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I stand at the edge of the gym, towel slung over my shoulder, watching as the younger man—Liam—enters the free weights area. His slender frame moves with a grace that belies his strength, his tight black shorts hugging every curve of his perfect ass. At forty, I’ve seen my fair share of beautiful bodies, but there’s something about him—something raw and untamed—that calls to me. His youth is a siren song, and I’m more than willing to follow its melody.

The gym is my sanctuary, a place where I come to lose myself in the rhythm of iron and sweat. But today, my focus is split. I’m here to lift, yes, but I’m also here for him. I can feel the weight of his presence, even from across the room. It’s as if the air between us is charged, electric with unspoken desire.

I take my time with my warm-up, my eyes casually drifting in his direction. He’s at the bench press now, his arms trembling slightly as he pushes the barbell upward. There’s a vulnerability in his movements, a hint of inexperience that only makes him more appealing. I can’t help but wonder what it would feel like to guide those hands, to show him how to harness his strength.

After a few more sets, I decide it’s time to make my move. I grab a water bottle and head toward the fountain, strategically positioning myself near where he’s stretching. His movements are fluid, his body bending and twisting with an ease that speaks of natural flexibility. I clear my throat, the sound loud in the otherwise quiet corner of the gym.

He looks up, his eyes meeting mine. They’re a startling blue, like the ocean on a clear summer day. “Hey,” he says, his voice soft, almost shy.

“First time here?” I ask, even though I know it’s not. I’ve seen him around before, always on the periphery, always just out of reach.

He nods, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Yeah, just moved to the area. Figured I’d check this place out.”

“Good choice,” I say, leaning against the wall. “I’m Jake, by the way.”

“Liam,” he replies, offering a small smile.

We exchange pleasantries, the conversation flowing easily. He’s new to the city, a student at the local college. I tell him about the best spots in the neighborhood, the hidden gems only locals know about. But beneath the surface, there’s a tension building, a silent acknowledgment of what we both want.
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