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It was just a dream, but it felt so real. I still can't shake off the intense sensations that flooded my body as I woke up, my heart racing and my breath heavy. The events of my slumber played out in my mind, vivid and raw, leaving me with an erection that demanded my attention. Little did I know, this dream would change my perception of desire forever.

I had fallen asleep exhausted after a long day at the gym, my body aching from the rigorous training sessions with my buddy, Aaron. We had been hitting the weights hard, pushing each other to our limits. Aaron, with his chiseled physique and unwavering determination, was the epitome of masculinity. His muscular frame and piercing gaze always made me feel a peculiar mix of admiration and something else I couldn't quite understand.

In my dream, the gym was eerily quiet, bathed in the soft glow of moonlight streaming through the large windows. The familiar surroundings took on a mysterious aura, as if the place had transformed into a secret playground for our hidden desires. I found myself wandering through the empty corridors, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. The sound of my footsteps echoed, making me feel like I was the only one there, until I heard a faint, familiar chuckle.

"Hey, thought I'd find you here," Aaron's deep voice resonated, sending a shiver down my spine. I turned to see him leaning against the wall, his muscular arms crossed, and a mischievous smile playing on his lips. He was dressed in nothing but a loose, sweat-soaked tank top and a pair of tiny gym shorts that left little to the imagination. My eyes couldn't help but trace the contours of his bulging thighs and the faint outline of his manhood beneath the thin fabric.

"Couldn't sleep either, huh?" I managed to utter, my voice hoarse with desire. I tried to act casual, but my heart was pounding as if it wanted to escape my chest. Aaron's presence had always made me feel alive, but this time, it was different. There was an electric current running between us, charging the air with anticipation.

"Yeah, something like that," he replied, pushing himself off the wall and taking slow, deliberate steps towards me. "I felt restless, needed to burn off some energy. Thought I'd give the weights a go, but looks like I found something much more interesting." His gaze burned into me, sending a wave of heat through my body. I could feel my face flushing, my breath quickening.

As he drew closer, I noticed the glint in his eyes, a look I had seen before when we pushed each other to lift heavier, run faster. But this time, it was different. This look was laced with a raw, primal hunger. My body responded instinctively, my cock hardening in my shorts. I felt exposed, yet I craved his touch.

"You know, we could make this workout a little more... fun," he whispered, his warm breath caressing my ear. His hand gently grazed my chest, sending shivers down my spine. I could feel his touch like an electric current, awakening every nerve ending in my body.

"What did you have in mind?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. I was both nervous and excited, like I was about to embark on a secret adventure.

Without a word, Aaron spun me around, pressing my chest against the cool wall. His strong hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer, and I could feel the length of his hard cock against my ass. He was dominant, taking control, and I found myself surrendering to his every move.

"You've always been a competitor, pushing your limits," he murmured, his hot breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine. "But tonight, I want you to submit. Let me show you a different kind of pleasure."

His words sent a jolt through my body, awakening desires I never knew I had. I felt a surge of excitement mixed with a hint of fear, like I was about to cross a line I had never even considered. But the thought of Aaron taking control, guiding me into uncharted territory, was irresistibly arousing.

I nodded, unable to speak, my heart pounding in my ears. Aaron's hands traveled up my torso, his fingers tracing the contours of my muscles, making me shudder with pleasure. He reached behind me, his strong fingers deftly unbuttoning my shorts, letting them drop to the floor. I stood there, exposed, my cock throbbing, as he stepped back to admire his work.

"Damn, you're gorgeous," he whispered, his eyes devouring my naked form. I felt a surge of power in my vulnerability, knowing I had this effect on him.

He stepped forward again, his hard body pressing against mine, and I could feel his erection, thick and long, through his shorts. He reached down, grasping the bulge in his shorts, and began to stroke himself slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

"I want you to watch me, see how much you turn me on," he growled, his voice thick with desire. I was transfixed, watching as he stroked his thick shaft, his hand moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

As he stroked himself, his eyes never left mine, challenging me, daring me to take control. But I was captivated, unable to move, as if under a spell. I wanted to touch him, to feel his hard body against mine, but I was frozen, caught in the heat of his gaze.

With a low growl, Aaron stepped forward, his hands gripping my shoulders, and pushed me down to my knees. "Suck me," he commanded, his voice hoarse with need. "Show me how much you want this."

I didn't hesitate. I leaned forward, my lips parting, and took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of his salty pre-cum. His cock was thick and long, filling my mouth, and I relished the feeling of his hardness against my tongue. I sucked and licked, my hands cupping his firm ass, pulling him deeper into my throat.

Aaron's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my head, as he began to thrust gently, his hips moving in a slow, sensual rhythm. I could hear his heavy breathing, feel his muscles tensing, as he surrendered to the pleasure I was giving him. His dominance had given way to a raw, primal need, and I reveled in the power I held over him.

"Fuck, you're good at that," he groaned, his voice strained. "Keep going, I'm close."

I redoubled my efforts, my mouth working feverishly, my tongue swirling around his thick shaft. I wanted to taste his cum, to feel his release on my tongue. Aaron's breathing became more rapid, his body tensing, and I knew he was on the edge.

With a loud, guttural moan, Aaron came, his warm, thick cum shooting into my mouth. I swallowed eagerly, savoring the taste of him, as he emptied his load, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm.

As he caught his breath, he pulled me to my feet, his eyes wild with passion. "Your turn," he whispered, his hands already tugging at my waistband.

I was lost in a haze of desire, my body on fire, as Aaron's skilled hands explored my body. He pushed me onto a nearby bench, my back against the cold metal, and knelt between my legs. His lips found my cock, hot and wet, and he took me into his mouth, sucking and licking with an intensity that sent shocks of pleasure through my body.

His tongue teased the underside of my shaft, his hands gripping my thighs, holding me open for his hungry mouth. I arched my back, my hands grasping the bench, as he took me deeper, his throat swallowing me whole. I could feel the tightness of his throat around my cock, and I knew I wouldn't last long.

"Oh fuck, Aaron," I gasped, my body trembling. "I'm close, so close."

He hummed in response, the vibrations sending me over the edge. I came with a hoarse cry, my hips thrusting upwards, my cum shooting into his eager mouth. He swallowed every drop, milking my sensitive cock with his lips and tongue, until I was spent, my body shaking with the aftermath of my orgasm.

As I lay there, my heart still pounding, Aaron rose, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "That was just the warm-up," he said, his voice low and husky. "Now, let's really get started."

And that's when I woke up, my body covered in a sheen of sweat, my cock throbbing with need. I realized it was just a dream, but the sensations were so real, so intense, that I couldn't help but reach down and stroke myself. I imagined Aaron's hands on my body, his mouth on my cock, and within moments, I was lost in a frenzy of pleasure.

My hand moved in a frenzied rhythm, my mind replaying the dream, the taste of Aaron's kiss, the feel of his body against mine. I could feel my orgasm building, my balls tightening, and with a final, desperate stroke, I came, my cum shooting onto my stomach, a testament to the power of my forbidden fantasy.

As I lay there, catching my breath, I wondered if Aaron had any idea of the impact he had on my dreams. I knew I had to see him again, to share this secret desire, but I also feared the consequences. Was I ready to cross this line in reality? The thought both terrified and excited me, leaving me with a hunger that only Aaron could satisfy.
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