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Seducing my Teen Gym Buddy







It was high time to get rid of my dad bod. Reaching one’s early fifties can turn men one of two ways. I was determined not to go the way of every one of my old football buddies: grow a beer gut and spend all day complaining about “the wife.”

So I joined the gym. Hadrian’s; the best in town. The place was built on top of an old YMCA. The pool, sauna, and locker rooms were a bit outdated, but the gym itself—the cafe, the juice bar, and studios offering classes on everything from rope climbing to pole dancing—were brand new. Most importantly, Hadrian’s was open twenty-four hours a day, so I could pump iron whenever I wanted. That’s the key to making workouts stick, finding the right time to go. The mornings are always busy with my wife and I getting the kids ready for school. My eldest son, Bradley, had started college, but was living at home. My daughter Elsa was turning sixteen, with all the sweetness and craziness that brings, and we had twin five-year-old boys as well, just to make family life that little bit more chaotic.

My new routine was a welcome break. Several nights a week after family dinner, I took the time my wife and I used to fall asleep on the sofa after the twins were in bed and hit the gym. No one missed me anyway. Bradley was up in his room gaming, getting high, or jerking off, or all three. Elsa was normally in the middle of some social crisis, and if my wife wasn’t helping her plot high-school domination, then she was deep-throating wine coolers in front of TV shows more trashy than the secret tattoo she had on the small of her back from when she was the most popular girl in our college. Plus, at ten PM, traffic was next to nothing. By ten thirty I was dead-lifting, doing squats, or just using every machine in the gym I wanted to in my very short shorts and too-small tank top that hadn’t been in fashion for the last two decades. I also found my old jock strap from college buried in the back of a drawer. The years had turned it off-white, but it was as comfortable as a second skin. The pouch stretched to accommodate my hefty balls and coiled cock like a memory foam mattress.

I’d finish my workout with a quick set of laps in the pool or a ten-minute sweat in the sauna, then shower and change and be back home and in bed shortly after midnight. Truth be told, I needed those couple of hours to myself. A few times a week, maybe an extra night to work off a fatty steak or some beers with the guys. The gym was my version of self-care those sand-blasted women on the TV are always talking about.

A couple of months in and my new routine was working well. I dropped a pant size around the waist and gained a collar size around the neck. My hairy stomach had stopped its long, loopy decline and was tightening up. The faded dragon tattoo across my chest had grown with my pecs and a nice thread of veins sprouted up and down my biceps. I used to be able to crush a beer can with them. Thanks to my new routine, I could do once again. That both impressed and disgusted my family in equal measure.

There was one added spice to my evening gym routine—on the nights I could get there—that made things a little more interesting in the peace and quiet of the deserted gym. A curious young fellow. No more than eighteen. I say curious because that's how he looked at me. I only noticed him after the first month or so. He seemed to arrive at roughly the same time I left, around 11:30 pm.

The gym’s locker room was long and narrow. Half a dozen pockets of old-fashioned metal lockers, grouped around a single bench on either side of the central pathway. It gave some measure of privacy, apart from anyone using the group of lockers across the pathway. Beyond the rows were the shower blocks, four by four facing each other with only moldy shower curtains separating them out. They were gross to touch so I didn’t. I had no problem leaving mine open. What did I care if someone in the shower opposite wanted to watch me wash down? But most nights I had the locker room to myself. The few people working out this late were the type to drive home in their own clothes. Midnight in the locker room was reserved for me, and sometimes my curious little friend.

I knew him by sight but had never seen him change. He had always just finished dressing in his workout clothes by the time I got out of the shower and back to my locker. He would glance over as I unhooked my towel, but I thought nothing of it as he bent down to tie his shoelaces. Some of the guys in the gym itself I chatted to while working out. A friendly “hey” or a “what’s up.” But me and the kid never exchanged so much as a smile, let alone anything else.

And honestly, I didn't think much of him, apart from the fact he always took a locker second row, right hand side. I always took a locker second row, left hand side. He was a scrawny little thing. Pale skin and black hair. Trying hard to put on muscle or bulk up his skinny white arms. He wouldn't get there until his last growth spurt came in his early twenties, but God love him for trying.

Some nights he wasn’t there. Not in the locker room, not working out in the gym or swimming laps in the pool. I came only two, maybe three times a week on random days. I didn’t know his schedule. Several weeks could go by when we wouldn’t spot each other. But when I wandered out of the shower, flip flops smacking on the tiled floor and saw him wiggle into too-large surfboard shorts over baggy boxers, my heart gave a little flutter.

Because I knew, from no more than six feet away, he was watching me. I knew for certain when one night I walked up the locker room pathway just as he was dressed and heading for the door. He saw me in the mirror turn into our row. The door he let close, and he went back to his locker. I watched through a side eye, still with my towel around my taut waist, as he opened his bag and rummaged through it, but found nothing. I continued with my side-eye glances while I unhooked my towel and set about my regular routine of drying off from my feet up. One foot on the bench, my junk swinging as I rubbed it dry. I was facing him, and, yeah, he was watching. I caught those glances. As soon as I slipped my tight black underwear on over my thick thighs, he stuffed his bag away again and disappeared into the gym. He’d come to work out, but stayed for a show.

I had never believed in the idea of straight or gay. I was a philosophy major before turning to coding and tech. My wife was an unreconstructed nineties party girl who’d turned her natural charm and effervescence to real estate, just like all the others. We’d had our fun, back in the day. Parties that turned interesting after dark. Keys thrown in a bowl, blinds shut, and eyes closed. It had rarely been planned. Well, once on holiday in Dubai we had an explicit offer from a couple so rich and gorgeous we couldn’t refuse. It was worth it just to get a peek inside their presidential suite.
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