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The Locker Room Look
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I stepped into the locker room, my towel slung casually around my waist, the cool air sending a shiver down my spine. It had been a grueling workout, and I was ready to hit the showers. The familiar scent of sweat and musk filled my nostrils as I made my way to my usual locker. I paused mid-stride, sensing something different in the atmosphere. A quick glance around confirmed my suspicion.

There he was, a man I had never noticed before, his gaze locked onto me with an intensity that made my stomach flutter. His eyes, a deep emerald green, held a mixture of curiosity and raw desire. He was tall, built like a Greek god, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline. Dark hair, slightly damp from his own workout, framed his face, and a light stubble covered his strong jaw. I recognized the look in his eyes; it was one of hunger, and for a moment, I felt a strange mix of excitement and unease.

I averted my gaze, pretending to focus on opening my locker, but my heart was racing. I felt his eyes burning into my back, and a part of me wanted to turn around and confront him. Was he flirting with me? The thought sent a jolt of electricity through my body. I had always considered myself straight, but something about this man's bold stare ignited a fire within me.

As I bent down to retrieve my shower kit, I caught a glimpse of him in the mirror. He was still watching, his eyes now roaming over my exposed back and shoulders. I felt exposed, yet strangely aroused. My breath quickened as I realized I was enjoying the attention, despite my initial confusion. I stood up, my towel still securely in place, and decided to test the waters. I turned, facing him directly, and smiled, a silent challenge in my eyes.

His reaction was immediate. A slow, seductive smile spread across his face, and he took a step forward, closing the distance between us. "You're quite a sight, you know," he said, his voice low and husky. I felt my cheeks warm, but I held my ground. I wanted to understand this sudden attraction, this pull I felt towards him.

"Thanks," I managed to reply, my voice steady despite the turmoil within. "I could say the same about you." His eyes widened slightly at my bold response, and he took another step, closing the gap further. I could smell his scent now, a mix of sweat and a subtle cologne, and it stirred something primal inside me.

Just as I was about to speak again, someone else entered the locker room, breaking the spell. The man, sensing the interruption, gave me one last lingering look before turning away. I watched him walk towards the showers, his confident stride leaving me breathless. My heart was pounding, and I realized I was rock hard, my erection pressing against the towel. What the hell just happened?

I quickly gathered my things, my mind racing. I needed to get home, to process what had just occurred. As I stepped into the shower at home, the hot water cascading over my body, I couldn't shake the image of that man's intense gaze. I closed my eyes, letting the steam envelop me, and began to explore my newfound curiosity.

Running my hands over my chest, I could almost feel his eyes on me again. I pinched my nipples, twisting them gently, and a low groan escaped my lips. I was getting turned on by the memory, by the thought of being desired by another man. It was a revelation, one that both excited and scared me.

My hands traveled lower, and I grabbed the soap, lathering it between my palms. I brought the suds to my underarms, rubbing them, and inhaled deeply. The scent of my own musk filled my senses, and I found myself liking it. I licked my fingers, tasting my own saltiness, and my cock twitched in response. This was new territory for me, but I was determined to explore.

With one hand, I reached behind, my fingers gently probing my hole. I bit my lip as I felt the slight pressure, and my breath quickened. This was something I had never done before, but it felt so damn good. I pushed a finger inside, slowly at first, and then deeper, my body relaxing into the sensation. I was fucking myself with my own finger, and the thought of it made me even harder.

The pleasure was intense, and I wanted more. I reached for the shampoo bottle, my hand closing around the slender container. It was perfect, just the right size. I positioned it at my entrance and slowly pushed, feeling myself stretch to accommodate it. The sensation was incredible, and I started to thrust, fucking myself with the bottle, imagining it was that man's thick cock pounding into me.

I could hear my own grunts and moans echoing in the shower, and the sound only fueled my desire. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body on fire. I withdrew the bottle and replaced it with two fingers, scissoring them inside me, hitting that sweet spot that had me seeing stars. My free hand reached for my throbbing cock, but I stopped just short of touching it. I wanted to hold off, to prolong this exquisite torture.

The pressure built, my body coiling tighter and tighter, until I couldn't take it anymore. With a loud cry, I came, my cum shooting in hot streams, coating the shower walls, the floor, and even my own chest. I was spent, my body shaking from the force of my orgasm. I leaned against the cool tiles, my breath ragged, and realized I had never felt anything like this before.

As I stood there, the water washing away the evidence of my release, I knew my life had changed in that locker room. I had discovered a new side to myself, one that craved the touch and desire of another man. I smiled, thinking of the mysterious stranger, and wondered if our paths would cross again. But for now, I was content with the memory of his gaze, and the promise of more self-discovery to come.

Little did I know, this was just the beginning of a journey that would push the boundaries of my sexuality and open doors to pleasures I had never imagined.
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The Late-Night Video
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It was one of those nights where sleep evaded me, and my mind was restless. I found myself aimlessly scrolling through the internet, clicking on random links, hoping to find something to pass the time. Little did I know that one innocent click would lead me down a path of self-discovery and intense pleasure.

My name is Aaron, a 21-year-old guy with a typical life. I had always considered myself straight, never questioning my sexuality. Girls had always been my focus, and I had my fair share of experiences with them. But that night, something unexpected happened.

As I scrolled through a video-sharing website, my curiosity got the better of me. I clicked on a thumbnail that seemed intriguing—two muscular men embracing, their bodies glistening with sweat. I thought it might be a workout video, something to inspire my fitness journey. But as the video began to play, I realized my mistake.

The scene unfolded before me, and my heart raced. It was a gay porn video, and the sight of two men passionately kissing sent a jolt through my body. I should have clicked away, but something held me captive. It wasn't just the physical act that intrigued me; it was the raw emotion and desire I saw in their eyes.

I watched as the men undressed each other, their hands exploring every inch of skin. Their muscles flexed with each touch, and I found myself admiring their athleticism. One of the men, with dark hair and a chiseled jaw, reminded me of myself in a way. He had a confident air about him, and his eyes held a mysterious spark.

As the video progressed, I felt a strange sensation in my groin. My breath quickened, and I realized I was aroused. I had never felt this way before, not from watching porn. My curiosity grew, and I decided to explore this newfound fascination.

I paused the video, my eyes fixated on the frozen image of the two men, their bodies intertwined. My hand drifted down to my crotch, and I felt the bulge in my boxers. I was rock hard, and a surge of excitement coursed through me. I had to know what this felt like, to explore my body in a way I never had.

With trembling fingers, I unbuttoned my pajama pants and slid them down my legs. My cock sprang free, already leaking pre-cum. It stood tall and proud, an impressive 11 inches, a fact I had always been secretly proud of. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling the heat and hardness.

I started stroking slowly, my eyes still glued to the paused video. My other hand began to wander, exploring my body as if for the first time. I pinched my nipples, rolling them between my fingers, and a soft moan escaped my lips. I had no idea how sensitive they were.

The scent of my arousal filled my nostrils, and I leaned in, sniffing my underarms. The musky smell was intoxicating, and
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