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Locker Room Curiosity
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The gym is empty, the hum of the fluorescent lights overhead the only sound breaking the silence. It’s past closing time, the last of the members having shuffled out hours ago. I’m here because I forgot my water bottle, a flimsy excuse I gave myself to linger a little longer. The real reason? Aaron. He’s still here too, locking up the weight room. I can hear the clank of metal as he secures the equipment, his deep voice echoing faintly as he mumbles to himself.

I’ve been watching him for months. Not in a creepy way—or at least, I tell myself it’s not creepy. It’s more like... admiration. Aaron’s the kind of guy who makes you stop and stare. He’s 21, but he’s built like a Greek statue, all lean muscle and broad shoulders. His dark hair is always a mess, like he’s just rolled out of bed, and his smile is the kind that makes your knees weak. But it’s not his smile I’ve been fixated on. It’s what’s between his legs.

I’ve seen him in the showers, of course. Who hasn’t? The locker room is a place of secrets, but Aaron doesn’t seem to care. He struts around like he owns the place, his towel barely covering him. And what he’s packing... well, it’s hard to miss. Eleven inches, he’s bragged to his buddies. I’ve overheard him, laughing it off like it’s no big deal. “No one can handle this,” he’d said once, smirking. “Women can’t even get their mouths around it.”

I’ve always wondered if he was full of shit.

Now, here we are, the last two left in the gym. The air feels charged, heavy with unspoken tension. I’m leaning against the wall near the showers, pretending to check my phone, but I’m acutely aware of every step he takes. Finally, he emerges from the weight room, his gym bag slung over one shoulder. He spots me and raises an eyebrow.

“You closing up too?” he asks, his voice casual, but there’s a hint of something else there—curiosity, maybe?

“Yeah,” I lie smoothly. “Just grabbing my water bottle. Forgot it earlier.”

He nods, his gaze flicking down to my lips for a second before he looks away. “Well, I’m heading out. See you tomorrow, Ryan.”

“Yeah,” I say, my voice catching slightly. “See you.”

But as he turns to leave, something snaps inside me. I’ve spent months fantasizing about this moment, about proving him wrong. I can’t let him walk away without calling his bluff.

“Aaron,” I call out, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart.

He stops, turning back with a questioning look.

“What was it you said? About no one being able to handle your... size?” I ask, my tone playful but laced with challenge.

His eyes narrow, and a slow smirk spreads across his face. “You’ve been listening in on my conversations, huh?”

I shrug, feeling a rush of adrenaline. “Maybe. But I’m not just anyone, Aaron. And I’m not a woman.”

His smirk grows, and he takes a step closer, his presence overwhelming. “Oh yeah? And what makes you think you can handle it?”

I meet his gaze, my heart racing. “Why don’t you find out?”

For a moment, we just stand there, the air crackling between us. Then, without another word, he tosses his gym bag onto a bench and starts unbuttoning his shirt. My breath hitches as he reveals his chiseled chest, every muscle defined under his tanned skin. He kicks off his sneakers, then steps out of his shorts, letting them drop to the floor.

And there it is.

His cock is even more impressive than I remembered. Thick, veiny, and impossibly long, it hangs heavy between his legs, the head already glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters, and I feel my own cock twitch in my shorts.

Aaron catches me staring and chuckles, a deep, rumbling sound. “You sure about this, Ryan? You’re not gonna chicken out?”

I shake my head, my confidence surging. “I’m sure.”

Without another word, I drop to my knees, the cold tiles biting into my skin. Aaron’s cock is at eye level, and I reach out, wrapping my hand around the base. It’s warm, pulsing with life, and I can feel his sharp intake of breath.

“Fuck,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire.

I lean forward, pressing my lips to the head of his cock. It’s salty and musky, and I lick a stripe up the underside, savoring the taste of him. Aaron groans, his hands coming to rest on my shoulders, his fingers digging into my skin.

“Shit, Ryan...”

I take him deeper, inch by inch, my lips stretching around his thickness. He’s so big, but I’m determined to take it all. I hollow my cheeks, sucking gently as I slide my mouth down his shaft, my nose brushing against his coarse pubic hair.

“Fuck... you’re... good,” he pants, his voice strained.

I hum in response, the vibration sending shivers through him. I pull back, my lips sliding up his length, then push forward again, taking him as deep as I can. He hits the back of my throat, and I relax, letting him fill me completely.

Aaron’s hands tangle in my hair, holding me in place as he begins to thrust, slow and steady. “Shit... you’re... fucking... amazing...”

I moan around his cock, the sound muffled but full of need. I love the way he tastes, the way he feels stretching my mouth. I use my tongue to swirl around the head, teasing the sensitive spot just beneath the ridge.

“Ryan... I’m... close...”

I don’t respond, just increase the suction, bobbing my head faster. Aaron’s hips snap forward, his cock throbbing in my mouth. With a deep groan, he comes, his cum shooting down my throat in hot, thick pulses. I swallow greedily, milking every last drop from him.

When he’s finally spent, I pull off him, licking my lips slowly. Aaron’s chest is heaving, his eyes glazed with pleasure.

“Fuck,” he breathes, staring down at me. “You... weren’t kidding.”

I grin, standing up and stepping closer to him. My cock is aching, straining against my shorts, and I can see the hunger return to his eyes.

“Not done yet,” I murmur, reaching for the waistband of my shorts.

Aaron’s gaze darkens, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Oh, I’m just getting started.”

I kick off my shorts, letting them fall to the floor, and step closer to him. His eyes roam over my body, taking in my lean frame, my own hardness jutting out from a nest of dark curls.

“On your knees,” he commands, his voice rough with desire.

I hesitate for a fraction of a second, but the look in his eyes is irresistible. I drop to my knees again, this time in front of him, and reach for his cock. It’s still semi-hard, the head glistening with a mix of cum and shower water.

“Suck me again,” he orders, his hand tangling in my hair.

I obey, wrapping my lips around him once more, but this time, I’m not gentle. I suck hard, my tongue flicking against the underside as I take him deep. Aaron groans, his hips thrusting into my mouth, his cock swelling back to full hardness.

“Fuck... yeah... like that...”

I moan around his cock, the sound vibrating against his length. I love the way he tastes, the way he feels filling my mouth. But my own need is building, my cock throbbing with every thrust of his hips.

“Aaron... I need...”

He pulls out of my mouth, his breath coming in short gasps. “What do you need, Ryan?”

I look up at him, my eyes pleading. “I need you to fuck me.”

His eyes widen, a mix of surprise and lust flashing across his face. But he doesn’t hesitate. He reaches for the body wash on the nearby shelf, squeezing a generous amount into his hand.

“Get up and turn around,” he growls, his voice thick with desire.

I do as he says, standing and turning to face the shower wall. The tiles are cold against my chest, and I brace myself, spreading my legs slightly. Behind me, I hear the sound of Aaron’s hand sliding over his cock, the slick sound of lube coating his length.

“Ready?” he asks, his voice a low rumble against my ear.

“Yeah,” I breathe, my heart pounding.

I feel the head of his cock press against my entrance, and I tense, my body instinctively resisting the intrusion. But Aaron is patient, his hand on my hip as he pushes in slowly, inch by inch.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my neck. “Let me in.”

I take a deep breath, focusing on the stretch, the burn. Slowly, he slides deeper, his thickness filling me, pushing past my limits. I can feel every vein, every ridge of his cock, and I groan, my head falling forward.

“Fuck... you’re so big...”

“Shh,” he soothes, his hand stroking my back. “You’re doing great.”

Finally, he’s fully sheathed inside me, his hips pressed against my ass. I can feel his cock pulsing, his balls resting against my skin.

“Move,” I whisper, my voice hoarse with need.

Aaron doesn’t need to be told twice. He pulls back, then thrusts forward, his hips snapping against mine. The sound of skin on skin fills the shower, the rhythm steady and relentless.

“Fuck... yeah... like that...”

I moan, my hands gripping the edge of the shower bench, my body trembling with each thrust. Aaron’s cock is hitting my prostate with every stroke, sending waves of pleasure through me.

“Harder,” I beg, my voice breaking.

He obliges, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. The shower wall is cold against my chest, but my skin is on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release.

“Aaron... I’m... close...”

“Me too,” he grunts, his voice strained. “Fuck... you’re so tight...”

I can feel his cock swelling inside me, his balls drawing up tight against his body. With a deep groan, he comes, his cock pulsing as he
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