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The iron clang of weights echoes through the gym, a familiar symphony after a brutal workout. My muscles scream, lactic acid burning in my quads and shoulders. I, Mason, wipe the sweat dripping down my forehead, my eyes landing on Blake, my gym bro, who is next to me. He’s spotting some guy on the bench press, his biceps bulging beneath his tight tank top, veins like roadmaps tracing his forearms. A bead of sweat trickles down his chiseled chest, disappearing into the waistband of his shorts. My throat goes dry, and my heart hammers in my chest. I’ve always admired Blake from afar, but tonight, something feels different. The air is electric, charged with a tension I can’t quite name.

I rack my weights, the metal clanking loudly in the near-empty gym. “Good set, man,” I grunt, my voice steady despite the storm brewing inside me. Blake nods, his eyes meeting mine for a fleeting moment before he turns back to the guy on the bench. “You’re crushing it,” he says, his deep voice resonating through the space. I swallow hard, my gaze lingering on the way his tank top clings to his broad shoulders, the way his shorts hug his powerful thighs.

“Hey, Mason,” Blake calls out, finally noticing me standing there. “Need a spot?” His offer is genuine, but my mind is already racing down a different path. I’ve spent months fantasizing about this moment, about the raw power that radiates from him. Tonight, I can’t hold back any longer.

“Actually,” I say, my voice surprisingly steady, “I was thinking maybe we could hit the showers. I’m drenched.” My heart pounds as I wait for his response, my palms starting to sweat.

Blake raises an eyebrow, a hint of amusement flickering in his eyes. “Sure thing,” he says, grabbing his towel. “Lead the way.”

The shower room is empty, the steam already clinging to the tiles like a second skin. The sound of running water fills the silence, a soothing backdrop to the chaos in my mind. Blake strips off his tank top, revealing a torso sculpted by years of dedication. His abs are a roadmap of ridges, his pecs firm and defined. My mouth goes dry as I take in the sight, my gaze tracing the trail of dark hair leading down his navel and disappearing into his shorts.

I peel off my own shirt, the fabric clinging to my sweat-soaked skin. My heart pounds in my ears, a deafening rhythm that threatens to give me away. Blake’s eyes flick down to my chest, a fleeting glance that sends a jolt of electricity through me.

“You’re looking ripped, man,” he says, his voice low. “Those biceps are popping.”

I force a smile, my throat constricting. “Thanks,” I manage, my voice hoarse. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

Blake chuckles, a deep rumble that vibrates through me. He steps under the shower, the water cascading over his body, highlighting every curve and contour. I follow suit. The steam thickens, enveloping us in a hazy intimacy. I can feel Blake’s presence, his masculinity radiating like a force field. My gaze drifts to his arms, the muscles flexing as he lathers his hair. I want to touch them, to feel the power coiled beneath his skin.

“Those arms,” I blurt out, my voice barely above a whisper. “They’re incredible.”

Blake pauses, his hand stilled mid-lather. He turns to me, his eyes searching mine. “Thanks,” he says, a hint of confusion creeping into his voice. “You’re pretty built yourself.”

I take a step closer, my heart pounding against my ribs. “I’ve always admired them,” I confess, my voice trembling. “The way they move, the power they hold...”

Blake’s eyes widen, a flicker of understanding dawning in their depths. He sets down the shampoo, his gaze locking onto mine. “Mason,” he begins, his voice hesitant, “what are you saying?”

I take a deep breath, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I’ve wanted to... to worship you,” I admit, my cheeks flaming. “Your strength, your body... it’s... it’s fucking beautiful.”

Blake stares at me, his expression unreadable. For a moment, the only sound is the pounding of the water, a relentless rhythm mirroring the beat of my heart. Then, slowly, a smile spreads across his face, transforming his features. “Wow,” he says, his voice laced with amusement. “That’s... unexpected.”

Unexpected. The word hangs in the air, heavy with unspoken questions. I hold my breath, my entire being suspended in this moment, waiting for Blake’s reaction.

He steps closer, his scent—a heady mix of sweat and soap—enveloping me. “But,” he continues, his voice dropping to a whisper, “I’m fucking flattered.”

Flattered. The word sends a surge of relief through me, followed by a wave of boldness. I reach out, my fingers brushing against the bulge of his biceps. The muscle is hard beneath my touch, a testament to his dedication.

“May I?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

Blake’s eyes flicker down to my hand, then back to mine. He nods, a silent permission.

My fingers trace the contours of his arm, marveling at the definition, the veins like rivers beneath his skin. I press my lips to his biceps, feeling the warmth radiating from him. A shiver runs through Blake, his breath hitching.

“What... what are you doing?” he asks, his voice rough.

“Worshipping,” I murmur against his skin. “Honoring your strength.”

My lips move down his arm, tracing the path of his veins, my tongue darting out to taste the salt on his skin. Blake’s breath quickens, his hand tangling in my hair, guiding me. I press my face into the hollow of his armpit, inhaling his scent—a raw, musky aroma that makes my head spin. My tongue flicks against his skin, tasting the salt, the essence of him.

“Fuck,” Blake groans, his body trembling. “That’s... intense.”

Intense. The word sends a jolt of pleasure through me. I continue my worship, my lips and tongue exploring every inch of his armpit, savoring the taste, the scent, the raw masculinity. My hands roam over his chest, tracing the ridges of his abs, feeling the power coiled within him.

“Your abs,” I whisper, my lips brushing against his chest. “They’re a work of art.”

Blake doesn’t resist as I trail kisses down his torso, my tongue tracing the ridges of his abs, dipping into his navel. His skin is warm beneath my lips, his muscles quivering with each touch. My hands drift lower, brushing against the waistband of his shorts. My heart pounds in my chest, anticipation coursing through my veins.

“Your pubic hair,” I whisper, my breath hot against his skin. “May I?”

Blake’s eyes flutter open, his gaze locking onto mine. He nods, a silent consent.

I press my lips to the coarse hair, my tongue flicking against the sensitive skin. Blake’s breath hitches, his body arching towards me. My hands slide beneath his shorts, cupping his ass, feeling the firm muscles clench beneath my touch.

“Fuck, Mason,” he groans, his voice thick with desire. “What are you doing to me?”

What am I doing to him? I’m unleashing a hunger I didn’t know existed, a desire that’s been simmering beneath the surface, waiting to be set free. My lips move lower, my tongue tracing the outline of his shorts. Blake’s hands grip my shoulders, his touch urgent.

“Take them off,” he commands, his voice rough.

I hesitate, my heart pounding. This is it. The moment I’ve fantasized about, the moment I’ve feared.

“Please,” Blake whispers, his eyes pleading.

I nod, my fingers trembling as I undo the drawstring of his shorts. They slide down his legs, pooling at his feet, revealing his boxer briefs, already tented with desire. My breath catches in my throat. Blake’s cock is thick and heavy, straining against the fabric. I reach out, my fingers brushing against the bulge, feeling the heat radiating from him.

“Touch me,” Blake commands, his voice a hoarse whisper.

I obey, my fingers tracing the outline of his cock through the fabric. Blake’s head falls back, a groan escaping his lips. My heart races as I slide my hand inside his boxer briefs, wrapping my fingers around his shaft. It’s hotter than I imagined, thicker, harder. I stroke him slowly, feeling him twitch in my hand.

“Take them off,” he urges, his voice desperate.

I slide his boxer briefs down, revealing his cock in all its glory. It stands proud, the head glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters. I’ve seen cocks before, but never one like this. Never one attached to someone I admire, someone I desire.

“Suck it,” Blake commands, his voice laced with need.

I hesitate, my heart pounding in my ears. This is it. The moment of truth.

Blake’s hand cups my cheek, his thumb brushing against my lips. “Please,” he whispers, his eyes searching mine.

I nod, my breath shaky. I lean forward, my lips brushing against the head of his cock. The taste of him explodes on my tongue—salty, musky, uniquely Blake. A shudder runs through him, his hips bucking forward. I take him deeper, my lips wrapping around his shaft, my tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

Blake’s hands tangle in my hair, guiding me, his moans filling the steamy shower. I bob my head, taking him as deep as I can, my throat constricting around his thickness. My hands grip his ass, pulling him closer, urging him deeper.

“Fuck, Mason,” he groans, his voice raw with pleasure. “You’re amazing.”

Amazing. The word sends a surge of pride through me, fueling my desire. I intensify my efforts, my lips and tongue working in tandem, my hands massaging his balls, rolling them gently. Blake’s breath comes in ragged gasps, his body trembling on the verge of release.

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

I don’t stop, my mouth working feverishly, determined to push him over the edge.

“Fuck!” Blake shouts, his body stiffening as he erupts, his cum shooting down my throat in hot, pulsing jets. I swallow greedily, savoring the taste of him, the essence of his pleasure. Blake’s hands grip my head, holding me in place as he rides out his orgasm, his body
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