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I step out of the gym, the familiar scent of sweat and iron hanging heavy in the air. My muscles ache in that satisfying way that only comes from pushing myself to the limit. I’m Landon, 24, and the gym is my sanctuary. It’s where I find clarity, where the world narrows down to the grind of weights and the rhythm of my breath. But lately, something—or rather, someone—has been disrupting that focus. His name is Kai, a 19-year-old twink with a lean, wiry frame and eyes that seem to see right through me. I’ve been giving him workout advice, but it’s not just his form I’m noticing. There’s something about him—his smile, the way he looks at me—that I can’t shake. I’m straight. I have a girlfriend. But Kai’s been flirting with me, or at least I think he has. I can’t tell if it’s just friendly banter or something more. Either way, it’s confusing as hell.

The gym’s fluorescent lights cast long shadows on the pavement as I walk to my car. The evening air is warm, but I feel a chill crawl up my spine. I’m exhausted, but my mind is racing. I can’t stop thinking about Kai’s eyes, the way they light up when he talks to me. It’s ridiculous. I’m not gay. I’m not even bi. But there’s this nagging curiosity, this itch I can’t scratch. I push it aside, telling myself to focus on getting home to my girlfriend, Mia. She’s probably asleep by now, but I’m horny—really horny—and I need her.

The drive home is a blur. My mind keeps drifting back to Kai, to the way his tank top clings to his chest, to the way he laughs when I tease him about his form. I grit my teeth, forcing myself to think about Mia instead. She’s 22, with long brown hair that cascades down her back and a smile that makes my heart skip. We’ve been together for two years, and she’s everything I want in a partner. But tonight, something feels off. I can’t shake the feeling that I’m not fully present, that part of me is still at the gym, still thinking about Kai.

I pull into the driveway and kill the engine. The house is dark, except for the faint glow of the TV in the bedroom. As I step into the bedroom, I see her lying there, her breathing steady and deep. She’s wearing one of my old t-shirts, the hem riding up to reveal a sliver of her stomach. My heart skips a beat, but it’s not just desire I’m feeling. It’s something else, something tangled and confusing.

I strip off my sweaty gym clothes, tossing them into the hamper. My body is still buzzing with energy, my skin tingling with the remnants of my workout. I’m so horny that I don’t even have the patience to shower. I crawl into bed beside Mia, her warmth seeping into me. I’m so hard it’s uncomfortable, my cock straining against my boxers. I hesitate for a moment, not wanting to wake her, but my need is overwhelming. I reach out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. Her eyelids flutter open, and she smiles sleepily, her green eyes glinting in the dim light.

“Hey,” she murmurs, her voice thick with sleep. “You’re home late.”

“Yeah,” I reply, my voice rough. “Had a long workout.”

She stretches, her body arching gracefully, the thin fabric of my shirt clinging to her curves. Her nipples are hard, peeking through the material, and I feel my cock twitch. I lean in, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. She tastes like mint and sleep, and I groan softly, my hands moving to her waist. She wraps her arms around my neck, pulling me closer. Her lips part, and I deepen the kiss, my tongue sliding against hers. It’s familiar, comforting, but there’s an edge to it tonight, a hunger I can’t quite place.

My hands roam over her body, tracing the curves I know so well. I pull her shirt up, exposing her breasts. They’re perfect, full and soft, with nipples that tighten at my touch. I cup them in my hands, squeezing gently, and she moans into my mouth. I lower my head, pushing the fabric away and taking one nipple between my lips. I suck gently, then harder, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak. She gasps, her hands tangling in my hair, and I feel a surge of pride, of possession. This is mine. She’s mine.

But as I suckle her breast, my mind drifts. I see Kai’s face; his lips curved in that teasing smile. I shake my head, trying to clear the image, but it’s there, lingering at the edge of my thoughts. I slip the shirt over her head and move to her other breast, licking and nibbling, but the thought of Kai won’t leave me. His lean body, his soft laughter, the way his eyes seem to undress me when he thinks I’m not looking. I’m so hard it’s painful, my cock throbbing with need. I pull away from her, my breath coming in short gasps.

“Landon?” Mia asks, her voice laced with confusion. “What’s wrong?”

I don’t answer. I can’t. Instead, I push her back onto the bed, my hands moving to panties. She’s wearing lace panties, the kind I love, and I hook my fingers in the waistband, sliding them down her legs. She’s now bare, her pussy glistening in the dim light. I groan, my cock aching with need.

I push her thighs apart, leaning down to kiss her inner thighs. Her skin is soft and warm, her scent intoxicating. I breathe her in, my tongue darting out to lick a path up her thigh. She squirms, her hands gripping the sheets, and I smile against her skin. I love making her feel good, love the way she responds to me. But tonight, it’s different. Tonight, I’m not just focused on her pleasure. I’m focused on my own, on the overwhelming need building inside me.

I kiss my way up her body, my lips brushing her clit. She gasps, her hips bucking, and I press a kiss to her stomach, then her breasts. I take her nipple into my mouth again, sucking hard, and she cries out, her body arching off the bed. I move lower, my tongue tracing a path down her torso. I kiss her hips, her thighs, then finally, her pussy. She’s wet, so wet, and I groan, my cock throbbing painfully.

I lick her slowly, my tongue sliding through her folds. She tastes sweet, like honey and desire, and I moan against her, my hands gripping her hips. I suck her clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud. She’s loud, her moans filling the room, and I feel a surge of pride. But as I eat her out, my mind wanders again. I see Kai, his lean body pressed against mine, his lips parted in a silent moan. I shake my head, trying to focus on Mia, but the image won’t leave me. His soft skin, his slender waist, the way his tank top would feel in my hands.

I pull away from her, my breath coming in short gasps. She looks up at me, her eyes glazed with desire, and I feel a pang of guilt. I’m not fully present, not fully with her. But I’m so horny, so desperate for release, that I can’t stop. I reach for my boxers, pulling them off quickly. My cock springs free, thick and hard, and Mia’s eyes widen.

“Fuck, Landon,” she breathes, her hand reaching out to stroke me. “You’re so hard.”

I don’t respond. I can’t. I’m too focused on the ache in my balls, the overwhelming need to be inside her. I position myself between her legs, my hands gripping her hips. I press the head of my cock to her entrance, then thrust in, burying myself to the hilt. She gasps, her nails digging into my skin, and I groan, my head falling back. It’s tight, so tight, and I feel her heat enveloping me, squeezing me.

I start to move, pulling out slowly before slamming back in. She moans, her body meeting mine with each thrust. I’m rough, harder than usual, and she cries out, her voice echoing in the small room. I’m not gentle, not tender. I’m desperate, driven by a need I can’t name. I’m thinking about Kai, about his body, about the way he looks at me, and it’s making me harder, pushing me closer to the edge.

Mia’s hands grip my shoulders, her legs wrapping around my waist. She’s meeting my rhythm, her body moving with mine, and I feel her tightness, her heat. I’m close, so close, and I can’t stop. I thrust harder, faster, my hips snapping against hers. She’s screaming now, her voice high and desperate, and I feel her walls clenching around me, milking me.

“Landon,” she cries, her body shaking. “I’m—I’m gonna—”

Her words are cut off by a sharp gasp as she comes, her pussy convulsing around my cock. I groan, my balls tightening, and I thrust one last time, burying myself deep. I come with a shout, my cum shooting into her, filling her. It’s intense, overwhelming, and I collapse on top of her, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

We lie there for a moment, our hearts pounding, our bodies slick with sweat. Mia’s arms wrap around me, her lips pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder. I stiffen, my mind still reeling from what just happened. I’m not sure what’s going on, why I can’t stop thinking about Kai, why I felt the need to fuck Mia so hard. It’s confusing, unsettling, and I don’t know what to do with it.

I roll off her, lying on my back. Mia snuggles into my side, her hand resting on my chest. I close my eyes, trying to process what just happened. My body is satisfied, but my mind is a mess. I’m straight. I’m not attracted to men. But Kai—there’s something about him that I can’t ignore. His presence haunts me, his smile lingers in my thoughts, and the way he moves, so graceful yet powerful, it’s like nothing I’ve ever seen.

Mia’s breathing evens out, her body relaxing into sleep. I lie there, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing. I think about Kai’s eyes, about the way he smiles at me, about the way his body moves when he works out. I think about the way I felt when I was fucking Mia, about the thoughts that invaded my mind. I don’t know what it means, but I know one thing: I can’t stop thinking about him.

The room is quiet, except for Mia’s soft snores. I reach down, my hand brushing against my still-sensitive cock. It’s absurd, but I can’t shake the image of Kai’s lips wrapped around it, his eyes looking up at me with that same teasing smile. My heart pounds, and I feel a flush of heat spread across my chest. What the fuck is wrong with me?

I slide out of bed, my feet hitting the cold floor. I need air, I need to clear my head. I grab a pair of sweatpants and head outside, the cool night air washing over me. The moon is full, casting a silvery glow over the backyard. I sit on the porch steps, my elbows on my knees, and try to make sense of it all.

Kai. His name echoes in my mind. I’ve never felt this way about a guy before. Never even considered it. But there’s something about him—something raw and unfiltered—that draws me in. I think about the way he laughs when I correct his squat form, the way his tank top clings to his chest when he’s drenched in sweat. I think about his eyes, so intense and curious, like they’re trying to figure me out.

And then there’s Mia. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a partner. Beautiful, kind, and she loves me. But tonight, as I was fucking her, my mind wasn’t fully there. It was split, torn between her and the ghost of Kai’s presence. I feel like a traitor, like I’m betraying her with my thoughts. But I can’t help it. I can’t shut it off.

I run a hand through my hair, frustration bubbling up inside me. “WTF just happened?” I whisper to the night, the words hanging in the air like a question I’m not ready to answer.

The porch light flickers, casting eerie shadows on the lawn. I stand, pacing back and forth, my mind a whirlwind of confusion and desire. I need to figure this out. I need to understand why Kai has such a hold on me. But how? How do I even begin to unravel this mess?

I glance back at the bedroom window, where Mia sleeps peacefully. Guilt gnaws at me, but it’s overshadowed by a restless curiosity. I know one thing for certain: this isn’t over. Whatever this is—this strange, intoxicating pull toward Kai—it’s only just begun. And I have a feeling it’s going to change everything.

***
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A week later, I am at the gym with Kai; I agreed to help him one-on-one with his weightlifting, as he said he wants to build his chest and arm muscles. The gym is eerily quiet, the hum of fluorescent lights and the faint scent of sweat and iron filling the air as I stand behind the bench, my heart pounding in my chest. Kai is lying beneath me, his body glistening with a sheen of perspiration as he presses the barbell upward with ease. His muscles flex and contract with every rep—a mesmerizing display of strength and control—and I can’t help but stare, my gaze drawn to the way his gym shorts ride up his thighs, outlining the curves of his lean, powerful frame. My mouth goes dry, and I feel a stir in my own shorts, a warmth spreading through my groin that I can’t ignore.

“You’re killing it, Kai,” I say, keeping my voice steady despite the chaos in my head. “Keep that form tight.”

He grins up at me from the bench, his eyes flashing with something that makes my pulse skip. “Thanks, Landon. But I think I need a little extra motivation.”

Before I can react, he lowers the barbell to the rack and sits up, leaning forward between my legs. His face is suddenly inches from my crotch. My breath catches as I feel his warm breath against the fabric of my shorts—and then, without warning, his tongue flicks out, dragging across the front of them in one slow, deliberate stroke.

My eyes widen, body frozen, as a jolt of electricity shoots through me.

“Kai, what the hell—” I start, my voice hoarse with a mix of confusion and desire.

He chuckles, his eyes locked on mine, full of challenge and invitation. “Just giving you a little taste of what I can do. Now, how about we take this to the shower? I think we both need to cool off.”

My mind is reeling, but my body is already moving, following Kai towards the locker room. The air feels thick with tension, every step charged with unspoken desire. I’m not sure what’s happening, but I can’t stop it—I don’t want to stop it.

As we enter the shower area, the sound of running water fills the space, a soothing backdrop to the storm brewing between us. Kai turns to me, his eyes dark with intent. “I’ve been wanting to do this since the moment I saw you,” he murmurs, reaching out to grasp my hand.

He begins to strip, slowly and confidently, peeling off his damp gym shirt and kicking off his shorts. I follow suit, heart hammering as I tug my shirt over my head and let my own shorts fall to the tile floor. When I glance at him, I freeze—Kai’s naked body is lithe and sculpted, every line defined, his skin slick with steam and heat. I’ve never seen anything so fucking perfect. My pulse stutters as my gaze dips lower, and I swallow hard.
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