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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








  
  
Hotel Hookup




Ican’t keep the grin off my face. 

Man, that was fun. Toby was so sexy. I’m trying not to limp as I make my way to the baggage pickup area, though. I really need to carry lube in my pocket or something. 

Then again, I was only looking. I mean, I didn’t expect it to go the way it did. I’m never one to pass up an opportunity, though. That’s not what Joe Collins is about. No, sir. 

Well, it’s a good start to my vacation. This vacation is supposed to be all about getting laid, after all. At least, that’s what Carl said when he talked me into getting on the train and coming here for five days. 

I’ve known Carl since I was a kid. He was the first guy I ever slept with. Our lives went in different directions, to be sure, but we never lost touch with each other. We try to do this at least twice a year. 

I find my bag and head out to the street, knowing I’ll find a cab there to take me into the city. I hop into the first one I see, tossing my bag in ahead of me. 

“Where to?” comes a deep voice from the front seat. 

“The Marriot.” I grin. I’m splurging on this trip. Annual bonuses are meant to be spent frivolously, right? 

I catch a glimpse of dark brown eyes framed in the rearview mirror lingering on me longer than is necessary. I shrug it off, though. It’s never a good idea to read too much into that kind of thing. Besides, I’m sore as hell from Toby. 

Toby. 

Man, I’d love to bump into him again. He was so hot. Beyond that, though, I’ve never had a hookup with someone like him. He was kind...concerned, even. Like it wasn’t just a quick fuck for him. I bet he gets laid a lot, with a personality like that. Okay, he had an amazing cock, too. 

Those eyes are watching me in the mirror again. I think I may have just laughed out loud. 

I take a second to check out what I can see of the guy behind the wheel. I can only make out his profile, really. He’s good looking. Dark brown, soft looking hair framing chisel features, hawk nose...really handsome. But those eyes...damn. 

He’s watching me again, and I smile, making him look away. Oh well. My thoughts drift back to Toby as the cab makes its way to my hotel. I can feel myself getting hard as my brain replays our entire fuck session second by second. That one’s gonna haunt me for a while. In a good way. At least I’ll have jack off material when I get horny. 

He’s looking at me again. I’m pretty sure I did laugh out loud that time. 

The cab slows to a stop and I reach into my bag, pulling my wallet from a side pocket. I take out my credit card and wait for the hottie who’s driving to hand me the machine. I tip him good. 

Knowing I’ll need it again in a minute, I keep my credit card in my hand, and jam my wallet back into my bag. My eyes go to the ID taped to the dashboard and I make note of his name. 

“Thanks, Paul,” I say as I reach for the door handle. 

Surprised eyes meet mine for a second before glancing away. “You’re welcome.” 

I struggle to control the grin wanting to creep across my face as I exit the cab. He was cute. Might be worthy of more wank fodder. I have to clamp down on the burst of laughter that escapes me. I don’t want to insult him. 

I slam the cab door behind me and make my way into the hotel. I’ve stayed here before. It’s a great hotel. Just fancy enough to make me feel important. I snicker. I’m not really important. Just a guy from a small town who manages a warehouse. I like to pretend, though. 

Yeah, I really like to pretend. 

The woman behind the counter smiles at me as I give her my name. We go through the usual pleasantries; I’m on a much-needed vacation, meeting a friend for a few days, and yes, I’ll be sure to let her know if I need anything. She hands me back my credit card and I reach for the side pocket of my bag for my wallet. 

Shit. 

I fumble around like an idiot, knowing I’m not going to find it. Not when I can put my hand right through the pocket. I knew this bag was getting ragged, but I was too damn lazy to go shopping for a new one. 

Spinning around, I rush back outside, hoping and praying it dropped onto the sidewalk. No luck. 

Cursing under my breath, I head inside. I think about asking the woman behind the counter for help, but she’s waiting on someone, so I just head for the elevator, silently berating myself. Good thing I can remember the name of the cab company. Doubly good that I know the name of the cabbie. I mean, it has to be in the cab. Please let it be in the cab. 

Making it to my room, I drop my bag on the floor and immediately head for the AC, turning it on. It’s always too damn hot for me in these rooms. I flop down on the bed and pull out my phone, quickly looking up the cab company. 

The call goes basically as I expect it to and now I have to wait for them to get in touch with the driver to see if my wallet is still there. Thankfully, I had my credit card in my hand. 

I shoot off a quick text to Carl, letting him know I’m in town. Kicking off my shoes, I grab the TV remote and settle back on the bed to wait for the call that’ll tell me if I’m screwed or not. 

My stomach rumbles and I’m reminded that I haven’t eaten since breakfast. There’s a great deli right next to the hotel that will deliver. Best smoked meat sandwiches I’ve ever had. I grab my phone again and place an order. 

While I’m waiting for my food, I might as well unpack. I’m not one for living out of a suitcase. 

First thing to come out is my toiletries bag. Most of the room in there is taken up by an industrial sized bottle of lube. I put it on the bedside table, feeling my dick hardening again as my thoughts go back to Toby. 

No time for that, though. No sooner do I have the thought of having a quick jerk session, there’s a knock at my door. Food’s here. The second the door closes on the delivery guy, I’m back to the bed, piling big, fluffy pillows behind me and digging in. It really is the best smoked meat ever. 

Speaking of meat...I can see the dildo I brought with me peeking out of the top of my bag. I put down my sandwich and get up, reaching for it and wrapping my hand around the thick silicon shaft. I pull it out and bring it back over to the bed with me. 

It’s probably my favorite: nine and a half inches of thick, veiny, rubbery goodness. It has a suction cup on the end below the fat balls. I slap it down on the bedside table next to the bottle of lube. It sticks to the table and when I let go, it flops back and forth, waving at me. I can’t help but laugh. 

I pick up my sandwich again, eating as I watch the dildo slowly come to a standstill. Just looking at it is making me horny. 

I glance at my phone, noticing that I haven’t received a reply from Carl yet. He’s probably still at work. Hmm…I could be here by myself for a while. I give ole big boy the side eye. I may have to entertain myself for a while. 

Sandwich done, I toss the paper bag into the trash, my eyes still glued to the dildo. What the hell. I’m all alone, I’m horny, and I’m not that sore. I’ve got lube. 

My hand goes to the front of my jeans, and I rub myself through the fabric. My hard on never went completely away after I got out of the cab. That’s not unusual. I’m just standing up to unbutton my pants when my phone rings, scaring the crap out of me. 

It’s the cab company. I quickly answer, feeling relief flood me when the guy on the other end tells me they found my wallet. It quickly turns to irritation, however, when I’m informed that I won’t be getting it back until the driver is done with his shift...which isn’t until nine tonight. It’s only five. Well, fuck. 

A sigh of resignation escapes me and dude on the phone apologizes profusely. Whatever. Getting pissed at him isn’t getting my wallet to me any quicker. My gaze goes back to the dildo, still stuck to the bedside table. I think I can keep myself occupied until then. 

I thank the guy and quickly hang up, eager now to ease the throbbing in my dick. I toss my phone aside and quickly strip, shirt and all. Might as well get into the mood. 

Speaking of which... 

I head back to my bag, reaching inside and pulling out a handful of soft, supple leather. I had this thing made special last year. Using it on myself isn’t as fun as someone else doing it, but it’ll help. 

My hand slides down the tails, wrapping around the leather-bound handle. I give it a few gentle shakes, working out the twists it got from being jammed in my bag. Then I give it a flick over my shoulder, hissing as it thumps against my back. The soft leather creates more of a thud than a sting. It feels good. 

I swing it to the side, letting it wrap around my waist. Several tails make contact with my cock and I feel a surge as I instantly come to full hardness. That’s what I want. I do it again. Oh, fuck, yes. I don’t even try to hold back the moan. 

Being flogged is something I found out I really like just last year. I was quick to have one made for myself. Carl was getting pretty good with it the last time I was in town. 

Fuck, I’m so hard already. I let the tails drape around my waist one more time, moaning loudly as they wrap around my cock again. That’s the best feeling. 

I force my eyes open and my gaze lands on the dildo still stuck to the bedside table. Moving back to the bed, I drop the flogger on the rumpled comforter and reach out, pulling it off the table and reaching for the lube. Damn, I’m still sore, but I don’t care. I can feel myself slipping into that headspace that comes with the pain. I crave it. 

I lube the dildo up and stick it back onto the table. There’s just enough room. Good thing I’m skinny. That lamp’s going to get in the way, though. I toss it onto the bed. Problem solved. Now I’ve got room to swing my flogger. 

I grab it up off the bed and slowly impale myself on the dildo. It hurts, no mistaking that, but I don’t care. I just don’t. I take a deep breath and slowly lower myself down another inch. It burns, and I force myself to relax, easing it somewhat. 

I slap myself across the thighs with the flogger and the pain there takes my mind off the pain in my ass, allowing me to thrust down to the hilt. I bite back a scream. Now the pain feels good. 

Giving myself some time to adjust, I flick the flogger over my back. The wall interrupts the arc of the tails, but I still get enough of a thud. I can feel myself spacing out and I raise up off the dildo before letting myself slide back down as I whip the flogger to the side. 

There it is...that’s the right angle. I do it again, hissing as the tails engulfed my entire dick and my side starts to burn. Fuck, yes. I start riding the dildo hard, finding the perfect rhythm. 

I don’t know how long I do it, but my arm is aching, taking me out of my headspace. Switching hands, it takes me a minute to find the rhythm again. I notice that my thighs and stomach are coated in pre cum. It’s dribbling down my leg. A shudder runs through me, and I swing a little harder than normal. 

I feel my balls ache as the tails curl around my pulsing cock. Won’t be long now. 

I zone out again as I get back into the rhythm. All I can feel is the thud of the flogger, the slight sting of it on my cock, and the dildo jammed so far up my ass it feels like I’m going to split in two. 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, I cum hard. The only sound in the room is the flogger hitting my skin. I never make any noise when I cum this hard. 

The flogger drops from my hand onto the floor. My body goes limp and I have the stray thought that I’m glad I’m sitting down. My vision clears and I focus on the flogger. Shit. It’s sitting in a pool of cum. That’s going to be a bitch to clean. 

I slowly get to my feet, shivering as I feel the dildo slip out of my ass. My whole body is shaking. I collapse onto the bed, concentrating on nothing more than bringing my breathing under control. A giggle escapes me. 

“That was awesome,” I say to the empty room. 

Strength returning somewhat, I push myself up off the bed and reach down for my flogger. The damage isn’t as bad as I thought. I think I brought some leather cleaner with me. 

Funny thing, I never feel exhausted after this like you would think. Just the opposite. I’m always full of energy. There’s a guy that I get together with on the regular that told me it’s because I let myself have the release I crave. Maybe he’s right. After a year, I’m still learning about all this kink stuff. 

I quickly clean up the room, having to go get a wet facecloth to scrub the cum off the carpet. I know damn well I’m not the only one to have done this. 

I think I need a shower. 

I take the big boy into the bathroom with me and give it a good cleaning, leaving it next to the sink. I’ll probably be using it again before the night’s out. Carl seems to enjoy using it on me. 

One thing I love about this hotel is the showers. I’m not a big guy by any stretch of the imagination, but the showers here are pretty big. Makes shower sex a lot easier. 

A fit of laughter escapes me as I step under the spray. I can’t help thinking about the last time Carl and I had sex here. It was so awkward, and Carl slipped and fell out of the shower. He didn’t hurt himself, but it took him a few minutes to get up off the floor because he was laughing so hard. Shower sex isn’t like you see in porn movies, trust me. 

The water feels so good. I don’t want to get out, but I’m hungry again. 

Once I’m dried off, I head back out to the room, a towel wrapped around my waist. I grab my phone, frowning. Still no answer from Carl. I shoot him another text. It’s getting late. Where is he? 

A knock at the door startles me. 

I drop my phone on the bed and head for the door. As I reach for the handle, I remember I’m not wearing anything but a towel. Fuck it. If you’re going to disturb me, you gotta take me as I am. I’m still coming down from my high and I’m really not in the mood for random strangers knocking on my hotel room door. 

I throw open the door, half expecting it to be Carl, and get a bit of a shock. Paul, the cab driver, is standing there, my wallet in one hand and a large paper bag in the other. I can smell the Chinese food inside. 

“Um, sorry, I...” a blush lights up his cheeks, “I caught you at a bad time.” 

Holy shit, he’s fucking gorgeous head on. His profile doesn’t do him justice at all. 

“No, no, that’s okay,” I reply, smiling up at him. He’s a good six inches taller than me. “I just got out of the shower. I wasn’t expecting you until late.” 

He shrugs and I can see him trying not to be obvious as his eyes travel my body. Hell, yeah. I knew it. 

“I took off early. I felt terrible about dispatch telling you to wait for your wallet.” He hefts the bag in his hand. “I brought you dinner to apologize.” 

“That’s really nice of you.” I step back, opening the door wider. “Want to come in?” 

“Um, yeah, sure.” He steps through the doorway, turning sideways, but unable to avoid brushing against my mostly naked body. I think I felt him shiver. 

He puts the bag down on the table by the window, laying my wallet next to it. I can’t take my eyes off his ass. Did he paint those jeans on? I think I’m drooling. 

I cross over to the table, reaching for the bag and opening it. “I really appreciate this. You didn’t have to. Is there enough here for two?” Paul nods, saying nothing, his eyes glued to my crotch. I’m a little hard and the towel is doing nothing to hide it. I turn toward him, making sure to have my hard dick brush against the back of his hand. He jumps a little and blinks at me, his eyes asking a silent question. I know that look. I see it all the time and I know what I want. Hell yeah, I’m going for it. 

I keep my eyes locked to his as I reach for my towel, untucking and tossing it aside. His eyes widen and a gasp escapes him at my bold move, but he doesn’t move away. In fact, he moves a little closer and I can see his hands reflexively curl, as if he wants to reach out and touch me. I can help him with that. 

Reaching for his hand, I guide it to my half-erect cock. Instinctively, his fingers curl around my shaft and I smile at him. 

“What do you want?” I ask. 

“I’ve never done anything like this before.” Comes the reply. His fingers tighten around me a little. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” 

“I’m game.” My smile widens and I laugh. “And now I’m glad I lost my wallet.” 

He smiles back and I’m struck again by how handsome he is. Wanting to move this along, I reach for the buttons on his shirt, swiftly undoing them. He just stands there, his hand on my dick, feeling it harden. His eyes tell me everything I need to know, and I part the material of his shirt, revealing a chiseled, hairy chest. 

“Oh, yum,” I snicker, my fingers ruffling through the soft curls, following the trail down his stomach to the waistband of his pants. “Let’s see what’s in here.” 

He still says nothing, and I glance up to find him staring at me, his cheeks flushed. Maybe I’m being too pushy. He did say he’s never done this before. 

That thought gets shot to shit as he lets go of my cock and his free hand comes up to grasp my shoulder as he pushes me to my knees. I go willingly, feeling that familiar spike of lust that comes with someone being forceful with me. 

I immediately reach for the button and zipper on those oh-so-tight jeans, quickly undoing them. A burst of laughter escapes me as his cock springs out, smacking me in the face. He’s not wearing any underwear. 

“It’s so big,” I whisper, reaching up and wrapping my hand around his already dripping meat. I push back the foreskin, revealing the purplish head, and immediately take him into my mouth. He tastes good. All musky and delicious. 

I hear him groan above me as I bob my head. His hands tangle in my hair and he forces my head closer to him. I quickly force off my gag reflex. I learned that lesson with Toby. What is it with these guys? 

He pumps into my mouth, his thick cock sliding down my throat. Relaxing into his rhythm, I just enjoy the feeling of being filled this way. I’m just starting to lose myself in the sensation when he pulls from my mouth. I can hear him breathing hard and I look up. He’s staring at me with those insanely gorgeous eyes. I want him. I want him right frigging now. 

I scramble to my feet, shoving my wallet and the bag of food to the back of the table. “God, Paul...fuck me.” 

It’s like that was what he was waiting for. He grabs me around the waist and practically throws me onto the table, immediately moving between my outstretched legs. His hands reach to run almost possessively over my chest and stomach. He pinches my nipples and I fall back against the table with a thump, moaning like a whore. 

I am a whore. A total slut when guys take control like this. I’ll do anything they want. Anything except... 

“Wait,” I gasp. “Lube. On the table.” I gesture toward the bed. Not making that mistake ever again. 

Paul steps away from me, taking a minute to strip out of his clothes. I push myself up, watching. He’s got an amazing body. He’s what Carl calls a “hairy daddy”. I grin. I’ve never been with someone with so much body hair before. There’s even hair on his shoulders and back, giving him a bear-like appearance. I kinda like it. 

He grabs the bottle of lube and brings it back to the table. I grin up at him as he pops the top open and pours some into his hand. My grin disappears and my eyes roll back in my head as he leans down, taking my cock in his mouth. I can feel him spreading the lube over my hole, feel him pressing a finger inside. He sucks hard, making me arch up off the table, my hands flying to his head, gripping his hair. I was right, it’s soft. 

“Oh, fuck! Baby, yes!” I try to thrust up more, but I can’t. He’s got two fingers inside me now and he’s found my sweet spot. I can’t scream. I want to, but security will probably show up. 

A whimper escapes me as he pulls his fingers from me and releases my dick. I open my eyes to see him lubing up that amazing rod of his. He’s smiling at me. 

“You’re beautiful,” he says softly. 

“And you’re sexy as fuck,” I snicker, reaching for him. “I think you’d better hurry up and get inside me.” 

He laughs, reaching out and grasping my legs, pushing them up against my chest. I can feel him press against my hole and I force the tension from my body. I know what he’s going to do. 

“Oh, fuck!” I can’t help the scream as he slams into me. Hell, yes. That’s how I want it. 

He groans, leaning his weight on his hands on either side of my body. That presses him deeper and I feel like his cock is going to poke right through me. The mental picture rips a giggle from me and he looks at me questioningly. 

“Do it,” I beg, bracing myself for him to start thrusting. 

That’s not what I get, though. 

He reaches under me, wrapping his arms around my waist, and lifting me off the table. His dick stabs impossibly deeper into my ass as I wrap my legs around his waist. I gasp, clinging to him as he moves over to the window. 

The cool glass hits my back, and I can feel the breeze from the air conditioner beneath it wash over my sweat damp skin, raising goose bumps. It feels amazing. 

I cling to him tighter, burying my face in his hairy chest as he thrusts into me. This is hot as hell. I’ve never been fucked like this before. I have half a thought of someone seeing me pressed, obviously naked, against the window, but we’re eight floors up. If they see something, they’re looking for it. 

Paul’s hands are under my ass, his fingers biting into my skin as he continues to pulverize my hole. I can hear him grunting with every thrust. It lends to the whole bear appearance. Sexy. 

So close. I can feel it. I want to get my hands on my dick, but I’m afraid to let go of him. We’re both sweating and the glass behind me is slippery. I really want to jerk myself off. I’ve gotta chance it. 

“Don’t,” he says, his voice rough, as he feels me letting go of him. “Don’t touch yourself. I’m going to make you cum or you don’t cum at all.” 

Damn, that’s the most he’s said since he walked through the door. And what he said, his tone of voice, sends me teetering on the edge. He’s right. He’s going to make me cum. 

“Oh, fuck. Paul...fuck, Paul...” I start bouncing on him, desperate to reach the end. “Harder!” 

He complies, driving into me so hard I’m scared the window is going to crack. 

Suddenly, it hits me and I couldn't care less if we both fell out the window. I scream, and everything goes white as one of the most intense orgasms I’ve ever had rips my reality to shreds. I’m vaguely aware of him filling me, growling as he does. 

I cling to him with the last of my strength, listening to his heart thundering beneath my ear. A smile crosses my face as I feel him kiss the top of my head...the only kiss he’s given me. 

“You okay?” he asks softly. 

“Oh, hell, yeah,” I chuckle. “That was amazing.” 

Still buried inside me, he walks over to the bed and leans down, his shaking arms slipping from around me. A hard shudder ripples through my body as I feel his cock pull from my ass. I can hardly move. 

I push myself up on my hands as he kneels on the floor between my spread legs, eyebrow raised as he moves closer. 

“Oh, holy fuck!” I groan, falling back onto the bed as he buries his face in my ass, his tongue probing my abused hole. “Paul!” 

My dick twitches in response to his actions. I can’t believe I’m getting hard again. His hand reaches for my cock, wrapping around it and stroking me. What the fuck is happening? I want him again. 

He lifts his head, grinning at me. “Insatiable, aren’t you?” 

“Hey, you started it. C’mere.” I laugh, reaching for him. 

He moves to lie on the bed, pulling me up with him. My eyes go to that amazing cock, widening as I see it hard and dripping again. This guy’s got some stamina. 

Pushing him over on his back, I climb on top of him. I sit on his stomach and reach back, grabbing his rod in my hand. I think I need it back inside me. 

As if he can read my mind, Paul grabs me around the waist, lifting me and positioning me over his cock. I quickly lower myself, feeling him slide easily into my stretched hole. I grin down at him as he groans and pry his hands off me, beginning to move. Sorry, my man, I’m in control this time.

Paul reaches around, his finger biting cruelly into my ass. “Oh, no you don’t.” 

Next thing I know, I’m on my back, and he’s pounding me into the mattress. Damn, that was quick. I push up against him, reaching to wrap my arms around him, but he’s not having that. He pins my wrists to the bed, his weight shifting to keep me there. A bolt of lust tears through my body and I give myself up to him. 

“Good boy,” he says, his eyes boring into mine. “Cum for me again.” 

I have no idea how I got here. I mean, yeah, I can go for hours. But this? I don’t even know what this is. But I’m not complaining. He’s driving into me, hitting me in all the right spots. I can feel his balls smacking against my ass. He’s got me practically bent in two, pinned to the bed, and I’m helpless. 

Fuck, it’s amazing. 

“I said cum,” he growls, slamming into me harder. “Now.” 

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp. I can feel myself losing control again. I like to lose control, and I’ll gladly give it to this man I don’t even know if he’ll just make me cum again. 

He jerks me hard, painfully, and that does it. My body starts to convulse, and I think I scream. I’m not sure. I’m not sure of anything anymore. Everything goes black for a minute. 

I come to and he’s got me cradled against that wonderful, sweaty, hairy chest. I look up at him, still bleary, and smile. 

“Damn, Paul,” I sigh, nuzzling his chest. “You sure know how to apologize to a guy.” 

He bursts out laughing, stroking his hand through my tangled hair. That feels nice. So does the fact that he kisses the top of my head again. I really want to know what his lips feel like, though. 

I pull myself up on his chest, lowering my head until my lips just meet his. That’s it. I want to see what he does. I don’t have to wait long. Both of his hands tangle in my hair and he presses his lips against mine, silently demanding I let him in. I gladly comply, moaning a little as his tongue brushes against mine. 

It goes on for what seems like forever until I finally pull away. A guy needs to breathe sometimes. He’s a really great kisser, though. 

My phone beeps, distracting me. “Sorry. I’m kinda expecting my friend to message me.” 

“Oh, well, I can go.” He looks disappointed. 

“Hell, no.” I grab my phone, checking my text messages. “I’m not meeting him until tomorrow, anyway. There’s no rush.” 

He smiles, and it reaches those beautiful, dark eyes. “Good.”

I snuggle up against his warm body, flicking through the rather long message Carl just sent. The basic gist is that he doesn’t think he’ll be able to make it for breakfast tomorrow morning. He’s got a family emergency. 

I sigh and toss my phone on the bedside table. “Shit.” 

“Your friend ditch you?” 

“Sorta. We were supposed to meet for breakfast in the morning. He can’t make it.” I prop myself up on his chest again, my fingers curling through his curly hair. “You got anywhere you need to be?” 

“Nope.” Paul shakes his head. “Is that an invitation?” 

“Sure is.” I grin as I untangle myself from him, crawling off the bed. I head to the table and reach for the bag of Chinese. “Well, this is stone cold. I guess we’ll have to order something else.” 

Paul reaches for me as I move back to the bed to get my phone. He yanks me down next to him, laughing. “I think we can do that. And I have just the thing to keep us busy while we wait.” 

His laughter is infectious, and I pounce on him. “I’m game for that!” This vacation is about getting laid, right? I’m going to take full advantage of this bull in my bed. Too bad Carl’s missing out on it. Oh well. 

Sucks to be him. 









