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This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental. The characters, settings, and situations are products of the author’s imagination, written solely for the purpose of entertainment.

While this book explores themes of desire, secrecy, and raw encounters, it does not reflect or condone unsafe behavior in real life. Always practice safe sex, respect boundaries, and seek relationships built on mutual trust and consent.

Thank you for reading and stepping into this world of hidden fire and untold cravings.

It had started a few weeks back. I didn’t even realize it at first. Just little things, moments I brushed off.

I’d catch myself watching him — the rookie wideout we’d pulled up from practice squad. Lean, wiry, quick on his feet. He didn’t talk much, just kept his head down and worked. But damn if I didn’t notice the way his shorts clung to his ass when he sprinted routes, or how his towel always seemed to hang a little too low in the locker room.

I told myself I was imagining it. That it was nothing. Just routine locker room shit.

Because that’s what it was supposed to be.

In our world, everything was about pussy. That was the soundtrack of the locker room — teammates bragging about side chicks, road trip hookups, groupies waiting outside stadiums. Loud, vulgar, relentless. And I played along. Smiled. Nodded. Told stories when I had to, just to keep suspicion off me.

But deep down? None of that lit me up. Not like him.

Every time I looked his way, something stirred in me I didn’t want to admit. A twitch in my cock, a knot in my gut, a heat that only got worse the more I tried to bury it.

And tonight, after practice, it boiled over.

We were back in the locker room, steam rising from the showers, sweat still drying on our skin. I spotted him across the room — towel slung low, hair dripping, muscles gleaming under the harsh lights. He bent down to dig through his bag, and my chest tightened, my cock twitching before I could stop it.

I forced myself to look away, jaw clenched, heart pounding. But when I finally stepped into the showers, he was already there. Water streaming down his body, steam curling around him, like he was put there just to test me.

And then he looked at me. Direct. Unflinching. Knowing.

I felt the blood rush hot to my face, my cock straining against the thin towel at my waist. All the noise about pussy, all the locker room bullshit — it all vanished.

Because right here, right now, it wasn’t women I wanted. I think it was him.

I turned fast, facing the tile wall, hoping no one noticed how my towel had started tenting. My cock was swelling thick and heavy, pulsing with every heartbeat, and the last thing I needed was a teammate catching me hard in the showers.

But I couldn’t stop myself from glancing back.

There he was — water pouring down his chest, muscles cut sharp under the light. His arms flexed as he ran his hands over his body, and all I could think about was how strong they were, how they’d feel pinning me down or pulling me close.

My eyes dropped lower, and fuck, I almost groaned out loud. His cock hung thick between his legs, heavy and perfect, swinging as he shifted under the spray. Trimmed pubes, just enough hair at his pits to frame those carved lines of muscle.

And that ass. Christ.

Round, tight, high — the kind of ass that made my cock jerk painfully against the wall. Every time he turned, I caught another flash of it, gleaming wet under the water, flexing as he moved.

I bit the inside of my cheek hard, forcing myself to keep facing the tile, pretending like I was scrubbing down while my eyes kept sneaking back to him. My chest was heaving, my heart hammering, sweat mixing with the shower spray.

The locker room chatter blurred — more pussy talk, more bullshit. None of it registered. All I could see was him. All I could feel was my cock straining harder, leaking slick against my thigh, the heat of lust I couldn’t control twisting through my gut.

I knew I should’ve looked away. I knew I should’ve shut it down before anyone noticed.

But God help me, I couldn’t stop.

I tried to focus on the wall, on the water running down my arms, but my eyes betrayed me. They drifted back, again and again, stealing glances I couldn’t control.

And then it happened.

He turned — slow, deliberate — and caught me.

Our eyes locked through the steam, and my chest seized. My heart thudded so loud I swore the whole locker room could hear it. My cock was pressed hard against the tile, thick and leaking, straining so bad it hurt.

He didn’t look away. Not for a second.

The corner of his mouth twitched, just enough to make me wonder if it was a smirk. Then his gaze flicked downward, quick but sharp, and I knew he saw it — the angle of my hips, the way I was fighting to hide how badly I was turned on.

Heat rushed through me, half panic, half pure lust. I snapped my head back to the wall, scrubbing at my shoulders like I was just focused on washing up. But my hands shook, my breath came shallow, and my cock only swelled harder, betraying me.

I risked one more glance, and he was still looking.

This time his expression was clear. Not surprise. Not disgust.

Knowing.

Like he’d been waiting for me to crack.

I told myself not to look again. Just rinse, towel off, get out. Pretend nothing happened.

But then he moved.

Not much — just a shift under the spray, turning slightly so his body angled toward me. The water cascaded down his chest, tracing the lines of muscle across his stomach before dripping lower, over the thick weight swinging between his legs.

My cock jerked against the tile so hard I almost groaned.

He dragged a hand slow across his abs, like he was washing, but it was too deliberate. His fingers lingered at his hip, tugging the skin, before sliding back down. Not a word. Not a sound. Just a show.

I forced my eyes up, tried to keep my face blank, but he caught me again. His gaze held mine, steady through the steam.

And then — the smallest thing. His tongue flicked over his lip, quick, subtle, but it was enough to tell me it wasn’t an accident.

My stomach clenched. My throat went dry. My cock swelled painfully, pressed so hard against the cold tile I thought I might lose it right there.

I snapped my head away, rinsing fast, pretending I didn’t notice. But every nerve in me was burning, alive, caught between terror and hunger.

Nothing happened. Not yet.

But the way he looked at me told me it was only a matter of time.

***
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This wasn’t practice anymore. This was Sunday Night Football. Primetime. The game every eye in the country was locked on.

The crowd was electric — stadium lights blazing, cameras everywhere, fans stacked to the rafters. Women screamed my name when I jogged out of the tunnel, signs flashing with my jersey number, voices cracking from shouting about how hot I was. Broadcasters called me the star, the playmaker, the unstoppable wideout.

I gave them what they wanted — winked at the cameras, flexed for the sideline shot, played the part of the NFL’s wild party guy. The one who couldn’t go a weekend without leaving a club with two women on my arm. The one teammates joked had more side chicks than touchdowns.

But under the helmet, inside the pads, I was somewhere else.

Because every time I glanced down the sideline, I saw him. The rookie.

He stood there in full gear, chin strap loose, sweat glistening down his neck. And all I could think about was yesterday in the showers — steam curling around him, his cock heavy between his thighs, his ass flexing under the water, and that stare he gave me when he knew I was watching.

My cock swelled hot and thick inside my compression shorts, rubbing with every sprint, every cut. I prayed nobody noticed. Cameras zoomed in on my face, slow-motion replays of me dragging my toes on the sideline, fans chanting my name like I was a god.

But I didn’t feel like a god.

I felt like a man losing his mind, cock twitching in front of millions, eaten alive by a secret I couldn’t control.

The quarterback barked the play. The ball snapped. The field opened in front of me. But all I saw wasn’t the safety dropping back, wasn’t the defender on my hip.

All I saw was him.

That rookie. That ass. That stare that burned hotter than anything I’d ever felt.

We won that night.

Not that I remembered half of it. My body knew what to do — my legs ate up the turf, my hands found the ball, my routes stayed crisp. Muscle memory carried me, even while my brain burned with thoughts I couldn’t shake.

I went off for 124 yards and two touchdowns. First one was a deep post — I beat the corner by a step, turned my head, and the ball was already there. Snatched it out of the air, cut inside, and the safety didn’t even have a chance. End zone. Crowd went insane.

The second was dirtier — a slant on third and long, linebacker draped all over me. I lowered my shoulder, broke free, and felt the turf vibrate under my cleats as I sprinted. Forty yards, untouched. Spiked the ball so hard it bounced up past my chest.

The guys swarmed me, helmets smacking, shouting in my ear. Broadcasters were already calling me unstoppable, the party guy who could back it up on the field.

But even as the confetti cannons popped, as women screamed from the front rows, as teammates slapped me on the back and called me a beast... all I could see was him.

The rookie, helmet off on the sideline, eyes on
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