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Strangers in the Night
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The gym was eerily quiet, the kind of silence that made every breath and every creak of the floorboards echo like a whisper in an empty cathedral. It was past midnight, and the only light came from the fluorescent tubes overhead, casting a harsh, white glow over the deserted weight room. I’d stayed late to finish my workout, pushing myself harder than usual after a long day at work. My body was drenched in sweat, my muscles burning with that satisfying ache that came from giving it everything I had. I wiped my forehead with the back of my hand, the salty sweat stinging my eyes, and turned to grab my water bottle from the bench.

That’s when I saw him.

He was across the room, near the free weights, his back to me. His tank top was clinging to his broad shoulders, showcasing the thick cords of muscle beneath. Even from a distance, I could see the definition of his back, the way his lats flared with every slight movement. He was a stranger—I’d never seen him here before—but there was something about the way he moved, the way he handled the weights with effortless power, that made me pause. I took a sip of water, my eyes lingering on him longer than they should have.

He must have sensed my gaze because he turned abruptly, his eyes meeting mine. For a moment, neither of us looked away. He was taller than me, with dark hair cropped short and a jawline that could cut glass. His eyes were intense, a deep shade of brown that seemed to see right through me. I felt a flush creep up my neck, and I quickly looked down, pretending to adjust my gym bag.

But it was too late. The air between us had shifted, charged with something I couldn’t name.

Without a word, he started walking toward me. My heart pounded in my chest, and I forced myself to stand still, trying to act casual. He stopped a few feet away, his presence overwhelming. Up close, I could see the sweat glistening on his skin, the way his chest rose and fell with his heavy breathing. His eyes scanned me, taking in my own sweat-soaked shirt, the way my shorts clung to my thighs.

“Good workout?” he asked, his voice deep and rough.

I nodded, clearing my throat. “Yeah. You?”

“Same,” he said, his gaze dropping to my arms. “You’re pretty cut.”

I felt a jolt of pride, but I tried to play it cool. “Thanks. You too.”

He stepped closer, his hand reaching out before I could process what was happening. His fingers brushed against my bicep, and I froze. His touch was firm, almost possessive, as he traced the curve of my muscle. I could feel the heat of his skin through my sweat-dampened shirt, and my breath hitched.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice low. “You’re solid.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

His lips curved into a smirk, and he leaned in, his hand sliding down to my forearm. His fingers were calloused, rough against my skin, and I shivered despite the warmth of the room. He turned my arm slightly, his thumb brushing over the veins that popped out when I flexed.

“Feel this,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

I did, my fingers closing around his wrist. His muscles were hard, corded with strength, and I couldn’t help but tighten my grip. He let out a soft groan, his eyes flicking up to meet mine. For a moment, we just stood there, our hands locked together, the tension between us thickening with every passing second.

Then, without warning, his other hand reached out, his fingers brushing the edge of my pecs. I sucked in a sharp breath as he pinched my nipple through my shirt, his touch firm but not painful. My cock twitched in my shorts, and I cursed myself for reacting so quickly.

“Sensitive?” he asked, his smirk widening.

“Shut up,” I muttered, but I didn’t pull away.

He leaned closer, his breath hot against my ear. “Take off your shirt.”

My heart hammered in my chest, but I did as he said, peeling off my sweat-soaked shirt and letting it drop to the floor. The cool air hit my skin, and I felt his eyes on me, tracing every line of my body. He stepped even closer, his chest brushing against mine, and I could feel the heat radiating off him.

His hand moved to my other nipple, his thumb rubbing slow circles that sent shivers down my spine. I bit my lip, trying to stifle a moan, but it slipped out anyway. He chuckled, low and dirty, and then his mouth was on me, his lips closing around my nipple. I gasped as his tongue swirled, his teeth grazing the sensitive bud. My hands fisted in his hair, holding him close as he sucked harder, his mouth hot and wet.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my head falling back. “What the hell are we doing?”

He pulled back, his eyes dark with desire. “Does it matter?”

I didn’t have an answer. All I knew was that I wanted more.

His hands moved down my chest, tracing the ridges of my abs before sliding lower, to the waistband of my shorts. My cock was throbbing now, achingly hard, and I knew he could see the outline pressing against the fabric. His fingers brushed the bulge, and I shuddered, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

“Take them off,” he commanded, his voice rough.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before hooking my thumbs into the waistband and sliding my shorts down my legs. They pooled at my feet, leaving me standing there in nothing but my boxers, my cock straining against the thin fabric. His eyes raked over me, slow and deliberate, and I felt exposed, vulnerable, but also incredibly turned on.

He stepped closer, his hands on my hips, and then his mouth was on my neck, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire down my skin. I tilted my head back, giving him better access, and he hummed his approval, his hands roaming over my body. His fingers brushed the waistband of my boxers, and I lifted my hips, letting him pull them down. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

He looked down at it, his eyes widening slightly. “Impressive.”

I felt a surge of pride, but before I could respond, he was on his knees, his hands gripping my thighs. His breath ghosted over my cock, and I twitched, my hands tangling in his hair. He smirked up at me, his eyes daring me to stop him, before leaning forward and flicking his tongue over the tip.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my knees weakening.

He took me into his mouth, slow and deliberate, his lips wrapping around me like a glove. His tongue swirled around the head, his hands squeezing my thighs as he bobbed his head, taking more of me with each stroke. I moaned, my hands tightening in his hair, and he hummed around my cock, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure through me.

“Shit, you’re good at that,” I panted, my hips instinctively thrusting forward.

He pulled back, his eyes meeting mine. “You like that?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “Fuck, yeah.”

He smirked, his hands moving to my ass, and then he was sucking me down again, his mouth hot and wet. He was relentless, his lips and tongue working me over, his hands gripping my ass and pulling me closer. I was close, so fucking close, and I knew I couldn’t last much longer.

“I’m—” I started, but he cut me off, hollowing his cheeks and sucking harder.

My vision blurred as my orgasm crashed over me, my cock pulsing in his mouth as I came. He swallowed greedily, his hands holding me steady as I rode out the waves of pleasure. When I finally stopped trembling, he pulled back, his lips shiny with my cum.

“Your turn,” I said, my voice still shaky.

He stood up, his eyes dark with desire, and I reached for him, pulling down his shorts and boxers in one swift motion. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head flushed and leaking pre-cum. I licked my lips, my hands closing around his shaft, and he let out a sharp breath.

“Fuck, you’re big,” I murmured, my thumb brushing over the head.

He groaned, his hands gripping my shoulders. “Just suck it.”

I smirked, kneeling down and taking him into my mouth. He tasted salty and musky, and I moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating against him. He hissed, his hands tangling in my hair as I bobbed my head, my tongue swirling around the head. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder, and he thrust into my mouth, his hips snapping forward.

“Shit,” he groaned. “Fuck, you’re good.”

I pulled back, my eyes meeting his. “You like that?”

He didn’t answer, just pushed my head down, his hands gripping the back of my skull. I took the hint, sucking him deep, my throat closing around him as I swallowed his length. He moaned, his hips thrusting into my mouth, and I let him fuck my face, my hands gripping his ass to steady him.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALEXANDER GRANT

| L
( Ca, g : “' ¢






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





