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I looked over at Kyle with a smirk on my face.  I could tell that he was uncomfortable with the way I was looking him over.  He was after all the typical college jock who belonged to a prominent fraternity known for its debauchery with the opposite sex.  This of course was all new for him.  He would have never imagined in a million years that he was going to fuck another man, his alpha male mind would have never let that thought into his head.  But of course on that night, the cards were not exactly in Kyles favor.

He’d been driving through the desert on his way to Las Vegas to meet up with a bunch of his fraternity brothers to engage in the aforementioned debauchery.  Unfortunately for him his Jeep broke down just outside of my small town of Desert Crossroads.  

Desert Crossroads has a population of under a dozen, a motel called the oasis, which I happen to own, and a service station just across the street.  When Kyle walked into town he was tired, he’d just walked twelve miles through the desert in a pair of Nike blazers that no longer had that box fresh appearance they supposedly had when he’d been forced to abandon his jeep.  His jeans and t shirt were dirty from a fall he’d taken down a sandy embankment when he had lost his footing.  His baseball cap had been lost somewhere along the way.

When Kyle reached town the service station had already been closed for hours, and its owner Gus lived far out of town.  That was when he entered my lobby.  I would be lying if I didn’t say that I was immediately attracted to him.  His hair was a mess, which I could tell was not the norm.  His tall athletic form had been well kept by many hours at the gym.

He wanted a room, but he became dismayed when I told him that we were a cash only establishment.  Of course that wasn’t the case, but being the thoroughly modern male that he thought he was, I knew he wouldn’t have any cash on him.  I told him that I’d make him a deal, that I’d give him a room if he gave me his clothes.  Naturally he looked at me with a funny expression but I stood firm.  For a moment I think he thought I was joking, but then I heard him mutter a quiet “fuck” before saying “if I give you my clothes what am I supposed to wear”?     

I told him that when his car was towed into town he could retrieve his luggage, and that he’d never have to leave his room before then.  He shook his head and breathed heavily “This has got to be a fucking joke” he paused “do I have to take them off here or can I do it in my room”?

I told him that it didn’t matter to me, because I was going to be with him regardless.  He sighed again and asked me to take him to his room.  Excited I grabbed a key from behind the desk and led him through a dimly lit corridor to his room, once inside he sat down on the edge of the bed “I can’t believe I’m doing this” he said as he removed his t-shirt to reveal his well-defined chest “this is the creepiest thing that’s ever happened to me”.  

I could only imagine what he would have said if he knew what was going on in my mind.  As I watched him unlace his Nike’s I could tell he was uneasy, once his size 10 feet were liberated he stood up and unzipped his jeans, which quickly dropped to his ankles.  Suddenly he was standing there in a pair of crew socks and Calvin Klein underwear.  “You have my clothes” he said with an irritated tone “now will you please get the hell out of here”.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Riley Quinn





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





