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			never met a devil like you

			While visiting a small town for a conference, Patrick hooks up with a handsome, confident local named Holt. Between Holt’s generous hospitality and their strong chemistry, in and out of the bedroom, Patrick finds himself struggling to walk away from what should have been a casual encounter.

			Content Notes

			brief mention of catastrophic weather events (tornadoes, blizzards), subtle D/s dynamic, stranger hookup, spitting, piss kink, dirty talk, oral sex, strap-on sucking and fucking, anal sex, edging, over-stimulation, boot grinding,  consensual somnophilia, anatomical terms (cock, dick, cunt, hole)

		

	
		
			After a red eye flight, a groggy hotel check-in, and a full day of leadership and productivity seminars, Patrick doesn’t expect to cap off his Tuesday night at a gay bar, much less on country karaoke night. 

			He certainly didn’t come to the bar intending to pick anyone up—he’d just wanted a few drinks alone, in an environment far removed from country club chatter—but that goes out the window the second a rugged, handsome man steps onto the small karaoke stage and belts out the most spine-tingling rendition of “Stand By Your Man” to ever soothe Patrick’s ears. Dressed in an open flannel button-down with dark jeans, the singer stands about as tall as Patrick from what he can tell, the belt buckle nestled against his rounded stomach twinkling beneath neon lights. 

			With a trimmed, dark beard and dusty brown boots, he looks like a goddamn mountain, and Patrick strongly considers what it might take to make that climb.

			Luckily, the guy heads to the bar after the crowd’s whistling and hollering follow him off stage. Patrick figures there’s no harm in looking eager; being a visitor in this small conference center town makes him bold, though the two whiskey sours he’s already downed are probably playing their part, too.

			Patrick grins as the man slips into a stool two seats over. “You have an amazing voice,” he says. “Buy you a drink?”

			The man’s head whips to the side, his expression mildly surprised before a smile wrinkles the corners of his eyes. “Sure.”

			Patrick makes eye contact with the bartender before he says, “What’re you drinking?”

			“Oh, Sam knows what I like.” The man nods at the approaching bartender. “Don’t you, Sammy?”

			Sam the bartender is a clean-cut older man with square, silver-rimmed glasses, who shakes his head and pulls a sweaty bottle from a cooler beneath the bar. “You scarin’ off the tourists again, Holt?”

			Patrick grins sheepishly. “That obvious, huh?”

			Both locals burst into laughter as Sam twists the cap off the bottle and passes it to Holt, the man with the golden voice.

			“You ain’t exactly subtle,” Holt says, blatantly eyeing Patrick before he sips his beer. “Bet you pay twice my mortgage for some high-rise condo.”

			Even though his condo is only on the second floor of a three-story building, the near-accuracy still makes Patrick blush. “Guilty,” he says, ducking his head.

			“Don’t run off my customers, now,” Sam chides, then points at Patrick’s drink. “You want another?” 

			“Yeah, and his beer’s on me.”

			Sam whistles, smirking at Holt as he prepares another whiskey sour. “Is Holt Stanton gonna let someone buy him a drink?”

			Holt chuckles. “Guess we’ll be seeing pigs fly any day now.”

			“Oh, I didn’t mean to overstep,” Patrick says, but Holt gives him another warm smile and takes another sip of his beer before he salutes Patrick with the bottleneck.

			After Patrick receives a fresh drink and Sam moves down the bar to attend a group of younger men wearing cowboy hats, Holt moves to the stool next to him. Patrick takes in all the fine details of his face that had been undetectable across the bar. His eyes are dark, a scar cutting through his right brow. His body is balanced with muscle and fat, more weight packed into his stomach and legs; the sort of bulk obtained by a man who keeps himself busy with hard work and life’s best pleasures.

			While Patrick considers himself passable in the charm department, Holt is a natural, asking what Patrick’s doing in town, which leads to questions about his job and where he’s from, and Holt listens like he’s genuinely interested in everything Patrick has to say. In turn, Holt talks about working as a lineman and an occasional volunteer firefighter (of course) and how country karaoke night has been his Tuesday evening staple for the last three years. 

			Throughout the conversation, other patrons stop by and clap Holt on the shoulder in greeting, briefly shooting the shit before they move on. He’s almost like a local celebrity, rewarding Patrick with a certain sense of pride that he caught Holt’s attention.

			Holt doesn’t let Patrick buy his next beer—“Momma raised me better than that,” he explains with a wink—but his hand ends up on Patrick’s knee by the time he asks, “You wanna get outta here?”

			Hearing what could have been a cheesy line in Holt’s smoky drawl more than convinces Patrick it’s a good idea. “Y-yeah. I took an Uber here, but my hotel’s not far.”

			Holt shakes his head. “Awfully kind of you, but I’d do my hometown a disservice if I didn’t invite you over to mine.” He cocks his head, dim light slicing through his pupils. “Maybe see where things go from there.”

			Oh, he’s fucking smooth. Patrick nods, certain the grin plastered on his face is overeager. “Well, I wouldn’t want to be rude.”

			After they both down a cup of ice water to lighten their buzz, Holt walks Patrick out to the parking lot to a rust red pick-up that looks as though its personality has been beaten into it.

			Patrick’s hesitation must show on his face; Holt pats the hood as he circled the truck to the driver’s side and says, “Don’t worry, she ain’t failed me yet.”

			Once they’re on the road, the inside of the truck is quiet. Normally Patrick finds long silences in confined spaces awkward, but Holt’s presence is so soothing it makes him relax, although he doesn’t completely lower his guard, since he is being taken somewhere he’s never been before by a stranger.

			A few miles in, Holt breaks the silence. “How long you in town for?”

			“Oh, just the rest of the week. I fly out Friday.”

			“Had a good visit so far, I hope.”

			“Haven’t really done much outside of sitting in meetings all day, but yeah, it’s alright.” Somehow, Patrick resists commenting that he hopes it’s about to get a lot better.

			Holt hums, smiling at the road ahead. “Sure is.”

			They make comfortable small talk until Holt exits the highway, heading up a straight dirt road to a farmhouse. Patrick makes out a concrete sidewalk lit by white solar lights leading from the driveway to the front porch, and he tries not to trip over his feet as he follows Holt inside. 

			“You want a drink?” Holt asks once they’ve ended up in his kitchen. “Got beer, water, Coke.”

			“Water’s fine,” Patrick says. “I’ve probably had enough to drink tonight.”

			Holt fills a glass from the fridge dispenser and hands it off to Patrick, then fetches a can of beer for himself. He cracks the tab leaning against the opposite counter.

			Patrick sips his cold water, sighing as it tingles down his throat when he swallows. He has an early start in the morning, and he’d rather not spend the remainder of his waking hours dancing around the obvious. Holt wouldn’t have invited him to his house if he wasn’t interested, and Patrick needs to know what that scruff up and down Holt’s jaw feels like against his own cheek.

			He sets the glass on the nearest counter top, swipes an errant drop of water from his lips, and closes in.

			He doesn’t miss the sly tilt of Holt’s head right before entering his space. It makes Patrick blush a little, his confidence wavering until Holt rumbles, “Hi there.”

			Patrick places his hands on Holt’s waist and smiles. “Hi,” he says, leaning in and pressing his mouth to plush lips surrounded by bristles of hair. Holt kisses back, cupping Patrick’s ass with his broad hands until a quiet moan flutters up Patrick’s throat. He spreads Holt’s unbuttoned flannel and tugs his white undershirt out of his jeans, rooting through layers of cotton to direct skin.

			The kiss breaks, Holt’s hands closing over Patrick’s as he leans back. “Now, now, darlin’,” he murmurs. “You’re gettin’ ahead of yourself.”

			Patrick exhales, almost whimpering as he flexes his fingers.

			“A few things you should know about me,” Holt says calmly, smoothing his thumbs across Patrick’s knuckles. “I like being in charge. Like it a little rough, too.” He leans in closer, breath tickling Patrick’s nose. “And I’d prefer you call me ’sir’.”

			Fuck.

			“So, if you have a problem with me calling the shots, you can finish your water and I can drive you back to your hotel. No harm, no foul.”

			“N-no,” Patrick says. “That’s no problem at all… sir.”

			Holt grins, releasing Patrick’s hands to shape a palm around his jaw. “Good boy.” 

			As if to further emphasize his control, Holt kisses Patrick hard and commanding, his hot tongue lapping over Patrick’s lips until they open helplessly. His scruff is divine, invigorating against Patrick’s clean-shaven jaw.

			Holt drags his teeth over Patrick’s bottom lip before he pats his cheek. “Think I wanna see you on your knees.”

			Patrick doesn’t even question why this has to happen in the middle of Holt’s kitchen, just lets out a shaky, “Yes, sir,” and steps back to kneel. His dress pants ride up, tightening around his thighs and his hard cock tucked to the side.

			If Holt spots Patrick’s erection, he doesn’t comment, his eyes on Patrick’s face as he unclips the brass buckle on his belt and undoes his jeans. Patrick catches a peek at Holt’s boxers, the waistband printed with cartoon bananas, before Holt shoves everything below his waist halfway down his thighs.

			His cock is not what Patrick expected, but everything about it is thick, flushed red and sticking out from dark pubic hair. His fur trails up his belly and skirts around his navel before disappearing beneath his shirt.

			“You ever sucked a cock like this before?” Holt asks, crooking two fingers to spread himself.

			Patrick swallows to keep his voice from cracking. “No, sir.”

			“Does it look good, boy?”

			Patrick nods. “Yes, sir.”

			Holt chuckles and motions Patrick forward with his other hand. “Then how about you put that pretty mouth of yours to work?”

			As soon as Patrick’s knees slot around Holt’s feet, a heavy hand falls on his head, guiding him closer to that throbbing dick dead center in his field of vision. Patrick swallows a moan as if he’s making room for Holt’s cock, sucking it down until his lips lock around the base. He maps the hard length with his tongue, groaning as he licks the fat lips of Holt’s cunt before returning to his cock.

			“That’s it,” Holt says, still holding himself open as his other fingers tighten in Patrick’s hair. “You like suckin’ that big dick, don’t you, sweetheart?”

			“Yessir,” Patrick slurs. “S’good, sir, tastes so good.”

			Holt’s firm grip overrides the bob of Patrick’s head. Patrick seals his lips in response, causing Holt to grunt above him.

			“Yeah? You want me to fuck your face, city boy?”

			Patrick releases a sound as close to please as he can manage, urging Holt to rock against his face. 

			“Fuck, that’s perfect, sweetheart. Just like that.” Holt thrusts on each word with Patrick’s head trapped in place, his other hand curling around the edge of the counter for balance. 

			Bliss seeps into Patrick’s body as Holt uses him. He ignores the ache in his knees from digging into the linoleum, his hands curling into fists against his thighs as he lets Holt take what he wants.

			Holt’s boot squeaks against the flooring, sliding between Patrick’s legs and applying indirect pressure to his hard cock. Glancing up, Patrick whines at the sharp grin on Holt’s face.

			“Go on, get yourself worked up a little.”

			Patrick shifts, trying to adjust the angle of his cock where it rests against the ridge of Holt’s boot. He considers reaching down to rearrange himself, but instead places his hands on Holt’s bare thighs, right above his rumpled pants and boxers. He ruts awkwardly against Holt’s boot, no longer able to suck the man’s cock with the same level of enthusiastic precision, but something tells him Holt is enjoying the show anyway.

			Despite the uneven friction, Patrick’s cock leaks in his briefs. If it’s seeping into his slacks, he hopes Holt can see it. He wants Holt to see it.

			When Holt tugs him off by his hair, Patrick worries it’s because he isn’t putting in his best effort, struggling to both grind against Holt’s boot and suck him off, but all Holt says is, “Open.”

			Eyes half-lidded, Patrick obeys, sticking out his tongue as Holt bends over and spits in his mouth. 

			“Good fucking boy,” Holt growls, dragging Patrick’s face against his cock again. “Now finish me off. We’re just getting started.”

			Patrick sucks harder, more rhythmic, his hands creeping higher until he spreads Holt’s fat cunt with his fingers.

			“M’close—yeah, keep doing that, right there.” Holt moans, then squeezes Patrick’s hair at the root. “Eyes on me, sweetheart.”

			Patrick does what he’s told, his dick throbbing in time with the one in his mouth. He continues the same rhythm with his eyes turned up, watching as Holt’s mouth drops open with splintered breaths and a rumbling moan of pure release.

			Patrick gingerly unlocks his lips, lapping along Holt’s slit to taste his cum until Holt pats the back of his head.

			“C’mere and gimme a taste.”

			Patrick uses the counter’s edge to shakily drag himself to his feet, whimpering and practically grinding against Holt as they kiss hot and sloppy. Holt licks his own taste off Patrick’s mouth and sucks in a breath.

			“What a good little cocksucker,” he says, licking Patrick’s ear and nipping at his lobe. “Think that deserves a reward.”

			“Yes, sir,” Patrick breathes. “Anything, please.”

			Holt palms Patrick’s ass with both hands. “That’s a dangerous thing to say. You sure you’re up for anything, boy?”

			“Fuck yeah,” Patrick breathes.

			Holt leaves a light smack on his ass before he yanks his pants back to his hips. Then he leads Patrick through the house, up an enclosed set of stairs to his low-lit bedroom.

			“Take off those clothes and lay down,” Holt urges in Patrick’s ear, and Patrick’s eyes settle on the large bed that takes up a third of the space. “On your back, head off the side.”

			Patrick shivers in anticipation of Holt’s plans. He’s naked in seconds, crawling onto the bed to position himself as ordered. Head upside down, he watches Holt strip, revealing his thick stomach and chest, his bulky arms and toned legs. He’s fucking stacked, his still-hard cock standing prominent from his hairy cunt.

			Holt approaches the bed, his hands on his hips as he peers down with a half-smile. Taking the silent command, Patrick sticks his tongue out as Holt leans in closer, spitting right in Patrick’s open mouth, following it up with a filthy, upside-down kiss. 

			“Close your eyes,” he says, when he finally lets Patrick catch a breath. “Don’t open them ’til I say.”

			“Yes, sir,” Patrick whispers as his eyes shut. The bed dips as Holt pushes off, his footsteps crossing the hardwood floor. A drawer opens, followed by a whisper of fabric and more rustling Patrick can’t place before the drawer shuts.

			He senses Holt’s body heat when he returns, a strange smell entering his nostrils.

			“Open your eyes, boy.”

			Patrick’s eyes pop wide, his field of vision filling with a red silicone cock, attached to a harness strapped around Holt’s hips. 

			“This is what I’m gonna be fuckin’ you with,” Holt drawls. “That sound good to you?”

			Patrick nearly wheezes as he speaks. “Sounds good, sir.”

			“Good boy. How about you get it wet for me?”

			Patrick doesn’t have to be told twice, his jaw clicking with how quickly he opens his mouth. Holt feeds his cock through Patrick’s gaping lips, slow enough for him to get used to the taste. Patrick’s eyes roll back as Holt’s cock flattens his tongue and fills his mouth and god, he wants to choke on it; he wants Holt to ruin him.

			“I’ll be damned,” Holt says with another low chuckle as he shifts his hips. “You can take just about any cock down that slutty throat, can’t you?”

			Patrick’s moan comes out as a gurgle as Holt gradually fucks deeper into his throat, tears welling in his eyes. Holt eases back, gives him a chance to recover, then plunges in at a different angle. Spit leaks from the corners of Patrick’s mouth, trailing down his cheeks like tears in reverse.

			Then he stiffens, a moan bubbling out as a hand wraps around his neglected, leaking cock.

			Holt’s thrusts lengthen, drawing out wet sucking noises from Patrick’s abused throat as he catches his breath in short sniffs. He tries to moan when warm, wet lips wrap around the tip of his cock, but Holt shoves in deep and chokes him again. He can barely hear anything above the roar in his ears as Holt sucks him off messy and uncoordinated, just enough to keep him on edge.

			Holt strokes Patrick’s cock from tip to base, groping his balls in one hand and making them plump before he releases and retreats altogether, his spit-soaked cock slipping free from Patrick’s throat.

			“Turn around,” Holt says, circling a finger. “Hold those legs up and show me the hole I’m gonna be fuckin’.”

			Patrick hurries to flip his body, his dick bobbing as he spins and raises his legs by the back of his knees, just in time to see Holt uncapping a small plastic bottle. He watches Holt squeeze out a large, viscous dollop of lube right onto the end of his cock before he tosses it on the bed.

			He grins down at Patrick as he jerks himself, spreading it up and down his shaft. Then he brushes his still-slick fingers over Patrick’s hole and asks, “Need me to open you up, boy?”

			Patrick flattens his lips, trying not to look too eager. “I wouldn’t say no, sir.”

			Laughing softly, Holt teases his rim with two fingers. “Doesn’t matter to you, huh? So long as something’s filling you up, you’re a happy little pig.” 

			Patrick chews on his lower lip as a thick finger enters his hole, clenching on instinct.

			“Yeah, squeeze me—that’s right, good boy.” Holt hums deep in his throat, shallowly fucking his finger in and out as Patrick tightens around him. “Can’t wait to see this hole stretched around my cock.”

			Patrick can’t wait to feel it. “Fuck—sir, please, give me more. I can take it.”

			Holt chuckles, removing one finger before replacing it with two. Patrick sucks in a gasp, fingernails digging into the backs of his thighs. 

			“Yeah, you’ll take it, all right,” Holt murmurs. “Anything I give you, is that right?”

			Patrick moans, his cock twitching as Holt’s fingers curl against his prostate. “Fuck, nnng, I need it—need you inside, sir, please.”

			Holt pulls his fingers free, slapping Patrick’s ass. “Hungry for it, huh?” he says, grabbing his cock as he positions himself. “Just gonna have to be patient, darlin’. It’s a lot to get in there.”

			Patrick whimpers when the tip of Holt’s cock prods his hole. He tightens his hold on his legs, breathing steadily as the tip works its way past his rim, agonizingly slow. Holt doesn’t move with any sense of urgency, teasing until Patrick clenches, moaning pitifully as he imagines his slick hole suckling the tip of Holt’s cock. 

			“Greedy little hole you got here,” Holt says, inching further in as he flattens his palms against Patrick’s ass to keep him spread. “Fuck, look at you. Taking it like a champ.”

			Patrick whines the more Holt pushes in, stretching him until Holt’s cock nudges his prostate before continuing, more and more until he’s not sure he can take it—until Holt finally bottoms out. 

			Patrick peers through his knees at Holt, who’s staring straight down at his cock as he unhurriedly rocks his hips. “Look how sloppy that hole’s getting,” Holt mutters, his eyes flicking up to Patrick’s. “Tell me how it feels, boy.”

			“Feels so good, sir—tight.” 

			Holt shifts his weight onto the back of Patrick’s thighs. “Yeah?” he breathes. “You like taking big cocks up your ass, you filthy little pig?”

			Holt’s words punch Patrick right in the dick—in that husky drawl, it soothes like a compliment. “Y-yes, sir—fuck!”

			Holt smirks as he gives a single, rough thrust. “Wanna hear you say it.”

			“I—I love big cocks in my ass.” Patrick moans as Holt thrusts again. “Please, sir—give me more, fuck me harder, please.”

			Holt makes a low sound, moving at a leisurely rhythm. “You sound so good when you’re begging’, sweetheart. You need me to destroy this slutty little hole of yours?”

			Patrick cries out in a broken moan. “F–fuck, yes sir, I can take it, please.”

			“You gonna squeal for me?” Holt asks.

			Patrick’s eyes roll back again with another heavy moan. “Yes—whatever you want!”

			Holt fucks into Patrick sharply, his ass tipped up so that every pass brushes his prostate and sends sparks of pleasure up and down his bouncing cock. His throat is past raw, but he can’t stop moaning, nearly shouting how good it feels to be fucked hard and full. 

			“That’s right, sweetheart, be as loud as you want,” Holt says in between grunts. “Tell me all about it.”

			Patrick doesn’t suppress a single moan, doesn’t care if he actually sounds like a stuck pig wailing in the mud. He nearly screams when a sharp slap hits his aching cock, right before Holt wraps his fingers around it.

			“You gonna come on this big dick, sweetheart?” Holt asks, still fucking into Patrick hard and heavy while stroking him at the same rhythm.

			“Yes, yes, yes, please, sir—” He cries out when Holt quickly slaps his balls, the sting immediately fading into the background as Holt resumes jerking him off. “Ohh fuck gonna come—gonna come, oh god, sir, fuck—” 

			Holt works his cock with precision until cum spurts across Patrick’s stomach and chest. His legs slip free from his hold, body going lax as he uses his last sliver of energy to avoid kicking Holt in the face. 

			He whimpers when Holt’s cock slips out, groaning at the emptiness left behind. Holt unclips the harness, letting it fall down his legs to the floor before he crawls alongside Patrick. He kisses his forehead and presses his nose into Patrick’s hair and, fuck—Patrick suddenly wishes he didn’t have an early start the next morning. He’d be more than fine staying like this for the foreseeable future.

			He nearly dozes off before Holt whispers, “C’mon. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

			Mind hazy and legs like gelatin, Patrick allows Holt to guide him to his feet and into an adjoining bathroom. He’s had a few walks of shame in his life, but this will be the first one he’s freshly showered for. 

			He leans against the bathroom counter as Holt runs the water, trying to rub the exhaustion from his eyes until Holt slides the curtain along the rod and motions for Patrick to climb in.

			His muscles relax once he’s surrounded by heat and steam. Holt lathers soap in his hands, smoothing it across Patrick’s chest and not so subtly grabbing his pecs as he does it. Patrick relishes in being cleaned and pampered by someone else, startling a bit when Holt’s hands gently cup his cock and balls.

			“Sorry,” Holt says, chuckling quietly. Patrick is fairly certain he isn’t, but he’s so into whatever Holt wants to do to him that he can’t even pretend to be bothered.

			After Holt washes himself, he wraps his arms around Patrick and rubs his back, kissing him slow like he’s drunk on Patrick’s mouth. Then he draws back and pats Patrick’s arm. “Hold tight for a second. Gotta piss.”

			Patrick doesn’t know what possesses him to reach for Holt’s arm to stop him. Their eyes lock, Holt’s face full of inquiry as Patrick eases to his knees, hot water pelting his back. His cock twitches with interest as he waits for understanding to cross Holt’s features.

			“You are a filthy little pig,” Holt mutters, bending one leg to prop his foot on the tub’s edge. He spreads his cunt with his fingers, tweaking his plump dick to steal Patrick’s attention. “This what you want? Wanna suck my cock while I piss all over that pretty face?”

			Patrick shudders, nodding as he scoots forward. He licks up and down Holt’s dick, sucking lightly until a rush of warmth hits his chin and dribbles down his neck. He laps lower, catching a bit in his mouth before closing his lips around Holt’s cock. He reaches between his legs, jerking quickly as piss streams down his chest. 

			“Goddamn, sweetheart.” Holt’s moans crank up as his stream halts, his fingers deftly working his cock behind Patrick’s mouth. “God that’s so fuckin’ hot, darlin’—gettin’ all messy for me. Gonna come all over your face, you fuckin’ pigslut.”

			Patrick groans, lapping deeper into Holt’s meaty cunt like he’s trying to clean him out. He’s already building to another orgasm when Holt sinks his fingers into Patrick’s wet hair, shouting curses as he grinds out his orgasm on Patrick’s face. Patrick trails his climax, his cock practically raw from so much attention, but it’s nothing compared to the bliss firing in his brain from Holt using his mouth again.

			As Holt braces one hand against the shower, Patrick rises and helps him ease his foot back to the floor. He turns to face the stream of water to rinse off, Holt’s chuckle tingling in his ear as soapy hands return to his chest. 

			“You just wanted to get my hands all over you again, didn’t you?”

			“Can’t say that I mind, sir.” Patrick cranes his head so he can kiss Holt over his shoulder.

			“I should get you back,” Holt says after a moment. “Don’t wanna be responsible for you missing any of your beauty sleep.”

			“I’m in town until Friday,” Patrick reiterates quickly. “If you’re not busy, that is.”

			Holt laughs, rich as melted dark chocolate. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’m not letting you leave without my number, if that’s what you want.” He reaches around Patrick to shut off the shower. “Now let’s get you decent.”
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