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I'm Brandon, a 23-year-old guy with a bit of an unusual story to tell. You see, I've always been into working out, keeping my body in shape, and building some solid muscle. But I'm also what you might call 'a little different' when it comes to my sexual preferences. I've always known I was gay, and I've embraced it. My story begins when I started noticing one of the straight gym bros, a guy named Connor, checking me out. Connor is a typical gym rat, all muscle and testosterone. He's 24, with a body that just exudes raw male power. I'd often catch him staring at me, and I could've sworn I saw a bulge in his shorts once or twice when our eyes met. Still, I doubted anything would ever happen; straight guys were usually off-limits, and I wasn't about to make a move and risk a beating.

One particularly steamy afternoon, the gym was almost empty as the heat kept most people away. I was going through my routine, my body glistening with sweat, when Connor approached me. He got right up in my face, his body so close I could feel his heat. "Hey, Brandon," he growled, "think you're pretty fit. Wanna spot me on the bench?" I felt a thrill run through my body. This straight, muscular god wanted me to spot him? Hell yes! I played it cool, though, and followed him over to the bench press.

As I watched him lift, my cock began to stir. His muscles rippled under the strain, and I could see the definition in his arms, chest, and abs. He grunted with effort, and I could see a hint of sweat forming on his brow. "Not bad, Connor," I said, trying to sound casual. "Think you can handle one more? I'll spot you." He nodded, his eyes narrowing with determination. As he lowered the bar, I got a good look at his neck, strong and veined, and I felt an overwhelming urge to lick and suck on it.

On his next lift, I moved closer, my breath hot on his neck. I could feel his body tense, and as he pushed the bar back up, he grunted, "Fuck, yeah... uno more." I knew this was my chance. I leaned in and whispered, "You like that, Connor? You like knowing I want to taste your sweat." He tensed again, and I could see his cock begin to tent his shorts. "You like the idea of a guy wanting to suck you, don't you?" I teased.

Connor pushed the bar back up, his body shaking. "Fuck... one more," he panted. I knew he was close to his limit, but I wanted to push him further. I leaned down and gently nipped at his earlobe, whispering, "I want to suck your cock, Connor. I want to feel you exploding in my mouth." That did it. With a roar, he pushed the bar up and slammed it back down, his body trembling. "Fuck, Brandon... that's enough. Need a shower."

I followed him to the locker room, my heart racing. I knew what was about to happen, and I couldn't wait. Connor stripped off his sweaty gym clothes, revealing his chiseled body. His cock was half-hard, a thick, uncut masterpiece that made my mouth water. He turned on the shower, the hot water causing steam to fill the stall. Stepping under the spray, he looked at me with hungry eyes. Without a word, I joined him, our naked bodies now both soaked by the hot water.

I took a step closer, and he grabbed me, pulling me against his hard, muscular body. Our cocks pressed together, and I felt his hands roam over my back, down to my ass, where he gave it a firm squeeze. "Been wanting this," he muttered, his voice hoarse with desire. "Want to feel that tight hole wrapping around my cock." I moaned, grinding my erection against his. "Fuck me, Connor. I want it, too."

He turned me around and pushed me against the shower wall, the water now running down my back. Leaning in, he licked a trail up my spine, his tongue sending shivers through me. His hands roamed my body, pinching my nipples roughly, making me gasp. His mouth found my neck, and he sucked hard, marking me. "You're mine now, Brandon," he growled. "My tight, little slut." I moaned my approval, wanting him to take control.

Connor's fingers found my hole, and he pushed one inside, making me gasp. "So fucking tight," he murmured, adding a second finger. I pushed back against him, needing more. He stretched me, preparing me for his thick cock. "You ready for me, slut? Ready for my dick to split you open?" he asked, his voice thick with desire. "Yes!" I cried out. "Please, Connor, fuck me! Breed my hole with your hot cum."

Pulling his fingers out, Connor positioned his cock at my entrance. With one smooth thrust, he was inside me, filling me up like no one ever had. "Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned, grabbing my hips. I urged him on, wanting him to pound me hard. And that's exactly what he did. He started fucking me with long, deep strokes, his cock hitting my prostate again and again. "Oh, fuck! Harder, Connor! Make me cum!" I shouted.

He obliged, slamming into me with force, his balls slapping against my ass. The sound of our skin slapping together echoed off the shower walls. I was in ecstasy, feeling his cock stretch me as he pounded my hole. He leaned over me, his mouth by my ear, and whispered, "You like my cock in your ass, don't you, you little cum slut?" That sent me over the edge. "Yes! Oh, fuck, yes! I love it! Keep fucking me! Make me cum!" I shouted, my body trembling.

As I came, my hole clamped down on his cock, milking him. "Fuck, Brandon! Gonna breed you now!" he grunted, and I felt his hot cum filling me up. It was the most intense orgasm I'd ever had, and I screamed out my release, my body shaking uncontrollably. Connor held me up, his cock still buried deep, as we both came down from our highs. "That was... intense," he panted, kissing my neck. "You're an amazing fuck, Brandon."

I turned my head, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss. Our tongues dueled as the hot water continued to cascade over our bodies. I could taste my own cum on his lips, and it only made me harder. Before long, his cock twitched inside me, already hard and ready for more. "Think I'm ready for round two," he grunted, pulling out of me and turning me around.

I got down on my knees, offering my ass to him. "Take me however you want," I urged. Connor positioned himself behind me, his cock now rock hard and ready to plough my hole once more. But this time, he had other ideas first. I felt his fingers probing my hole, getting it ready again, but then he surprised me by pulling me up and turning me to face him. "Suck my cock, Brandon," he ordered. "Make it nice and wet for your ass."

Needing no further encouragement, I took his thick shaft in my mouth, bobbing my head up and down, my tongue swirling around the head. I sucked hard, moaning as I tasted his length. "Yeah, that's it, you little cock sucker," he groaned, his hands tangling in my hair. "Gonna face-fuck you now." With that, he began thrusting, fucking my mouth as I gagged and choked on his length. It was dirty, animalistic, and I loved every second.

After a few minutes of intense face-fucking, Connor pulled out, his cock glistening with my saliva. "Now, it's time to breed that ass again," he growled. I turned around, presenting my hole, eager for more. Connor didn't hold back, slamming into me with one hard thrust. "Oh, fuck!" I cried out, my body ready for more punishment. He began pounding me against the shower wall, his hands gripping my hips tightly. "You like that, you little bitch? You like my cock splitting you in two?"

"Yes! Oh, yes! Harder, Connor! Make me take it all!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the tiles. Connor obliged, his cock a piston in my hole. He reached around, taking my leaking cock in his hand, and began to stroke it in time with his thrusts. It was too much, and I felt my orgasm building again. "Cum for me, Brandon. Shoot that load while my cock is buried in your ass," he commanded. And I did. My cock pulsed in his hand, spraying my hot cum against the shower wall. At the same time, Connor grunted, his cock unleashing another load deep into my hole.

We collapsed in a heap, our bodies spent and satisfied. Connor pulled me close, his arms wrapped around me possessively. "That was fucking incredible," he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. "Think we could do that again sometime." I smiled, snuggling into his strong embrace. "Anytime, Connor. Anytime at all." And with that, we stepped out of the shower, our bodies still glistening, ready for whatever came next. The possibilities were endless, and I couldn't wait to explore them all with my new gym buddy. But that... is a story for another time.
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A Night at the Gym
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It was another late night at the gym, the place was almost empty, just how I liked it. I'd been coming to this gym regularly, partly to stay in shape, but also to admire one of the regular gym rats, Jack. He was a tall, muscular dude, probably in his early thirties, with a buzz cut and a goatee. Jack was straight, as far as I knew, but that didn't stop me from fantasizing about him. I'd often find myself working out at the same time, watching his every move, admiring his bulging muscles and the way his veins popped under the strain. That night, I was lucky. It seemed like it was just the two of us in the entire gym.

I was in the middle of a set of bicep curls when Jack approached me. "Hey, Billy, right? Mind spotting me for a bit?" he asked, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. "Sure thing, man," I replied, trying to play it cool, but my heart was racing. I followed Jack over to the bench press, my eyes glued to his tightly-clad ass as it flexed with each step he took. He lay down on the bench and started pumping out reps with a decent amount of weight. I stood over him, my eyes wandering to the outline of his cock in his shorts. He wasn't wearing any underwear, and the bulge in his crotch was prominent.
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