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My Straight Coworker
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I couldn’t believe my eyes when my phone lit up with a text from Matt. “Wanna come over?” it read. My heart skipped a beat, and my fingers fumbled over the screen as I typed back, “Sure, be there in 20.” I’d been crushing on him for months, ever since we started working together at the hospital coffee shop. He was straight, of course, but he was different from the other guys. He never flinched when I mentioned my ex-boyfriends or talked about going to the gay bar downtown. He just listened, his green eyes warm and curious, like my being gay was just another fact about me, nothing to shy away from.

I rushed home, changed into something casual but not too casual, and headed to his place. When I arrived, Matt greeted me at the door with that easy smile of his. “Hey, man, come on in,” he said, stepping aside to let me pass. The house smelled like pizza and laundry detergent, a familiar mix of college-aged guys living together. He introduced me to his roommates, who were lounging on the couch, controllers in hand, eyes glued to the TV. They nodded in my direction, barely pausing their game.

“They’ll be heading to bed soon,” Matt said with a shrug, like he knew I’d notice their lack of enthusiasm. “Want a tour?”

“Sure,” I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. I followed him through the house, taking in the posters on the walls, the pile of shoes by the door, the half-empty bottles of beer on the kitchen counter. It was a typical guy’s house, but with Matt in it, it felt different.

We ended up in the basement, where he had a small DJ setup tucked into the corner. “This is my little escape,” he said, running his hand over the mixer like it was an old friend. “I’ve been teaching myself how to spin. Want to see?”

I nodded, leaning against the wall as he fired up the equipment. The room filled with a low hum, and then a beat dropped, something deep and rhythmic. Matt’s hands moved confidently over the controls, his focus intense. I watched him, mesmerized, as the music pulsed through the room.

At one point, our hands brushed against each other, and neither of us pulled away. His fingers were warm, calloused from years of manual labor and playing guitar. He looked up, his eyes meeting mine, and for a moment, the world seemed to stop. Then, slowly, deliberately, he began to rub my arm, his touch sending shivers down my spine.

“You’re so tense,” he murmured, his voice low. “Relax.”

I tried to laugh it off, but my breath caught when he leaned in, his lips brushing against mine. It was a kiss—soft at first, tentative, like he was testing the waters. But then it deepened, his mouth pressing against mine with a hunger that took my breath away. I tasted him—coffee and something uniquely Matt, a hint of the mint gum he always chewed after lunch.

His kiss was electric, and I could feel his hardness pressing against me, a surprise that made my head spin. I pushed him gently back onto the couch, my heart pounding in my chest. I slid down his sweatpants, my breath catching at the sight of him straining against his underwear. He was thick, his cock a solid line of heat that made my mouth water.

I kissed him through the fabric, teasing him, my lips ghosting over his length. He groaned, his hands tangling in my hair, and I smiled against his skin. “You like that?” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

“Fuck, yeah,” he muttered, his eyes half-lidded with desire.

I pulled his underwear down, freeing him, and took him into my mouth. He was hot and velvety, his taste exploding on my tongue. I sucked him deep, my lips tight around his shaft, my tongue swirling around the head. He moaned, his hips bucking slightly, and I hummed in response, the vibration making him shudder.

“Shit, you’re good,” he gasped, his hands gripping the couch cushions.

I took my time, savoring him, wanting to make him feel good. I bobbed my head, my mouth moving up and down his length, my hands cupping his balls. He was so hard, so responsive, and I reveled in the way he reacted to my touch.

“Fuck, I’m close,” he warned, his voice tight.

I didn’t stop. I wanted to taste him, to feel him come apart in my mouth. And then he did, his cock pulsing as he shot his load, hot and thick, down my throat. I swallowed every drop, my lips sliding down his sensitive skin as he rode out his orgasm.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his body slack against the couch. “That was... insane. No chick’s ever done that.”

I smirked, pulling back to look at him. “You’ve never had a guy before, huh?”

He shook his head, his cheeks flushed. “Never like that.”

I wanted to show him more, to push the boundaries of what he thought he knew. “Lay down,” I whispered, and he did, his trust in me sending a thrill through me.

I kissed my way down his body, my lips brushing his skin, my tongue tracing the lines of his muscles. I paused at his navel, dipping my tongue into the hollow, making him squirm. His skin was warm, a light dusting of hair leading the way down to his hips.

When I reached his ass, I spread his cheeks, my breath ghosting over his hole. He tensed, his hands gripping the couch, and I smiled against his skin. “Relax,” I murmured, just like he’d said to me earlier.

I licked him slow and deep, my tongue tracing circles around his entrance before pushing inside. He moaned, his body arching off the couch, and I reveled in the way I could make him feel. His hole was tight, his skin tasting musky and sweet, and I lapped at him eagerly, my tongue probing, teasing.

“Fuck, that’s...” He trailed off, his voice a ragged whisper.

I rimmed him thoroughly, my hands gripping his thighs to hold him open. His pre-cum was leaking onto the couch, a testament to how turned on he was, and I smiled against his skin, proud of what I was doing to him.

But then, he was on me, his eyes dark with desire. He pushed me onto my stomach, bending me over the couch, and I felt him at my entrance, thick and hard. I whimpered, my body instinctively clenching in anticipation.

“You ready for this?” he growled, his voice rough.

“Yes,” I breathed, my heart pounding.

He thrust into me, rough and urgent, filling me completely. I cried out, the sensation overwhelming, his cock stretching me open, his balls slapping against my skin. He gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he fucked me hard, the couch creaking beneath us.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned, his voice raw.

I was a mess, my body tight around him, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge. He pounded into me, his moans mixing with mine, the air thick with the sounds of our passion. The couch cushions were a mess beneath us, but I didn’t care. All I could focus on was the way he felt, the way he made me feel.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I gasped, my voice hoarse.

He buried himself deep, his thrusts becoming erratic, and then he came, his release hot inside me. I couldn’t hold back either, my orgasm tearing through me, my cum spilling onto the couch as I screamed his name.

We collapsed in a heap, breathless and sweaty, the air thick with the scent of sex. Matt pulled me close, his lips brushing my forehead. “That was... fucking amazing,” he murmured, his voice soft.

I smiled, my heart full. “Yeah,” I agreed, snuggling into his chest. “It was.”

And as we lay there, the basement quiet except for our ragged breathing, I knew this was just the beginning. Matt might have been straight before, but tonight, he’d crossed a line—and I had a feeling he’d be coming back for more.
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I stood there, my heart still pounding in my chest, the steam from the showers clouding my vision. Jake’s challenge hung in the air like a dare I couldn’t refuse. I’d always known he was curious, even if he’d never admit it. The way he’d joke about the guys checking me out, the way his eyes would linger just a second too long—it was all there. But tonight, something was different. The tension between us was electric, charged with unspoken desire.

“You sure you want to know?” I smirked, stepping closer to him. His eyes flicked to my lips, then back to mine, and I saw the hesitation crack. For a moment, I thought he’d back out, but then he grabbed my wrist, his grip firm and determined. “Shut up and show me,” he muttered, pulling me toward the showers.

The locker room was empty, the only sounds the distant hum of the gym’s machinery and the occasional drip of water from the showers. The air was thick with heat, the steam clinging to our skin as we stepped into the tiled enclosure. I could feel his eyes on me, hungry and uncertain, as I pressed him against the cool wall.

“You sure about this?” I whispered, my breath hot against his ear. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his jaw clenched as he nodded. I didn’t need words; his body spoke volumes. I ran my hands over his broad chest, feeling the hard ridges of his muscles beneath my palms. My fingers trailed down, brushing against the bulge in his towel, and I smirked. “Looks like you’re ready.”

Without another word, I dropped to my knees, the cool tiles pressing against my shins. His towel fell away, revealing his thick, throbbing cock, already glistening with pre-cum. I took a moment to admire it, running my tongue over my lips before wrapping my hand around the base. His sharp intake of breath was all the encouragement I needed.

I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the taste of him. His skin was warm, his cock pulsing against my tongue as I sucked him deep. His hands tangled in my hair, his fingers tightening as he let out a low groan. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice rough and needy. I hummed around him, the vibrations sending shivers through his body.

I bobbed my head, taking him as far as I could, my lips sliding up and down his shaft. His hips twitched, his cock twitching in my mouth as he fought for control. “You’re good at this,” he gasped, his voice barely audible over the sound of the showers.

“Years of practice,” I teased, pulling back to lick a trail up his length. His eyes were dark, his pupils blown wide as he watched me work. I could see the conflict in them, the battle between curiosity and hesitation. But I wasn’t about to let him back out now.

Before I could take him back into my mouth, he pushed me back, his hands gripping my shoulders. “Your turn,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. I smirked, letting him take control. He turned me around, pressing me against the cool tile, his body heat radiating against my back.

His hands roamed over my hips, his fingers tracing the curve of my ass before he leaned in, his breath hot against my ear. “You ready for this?” he whispered, his voice thick with anticipation.

“More than you know,” I replied, my heart racing.

I felt his fingers tease my entrance, circling the tight ring of muscle before he pushed inside, slow and deliberate. I gasped, the stretch burning in the best way as he prepared me. His touch was firm but gentle, his fingers sliding in and out, loosening me up. “You feel so good,” he murmured, his breath ghosting over my neck.

Before I could respond, he withdrew his fingers, and I felt the head of his cock press against me. He thrust in slowly, filling me inch by inch, his groan echoing in the confined space. I moaned, my head thrown back as he gripped my hips, holding me steady.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, his voice raw with need.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly gaining speed. The sound of skin on skin, his grunts, my moans—it all blended together in a symphony of desire. I could feel him stretching me, filling me completely, his cock hitting that sweet spot deep inside me with every thrust.

“Jake,” I gasped, my voice hoarse. “Harder.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His grip tightened on my hips, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. The tile wall was cool against my chest, a stark contrast to the heat building inside me. I could feel my orgasm building, a coil of tension tightening in my gut.

“Gonna cum,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Do it,” I urged, my voice barely a whisper. “Fill me up.”

He let out a deep groan, his body tensing as he thrust one last time, his cock pulsing inside me. I shivered at the sensation, my own orgasm crashing over me moments later. My cock twitched, spurting cum onto the tiles as I cried out, my voice muffled against the wall.

For a moment, we just stood there, our breaths ragged, our hearts pounding. I could feel his cum leaking out of me, the warmth spreading between us. Slowly, he pulled out, and I turned to face him, a smirk playing on my lips.

“Don’t want to waste it, do we?” I teased, dropping to my knees again.

He watched, his eyes wide, as I took him back into my mouth, cleaning him up. The taste of his cum mixed with my ass was intoxicating, the salty-sweet and musky flavor sending a shiver down my spine. I sucked him gently, my tongue swirling around the head as I licked every drop.

His hands gripped my shoulders, his breath ragged as he watched me work. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice thick with awe. “You’re... wow.”

I pulled back, a strand of cum stretching between my lips and his cock before snapping. I smirked up at him, my lips glistening. “Taste good?”

Before he could respond, I stood, pressing my lips to his. The kiss was desperate, hungry, our tongues tangling as I pressed closer, memorizing the feel of him. His hands slid up my back, pulling me tight against him, his cock hardening again against my thigh.

But the locker room was never truly private, and the sound of footsteps had us pulling apart, our hearts pounding. We grabbed our towels and slipped out like nothing had happened.

But everything had changed.

As we walked back into the locker room, Jake’s hand brushed mine, just for a moment, but it was enough. I glanced at him, and he gave me a small, almost imperceptible nod. No words were needed. We both knew this wasn’t over.

The question was, what happened next?
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I couldn’t believe my luck as I stepped into the busy department store, hand in hand with my girlfriend, Emily. It was a typical Saturday afternoon, with shoppers bustling around us, and I was dreading the prospect of spending hours browsing through clothes. But then I saw him.

He was tall, with a muscular build that screamed 'gym bro', and his tight t-shirt left little to the imagination. His hair was cropped short, and he had a confident stride as he walked alongside a petite blonde. I caught his eye for a brief moment, and I felt a jolt of electricity pass between us. I knew I shouldn't be staring, but I couldn't help myself. I was Aaron, a 21-year-old college student, and I'd always considered myself straight. Yet, something about this guy, Connor, as I later found out, was irresistible.

As Emily dragged me towards the men's section, I kept sneaking glances at Connor and his girlfriend, who were browsing the racks nearby. I noticed how he would occasionally glance in my direction, his eyes lingering on me for a second too long. My heart raced, and I felt a stirring in my loins, my dick beginning to harden. I adjusted myself discreetly, hoping Emily hadn't noticed.

"Aaron, what do you think of this shirt?" Emily held up a plain white button-down, completely oblivious to the battle raging in my mind.

"Uh, it's great, babe," I managed to reply, my eyes still locked on Connor. I watched as he lifted a shirt to his nose, inhaling deeply, his biceps bulging. I wondered what it would feel like to have those arms around me.

"Are you even listening to me?" Emily's voice snapped me out of my lust-filled daze. "I said, do you think it's too boring?"

"No, it's perfect," I assured her, forcing a smile. "I'll try it on, see how it fits."

I grabbed the shirt and made my way towards the fitting rooms, my heart pounding. As I turned the corner, I nearly collided with Connor, who was also heading in the same direction.

"Oh, sorry, dude," I stammered, my face flushing.

"No problem, bro," he replied, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. "Just heading in for a quick try-on."

We stood there for a moment, our eyes locked, and I felt a surge of boldness. "You know, I could use some help with sizing," I blurted out. "What if we share a room? Save some time."

Connor's eyes widened, and a mischievous smile played on his lips. "Sure, why not? I could use a second opinion too."

We entered the fitting room, our hearts racing with anticipation. The small space felt electric as we closed the door behind us. I could smell his masculine scent, a mix of sweat and cologne, and it drove me wild.

"So, what do you think of this one?" I asked, holding up the shirt and trying to act casual, despite my trembling hands.

"Looks good, but I bet it'd look better off," he replied, his voice low and husky.

I swallowed hard, my dick straining against my jeans. "Yeah, I bet it would."

Without waiting for my response, Connor stepped closer, his muscular body pressing against mine. I felt his hard chest against my own, and my breath caught in my throat. His hands reached for the buttons of my shirt, and he began to undo them, his touch sending waves of pleasure through my body.

"Fuck, you're hot," he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. I moaned softly as he exposed my chest, his fingers gently teasing my nipples, which were already hard and sensitive.

"I've been watching you, bro," he continued, his lips brushing against my ear. "Couldn't take my eyes off you. Bet you're packing something big under those clothes."

His words sent a rush of blood to my cock, and I felt it throbbing against my zipper. I wanted him to see it, to touch it. I pushed my pants down, revealing my thick, 11-inch shaft, already glistening with pre-cum.

Connor's eyes widened, and he let out a low whistle. "Damn, dude. That's a fucking monster."

He dropped to his knees, his strong hands grasping my ass, and pulled me closer. His hot mouth enveloped the head of my cock, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. I groaned, running my fingers through his short hair, encouraging him to take more of me.

"Suck it, bro," I panted, my hips thrusting forward. "Show me how much you want it."

Connor obliged, taking my length deep into his throat, his hands firmly holding my ass cheeks. I looked down at the sight of his full lips stretched around my shaft, and I felt my balls tighten. I was close to cumming, but I wanted more.

"Wait, I want to taste you too," I said, pulling him up by his shoulders.

I pushed him against the wall, his back hitting the mirror, and I dropped to my knees, eager to return the favor. His thick, uncut cock sprang free, and I licked my lips at the sight. I breathed in his musky aroma, then took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of his pre-cum.

"Fuck, yeah," he groaned, his hands gripping the sides of the mirror. "Suck my dick, bro. Make me forget about that bitch waiting outside."

His words only fueled my desire, and I bobbed my head eagerly, taking him deep, my throat milking his shaft. I reached behind, cupping his heavy balls, and massaged them gently as I sucked.

"You like that, huh?" I teased, looking up at him through my lashes. "Bet you wish your girlfriend could do this."

Connor's eyes rolled back as I deep-throated him, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my movements. I could feel his balls tightening, and I knew he was close. I wanted him to cum, but not yet.

I stood up, my mouth leaving his cock with a wet pop, and pushed him against the wall again. I kissed him hard, our tongues battling for dominance.

"I want you," I growled between kisses. "I want to feel you inside me."

Connor's eyes widened with surprise, but he didn't hesitate. He turned me around, pressing my chest against the mirror, and I felt his fingers gently probing my hole, slick with his spit.

"You sure about this, bro?" he asked, his hot breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine.

"Fuck yeah," I replied, pushing back against his fingers. "I want all of you."

He added more spit, preparing me, his fingers stretching and teasing my hole. I moaned, my dick leaking pre-cum, as he worked me open.

"You're so fucking tight," he grunted, his voice strained with desire. "Can't wait to feel this ass clenching around my cock."

With that, he positioned his thick, throbbing cock at my entrance and slowly pushed inside. I gasped as he breached me, filling me inch by inch, his girth stretching me in the most delicious way.

"Oh, fuck," I whispered, my head rolling back as he bottomed out, his balls resting against my own. "You feel so good."

He began to move, his hips thrusting slowly at first, then picking up the pace. The mirror amplified our movements, and I watched, transfixed, as his muscular body pounded into mine. I could see the desire and pleasure on his face, and it only made me crave him more.

"Yeah, take it, bro," he grunted, his hands gripping my hips tightly. "Feel my dick fucking that sweet hole."

His dirty talk sent me over the edge, and I shot my load, my cum splattering the mirror in front of us. I cried out, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm.

Connor's eyes locked with mine in the mirror, and I saw the hunger in them. He pulled out abruptly, his thick cock glistening, and positioned himself behind me again.

"I want to breed this hot hole," he growled, his voice raw with need.

Before I could respond, he slammed back into me, his cock pounding my prostate with each thrust. I was overwhelmed with pleasure, my body trembling as I felt another orgasm building.

"Oh, fuck, yes!" I cried out, my hands gripping the edges of the mirror. "Fuck me, Connor! Breed me like the slut I am!"

He pounded into me relentlessly, his balls slapping against my ass, and I could feel his cock swelling inside me. I knew he was close, and I wanted to feel him cum deep inside me.

"Cum in me, bro," I begged, my voice hoarse. "Fill me up with your hot load."

With a final, powerful thrust, Connor unleashed his load, his warm cum shooting deep into my ass. I screamed as another orgasm ripped through me, my cum painting the mirror in thick white streaks.

We stood there, panting, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. I turned to face him, our eyes meeting, and we shared a passionate kiss, tasting each other on our lips.

"That was fucking incredible," he whispered, his hands caressing my face.

"Yeah, it was," I agreed, my heart still racing. "But we should probably clean up before our girlfriends start wondering."

We quickly dressed, our movements hurried as we tried to compose ourselves. As we opened the door, we exchanged a knowing look, both aware that this wouldn't be the last time we'd be sharing a fitting room.
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