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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.
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