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Welcome

Thank you for picking up Straight to Bottom: Andrew's Story.

I'm honored you've chosen to spend some time with my characters. If you enjoy emotional tension, unforgettable romance, and stories that keep you turning the page, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my free AFTER DARK Club to receive exclusive content, sneak peeks, new release announcements, and the monthly AFTER DARK Magazine.

Visit:
www.writebookspublishing.com/after-dark-club
Remember.... it’s 100% FREE!

Now, let's meet Andrew.

— Alexander Grant
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Sarah's tongue traced patterns along my shaft as I lay back on our bed, my fingers tangled in her blonde hair. The ceiling fan whirred above us, casting shadows across her naked back as she worked me with practiced expertise. Three years together had taught her exactly how to drive me wild, how to edge me until I was begging for release.

"God, Sarah," I groaned, my hips bucking upward as she took me deeper into her throat. Her hands roamed over my thighs, squeezing the muscles I'd built through countless hours at Ironworks Gym.

Then she did something different. Something new.

As she continued to suck and stroke, one of her hands drifted lower, cupping my balls before sliding further back. I tensed as her finger circled my entrance, a territory we'd never explored before. Sarah had always been adventurous, but this was uncharted territory for us.

"Relax, baby," she murmured, pulling back slightly to look up at me with those blue eyes I'd fallen for years ago. "Just trust me."

I did trust her. With everything. So I forced myself to relax as her finger pressed inward, slowly breaching the tight ring of muscle. The sensation was strange—intense, foreign, yet somehow electrifying. My cock twitched against her tongue as she found that spot inside me, that magical button I didn't even know I had.

"Oh fuck," I gasped as she began to massage it rhythmically, her mouth working my shaft in perfect sync with the pressure building deep inside me. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced—waves of pleasure radiating from a place I'd never associated with sexual release. My balls tightened, my toes curled, and suddenly I was exploding.

"Sarah—oh god—I can't—"

The orgasm hit me like a freight train, so intense and unexpected that I couldn't warn her. I came hard, flooding her mouth with thick streams as my entire body convulsed with pleasure. It was different from any climax I'd had before—deeper, more profound, almost overwhelming in its intensity.

Sarah swallowed everything, then pulled back with a satisfied grin as she slowly withdrew her finger. "Well," she said, wiping her mouth. "That was new."

I couldn't speak, couldn't move. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, my mind reeling from what had just happened. I'd never orgasmed like that in my life—so powerful, so consuming. And it had come from her touching me there.

Before I could fully process it, I was hard again. Painfully so. The need to reclaim control, to prove my masculinity, overwhelmed me. I flipped Sarah onto her stomach, entering her from behind in one swift motion.

"Andrew!" she cried out as I began thrusting with an urgency that bordered on desperation. I fucked her fast and hard, my movements fueled by confusion and a desperate need to understand what had just happened to me. My mind raced even as my body took over—images of men from the gym flashing through my thoughts as I pounded into Sarah.

When I came again, it was with a guttural cry that sounded more like panic than pleasure. I collapsed against her back, my heart racing, my mind a jumbled mess of conflicting emotions.

After a moment, I pulled out and rolled off her, the silence between us suddenly heavy with unspoken questions. I needed space, needed to think, needed to understand what was happening to me.

"Be right back," I mumbled, heading to the bathroom.

I cleaned myself with toilet paper, avoiding my reflection in the mirror. My hands shook slightly as I pulled on my jockstrap, then my gym shorts and tank top. The routine was familiar, comforting, but tonight it felt different—like I was putting on a costume, pretending to be a man I wasn't sure I was anymore.

"I'm heading to the gym," I called out to Sarah, grabbing my keys from the counter.

"At this hour?" she asked, appearing in the doorway with the sheet wrapped around her. "Andrew, are you okay?"

"Fine," I lied, avoiding her eyes. "Just need to work off some energy."

As I drove to Ironworks, my mind kept replaying the orgasm—the intensity, the source of it, the way my body had responded. And despite my best efforts to focus on Sarah, on our life together, my thoughts kept drifting to the gym, to the men I'd see there, to the possibility that maybe—just maybe—there was a part of me I'd never explored before.
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The parking lot at Ironworks was nearly empty when I arrived at 11:30 PM. Only a handful of cars scattered across the vast expanse of asphalt. Perfect. I needed the solitude tonight, needed the familiar clang of weights and the burn of muscle to quiet the chaos in my mind.

The front desk attendant barely looked up as I swiped my membership card. "Late night," he grunted.

"Yeah, couldn't sleep," I replied, already moving toward the locker room.

I changed quickly, my movements efficient and practiced. The gym was deserted as I made my way to the free weights section, the only sounds the hum of the ventilation system and the distant thud of someone's footsteps on the treadmill upstairs.

I started with chest presses, positioning myself beneath the bar. The mirrors lining the wall reflected my form—muscles tensing, veins bulging, sweat beginning to bead on my forehead. I'd worked hard for this body, hours of dedication shaping it into something I was proud of. But tonight, as I watched myself lift, I saw something different—a vulnerability I hadn't noticed before, a question in my eyes that hadn't been there this morning.

After three sets, I moved to dumbbell flyes, lying back on the bench and bringing the weights together above my chest. My mind kept drifting back to Sarah, to the unexpected intensity of that orgasm, to the way my body had responded to her touch in a place I'd never associated with pleasure.

I was so lost in thought that I didn't notice him until he spoke.

"Mind if I work in?"

I sat up abruptly, startled. He was standing beside my bench, and my eyes immediately traveled downward. He wasn't wearing a shirt—just low-rise gym shorts that sat dangerously low on his hips, revealing the sharp V-lines that pointed toward what I couldn't help but imagine.

"Uh, sure," I managed, my voice coming out rougher than intended.

He nodded his thanks, adding more weight to the dumbbells I'd been using. As he lay back on the bench, I found myself watching the way his abs contracted with each movement, the light sheen of sweat highlighting every defined muscle. His shorts rode even lower as he positioned himself, revealing a dark trail of hair that disappeared beneath the waistband.

I quickly looked away, focusing on my water bottle like it was the most fascinating thing I'd ever seen.

"I'm Tony, by the way," he said between reps.

"Andrew."

"Good to meet you, Andrew. Haven't seen you here this late before."

"Usually come in the mornings," I replied, still avoiding his gaze. "Just needed to burn off some energy tonight."

Tony finished his set and sat up, muscles glistening under the fluorescent lights. "Yeah, I get that. Sometimes you just need to push yourself until your mind goes blank."

Our eyes met then, and I felt a jolt of something—recognition, attraction, I wasn't sure what. His were brown, almost black in the dim lighting, and they
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