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Author’s Note
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Looking back at 2024, I can’t help but smile—and maybe get a little hard—thinking about where these stories began. Back then, my work was shorter, sharper, and unapologetically dirty. I didn’t worry about polish or padding. I just wrote what turned me on—and it turns out, it turned a hell of a lot of you on, too.

This collection is my way of celebrating that year: the raw, messy beginnings, the quick hookups, the fast confessions, the stories that spilled out of me late at night when I couldn’t stop thinking about the forbidden, the sweaty, the dangerous. They may be shorter than what I’m writing now, but every single one is packed with tension, lust, and that moment when a guy finally gives in.

If 2025 was about pushing boundaries and going longer, then 2024 was about pure heat—no filter, no hesitation, just raw desire on the page. These are the stories that built the foundation, that shaped the direction, that made me realize how hungry readers are for men who cross the line and never look back.

So, whether you’ve read some of these before or you’re just discovering them now, I invite you to relive the rawness of that year with me. This is where it started. This is where the heat caught fire.

Stay raw, stay uncut,

Alexander Grant
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The Fitting Room Frenzy
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I couldn’t believe my luck as I stepped into the busy department store, hand in hand with my girlfriend, Emily. It was a typical Saturday afternoon, with shoppers bustling around us, and I was dreading the prospect of spending hours browsing through clothes. But then I saw him.

He was tall, with a muscular build that screamed 'gym bro', and his tight t-shirt left little to the imagination. His hair was cropped short, and he had a confident stride as he walked alongside a petite blonde. I caught his eye for a brief moment, and I felt a jolt of electricity pass between us. I knew I shouldn't be staring, but I couldn't help myself. I was Aaron, a 21-year-old college student, and I'd always considered myself straight. Yet, something about this guy, Connor, as I later found out, was irresistible.

As Emily dragged me towards the men's section, I kept sneaking glances at Connor and his girlfriend, who were browsing the racks nearby. I noticed how he would occasionally glance in my direction, his eyes lingering on me for a second too long. My heart raced, and I felt a stirring in my loins, my dick beginning to harden. I adjusted myself discreetly, hoping Emily hadn't noticed.

"Aaron, what do you think of this shirt?" Emily held up a plain white button-down, completely oblivious to the battle raging in my mind.

"Uh, it's great, babe," I managed to reply, my eyes still locked on Connor. I watched as he lifted a shirt to his nose, inhaling deeply, his biceps bulging. I wondered what it would feel like to have those arms around me.

"Are you even listening to me?" Emily's voice snapped me out of my lust-filled daze. "I said, do you think it's too boring?"

"No, it's perfect," I assured her, forcing a smile. "I'll try it on, see how it fits."

I grabbed the shirt and made my way towards the fitting rooms, my heart pounding. As I turned the corner, I nearly collided with Connor, who was also heading in the same direction.

"Oh, sorry, dude," I stammered, my face flushing.

"No problem, bro," he replied, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. "Just heading in for a quick try-on."

We stood there for a moment, our eyes locked, and I felt a surge of boldness. "You know, I could use some help with sizing," I blurted out. "What if we share a room? Save some time."

Connor's eyes widened, and a mischievous smile played on his lips. "Sure, why not? I could use a second opinion too."

We entered the fitting room, our hearts racing with anticipation. The small space felt electric as we closed the door behind us. I could smell his masculine scent, a mix of sweat and cologne, and it drove me wild.

"So, what do you think of this one?" I asked, holding up the shirt and trying to act casual, despite my trembling hands.

"Looks good, but I bet it'd look better off," he replied, his voice low and husky.

I swallowed hard, my dick straining against my jeans. "Yeah, I bet it would."

Without waiting for my response, Connor stepped closer, his muscular body pressing against mine. I felt his hard chest against my own, and my breath caught in my throat. His hands reached for the buttons of my shirt, and he began to undo them, his touch sending waves of pleasure through my body.

"Fuck, you're hot," he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. I moaned softly as he exposed my chest, his fingers gently teasing my nipples, which were already hard and sensitive.

"I've been watching you, bro," he continued, his lips brushing against my ear. "Couldn't take my eyes off you. Bet you're packing something big under those clothes."

His words sent a rush of blood to my cock, and I felt it throbbing against my zipper. I wanted him to see it, to touch it. I pushed my pants down, revealing my thick, 11-inch shaft, already glistening with pre-cum.

Connor's eyes widened, and he let out a low whistle. "Damn, dude. That's a fucking monster."

He dropped to his knees, his strong hands grasping my ass, and pulled me closer. His hot mouth enveloped the head of my cock, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. I groaned, running my fingers through his short hair, encouraging him to take more of me.

"Suck it, bro," I panted, my hips thrusting forward. "Show me how much you want it."

Connor obliged, taking my length deep into his throat, his hands firmly holding my ass cheeks. I looked down at the sight of his full lips stretched around my shaft, and I felt my balls tighten. I was close to cumming, but I wanted more.

"Wait, I want to taste you too," I said, pulling him up by his shoulders.

I pushed him against the wall, his back hitting the mirror, and I dropped to my knees, eager to return the favor. His thick, uncut cock sprang free, and I licked my lips at the sight. I breathed in his musky aroma, then took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of his pre-cum.

"Fuck, yeah," he groaned, his hands gripping the sides of the mirror. "Suck my dick, bro. Make me forget about that bitch waiting outside."

His words only fueled my desire, and I bobbed my head eagerly, taking him deep, my throat milking his shaft. I reached behind, cupping his heavy balls, and massaged them gently as I sucked.

"You like that, huh?" I teased, looking up at him through my lashes. "Bet you wish your girlfriend could do this."

Connor's eyes rolled back as I deep-throated him, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my movements. I could feel his balls tightening, and I knew he was close. I wanted him to cum, but not yet.

I stood up, my mouth leaving his cock with a wet pop, and pushed him against the wall again. I kissed him hard, our tongues battling for dominance, as I reached for the lube in my pocket.

"I want you," I growled between kisses. "I want to feel you inside me."

Connor's eyes widened with surprise, but he didn't hesitate. He turned me around, pressing my chest against the mirror, and I felt his fingers gently probing my hole, slick with lube.

"You sure about this, bro?" he asked, his hot breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine.

"Fuck yeah," I replied, pushing back against his fingers. "I want all of you."

He added more lube, preparing me, his fingers stretching and teasing my hole. I moaned, my dick leaking pre-cum, as he worked me open.

"You're so fucking tight," he grunted, his voice strained with desire. "Can't wait to feel this ass clenching around my cock."

With that, he positioned his thick, throbbing cock at my entrance and slowly pushed inside. I gasped as he breached me, filling me inch by inch, his girth stretching me in the most delicious way.

"Oh, fuck," I whispered, my head rolling back as he bottomed out, his balls resting against my own. "You feel so good."

He began to move, his hips thrusting slowly at first, then picking up the pace. The mirror amplified our movements, and I watched, transfixed, as his muscular body pounded into mine. I could see the desire and pleasure on his face, and it only made me crave him more.

"Yeah, take it, bro," he grunted, his hands gripping my hips tightly. "Feel my dick fucking that sweet hole."

His dirty talk sent me over the edge, and I shot my load, my cum splattering the mirror in front of us. I cried out, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm.

Connor's eyes locked with mine in the mirror, and I saw the hunger in them. He pulled out abruptly, his thick cock glistening with my cum, and positioned himself behind me again.

"I want to breed this hot hole," he growled, his voice raw with need.

Before I could respond, he slammed back into me, his cock pounding my prostate with each thrust. I was overwhelmed with pleasure, my body trembling as I felt another orgasm building.

"Oh, fuck, yes!" I cried out, my hands gripping the edges of the mirror. "Fuck me, Connor! Breed me like the slut I am!"

He pounded into me relentlessly, his balls slapping against my ass, and I could feel his cock swelling inside me. I knew he was close, and I wanted to feel him cum deep inside me.

"Cum in me, bro," I begged, my voice hoarse. "Fill me up with your hot load."

With a final, powerful thrust, Connor unleashed his load, his warm cum shooting deep into my ass. I screamed as another orgasm ripped through me, my cum painting the mirror in thick white streaks.

We stood there, panting, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. I turned to face him, our eyes meeting, and we shared a passionate kiss, tasting each other on our lips.

"That was fucking incredible," he whispered, his hands caressing my face.

"Yeah, it was," I agreed, my heart still racing. "But we should probably clean up before our girlfriends start wondering."

We quickly dressed, our movements hurried as we tried to compose ourselves. As we opened the door, we exchanged a knowing look, both aware that this wouldn't be the last time we'd be sharing a fitting room.
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The Car Wash
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I, Billy, never imagined that a simple car wash could turn into such a wild and steamy adventure, especially with my straight-laced friend Paul. But as we drove towards the self-serve car wash, our conversation took an unexpected turn, leading us down a path of exploration and pure, unadulterated pleasure.

It was a typical Saturday morning, and Paul and I were on our way to give my truck a much-needed wash. The sun was shining brightly, and the summer heat was already making us sweat. We had been friends since high school, and our weekly car wash trips had become a tradition. But this particular day would be etched in my memory forever.

As we cruised down the familiar route, Paul started venting about his recent sexual frustrations. "Man, my girlfriend just doesn't get it," he sighed, his eyes fixed on the road ahead. "She's great and all, but she's just not into trying new things in bed. Especially anal, she's completely against it."

I nodded in understanding, having experienced similar issues with my own girlfriend. "Yeah, I know what you mean. They can be pretty vanilla sometimes. It's like they're afraid to explore their wild side."

"Exactly!" Paul exclaimed, his frustration evident. "I mean, I love her, but sometimes I just wish she'd let me take control and show her how good it can be."

I couldn't help but smile at his enthusiasm. Paul was always the more reserved one, so hearing him talk like this was surprising yet intriguing. As we pulled into the car wash, I decided to push the boundaries a little further.

"Hey, you know what they say, if you can't convince your girl, find someone who's willing," I joked, winking at him.

Paul's cheeks flushed slightly, and he shot me a sideways glance. "What are you suggesting, Billy? We're straight guys, for God's sake!"

I laughed, sensing the tension in his voice. "Relax, I'm just messing with you. But seriously, it's a shame we can't experience the thrill of something different. Like, imagine if we could just let go and explore our desires without any limits."

As we got out of the car and started setting up the hoses, I noticed Paul's eyes lingering on my muscular frame. I'd always been proud of my athletic build, and it seemed like my friend was finally noticing. The thought of him finding me attractive sent a shiver down my spine.

We began washing the truck, the cool water cascading over the hot metal. The car wash was bustling with activity, but we found ourselves a secluded spot, hidden from the prying eyes of other customers. As we worked, our conversation took a more intimate turn.

"You know, Billy, I've always admired your confidence," Paul said, his voice low and husky. "You're not afraid to go after what you want. I wish I could be more like that."

I grinned, feeling a surge of power. "It's all about embracing your desires, my friend. Life's too short to hold back."

Without warning, Paul reached out and grabbed my arm, his touch sending a jolt through my body. "What if I told you I want to explore my desires with you?" he whispered, his breath hot against my ear.

My heart raced as I turned to face him, our bodies close enough to feel the heat between us. "What are you saying, Paul?" I asked, my voice hoarse with anticipation.

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes searching mine. "I want to try something different. Something I've never done before. And I trust you to show me."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Paul, my straight-laced friend, was propositioning me. My mind raced with possibilities as I pulled him closer, our lips inches apart. "Are you sure about this?" I whispered, my breath mingling with his.

"I've never been more sure," he replied, his voice steady.

Without further hesitation, I kissed him passionately, our tongues entwining in a dance of forbidden desire. Paul responded eagerly, his hands roaming over my chest, squeezing my nipples through my soaked t-shirt. The sensation was electric, and I moaned into his mouth, encouraging him to explore further.

Breaking away for air, I led him to the back seat of the truck, where the leather was still warm from the sun. The car wash was busy, but we were hidden from view, the sound of the hoses and the automatic brushes creating a rhythmic backdrop to our lustful encounter.

I pushed Paul onto the seat, his eyes wide with anticipation. He was breathing heavily, his erection straining against his jeans. I undid his belt, slowly revealing the hard length of his cock, already glistening with pre-cum.

"You like what you see, Billy?" he panted, his voice laced with desire.

"Oh, I love it," I growled, stroking his throbbing shaft. "But I want to taste it first."

I leaned down and took his cock into my mouth, sucking greedily as he arched his back, moaning my name. His hands gripped my hair, urging me to take more of him. I deep-throated him, my nose buried in his pubic hair, and he bucked his hips, fucking my face with abandon.

"Oh fuck, Billy! I'm gonna cum!" Paul cried out, his body tensing.

I pulled back, not wanting him to finish too soon. "Not yet, my friend. We've only just begun."

I stood up, my own cock straining against my jeans, and stripped off my clothes, revealing my hard, muscular body. Paul's eyes widened as he took in the sight of my thick, veiny shaft.

"Damn, Billy, you're built like a god," he whispered, his voice filled with awe.

I smirked, relishing the effect I had on him. "And you're about to worship this body, Paul. Every inch of it."

I climbed onto the seat, positioning myself above him. His eyes flickered between my face and my cock, his lips parted in anticipation. I reached down and grabbed the lube from my pocket, coating my fingers generously.

"You ready for this, Paul?" I asked, my voice thick with desire.

He nodded, his eyes never leaving my cock. "I've never been more ready."

I positioned myself at his entrance, my heart pounding with excitement. This was it, the moment I'd been fantasizing about. I slowly pushed my finger inside him, feeling his tight hole clench around it. Paul gasped, his body tensing as he adjusted to the intrusion.

"Relax, let me in," I whispered, adding another finger and gently stretching him.

He whimpered, his hands gripping the seat as I worked my fingers in and out, preparing him for what was to come. "Oh God, Billy, it feels so good," he panted.

I couldn't wait any longer. With one swift motion, I lined up my cock with his hole and thrust forward, penetrating him in one smooth stroke. Paul cried out, his body trembling beneath me as I filled him completely.

"You okay, buddy?" I asked, my voice hoarse as I held myself still, giving him time to adjust.

"Just... keep going," he begged, his eyes pleading. "I want to feel all of you."

I began to move, slowly at first, but soon picking up a steady rhythm. Paul's tight hole gripped my cock like a vice, massaging it with each thrust. I leaned down, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss as I fucked him with increasing urgency.

The sound of the car wash machines echoed around us, but I barely noticed. All I could focus on was the incredible sensation of being inside Paul, my best friend, in the most intimate way possible. His moans filled the cabin, spurring me on as I pounded into him, my balls slapping against his ass.

"Oh fuck, Billy, I'm so close!" Paul cried out, his hands gripping my shoulders as he arched his back, offering himself to me completely.

I felt my own orgasm building, an intense pressure coiling in my balls. "Cum for me, Paul," I growled, slamming into him with all my might.

As if on cue, Paul's body tensed, and he cried out my name as he came, his hot seed spurting between us, coating our stomachs and the leather seat. The sight of his release pushed me over the edge, and I thrust one final time, my cock pulsating as I filled his hole with my cum.

We lay there, panting and sweaty, our bodies still intertwined. The car wash had fallen silent, and I realized we'd been so engrossed in our passion that we hadn't noticed the end of the cycle.

Paul turned to me, his eyes sparkling with a mixture of satisfaction and disbelief. "I can't believe we just did that," he said, his voice trembling.

I smiled, wiping a strand of hair from his forehead. "Believe it, my friend. And this is just the beginning."

As we cleaned ourselves up, using the towels we'd brought for the car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration. We'd crossed a line, and there was no going back. The car wash would never be the same again, and neither would our friendship.

"We should probably get going," Paul said, his voice laced with regret as he pulled on his clothes. "But I can't stop thinking about what just happened."

I nodded, buttoning up my shirt, my mind already spinning with ideas for our next encounter. "We'll take it one step at a time, my friend. But I have a feeling this is just the start of something incredible."

We stepped out of the truck, the sun warming our skin, and I couldn't help but notice the satisfied grin on Paul's face. As we drove away from the car wash, leaving a trail of steamy memories behind, I knew that our sexual exploration had only just begun.
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The Gym Showdown
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I stepped into the gym, my heart racing with anticipation. It was Friday night, and I knew tonight's workout would be intense. My buddy Jake had challenged me to a friendly competition—a battle of strength and endurance. I couldn't back down, especially not with the prize at stake—a chance to prove my dominance over my rival and friend.

I spotted Jake across the room, his muscular frame a testament to his dedication. He had this confident smirk on his face, as if he already knew the outcome of our little game. I approached him, my eyes locked on his defined biceps and the sweat glistening on his skin.

"You ready for this, Brody?" Jake asked, his voice deep and challenging.

"Hell yeah," I replied, matching his intensity. "I'm gonna show you who's the real alpha here."

We high-fived, the sound echoing through the nearly empty gym. It was late, and most members had already finished their workouts. The only other person around was Joey, a regular at the gym, who was just wrapping up his session. Joey, with his tall, muscular build and blonde hair, was a sight to behold. He caught my eye and gave me a nod, a silent acknowledgment of the unspoken tension in the air.
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