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The Foreskin Fixation
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The clang of weights, the thump of bass from the speakers, the smell of chalk and sweat—it was just another Tuesday night at the gym. My girlfriend had bailed on our dinner plans, so I figured I’d get an extra workout in. Better than sitting around bored, right?

I wasn’t looking for anything except a pump. Just another straight dude grinding through reps, counting plates, zoning out.

That’s when I noticed him.

Some guy I’d seen around before—broad shoulders, tight T-shirt clinging to his chest, sweat running down his jaw. Nothing unusual. Gyms are full of guys like that. Normally I wouldn’t even blink.

But then his shirt rode up.

For half a second, his abs flashed in the mirror, slick and cut, and lower—fuck. The outline in his shorts was impossible to ignore. Thick, heavy, shifting when he adjusted his stance. I swallowed hard, told myself I was just spacing out, but my eyes kept sliding back.

I tried to focus. Thought about my girlfriend, about the dinner I’d missed. About how she always rolled her eyes when I hit the gym late, saying I loved the weights more than her. I wasn’t thinking about some dude. Not like that.

But when he grabbed the cables and leaned forward, the veins in his arms popping, sweat dripping from his neck... yeah, my cock stirred in a way I didn’t want to admit.

I ducked into the locker room to cool off, telling myself I just needed a shower. But then he walked in too, stripping his shirt, his skin gleaming under the fluorescent lights. My pulse spiked.

When his shorts hit the floor, my brain short-circuited.

He was uncut.

Thick cock swinging as he headed to the showers, foreskin stretched just enough to tease, dripping with sweat and steam. It was only a second, but it branded itself in my mind.

By the time I finished my own shower, my cock was already aching, stiff under the towel. I told myself it was nothing—just exhaustion, just adrenaline. But the drive home proved me wrong.

Every red light, every turn, I couldn’t shake the image of that cock in the locker room—the way his foreskin hugged the head, slick and heavy, rolling with every step he took.

My hand kept drifting to my lap, squeezing myself through my shorts, trying to ease the pressure. I rubbed the outline, grinding the heel of my palm against the tip, but it only made me harder. My cock strained, leaking into my underwear, but it wasn’t enough.

All I could think about was that skin.

How it would feel to slide, to roll, to have that extra layer pulling with every stroke. My own bare head throbbed against the thin fabric, and the thought hit me hard: chicks never cared whether I was cut or not, but suddenly I did.

I wanted to know what it felt like.

I gripped myself tighter, imagining my cock with that extra skin, slick and sliding in rhythm with my fist. The fantasy made me groan out loud, heat flooding my stomach, my knuckles white on the steering wheel.

By the time I pulled into my apartment lot, I was rock hard, my hand still pressed over the bulge in my shorts. One thing was clear: I wasn’t jerking off thinking about my girlfriend tonight.

I barely made it through the door before I yanked my shorts down, cock springing free, already leaking pre-cum. My head throbbed, red and swollen, every nerve screaming for release. Normally I’d just jerk off quick, get it over with, maybe think about my girlfriend for a second. But tonight was different.

I couldn’t stop seeing him—the way that skin rolled over his thick head in the showers, swinging heavy, dripping.

I dropped onto my bed, kicking my sneakers off, my cock bobbing against my stomach. My hand wrapped around the shaft, stroking slow, but it wasn’t enough. I let my other hand wander, dragging over the ridges of my abs, squeezing my chest like I’d never noticed how good it felt before. My thumb found my nipple, pinching it until I gasped.

“Fuck...” The sound was raw, torn out of me.

I flicked and twisted, my cock twitching harder every time I pinched my nipples. My hand slid lower, cupping my balls, rolling them, tugging lightly until I thought I’d lose it. I’d never touched myself like this, never gone this far.

The pre-cum smeared down my shaft, my bare head slick, sensitive, begging for more. I ran my thumb over it, groaning as I spread it around, tracing the ridge, circling the slit until I was shivering. On impulse, I brought my thumb to my mouth, tasting myself for the first time. Salty, musky. Dirty.

I moaned, biting my lip, eyes shutting as the image of him burned hotter in my mind. Him uncut, that foreskin gliding, easy and natural, while I had nothing but the raw tip of my cock, flushed and aching. My hand squeezed tighter, stroking faster, trying to imagine it was his.

I spread my thighs wider, my free hand slipping lower, fingers grazing the sensitive skin behind my balls. The touch made me jerk, hips lifting off the bed, precum spilling faster. I pressed harder, rubbing my taint, my whole body trembling.

“God... oh fuck—”

The pressure built, coiling tight. Every nerve fired at once—the tug on my nipples, the slick slide of my hand, the pressure on my taint. The thought of his cock, heavy and uncut, sliding into me or rubbing against mine—it was too much.

I came hard, cum spraying across my stomach and chest, thick ropes splattering my skin. I milked every drop out, groaning, shuddering, until my body went limp.

For a long moment, I just lay there, chest heaving, cum dripping down my abs. My thumb brushed over my sore, swollen head again, and I winced at the sensitivity, grinning weakly.

I’d never touched myself like that before. Never thought I would. But now all I could think about was him. The uncut cock I couldn’t get out of my head.

And the way my body had just betrayed me—harder than I’d ever been, not for my girlfriend, not for porn. For him.

*** 
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THE MORNING SUN CUT through the blinds, stabbing at my eyes. My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Good morning, babe ❤

I stared at the text for a second before setting the phone back down. My girlfriend, sweet as always, checking in. But all I could think about was him.

The guy from the gym. The heavy cock swinging in the showers. The foreskin.

I groaned, rolling onto my back, my morning wood tenting the sheets. I shouldn’t be thinking about him, but the ache between my legs said otherwise. My hand slipped under the blanket, wrapping around myself. I stroked slow, then stopped.

No. Not just my hand today.

I grabbed my phone again, but not to text her back. I opened a browser, typed before I could stop myself: “uncut cock porn.”

The thumbnails hit me like a punch—thick shafts, foreskins rolling back to reveal swollen heads, slick with spit and pre. My cock twitched, leaking instantly. I picked one, hit play.

On screen, two guys stroked each other side by side, uncut skin sliding wetly, stretching and snapping forward. I groaned out loud, palming myself harder.

I pushed the sheet off, my free hand roaming over my body, squeezing my pecs, pinching a nipple until my hips jerked. My armpit was damp with sweat, musky from last night. On impulse, I shoved my nose into it, inhaling deep. The smell was raw, animal. It made my cock throb harder.

My hand slid lower, cupping my balls, rolling them, tugging them while I stroked. Pre-cum smeared down my shaft, slicking my grip. I thumbed the head, smeared the slit, then brought it to my mouth. Salty. Dirty. I moaned and licked my thumb clean, eyes glued to the video.

The guys on screen docked, foreskins pulling over each other, tight and perfect. My free hand slid further down, rubbing my taint. The musky smell from my sweat mixed with the heat between my legs, filling the room. I pressed harder, my whole body trembling.

“Fuck...” I gasped, jerking faster, stroking like I was trying to tear it off.

The coil snapped.

Cum shot up my stomach, thick and hot, splattering across my chest. I groaned, still stroking, milking myself until my cock twitched empty. The smell was overwhelming—sharp, musky, mine.

On impulse, I scooped some onto my fingers, lifting them to my mouth. My tongue darted out, tasting. Bitter, salty, thick. My stomach clenched, my cock twitched again even as it softened.

I lay there panting, sweat slicking my skin, chest sticky with cum. The video played on, moans echoing in the background, but my head was spinning.

I’d just jerked off to uncut porn. Sniffed my pits. Rubbed my taint. Tasted myself.

All while my girlfriend’s “good morning” text sat unanswered.

And all I could think was: I wanted more.

***
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I TOLD MY GIRLFRIEND I was too wiped out to hang tonight. She sent back a sad face emoji and a heart. Guilt twisted in my chest, but not enough to stop me from grabbing my gym bag and heading out.

The place was quiet this late. 24-hour gyms are like that—mostly empty after ten, just a few night owls grinding it out. My pulse jumped the second I walked in.

He was there.

The same guy from last night, big shoulders gleaming with sweat, working the bench press like the weights were nothing. My throat went dry. I tried to act normal, stretching, picking up some dumbbells, but my eyes betrayed me.

Every time I glanced up, I found myself staring at his crotch. At the way the fabric of his shorts hugged him, bulging heavy, bouncing when he shifted. My cock stirred, traitor-hard in my sweats.

I didn’t realize he noticed until he set his bar back with a clank and caught my eyes.

He smirked. “What’s up, man?”

My heart slammed in my chest. “Uh—hey.”

He nodded, picked up his towel, and came closer. We chatted between sets, just small talk—how late lifts were quieter, how nobody used the sauna anymore. My brain registered his words, but my eyes kept dropping. To his crotch. To the way the outline shifted when he adjusted.

He caught me. I knew he did. And instead of saying anything, he just gave me that same smirk, lips curling like he knew exactly what was going through my head.

Then he said, low and casual: “Gonna hit the sauna. You coming?”

My mouth went dry. “Yeah,” I croaked, grabbing my towel.

The heat hit me as soon as I stepped inside. He was already there. Naked.

Sitting wide-legged on the top bench, sweat dripping down his chest. His cock was thick, uncut, standing upright, glistening with a bead of pre-cum at the tip. My breath caught, my own cock swelling against my towel instantly.

He didn’t say a word at first. Just looked me up and down, eyes dark, lips curved in that same knowing smile.

“Close the door,” he said finally, voice rough. “Let’s not waste time pretending.”

The heat of the sauna wrapped around me, heavy and suffocating, but it was nothing compared to the sight in front of me—his foreskin half-draped over the swollen head, glistening.

I’d never been on my knees for anyone. Never thought I would. But right then, I couldn’t stop myself. My towel hit the floor, and I dropped down between his legs, heart hammering like I was about to jump off a cliff.

He leaned back, one arm draped over the bench, smirk tugging at his lips. “Go ahead, bro. See what you’ve been staring at.”

I wrapped my hand around him first. The heat shocked me—hotter than I’d imagined, the skin soft, slick, pliant. I pulled the foreskin back slowly, watching the head slip free, flushed dark and wet. A string of pre-cum smeared over my thumb. I stared at it, hesitated, then licked it. Salty. Musky. My cock jerked just from the taste.

Then I leaned in and pressed my tongue to the tip.

The foreskin rolled forward instantly, velvety against my tongue, and I shivered. I opened my mouth wider, lips closing clumsily around the head. The taste was overwhelming—sweat, salt, raw maleness.

I tried to push down, but the thickness caught me. My jaw stretched, my throat spasmed, and I gagged hard. I pulled back with a cough, spit stringing from my lips.

He chuckled low, voice rough. “First time, huh? Easy. Just use your tongue, don’t rush it.”

Embarrassment burned my cheeks, but I nodded and went back down. This time slower, letting my tongue swirl under the head. The foreskin slid back, stretching tight, then glided forward again when I pulled up. The motion made obscene wet noises, and he groaned deep in his chest.

I tried to take more, but my throat rebelled. I gagged again, tears stinging my eyes, spit dribbling down my chin. My hand jerked on the base to make up for it, sloppy and frantic.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned, one hand gripping the back of my head. “Doesn’t have to be pretty. Just keep that skin moving.”

I sucked harder, cheeks hollowing, tongue dragging the ridge. Every inch I managed to take made my throat convulse, but the foreskin kept sliding, slick and wet, amplifying every movement. My spit mixed with his pre, dripping down his shaft, the sounds obscene in the small wooden room.

My jaw ached, my throat sore, spit everywhere—but the taste, the heat, the feel of that extra skin rolling over my tongue? I was addicted.

I sucked harder, spit dripping off my chin, my throat still raw from gagging. My hand pumped the base while my lips struggled around the thick head, foreskin sliding back and forth over my tongue in sloppy, wet strokes.

“Fuck...” he groaned, his thighs tightening around me. His hand pressed firmer against the back of my head. “You’re a mess, bro... but it’s so fucking good.”

I coughed as he pushed deeper, the tip hitting the back of my throat. My body lurched, gagging again, but I forced myself to stay down, swallowing around him. My eyes watered, spit and precum leaking from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin onto the wood between my knees.

The taste was everywhere—salty, musky, raw. My stomach flipped, my cock leaked, and I wanted more.

“Jesus Christ...” he growled, hips jerking. His cock swelled in my mouth, foreskin stretched tight. “Gonna cum, bro. You ready?”

I froze for half a heartbeat. Cum? In my mouth? My girlfriend had never even let me finish in hers.

But my cock throbbed so hard it hurt. I nodded, eyes wide, and tried to take him deeper.

He groaned, pulling my head down just as his body seized. The first hot jet hit the back of my throat, thick and bitter, and I gagged instantly. I coughed, tried to pull back, but he held me steady as more flooded in—salty, slippery, filling my mouth faster than I could swallow.

I choked, cum spilling out of my lips, dripping down my chin, but I swallowed what I could, gulping, messy, desperate. The taste was overwhelming—sharp, salty, but not as bad as I thought. My cock twitched in my lap, leaking pre-cum onto the sauna floor as I moaned around him.

“Fuck, yeah,” he panted, voice ragged. “Swallow it all, bro. First taste of real cock.”

I gagged again, throat burning, but I swallowed down the last of it, his foreskin rolling forward against my lips as his cock softened. When he let go of my head, I pulled back with a wet pop, coughing, cum dripping from my mouth and chin. My chest heaved, my eyes watered, but my cock was harder than ever.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, then licked it, tasting him again. Bitter. Salty. Filthy. My cock jerked at the taste, precum still leaking freely.

I looked up at him, breathless, sweat dripping down my temples. He smirked, relaxed against the bench, cock still glistening.

“You liked it,” he said, not a question.

My face burned. My jaw ached. My throat felt raw. But my cock was throbbing like it would explode. I nodded once. “Yeah... I fucking liked it.”

***
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I WIPED MY MOUTH WITH the back of my hand, spit and cum smeared across my chin. My throat burned, my jaw ached, and I could still taste him on my tongue—salty, musky, bitter. I should’ve felt sick. I should’ve been ashamed.

But my cock was harder than it had ever been, leaking so much it left a wet spot on the floor between my knees.

He smirked down at me, chest heaving, cock still glistening and thick, the foreskin slowly rolling back over the swollen head. His hand came down heavy on the back of my neck, warm and firm, not letting me look away.

“You think you’re done, bro?” he asked, voice rough with satisfaction.

I swallowed, my throat raw. “I... I don’t know...”

He chuckled low, thumb stroking the sweat-damp hair at my temple. “Nah. You’ve got more in you. I can see it.” His eyes dropped to my cock, throbbing and leaking onto the wood. “You’re fucking dripping for it.”

Shame and arousal crashed together in my chest. My girlfriend’s text from this morning flickered in my head, a red heart I hadn’t even answered. But the ache between my legs drowned it out.

I glanced at his cock again—still heavy, still hard, foreskin glistening in the steam. My mouth watered all over again.

“What do you mean?” I croaked.

His smirk widened. “You’ve tasted me. Now you’re gonna feel me.”

The words punched the air out of my lungs. My heart pounded, my ass clenching instinctively like it already knew what he meant.

“I’ve never—” I started, but he cut me off with a quiet growl.

“Yeah. I know. That’s why it’s gonna blow your mind. Hands and knees,” he said, voice steady but commanding.

My chest tightened. “What?”

He smirked, leaning forward, sweat dripping from his jaw onto his chest. “You heard me. On the bench. Knees spread. Hands down. Let me open you up.”

My face burned. Nobody had ever touched me there, not even my girlfriend. The thought alone made my stomach twist with shame—and my cock leak even harder.

I hesitated for half a breath, then obeyed, climbing up onto the hot wood bench, knees wide, hands braced against the wall. My ass felt exposed, vulnerable, sweat dripping down my thighs.

He moved in behind me, big hands gripping my cheeks, spreading me wide. The steam and heat made me sweat harder, the air thick with musk.

“Fuck, look at you,” he muttered, his breath ghosting over me. “Never been touched here, huh?”

I shook my head quickly, cheeks burning. “N-no...”

He chuckled, low and dark. “Then this is gonna blow your mind.”

And then his tongue was on me.

I gasped, my whole body jolting forward, hands clutching the bench. His tongue dragged over the tight ring, hot and wet, teasing me open. I groaned, head dropping forward, chest heaving.

“Jesus Christ...” I hissed, my hips jerking.

He licked harder, circling, flicking, pressing. Each swipe sent shivers up my spine, my cock dripping precum onto the bench beneath me. He spit, the hot liquid sliding down, and pushed his tongue deeper.

“Fuck!” I shouted, my voice echoing off the wood. My thighs trembled, my toes curled against the bench. The sensation was overwhelming—dirty, filthy, but so goddamn good I couldn’t think straight.

He groaned into me, his tongue working inside, his hands kneading my ass cheeks as if he owned me. The sounds were obscene—wet slurps, muffled grunts, my own desperate moans filling the sauna.

My cock bounced under me, smearing precum across the wood. I reached down, stroking myself with a shaky hand, my whole body on fire.

“You taste good, bro,” he growled between licks, his tongue plunging deep again. “Gonna open you up real nice.”

I whimpered, grinding back against his mouth without meaning to. My straight self would’ve been horrified, but in that moment, I just wanted more. Needed more.

His tongue pushed deeper, my hole twitching around it, the wet heat sending shockwaves through me. I was panting, drooling, stroking my cock like a madman.

When he finally pulled back, his chin was slick, his lips wet. He smacked my ass lightly, making me jolt.

“You’re ready now,” he muttered, his cock slapping against my ass, hot and heavy. “Time to feel what you’ve been craving.”

His hands gripped my hips hard, pulling me back until the thick heat of his cock pressed against me. I froze, every muscle tight, my chest heaving against the bench.
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