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Sniffing The Jock’s Farts




The gym is quiet tonight.

There are a few ladies encouraging each other through some sort of calisthenics routine, but in terms of guys it’s just me and Muscles. I don’t actually know his name, all I know is that he’s normally here on Saturday night and he’s buff as fuck.

I’ve spent the last twenty minutes running on the treadmill; I’m starting to get lightheaded and I’m thoroughly exhausted. But I’m not ready to end my run yet. From this treadmill, I get the most perfect view of Muscles as he goes through his routine.

He spends most of his time with barbells, lifting stuff off the safety cage and putting it back. That guy could lift me, then break me in half and fuck me. He grunts like how I imagine he grunts when he comes in a bottom’s ass as he lifts a barbell with what has to be two hundred pounds off the cage. He backs up a step, balancing the weight on his shoulders. Then he squats.

Fuck, how I’d love to be lying on the floor, eating out his asshole with every squat. I bet it’s funky after this workout — wet, musky, and just a little bit rank. My cock responds to this thought, quickly solidifying and bouncing between my legs as I run. I foolishly chose not to wear underwear today.

He grunts his way through ten squats, then racks the weight again, the clatter of metal on metal ringing loudly through the gym. He walks over to a nearby workout bench and picks up his towel, wiping off his dark brown face. He’s Middle Eastern, I don’t know his exact origin, but the color of his face plays handsomely against he black of his facial hair. And that skin of his glistens perfectly as his muscles catch the light.

A few moments later, Muscles is walking toward the change rooms.

Don’t follow him, I tell myself. I’m a complete and total bottom fag and sometimes my lusts get the better of me and lead me into trouble. The fact that he’s at least a good ten years younger than me, making him somewhere in his mid-twenties, is all the more dangerous for me and my uncontrollable sluttiness. While sometimes I would take a risk like this, my gaydar tells me that Muscles is totally and completely straight, and I know if I follow him into the change room I will do something that’ll get me in trouble.

Despite this, I shut off the treadmill, wipe down the handles and controls, and then grab my water bottle and head to the change room. It was time for me to wrap it up anyway.

I hurry past the ladies and shove the door open to the men’s change room. The change area is empty, but there’s a locker half open and a gym bag on the bench. Muscles must already be in the shower. Fuck, I need to see what he’s got hanging between his legs.

I fumble with the combination on my lock and have to force myself to slow down. Finally, I get it open. I grab my towel and tear off my clothes, shoving the in the locker and slamming it closed. Just as I’m about to rush down the little corridor to the showers, a piece of white fabric catches my attention.

Muscles’ jockstrap.

I glance down the corridor. I don’t see Muscles but I also don’t hear the shower running. I return my attention to the jockstrap.

It’s not as white as it once was. It’s tinged yellow in the front of the sack and the rest of it is a sort of light brown from repeated use and excessive sweat. And it’s sopping wet with a fresh dousing of sweat.

My cock is hard as I stare at it. I’m naked with a raging hard-on, staring at another man’s jockstrap. I could get beat up for this.

Fuck it.

I drop my towel and scoop up his jockstrap, shoving my face into it. I inhale and breathe in all the musky sweat and the faint remnants of dried piss. I need to put this down ... put it back, grab my towel, and take a shower. Preferably a very cold one.

Instead, I hook the jockstrap over my head so my face fills the pouch and the straps are behind my ears. I take another deep whiff, letting his Alpha scent fill my lungs. I grab my cock and start pumping my fist, imagining my face in his crotch instead of in his underwear. I take in another shuddering breath; my orgasm is rushing at me. I can cum quick when I’m deep in my most piggy of kinks.

“What the fuck are you doing?” a deep and angry voice says.

I stop jerking and my blood runs cold. I can’t help it — I take one last whiff of the jockstrap, then peel it off my head. My face is still damp from his crotch sweat. If Muscles punches me, it’s all worth it as far as I’m concerned. To get the chance to huff his crotch sweat? Fuck. I’d do it all over again.

“I, uh...”

Muscles steps closer. He’s wet, but not from the shower. He’s still sweaty, I can smell it and it’s driving me crazy again. My cock had started softening, but now it’s getting hard again.

It’s foolish — so fucking foolish — but I take my chance to scope out his body. He’s got a flimsy towel wrapped around his waist with an impressive bulge beneath. His chest and arms are solid, dark brown, and deliciously hairy, with sweat droplets glistening like diamonds. Hairy, muscular legs stick out the bottom of his towel and his feet have to be at least size thirteen. I may be older than him, but I’m the opposite in so many ways — slim, smooth, smaller feet and dick (though I haven’t seen his, the bulge is proof enough). In every way that he’s an Alpha Master, I’m a beta bitch fag.

Muscles steps closer again. I can feel the heat radiating from his body, can smell the stench of his pits, can feel the glare of his anger ... and all of it is turning me on so fucking much.

“I asked you ... what the fuck are you doing?” he growls.

I back up a step. I don’t know why, because I want to get closer to him, maybe call it a base survival instinct overriding my fag desires. With another step back, the cold metal of lockers press up against my sweaty back.

Suddenly, Muscles’ hand is at my throat — not enough to choke me (but part of me wants to plead for him to choke me like a bitch), but enough to hold me in place and remind me who’s the Alpha and who’s the fag.

“This is the last time I ask. What the fuck are you doing?”

“S-s-sn-sniffing,” I manage to get out.

“Sniffing,” he growls. He jerks his hand against my throat, slamming the back of my head against a locker as he backs up a step. “You a fag?”

There’s that word. My cock starts throbbing with desire.

“Yes.”

His eyelids flare open for a moment and his eyebrows arch, then he narrows his eyes and lowers his head, glaring at me with maliciousness.

“You’re a dirty piggy faggot, aren’t you?”

Oh my God. “Yes,” I whisper.

He clears his throat and it rolls into a very threatening growl.

“I mean,” I say, “yes, Sir.”

Muscles lifts an arm, exposing a damp, hairy pit. It glistens in the light and I can feel the warmth emanating from it, hitting me full on in the face along with the stench. I don’t need further instruction. I launch across the few feet of space between us and bury my face in his hairy pit. I lap the sweet musky dew from the thick, coarse hair.

All of this goes straight to my head — both heads. All I care about in this world right now is Muscles’ pits. Nothing else matters. As if moving on its own, my hand finds my cock and I start stroking my dick.

Muscles suddenly grabs me and slams me against the lockers, anger clear on his face. “Don’t touch your pathetic fag clit.”

“Yes, Sir,” I say immediately. I take my hand from my cock. I really wish I had my cage with me so I could just lock it up and forget it. Maybe Muscles could be my keyholder. “May I lick your pits some more, Sir?”

He glares at me for a long moment. Then he hocks up a wad of saliva and spits in my face.

“Thank you, Sir,” I say. I don’t wipe it away. My Master gave it to me, so I will keep it where he put it.

Without a word, he lifts up his other arm and I launch my face into it. I inhale the muskiness, filling every inch of me with his superior masculine scent. God, I wish I could bathe in this every day, spray it on as cologne, just never leave it. I lick his pit vigorously, cleaning it as well as I cleaned the first one. I lap up all the sweat, the sweet and spicy dew like a drug to me.

He grunts and pushes me away from his pit. I yearn to bury my face in there again. I look into his eyes and see that he’s still got that same look he had before making me lick his pits. He’s not done, I realize. There’s more coming.

He lowers his hand between us and there’s a rustle of fabric. I look down and find his towel piled around his feet, his long and thick cock exposed. He’s at least eight inches, maybe nine or ten, and thick as a beer can. Uncut. Full bush. Even from looking almost straight down, I can see the edge of his fat ball sac.

“Clean it,” he orders.

“Yes, Sir.” I fall to my knees in front of him. It takes every bit of willpower to hold off from jerking my cock from all of this. It’s for the better too because I know I’d just blow my load in half a second. Just serving this superior Alpha God is giving me all I need to cum.

I reach up to grab his dick but he bats my hand away. “No touching.”

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
GAY FKRT SEK

4-PACK BUNDLE
MASTER DOMINIC






