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The gym is quiet, the hum of the fluorescent lights overhead a stark contrast to the usual grunts and clangs of weights. It’s just me, the white noise of the air conditioning, and the lingering scent of sweat and disinfectant. I’m the last one here, as usual, tidying up after a long day of training clients. My name’s Jake, and I’ve been a personal trainer at this place for over two years now. It’s not the most glamorous job, but I love it—helping people transform their bodies, seeing their confidence grow. Tonight, though, I’m ready to call it quits. My feet ache, and all I want is a cold beer and my couch.

I’m locking up the equipment room when I hear the faint sound of running water. My brow furrows. Did I forget someone? I thought I’d checked all the rooms. The sound is coming from the locker area. I head that way, my steps echoing on the polished floor. As I round the corner, I see a figure through the glass partition of the showers. Steam clouds the view, but I can make out the silhouette of a man. My heart skips a beat. Shit, I really did forget someone.

“Hey!” I call out, my voice echoing in the empty space. “You’re still here? We’re closing up.”

The water cuts off abruptly, and I hear the squeak of the shower door opening. My eyes widen as the figure steps into view, water dripping from his broad shoulders and down his massive frame. It’s him—Marcus. The quiet, towering ex-linebacker who’s been a regular here for months. We’ve exchanged glances, brief nods, but never more than that. He’s always kept to himself, a solitary figure in the corner of the weight room, lifting weights that would make most guys cry.

Marcus wraps a towel around his waist, though it barely covers him. His chest is a map of muscles, his arms thick and corded with veins. He’s easily six-four, maybe more, and built like a tank. I’ve always been aware of his presence, the way he dominates any space he’s in, but tonight, under these circumstances, it’s different. There’s an intensity to him, a raw power that’s both intimidating and... arousing.

“You’re always the last one out,” I say, trying to keep my tone light, though my heart is pounding. It’s a stupid comment, but it’s all I can think of. We’ve had this unspoken thing going on for weeks, these stolen glances, and I’ve always wondered what he’s thinking.

Marcus turns to face me, his expression unreadable. His eyes are dark, piercing, and they seem to see right through me. For a moment, neither of us speaks. The air between us crackles with tension, and I feel a flush creep up my neck. I’m suddenly hyperaware of my own body, my slim frame, my pale skin. Next to him, I feel small, fragile.

“Guess I lost track of time,” he says finally, his voice deep and gravelly. It’s the first time I’ve heard him speak more than a few words, and it sends a shiver down my spine.

I clear my throat, trying to shake off the sudden nervousness. “Well, I’m locking up. You need anything?”

Marcus shakes his head, his eyes never leaving mine. “I’m good. Thanks, though.”

There’s an awkward pause, and I realize I’m still standing there, staring. I should go, finish up, but something keeps me rooted to the spot. It’s like I’m caught in his gaze, unable to look away.

“You sure?” I ask, my voice softer now. 

Marcus takes a step closer, and I feel my breath hitch. Up close, he’s even more imposing. His presence fills the space, and I can smell the clean scent of soap on his skin, mixed with something uniquely him—a hint of musk and sweat. It’s intoxicating.

“I’m sure,” he says, his voice low and steady. “But... maybe you could stay a little longer.”

My heart stutters. What? I blink, trying to process his words. Is he... inviting me to stay? With him? My mind races, but my body seems to have a mind of its own. I feel a heat coil low in my belly, a hunger I’ve been ignoring for weeks.

“I... uh...” I stammer, suddenly self-conscious. “I mean, I guess I could. If you want.”

Marcus’s lips quirk into a slight smile, and it’s like the room shifts. There’s a confidence in that smile, a knowing that sends a jolt of desire straight to my core. He takes another step closer, and I feel the warmth of his body, the solidness of him.

“I do,” he says, his voice a whisper. “Stay.”

Before I can respond, he reaches out, his hand closing around my wrist. His touch is firm, possessive, and I feel a surge of electricity run up my arm. He pulls me closer, and I go willingly, my body moving on instinct. I’m acutely aware of the difference in our sizes, the way his hand dwarfs my wrist, the way his chest brushes against mine.

“Marcus...” I breathe, my voice shaky. “What are you doing?”

He doesn’t answer, just keeps pulling me toward him until I’m pressed against his body. I can feel the hardness of his muscles, the heat of his skin. My head tilts back, and I meet his gaze, my breath coming in short gasps.

“You’ve been watching me,” he says, his voice a low rumble. “I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

My cheeks burn, and I look away, embarrassed. “I... I didn’t mean to stare.”

Marcus chuckles, a deep sound that vibrates through me. “It’s okay. I’ve been watching you too.”

My eyes snap back to his, and I see the desire there, raw and unfiltered. It’s a mirror to my own, and it’s both terrifying and exhilarating. I’ve never been with a man before, never even considered it, but with Marcus, it feels inevitable.

“I...” I start, but my words fail me. What can I say? That I’ve been fantasizing about him? That the thought of his massive body, his strength, has kept me up at night?

Marcus must see the answer in my eyes because he doesn’t wait for me to finish. He leans in, his lips brushing against mine, a gentle touch that sends a shockwave through my body. I gasp, and he takes advantage, deepening the kiss. His lips are firm, demanding, and I melt into him, my hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders.

It’s a kiss that leaves no doubt, a kiss that erases any hesitation. I’m his, at least for tonight, and I surrender to it completely. My body responds eagerly, my cock hardening against the zipper of my shorts. I can feel his own arousal pressing against me, thick and insistent, and it’s a heady realization.

Marcus breaks the kiss, his forehead resting against mine. I’m breathless, my heart pounding in my chest. “You want this, Jake?” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire.

I nod, unable to speak. My throat is dry, my mind fogged with lust. I want him, more than I’ve ever wanted anything.

He smiles, a predatory gleam in his eyes. “Good. Because I’ve been wanting this.”

His hands move to my waist, pulling me tighter against him. I can feel the outline of his cock, thick and heavy, and it’s a jolt to my system. I’ve never been with someone so... big. The thought both terrifies and excites me.

“Take off your shirt,” Marcus commands, his voice brooking no argument.

I obey, my fingers trembling as I pull my t-shirt over my head. I’m self-conscious of my slim build, my lack of definition compared to his sculpted body, but Marcus doesn’t seem to care. His eyes rake over me, hungry and appreciative.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he growls, his hands moving to my chest, tracing the lines of my pecs. “So pale, so smooth.”

His words send a rush of heat through me, and I feel my cheeks flush. I’ve never been called beautiful before, not like this. It’s heady, empowering.

Marcus’s hands move lower, skimming over my abs, my hips. I shiver at his touch, my skin tingling wherever he touches me. He’s so confident, so sure of himself, and it’s intoxicating.

“Turn around,” he orders, his voice a low growl.

I do as he says, my heart pounding with anticipation. I hear the rustle of fabric, and then his hands are on me again, unbuttoning my shorts, pulling them down my legs. I step out of them, leaving me in just my boxers, my cock straining against the fabric.

“On your knees,” Marcus says, his voice commanding.

My breath catches, but I don’t hesitate. I lower myself to the floor, my knees pressing into the cool tile. I look up at him, my eyes wide, my heart racing. He’s still fully clothed, his towel hanging loosely around his waist, but his chest is heaving, his eyes dark with desire.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous like this,” he says, his voice rough. “On your knees for me.”

I swallow, my mouth suddenly dry. I’ve never done anything like this before, but with Marcus, it feels right. I want to please him, to submit to his dominance.

Marcus steps closer, his feet bracketing my shoulders. I can see the bulge in his towel, the outline of his cock, and my mouth waters. I’ve seen him in the locker room, caught glimpses of his size, but now, up close, it’s overwhelming.

“Take it out,” he commands, his voice a low rumble.

I reach up, my hands trembling as I untie the towel. It falls away, pooling at his feet, and I’m met with the sight of his 13 inch cock, thick and heavy, jutting out from a nest of dark curls. It’s easily the biggest dick I’ve ever seen, the head a deep purple, the shaft thick and veined.

My eyes widen, and I feel a rush of heat to my own cock. 
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