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Author’s Note
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What the fuck is in the water at this school? All the dude bros are up to no good.

Maybe it’s the late-night lifting sessions. Maybe it’s the smell of Axe and testosterone in the dorm halls. Maybe it’s just what happens when young men, full of hormones and secrets, get a little too comfortable being shirtless around each other. Whatever it is—I'm not mad. I’ll always love me a curious bro.

You know the type. Rough around the edges. Walks around with that lazy swagger. Swears he’s straight, but somehow ends up with his cock in a buddy’s mouth during a video game dare. Or bent over in the showers getting his back blown out after “just trying it.” Curious bros are a beautiful breed. They don’t overthink it. They just do. And they do it hard.

This story, like the others I’ve been crafting, is a love letter to that vibe: sweaty, reckless, funny, horny, unapologetically masculine. I wanted it to feel like something you weren’t supposed to see—but can’t stop watching once you do. There’s something intoxicating about bros getting too close, too handsy, too honest about what their bodies want. That tension? That crackle? That’s the sweet spot.

If there’s interest—and I hope there is—I’d love to expand this into a full collection. More stories. More bro-on-bro dares gone too far. More repeating characters with tangled pasts and filthier futures. We could go deeper into who these guys are outside the bedroom, and then drag 'em right back in. Think connected dorm rooms. Late-night confessions. Team rivalries. Bros being bros being very bad boys.

So if you liked this—if you laughed, groaned, or got a little too invested in these messy, horny idiots—let me know. Let’s build this into something even dirtier, funnier, and more addictively bro-coded. There’s a whole locker room full of stories waiting.

Stay nasty,
—S.J. Virelli
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Chapter One: Saturday Burn
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Dorm 6B stank of Axe, protein powder, and microwave burritos. Four guys, two futons, one ceiling fan fighting a losing battle against sweat and boredom. ESPN droned on—rerun of last year’s Sugar Bowl. No one was really watching.

Ryan sprawled shirtless, thick arms draped over the back of a plastic chair like he owned the room. Wrestler. Alpha. The kind of guy who shaved his chest and flexed in mirrors like it was a part-time job. Trey kicked at a dumbbell by the fridge. Buzzcut, cocky grin, fullback shoulders. Always smirking, always talking. He shot a look at Malik—silent, hulking, bench-press king with a build like a brick shithouse and a voice that rarely showed up. Dante was on the floor, legs out, tank top riding up over a tight waist. Latino, gymnast stock. Quiet. The kind of quiet that knew something.

“Arms are the ticket,” Ryan said. “Girls see that bicep vein, they’re wet before you say hi.”

“Chest, bro,” Trey fired back. “You walk in with plates stacked under your shirt, they notice.”

Malik gave a low grunt. Might’ve been agreement. Might’ve been a warning. Dante said nothing. He was stretching—slow, lazy glute bridges, hips lifting off the carpet, spine curving. Shorts riding high. Real high. Ryan’s eyes flicked down. So did Trey’s.

“Yo,” Trey laughed. “What even is that stretch?”

“Hip mobility,” Dante said. Voice smooth. Unbothered. “Also hits your ass.”

Trey snorted. “What, you tryna get a dumptruck?”

Ryan grinned. “You planning to audition for TikTok thirst traps?”

Dante didn’t blink. “Ass is part of the package. Big glutes mean power. Stability. And girls actually notice.”

“Bullshit,” Trey said. “Girls don’t give a damn about dude ass.”

“They do,” Dante said. Still doing the bridge, holding at the top. “They just don’t say it out loud. They watch you walk away.”

Malik finally spoke. “Facts.” That hung in the air.

Ryan leaned forward, the edge in his grin sharpening. “Alright, professor—what’s the secret? Squats?”

“Squats,” Dante said, dropping his hips, “but only if you go deep. Glute bridges. Bulgarian split squats. Hip thrusts. Shit that makes most guys feel awkward, so they skip it.” Trey snorted again but shifted in his seat. Adjusted his shorts.

Dante climbed up to his feet, dusting off his palms. “You wanna see?”

Ryan raised an eyebrow. “See what?”

“The difference.” He turned around, pulled his tank top tight against his torso, and jutted his ass out. Full, rounded, tight under thin cotton. Not bodybuilder huge—just dense and high and impossible to ignore.

“Jesus,” Trey muttered. Ryan stood. Walked around him like a coach inspecting form. Close. Real close.

“Damn. You weren’t kidding.” He reached out. Palmed Dante’s ass. Just a feel. Just a joke. Right? Dante didn’t move. Trey watched, biting his lip. Malik didn’t blink. Nobody laughed.

Ryan gave it a light slap. “Hard as a rock.”

“Control,” Dante said. “Mind-muscle connection.”

“Flex it,” Trey said, eyes fixed. Dante did. Trey swallowed.

Ryan stepped back, grinning wider. “Shit, man. You might be onto something.” Malik stood. He said nothing. But the room changed when he moved. Weight shifted. Air got thicker. Dante didn’t look back. He just stood there. Ass out. Proud. Ryan sat down, but now he had a tent in his shorts. Trey’s hand drifted to his thigh. No one said it. But they all knew it. The rules were about to change.
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Chapter Two: Breaking the Seal
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Silence stretched. ESPN kept babbling—some ex-linebacker yapping about zone defense. No one listened. All eyes were on Dante, still standing in the center of the room, still arching that gymnast-cut ass. Ryan scratched his jaw, leaning back. “You ever notice how many gay dudes eye you at the gym?”

Trey let out a quick laugh. “Dude—yes. Like every time I’m doing curls. Can’t even flex without some guy eye-fucking me from the cable machine.”

“It’s weird,” Trey added. “Like—go somewhere else, man.”

Malik shook his head. “Nah. That shit don’t bother me. Free attention.”

Ryan nodded. “Facts. They’re just more obvious about it. Girls stare too, they’re just sneakier.”

Dante smirked, stretching out one leg. “I’d rather get looked at than ignored. You don’t build this body to hide it.”

Trey raised an eyebrow. “So you like it?”

Dante shrugged. “I like respect. Admiration. If a dude’s staring at my glutes while I’m squatting, it just means I’m doing it right.”

Ryan chuckled, grabbing a protein bar from the table. “You got a point. Compliment’s a compliment. Shit’s motivating.”

Malik murmured, “Ain’t no shame in getting noticed.”

Dante shifted his stance. “Besides, most straight dudes never tell each other when they look good. But gay dudes? They’ll say it straight up. That’s honesty.”

Trey muttered, “Still weird when they follow you to the showers, though.”

Dante raised an eyebrow. “Only if you let it be.” Pause.

Then Ryan smirked. “So what’s the trick to making ‘em stare? Show us what you do.”
Dante didn’t hesitate. He turned, peeled down his shorts just enough, and popped the pose.
That’s when Trey blurted: “Bet all those stares ain’t just for your ass.”

Dante turned his head, one brow raised. “You saying I’m packing?”

Ryan laughed. “He’s calling your bluff, bro.”

Malik looked at Dante, then at Trey. “You two wanna measure up?”

“Hell,” Ryan said, “I’m in. Ain’t scared.”

Dante grinned. “College boys and their toys.”
Next thing—shirts off. Shorts down. Four cocks out. Trey grabbed the ruler from the desk drawer—engineering major, always measuring something. He held it up like a weapon.
“Let’s be scientific,” he said, voice cracking from tension.

Ryan went first. Thick, heavy, already half-hard. “Six and three-quarters,” Trey announced. “Not bad.”

Trey stepped back. “I’ll go.” He dropped his briefs. Everyone looked. Cut, veiny, twitching under the scrutiny.

“Seven even,” Ryan called. “Respect.”

Dante pulled his waistband forward. “You sure you’re ready?” He let it flop out. Whistles.

“Seven and a half, easy,” Malik said. Then they all looked at Malik. He stood. Calm. Dropped his sweats. No boxers. The thing hung there. Thick. Uncut. Menacing.

Ryan whistled. “Jesus.”

Dante leaned in. “That’s a hammer, man.”

Trey stared. “We measuring or worshiping?”

“Eight and change,” Dante said, ruler trembling in his hand. “Fuckin’ monster.”

No one said anything for a second.

Then Ryan chuckled. “No wonder the ladies chase you.”

Malik shrugged. “Didn’t say they were just ladies.” That landed. Hard. The room went quiet. Everyone’s waistbands were back up by this time. The mood settling back to normal. The charge in the air could dissipating. 

Trey kicked his heel against the futon. “Let’s test it,” he said, nodding toward Ryan. Ryan raised an eyebrow.

Trey flushed. “Kidding.”

“No, you weren’t,” Dante said.

Trey rolled his neck, shrugged. “I mean... if you’re showing off...”

Dante stepped forward. Quiet footfalls on carpet. Stood in front of Trey. Face unreadable. “Go ahead.” Trey looked up at him. Blinked. Dante reached back. Hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts. Peeled them down just enough. Just enough to show the curve. The tight shelf of ass framed in compression briefs. Trey didn’t move.

“Scared?” Malik grinned.

“No,” Trey said. Voice lower. He leaned in. Palmed Dante’s ass. Both hands. Full grab. Squeezed. Dante flexed.

“Goddamn,” Trey muttered.

“Harder,” Dante said.

Trey gripped. Breathed heavier. His face close. Too close. And then Dante grabbed Trey’s head and shoved it against his ass. Face planting on solid cheek. Trey pulled back, eyes darting to Dante.

Dante turned around slow. Looked down at him. “You curious?”

Trey swallowed. Nodded.

Ryan’s mouth parted. “Jesus...”

Trey dropped to his knees. Eyes flicked toward Dante, then Ryan. No one stopped him. Pause. Beat.
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