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Welcome

Thank you for picking up Straight to Bottom: The Complete Collection.

I'm honored you've chosen to spend some time with my characters. If you enjoy emotional tension, unforgettable romance, and stories that keep you turning the page, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my free AFTER DARK Club to receive exclusive content, sneak peeks, new release announcements, and the monthly AFTER DARK Magazine.

Visit:
www.writebookspublishing.com/after-dark-club
Remember.... it’s 100% FREE!

Now, let's meet the guys!

— Alexander Grant
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Chapter 1
Sarah's tongue traced patterns along my shaft as I lay back on our bed, my fingers tangled in her blonde hair. The ceiling fan whirred above us, casting shadows across her naked back as she worked me with practiced expertise. Three years together had taught her exactly how to drive me wild, how to edge me until I was begging for release.

"God, Sarah," I groaned, my hips bucking upward as she took me deeper into her throat. Her hands roamed over my thighs, squeezing the muscles I'd built through countless hours at Ironworks Gym.

Then she did something different. Something new.

As she continued to suck and stroke, one of her hands drifted lower, cupping my balls before sliding further back. I tensed as her finger circled my entrance, a territory we'd never explored before. Sarah had always been adventurous, but this was uncharted territory for us.

"Relax, baby," she murmured, pulling back slightly to look up at me with those blue eyes I'd fallen for years ago. "Just trust me."

I did trust her. With everything. So I forced myself to relax as her finger pressed inward, slowly breaching the tight ring of muscle. The sensation was strange—intense, foreign, yet somehow electrifying. My cock twitched against her tongue as she found that spot inside me, that magical button I didn't even know I had.

"Oh fuck," I gasped as she began to massage it rhythmically, her mouth working my shaft in perfect sync with the pressure building deep inside me. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced—waves of pleasure radiating from a place I'd never associated with sexual release. My balls tightened, my toes curled, and suddenly I was exploding.

"Sarah—oh god—I can't—"

The orgasm hit me like a freight train, so intense and unexpected that I couldn't warn her. I came hard, flooding her mouth with thick streams as my entire body convulsed with pleasure. It was different from any climax I'd had before—deeper, more profound, almost overwhelming in its intensity.

Sarah swallowed everything, then pulled back with a satisfied grin as she slowly withdrew her finger. "Well," she said, wiping her mouth. "That was new."

I couldn't speak, couldn't move. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, my mind reeling from what had just happened. I'd never orgasmed like that in my life—so powerful, so consuming. And it had come from her touching me there.

Before I could fully process it, I was hard again. Painfully so. The need to reclaim control, to prove my masculinity, overwhelmed me. I flipped Sarah onto her stomach, entering her from behind in one swift motion.

"Andrew!" she cried out as I began thrusting with an urgency that bordered on desperation. I fucked her fast and hard, my movements fueled by confusion and a desperate need to understand what had just happened to me. My mind raced even as my body took over—images of men from the gym flashing through my thoughts as I pounded into Sarah.

When I came again, it was with a guttural cry that sounded more like panic than pleasure. I collapsed against her back, my heart racing, my mind a jumbled mess of conflicting emotions.

After a moment, I pulled out and rolled off her, the silence between us suddenly heavy with unspoken questions. I needed space, needed to think, needed to understand what was happening to me.

"Be right back," I mumbled, heading to the bathroom.

I cleaned myself with toilet paper, avoiding my reflection in the mirror. My hands shook slightly as I pulled on my jockstrap, then my gym shorts and tank top. The routine was familiar, comforting, but tonight it felt different—like I was putting on a costume, pretending to be a man I wasn't sure I was anymore.

"I'm heading to the gym," I called out to Sarah, grabbing my keys from the counter.

"At this hour?" she asked, appearing in the doorway with the sheet wrapped around her. "Andrew, are you okay?"

"Fine," I lied, avoiding her eyes. "Just need to work off some energy."

As I drove to Ironworks, my mind kept replaying the orgasm—the intensity, the source of it, the way my body had responded. And despite my best efforts to focus on Sarah, on our life together, my thoughts kept drifting to the gym, to the men I'd see there, to the possibility that maybe—just maybe—there was a part of me I'd never explored before.

Chapter 2

The parking lot at Ironworks was nearly empty when I arrived at 11:30 PM. Only a handful of cars scattered across the vast expanse of asphalt. Perfect. I needed the solitude tonight, needed the familiar clang of weights and the burn of muscle to quiet the chaos in my mind.

The front desk attendant barely looked up as I swiped my membership card. "Late night," he grunted.

"Yeah, couldn't sleep," I replied, already moving toward the locker room.

I changed quickly, my movements efficient and practiced. The gym was deserted as I made my way to the free weights section, the only sounds the hum of the ventilation system and the distant thud of someone's footsteps on the treadmill upstairs.

I started with chest presses, positioning myself beneath the bar. The mirrors lining the wall reflected my form—muscles tensing, veins bulging, sweat beginning to bead on my forehead. I'd worked hard for this body, hours of dedication shaping it into something I was proud of. But tonight, as I watched myself lift, I saw something different—a vulnerability I hadn't noticed before, a question in my eyes that hadn't been there this morning.

After three sets, I moved to dumbbell flyes, lying back on the bench and bringing the weights together above my chest. My mind kept drifting back to Sarah, to the unexpected intensity of that orgasm, to the way my body had responded to her touch in a place I'd never associated with pleasure.

I was so lost in thought that I didn't notice him until he spoke.

"Mind if I work in?"

I sat up abruptly, startled. He was standing beside my bench, and my eyes immediately traveled downward. He wasn't wearing a shirt—just low-rise gym shorts that sat dangerously low on his hips, revealing the sharp V-lines that pointed toward what I couldn't help but imagine.

"Uh, sure," I managed, my voice coming out rougher than intended.

He nodded his thanks, adding more weight to the dumbbells I'd been using. As he lay back on the bench, I found myself watching the way his abs contracted with each movement, the light sheen of sweat highlighting every defined muscle. His shorts rode even lower as he positioned himself, revealing a dark trail of hair that disappeared beneath the waistband.

I quickly looked away, focusing on my water bottle like it was the most fascinating thing I'd ever seen.

"I'm Tony, by the way," he said between reps.

"Andrew."

"Good to meet you, Andrew. Haven't seen you here this late before."

"Usually come in the mornings," I replied, still avoiding his gaze. "Just needed to burn off some energy tonight."

Tony finished his set and sat up, muscles glistening under the fluorescent lights. "Yeah, I get that. Sometimes you just need to push yourself until your mind goes blank."

Our eyes met then, and I felt a jolt of something—recognition, attraction, I wasn't sure what. His were brown, almost black in the dim lighting, and they seemed to see right through me.

"Well, I'm done with chest," I said, standing abruptly. "Moving on to legs."

I spent the next forty minutes pushing myself through squats and lunges, acutely aware of Tony's presence nearby. He was working on shoulders now, and the mirror gave me an unobstructed view of his back as he raised dumbbells overhead. The muscles rippled beneath his skin, tapering down to a narrow waist and those damn shorts that kept riding lower with each movement.

By the time I finished, my muscles were trembling with exhaustion and my mind was anything but blank. I grabbed my towel and headed for the showers, needing to wash away the sweat and these confusing new thoughts.

The shower area was empty except for Tony, who was already standing under one of the showerheads across from me. The showers at Ironworks were open—no privacy stalls, just a row of heads along tiled walls. I'd never given it much thought before, but tonight it felt... intimate.

I turned on the water, keeping my back to him as I soaped up. But I couldn't resist glancing over, couldn't stop myself from looking.

Tony was facing away from me, and my eyes were immediately drawn to his ass—two perfectly rounded muscular globes that flexed as he shifted his weight. Water cascaded down his back, following the curve of his spine and disappearing into the cleft between his cheeks.

I felt myself growing hard, my body responding despite my mind's protest. My thoughts flashed back to Sarah's finger inside me, to the overwhelming pleasure that had ripped through me. I wondered if Tony had ever experienced that, if anyone had ever touched him there, if he'd ever—

"What the hell is wrong with me?" I muttered under my breath, turning away quickly.

I finished my shower in record time, my movements clumsy as I tried to ignore the erection I couldn't seem to control. I dried off and dressed without looking back at him, my heart pounding with a mixture of shame and desire I didn't understand.

As I left the locker room, Tony called out, "See you around, Andrew."

I didn't trust myself to speak, just nodded as I practically fled the gym. The cool night air did little to calm the fire burning inside me, a fire that had nothing to do with my workout and everything to do with a pair of low-rise shorts and a question I wasn't ready to answer.

Chapter 3

The house was dark when I got home, save for the small nightlight Sarah kept in the hallway. I could hear her soft snores from our bedroom as I quietly closed the front door behind me. My heart was still pounding from the gym, from the shower, from the image of Tony's naked body that was burned into my memory.

I needed another shower. I knew I'd just washed off at Ironworks, but I couldn't go to bed like this—couldn't sleep next to Sarah with these thoughts racing through my mind, with my body still humming with an unfamiliar energy.

The bathroom door clicked shut behind me, and I twisted the lock. For a moment, I just stood there in the darkness, listening to the sound of my own breathing. Then I flipped on the light and turned on the water, adjusting the temperature until steam began to fill the small room.

As I stepped under the spray, my mind immediately went back to Tony. It's just admiration, I told myself. I appreciate his dedication, his work ethic. That's all. Just two guys who take fitness seriously. Nothing weird about that.

But then the image of him in the shower returned—those muscular globes, the water running down the cleft of his cheeks, the sweat glistening on his skin from our workout. What would he smell like up close? I wondered. Not just clean from the shower, but fresh from a workout—all musky and masculine and...

"STOP IT!" I muttered, shaking my head as if I could physically dislodge these thoughts. "This is crazy."

I looked down and saw that I was rock hard, my dick standing at angry attention against my stomach. The head was dark red, almost purple, with a bead of fluid glistening at the tip. My body was betraying me, responding to thoughts I couldn't admit even to myself.

I reached for the body wash, pouring a generous amount into my palm. As I soaped up, my hand moved to my cock, wrapping around the shaft. The first stroke sent electricity through me, and I leaned against the tiled wall for support. I began to stroke myself, faster and faster, trying to find release, trying to quiet these thoughts with the familiar comfort of my own hand.

But it wasn't enough. Something was missing. That intensity, that overwhelming pleasure I'd experienced with Sarah—when she'd touched me there.

Her finger. Inside me.

The thought made me hesitate, my hand stilling on my cock. Should I? Could I? I made sure my index finger was thoroughly coated with soap, the slick lather making it slippery and smooth. Bending forward slightly, bracing one hand against the wall, I reached behind myself.

My finger circled my entrance tentatively, and I tensed at the unfamiliar sensation. Slowly, carefully, I pressed inward. To my surprise, it slid in easily with minimal pain, the soap providing more than enough lubrication. There was a slight stretch, a strange fullness, but it wasn't unpleasant.

I began to move my finger experimentally, mimicking what Sarah had done. In and out, slowly at first, then with more confidence. The sensation was peculiar—not painful, but not particularly pleasurable either. Not until—

Oh god.

I hit it. That same spot Sarah had found. The prostate. Stars exploded behind my eyes as waves of pleasure radiated through me, starting deep inside and spreading outward until my entire body tingled. My cock leaked, a steady stream of clear fluid dripping onto the shower floor.

I started jacking off faster, my hand flying over my shaft as I continued to fuck myself with my finger. Each brush against that spot sent another jolt of pleasure through me, building and building until I was teetering on the edge.

"Fuck—fuck—FUCK!"

The orgasm hit me like a physical blow, so intense that my knees buckled. I came hard, thick streams of cum splashing against the shower wall as I struggled to stay upright. My entire body convulsed with pleasure, more intense than anything I'd experienced on my own.

I stood there for a long time afterward, breathing heavily, my forehead pressed against the cool tiles. Cum dripped down the wall in milky rivulets, and my finger was still buried deep inside me. Slowly, carefully, I pulled it out and looked at it. It was surprisingly clean, just a trace of soap.

Without thinking, I brought it to my nose and inhaled. The smell was intoxicating—musky and primal and somehow erotic. Dirty but sensual. I wondered if Tony's ass would smell like that if I—

"STOP IT!" I said aloud, this time more forcefully. "What the hell is wrong with you?"

But even as I tried to push the thought away, another question surfaced, more alarming than the first: "oh my God... what has Sarah done to me?"

Chapter 4

The gym was nearly deserted again when I arrived the next night, just like I'd hoped. And just like I'd feared, Tony was already there, working his way through a set of bicep curls. My heart did that stupid little flip it seemed to do whenever I saw him now.

I'd dressed differently tonight. No shirt. Just low-rise shorts that sat on my hips. What the hell am I doing? I asked myself as I walked toward the locker room. Is this for Tony? No, that's ridiculous. It only because it's easier to work out in, less restrictive. That's all.

When I emerged, Tony was finishing his set. His eyes swept over me, lingering for a moment on my bare chest before meeting my gaze. "Decided to join the shirtless club, huh?" he said with a grin.

He was dressed similarly—no shirt, just short shorts that barely contained his muscular thighs. The sight of him made my mouth go dry.

"Yeah, thought I'd try something different," I replied, trying to sound casual as I set up at the bench press station next to him.

We worked out together this time, spotting each other through various exercises. The conversation flowed easily between us—just bro talk, the kind of thing guys discuss at the gym.

"You got a girlfriend?" Tony asked as he added more weight to the bar for me.

"Yeah, Sarah. Three years now. You?"

"Nah, been single for about six months. Broke up with my ex. She couldn't handle how much time I spend here." He gestured around the gym. "What about you? Sarah cool with you coming here so late?"

"She's usually asleep by now. I'm a night owl anyway." I positioned myself under the bar. "What do you do when you're not here?"

"Construction. You?"

"Accounting," I grunted as I pushed the bar up. "Boring stuff."

We talked about hobbies, about chicks we thought were hot at the gym, about our workout routines. All the normal things guys discuss. But every time Tony leaned close, I could smell his sweat—that masculine, primal scent from his underarms as he lifted weights. And every time, my dick twitched in response.

"Your turn," he said after finishing his set, wiping down the bench.

I lay back on the bench, the cool leather a welcome relief against my overheated skin. Tony moved to stand over me, his feet planted on either side of the bench, ready to spot. As I reached up to grab the bar, my eyes traveled up his legs. His shorts were loose, and from this angle, looking up...

Oh god.

I could see everything. The loose leg opening gave me a perfect view right up his shorts. I saw his beautiful sack, hanging low, and what looked like a large penis, even soft. The sight was mesmerizing, forbidden.

I couldn't stop staring. My eyes were glued to the sight, my mouth slightly open. And my dick twitched again, harder this time, a definite throb against the fabric of my own shorts.

Oh my god, what is wrong with me? I thought, finally tearing my eyes away as Tony cleared his throat. I'm checking out another guy's junk in the middle of the gym.

"You gonna lift or just stare at the ceiling all night?" Tony asked, but there was a smirk in his voice.

"Sorry," I mumbled, my face flushing as I gripped the bar and began my reps.

The rest of the workout passed in a blur of conflicting emotions. I was hyper-aware of every touch, every glance, every casual brush of our bodies as we moved around each other. By the time we finished, I was exhausted—not just from the physical exertion, but from the mental gymnastics I'd been performing all night.

As we gathered our things, Tony smirked at me. "Wanna hit the sauna together? Don't want our muscles to get sore."

The invitation hung between us, loaded with possibilities I wasn't ready to explore. But I found myself nodding anyway. "Sure," I heard myself say. "Why not?"

Chapter 5

The sauna was already warm when I entered, a wave of dry heat hitting me like a physical blow. Tony was already there, sitting on the top bench with a small white towel wrapped around his waist. The sauna was small; the wood was slick with condensation, and the air was thick with the scent of cedar and sweat.

"Saved you a spot," he said, patting the space next to him.

The bench wasn't that wide. There was no way to sit without our thighs touching. I hesitated for a moment, then climbed up and settled in beside him. Our skin made contact, warm and slightly damp, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me.

"Fuck, it's hot in here," I said, trying to sound casual.

"That's the point," Tony replied with a grin. "Loosen up those muscles."

We sat in silence for a few minutes, the heat enveloping us, sweat beading on our chests and running down our temples. I could feel every point of contact between us—thighs, shoulders, arms. It was intoxicating and terrifying all at once.

"So, accounting," Tony said finally, breaking the silence. "That must be... interesting."

"It pays the bills," I replied, trying to keep my eyes fixed on the opposite wall. "What about construction? Must be tough work."

"Tough but satisfying. Building something with your hands, you know?" He shifted slightly, and our thighs pressed together more firmly. "Plus, keeps me in shape."

"No doubt about that," I said before I could stop myself.

Tony laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that seemed to vibrate through my entire body. "Yeah, well, you're not so bad yourself. Been working hard."

The conversation drifted then, moving from jobs to the frustrations of daily life. I could feel the tension building, a different kind of heat than the one emanating from the sauna's stones.

"Man, I'm telling you," Tony said, leaning his head back against the wood. "This dry spell is killing me. Haven't been with anyone since the ex. It's like all the decent chicks have either moved away or are already taken."

He shifted again, and the movement drew my eyes to the defined muscles of his stomach. "You're lucky, man. Having Sarah waiting for you at home. Must be nice to just... you know. Get it when you need it."

I swallowed hard, the heat in the room suddenly feeling ten degrees hotter. "Yeah, I guess. I mean, it's not like it's constant or anything."

"Anything's better than nothing," Tony grumbled, adjusting his towel. "I swear, my balls are about to turn blue. It's been way too long."

The confession, so blunt and crude, hung in the steamy air. It felt like an opening, a door I could either walk through or slam shut. I thought of the night before, of Sarah's finger, of the earth-shattering orgasm that had turned my world upside down. I thought of the image of Tony in the shower, of the way my body had responded.

"Nah, she's pretty understanding. As long as I don't neglect her completely." I paused, the words catching in my throat. I took a breath, the humid air thick in my lungs. "We had some... interesting sex the other night."

Tony raised an eyebrow. "Oh yeah? How so?"

I felt my face flush, but I pushed on. "She was, you know, going down on me, and she... well, she put a finger inside me."

I expected shock, or disgust, or at least surprise. Instead, Tony just nodded. "Fuck yeah, dude. My ex did that. It was awesome."

I stared at him. "Really?"

"Hell yeah. First time she did it, I came so hard I thought I was going to pass out." He shifted again, and I couldn't help but notice that his towel seemed to be... tenting. "She called it 'milking the prostate' or some shit. All I know is, it felt fucking incredible."

The confession hung in the steamy air between us, and I felt my own dick begin to respond. My towel was growing tight, and there was nothing I could do to hide it.

"Yeah," I said, my voice rougher than I intended. "That's... exactly what happened to me."

We sat there for a moment, both of us semi-hard under our towels, the sexual tension thick enough to cut with a knife. I could feel the heat radiating off his body, smell his sweat mixed with the cedar scent of the sauna.

Tony looked at me then, really looked at me, and his eyes were dark with something I couldn't quite identify. He slowly leaned in, just a fraction of an inch, but it was enough to make my heart pound against my ribs.

The sexual tension was unbearable. I wanted him to close the distance, wanted to know what his lips would feel like against mine, wanted...

"Uh, well, I gotta go," I blurted out, scrambling to stand up. "It’s fucking hot in here. Seeya round?"

My dick was tenting my towel, obvious and embarrassing. I knew Tony could see it, but I didn't care—I just needed to get out of there before I did something I'd regret.

"Seeya dude" Tony replied, but I was already out the door.

I quickly got dressed and grabbed my stuff from the locker room without even stopping to shower, my movements clumsy and urgent. I was half-hard the entire time, my mind racing with what had almost happened, with what I'd almost let happen.

By the time I got home, I was a mess of conflicting emotions—guilt, desire, confusion, and a nagging sense that I'd just run away from something important.

Chapter 6

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and racing thoughts. I walked into the house not with quiet caution, but with a restless energy that made me feel like a stranger in my own home. Sarah was asleep, her breathing soft and even from our bedroom, but tonight the sound offered no comfort. It was just a reminder of the life I was supposed to be living, the life that felt like it was slipping through my fingers.

I didn't bother with the lights in the bathroom. I just stripped off my clothes, the fabric feeling rough and irritating against my sensitized skin. My dick was painfully hard, a rigid, angry-looking arch against my stomach. I couldn't stop thinking about the sauna. The heat, the sweat, the way Tony's voice had dropped when he confessed to liking the same thing I did. And his towel... tenting just like mine. The memory of his dick and balls swinging freely as he spotted me flashed through my mind, and my cock throbbed in response.

What the fuck is happening to me? I thought, stepping into the shower and turning the water on full blast. The cold spray hit me like a thousand needles, but it did nothing to cool the fire burning inside me.

I soaped up my hands, the lather thick and slick. My fingers closed around my shaft, and I began to stroke, my movements slow at first, then faster. I tried to think of Sarah, of her breasts, of her mouth, but the image kept dissolving, replaced by Tony's muscular globes, the weight of his sack I'd seen up his shorts, the sheer size of him. I need to stop this, I thought desperately, but my lust was a tidal wave, overpowering every rational objection.

My soapy hand drifted lower, circling my entrance before a finger slid inside. I relished the sensation, the familiar pressure against my prostate, but it wasn't enough. It was too small, too... me. I wondered what something bigger would feel like. Something like... Tony.

The thought was so electric, so forbidden, that my eyes snapped open. They landed on the shower caddy, and specifically on Sarah's slim, boutique shampoo bottle. It was sleek and tapered, made of dark purple glass, wider at the base and narrowing to a rounded tip. It was perfect.

At this point, I was
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