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The Quarterback's Secret Session
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I watched him from across the gym, his muscular frame glistening with sweat after an intense workout. He was the star quarterback, a straight hunk of a man, and I was the team's trainer, openly gay and always ready for a challenge. Little did he know, I had my eyes on him for months, fantasizing about his powerful body and what I assumed to be a massive, throbbing cock. Tonight, I was determined to make my move.

As the other players left, I approached him, my heart racing with anticipation. "Hey, you're still here," I said, trying to sound casual. "Most guys rush out after practice, but I guess you're dedicated to recovery."

He smiled, his blue eyes sparkling with a hint of curiosity. "Yeah, I like to take my time. Helps me unwind."

I offered a friendly smile, my mind already spinning with ideas. "Well, I'm here to help with that. How about a deep recovery session? I've got some techniques that could really benefit you."

His eyebrows raised, intrigued. "Sure, I'm up for anything. What did you have in mind?"

I led him to the locker room, a secluded area where we could have some privacy. The scent of sweat and musk filled the air, a perfect ambiance for what I had planned. "First, we'll start with a warm-up. Get you loosened up," I explained, my voice steady despite my growing excitement.

He began stretching, his tight shorts showcasing his firm, round ass. I couldn't take my eyes off him, my cock already stirring in my pants. I wanted to touch him, taste him, but I had to play it cool.

"You're looking strong today," I commented, my voice low and sensual. "I bet you've got some tension built up in those legs."

He chuckled, unaware of the double entendre. "Yeah, probably. I've been working hard."

As he bent over to touch his toes, his shorts rode up, revealing the outline of his package. My mouth watered at the sight. I took a deep breath, my heart pounding as I made my move. "Let me help you with that," I whispered, kneeling behind him.

My fingers gently brushed against his thighs, causing him to freeze. "W-what are you doing?" he stammered, his voice laced with surprise.

"Shh," I soothed, my breath hot against his skin. "Just trust me. I know how to make you feel good." With that, I grasped the waistband of his shorts and slowly pulled them down, revealing his firm, muscular buttocks.

He gasped, his body tensing as I exposed his most intimate areas. "Wait, I—"

"Relax," I whispered, my lips brushing against his ear. "I won't do anything you don't want. But I can offer you an experience like no other." My fingers trailed down his crack, teasing the sensitive skin, and I felt his body relax, surrendering to my touch.

With gentle strokes, I explored his cheeks, reveling in the softness of his skin. I could feel his heart racing, his breath coming in short gasps as I worked my way down to his thighs, my fingers skimming the inner flesh, causing him to shiver.

"You're so responsive," I murmured, my voice hoarse with desire. "I can't wait to taste you."

He turned his head, his eyes meeting mine in the mirror. There was a mix of nervousness and excitement in his gaze, and I knew he was curious, yet hesitant. "I've never... I mean, I don't..."

I smiled, my eyes locked with his. "It's okay. You don't have to say anything. Just let me show you."

With that, I positioned myself in front of him, my eyes fixed on his crotch, where a substantial bulge was now evident. I could see the outline of his cock, long and thick, straining against the fabric of his boxers. My mouth watered at the sight, and I knew I had to taste him.

I slowly knelt before him, my eyes never leaving his, and gently tugged at the elastic waistband of his boxers. His cock sprang free, a magnificent sight to behold. It was indeed eleven inches of pure masculinity, thick and veined, with a large, purple-headed glans. A drop of precum glistened at the tip, and I couldn't resist any longer.

I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to taste him. His skin was warm and salty, and the taste of his precum was like a drug, sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I took him into my mouth, inch by inch, feeling his length stretch my lips, my throat. He was so hard, so thick, it was a challenge to take him all, but I was determined.

"Oh God," he groaned, his hands gripping my hair, urging me on. "That feels incredible."

I looked up at him, my eyes pleading for permission to continue. He nodded; his face flushed with desire. I took that as my cue and began to suck and stroke him with renewed fervor.

The taste of him was intoxicating—musky and dirty, just as I'd imagined. I savored every inch of his shaft, my tongue swirling around his head, lapping at his precum, which flowed freely now. I wanted to swallow him whole, to feel his cock deep in my throat, to please him in ways no woman ever could.

"You're so fucking big," I moaned around his cock, my hands caressing his thighs. "I love the taste of you."

He was lost in the sensation, his head thrown back, his body trembling. I could feel his balls tighten, his cock twitching in my mouth, and I knew he was close. I wanted him to cum, to fill my mouth with his hot, thick load.

"I want to taste you," I whispered, my voice muffled by his cock. "Let me have it. All of it."

He nodded, his eyes wild with passion. "Oh fuck, yes. I'm gonna cum."

I sucked harder, my lips tight around his shaft, my throat welcoming the impending explosion. He gripped my head, holding me in place as he thrust his hips, driving his cock deep into my mouth.

"Yes, yes, YES!" he cried out, his body convulsing as he came.

His cum hit the back of my throat, warm and thick, and I swallowed eagerly, relishing the taste of him. I continued to suck and lick, milking his cock until he was spent, his legs trembling from the intensity.

As I pulled away, his cum still dripping from my lips, he looked at me with a mixture of awe and disbelief. "I've never experienced anything like that," he breathed.

I smiled, my eyes sparkling with satisfaction. "It's just the beginning. There's so much more I can show you."

He stepped closer, his hand reaching for my cock, and I knew in that moment, he was ready for more. But that, my friend, is another story for another time...
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Rideshare After Dark
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I was driving my usual night shift, cruising through the city's empty streets, when the rideshare app notified me of a new request. It was late, past midnight, and most people were tucked away in their beds. But not this guy. His profile popped up on my screen—'Alex', a handsome young man with dark, brooding eyes and a scruffy beard. The app indicated he wanted a ride to the other side of town, a good hour-long trip. I accepted, curious about this lone rider seeking a journey at such an hour.

As I pulled up to the address, I spotted Alex standing on the sidewalk, his tall figure illuminated by the streetlight. He looked even more attractive in person, with a muscular build hinted at by his tight shirt. His face was somber, his eyes carrying the weight of the world. I rolled down the window, "Hey, Alex? I'm Dean, your driver for tonight."

He approached the car, his eyes flickering to me and then back to his phone, perhaps checking my rating. "Hey," he muttered, sliding into the front seat. His scent, a mix of fresh laundry and a hint of cologne, filled the car as he shut the door.

"Rough night?" I asked, sensing his mood.

"Yeah, you could say that," he replied, his voice low and gravelly. "Just had a nasty breakup. Needed to get out of there."

I nodded, understanding. "Well, you've got the right guy for a late-night drive. I'm all ears if you need to talk."

As we drove, I could see Alex's tension in the rearview mirror. His fingers tapped restlessly on his thigh, and he kept glancing at his phone, probably re-reading old messages. I decided to take the initiative and break the ice.

"So, Alex, what's your story? You don't seem like the type to call a rideshare at this hour."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. "I'm usually not. But tonight, I just needed to get away. I've been cooped up in my apartment, replaying every argument in my head. Thought a ride might clear my mind."

I smiled, keeping my eyes on the road. "I know the feeling. Sometimes a change of scenery is all you need. And if not, well, I'm a pretty good listener."

Alex chuckled, a deep sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Yeah, I bet you are. You must hear a lot of stories driving around all night."

"More than you'd think," I said, my voice dropping an octave. "But I'm not just a driver, Alex. I'm also a friend, here to help in any way I can."

He turned to face me, his eyes narrowing slightly. "Oh yeah? And how do you plan on helping me, Dean?"

I took a breath, sensing an opportunity. "Well, I've got a few ideas. But they might be a bit unconventional."

Alex's eyebrows shot up. "Unconventional, huh? I'm all ears."

I glanced at him, my gaze lingering on his full lips. "You see, Alex, I'm not your typical driver. I'm gay, and I have a particular talent for cheering people up."

His eyes widened, and I could see the realization dawn on him. "Oh, I see. And what talent is that?"

I smiled, my confidence growing. "I give the best blowjobs in town. And I think you could use one right about now."

Alex's mouth dropped open, and he turned away, facing the window. "I'm not gay, Dean. I appreciate the offer, but I don't swing that way."

I laughed softly, keeping my eyes forward. "Relax, Alex. I'm not asking you to fall in love with me. Just let me help you forget your troubles for a while. It's just a blowjob, nothing more."

He was silent for a moment, considering my proposition. I could almost see the thoughts racing through his mind. Then, he turned back to me, a determined look in his eyes. "Fine, Dean. You've got yourself a deal. But just remember, I'm straight. This is a one-time thing."

I grinned, my heart racing with anticipation. "Perfect. We're not far from a quiet parking lot. It's the perfect spot for a little detour."

As I pulled into the deserted Safeway parking lot, my heart was pounding in my chest. I could feel Alex's eyes on me, a mix of curiosity and nervousness. I parked the car in a secluded corner, away from the few cars scattered around.

"Here we are," I announced, turning off the engine. "Now, Alex, let's make a deal. You let me take control, and I promise you'll feel better by the end of this."

He nodded, his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. "Okay, Dean. I trust you."

I unbuckled my seatbelt and turned to face him, my eyes locking with his. "Good boy. Now, why don't you sit back and relax?"

Alex leaned back in his seat, his hands resting on his thighs. I reached over and gently caressed his cheek, my thumb brushing against his stubble. "You're a handsome one, Alex. I bet you've broken a few hearts."

He blushed, his eyes dropping to my lips. "Maybe a few," he murmured.

Leaning in, I pressed a soft kiss to his lips, tasting the hint of beer on his breath. He responded tentatively, his lips parting slightly. I pulled back, leaving him wanting more.

"Now, let's get you out of these clothes," I whispered, my fingers already working on the buttons of his shirt. I revealed his muscular chest, adorned with a light dusting of hair that trailed down his stomach.

Alex's breath quickened as I ran my hands over his body, my fingers tracing the contours of his defined abs. I unbuckled his belt, sliding it free from the loops, and unbuttoned his jeans, pushing them down his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and veiny, already half-erect.
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