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The clang of weights, the thump of bass from the speakers, the smell of chalk and sweat—it was just another Tuesday night at the gym. My girlfriend had bailed on our dinner plans, so I figured I’d get an extra workout in. Better than sitting around bored, right?

I wasn’t looking for anything except a pump. Just another straight dude grinding through reps, counting plates, zoning out.

That’s when I noticed him.

Some guy I’d seen around before—broad shoulders, tight T-shirt clinging to his chest, sweat running down his jaw. Nothing unusual. Gyms are full of guys like that. Normally I wouldn’t even blink.

But then his shirt rode up.

For half a second, his abs flashed in the mirror, slick and cut, and lower—fuck. The outline in his shorts was impossible to ignore. Thick, heavy, shifting when he adjusted his stance. I swallowed hard, told myself I was just spacing out, but my eyes kept sliding back.

I tried to focus. Thought about my girlfriend, about the dinner I’d missed. About how she always rolled her eyes when I hit the gym late, saying I loved the weights more than her. I wasn’t thinking about some dude. Not like that.

But when he grabbed the cables and leaned forward, the veins in his arms popping, sweat dripping from his neck... yeah, my cock stirred in a way I didn’t want to admit.

I ducked into the locker room to cool off, telling myself I just needed a shower. But then he walked in too, stripping his shirt, his skin gleaming under the fluorescent lights. My pulse spiked.

When his shorts hit the floor, my brain short-circuited.

He was uncut.

Thick cock swinging as he headed to the showers, foreskin stretched just enough to tease, dripping with sweat and steam. It was only a second, but it branded itself in my mind.

By the time I finished my own shower, my cock was already aching, stiff under the towel. I told myself it was nothing—just exhaustion, just adrenaline. But the drive home proved me wrong.

Every red light, every turn, I couldn’t shake the image of that cock in the locker room—the way his foreskin hugged the head, slick and heavy, rolling with every step he took.

My hand kept drifting to my lap, squeezing myself through my shorts, trying to ease the pressure. I rubbed the outline, grinding the heel of my palm against the tip, but it only made me harder. My cock strained, leaking into my underwear, but it wasn’t enough.

All I could think about was that skin.

How it would feel to slide, to roll, to have that extra layer pulling with every stroke. My own bare head throbbed against the thin fabric, and the thought hit me hard: chicks never cared whether I was cut or not, but suddenly I did.

I wanted to know what it felt like.

I gripped myself tighter, imagining my cock with that extra skin, slick and sliding in rhythm with my fist. The fantasy made me groan out loud, heat flooding my stomach, my knuckles white on the steering wheel.

By the time I pulled into my apartment lot, I was rock hard, my hand still pressed over the bulge in my shorts. One thing was clear: I wasn’t jerking off thinking about my girlfriend tonight.

I barely made it through the door before I yanked my shorts down, cock springing free, already leaking pre-cum. My head throbbed, red and swollen, every nerve screaming for release. Normally I’d just jerk off quick, get it over with, maybe think about my girlfriend for a second. But tonight was different.

I couldn’t stop seeing him—the way that skin rolled over his thick head in the showers, swinging heavy, dripping.

I dropped onto my bed, kicking my sneakers off, my cock bobbing against my stomach. My hand wrapped around the shaft, stroking slow, but it wasn’t enough. I let my other hand wander, dragging over the ridges of my abs, squeezing my chest like I’d never noticed how good it felt before. My thumb found my nipple, pinching it until I gasped.

“Fuck...” The sound was raw, torn out of me.

I flicked and twisted, my cock twitching harder every time I pinched my nipples. My hand slid lower, cupping my balls, rolling them, tugging lightly until I thought I’d lose it. I’d never touched myself like this, never gone this far.

The pre-cum smeared down my shaft, my bare head slick, sensitive, begging for more. I ran my thumb over it, groaning as I spread it around, tracing the ridge, circling the slit until I was shivering. On impulse, I brought my thumb to my mouth, tasting myself for the first time. Salty, musky. Dirty.

I moaned, biting my lip, eyes shutting as the image of him burned hotter in my mind. Him uncut, that foreskin gliding, easy and natural, while I had nothing but the raw tip of my cock, flushed and aching. My hand squeezed tighter, stroking faster, trying to imagine it was his.

I spread my thighs wider, my free hand slipping lower, fingers grazing the sensitive skin behind my balls. The touch made me jerk, hips lifting off the bed, precum spilling faster. I pressed harder, rubbing my taint, my whole body trembling.

“God... oh fuck—”

The pressure built, coiling tight. Every nerve fired at once—the tug on my nipples, the slick slide of my hand, the pressure on my taint. The thought of his cock, heavy and uncut, sliding into me or rubbing against mine—it was too much.

I came hard, cum spraying across my stomach and chest, thick ropes splattering my skin. I milked every drop out, groaning, shuddering, until my body went limp.

For a long moment, I just lay there, chest heaving, cum dripping down my abs. My thumb brushed over my sore, swollen head again, and I winced at the sensitivity, grinning weakly.

I’d never touched myself like that before. Never thought I would. But now all I could think about was him. The uncut cock I couldn’t get out of my head.

And the way my body had just betrayed me—harder than I’d ever been, not for my girlfriend, not for porn. For him.

*** 
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The morning sun cut through the blinds, stabbing at my eyes. My phone buzzed on the nightstand.
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Good morning, babe ❤
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I stared at the text for a second before setting the phone back down. My girlfriend, sweet as always, checking in. But all I could think about was him.

The guy from the gym. The heavy cock swinging in the showers. The foreskin.

I groaned, rolling onto my back, my morning wood tenting the sheets. I shouldn’t be thinking about him, but the ache between my legs said otherwise. My hand slipped under the blanket, wrapping around myself. I stroked slow, then stopped.

No. Not just my hand today.

I grabbed my phone again, but not to text her back. I opened a browser, typed before I could stop myself: “uncut cock porn.”

The thumbnails hit me like a punch—thick shafts, foreskins rolling back to reveal swollen heads, slick with spit and pre. My cock twitched, leaking instantly. I picked one, hit play.

On screen, two guys stroked each other side by side, uncut skin sliding wetly, stretching and snapping forward. I groaned out loud, palming myself harder.

I pushed the sheet off, my free hand roaming over my body, squeezing my pecs, pinching a nipple until my hips jerked. My armpit was damp with sweat, musky from last night. On impulse, I shoved my nose into it, inhaling deep. The smell was raw, animal. It made my cock throb harder.

My hand slid lower, cupping my balls, rolling them, tugging them while I stroked. Pre-cum smeared down my shaft, slicking my grip. I thumbed the head, smeared the slit, then brought it to my mouth. Salty. Dirty. I moaned and licked my thumb clean, eyes glued to the video.

The guys on screen docked, foreskins pulling over each other, tight and perfect. My free hand slid further down, rubbing my taint. The musky smell from my sweat mixed with the heat between my legs, filling the room. I pressed harder, my whole body trembling.

“Fuck...” I gasped, jerking faster, stroking like I was trying to tear it off.

The coil snapped.

Cum shot up my stomach, thick and hot, splattering across my chest. I groaned, still stroking, milking myself until my cock twitched empty. The smell was overwhelming—sharp, musky, mine.

On impulse, I scooped some onto my fingers, lifting them to my mouth. My tongue darted out, tasting. Bitter, salty, thick. My stomach clenched, my cock twitched again even as it softened.

I lay there panting, sweat slicking my skin, chest sticky with cum. The video played on, moans echoing in the background, but my head was spinning.

I’d just jerked off to uncut porn. Sniffed my pits. Rubbed my taint. Tasted myself.

All while my girlfriend’s “good morning” text sat unanswered.

And all I could think was: I wanted more.

***
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I told my girlfriend I was too wiped out to hang tonight. She sent back a sad face emoji and a heart. Guilt twisted in my chest, but not enough to stop me from grabbing my gym bag and heading out.

The place
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