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The Roommate Dilemma
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I never saw it coming. Not in a million years would I have imagined that my first gay experience would be with my roommate, Connor. I mean, I always considered myself straight as an arrow. Girls had been my thing since high school, and I had no complaints. But that day, when I walked in on him, something shifted inside me, and I found myself on a path of sexual discovery I never knew existed.

It was a typical Friday evening, and I had just returned from a long day of classes. As I opened the door to our dorm room, I heard strange moans coming from inside. My first thought was that Connor had brought a girl over, but as I stepped in, I realized something was off. The sounds were different, more intense, and... well, gayer than I'd ever heard. My curiosity got the better of me, and I quietly approached the source of the noise.

There he was, my roommate, Connor, sitting on his bed with his back against the headboard, fully clothed but with his pants unzipped. His eyes were closed, and his hand was moving rapidly in his lap. On his laptop, a gay porn video was playing, two muscular guys going at it with abandon. I stood there, frozen, not knowing what to do. I had never seen a guy masturbating, let alone to gay porn.

"Shit, Aaron, you scared the hell out of me!" Connor exclaimed, startled, as he opened his eyes and saw me standing there. His hand immediately stopped its motion, and he quickly zipped up his pants, looking embarrassed.

"Sorry, man, I didn't mean to..." I trailed off, not sure what to say. I felt like an intruder, but something about the situation intrigued me.

"It's cool, dude," he said, running a hand through his messy brown hair. "Just, you know, a guy's gotta have his fun."

I nodded, not sure how to respond. I had known Connor for a year now, and we got along great. He was a 24-year-old gym bro, always hitting the weights and showing off his muscular physique. I, on the other hand, was a 21-year-old athlete, tall and lean with a body that had always attracted female attention. But at that moment, I felt like I was seeing him in a whole new light.

"You, uh, into this kind of stuff?" I asked, gesturing towards the laptop. My voice was low, almost a whisper, as if I was afraid someone might overhear.

Connor smiled, a mischievous glint in his eye. "Yeah, man, I'm gay. Been out for a while now. Didn't think it was a big deal to keep it on the down-low."

I felt my face heat up. "Oh, man, I had no idea. I mean, I'm sorry if I, like, invaded your privacy or something."

"Nah, it's all good," he assured me. "But, hey, now that you know, you wanna join me?" He winked, and I felt my stomach do a flip.

"What? No, I mean, I'm not... I don't..." I stammered, feeling my heart racing. I had never considered doing anything with a guy, but Connor's boldness was disarming.

"Come on, Aaron," he said, his voice low and seductive. "Just an experiment. No one has to know. I promise it'll feel amazing."

I hesitated, torn between my curiosity and my straight-guy instincts. But something about the way he looked at me, with those intense blue eyes, made me want to take a leap of faith.

"Okay," I heard myself say, surprising even myself. "But just this once."

Connor's face lit up with a smile, and he patted the bed beside him. "Deal. Now, come here and let's get you out of those clothes."

My heart was pounding as I stripped down, revealing my toned body and the bulge in my boxers that was already growing. Connor's eyes roamed over me, and I felt a rush of power, knowing I had that effect on him.

"Damn, Aaron, you're packing some serious heat there," he said, his voice husky. "Can't wait to get my hands on that."

I felt my cheeks flush, but I was starting to get into it. I watched as he stripped down too, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as mine, but with a different kind of definition. His cock was thick and veined, already hard and leaking pre-cum.

"Now, let's see what we can do with this," he said, reaching for my cock and giving it a firm stroke. I gasped, feeling a jolt of pleasure shoot through me. It had been a while since I'd gotten some action, and I was more than ready.

Connor kneeled down, positioning himself in front of me. "Just relax and let me do the work," he whispered, his breath hot on my neck.

And then his mouth was on me, his lips wrapping around the head of my cock, and I felt like I was on fire. His tongue swirled around the tip, teasing me, before he took me deep into his throat. I moaned, gripping the bedsheets as he sucked me off with skill and passion. I had never felt anything like it.

"Fuck, Connor, that feels so good," I groaned, my hips thrusting forward involuntarily. I couldn't believe how amazing it felt to have a guy's mouth on my dick, and I wanted more.

He pulled off with a pop, his eyes sparkling with desire. "Glad you like it, buddy. Now, let's see how you taste."

Before I could process what was happening, he was on his knees in front of me, his lips closing around my balls, sucking gently. I felt a shiver run through me as his tongue flicked over the sensitive skin, and then he was taking my entire length into his mouth again. I gripped his hair, holding him in place as he bobbed his head, taking me deeper and deeper.

"Oh, fuck, yeah, suck it," I panted, my voice hoarse with need. I could feel my orgasm building, and I wanted to hold out, but Connor was relentless. He sucked and licked, his hand stroking my shaft in perfect rhythm with his mouth.

"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" I warned, my body tensing as the pleasure spiraled out of control.

Connor pulled off, his eyes locked on mine. "Not yet, big guy. I want you to fuck my face when you cum."

With that, he lay back on the bed, his head hanging over the edge, and beckoned me with his finger. I moved between his legs, my cock throbbing, and positioned myself above his face. He grabbed my hips, guiding me as I thrust into his hot, wet mouth, fucking his face with abandon.

"Yeah, fuck my throat, Aaron," he grunted, his hands squeezing my ass, urging me on. I pounded into him, my balls slapping against his chin, and I could feel his tongue working my shaft as I fucked his mouth.

"Oh, god, I'm cumming!" I cried out, my body shaking as I exploded. I shot rope after rope of hot cum down his throat, my hips jerking uncontrollably as he swallowed every drop, milking me dry.

I collapsed onto the bed, my heart pounding, and Connor crawled up beside me, his lips glistening with my cum. "That was fucking incredible," he said, his voice breathless. "But we're not done yet."

I looked at him, my mind still reeling from the intensity of my orgasm. "What do you mean?"

He grinned, his eyes full of mischief. "Now you are going to fuck my ass. And trust me, you're gonna love it."

My cock, which had started to soften, sprang back to life at his words. I had never fucked a guy before, but the thought of taking control and dominating Connor was incredibly hot.

"Get on your hands and knees," I ordered, my voice hoarse. I wanted to see his muscular body presented to me, ready for my taking.

He complied, positioning himself on the bed, his ass in the air, and I couldn't help but admire the view. His muscles flexed as he braced himself, and I felt a surge of power and desire.

I spat on my hand and slicked up my fingers, teasing his hole, feeling the tight ring of muscle clench around my finger. "You ready for this?" I asked, my voice low.

"Fuck yeah, I'm ready," he growled, his voice thick with need. "Just fuck me already."

I positioned myself behind him, my cock throbbing with anticipation. I teased his hole with the head of my dick, feeling the resistance, and then pushed forward, slowly breaching his tight entrance.

"Oh, fuck," I groaned, feeling the incredible heat and tightness of his ass. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before, and I knew I was in for the ride of my life.

I thrust forward, my cock sliding deeper into him, and he let out a low moan, his body welcoming me. I set a steady rhythm, my hips slamming against his ass, and I could feel his muscles clenching around my shaft, massaging me in ways a pussy never could.

"Yeah, take it, you sexy fucker," I grunted, my hands gripping his hips, holding him in place as I pounded into him. "You like my dick in your ass?"

"Fuck yeah, it's amazing," he panted, his voice raw. "Go deeper, harder, please."

I obliged, my primal instincts taking over. I slammed into him with abandon, my balls slapping against his cheeks, and I felt his ass clench around me, milking my cock as I drove into him.

"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" I shouted, my body on the brink of release. I pulled out, my cock glistening with his ass juices, and positioned myself at his hole again.

"Cum in me, Aaron," he begged, his voice desperate. "Fill me up, please."

I thrust back into him, my cock finding its home, and I exploded, my cum shooting deep into his ass. I roared as I emptied myself into him, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I filled his tight hole.

We collapsed onto the bed, our bodies sweaty and spent. I turned to look at Connor, his eyes closed, a satisfied smile on his face.

"That was fucking incredible," I breathed, still trying to process what had just happened.

He opened his eyes and grinned. "Told you so. Now, how about we clean up and grab some dinner? I'm starving."

I laughed, shaking my head. "You're something else, you know that?"

As we got up to shower, I couldn't help but think about how my straight-guy life had just taken a wild turn. And you know what? I couldn't wait to see what other surprises were in store.

most incredible sex.
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The Shared Shower
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I'll never forget that steamy night in the dorm showers, the night I discovered a whole new side to my sexuality. It was a revelation, an awakening of sorts, and it all started with a simple, innocent glance.

I, Jake, a confident 22-year-old with a fit, lean body, was just looking to unwind after a long day of lectures. My daily routine often involved a late-night shower, a moment of solitude to clear my mind. But this particular night, as I stepped into the communal bathroom, I noticed I wasn't alone. Paul, my 18-year-old dormmate, was already there, his slender frame silhouetted by the steam rising from the hot water.

We exchanged brief nods, both startled by the unexpected company. I tried to act casual, turning on the showerhead adjacent to his, hoping the sound of the water would drown out the rapid beating of my heart. I was straight, or so I thought, and the sight of another man in the shower with me was both thrilling and unnerving.

As I lathered up, my eyes kept drifting towards Paul. His body was youthful, with a slim build and smooth skin. Water cascaded down his chest, accentuating his small, pink nipples, and I found myself wondering what it would feel like to run my fingers over those wet, taut muscles. I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. This was crazy. I had a girlfriend, for God's sake! But the more I tried to ignore the desire building inside me, the stronger it became.

Paul must have noticed my glances, because he too began to look my way. Our eyes met, and for a moment, we just stared at each other, the water pounding on our bodies, creating a rhythmic backdrop to the growing tension between us. I could see the curiosity in his eyes, a mirror of the emotions stirring within me.

Then, as if in a trance, I stepped out of my shower stream, the water dripping from my naked body, and moved closer to him. I didn't think, I just acted, driven by a primal urge I had never felt before. I knelt down, my knees touching the wet tiles, and without a word, I took his cock into my mouth.

The sensation was electric. Paul's dick was warm and hard, filling my mouth with its thickness. I had never sucked a cock before, but instinct took over, and I began to move my head back and forth, taking him deeper with each stroke. Paul let out a soft moan, his hands gripping the shower wall as if to steady himself. The sound of his pleasure spurred me on, and I used my tongue to tease the underside of his shaft, relishing the taste of his pre-cum as it began to leak from the tip.

He was clearly enjoying this as much as I was, and I felt a surge of power as I brought him closer to the edge. But I wanted more. I wanted to feel him inside me, to experience the pleasure I had only ever given to women.

I pulled away, my mouth leaving a glistening trail up his shaft. "Fuck me," I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire. "Please, fuck me."

Paul's eyes widened, but he didn't hesitate. He reached for the shower gel, and I felt a shiver of anticipation as he slicked his fingers and gently probed my hole. I was trembling, my breath coming in short gasps as he prepared me, his touch both gentle and firm.

"You sure about this?" he asked, his voice low and raspy.

I nodded, unable to speak, my body aching for his. He positioned himself behind me, his cock nudging at my entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he entered me, filling me in a way I had never been filled before. I let out a sharp cry, a mix of pain and pleasure, as he began to move, his hips pushing against my ass in a steady rhythm.

The hot water continued to pour over us, mixing with our sweat, creating a slippery, sensual environment. I reached down and started stroking my own cock, the sensation of Paul's hard length inside me pushing me closer to the brink. I could hear his grunts as he fucked me, the sound echoing off the tiled walls.

"Oh fuck, Jake," he panted. "Your ass feels so good. I can't believe we're doing this."

I couldn't believe it either, but at that moment, I didn't care. All I knew was the overwhelming need to come, to release the tension that had built up inside me. I felt Paul's hand reach around, his fingers joining mine on my shaft, and together we stroked in time with his thrusts.

"Yeah, that's it," I groaned. "Stroke me, Paul. Make me cum."

Our movements became frantic, driven by the need to climax. Paul's cock felt incredible inside me, hitting all the right spots, and I could feel my orgasm building, a pressure coiling in my balls. I could sense Paul was close too, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his breathing ragged.

"I'm gonna cum, Jake," he whispered hoarsely.

"Do it," I urged. "Cum inside me."

His fingers tightened on my cock, and with a final, powerful thrust, he came, filling me with his hot seed. The sensation of his release pushed me over the edge, and I erupted, my cum shooting between our hands, mingling with the water and lather to create a frothy, white mess.

We collapsed against each other, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. The water continued to rain down on us, washing away the evidence of our passion. We stayed there for what felt like an eternity, catching our breath, our hearts still racing.

"That was..." Paul began, but he couldn't find the words.

"Amazing," I finished for him. "The best fuck of my life."

We both laughed, a little nervously, the reality of what we had just done sinking in.

"We can't tell anyone about this," Paul said, his voice serious. "We both have girlfriends."

I nodded, understanding the implications. "It stays between us. But damn, I've never felt anything like that before."

We agreed it was a one-time thing, a moment of madness brought on by the late-night atmosphere and the steamy confines of the shower. But as we parted ways, heading back to our rooms, I knew my life had changed. That night had awakened a part of me I never knew existed, and I couldn't wait to explore it further.

Little did I know, this was just the beginning of my journey into the world of gay erotic exploration, a journey that would challenge my beliefs and bring me more pleasure than I ever thought possible.
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Lost Bet, Spread Legs
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The air in the frat house living room is thick with anticipation, the scent of sweat and cheap beer mingling with the metallic tang of nervous excitement. I take a deep breath, my chest rising and falling as I stare at the dildo lying on the coffee table. It’s not just any dildo—it’s the one they’ve been daring me to use all week. Sleek, black, and undeniably intimidating, it’s the kind of thing that makes a straight guy like me question everything he thought he knew about himself. But tonight, for some reason, I can’t back down.

“Five minutes, bro,” Jake says, his voice laced with a mix of challenge and amusement. He holds up his phone, the camera already rolling, capturing every second of my humiliation—or maybe my awakening. I’m not sure which it’ll be yet. “That’s all you gotta do. Sit on it for five minutes. Easy, right?”

Easy? My palms are sweating, and my heart is pounding so hard I’m sure they can hear it across the room. I glance around at the circle of guys, my so-called brothers, all of them smirking and whispering to each other. They’re waiting for me to chicken out, to laugh it off like I always do. But tonight, I’m not laughing.

“You filming this?” I ask, my voice steady despite the chaos in my head. “Good.”

I strip off my jeans, tossing them aside without a second thought. My boxers follow, and I’m left standing there in just my t-shirt, my bare legs feeling exposed under the harsh fluorescent lights. The dildo is still there, its curved tip glinting under the light, looking way too big for—well, for anything I’ve ever done before.

“Dude, you sure about this?” Ryan asks, his tone mocking but his eyes curious. There’s a hunger there, too, though he’s trying to hide it.

“Shut up, Ryan,” I snap, more sharply than I intended. I don’t need his doubts right now. I need to do this.

I grab the dildo, my fingers wrapping around the base. It’s colder than I expected, smooth and hard against my skin. I take a moment to steady myself, my breath coming in short gasps. This is it. No turning back now.

“Here goes nothing,” I mutter, positioning the tip at my entrance.

The first inch slides in easily, and I hiss at the strange sensation. It’s not painful, exactly, but it’s definitely foreign. My body clenches around it, and I freeze, my hands gripping the couch cushions on either side of me. The room is silent, the only sound my ragged breathing.

“You okay, man?” Jake asks, his voice closer than I expected. I glance up to see him standing right in front of me, his phone still recording. His eyes are dark, hungry, and for a moment, I wonder if this is just about the dare.

“Fine,” I grit out, forcing myself to relax. I push down a little more, and the dildo slides in deeper. My eyes widen as my hole stretches, a strange warmth spreading through my lower belly. It’s weird, but it’s not unpleasant. In fact, it’s kind of—

“Fuck,” I groan, my hips twitching involuntarily.

“Looks like he’s enjoying it,” someone laughs, and there’s a chorus of hoots and catcalls from the circle. My face burns, but I don’t care. I’m too caught up in the sensation.

I take a deep breath and lower myself all the way down, until the base of the dildo is pressed against my ass. My heart is racing, and I can feel my face flushing, but there’s a heat building in my groin that’s impossible to ignore. My cock is throbbing, hard and leaking against my stomach, and I realize with a jolt that I’m actually turned on by this.

“Start the timer,” I say, my voice steady despite the chaos in my head.

The room is silent for a moment, and then I hear the beep of Jake’s phone. I close my eyes, focusing on the sensation. It’s weird, but it’s not unpleasant. In fact, it’s kind of amazing. I start to move, slow at first, just a slight rock of my hips, but the friction is incredible. The dildo fills me in a way I’ve never experienced before, and my cock is throbbing, hard and leaking against my stomach.

“You like that, huh?” Jake teases, his voice low and husky.

I don’t answer, too lost in the sensation. I speed up, my hips moving faster, the dildo sliding in and out of me with a wet sucking sound. My breath comes in short gasps, and I can feel my orgasm building, hot and tight in my balls.

“Shit, I’m close,” I pant, my voice hoarse.

“Do it, man,” Ryan urges, his tone surprisingly encouraging. “Let’s see it.”

I don’t need to be told twice. I throw my head back, my hips snapping up hard, and I come with a strangled cry. My cum shoots across my chest, hot and sticky, and I shudder as my orgasm rips through me. The dildo feels amazing, hitting a spot deep inside me that has me seeing stars.

The room erupts into cheers and whistles, but I barely hear them. I’m still riding the waves of my orgasm, my body trembling as I collapse onto the couch, the dildo still buried inside me.

“Dude, that was fucking hot,” Jake says, his voice closer than before. I open my eyes to see him standing right in front of me, his phone still recording. His eyes are glued to my body, and there’s a hunger there that’s impossible to miss.

“You done yet?” I ask, my voice thick with satisfaction.

“Not even close,” he says, a wicked grin spreading across his face. “But I’ve got an idea.”

Before I can ask what he means, the circle of guys closes in around me. I’m still breathless, my body buzzing with the aftermath of my orgasm, and I don’t have the energy to protest. This is their show now, and I’m just along for the ride.
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