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I stand at the edge of the gym, towel slung over my shoulder, watching as the younger man—Liam—enters the free weights area. His slender frame moves with a grace that belies his strength, his tight black shorts hugging every curve of his perfect ass. At forty, I’ve seen my fair share of beautiful bodies, but there’s something about him—something raw and untamed—that calls to me. His youth is a siren song, and I’m more than willing to follow its melody.

The gym is my sanctuary, a place where I come to lose myself in the rhythm of iron and sweat. But today, my focus is split. I’m here to lift, yes, but I’m also here for him. I can feel the weight of his presence, even from across the room. It’s as if the air between us is charged, electric with unspoken desire.

I take my time with my warm-up, my eyes casually drifting in his direction. He’s at the bench press now, his arms trembling slightly as he pushes the barbell upward. There’s a vulnerability in his movements, a hint of inexperience that only makes him more appealing. I can’t help but wonder what it would feel like to guide those hands, to show him how to harness his strength.

After a few more sets, I decide it’s time to make my move. I grab a water bottle and head toward the fountain, strategically positioning myself near where he’s stretching. His movements are fluid, his body bending and twisting with an ease that speaks of natural flexibility. I clear my throat, the sound loud in the otherwise quiet corner of the gym.

He looks up, his eyes meeting mine. They’re a startling blue, like the ocean on a clear summer day. “Hey,” he says, his voice soft, almost shy.

“First time here?” I ask, even though I know it’s not. I’ve seen him around before, always on the periphery, always just out of reach.

He nods, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Yeah, just moved to the area. Figured I’d check this place out.”

“Good choice,” I say, leaning against the wall. “I’m Jake, by the way.”

“Liam,” he replies, offering a small smile.

We exchange pleasantries, the conversation flowing easily. He’s new to the city, a student at the local college. I tell him about the best spots in the neighborhood, the hidden gems only locals know about. But beneath the surface, there’s a tension building, a silent acknowledgment of what we both want.

“You know,” I say, my voice dropping a notch, “there’s a steam room in the back. Great way to loosen up after a workout.”

His eyes flicker, and I see the spark of interest. “Maybe I’ll check it out,” he says, his tone casual, but his body language giving him away.

“Let me know what you think,” I reply, giving him a knowing smile before heading back to my weights.

An hour later, I’m in the steam room, the heat enveloping me like a warm embrace. The air is thick with moisture, the scent of eucalyptus oil lingering in the corners. I’m lost in thought, my mind wandering to Liam, when the door opens. My heart skips a beat as he steps inside, his skin already glistening with a light sheen of sweat.

“Mind if I join you?” he asks, his voice husky in the humid air.

“Not at all,” I say, patting the bench beside me.

He sits down, and I’m acutely aware of how close our bodies are. The steam swirls around us, making the air feel even more intimate. I take a deep breath, letting the heat sink into my muscles. “So, what do you think?”

“It’s... nice,” he says, his voice trailing off as he glances at me.

I turn to face him, our knees brushing against each other. “You seem tense,” I observe, my fingers instinctively reaching out to brush against his shoulder.

He shivers at my touch, his breath catching slightly. “Maybe a little,” he admits.

“Let me help you relax,” I say, my voice low and steady.

Before he can respond, I lean in, my lips brushing against his ear. “Turn around,” I whisper, my breath hot against his skin.

He hesitates for a moment, his eyes searching mine, but then he nods, shifting his body to face away from me. I take my time, letting my hands roam over his shoulders, down his arms, and along his sides. His skin is warm and smooth, and I can feel his muscles tense under my touch.

“Relax,” I murmur, my breath hot against his neck. “Let me take care of you.”

My hands slide down to his waist, then further down to his ass. It’s even more perfect up close—firm, round, and begging for attention. I squeeze gently, feeling the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric of his shorts.

“You have a beautiful ass,” I say, my voice rough with desire.

He lets out a soft moan, his head falling back against my chest. “Thank you,” he whispers.

I hook my fingers into the waistband of his shorts and pull them down slowly, revealing his smooth, tight cheeks. My mouth waters at the sight, and I can’t wait any longer. I lean down, my lips brushing against the curve of his ass, my tongue darting out to taste him.

He gasps, his hands gripping the edge of the bench as I press my face into his crack, inhaling his scent—clean and youthful, with a hint of sweat. I take my time, kissing and licking every inch of his perfect ass, savoring the way his skin tastes against my tongue.

“Oh fuck,” he murmurs, his voice trembling.

I smile against his skin, my hands gripping his hips as I spread his cheeks apart. His hole is right there, pink and puckered, and I can’t resist any longer. I press my tongue against it, teasing the rim before diving in, lapping at him like a man starving for a meal.

He moans loudly, his body arching into my touch. “Yes, Jake, yes,” he pants.

I groan at the sound of my name on his lips, my tongue pushing deeper, fucking his hole with slow, deliberate strokes. I can taste him—salty and musky, with a hint of sweetness that makes my cock twitch in my shorts. I’m getting him ready, preparing him for what’s to come, and the thought makes me harder than I’ve been in years.

“You like that, don’t you?” I ask, my voice muffled against his skin.

“Yes,” he whimpers. “Fuck, yes.”

I pull back slightly, my tongue tracing circles around his hole, teasing him, driving him wild. His breath comes in short, sharp gasps, and I can feel his body trembling under my touch. I’m in control here, and I love it—the power I have over him, the way he’s completely at my mercy.

“You’re so tight,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “So perfect.”

He lets out a soft whine, his head falling forward. “Please, Jake, I need more.”

I smile, my hands sliding down to grip his thighs. “Patience,” I say, my voice firm but gentle. “I’m going to take care of you, I promise.”

I go back to rimming him, my tongue relentless, fucking his hole with a rhythm that has him squirming and moaning. The steam room is filled with the sounds of his pleasure—his gasps, his whimpers, his desperate pleas for more. I can feel his pre-cum leaking onto the bench, and I know he’s close—close to begging, close to losing control.

“Jake,” he pants, his voice desperate. “I need you inside me. Please.”

I pull back, my lips brushing against his trembling thighs as I stand up. My cock is throbbing, heavy and thick, and I can’t wait any longer. I undo my shorts, letting them fall to the floor, and step out of them, my eleven inches standing proud and ready.

His eyes widen at the sight, his breath catching in his throat. “Fuck,” he whispers.

I don’t say anything, just reach out to grip his hip, pulling him toward me. His ass is right there, perfect and waiting, and I don’t hesitate. I press the head of my cock against his hole, teasing him, before pushing in slowly, inch by inch.

He cries out, his body tensing as I fill him, stretching him wide. “Oh God, Jake, you’re so big,” he gasps.

“That’s right,” I growl, my hands gripping his hips tightly. “Take it. Take all of me.”

I give him a moment to adjust, my cock buried deep inside him, before pulling out slowly and slamming back in, hard and fast. He screams, his head
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