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My life's a crazy mess right now: second year of college, first year on the wrestling team, still green but desperate enough to take whatever scraps they'll throw my way.

Coach Mercer's been putting in extra time with me, one-on-one lessons, and let's just say he's got some unconventional methods of motivation.

Then there's the grind: two jobs, hotel and an adult bookstore, both way more entertaining than they sound. And don't even get me started on the personal mess: pining over my professor while trying to forget him, my best friend's friendship turning into something messier than I bargained for. "Busy" doesn't even scratch the surface.

But I'm holding my own grades are still solid, probably because I'd rather hit the books than hit the bars. That said, I've got my outlets. If you do it right, sex is basically cardio with better perks.

So yeah, whenever life gets too heavy, I make damn sure to lighten the load.
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I hadn't meant to seduce a straight guy, it just kind of happened.

With his messy blond hair and those damn green eyes, James was the kind of guy who made you do a double-take. We were both on the wrestling team, same weight class, and I saw him every damn day in the gym, on the mats, in the showers.

I'd spent more nights than I'd admit jerking off to the thought of him—those broad shoulders, the way his thighs flexed when he dropped into a single-leg, the way his ass looked in those tight singlets. We'd grappled together in practice, and every time our bodies locked up, every time I felt his breath hot against my neck, my cock would twitch like it had a mind of its own.

He was one of the first guys I told when I came out freshman year. And he didn't even blink. Just shrugged and said, "Cool, man. Your business." Like it was no big deal. Maybe that's why I couldn't get him out of my head—because he treated me like I was just another guy, no different from anyone else. And yet, there I was, fantasizing about pinning him to the mat in ways that had nothing to do with wrestling.

I never thought I'd actually do anything about it. He was straight; it was pretty clear. So we became friends. We didn't hang out, but when we ran into each other, it was friendly. When we were at practice, he was happy to be my partner. I was good with that.

James had me pinned. "Comfortable?" The mat was warm under my palms, the scent of sweat and rubber thick from our sparring session.

He had just grinned at me, his dark eyes glinting with that same mischievous spark he got when he was about to suggest something reckless. "Are you done?" he asked, tightening his grip, pushing me harder into the mat.

The mat burned under my palms, my fingers digging into the rubber as James' weight crushed me down. His chest pressed against my back, his breath hot on my neck. "It's over, buddy." His voice was firm, his grip tightening around my wrist, pinning it to the mat.

I twisted, trying to buck him off, but he just shifted, his thighs clamping around my hips. "Not even close," I grunted.

He laughed, the sound rough, and pushed harder. "Tap out."

I gritted my teeth, screaming. The meet was just 3 weeks away, and I was still getting my ass handed to me by the team's top wrestler. Again.

James' forearm pressed against the back of my neck, his bicep flexing as he leaned in. "C'mon, Brandon. You can do better than this."

I exhaled sharply, my lungs burning. My free hand slapped the mat.

James let go instantly, rolling off me with a smirk. He stood, adjusting his singlet, the fabric clinging to his sweat-slicked skin. "Good job. You're getting better."

I pushed myself up, my arms shaking. "Bullshit."

He held out his fist. "Seriously, you lasted longer this time."

I bumped his knuckles, my breath still ragged. "Barely."

James grabbed his water bottle, taking a long pull before tossing it to me. "Hit the showers?"

I caught it, my fingers slipping on the damp plastic. "Yeah."

The locker room was empty, James didn't hesitate. He peeled off his compression shirt, the fabric sticking to his skin before he tossed it aside. His singlet followed, the spandex snapping as he shimmied out of it. No underwear. Just like always.

I swallowed, my eyes dropping for half a second before I forced them back up.

James smirked, kicking off his shoes. "Problem?"

"No."

He grabbed his towel, slinging it over his shoulder. "Then stop staring and get naked."

I yanked my singlet over my head, the fabric clinging before I tossed it onto the bench. My shorts followed, my cock already half-hard, the cool air hitting my skin. James didn't look away. Neither did I.

He turned, his ass flexing as he walked toward the showers. I followed, my pulse hammering in my throat.

The hot water pelting our raw skin felt good. Steam curled around us as we stepped under the spray. James tilted his head back, letting the water run through his hair, down his chest, over the thick muscles of his thighs.

He turned, his cock was long and full. It swung tantalizingly, and I tried not to stare at it.

He looked up. "You're shaking."

I exhaled sharply, my hands flexing at my sides. "It's adrenaline."

James grinned. "Maybe."

Fuck, his body was so beautiful, his dick so fat and juicy. I tried not to stare.

The water pounded down on us, on the tile floor. The constant hiss, the spray, the steam, the shadows and his naked body. Just the two of us. The whole thing felt erotic and surreal. James stepped closer.

Was something going to happen? It felt like something was going to happen. As we'd been wrestling, I'd had to struggle not to get aroused by the way his body had pressed against mine; we'd both gotten hard.

It was the physical contact, the friction. It happens. Now, in the shower, there was a current of sexual tension. It happens. I wasn't expecting it, not from James. He was straight, had a girlfriend. He was just fucking around with me.

Then I heard the outer gym door clunk and screech open, then the metallic bang as it slammed shut, echoing through the locker room and the showers.

We both froze.

Footsteps echoed in the empty space, slow and hesitant. Sounds in the locker room. Then footsteps coming towards the showers. James stepped back, just as a shadow fell across the floor.

Allen rounded the corner and stood there, in jeans and a t-shirt, his gym bag slung over one shoulder, his eyes wide as he took in the scene. He was blond and beefy, looking like he could have been James' younger brother.

Allen's gaze flicked between us, his throat bobbing. "Uh, I think I left my phone in the locker room. Did either of you see it?"

James didn't even blink. "Nope."

"Nope," I said.

Allen's fingers twitched around the strap of his bag. "Sorry. I, uh, I didn't think anyone was still here."

James smirked. "Just finished some one-on-one."

A beat of silence. The water kept running, the steam curling around us.

Then Allen's eyes dropped for just a second before snapping back up. His cheeks flushed.

James tilted his head. "You gonna stand there all night staring at us?"

Allen's eyes shifted. He looked uncomfortable. But then Allen's eyes lingered on my cock. And just like that, I knew. He was into it.

"I didn't have time for a shower earlier, do you guys mind if I join you?"

"It's a free country," James said.

Allen set his bag down and began to strip off his street clothes. First his shirt, then his jeans and underwear. His cock sprang free, half-hard. He didn't try to hide it. My eyes lingered on it for a fraction too long and he caught me. When I looked up, our eyes connected.

James got a shower going for him. I watched as he stepped under the spray, the water coursing over his beautiful body. He was beefier than both of us, the round curve of his muscles dipping into ripped lines that etched his body. The surface of his skin was smooth; he carried more weight than either of us, but it looked good, it didn't hide his muscles. His body had a kind of perfection.

But he was nervous. He swallowed, his eyes darting between us. "Anyone else here?"

James shook his head. "Nope."

The rest of the shower carried a strange, charged tension, or maybe that was just me.

Having those two hot, straight boys naked and so close, I couldn't tear my eyes away. I wanted them both. Wanted their hands on me, wanted to drop to my knees and take them in my mouth, wanted them to fuck me, use me, fill me with cum.

But neither was fully hard, though they weren't soft either, just caught in that moment between soft and hard, their shafts curving slightly away from their bodies, the heads just beginning to swell, maybe from the heat of the water.

I was getting hard for entirely different reasons. So, I forced myself to look away, to stop thinking about them.

James finished first, shut off his shower, and headed for the locker room. That left just me and Allen.

With James gone, Allen seemed to relax. His gaze lingered on me longer, his hands moving deliberately as he washed his cock and balls. Slowly, he grew hard.

I licked my lips.

He rinsed off, but instead of leaving, he stayed under the spray, his cock now fully erect. He looked down at it, then up at me. His hand wrapped








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Jr{_._. _JJ”J_:—XJ

MA&NE%Y

ax 4’1






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





