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Working Out With My Stepbrother
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I could feel the tension building between us with every rep, every drop of sweat that rolled down our bare chests. It was just Connor and me, stepbrothers for the past two years, hitting the home gym like we did every Saturday morning. Our parents had married when we were both in college, and since then, we'd become workout buddies, pushing each other to the limit. Connor, the older and more experienced of the two, was a gym rat with a body to prove it. Every muscle on his tall frame was defined, from his broad shoulders to his thick, powerful thighs. He had this intense, focused look on his face as he lifted, and his brown hair was always messy, sticking to his forehead as he sweated.

As for me, Brody, I was no slouch either. At 21, I had the lean, muscular build of a frat boy, always ready for a good time. My blond hair was cropped short, and I liked to think I held my own next to Connor. We were competitive as hell, always trying to outdo each other, whether it was bench-pressing or cardio.

Today's workout was particularly intense. We'd started with some light stretching, our hands on each other's shoulders, feeling the warmth of our bare skin. I couldn't help but notice how good Connor's body felt against mine, his muscles firm and taut. As we moved through the stretches, our breath coming out in hot pants, I felt a stirring in my groin that had nothing to do with the workout.

"You're getting sloppy, little bro," Connor teased, his voice deep and raspy as he pushed me into a deeper stretch. "Can't keep up with the big boys?"

I grunted, feeling my dick twitch at the playful insult. "Just warming up, big guy. Don't want to pull anything before the real workout starts."

We moved to the bench press, setting up the weights. Connor stood close behind me as he always did, spotting me. I could feel his breath on the back of my neck, and when I glanced over my shoulder, our eyes locked for a moment. There was something in his gaze, a spark of interest that went beyond brotherly affection. I quickly looked away, focusing on the weights above me.

"One, two... keep going, Brody," he encouraged, his hands hovering near the bar, ready to catch it if I failed.

I pushed through the set, my arms shaking with exertion. As I lifted the bar for the final time, I felt Connor's hands on my hips, steadying me. His touch lingered for a second too long, and I shivered, a wave of pleasure washing over me.

"Damn, you're strong," he murmured, his hot breath tickling my ear.

I stood up, my heart pounding, and faced him. "All those years of lifting finally paying off."

Connor smirked, wiping the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand. "Yeah, well, let's see how you hold up in the next round."

The next part of our workout involved squats, and I couldn't help but admire Connor's perfect form as he descended, his ass flexing with each rep. I tried to focus on my own routine, but my eyes kept straying to his powerful body. When it was my turn, I felt his eyes on me, watching my muscles strain.

"Lower, Brody, you can go deeper," he urged, his voice husky.

I pushed myself, squatting until my thighs were parallel to the ground. The position left me vulnerable, and I felt exposed, my cock straining against my shorts. I looked up to see Connor's eyes locked on my crotch, a hungry look on his face. He quickly averted his gaze, but not before I caught that flash of desire.

The air in the gym felt thick with unspoken longing as we moved on to the pull-up bar. We took turns, our hands gripping the bar, fingers occasionally brushing against each other. Each time our skin made contact, I felt a jolt of electricity.

"You're killing it today, bro," I said, trying to keep my voice steady as I swung from the bar.

"Just getting warmed up," he replied, his eyes gleaming with challenge.

The competitive atmosphere was electric, but there was something more simmering beneath the surface. We finished our workout with a final set of crunches, our abs burning as we pushed through the pain. Lying on the mat, side by side, we were both drenched in sweat, our bodies glistening under the gym lights.

"Damn, that was intense," I panted, rolling onto my back and closing my eyes.

"Yeah, we crushed it," Connor agreed, his voice close to my ear as he lay beside me.

I felt his arm brush against mine, and then his hand was on my shoulder, giving it a playful squeeze. I opened my eyes to see him looking down at me, his expression unreadable.

"You know, Brody, we should cool off. Maybe hit the shower," he suggested, his voice low and seductive.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. "Yeah, good idea. I'm covered in sweat."

We stood and headed for the shower room, the tension between us palpable. As we stripped off our shorts, I caught a glimpse of Connor's thick, uncut cock, already half-hard. My own dick responded, growing heavy and eager. We stepped under the hot water, letting it cascade over our bodies, washing away the sweat and revealing smooth, hard muscle.

"Feels good, huh?" Connor said, closing his eyes and tilting his head back, letting the water run down his face.

"Yeah..." I agreed, my voice hoarse. I reached for the soap, lathering my hands and running them over my chest, down my abs, and finally, circling my stiffening cock.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Connor doing the same, his hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly. I bit my lip, torn between stealing glances at my stepbrother and focusing on my own pleasure. The hot water beat down on us, turning the shower into a steamy, sensual haven.

"Brody..." Connor's voice was rough as he watched me. "I've been wanting to do this for a while."

I looked up, my hand still pumping my dick. "Do what?" I asked, even though I had a pretty good idea.

He stepped closer, his hand leaving his cock to reach for mine. "This," he said, and before I could respond, he took my hand and guided it to his mouth, sucking my fingers into his wet heat.

A jolt of desire shot through me, and I groaned, closing my eyes as I felt his tongue swirl around my digits. When he released my fingers, I was breathless, my heart pounding. I looked into his dark eyes, seeing the same need reflected there that I felt.

"Fuck, Connor..." I whispered, stepping closer to him, our hard cocks pressing together.

He nodded, a silent agreement, and we kissed. It was a clash of mouths, tongues, and teeth, fueled by the competitive fire that always burned between us. Our hands roamed, exploring each other's bodies, slick with soap and water. I gripped his ass, pulling him against me, feeling the hard muscle of his buttocks in my palms.

Connor broke the kiss, his breath coming in hot pants. "Suck me, Brody," he demanded, his voice thick with desire.

I dropped to my knees, my hands still gripping his firm ass. I looked up at him, my blue eyes meeting his brown ones, and then I took him into my mouth, sucking his thick cock deep. He tasted salty and musky, and I reveled in the power I had over him as he moaned and cursed above me.

"Oh fuck, yes! Suck it, little bro," he growled, his hands tangling in my wet hair, urging me on.

I bobbed my head, taking him deep, my throat opening to accommodate his length. Connor's hips bucked, driving his cock down my throat, and I gagged around him, which only seemed to drive him wilder. I loved the power I held over this muscular man, my stepbrother, who was usually so controlled.

"I'm gonna cum, Brody!" he warned, his voice strained.

I pulled back, my lips leaving a trail of saliva on his shaft. "Not yet, big guy. My turn to get some pleasure."

I stood, and he looked at me with hooded eyes, his chest heaving. "What do you want, Brody?"

I pushed him against the shower wall, my lips finding his neck, sucking and biting gently. "I want you to fuck me," I whispered into his ear, my voice hoarse with need.

Connor's eyes widened, and he looked at me with a mixture of surprise and lust. "You sure, little bro? I don't want to hurt you."

I nodded, my hands sliding down his chest to grip his hard cock. "I'm sure. I want you inside me, Connor. I want to feel you pounding into me."

He swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing as he fought for control. "Fuck, yes. Get some lube, Brody. I don't want to wait."

I quickly rinsed off and stepped out of the shower, grabbing the lube from the cabinet. When I returned, Connor was leaning against the wall, his eyes smoldering with anticipation. I knelt before him, my heart pounding with excitement and nerves.

"Here, let me," I said, taking the lube and slicking my fingers. I reached behind me, preparing myself, one eye on Connor as I did so.

He watched, transfixed, as I pushed a finger into my own hole, gasping at the sensation. "Damn, Brody..."

"More?" I asked, looking up at him, my eyes daring him to say no.

"Yeah, more," he rasped, his cock twitching.

I added another finger, stretching myself, feeling the burn and pleasure of it. Connor's eyes were glued to my hand, his own hand gripping his dick tightly.

"Now, Connor," I whispered, removing my fingers and positioning myself. "Fuck me now."

He stepped forward, his hands on my hips, guiding his thick cock to my entrance. I looked up at him, my lips parted, and he thrust forward, filling me in one smooth motion. I gasped, my body adjusting to the invasion, and then I sighed, a mixture of pleasure and relief.

"Fuck, you feel so good, Brody," he groaned, his eyes closing as he began to move, his hips snapping forward, driving his cock deep into me.

I leaned back against the wall, my hands gripping his shoulders, and let him take control. Connor fucked me with long, powerful strokes, his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust. I watched him, mesmerized by the sight of his muscular body moving above me, his face contorted in pleasure.

"You like that, little bro? You like my dick inside you?" he grunted, his voice hoarse.

"Yeah, Connor, yes!" I cried out, my own cock throbbing with need. "Harder, fuck me harder!"

He obliged, pounding into me with abandon, his hips slamming against my ass, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I reached down, wrapping my hand around my aching cock, and began to stroke in time with his thrusts.

"Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I shouted, my body tensing as the orgasm built.

"Me too, Brody!" Connor grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Cum with me, little bro!"

I felt his cock swell inside me, and that was all it took. I came with a shout, my cum spurting over my hand and chest, my body shaking with the force of my release. Connor followed, his hips jerking as he filled my hole with his hot seed, his low moans echoing in the shower.

We stood there, breathless, for a moment, before Connor slowly withdrew, his softening cock slipping from my body. I turned, leaning against him, our hearts still racing.

"That was..." he began, but I placed a finger over his lips, shaking my head with a smile.

"I know," I said. "No need to say it. But I think we both know this won't be the last time."

He nodded, a lazy grin spreading across his face. "Guess we'll just have to make sure we keep up with our workouts, huh?"

I laughed, feeling a mixture of relief and excitement. Our relationship had just taken a wild turn, and I couldn't wait to see where it led us next. As we stepped out of the shower, I knew one thing for sure—working out with Connor would never be the same again.
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Andrew was always aware of his attraction to older men. At 18, his fantasies were filled with mature, rugged men who knew what they wanted and took it. So, when his mom started dating Joel, a silver fox with a chiseled body and an air of authority, Andrew found himself intrigued and unable to ignore the stirrings in his pants.

Joel was a successful businessman, confident and assertive. He had a commanding presence that drew people's attention when he walked into a room. His salt-and-pepper hair and deep-set eyes gave him a distinguished air, and his muscular frame suggested a man who took care of himself. Andrew's mom, a free-spirited artist, seemed smitten with Joel, and Andrew had to admit, he understood the appeal.

As Andrew's mom prepared for a week-long work trip, the tension in the house was palpable. Andrew caught Joel's eyes on him more than once, lingering glances that sent a shiver down his spine. He knew that this trip would be an opportunity to explore the forbidden desires that had been building between them.

The night before his mom's departure, Andrew offered to help her pack. As they folded clothes and organized her suitcase, Joel appeared in the doorway, a bottle of wine in hand. "Last night before I have the house to myself," he said, his voice deep and playful. "Thought we could all enjoy a glass of wine together."

Andrew's heart raced as he poured the wine, his eyes flicking between Joel and his mom. She smiled at the two of them, oblivious to the undercurrent of desire that had developed between her son and her boyfriend. "Cheers to a successful trip," she said, clinking her glass against theirs. "And to you two behaving yourselves while I'm gone." With a wink, she took a sip, leaving Andrew and Joel alone with their desires and a week of unsupervised opportunities.

The moment Andrew's mom drove off the next morning, the tension in the house escalated. Andrew felt his skin tingle with anticipation as he sensed Joel's eyes on him. They exchanged fleeting glances, stolen looks that spoke volumes.

Finally, unable to wait any longer, Andrew approached Joel, who was sitting in the living room, reading the newspaper. "Joel," he said, his voice cracking slightly. "Can we talk?"

Joel lowered the newspaper, his steely gaze fixing on Andrew. "Of course, Andrew. What's on your mind?"

Andrew's heart was hammering in his chest as he took a seat across from Joel. "I... I've had these feelings for a while now," he stammered, his face flushed. "And I think you might feel the same way."

A corner of Joel's mouth lifted in a suggestive smile. "Oh? And what feelings are those, Andrew?"

Andrew took a deep breath, his eyes darkening with desire. "I want you, Joel. I've wanted you for a long time."

Joel's smile widened, his eyes sparkling with lust. He set the newspaper aside and leaned forward, his muscular arms resting on his thighs. "Prove it," he challenged, his voice low and demanding.

Andrew's breath hitched as he stood up and closed the distance between them. He knelt before Joel, his heart pounding as he reached for the older man's belt. With deft fingers, he undid the buckle and drew the leather through the loops, his eyes never leaving Joel's.

Joel's cock strained against his briefs, thick and veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Andrew hooked his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, freeing the rigid shaft. He paused for a moment, taking in the sight of Joel's thick cock, before wrapping his lips around the head.

Joel let out a sharp breath as Andrew's warm mouth enveloped him. "Fuck, Andrew," he groaned, his hands tangling in the younger man's hair. "You have no idea how long I've wanted this."

Andrew sucked eagerly, hollowing his cheeks and bobbing his head. He moaned softly, the vibrations sending shivers through Joel's body. With one hand, he cupped Joel's heavy balls, massaging them gently, while his other hand stroked the shaft, slick with saliva.

"Damn, boy, that mouth was made for cock," Joel growled, his hips bucking slightly. "Keep going, I'm close."

Andrew quickened his pace, deep-throating Joel's cock, his nose buried in the wiry curls. He felt the older man's thighs tense and knew he was on the brink. With a final, fervent suck, Joel exploded, shooting his hot cum down Andrew's throat.

Andrew swallowed, savoring the taste of Joel's release, as the older man twitched
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