Muscle Studs

Lads Only in the Showers

Sean grunted, the stallion hefting the weight up over his head, shoulders trembling. He could just about feel the bar bending above him, the barbell loaded with so much iron that others in the gym were giving him looks, his bay hide pouring with sweat. Yet he didn’t care for how he looked in the middle of a lift, groaning, drawing attention to himself without even thinking about it, legs braced.
Up and up – not using any other muscles, not cheating. It had to go up and the horse practically snarled as he forced his body through the lift through sheer force of will, pressing up into an overhead press and pausing there, shaking. There was no gently down of the weight when it came but he tried to break its drop to the safety pins the best he could, huffing and heaving, ears twitching, sweeping his forelock back from his muzzle as the rack juddered, the pins holding fast. It was a good thing they were there sometimes when he just couldn’t get it back onto the barbell hook from where he’d started, although it would be more difficult still to re-set for his next exercise.
That didn’t matter though, not all that much, as long as he got what he wanted from his workout and the stud of a stallion threw his head back as he took a deep glug of water from his bottle, droplets trickling down around his lips and muzzle. Someone whistled from elsewhere in the gym but he could not pay them the attention they wanted over the burn of his muscles, aching for another set but knowing that it was not the day to push his body past the limits that had already been tested. It would only slow him down.
Sean didn’t look like a stallion that could lift that much despite being powerfully built but building efficient muscle was his game and he had no inclination to gain mass alone. What was the point of muscle if it was only for show? Of course, he liked the look of it too on other guys but he was all about functionality, driving himself on harder and harder as the season progressed, aiming for lifting competitions that would see him set right at the very top of his category. When he trained for strength alone, it didn’t matter too if he had a tiny bit of a muscle-gut, abs strong but hidden as he groaned and bent over to pick up his towel and chalk from the Olympic matting.
He knew that there were eyes on him and, workout complete, he played it up, flicking his tail and flagging it, showing off just how he knew his loose, comfortable workout sweats hung over the muscle of his arse. Not that he was going to let anyone get up under his tail but he wouldn’t mind taking a nice, tight hole too if he had the chance that day. And, at his gym, filled with grunting, sweating, eager bodies, there was always that chance.
“Hey, hon.”
Sean smirked, winking at the mare that passed him, striding past as if to stomp, her mind focused on her workout to come. She’d surely have eyes on her too in the gym, though he preferred those of the male persuasion when it came to after-hours pleasures, lust running strife through a setting that was practically designed to raise lusts and the snarl of testosterone.
She’d have her fun too but, well...it was time for him to go cool off a shade.
And he could not have found a better partner in the showers, the small otter half-turning as he entered, showering facing the wall. It was a communal shower room there but that wasn’t something that bothered Sean as he grunted in the back of his throat, admiring the lithe form of the otter. He had more of a swimmer’s body with not an ounce of spare fat on him, ribcage showing lightly through his wet, slicked-down fur, but he didn’t need to build fat and muscle to draw Sean’s attention, simply a willing player in the expenditure of lust that had to be taken advantage of.
“Er...”
The otter glanced back again but he didn’t move away even as Sean stalked inside, a towel around his waist only to be hung up outside the communal shower entrance. With that, he revealed the thickness of his sheath, already plumping out with the swell of his cock, his fat, stallion-orbs churning below, ready with need and a load of cum that he had not unloaded in a week. Licking his lips, the stallion chuffed softly, nostrils fluttering, offering it to the otter with a sweep of his paw.
“Well, what are you waiting for?”
The otter, whose name he didn’t know, hesitated, another non-committal sound teetering on his lips, but there was only one thing that he could do. No male there had managed to resist Sean as yet and the stallion’s broad chest puffed up as, tentatively, the otter stepped out from under his shower nozzle, the stream of water splattering on the rough tiles behind him.
“There’s a good, boy,” Sean nickered, pleased at the already had someone suitable to help him work off some need. “I’m sure someone like you knows just what to do with this.”
He groped his nuts, fingers running up to his sheath, stroking it, helping his cock out into the open air, though it would soon be gulped down by another with a much better muzzle for it. That was alright though as the otter licked his lips, putting one hind paw in front of the other, so very slowly closing the distance between them as if hypnotised, his eyes fixed to that throbbing length of growing horse-meat.
There was plenty more of it to come too even as the otter dropped to his knees, knocking them on the hard floor and not caring for the bruises that he would later find. All that mattered for him right there and then was that cock before him, questing for his lips, the tip soft and flat, the slit drooling with pre-cum already. The stallion was lustful, so very much so, towering over him, muscles everywhere, a stud of a creature that he would be honoured to worship.
Sean’s fingers pressed behind his head, drawing him in, grinding his muzzle up along the length of his cock, rubbing down over that smooth, dark shaft and teasing the medial ring. It was all the otter needed to get started and Sean groaned, tail flagging proudly, as the otter kissed along his shaft, luxuriating in the softly sweet sensation. Although his shoulders ached, he trusted the otter to do his best work and stretched his arms up over his head, working out the strains and kinks of his workout, glutes clenching, a nicker of need already tickling at the back of his throat.
Others looked in but didn’t stay, knowing that Sean was one who rather preferred his muscle-sluts to come one at a time, even though it was his orgasm that was of the greatest importance, of course. He snorted and huffed, nostrils quivering, stomping a huge hoof into the ground, fetlocks defined without a trace of feather like some of the heavier breeds of horses. He was beautiful in his own, masculine way and nobody would ever contest that as the otter whimpered and tried to get his cock into his mouth, straining his mouth wider and wider. Sean chuckled.
“Let me help you with that...”
It was help but help that benefitted him more than the otter as the smaller fur squirmed and wriggled, tail thwapping the floor. It was hard for him to take such a large cock but Sean wasn’t about to take “no” for an answer when it was so very clearly something that they both wanted, hooking a thick finger into the corner of the otter’s mouth to make him open up even wider. Although the stallion’s thick length was devastatingly meaty, he was forced to take it, swallowing rapidly, inch after inch of that huge cock fed into his mouth and the back of his throat.
“Take it down...”
End preview.
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Locker Room Quickie: The Lust of Ice Hockey Teammates

The pair have been teammates for a while but things have developed more and more, turning friendship into something entirely more lustful. They've got to keep things under wraps - in the closet, so to speak - but that doesn't mean that they can't have their fun as and when the risk of allure presents itself.

Taking a lusty shaft down one's throat in the locker room, however, is an entirely different matter, something seedier and more wanton than either of them could have ever imagined. Anyone could walk in on them at any time but the risk is just what makes it all the more tantalising for them, the duo wanting for that little thrill...

But can they reach climax before they are caught?
Bridled: Training the Slave Stallion

Ace has a poor stallion in her hold and he is not to know what her mood is, how quickly her wiles may change in the blink of an eye. She has him there to use and abuse, the bound and hapless slave stud, but he signed up to be in her service and knew just what he was getting into...

Or did he? No one is to say. But he's there to stay and he must please his mistress at all costs...

A straight tale of furry femdom erotica.
Tempting the Virgin: Lust in the Locker Room

The locker rooms as so very steamy at the best of times but the showers, oh... That's where it all really goes down. And the males locker room is the hottest and steamiest of them all, hot, naked bodies coming together after sweaty workout sessions, all body types and personalities welcomed into a little, kinky fun.

Not experienced? Well, there are studs to help you with that too if only you dare to take the leap, to join them in their carnal lust. If one's had a hard workout, a little fun is surely deserved and there are plenty there to lead you into the light, lust and pleasure coming together in perfect sensuality.
Sex Spa Escape: Lust in the Locker Rooms

Ah, the passion of old flames simply never seems to die... At least, that is just how it is for Kadin and Cash, a dragon and gryphon duo who come together over and over again in increasingly erotic and risqué situations. They don't really know what the nature of their relationship is, or maybe Kadin just doesn't want to face up to it, but they carry on as they always have, Cash appearing at just the moment that Kadin doesn't know that he needs him the most.

Kisses. Touches. Stolen lust. There's nothing light or sensual about the carnal nature of their relationship. And Kadin's best place is down on his knees before the stud gryphon, aching for everything the drake has to give him.

But just how will this interlude pan out for them in the locker rooms? There's only one way to find out...
