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Freshman year was supposed to be the best four years of our lives. That’s all me and Tyler talked about the summer before we moved onto campus—parties, road trips, girls everywhere. We’d earned our wrestling scholarships, and that alone made us feel untouchable. Eighteen years old, our whole futures in front of us.

Tyler couldn’t shut up about the women. “Bro, college girls are different. They don’t care. They wanna have fun. We’re athletes. We’re in. Four years of pussy, guaranteed.”

I’d laugh, nod, hype it up with him. Because that was the dream, right? Compete, win meets, and get laid as much as possible.

Practice was grueling that week, but I didn’t care. It was proof we belonged here. Sweat poured off us, mats stinking like rubber and musk, the locker room always humid with bodies. Nights felt endless, our heads full of everything ahead.

That Thursday, the team cleared out, but me and Tyler stayed. Said we wanted extra drills before the meet. Truth was, neither of us liked leaving the mat before the other. We were too competitive. Too stubborn.

The gym was almost silent. Just the hum of the lights and the squeak of our shoes on the mat. We stripped down to singlets, no shirts underneath, skin gleaming with sweat.

“Last round,” Tyler panted, hands on his knees. “Loser owes the other a Red Bull before tomorrow’s weigh-in.”

I smirked. “Deal.”

He shot fast. I sprawled late. His shoulder slammed into my gut, and in a blink my back smacked the mat. He shifted his weight like we’d drilled a thousand times, and suddenly I was pinned, his arm crushing down, my face shoved straight into his pit through the thin stretch of his singlet.

The smell hit me.

Not just sweat. Musk. Thick, raw, salty. My breath caught. For a second I forgot to move. All I could do was inhale, the air sharp and hot in my lungs.

And then I felt it.

My cock, swelling against the singlet. Hard. Way too fast. Panic shot through me, but worse was the pressure against me—Tyler’s cock, just as stiff, digging into my hip as he ground down, still holding me.

My chest tightened. No way.

Tyler grunted, laughing a little. “Damn, bro, you’re stubborn.” He had no clue how his words hit.

I twisted, bucked against him, trying to break free. But the movement only made it worse—our hips ground together, cocks sliding through thin layers of nylon, singlets straining. His pit stayed in my face, musk pouring over me, my nose buried where it didn’t belong.

Heat crawled up my neck, my skin flushed, my cock throbbing. My thoughts went places I didn’t want them to. Places I’d never admitted to myself.

The sound of the door swinging open snapped it.

“Enough for tonight!” the coach barked, voice carrying across the empty gym. “Get some rest before tomorrow. We’ve got a meet to win.”

Tyler rolled off fast, straps snapping back over his shoulders, standing like nothing had happened. My cock was still rock hard under the singlet, painfully obvious if anyone looked too long. I sat up quick, grabbing my water bottle, avoiding both their eyes.

“Y-yeah, coach,” Tyler muttered.

We packed up in silence, walked out side by side. But my head was a mess. My face had been buried in his pit. Our cocks had rubbed, hard and leaking, pressed together on the mat.

He hadn’t noticed. Or he didn’t let on if he did.

But me? I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The smell. The heat. The way it made me hard even when it shouldn’t have.

And I knew it wasn’t over. Not for me.

***
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The bus ride to the meet felt longer than it should’ve. The whole team piled in, gear bags stuffed in the overheads, guys already talking trash about who they’d crush on the mat. I slid into a seat near the back. Tyler ended up across the aisle, sprawled with his headphones in, bobbing his head to some beat only he could hear.

He caught me looking once and smirked, nudging my shoe with his. “You ready to dominate today, bro?”

“Always,” I said, forcing a grin.

But I wasn’t thinking about the meet. I was thinking about the night before—the slam, the pin, the way his pit had smothered me until I couldn’t breathe anything but him. The way our cocks had pressed together through singlets. My stomach flipped just remembering it.

The meet itself was a blur of sweat and noise. I wrestled hard, took my win, adrenaline pumping through me. Tyler went after, quick and brutal, pinning his guy in less than two minutes. The team went crazy, coach slapped him on the back, and he grinned like he owned the mat.

I cheered with everyone else, but my eyes kept dragging back to him. The way sweat poured down his chest, the way his singlet clung to every line of his body, the dark wet patches spreading under his arms. The same musk I’d breathed in the night before, now filling the gym again.

By the time we loaded back onto the bus, everyone was exhausted. Coach told us we were staying overnight—hotel was twenty minutes out. Guys groaned, joked about rooming together. I didn’t think twice about it until we checked in.
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Every hold has its breaking point.
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