” 

That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.

I hear him whimper as I take him in my mouth, immediately sucking hard. His dick jumps, and my senses are filled with the salty taste of his pre-cum. I think I want to make him cum. I love the taste.

I force off my gag reflex and take him into my throat, swallowing. He makes a strangled sound and thrusts up. My hands move to his hips, pinning him down. I’m not about to let him choke me. I’m kind of out of practice with this.

I can feel his hands in my hair, gripping, and he starts panting. He’s close.

“Paul...oh, Paul...fuck, I never knew!” That’s all the warning I get.

He shoots and I pull back slightly so I can swallow it all. His cum tastes different from I’m used to. Well, okay, I’m not really used to it, but it tastes different. It’s good, though.

I gulp it down like a starving man. I am starving, I guess, metaphorically speaking. This feels so incredible. I had forgotten how much I enjoyed this.

He finally stops cumming and goes limp beneath my hands. I lift my head, taking in the sight before me. Damn, he’s gorgeous. Those gray eyes open, looking a little dazed.

“Paul...”

I move closer, reaching out and grabbing him by the shirt, pulling him in. Our lips meet and I force my tongue into his mouth. I feel him shudder against me and I slip my arm around him, pulling him in. His legs wrap around my waist and his arms around my shoulders as he tries to get closer, kissing me back.

When I finally pull away, we’re both breathing hard. Damn, my cock feels like it’s going to snap off.

Nick’s staring at me, blinking, obviously trying to figure out what brought this on. He has every right to be confused. I’ve never flirted back. I’ve never given him so much as a glance in the two years I’ve been picking him up from work, despite his efforts.

“I take it you enjoyed that?” I can’t help but laugh.

His eyes widen even further. “I...damn...I thought for sure you were straight. I mean...you’re not straight, are you?”

I shake my head. “No.”

I can see a bit of his normal demeanor creeping back in as he recovers himself. He leans back, letting his eyes rake over my body, stopping at the telltale bulge in my jeans. A grin lifts the corner of his mouth as he reaches out.

“You need some help with this?” he asks, cupping me.

He squeezes, and a growl escapes me. “Get your ass down off there.”

He laughs, sliding off the crates and onto his knees in front of me.

He obviously doesn’t mind being bossed around. Good.

“My, my,” he coos, rubbing his cheek against my jeans. “So hot. Let’s let you out, shall we?”

I thread my fingers through his messy hair as he unzips me, reaching inside and drawing my twitching dick from my pants. He carefully removes my balls, a hiss of arousal coming from him. I never have been one for underwear. It’s a waste of fabric.

I clench my teeth as he pulls back my foreskin, his tongue snaking out from between those kissable lips, licking me. Damn, I really want to just shove myself down his throat. It hurts, I’m so hard. I won’t, though. I don’t want to hurt him. He engulfs my cock in his hot, wet mouth and I groan, fighting the urge to thrust forward and choke him.

“Damn, Paul.” He pulls back, grinning up at me. “I figured you’d be big, but not like this.”

I don’t get the chance to answer as he takes me in again, the suction as he bobs his head making me reach out and grab the shelf next to me so I don’t fall over. He’s amazing, and I’m really close.

He pulls back again. “It’s okay, baby. Fuck my mouth. Go on. Do it hard, I can take it.”

“Fuck,” I growl, fisting both my hands in his hair as he takes me in again. I hold his head still and start thrusting, feeling my needy dick hit the back of his throat and keep going. “Oh, bitch.”

He makes a noise of approval and the vibrations do me in. I thrust hard again as I shoot string after string of cum down his throat. My vision blurs and I grip onto his hair tighter, fighting to stay conscious. I feel his mouth leave my cock, but I’m still cumming. His hand wraps around me as his other hand goes to my balls, squeezing. It’s like he’s milking me for the last drop. I look down, seeing my jizz splattering across his face. That’s such a turn on.

I feel a surge of lust at the sight. The second I stop spraying him, I haul him to his feet by his hair, my lips meeting his. They’re covered in my cum. Fuck, yes.

He seems to melt against me as I plunder his mouth, tasting myself. I don’t want to stop. It’s like someone flicked a switch and all I want to do is throw him down and ravage him. I’m almost overcome with the urge to fuck his ass until he screams.

I can’t, though.

I push away, putting some distance between us, gasping for breath.

What the fuck am I doing?

“What’s wrong?” Nick looks even more confused now than when I first walked in.

I can feel my hands clenched into fists, my nails biting into my palms. What am I thinking? I’m not the type who just fucks a guy with no thought to what he wants. I mean, okay, I was a bit like that with Joe, but only after I got the sense he wanted it.

“Hey.” Nick’s trying to get my attention, reaching out and taking my clenched hand in his. “Talk to me.”

“I’m sorry. Just...I don’t want to be rough with you,” I try to explain. I’ve known Nick for two years now. We’ve had some intense conversations inside my cab, and I owe him to not just let go.

“It’s okay. Really.” He moves up against me, leaning in and lightly kissing my jaw.

“I...”

“I like it rough,” he interrupts. 

“You do?”

“Yup.” He’s reaching down, grasping my half hard cock, stroking me. “I really want you to take me out into the kitchen, throw me on the counter, and fuck me senseless.”

There’s a little grin on his face, and my doubts evaporate. I reach out, yanking him against me and take his lips, plundering his mouth. He moans loudly and I feel him squeeze me hard. Without breaking the kiss, I reach down and pry his hand off me. I grab his other wrist and pull his arms behind him, pinning his hands behind his back. He squirms, whimpering, and I can feel his dick getting hard where it’s pressed against mine.

I pull back with a gasp, staring into his eyes, seeing the pure lust there. “Into the kitchen.”

The second I let go of his arms, he moves around me, pushing through the door and into the kitchen. He hurries to a long, stainless steel counter in the middle of the room. He backs up against it, watching me intently as I approach.

Reaching out, I hook my hands hooking into his pants where they are hanging off his hips, pushing them to the floor. I grab his arm, spinning him around and pushing him down so he’s bent over the countertop. I take a second to admire the firm, smooth flesh of his ass before running my hand over it. A quiet hiss lets me know he likes it.

I pinch the taught skin slightly, earning a groan of pleasure. Maybe... 

“Fuck, yes!” He yells as I bring my hand down on his ass, the sound of palm striking flesh echoing in the room.

He likes it.

I do it again and again, making him fidget and whimper. I’m liking the color of his ass as I spin him back around and grab him by the waist, lifting him up and setting him on the cool metal surface.

“Oh, hell, yeah,” he pants. “You’re good at that.”

I can’t help the almost sadistic grin on my face. “You like that, huh?” 

He nods. “But now I want you to fuck me with that huge cock.” 

There’s a begging tone to his voice, and it sends a shiver through me. I really want to bury myself in his reddened ass.

Shit.

My lube is in the car.

“Use that,” Nick, obviously reading my mind, nods to a glass bottle sitting on the edge of the counter.

I grab it and laugh. Extra virgin olive oil. Extra virgin, mind you. There’s such wonderfully ironic humor in that.

“Why do I get the feeling you’ve used this before...and not for cooking,” I say.

“I admit to nothing,” Nick replies blandly, but with a twinkle in his eye. “Are you gonna fuck me, or what?”

My reply is to set the bottle next to him and reach down, grabbing his foot and yanking his shoe off. This whole fucking while clothed thing is awkward. I pull the other shoe off his foot and then strip his pants off as well. I think about taking his shirt off, but decide against it, pushing him down to lie on the counter instead.

I do take a second to push his shirt up, though. I want to get my hands on his cock. It’s leaking all over his stomach already. I wrap my hand around it, pumping him, and cup his balls in my other hand. They’re heavy and perfect. He’s thrusting up into my grip and I just stand there, watching him.

He certainly isn’t ashamed of what we’re doing. And you know, neither am I. Not anymore. This is who I am. Suddenly, I’m good with that. I release him, reaching for the bottle of olive oil. Unscrewing the cap, I pour some into my hand, coating my fingers. I see him watching me and I smile, receiving one in return.

“You have a beautiful smile,” he says, putting his feet up on the counter.

I don’t reply. I’m too taken with what’s spread out in front of me.

Carefully laying the bottle down, I reach between his legs with my oil coated hand, immediately finding his tight hole. I press a finger against it, but don’t penetrate him. Easing back, I do it again. A burst of laughter escapes me as he wiggles around on the counter, trying to get some purchase so he can force my finger inside him. He’s sweating, and the oil is trickling down the crack of his ass, making it impossible for him to.

“Damn it, Paul!” He tries to thrust up harder and almost slides right off the metal countertop.

I laugh again, reach out to grab him before he falls. He wraps his legs around my waist again, tightening his grip to draw me closer. The counter stops me from getting too close, and I push back to keep my dick from getting smashed. That would not be fun.

There’s a sadistic side of me that’s coming out now. Kind of like when I wouldn’t let Joe touch himself. That side of me that Joe helped me explore with the help of that enormous dildo and the flogger he loves so much. I did really enjoy it, and Nick seems to be into it so...

I reach between us, circling my slick fingers around his hole, but not giving him what he wants. In no time at all, he’s cursing at me, making me laugh. Those gray eyes are glaring up at me, but I can tell he’s enjoying it.

“Do you want me to stop?” I mean, I should ask, right? Just in case I’m pushing too far.

“No,” he practically snarls. “What I want is for you to get inside me!”

I laugh again. Laughter during sex is something new to me, but I like it. Almost as much as I like the pleading whine coming from Nick.

I decide I’d better stop teasing him before he explodes. I quickly unbutton my jeans and push them down so they fall around my ankles. Even in the heat of this, I have the presence of mind to not want to get cooking oil all over my pants. There’s enough oil on my hand to lube up my throbbing cock and I’m quick to do it.

“Yes...fuck...do it.” Nick’s voice is hoarse as I press the swollen head of my dick against his hole.

Reaching down, I pull his legs over my shoulders and wrapping my hands around his thighs. I stare into his eyes for a moment, waiting for him. I can see him forcing the tension from his body and he nods, smiling at me.

I push in slowly, going inch by agonizing inch. His breath is hissing through his clenched teeth as his body stretches to accommodate me. I watch his face carefully, suddenly worried I might hurt him. His is eyes are boring into mine and there’s nothing there that says he wants to stop.

Finally, I’m buried to the hilt, his tight heat clenched around me. It feels incredible.

“Okay?” I ask.

I see him relax again and his pretty smile returns. “Hell, yes. Give me a second, though.”

“Of course.” I slide one hand down his leg, teasing at his stomach before taking his cock in my hand and stroking him gently, trying to take his mind off any pain he might be feeling.

He’s practically purring at my actions and I shift to get closer, causing him to cry out. I watch as his back arches off the table and I move my hand back to his thigh, gripping tight as I pull from his body. I push back in slowly, and he curses at me again.

“For fuck’s sake, Paul! Fuck me!” 

Well, if he says so...

I pull almost completely from him and quickly slam back in with such force it pushes him up the counter. I tighten my grip on him and do it again, pulling him toward me as I grind into him. He screams, his knuckles white as his fingers dig into the unyielding metal of the counter. I move faster, listening to him beg for more. Fuck, that’s making me harder by the second.

Pretty soon there’s a steady stream of pleas coming from him and I’m getting close. There’s something about his begging that’s driving me right to the edge.

I see him reach for his cock and quickly slap his hand away. “No.” 

“Please,” he gasps, reaching again.

“No.” I slap his hand harder this time. “Don’t touch yourself.”

I learned this is a total turn on for me, watching a guy cum without being touched. I crave it.

My fingers are leaving bruises as I grip onto him harder, thrusting with everything I have. I’m going to cum. Just as soon as he does.

It doesn’t take long.

“Paul!” He practically comes right off the countertop, his cock jumping as his jizz splatters all over his stomach.

A deep growl starts in my chest, something I have no control over, as I slam into him one more time, feeling like my soul is being ripped from my body. I stay buried inside him as I fill him to overflowing. My hands slip from his legs to brace on either side of him. I use what little strength I have left to keep myself on my feet.

Managing to catch my breath, I withdraw from him, a shudder rippling through me. I grab the edge of the countertop, looking down at him. He looks incredibly sexy lying there, covered in cum, mine dripping from his stretched hole.

Suddenly, a sob escapes him and his hands come up to cover his face as he begins to cry.

Shit, what have I done?

“Nick?” I reach out to touch him. “Hey...you okay?” 

“I’m...I’m sorry.” He wipes his face, looking up at me.

Those pretty eyes are swimming with tears and my heart twists. I was too rough with him. Or maybe...maybe he’s got something going on I don’t know about. Fuck. We should have talked first. I shouldn’t have gone at him like some bitch in heat.

He struggles to sit up, and I grab him, pulling him upright. His arms go around me and he buries his face in my chest. I can feel him fighting for control.

“Nick,” my voice is choked as I fight for control of my own, “I’m so sorry...”

“No,” he cuts me off, looking up at me. “I’m the one who should be sorry. It’s just...that was so incredible. It’s been a long time since anyone has made me feel like that. And...” a blush lights up his cheeks for the second time tonight, “I kinda always cry when I cum that hard.”

Relief floods me. So, I didn’t hurt him. I drop a kiss on his forehead and give him a squeeze.

“It’s okay.” I smile as he snuggles in.

“Give me a minute and we’re gonna need to clean up the mess we made.” There’s laughter in his voice.

I wrap my arms around him. “I hope you’ve got lots of rags.”

He laughs out loud, leaning back and bringing his hands up to clasp my face. There are still tears in his eyes, but he’s smiling as our lips meet. I kiss him back, and it’s almost...comfortable. There’s no real heat to it, but it feels so good.

When it ends, he lays his head back on my chest for a minute, a content sigh coming from him.

He finally pulls away, frowning as he looks down at the floor. “Where’d my pants go?”

“Umm...” I look around, spying them under the trolley next to the counter. I scoop them up and hand them to him. “I’ll find your shoes.”

I take a quick second to right my own pants before grabbing his shoes. Turning back, I see him sliding down off the counter, wincing as his feet hit the floor. I instinctively reach out, wrapping my arms around his waist and pulling him against me.

“I’m okay. It’s just been a while,” he assures me. “Help me with my pants?”

I immediately crouch down in front of him, helping him back into his clothes. I stay there until he’s got his shoes on, tying them for him. Standing back up, I drop a kiss on his forehead and receive a smile in return.

“Let’s get this place cleaned up,” he says, nodding to a bucket next to the sink.

I make my way over, grabbing it and finding it full of rags. I think we’ll be throwing them out when we’re done.

Ten minutes later, the place is as clean as when I first walked in. I wonder if the morning shift will notice that the bottle of oil is almost empty.

Nick grabs the garbage bag we put the dirty cloths in and heads for the door, stopping to get his jacket. “Ready?”

“Yup.”

I exit ahead of him, taking the bag and tossing it into the dumpster as he locks up. Deciding to be a gentleman, I open the passenger door of my car and get him settled. He’s still moving like he’s in pain. I wait until I’m behind the wheel, starting up the car.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

Nick shrugs. “I think I’m gonna call in sick tomorrow. Honestly, I need a day off. I don’t suppose you’re working?”

“Is that an offer?”

“I think it is.” He grins. “How about you spend the night? That is...if you want to.”

I reach out, giving his leg a squeeze. “I’d like that. Let’s get you home.” 

Nick says nothing as I back out of the alley and turn down the street, heading for his apartment building.

When we hit the first red light, he shifts in his seat, reaching up and hooking a hand into the collar of my shirt, pulling me in. He kisses me gently, his fingers caressing my cheek.

“I’m glad you let me know you weren’t straight,” he whispers against my lips. “You’re the reason I was doing what I was doing when you walked in on me.”

“Oh, really now?” I grin.

I’m about to comment further when the car behind me honks. The light’s green.

I turn my attention back to the road. Nick’s hand is on my leg. It feels nice.

Yeah, Nick’s not the only one calling in sick tomorrow. I’ve always thought he was a great guy, and now even more so. My mind casts back to the talk I had with Joe in the middle of the night that I spent with him. He was right...I need to just let myself explore who I really am.

And there’s nothing to be ashamed of. I deserve to live my life and be happy. I don’t need to explain myself to anyone.

I’m gonna do it. Damn right I’m going to let go of the guilt and the useless self-depreciation. I’m going to find out who I really am and what all this means to me.

And it starts with Nick.

I glance over to see him smiling at me again. It’s a good place to start.









