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Note from the Author

When I sat down to pull together this collection, I knew I didn’t just want another bundle of stories. I wanted to capture the rawest, sweatiest, most unapologetic fantasies of the year—the ones that left you hard, breathless, and maybe even a little bit ruined in the best way.

These pages are about heat that can’t be hidden, tension that can’t be denied, and moments that explode when two (or three) guys finally give in. Locker rooms, bathrooms, bedrooms, backseats—every place where secrets get broken wide open.

If you’ve been riding with me this year, you know I don’t pull punches. I write men the way we want them: muscled, messy, horny, and willing to cross lines they swore they never would. This anthology is my way of saying thank you—for reading, for craving, for coming back story after story.

So, lube up, lock the door, and get ready to dive in. What you’re holding isn’t just another collection—it’s 2025’s hottest, dirtiest secrets, stripped down and laid bare.

Stay hard,

Alexander Grant
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Used in the Men’s Room
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I step into the public bathroom, my heart pounding in my chest, the air thick with anticipation and the faint scent of pine cleaner. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, casting an unnatural glow on the cracked tiles and the row of urinals. My palms are sweaty, but I don’t wipe them on my jeans. I want them to feel my nervousness, my eagerness. I’ve been fantasizing about this moment for weeks, and now it’s here. The bathroom feels smaller than it did before, the walls closing in as if they’re conspiring to keep this secret contained.

The door creaks open, and in they walk, one after the other. My breath catches as I take them in, each man a study in raw masculinity. Jake strides in first, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, his smirk as sharp as the edges of his jawline. He’s the alpha, the one who’s been pushing for this, and his confidence is infectious. Ryan follows, lean and wiry, his eyes sharp and hungry, like a predator sizing up his prey. His gaze locks onto mine, and I feel a shiver run down my spine. Then there’s Mike, the quiet one, his presence heavy and intense. He doesn’t say a word, but his eyes speak volumes, dark and probing, as if he’s already undressing me with his mind.

The door clicks shut behind them, and the bathroom feels even smaller, the air electric with tension. I swallow hard, my throat dry, and try to steady my breathing. This is it. No turning back now.

“Ready for this?” Jake asks, his voice low and rough, like sandpaper against my skin. His smirk widens as he takes a step closer, his boots echoing on the tile floor. I nod mutely, my mouth suddenly dry. Words fail me, but my body speaks for itself. My cock twitches in my jeans, a traitorous response to the situation, and I hope they don’t notice.

Ryan steps closer, his hand reaching out to grip my jaw. His touch is firm, possessive, and I shiver at the contact. His thumb brushes my lower lip, and I bite down on it, suppressing a moan. “You’re gonna take care of us, aren’t you?” he says, his voice hoarse, his breath warm against my ear. I nod again, my voice still trapped in my throat.

Mike moves to stand behind me, his presence looming large, his hand sliding down my back, resting just above my ass. I feel his heat through my shirt, and my skin prickles with goosebumps. “Let’s see what you’re made of,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my ear, his words sending a jolt of desire straight to my core.

Jake unzips his fly with a confident grin, his cock springing free, thick and hard, the head glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters as I drop to my knees, my hands trembling as I reach for him. He groans softly, his hips thrusting forward, offering himself to me. I wrap my fingers around his shaft, my thumb rubbing over the sensitive tip, and he moans loudly, his eyes closing in pleasure.

“Suck it,” he commands, his voice laced with desire, and I don’t hesitate. I lean in, my lips brushing the head of his cock before I take him into my mouth. He tastes salty and musky, a heady mix of sweat and man, and I moan around him, my tongue swirling over his length. Jake’s hands tangle in my hair, guiding me as I bob my head, taking him deeper with each stroke.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he groans, his hips thrusting gently, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I hum in response, my cheeks hollowing as I suck him harder, my throat tightening around him. The sound of his pleasure fills the bathroom, echoing off the tiles, and I feel a surge of pride, of power.

Ryan and Mike watch, their eyes dark with lust, their cocks straining against their jeans. Ryan unbuttons his fly, his cock jutting out, thick and veiny, the head flushed with need. He steps closer, his hand gripping the base of his shaft as he strokes himself slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

I focus on Jake, determined to please him, to make him feel every bit of my desire. My lips slide up and down his cock, my tongue flicking over the ridge of his head, and he curses under his breath, his grip on my hair tightening.

“Gonna cum,” he warns, his voice strained, his body tensing. I redouble my efforts, sucking him deep, my throat opening to accommodate his thickness. He groans, his hips snapping forward as he empties himself into my mouth. His cum is hot and bitter, a rush of salty liquid that fills my mouth, and I swallow it greedily, savoring the taste of him.

Jake pulls away, his cock softening, his breath ragged. “Your turn,” he says, nodding at Ryan.

Ryan steps forward, his cock throbbing in my face, his eyes burning with need. I lick my lips, my mouth still warm from Jake’s seed, and take him in my hand, stroking him gently before leaning in to kiss the head of his cock. He hisses as my lips close around him, his hands resting on my shoulders, his fingers digging into my skin.

“Fuck, yeah,” he moans, his hips thrusting forward, his cock sliding into my mouth. I suck him deep, my throat opening to accommodate his thickness, my tongue swirling around his shaft. He tastes different from Jake—sweeter, with a hint of something earthy, like the scent of the forest after rain. I moan around him, my hands gripping his ass as I take control, my head moving in a steady rhythm.

Mike moves closer, his presence a constant reminder of what’s to come. He’s still fully dressed, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him, his expression unreadable. I can feel his gaze on me, and I shiver with anticipation, my body aching for his touch.

Ryan thrusts into my mouth, his hips moving faster, his breath coming in short gasps. “Oh my God, I’m gonna cum!” he warns, his voice tight, his body tensing. I hollow my cheeks, sucking him harder as he fills my mouth with his seed. His cum is thick and creamy, a rush of warmth that coats my tongue, and I swallow it down, my eyes fluttering closed as I savor the taste.

Ryan pulls away, his breath ragged, his cock softening as he zips up his jeans. “Your turn,” he says, nodding at Mike.

Mike steps forward, his jeans now unbuttoned, his cock thick and heavy, the head flushed and eager. I lick my lips, my mouth still warm from Ryan’s cum, and take him in my hand, stroking him gently before leaning in to kiss the head of his cock. He groans, his hands gripping my hair, his fingers tangling in the strands.

“Suck my big dick,” he commands, his voice deep and commanding, and I obey, taking him into my mouth, my tongue swirling over his length. He tastes different from the others—sharper, with a hint of something metallic, like the tang of blood. I moan around him, my hands gripping his hips as I suck him deep, his dick all the way in the back of my throat.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” he groans, his hips thrusting gently, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I moan loudly in response, my cheeks hollowing as I take him deeper, my tongue flicking over the ridge of his head. Mike’s hands tighten in my hair, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his breath coming in short gasps.

“Keep sucking my dick, slut, I’m gonna cum,” he warns, his voice strained, his body tensing. I redouble my efforts, sucking him hard as he fills my mouth with his seed. His cum is hot and thick, a rush of warmth that coats my tongue, and I swallow it greedily, my eyes fluttering closed as I savor the taste.

Mike pulls away, his breath ragged, his cock softening as he zips up his jeans. “Good boy,” he says, his voice soft, almost tender, and I feel a flush of pride, of satisfaction.

I stand up, my legs shaky as I face them, my body buzzing with adrenaline and desire. Their cocks are softening, but their eyes are still dark with lust, their gazes hungry as they take in my flushed face, my swollen lips. Jake steps forward, his hands resting on my hips, his touch firm and possessive.

“Ready for the next part?” he asks, his voice low, his eyes burning into mine. I nod, my heart pounding in my chest, my body aching for more. I’ve been dreaming of this moment for weeks, fantasizing about what it would feel like to be filled by them, to be their plaything.

Ryan moves behind me, pulling down my jeans and gripping my ass as to spread my cheeks. “Nice and tight,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my ear, his words sending a shiver down my spine. I feel his fingers brush against my hole, and I shiver, my body tensing in anticipation.

Mike steps closer, his cock already hardening again, his eyes fixed on my ass. “Let’s take turns,” he says, his voice firm, his tone brooking no argument.

Jake’s hard cock is jutting out, thick and eager, the head glistening with pre-cum. He steps closer, his hands guiding me to the edge of the sink. “Bend over,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

I obey, my hands bracing against the cold porcelain as I lean forward, my ass thrust out, my hole exposed. I feel his hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks as he positions himself behind me. “Relax,” he murmurs, his voice soothing. He spits on my ass, his thumb brushing against the entrance, lubing it up. 

I take a deep breath, my muscles tensing as I feel the head of his cock press against my hole. He pushes forward slowly, his thickness stretching me open, and I scream loudly, my body adjusting to his size. He’s huge, and I feel every inch of him as he slides inside, filling me completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans, his hands gripping my hips, his fingers digging into my skin. Tighter than any pussy I’ve ever fucked. I moan, my head falling forward as he begins to thrust, his cock moving in and out of my body, his movements steady and deliberate. The sensation is overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that has me gasping for breath.

Ryan moves to stand in front of me, his cock in his hand as he strokes himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the mirror, watching the scene unfold. “Oh my God, look at him,” Ryan says, his voice hoarse, his breath coming in short gasps. “Taking it like a good slut.”

I glance up, meeting his gaze in the mirror. My cheeks are flushed, my lips red and swollen from sucking their cocks, my hair a mess. I look like a wreck, and I love it. My eyes are glazed with desire, my body glistening with sweat, and I feel more alive than I ever have.

Jake thrusts harder, his hips snapping against my ass, his cock pounding into me. “Fuck, yeah,” he groans, his voice tight, his body tensing. I feel his cock twitch inside me, and I know he’s close. “I’m gonna cum, gonna breed this tight ass,” he warns, his voice strained, his grip on my hips tightening.

I moan, my body tensing as he fills me with his seed, his cum hot and thick, spilling into me, coating my walls. The sensation is incredible, a rush of warmth that has me gasping for breath, my body trembling with pleasure.

Jake pulls away, his breath ragged, his cock softening, red and raw. “Your turn,” he says, nodding at Ryan.

Ryan steps forward, his cock throbbing as he positions himself behind me. I’m still stretched from Jake, but Ryan’s thickness has me gasping as he slides inside, his cock filling me completely.

“Fuck,” he groans, his hands gripping my hips, his eyes rolling back in his head, his fingers digging into my skin. I moan, my head falling forward as he begins to thrust, his movements faster, more urgent, his cock pounding into me.

Mike moves to stand in front of me, his cock in his hand as he strokes himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the mirror. “Look at him,” he says, his voice deep, his tone laced with desire. “Taking it like he needs it.”

Ryan thrusts harder, his hips snapping against my ass, his cock pounding into me, he’s pulling and yanking my hair. “Gonna cum,” he warns, his voice tight, his body tensing. I feel his cock twitch inside me, and I know he’s close. “Fuck, yeah,” I moan, my body tensing as he fills me with his seed, his cum hot and thick, spilling into me, coating my walls.

Ryan pulls away, his breath ragged, his cock softening. “Your turn,” he says, nodding at Mike.

Mike steps forward, his cock throbbing with pre-cum as he positions himself behind me. I’m still stretched from Ryan, but Mike’s thickness is nothing compared to the others- he has me gasping as he slides inside, his cock filling me completely, the size of a beer can.

“Take my dick you little cum slut,” he yells, his hands gripping my hips, his fingers digging into my skin. I moan, my head falling forward as he begins to thrust, his movements slow and deliberate, his cock pounding into me. He slaps my ass hard, the sound echoing throughout the bathroom’s walls.

Jake moves to stand in front of me, his cock in his hand as he strokes himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the mirror. I glance up, meeting his gaze in the mirror. I feel more alive than I ever have.

Mike thrusts harder, his hips snapping against my ass, his cock pounding into me. “Gonna cum,” he warns, his voice strained, his body tensing. I feel his cock twitch inside me, and I know he’s close. “Fuck, yeah,” I moan, “Give it to me.” My body tenses as he fills me with his seed, his cum hot and thick, spilling into me, coating my walls and dribbling onto the cold ground.

Mike pulls away, his breath ragged. We stand there for a moment, catching our breath, our bodies glistening with sweat, the air heavy with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

“Not done yet,” Jake says, his voice low, his eyes burning with desire. I turn to face them, my heart pounding in my chest, my body still buzzing with the aftermath of our encounter. They step closer, their cocks are all rock hard again as they surround me, their gazes hungry, their hands reaching out to touch me.

“On your knees,” Ryan commands, his voice firm, his tone brooking no argument. I obey, dropping to my knees as they stand in a semicircle around me, their cocks thick and eager, their eyes dark with lust.

“Jack off,” Mike says, his voice deep, his tone laced with desire. “We’re gonna cover you in cum.”

I lick my lips, my hands reaching out to stroke their shafts, my fingers wrapping around their thickness. They groan in unison, their hips thrusting gently as they begin to stroke themselves, their cocks throbbing with each stroke. I watch, mesmerized, as their hands move in sync, their cocks hardening with each touch, their pre-cum glistening in the fluorescent light. The scent of hard dicks is in the air, and I can’t get enough!

“Fuck, yeah,” Jake moans, his voice tight, his body tensing. I lean forward, my mouth opening as I prepare to catch their seed, my tongue darting out to lick my lips. Ryan groans, his hips snapping forward as he empties himself onto my chest, his cum hot and thick, splattering across my skin.

Jake follows, his cum landing on my face, dripping down my chin, coating my lips. I close my eyes, savoring the sensation as it coats my skin, the warmth of their seed a stark contrast to the cool air of the bathroom.

Mike is last, his cum landing in my mouth, spilling down my throat. I swallow it greedily, my eyes fluttering closed as I savor the taste, the bitterness of his seed mixing with the sweetness of their pleasure.

They stand there for a moment, catching their breath, my body glistening with cum, the air heavy with the scent of sex and satisfaction. I look up at them, my lips curved in a satisfied smile, my body buzzing with pleasure.

“That was... amazing,” I say, my voice hoarse, my throat raw from their cocks and their cum.

They grin, their eyes soft as they look at me, their gazes filled with a mixture of pride and desire. “You did good,” Jake says, his voice low, his hand reaching out to wipe a streak of cum from my cheek.

Ryan nods, his hand resting on my shoulder, his touch firm and reassuring. “Real good,” he agrees, his voice laced with satisfaction.

Mike steps closer, his hand resting on my other shoulder, his presence grounding me. “We’ll do it again sometime,” he says, his voice firm, his tone promising more encounters, more pleasure.

I nod, my heart swelling with happiness, my body still buzzing with the aftermath of our encounter. This is just the beginning, and I can’t wait to see what comes next.

The bathroom door creaks open, and we freeze, our hearts pounding in unison. But it’s just the janitor, his eyes widening as he takes in the scene before him, his gaze falling on our cum-covered bodies.

“Uh... sorry,” he mumbles, backing out quickly, his face flushing with embarrassment.

We burst into laughter, the tension breaking as we realize how ridiculous we must look. Covered in cum, breathless and satisfied, we’re a sight to behold, a testament to the raw, unbridled passion that has just unfolded.

“Let’s get out of here,” Jake says, his voice low, his hand reaching out to pull me to my feet.

I nod, standing up as they zip up their jeans, my body still buzzing with pleasure. We move as a unit, our bodies still humming with the aftermath of our encounter.

As we step out of the bathroom, the cool night air washes over us, and I feel a sense of freedom I’ve never known before. This is just the beginning, and I can’t wait to see what comes next. The story is far from over, and I’m ready for whatever lies ahead, my body aching for more, my heart pounding with anticipation.
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Detention Daze
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I sit at my desk, the clock ticking loudly on the wall, marking the slow passage of time. It’s after-school detention, and I’m not the one who’s supposed to be here. Usually, it’s Coach Harris or Ms. Thompson, but today, it’s me. Mr. Collins, the American history teacher. I’ve been asked to fill in because of a last-minute scheduling conflict. I sigh, adjusting my glasses as I glance at the lone student in the room. Jesse. Eighteen years old, a senior, and a thorn in the side of every teacher at this school. I’ve heard the stories—his sharp tongue, his defiance, his knack for pushing boundaries. I’ve seen it firsthand in my own classroom, though I’ve managed to keep him in line better than most. Still, I’m not looking forward to this.

Jesse slouches in his chair, feet propped up on the desk, earbuds in, phone in hand. He’s scrolling through something, probably social media, completely ignoring the rules of detention. I clear my throat, and he glances up, his green eyes meeting mine with a smirk. “What’s up, Mr. Collins? You gonna make me do lines or something?” His voice is laced with sarcasm, and I resist the urge to roll my eyes.

“Jesse, you know the rules. No phones, no earbuds, feet off the desk.” I keep my tone even, professional. I’m not here to engage in a battle of wills, but I’m also not going to let him walk all over me.

He sighs dramatically, pulling out his earbuds and tossing his phone onto the desk. “Fine. But this is bullshit. I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“That’s not what Ms. Carter said,” I reply, referring to his English teacher, who had sent him to detention for talking back during class.

He shrugs, leaning back in his chair. “She’s just mad because I called her out on her grading. She’s biased as hell.”

I decide not to engage in that conversation. It’s not my place, and I’m not here to be his therapist. “Jesse, I’m just here to make sure you serve your detention. Let’s make this hour go by quickly, shall we?”

He smirks again, but he doesn’t argue. The room falls silent, except for the ticking of the clock and the occasional creak of the old building settling. I return to grading papers, trying to ignore the tension in the air. Jesse, however, seems determined to fill the silence.

“So, Mr. Collins, what’s your deal? You’re, like, the only teacher who doesn’t have a life outside of school. No wife, no kids, no nothing. You just... teach.”

I pause, looking up from the paper I’m grading. I’m not used to students prying into my personal life, and I’m not sure how to respond. “I have a life, Jesse. Just because you don’t see it doesn’t mean it’s not there.”

He raises an eyebrow, leaning forward in his chair. “Yeah, but what is it? You ever, like, go out? Have fun? Or do you just sit at home and read history books all night?”

I chuckle despite myself. “I do enjoy reading, but I also have hobbies. I go to the gym, I play the piano, I travel when I can.”

“Piano, huh? That’s... unexpected.” He seems genuinely surprised, and for a moment, the sarcasm fades from his voice. “You ever play anything cool? Like, not just classical stuff?”

I smile faintly. “I’ve been known to play some jazz. Maybe even a little rock, if the mood strikes.”

He grins, and for the first time, I see a glimpse of the person behind the attitude. “No way. You’re full of surprises, Mr. Collins.”

The conversation lapses again, but the atmosphere has shifted. The tension is still there, but it’s different now. There’s a curiosity in the air, a mutual interest that I can’t quite place. I shake off the feeling and return to my grading, but Jesse isn’t done with me yet.

“So, why’d you become a teacher? You could’ve done anything, right? With your brain and all.”

I look up, meeting his gaze. There’s an earnestness in his eyes that catches me off guard. “I became a teacher because I believe in the power of education. I want to make a difference, to inspire students to think critically and question the world around them.”

He nods, as if considering my words. “That’s... actually pretty cool. Most teachers just say it’s a stable job or whatever.”

I smile, feeling a strange sense of connection with this student who, moments ago, seemed like my polar opposite. “It’s more than a job to me, Jesse. It’s a calling.”

The clock ticks on, but the time doesn’t feel as heavy now. We fall into an easy rhythm, talking about history, music, even politics. Jesse is sharp, quicker than most students his age, and I find myself enjoying the challenge of keeping up with him. But beneath the intellectual sparring, there’s an undercurrent of something else—something I can’t quite name.

As the hour draws to a close, Jesse leans back in his chair, a mischievous glint in his eye. “So, Mr. Collins, you ever think about, like, breaking the rules? Doing something you’re not supposed to?”

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued despite myself. “I try to follow the rules, Jesse. But I’m not perfect. Everyone has their moments of rebellion.”

He grins, standing up and stretching. “Yeah, well, maybe you should rebel a little more. Life’s too short to always play by the book.”

I stand as well, gathering my things. “Maybe you’re right. But for now, I think it’s time for you to leave. Detention’s over.”

He lingers by the door, his hand on the knob. “Thanks for not making this suck, Mr. Collins. You’re... not what I expected.”

I smile, feeling a warmth spread through me. “Neither are you, Jesse. Neither are you.”

He winks before stepping out into the hallway, leaving me alone in the classroom. I lock the door behind him, my heart pounding in my chest. I’m not sure what just happened, but I know one thing: this detention has changed something between us. And I’m not sure I’m ready to face what comes next.

But as I turn to gather my things, I hear the door handle rattle. I freeze, my breath catching in my throat. The door clicks open, and Jesse steps back inside, his eyes locked on mine. “I forgot something,” he says, his voice low and husky.

“Jesse, what are you—”

He cuts me off, stepping closer, his hand reaching out to grasp my wrist. “I forgot to thank you properly.”

Before I can respond, his lips are on mine, soft and insistent. I’m paralyzed for a moment, my mind racing, but then I surrender, my hands coming up to grip his shoulders. His kiss is hungry, desperate, and I’m lost in the sensation of his mouth against mine.

He pulls back slightly, his breath coming in short gasps. “I’ve wanted to do that all hour,” he murmurs, his eyes dark with desire.

I’m speechless, my heart pounding in my chest. This is wrong—so wrong—but I can’t bring myself to stop it. “Jesse, we can’t—”

“Shh,” he says, pressing a finger to my lips. “Just let me show you.”

He steps closer, his body pressing against mine, and I feel a jolt of desire run through me. His hands move to my jacket, unbuttoning it slowly, his touch sending shivers down my spine. I’m powerless to resist, my hands moving to his waist, pulling him closer.

He breaks the kiss, trailing kisses down my neck, his breath hot against my skin. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear.

I moan softly, my head falling back as his hands move to the waistband of my pants. “Jesse, we shouldn’t—”

“We should,” he insists, his hands deftly unbuttoning my pants. “I want you, Mr. Collins. I’ve wanted you since the first day I saw you.”

His words send a surge of desire through me, and I’m lost. I want him too—more than I’ve ever wanted anything. My hands move to his shirt, pulling it off over his head, revealing his toned chest and arms. He’s beautiful, and I can’t take my eyes off him.

He steps back, kicking off his shoes and shedding his pants, standing before me in nothing but his boxers. His body is perfect, lean and muscular, and I feel a hunger stir within me. I want to touch him, taste him, feel him against me.

I reach out, my hands running over his chest, his abs, his hips. He shivers under my touch, his eyes closing as he leans into me. “Touch me, Mr. Collins,” he whispers, his voice thick with need. “Show me what you’ve been thinking about all this time.”

I don’t need to be told twice. My hands move to his boxers, pulling them down slowly, revealing his hard, throbbing cock. He’s thick and long, and my mouth waters at the sight of him. I drop to my knees, my hands grasping his hips as I lean in, my tongue flicking out to taste him.

He gasps, his hands tangling in my hair as I take him into my mouth. I suck him deep, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock, my hands squeezing his ass. He’s delicious, and I moan around him, the sound vibrating against his skin.

“Fuck, Mr. Collins,” he groans, his hips bucking into my mouth. “You’re amazing.”

I hum in response, my hands moving to his thighs, holding him steady as I bob my head up and down, taking him as deep as I can. He’s close, I can tell, his breath coming in short gasps, his body tense with anticipation.

But I’m not ready for him to finish yet. I pull back, my lips brushing against his sensitive skin as I look up at him. “Not yet,” I murmur, standing up, my hands moving to the waistband of my own pants.

He watches, his eyes dark with desire, as I shed my clothes, standing before him naked. His gaze rakes over my body, and I feel a flush of pride at his appreciative look.

“You’re gorgeous,” he says, his voice hoarse with need. “I’ve dreamed about this.”

I step closer, my hands moving to his shoulders, pushing him back toward the desk. He goes willingly, his hands reaching out to brace himself as I press against him, my cock rubbing against his ass.

“You want this, Jesse?” I ask, my voice low and rough. “You want me to fuck you?”

He nods, his eyes closed as he leans back against me. “Yes, please. I need you inside me.”

I don’t need to be told twice. My hands move to his hips, spreading his cheeks as I position myself at his entrance. He’s tight, so tight, and I groan as I push inside, inch by inch, feeling his body stretch to accommodate me.

“Fuck,” he gasps, his head falling back as I fill him completely. “You’re so big.”

I hold still for a moment, giving him time to adjust, but he’s already pushing back against me, impatience clear in his movements. I pull out slowly, then thrust back in, setting a steady rhythm.

He moans, his hands gripping the edge of the desk as I fuck him, my hips snapping forward with each thrust. “Harder, Mr. Collins,” he demands, his voice strained with pleasure. “Fuck me harder.”

I don’t hold back, my hands gripping his hips tightly as I pound into him, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. He’s loud, his moans and gasps echoing off the walls, and I’m lost in the sensation of his tight heat surrounding me.

I reach around, my hand grasping his cock, stroking him in time with my thrusts. He’s close, I can tell, his body tense, his breath coming in short gasps. “Cum for me, Jesse,” I growl, my voice thick with desire. “Let me feel you come around my cock.”

He cries out, his body shaking as he comes, his cum splattering over my hand and the desk. I don’t stop, continuing to thrust into him, milking his orgasm as I chase my own release.

“Fuck, Jesse,” I groan, my hips snapping forward as I come, my cum shooting deep inside him. I hold him close, my forehead pressing against his back as we both catch our breath.

He turns in my arms, his lips seeking mine, and I kiss him deeply, tasting myself on his tongue. It’s tender, this kiss, a stark contrast to the rough, passionate sex we just shared.

He pulls back, his eyes searching mine. “That was... incredible,” he murmurs, his voice soft and awe-struck.

I smile, my hands running over his cheeks, his shoulders, his back. “It was,” I agree, my voice hoarse with emotion.

But as I look into his eyes, I see something else—something that scares me. This wasn’t just about lust, about satisfying a physical need. There’s an emotional connection here, something deeper than I expected.

He must see the conflict in my eyes because his expression softens. “Mr. Collins, I—”

I cut him off, pressing a finger to his lips. “Don’t, Jesse. Just... don’t.”

He nods, understanding flashing in his eyes. We both know this can’t go anywhere, that it’s too complicated, too dangerous. But in this moment, as we stand there, naked and breathless, it feels right.

I help him get dressed, the silence between us comfortable despite the unspoken tension. As he finishes buttoning his shirt, he turns to me, a mischievous glint in his eye. “So, Mr. Collins, you think you can keep this a secret?”

I chuckle, despite the nervous flutter in my chest. “I think I can manage. But you, Jesse... you’re going to have to work on that smart mouth of yours. Can’t have you getting in trouble again.”

He grins, stepping closer, his hand reaching out to adjust my tie. “I’ll try. But no promises.”

I smile, leaning in to kiss him softly. “I’ll hold you to that.”

He winks before stepping back, heading for the door. “See you tomorrow, Mr. Collins.”

I watch him go, my heart heavy with the knowledge that this can’t last. But as I lock the door behind him, I can’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction. For one brief, passionate moment, I let go of my inhibitions, my fears, and just... lived.

And as I gather my things, preparing to leave the empty classroom, I know one thing: this detention has changed everything.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Smells Like Him
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I step into Mr. Carter’s house, the familiar scent of his dogs greeting me as I close the door behind me. It’s a cozy place, filled with the warmth of a home well-lived in. I’ve been housesitting for him a few times now, mostly because he’s a neighbor and a friend, but also because I’ve always been curious about him. There’s something about his easy smile and the way he carries himself that’s always drawn me in. Plus, he’s got a girlfriend, which makes him even more intriguing. Not that I’ve ever acted on my curiosity—I’m not that kind of guy. But today, something feels different.

The dogs, a pair of golden retrievers named Max and Bella, come bounding up to me, tails wagging furiously. I kneel down to scratch their ears, their soft fur a comfort under my hands. “Hey, you two,” I say, my voice gentle. “Missed me?” They bark in response, as if they understand. I laugh, standing up and heading to the kitchen to grab their food bowls. Feeding them is always the first order of business.

As I scoop out their kibble, my mind wanders back to Mr. Carter. He’s in his late twenties, I think, with dark hair that’s always just a little messy and eyes that seem to see right through you. He’s the kind of guy who makes you feel like you’re the only person in the room when he’s talking to you. I’ve always admired him from afar, never daring to let my feelings show. But today, alone in his house, those feelings are harder to ignore.

After the dogs are fed, I wander through the house, my footsteps quiet on the hardwood floors. It’s not snooping, I tell myself. I’m just... curious. I’ve been in this house plenty of times, but I’ve never really explored it. My gaze falls on the hamper in the corner of his bedroom, half-hidden behind a curtain. Dirty clothes spill out of it, and for a moment, I hesitate. But curiosity gets the better of me, and I step closer.

The hamper is filled with t-shirts, jeans, and socks, but what catches my eye is the pile of underwear at the bottom. They’re just regular boxer briefs, nothing special, but there’s something about them that makes my heart race. I reach out, my fingers brushing against the soft fabric. They’re warm from being worn, and the scent of Mr. Carter clings to them—musky and masculine. I can’t help myself; I lift one to my nose and inhale deeply.

The smell is intoxicating, and my cheeks flush with heat. I’ve never done anything like this before, but it feels... right. My hand moves to my jeans, my fingers brushing against the growing bulge in my pants. I’m hard, harder than I’ve been in a long time, and the thought of Mr. Carter wearing these underwear is driving me wild. I close my eyes, letting the scent fill my senses as I rub my dick through the denim.

My breath quickens as I dig deeper into the hamper, searching for more. That’s when I find them—a pair of white briefs with a faint yellow stain on the front. My heart skips a beat. Cum. Mr. Carter’s cum. I lift them to my nose, inhaling the scent of him, and my knees go weak. I can’t stop myself; I press the fabric to my lips, my tongue darting out to taste the stain. It’s salty, a little bitter, and utterly addictive.

My hand moves to my zipper, my fingers trembling as I undo it. I push my jeans and boxers down, my cock springing free. It’s thick and throbbing, pre-cum glistening at the tip. I hold the stained underwear in one hand, my other hand wrapping around my shaft. The scent of Mr. Carter fills my nostrils as I stroke myself, my hips moving in time with my hand. I’m lost in the moment, my mind filled with images of him—his smile, his touch, his body.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

The voice is like a bucket of ice water, jolting me out of my fantasy. My eyes snap open, and I freeze, my heart pounding in my chest. Mr. Carter stands in the doorway, his arms crossed over his chest, his expression unreadable. I’m still holding his cum-stained underwear in one hand, my cock in the other, and I’ve never felt more exposed in my life.

“I—I—” I stutter, my brain scrambling for an explanation. But there’s no good explanation for this. I’m caught red-handed, literally, and the shame is overwhelming.

Mr. Carter takes a step forward, his eyes narrowing as he takes in the scene. “You’ve been sniffing my underwear?” His voice is low, dangerous, and my stomach drops. I nod mutely, unable to meet his gaze.

He takes another step, closing the distance between us. I’m rooted to the spot, my body frozen in humiliation. “And jerking off to it?” he adds, his voice softer now, almost curious.

I nod again, my cheeks burning. “I—I’m sorry,” I manage, my voice barely above a whisper. “I didn’t mean to—”

He cuts me off with a sharp movement, grabbing my wrist and yanking me toward him. I stumble, my back hitting his chest as he spins me around. His arm wraps around my waist, holding me in place as his other hand reaches down to grab my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“You’ve been fantasizing about me, haven’t you?” he asks, his breath hot against my ear. His grip is firm, almost bruising, and I can’t help but nod.

“Answer me,” he growls, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice shaking. “I—I have.”

He releases my chin, his hand moving to my chest, his fingers tracing the outline of my nipple through my shirt. I shiver at his touch, my body betraying me as it responds to him. “And you want me,” he says, more of a statement than a question.

I bite my lip, my heart racing. “Yes,” I admit, my voice barely audible.

His hand moves lower, his fingers brushing against the waistband of my jeans. “Prove it,” he says, his voice a challenge.

I hesitate, my mind racing. This is Mr. Carter—my neighbor, my friend’s boyfriend. But the way he’s looking at me, the hunger in his eyes, is undeniable. And deep down, I’ve wanted this for so long.

I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “How?” I ask, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me.

He smirks, his hand moving to my belt. “Let me show you,” he says, his voice dripping with promise.

His fingers are deft as he undoes my belt, his touch sending shivers down my spine. I’m trembling now, anticipation and nerves warring within me. He pushes my jeans down, along with my boxers, and I step out of them, my cock standing proud between us.

Mr. Carter’s gaze drops to my erection, his eyes darkening with desire. “You’re hard for me,” he says, his voice husky. “That’s a good start.”

He steps back, his eyes raking over my body. “Turn around,” he commands, his tone brooking no argument.

I obey, my heart pounding as I face away from him. The bedroom’s walls feel like they are closing, and I’m acutely aware of his presence behind me. His hands land on my hips, his touch firm but gentle, as he turns me to face him again.

“Kneel,” he says, his voice soft but commanding.

I hesitate for a moment before sinking to my knees, my eyes never leaving his. He’s watching me intently, his expression unreadable, and I’m hyperaware of my vulnerability in this position.

His hand reaches out, his fingers tangling in my hair, and he pulls me closer. “Suck my cock,” he orders, his voice rough with need.

My breath hitches as he steps forward, his belt already undone. He pushes his jeans and boxers down, his cock springing free. It’s thick and uncut, the head a deep pink, and pre-cum glistens at the tip. My mouth waters at the sight, and without hesitation, I lean forward, my lips brushing against the head.

He hisses at the contact, his hand tightening in my hair. “Take it,” he growls, his voice demanding.

I open my mouth, my tongue flicking out to taste him. He’s salty and musky, the flavor of him overwhelming my senses. I take him in, inch by inch, my lips wrapping around his shaft as I hollow my cheeks. His cock is thick, stretching my mouth, and I moan around him, the sound vibrating against his skin.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he groans, his hips snapping forward as he thrusts into my mouth. I gag slightly, my eyes watering, but I don’t pull away. Instead, I relax my throat, taking him deeper, my hands reaching up to grip his hips.

He’s fucking my mouth now, his thrusts steady and relentless. His hands are in my hair, guiding me, and I’m lost in the sensation of him filling me. I’m drowning in him, in the taste and scent of him, and I’ve never felt more alive.

“Enough,” he says abruptly, his voice harsh as he pulls out of my mouth. I whine in protest, my lips tingling from the loss. He grabs my arm, hauling me to my feet, and I’m barely steady when he pushes me toward the bedroom.

“On the bed,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I stumble backward, my legs weak, and collapse onto the mattress. The room spins for a moment, my head still reeling from the intensity of what just happened. Mr. Carter looms over me, his eyes dark with desire, and my heart races at the sight.

He reaches down, his fingers brushing against my cheek, his touch gentle despite the roughness of his earlier actions. “You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice soft. “And you’re mine, for now.”

His hand moves lower, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw before moving to my chest. He unbuttons my shirt slowly, his touch deliberate, and I shiver as the cool air hits my skin. He pushes the fabric off my shoulders, his eyes never leaving mine, and I’m hyperaware of my vulnerability.

His gaze drops to my chest, his eyes darkening as he takes in my nipples, already tight with arousal. He leans down, his lips brushing against the sensitive peak, and I arch into his touch, a soft moan escaping my lips.

“So responsive,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin. His tongue flicks out, tracing the outline of my nipple, and I gasp, my hands reaching up to tangle in his hair. He sucks the peak into his mouth, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh, and I cry out, my hips bucking off the bed.

His hand moves lower, his fingers brushing against my stomach before moving to my cock. He wraps his hand around my shaft, his grip firm but gentle, and I moan, my head falling back against the pillow. His touch is electric, sending sparks of pleasure through my body, and I’m lost in the sensation of him.

“You like that?” he asks, his voice husky as he strokes me. His thumb brushes against the head, spreading the pre-cum, and I whine, my hips moving in time with his hand.

“Yes,” I pant, my voice hoarse with need. “Please—”

He chuckles, the sound low and dark. “Impatient, aren’t we?” He leans down, his lips brushing against my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.”

His hand moves lower, his fingers brushing against my entrance, and I freeze, my breath catching in my throat. I’ve never done this before, never let anyone touch me there, and the thought is both terrifying and exhilarating.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his voice soothing. His fingers are gentle as they trace the tight ring of muscle, and I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart.

His touch is patient, his fingers circling the tight entrance before pressing in. I hiss at the sensation, my body tensing as he breaches me. It’s strange, uncomfortable, but not painful, and I relax into his touch, my breath evening out.

He pushes in further, his fingers stretching me, and I moan, my hips rocking into his hand. It’s a strange sensation, both foreign and intoxicating, and I’m lost in the feeling of him filling me.

“You’re so tight,” he groans, his voice rough with need. He pulls his fingers out, and I whine at the loss, my body aching for more.

He reaches for the nightstand, his hand returning with a small bottle of lube. He squeezes a generous amount onto his fingers, the cool gel sending a shiver through me as he presses back inside.

His touch is firmer now, his fingers stretching me, preparing me, and I’m lost in the sensation of him. My breath comes in short gasps, my body trembling with anticipation.

“Ready?” he asks, his voice soft but commanding.

I nod mutely, my eyes locked on his. He’s watching me intently, his expression unreadable, and I’m hyperaware of my vulnerability.

He positions himself between my legs, his cock pressing against my entrance, and I take a deep breath, steeling myself. He pushes in slowly, his hips moving in a steady rhythm, and I gasp, my body stretching to accommodate him.

It’s a strange sensation, both painful and pleasurable, and I’m lost in the feeling of him filling me. He’s thick, stretching me to my limits, and I’m acutely aware of every inch of him inside me.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he groans, his voice rough with need. He pulls out slightly before thrusting back in, his hips snapping forward as he begins to move.

I cry out, my body arching off the bed as he fills me. It’s overwhelming, the sensation of him moving inside me, and I’m lost in the pleasure of it. My hands reach for him, my fingers tangling in his hair as I pull him down for a kiss.

His lips crash against mine, his tongue demanding entrance, and I open to him, our kisses hungry and desperate. He tastes of lust and need, and I’m drowning in him, in the sensation of him.

His thrusts are steady, relentless, and I’m lost in the rhythm of him. My body moves in time with his, my hips rocking into his, and I’m acutely aware of every sensation.

He reaches between us, his fingers wrapping around my cock, and I cry out, my body tensing as he strokes me in time with his thrusts. It’s too much, the pleasure overwhelming, and I’m teetering on the edge, my release building.

“Cum for me,” he growls, his voice rough against my ear. His hand moves faster, his thrusts deepening, and I’m lost, my body spiraling out of control.

“I—I can’t—” I pant, my voice hoarse with need.

“Cum,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument.

And I do, my body shaking as my release washes over me. My cock pulses in his hand, my cum spilling over his fingers, and I cry out, my voice lost in the pleasure.

He follows soon after, his thrusts stuttering as he fills me. His breath comes in short gasps, his body trembling as he spills himself inside me, and I’m lost in the sensation of him.

We lie there for a moment, our bodies still joined, our breaths evening out. My heart is still racing, my body buzzing with the aftermath of my release, and I’m hyperaware of Mr. Carter inside me.

He pulls out slowly, his cock slipping from my body, and I whine at the loss, my muscles clenching around nothing. He reaches for a tissue, cleaning us both up, his touch gentle.

He leans down, his lips brushing against my forehead, his breath hot against my skin. “That was... unexpected,” he murmurs, his voice soft.

I smile, my heart warm at his words. “Yeah,” I agree, my voice hoarse. “But not unwelcome.”

He chuckles, the sound low and dark. “No,” he says, his voice husky. “Not unwelcome at all.”

We lie there in silence for a moment, our bodies still tangled, our breaths evening out. The room is warm, the air thick with the scent of sex, and I’m content, my heart full.

But as the moments stretch on, I become aware of the questions lingering between us. What does this mean? Where do we go from here?

I open my mouth to speak, to ask the questions burning on my tongue, but Mr. Carter silences me with a kiss, his lips soft against mine.

“Later,” he murmurs, his voice a promise. “For now, just enjoy this.”

And I do, my worries fading as I lose myself in him, in the warmth of his touch and the comfort of his presence. But as I drift off to sleep, my body still buzzing with the aftermath of our encounter, I can’t shake the feeling that this is just the beginning.
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Post-Pump Praise
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The iron clang of weights echoes through the gym, a familiar symphony after a brutal workout. My muscles scream, lactic acid burning in my quads and shoulders. I, Mason, wipe the sweat dripping down my forehead, my eyes landing on Blake, my gym bro, who is next to me. He’s spotting some guy on the bench press, his biceps bulging beneath his tight tank top, veins like roadmaps tracing his forearms. A bead of sweat trickles down his chiseled chest, disappearing into the waistband of his shorts. My throat goes dry, and my heart hammers in my chest. I’ve always admired Blake from afar, but tonight, something feels different. The air is electric, charged with a tension I can’t quite name.

I rack my weights, the metal clanking loudly in the near-empty gym. “Good set, man,” I grunt, my voice steady despite the storm brewing inside me. Blake nods, his eyes meeting mine for a fleeting moment before he turns back to the guy on the bench. “You’re crushing it,” he says, his deep voice resonating through the space. I swallow hard, my gaze lingering on the way his tank top clings to his broad shoulders, the way his shorts hug his powerful thighs.

“Hey, Mason,” Blake calls out, finally noticing me standing there. “Need a spot?” His offer is genuine, but my mind is already racing down a different path. I’ve spent months fantasizing about this moment, about the raw power that radiates from him. Tonight, I can’t hold back any longer.

“Actually,” I say, my voice surprisingly steady, “I was thinking maybe we could hit the showers. I’m drenched.” My heart pounds as I wait for his response, my palms starting to sweat.

Blake raises an eyebrow, a hint of amusement flickering in his eyes. “Sure thing,” he says, grabbing his towel. “Lead the way.”

The shower room is empty, the steam already clinging to the tiles like a second skin. The sound of running water fills the silence, a soothing backdrop to the chaos in my mind. Blake strips off his tank top, revealing a torso sculpted by years of dedication. His abs are a roadmap of ridges, his pecs firm and defined. My mouth goes dry as I take in the sight, my gaze tracing the trail of dark hair leading down his navel and disappearing into his shorts.

I peel off my own shirt, the fabric clinging to my sweat-soaked skin. My heart pounds in my ears, a deafening rhythm that threatens to give me away. Blake’s eyes flick down to my chest, a fleeting glance that sends a jolt of electricity through me.

“You’re looking ripped, man,” he says, his voice low. “Those biceps are popping.”

I force a smile, my throat constricting. “Thanks,” I manage, my voice hoarse. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

Blake chuckles, a deep rumble that vibrates through me. He steps under the shower, the water cascading over his body, highlighting every curve and contour. I follow suit. The steam thickens, enveloping us in a hazy intimacy. I can feel Blake’s presence, his masculinity radiating like a force field. My gaze drifts to his arms, the muscles flexing as he lathers his hair. I want to touch them, to feel the power coiled beneath his skin.

“Those arms,” I blurt out, my voice barely above a whisper. “They’re incredible.”

Blake pauses, his hand stilled mid-lather. He turns to me, his eyes searching mine. “Thanks,” he says, a hint of confusion creeping into his voice. “You’re pretty built yourself.”

I take a step closer, my heart pounding against my ribs. “I’ve always admired them,” I confess, my voice trembling. “The way they move, the power they hold...”

Blake’s eyes widen, a flicker of understanding dawning in their depths. He sets down the shampoo, his gaze locking onto mine. “Mason,” he begins, his voice hesitant, “what are you saying?”

I take a deep breath, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I’ve wanted to... to worship you,” I admit, my cheeks flaming. “Your strength, your body... it’s... it’s fucking beautiful.”

Blake stares at me, his expression unreadable. For a moment, the only sound is the pounding of the water, a relentless rhythm mirroring the beat of my heart. Then, slowly, a smile spreads across his face, transforming his features. “Wow,” he says, his voice laced with amusement. “That’s... unexpected.”

Unexpected. The word hangs in the air, heavy with unspoken questions. I hold my breath, my entire being suspended in this moment, waiting for Blake’s reaction.

He steps closer, his scent—a heady mix of sweat and soap—enveloping me. “But,” he continues, his voice dropping to a whisper, “I’m fucking flattered.”

Flattered. The word sends a surge of relief through me, followed by a wave of boldness. I reach out, my fingers brushing against the bulge of his biceps. The muscle is hard beneath my touch, a testament to his dedication.

“May I?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

Blake’s eyes flicker down to my hand, then back to mine. He nods, a silent permission.

My fingers trace the contours of his arm, marveling at the definition, the veins like rivers beneath his skin. I press my lips to his biceps, feeling the warmth radiating from him. A shiver runs through Blake, his breath hitching.

“What... what are you doing?” he asks, his voice rough.

“Worshipping,” I murmur against his skin. “Honoring your strength.”

My lips move down his arm, tracing the path of his veins, my tongue darting out to taste the salt on his skin. Blake’s breath quickens, his hand tangling in my hair, guiding me. I press my face into the hollow of his armpit, inhaling his scent—a raw, musky aroma that makes my head spin. My tongue flicks against his skin, tasting the salt, the essence of him.

“Fuck,” Blake groans, his body trembling. “That’s... intense.”

Intense. The word sends a jolt of pleasure through me. I continue my worship, my lips and tongue exploring every inch of his armpit, savoring the taste, the scent, the raw masculinity. My hands roam over his chest, tracing the ridges of his abs, feeling the power coiled within him.

“Your abs,” I whisper, my lips brushing against his chest. “They’re a work of art.”

Blake doesn’t resist as I trail kisses down his torso, my tongue tracing the ridges of his abs, dipping into his navel. His skin is warm beneath my lips, his muscles quivering with each touch. My hands drift lower, brushing against the waistband of his shorts. My heart pounds in my chest, anticipation coursing through my veins.

“Your pubic hair,” I whisper, my breath hot against his skin. “May I?”

Blake’s eyes flutter open, his gaze locking onto mine. He nods, a silent consent.

I press my lips to the coarse hair, my tongue flicking against the sensitive skin. Blake’s breath hitches, his body arching towards me. My hands slide beneath his shorts, cupping his ass, feeling the firm muscles clench beneath my touch.

“Fuck, Mason,” he groans, his voice thick with desire. “What are you doing to me?”

What am I doing to him? I’m unleashing a hunger I didn’t know existed, a desire that’s been simmering beneath the surface, waiting to be set free. My lips move lower, my tongue tracing the outline of his shorts. Blake’s hands grip my shoulders, his touch urgent.

“Take them off,” he commands, his voice rough.

I hesitate, my heart pounding. This is it. The moment I’ve fantasized about, the moment I’ve feared.

“Please,” Blake whispers, his eyes pleading.

I nod, my fingers trembling as I undo the drawstring of his shorts. They slide down his legs, pooling at his feet, revealing his boxer briefs, already tented with desire. My breath catches in my throat. Blake’s cock is thick and heavy, straining against the fabric. I reach out, my fingers brushing against the bulge, feeling the heat radiating from him.

“Touch me,” Blake commands, his voice a hoarse whisper.

I obey, my fingers tracing the outline of his cock through the fabric. Blake’s head falls back, a groan escaping his lips. My heart races as I slide my hand inside his boxer briefs, wrapping my fingers around his shaft. It’s hotter than I imagined, thicker, harder. I stroke him slowly, feeling him twitch in my hand.

“Take them off,” he urges, his voice desperate.

I slide his boxer briefs down, revealing his cock in all its glory. It stands proud, the head glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters. I’ve seen cocks before, but never one like this. Never one attached to someone I admire, someone I desire.

“Suck it,” Blake commands, his voice laced with need.

I hesitate, my heart pounding in my ears. This is it. The moment of truth.

Blake’s hand cups my cheek, his thumb brushing against my lips. “Please,” he whispers, his eyes searching mine.

I nod, my breath shaky. I lean forward, my lips brushing against the head of his cock. The taste of him explodes on my tongue—salty, musky, uniquely Blake. A shudder runs through him, his hips bucking forward. I take him deeper, my lips wrapping around his shaft, my tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

Blake’s hands tangle in my hair, guiding me, his moans filling the steamy shower. I bob my head, taking him as deep as I can, my throat constricting around his thickness. My hands grip his ass, pulling him closer, urging him deeper.

“Fuck, Mason,” he groans, his voice raw with pleasure. “You’re amazing.”

Amazing. The word sends a surge of pride through me, fueling my desire. I intensify my efforts, my lips and tongue working in tandem, my hands massaging his balls, rolling them gently. Blake’s breath comes in ragged gasps, his body trembling on the verge of release.

“I’m close,” he warns, his voice tight.

I don’t stop, my mouth working feverishly, determined to push him over the edge.

“Fuck!” Blake shouts, his body stiffening as he erupts, his cum shooting down my throat in hot, pulsing jets. I swallow greedily, savoring the taste of him, the essence of his pleasure. Blake’s hands grip my head, holding me in place as he rides out his orgasm, his body shuddering with each spasm.

Finally, he collapses against the wall, his breath coming in ragged gasps. I pull away, my lips glistening with his cum, a satisfied smile spreading across my face.

“Holy shit,” Blake breathes, his eyes glazed with wonder. “That was...”

“Incredible?” I suggest, my voice laced with pride.

Blake nods, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across his face. “Incredible,” he agrees, his voice husky.

We stand there, caught in the aftermath, the steam swirling around us, a testament to the intensity of what just transpired. Blake reaches out, his fingers brushing against my cheek, wiping away a stray drop of cum. “You okay?” he asks, his voice gentle.

I nod, my heart still pounding. “More than okay,” I whisper, my eyes meeting his.

Blake’s gaze holds mine, a silent communication passing between us. The air crackles with unspoken questions, unspoken desires.

“This,” Blake begins, his voice hesitant, “this doesn’t change anything, right?”

I understand his unspoken fear, the need to maintain the status quo. “It doesn’t have to,” I say, my voice steady. “Unless you want it to.”

Blake’s eyes search mine, a myriad of emotions flickering in their depths. “I don’t know what I want,” he admits, his voice raw with honesty.

I smile, a gentle understanding spreading through me. “We don’t have to figure it out right now,” I say, reaching out to take his hand. “Let’s just... enjoy the moment.”

Blake squeezes my hand, a silent agreement. We stand there, hand in hand, the steam enveloping us, the silence speaking volumes.

But I’m not done yet. My desire for him is far from sated. I pull him closer, my lips brushing against his ear. “Let me taste more of you,” I whisper, my breath hot against his skin.

Blake shudders, his grip on my hand tightening. “What do you mean?”

I turn him around, pressing him against the cool tiles. My hands roam over his back, tracing the muscles, feeling the warmth of his skin. “Your ass,” I murmur, my lips brushing against his neck. “Let me worship it.”

Blake’s breath hitches, his body tensing. “You want to... rim me?”

I smile against his skin. “I want to taste every inch of you.”

He hesitates, then nods, his voice a whisper. “Okay.”

I drop to my knees, my hands gripping his hips, pulling him closer. His ass is firm, the cheeks clenching as I press my lips to the sensitive skin. I kiss my way down, my tongue tracing the curve of his cheeks, teasing the crack between them. Blake’s hands grip the tiles, his body trembling as I explore him.

“Fuck, Mason,” he groans, his voice strained. “That feels... incredible.”

I smile against his skin, my tongue dipping into his crack, teasing the tight hole. Blake’s breath quickens, his body arching towards me. I press my tongue against his hole, circling it, tasting him. He’s tight, his muscles clenching around my tongue. I push deeper, my hands gripping his cheeks, holding him open.

“Oh fuck,” Blake moans, his voice breaking. “Don’t stop.”

I don’t stop. My tongue fucks his hole, my saliva lubricating the way. Blake’s hands tangle in my hair, his body moving in rhythm with my tongue. I suck gently, my lips creating a seal, my tongue probing deeper. His hole relaxes, opening to me, and I thrust my tongue in and out, fucking him with it.

“I’m gonna...” Blake warns, his voice tight.

I pull away, my lips brushing against his hole. “Cum for me,” I whisper.

Blake’s body stiffens, his hands gripping the tiles as he erupts, his cum shooting onto the shower floor. His hole clenches around my lips, his body shuddering with each spasm. I press my tongue against him, tasting his release, savoring the moment.

Finally, he collapses, his legs trembling. I stand, pulling him into my arms, holding him close. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his heart pounding against my chest.

“Fuck, Mason,” he whispers, his voice hoarse. “You’re... you’re something else.”

I smile, pressing a kiss to his forehead. “You’re not so bad yourself,” I tease.

Blake chuckles, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrates through me. We stand there, wrapped in each other’s arms, the steam swirling around us, the silence comfortable.

The future is uncertain, a blank canvas waiting to be painted. But in this moment, in the steamy confines of the gym shower, anything feels possible. And as I look into Blake’s eyes, I know one thing for certain: this is just the beginning.
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Player Two: Game Night Confessions
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I’m on the couch, half-focused on the PS5 game, but all I can think about is how close Aaron’s bare chest is to mine. Aaron’s right next to me, his bare chest glistening with a light sheen of sweat. The air in the room is thick with the scent of our cologne mingling, and the hum of the console fills the silence between our heated exchanges in the game. We’ve been friends since high school, and hanging out shirtless is nothing new—it’s just how we roll when we’re gaming. But today, something feels different. The room is dim, lit only by the glow of the TV screen, casting a blue hue over everything. The sound of the game fills the air, a mix of explosions and triumphant music as we navigate through the final level.

Aaron’s focused, his brow furrowed slightly as he maneuvers his character. I can’t help but glance at him every now and then. His athletic build is hard to ignore, especially when he shifts in his seat. His skin is warm and golden, and I can see the faint outline of his abs as he leans forward. I try to keep my eyes on the screen, but it’s hard. There’s something about him today—something different.

Our feet keep brushing against each other, and every time they do, my heart skips a beat. It’s accidental, of course, but the contact sends a jolt through me. His thigh is pressed against mine, and I can feel the heat radiating from his body. I’m trying to play it cool, but my palms are starting to sweat. I’m gay, and Aaron’s straight—at least, that’s what I’ve always assumed. But right now, with our bodies so close, I can’t help but wonder if there’s more to it.

The game is intense, and we’re both leaning forward, our arms brushing as we reach for the controllers. I can smell his cologne, something woody and masculine, and it’s making my head spin. Every time our skin touches, I feel a spark, like electricity running through me. I’m trying to focus on the game, but my mind keeps wandering.

“Come on, we’re almost there,” Aaron mutters, his voice low and husky. His leg shifts again, and this time, his knee presses against mine. I bite my lip, trying to ignore the way my heart is pounding in my chest. The game is reaching its climax, and so is my desire.

Finally, we win. The victory screen flashes on the TV, and we both let out a triumphant yell. Aaron turns to me, his eyes bright with excitement, and before I know it, he’s pulling me into a hug. His chest is warm against mine, and I can feel his heartbeat, steady and strong. For a moment, everything freezes. I can feel his breath on my cheek, and then, before I can process what’s happening, his lips brush against mine.

It’s quick, barely a kiss, but it’s enough to send shockwaves through my body. I pull back, my eyes wide, and Aaron’s already apologizing.

“Sorry, man, I don’t know what came over me,” he says, his voice shaky.

I shake my head, my heart racing. “It’s fine,” I manage to say, my voice hoarse. “Don’t worry about it.”

But it’s not fine. It’s far from fine. Because that kiss—that tiny, fleeting moment—has ignited something inside me. I’ve wanted this for so long, and now that it’s happened, I can’t let it go.

Aaron’s still looking at me, his expression a mix of confusion and guilt. I reach out, placing my hand on his shoulder. “Really, it’s okay,” I say, my voice softer this time. “Maybe it’s just the adrenaline from the game.”

He nods, but I can see the tension in his body. He’s not convinced, and neither am I. The air between us is charged, thick with unspoken words. I take a deep breath, my heart racing as I make a decision.

“Aaron,” I start, my voice barely above a whisper. “Do you want to... talk about it?”

He hesitates, his eyes searching mine. For a moment, I think he’s going to say no, but then he nods slowly. “Yeah,” he says. “Maybe we should.”

I don’t know where this is going, but I know I can’t stop now. I lean in closer, our faces inches apart. His breath is warm on my skin, and I can see the uncertainty in his eyes.

“Aaron,” I say again, my voice steady this time. “It’s okay if you want to explore this. I’m here for you.”

He doesn’t say anything, but his gaze softens, and I see something flicker in his eyes. It’s fear, but it’s also curiosity. I take his hand, lacing our fingers together, and give him a small smile.

“Let’s just see where this goes,” I whisper.

He nods, and for a moment, we just sit there, holding hands, the tension between us palpable. Then, slowly, he leans in, his lips brushing against mine again. This time, it’s not a mistake. This time, it’s deliberate.

I close my eyes, letting myself fall into the kiss. His lips are soft, tentative, and I can feel the hesitation in his movements. But I’m not going to rush him. I’m going to let him take the lead, let him discover this at his own pace.

The kiss deepens, and I can feel his body relax against mine. His hand moves to my neck, his fingers tangling in my hair, and I let out a soft sigh. This is everything I’ve ever wanted, and I can’t believe it’s finally happening.

When we pull apart, both of us are breathing heavily. Aaron’s eyes are dark with desire, and I can see the conflict warring within him.

“I—I don’t know what’s happening,” he admits, his voice rough.

I smile, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from his forehead. “It’s okay,” I reassure him. “You don’t have to know. Just feel.”

He nods, and I can see the tension drain from his body. He leans in again, his lips seeking mine, and this time, there’s no hesitation. The kiss is hungry, desperate, and I can feel the heat building between us.

My hands move down his chest, tracing the contours of his muscles. His skin is warm and smooth, and I can’t get enough of him. I pull him closer, our bodies pressing together, and I can feel his heartbeat against mine.

Aaron’s hands are everywhere, exploring my body with a mixture of curiosity and urgency. He’s still figuring this out, still processing what’s happening, but I can feel his desire growing with every touch.

I break the kiss, trailing kisses down his neck, and I can hear his breath hitch as my lips brush against his skin. His hands grip my shoulders, his fingers digging into my flesh, and I can feel his need mirroring my own.

“Andrew,” he murmurs, his voice thick with want. “What are we doing?”

I pull back slightly, meeting his gaze. “Whatever feels right,” I tell him, my voice steady. “Whatever you want.”

He searches my eyes, and I can see the trust there, the willingness to let go. He nods, and then his lips are on mine again, his kisses more confident now.

I push him back gently, until he’s lying on the couch, his head resting on the cushion. I straddle his hips, my hands roaming over his chest, and I can feel his eyes on me, watching my every move. 

“You’re sure about this?” I ask, my voice low, my breath hot against his chest.

He nods, his hands gripping my hips. “Yeah,” he says, his voice hoarse. “I’m sure.”

I lean down, kissing him deeply, and I can feel his body respond to mine. His hands move down my back, pulling me closer, and I can feel the hardness pressing against my thigh. His cock is already thickening, and I smirk against his lips, knowing I’m not the only one losing control.

I break the kiss, trailing kisses down his chest, and I can hear his breath quicken as my lips brush against his skin. His muscles tense beneath my touch, and I can feel his desire building. My hands move lower, unbuttoning his jeans, and I can feel his body stiffen as my fingers brush against his skin. I look up at him, my eyes locking with his, seeking permission. He nods, his eyes dark with want, and I pull his jeans down, revealing his boxers.

His cock is straining against the fabric, and I let out a low, appreciative hum. “Impressive,” I murmur, my fingers tracing the outline of his length.

Aaron lets out a sharp breath, his hands gripping the couch cushions. “Shut up and do something,” he groans, his voice laced with desperation.

I chuckle, leaning down to kiss him again, before pulling his boxers down slowly. His cock springs free, thick and hard, pulsing with need. I take a moment to admire it, running my fingers lightly over the head, watching him squirm.

“Andrew,” he warns, his voice tight.

I grin, leaning down, my lips brushing against the head of his cock. He lets out a sharp gasp, his hands tangling in my hair. I take him in my mouth, slowly, savoring the taste of him. His skin is salty, his pre-cum sweet, and I moan softly, the vibration sending a shiver through him.

My tongue swirls around the head, teasing, tasting, and I can feel his hips bucking against my mouth. His hands grip my head, guiding me, and I can hear his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck, Andrew,” he groans, his voice thick with desire. “That feels so good.”

I pull back slightly, my lips sliding up his length, before taking him deep again. His cock fills my mouth, and I hum, the vibration sending him over the edge. His hips thrust against my mouth, his body tensing as he cries out my name.

“Andrew, I’m close,” he warns, his voice shaky.

I pull back, my lips brushing against his skin, and I can feel his body trembling. “Come for me,” I whisper, my voice low and dirty. “Let me taste you.”

His eyes meet mine, and I can see the trust there, the willingness to let go. He nods, and then his hips are thrusting against my mouth, his body tense as he cries out my name.

His cum explodes into my mouth, hot and salty, and I swallow it down, savoring the taste of him. His body shudders as he comes, his hands gripping my head, and I can feel his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

I pull back slowly, my lips brushing against his skin, and I can feel his body relaxing beneath mine. His eyes are closed, his chest rising and falling rapidly, and I can see the satisfaction on his face.

I lean up, kissing him deeply, and I can taste myself on his lips. His hands move to my chest, pulling me closer, and I can feel his heartbeat against mine.

“That was—” he starts, his voice shaky.

“Amazing,” I finish for him, smiling against his lips.

He nods, his eyes searching mine. “Yeah,” he says, his voice soft. “It was.”

I shift, moving to lie beside him, our bodies still pressed together. Aaron’s hand finds mine, our fingers lacing together, and I can feel his heartbeat through our touch. I lean in, kissing him softly, and he responds eagerly, his tongue tangling with mine. The kiss is slow, deep, and filled with unspoken promises.

When we pull apart, I trail kisses down his neck, my hands roaming over his chest. His skin is warm, his muscles relaxed, and I can feel his desire stirring again.

“Not done yet, are we?” I tease, my lips brushing against his ear.

He lets out a soft laugh, his hands moving to my jeans. “Not even close,” he murmurs, his voice husky.

I help him pull my jeans down, and soon, we’re both naked, our bodies pressed together on the couch. The air is thick with desire, and I can feel the heat radiating from his skin.

“Your turn,” he says, his voice low, his eyes dark with want.

I smirk, leaning down to kiss him again, before trailing kisses down his chest, his abs, and lower. His cock is already hardening again, and I take my time, teasing him, tasting him, until he’s begging for more.

“Andrew, please,” he groans, his hands gripping the couch cushions.

I chuckle, positioning myself between his legs. His cock is thick and hard, and I take it in my hand, stroking it slowly, before leaning down to take him in my mouth again.

But this time, I have other plans. I reach behind me, feeling for the lube I keep in the drawer. Aaron’s eyes widen as I pull it out, and I can see the question in his gaze.

“Trust me,” I whisper, squeezing his thigh.

He nods, his breath coming in short gasps as I prep myself, my fingers stretching me open. His eyes are fixed on me, his cock twitching with anticipation.

When I’m ready, I position myself above him, his cock pressing against my hole. I look down at him, our eyes locking, and I can see the desire, the trust, the raw need in his gaze.

“Ready?” I ask, my voice steady.

He nods, his hands gripping my hips. “Fuck my dick, Andrew,” he says, his voice hoarse.

I lower myself onto him slowly, his cock filling me inch by inch. It’s tight, stretching me, and I let out a sharp gasp as he slides inside me. His hands grip my hips tighter, his eyes never leaving mine.

“You okay?” he asks, his voice filled with concern.

I nod, biting my lip as I adjust to his size. “Just give me a second,” I murmur.

He waits patiently, his hands soothing circles on my hips. When I’m ready, I begin to move, slowly at first, then faster, our bodies moving in rhythm. The couch creaks beneath us.

Aaron’s hands move to my back, pulling me closer, and I can feel his cock deep inside me, filling me completely. His breath comes in sharp gasps, his body tensing as I ride him, our skins slick with sweat.

“Andrew, fuck,” he groans, his voice tight. “You feel so good.”

I moan, my head falling back as I increase the pace. His hands grip my hips tighter, his nails digging into my skin, and I can feel his cock throbbing inside me, his balls tightening.

“Close,” he warns, his voice shaky.

I smile, leaning down to kiss him, our tongues tangling as I continue to move. His hands move to my ass, squeezing, pulling me closer, and I can feel his cock pulsing inside me, his cum shooting deep into my hole.

His body shudders as he comes, his cry muffled by my lips. I ride out his orgasm, my own building quickly, and soon, I’m cumming too, my cum spilling onto his chest, mixing with our sweat.

We collapse onto the couch, our bodies still connected; Aaron’s arms wrap around me, his breath hot against my neck.

“That was—” he starts, his voice shaky.

“Incredible,” I finish for him, smiling.

He nods, his lips brushing against my skin. “Yeah,” he says, his voice soft. “It was.”

I lean up, kissing him gently, and he responds eagerly, his tongue tangling with mine. The kiss is slow, deep, and filled with unspoken promises.

When we pull apart, I trail kisses down his chest, my hands roaming over his body. His skin is warm, his muscles relaxed, and I can feel the connection between us growing stronger with every passing moment.

Aaron’s hand finds mine, our fingers lacing together, and I can feel his heartbeat through our touch. We lie there in silence, the only sound the hum of the PS5, the world outside forgotten.

“What now?” he asks, his voice low, his eyes searching mine.

I smile, leaning in to kiss him again. “Now,” I say, my voice steady, “we figure this out together.”

He nods, his lips curving into a small smile, and I can feel the tension drain from his body. We’re still figuring this out, still exploring what this means, but for now, it’s enough.

I shift, moving to lie beside him, and we both stare up at the ceiling, the glow of the TV casting a blue light over everything. The air between us is comfortable, easy, and I can feel the connection growing stronger with every passing moment.

Aaron’s hand moves to my cheek, his thumb brushing against my skin, and I can see the question in his eyes.

“Are you okay?” he asks, his voice soft.

I smile, squeezing his hand. “I’m more than okay,” I tell him. “I’m happy.”

He smiles back, and for a moment, everything is perfect. We’re just two friends, lying on a couch, the world outside forgotten. But we both know this is more than friendship now, and the thought sends a thrill through me.

I don’t know where this is going, but I know I want to find out. With Aaron by my side, I’m ready for whatever comes next.

The PS5 menu continues to hum in the background, a constant reminder of how this all started. But right now, it’s just a backdrop, a faint noise that fades into the comfort of the moment.

Aaron’s thumb brushes against my hand, a small gesture, but it’s enough to make my heart skip a beat. I turn my head, meeting his gaze, and I can see the question in his eyes.

“What’s next?” he asks, his voice low.

I grin, leaning in to kiss him softly. “Whatever you want,” I whisper, my voice filled with promise.

He smiles, his lips brushing against mine. “I think I’m starting to like this,” he murmurs.

“Me too,” I reply, my heart swelling with joy.

The PS5 menu hums, but all I hear is his heartbeat—and that’s the game I’m playing now. The story is far from over, and with Aaron by my side, I’m ready for whatever comes next.
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The Mirror Doesn’t Lie
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Aaron steps into his apartment, the familiar scent of home wrapping around him like a warm, musky blanket. His gym bag slung over one shoulder feels heavier than usual, but it’s not the weight of the bag—it’s the weight of the workout still buzzing through his muscles. His body is alive, every fiber screaming with the satisfying burn of exertion. But it’s not just his muscles that are on fire. His cock is throbbing, heavy and hard, pressing against the tight fabric of his shorts. He’s horny—really fucking horny. And for once, he’s alone. No one to judge, no one to see. Just him, his body, and the mirror waiting for him in the bedroom.

He drops the gym bag by the door with a thud, the sound echoing in the quiet space. His fingers itch to peel off his sweat-soaked shirt, and he does, the fabric clinging to his skin before falling to the floor. His chest rises and falls with heavy breaths, the air conditioning doing little to cool the heat pooling in his veins. He pauses in the hallway, his bare feet sticking slightly to the wooden floor, and takes a moment to listen to the silence. It’s just him here, and the thought sends a shiver down his spine.

He walks toward the bedroom, his gaze catching on the full-length mirror as he passes. His reflection stares back at him, and for a moment, he just stands there, taking it all in. His body is a map of hard work—defined abs, biceps bulging, veins tracing paths along his forearms. He runs a hand over his chest, feeling the ridges of muscle beneath his skin. His fingers brush over his nipples, and he pauses, a shiver running down his spine. They’re hard, sensitive, and his cock twitches in response. He can’t help but smile. This is his body, his playground, and tonight, he’s going to explore every inch of it.

He steps closer to the mirror, his gaze dropping to his armpits. The hair there is dark, curly, a stark contrast to his pale skin. He lifts his arm, sniffing deeply. The scent is musky, raw, undeniably masculine. His fingers brush through the hair, and he brings them to his nose, inhaling again. It’s intoxicating, primal. Without thinking, he licks his fingers, the taste salty and sharp. His heart races, his breath quickens. This is new, this is strange, but it’s fucking hot.

“What the hell are you doing?” he whispers, his voice hoarse with desire. But the voice in the mirror doesn’t answer. Instead, it smirks, a challenge in its gaze. It’s not his voice, but it’s in his head, a fantasy, a hallucination. It’s deep, commanding, and it sends a thrill through him. “Keep going,” it urges, and he obeys without question.

He lowers his arm, but only to lift the other, licking his pits directly this time. The taste is stronger, more intense, and he moans softly, his head tilting back. His cock throbs, pre-cum leaking from the tip. He swipes his thumb over the wetness, bringing it to his mouth. It’s bitter, metallic, but he groans, his eyes fluttering closed. This is fucking insane, but he can’t stop. He’s falling down a rabbit hole of sensation, and he’s not ready to climb out.

His hands move down his body, tracing the lines of his muscles. He flexes his arms, watching the way they bulge, the way the veins pop. He’s a fucking work of art, and he wants to worship every inch of himself. His fingers brush over his nipples again, tweaking them, pinching them. His breath hitches, his cock hardening even more. He’s losing control, and it’s exhilarating. The voice in his head laughs, low and dark. “You’re mine now,” it whispers, and he shivers, his skin prickling with goosebumps.

He reaches down, rubbing his pubic hair, his fingers grazing the head of his cock. It’s hot, throbbing, begging for attention. He swipes his thumb over the tip again, collecting more pre-cum. He tastes it, his tongue flicking over his fingers. It’s addictive, this taste of himself. His hands move lower, cupping his ass. It’s firm, strong, a testament to hours of squats and deadlifts. He squeezes, feeling the power in his grip. His fingers brush over his taint, and he shivers, a jolt of pleasure shooting through him.

He brings his fingers to his nose, sniffing deeply. The scent is darker now, more intense, and he licks them, his tongue tracing the pad of his thumb. It’s filthy, but he doesn’t care. He’s lost in this, consumed by it. His fingers drift lower, tracing the crack of his ass. He hesitates, his heart pounding. This is new territory, but his cock is begging for it. He presses a finger against his hole, circling it slowly. It’s tight, sensitive, and he groans, his head falling back.

“Do it,” the voice commands, and he does. He pushes in slowly, his breath catching as his finger slides inside. It’s warm, wet, and he moans, his hips shifting involuntarily. He adds another finger, stretching himself, his cock throbbing with every movement. He’s fucking himself, and it’s the hottest thing he’s ever done. He starts to move faster, his fingers plunging in and out, his cock leaking pre-cum with every thrust. But it’s not enough. He needs more.

He pulls his fingers out, licking them clean, the taste of himself driving him wild. He looks around the room, his eyes landing on a water bottle on his nightstand. It’s smooth, hard, the perfect size. His hands shake with anticipation as he grabs it, his mind racing with the possibilities. He lube it up with saliva, his mouth watering as he coats it. He positions it at his hole, taking a deep breath before pushing it in. It’s thicker than his fingers, filling him completely. He groans, his cock throbbing, pre-cum dripping onto the floor.

“That’s it,” the voice purrs, and he starts to move, fucking himself with the bottle, his hips rocking back and forth. It’s intense, overwhelming, and he’s on the edge, teetering between control and surrender. His cock is in his hand now, stroking in time with the thrusts. He’s close, so fucking close. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his muscles tensing as he edges himself, pulling back just before he explodes.

“Not yet,” the voice whispers, and he freezes. It’s not his voice, but it’s in his head, a fantasy, a hallucination. It’s commanding, controlling, and he obeys without question. He slows his movements, his strokes, his breath evening out. The voice laughs, low and dark, and he shivers, his cock throbbing with anticipation.

He starts again, slower this time, savoring every sensation. The bottle fills him, his cock in his hand, and he’s lost in the pleasure. The voice guides him, telling him when to speed up, when to slow down, when to edge. It’s a game, a dance, and he’s its puppet. His cum is building, pressure mounting in his balls. He’s close, so close, but the voice holds him back, pushing him to the brink again and again.

Finally, it gives the command. “Now,” it whispers, and he obeys, his hips snapping forward, his cock stroking fast and hard. His cum explodes, hot and thick, shooting onto his stomach, his chest. It’s the most intense orgasm he’s ever had, his body shaking with the force of it. He collapses onto the bed, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his heart pounding in his chest.

He lies there, his body coated in sweat and cum, the bottle still buried in his ass. He pulls it out slowly, licking it clean, the taste of himself mingling with the taste of his ass. It’s filthy, degrading, and he loves it. With shaking fingers, he wipes the cum from his chest, bringing it to his mouth. It’s salty, bitter, but he swallows it, savoring the taste. His fingers trace the trails of cum on his stomach, collecting it, bringing it to his lips. He licks his fingers clean. He then scoops up more cum and smears it over his nipples with his fingers, watching his chest rise and twitch under his own touch.

He’s a mess, but he’s never felt more alive. What the fuck just happened? He doesn’t know, but he’s not sorry. His hand drifts down to his cock, still hard, still throbbing. Maybe it’s time for round two. The voice in his head laughs, a promise of more to come. “You’re mine now,” it repeats, and he smirks, his fingers wrapping around his cock. This is just the beginning.

As he lies there, his mind races with the aftermath of what just transpired. He’s never done anything like this before—never explored his body in such a way, never surrendered to a voice that wasn’t his own. It’s exhilarating and terrifying all at once. But there’s no denying the rush, the raw, primal pleasure that coursed through him. He feels powerful, invincible, and yet, at the same time, completely vulnerable.

He sits up slowly, his body still buzzing with the remnants of his orgasm. The mirror catches his eye, and he stares at his reflection, searching for answers. The voice is gone now, but the memory of it lingers, a ghost in his mind. He wonders if it’ll come back, if it’ll guide him again. Part of him hopes it does; part of him is afraid.

His gaze drops to his cum-stained chest, and he smiles. It’s a messy, beautiful reminder of what he’s capable of. He leans forward, pressing a kiss to his own shoulder, then licks the cum from his skin, his tongue tracing the path of his fingers. It’s a strange kind of intimacy, but it feels right. He’s learning to love himself, to explore himself, and it’s fucking liberating.

He stands, walking toward the shower, his body still humming with satisfaction. As the warm water cascades over him, he can’t shake the feeling that this is just the start. The voice may be gone for now, but the door to this new world of pleasure has been opened. And Aaron? He’s ready to walk right through it.
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Pitching Tents
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The morning sun filters through the thin nylon walls of the tent, casting a warm, golden glow over everything. I blink, my head throbbing slightly from the whiskey we’d been passing around last night. The forest outside is alive with the chirping of birds and the rustling of leaves, but inside the tent, it’s uncomfortably silent. My body feels heavy, pressed into the sleeping bag, and it takes a moment for me to realize why. Jake’s leg is draped over mine, his arm slung across my chest, his breath warm against the back of my neck. My heart skips a beat as I register the hardness pressing against my ass.

Jake. My best friend since high school. The guy who’s been dating Sarah for two years. The same guy whose dick is now unmistakably hard against me. I’ve always told myself Jake was just a friend—but there were moments, quiet ones, when I caught myself watching him too long. My brain screams at me to move, to say something, but my body feels frozen, like I’m caught in a dream I can’t wake up from. I shift slightly, testing the waters, and he doesn’t pull away. Instead, his hand shifts, sliding down my side, his fingers brushing the waistband of my boxers. My breath hitches, and I close my eyes, trying to process what’s happening. 

“Jake...” I whisper, my voice rough with sleep and confusion. He doesn’t respond. Instead, his hand tightens on my hip, pulling me closer to him. 

I can feel his chest rising and falling against my back, his heart pounding as fast as mine. The air in the tent feels thick, charged with something I can’t name. His other hand slides down, gripping my thigh, and then—rip—the sound of fabric tearing snaps me out of my daze. My boxers are torn open, the cool morning air hitting my exposed skin like a slap.

“Jake, are you sure about this?” I whisper, heart pounding. He nods against my shoulder, murmuring, “Only if you are. His weight presses me into the sleeping bag, and I can feel his cock, hot and insistent, nudging at my ass. My mind races. Last night, we’d been drinking, laughing, swapping stories about our girlfriends like we always do. But this? This is something else entirely.

“Jake, stop,” I say, but even I can hear the hesitation. It’s not fear—it's disbelief. I don’t want him to stop. Not really.

He doesn’t stop. His hand slides up my back, his fingers digging into my shoulder as he positions himself behind me. I feel his cock, thick and throbbing, pressing against my hole. My breath catches, and I clench my fists, my nails digging into the fabric beneath me.

He pauses, his breath hot on my neck. “You sure you want this?” he asks, voice low. I nod, pushing back against him. “Yeah. Don’t stop.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, and against every rational thought in my head, I relax. Just a little. Enough for him to press forward, the head of his cock teasing my entrance. I bite my lip, my body tensing as he pushes in, slow and relentless. It burns, stretches me in a way I’ve never felt before, and I can’t stop the whimper that escapes my lips.

“Fuck, Jake,” I gasp, my voice breaking.

He pulls back slightly, then thrusts forward again, harder this time. I cry out, my head falling forward as he begins to move, his hips snapping against mine. The tent is filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the wet slap of his cock sliding in and out of me. It’s rough, primal, and I can’t deny how good it feels.

My cock is hard, trapped between us, rubbing against the rough fabric of the sleeping bag. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, and I can feel my body responding to his despite my confusion and guilt. Jake’s hand wraps around my waist, pulling me closer with each thrust, his other hand reaching up to grip my shoulder, anchoring me in place.

“You like this, don’t you?” he pants, his voice tight with need.

I don’t answer. I can’t. All I can do is nod, my face pressed into the sleeping bag as he pounds into me, his rhythm relentless. The tent walls seem to close in around us, the sounds of the forest muted by our desperate gasps and moans. No one’s here to hear us, no one to judge us, and the thought only makes me hotter.

Jake’s thrusts speed up, his grip on my hip bruising as he fucks me with abandon. I can feel his sweat dripping onto my back, mixing with mine, and the scent of it—musky and male—fills my nostrils. My mind is a blur, my body on fire, and I know I’m close. So close.

“Jake... I’m—”

He cuts me off with a sharp thrust, his cock hitting a spot inside me that makes my vision blur. “Cum for me, Ryan,” he growls, his voice raw. “Cum on my dick.”

His words push me over the edge. My body convulses, my cock twitching as I cum, hot and messy, between us. My cries are muffled by the sleeping bag, my muscles trembling as I ride out my orgasm. Jake doesn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more frantic, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck... Ryan... I’m gonna—”

He slams into me one last time, his body stiffening as he cums, his hot seed filling me up. I groan, my body still shaking, as he empties himself inside me. The tent is silent for a moment, the only sound our heavy breathing and the distant chirping of birds.

Jake collapses on top of me, his weight heavy but not unwelcome. His heart pounds against my back, his breath hot against my neck. I close my eyes, my mind reeling from what just happened. What the fuck just happened?

After a moment, he rolls off me, and I turn onto my back, my body aching in the best way. Jake sits up, running a hand through his messy hair, his chest heaving. He avoids my gaze, his jaw clenched tight.

“We... we shouldn’t have done that,” he mumbles, his voice thick with guilt.

I don’t respond. What can I say? He’s right. We shouldn’t have. But we did. And now... now I don’t know what comes next.

Jake grabs his boxers, pulling them on quickly, his movements jerky and awkward. I do the same, my hands shaking as I cover myself. The tent feels smaller now, the air thick with tension.

“We should... get breakfast,” he says, his voice strained.

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. We crawl out of the tent, the morning sun blinding after the dimness inside. The forest is alive with sound—birds singing, leaves rustling—but it feels distant, like we’re in our own little bubble.

As we walk toward the campfire, I can’t shake the feeling that something has shifted between us. Something fundamental. I glance at Jake, his profile sharp in the morning light, and wonder if he feels it too.

The campfire is still smoldering from last night, the ashes gray and lifeless. Jake kneels to restart it, his hands moving mechanically as he piles kindling and strikes a match. I watch him, my mind racing. His shoulders are tense, his jaw set, and I can’t help but notice the way his muscles flex under his skin as he works.

“You okay?” I ask, my voice soft.

He looks up, his eyes meeting mine for a fraction of a second before he looks away. “Yeah. Fine.”

The silence stretches between us as the fire catches, flames licking at the logs. I sit down on a nearby log, my legs feeling weak. Jake joins me, sitting a little farther away than usual. I can’t stop thinking about the way he looked at me when he was inside me, his eyes dark and hungry. The way he growled my name as he came. The way he filled me up.

I shake my head, trying to clear the thoughts, but they linger, like a shadow I can’t escape. Jake hands me a cup of coffee, his fingers brushing mine, and I flinch, the contact sending a jolt through me.

He notices, his eyes narrowing, but he doesn’t say anything. We sit in silence, sipping our coffee, the forest around us a blur of green and gold.

The morning wears on, and the tension between us doesn’t ease. We pack up the tent in near silence, our movements awkward and stilted. Jake avoids my gaze, his jaw clenched tight, and I can’t help but feel like I’m walking on eggshells.

As we’re loading the gear into the truck, Jake finally speaks, his voice low and rough. “We should probably head back soon.”

I nod, my heart heavy. “Yeah. Probably.”

But as I look at him, his profile sharp against the sunlight, I can’t help but wonder if this is really the end. Or if it’s just the beginning of something neither of us is ready to face.
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