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Chapter One

 


It’s like a
dance. I’ve been through this many times; I make a subtle gesture
of interest, he reciprocates, and we move closer.

The gym is
nearly empty, save for him and I and some guy doing leg presses.
The twink — my partner in this mating dance — eyes me as he walks
across the room to the water fountain. After his drink, he looks at
me again and water glistens on his pouty, cock-sucking lips. Before
he looks away again, I pick up a pair of free weights, my biceps
bulging as I carry them to a spot in front of the mirror.

I eye up my
figure as I approach the mirror, ensuring I’m giving the twink a
good view. My arms glisten with sweat and my tank is plastered to
my tight body. My hairy legs look strong in the tight shorts I’m
wearing. I shift my gaze to him, watching his reflection, and I
catch him staring at me, slack-jawed. He blushes, but doesn’t avert
his eyes.

Emboldened, he wanders over my way, trying to make it look
casual despite both of us knowing exactly what’s going on and where this is leading.
He picks a couple weights off the rack and takes a bench a couple
over from where I’m standing.

With his
closeness, I get a much better look at him — he’s a twink, yes, but
he has some jock muscle to him. He’s shorter than me, skinnier, and
has to be nineteen, at most. While his frame might be small, his
dick certainly isn’t. The tenting in the front of his shorts tells
me he’s hard and he’s big. But it’s not necessarily his cock I
want.

“What are you working on?” I ask, as I start doing bicep curls.
I keep my voice low, so that only he could hear. I glance at the
reflection of the other guy, the one at the leg press — he’s taking
a break and doing something on his phone, totally oblivious to the
impending homosexual action on this side of the room.

He bites his
lower lip, looking like he’s almost overwhelmed that I’m actually
talking to him, then says, “Just going to do a few rows.”

Then he leans
over the bench and props one knee on it, straightening his back to
be parallel with the padded surface … leaving his perfectly round
ass curved and ready for me. I want so much to pull down those
shorts and lick all the salty sweat from his crack. If that guy
wasn’t dawdling by the leg press and would just get the fuck out of
here, I might actually follow through with it.

This is a
quiet gym; I could fuck this twink in the middle of the room and no
one would know. Even though my status as a professor gets me a free
pass to the campus gym, I long ago chose to go to this one, as I
couldn’t get caught up in gym hookups with students. Being on the
other side of the city, the number of university students in this
gym was near to non-existent. Although this twink could be a
student, I highly doubted it.

I put my free
weights on the floor and saunter over to him, admiring every inch
of his body as I get closer. “Need someone to, uh, spot you?”

“That’d be nice,” he says. “And make sure my form is
correct.”

He starts
doing his rows, lifting the weight in his left fist, while using
his right hand to brace himself on the bench. I come up beside him,
standing beside his head, my crotch at height of his mouth, and I
place a hand on his back. His body is sweaty and hot, but I can
feel energy thrumming through him — the libido and lust of young
men, I’m sure — and it only serves to turn me on even more. I push
my hand further down his back, conscious that the other man was
still in the room with us, and gently pushed my fingers under the
back of his shorts. I find the band of his underwear, and then bare
flesh — he’s wearing a jockstrap.

I clear my
throat, steadying myself. I’ve never wanted a boy as badly as I
want this one. Even with clothes on, his body is perfect.

By now my cock
is thick and hard, standing prominent in my gym shorts. He turns to
face me, those gorgeous, pouty lips only a breath away from kissing
my shaft. “Thanks,” he says, his attention focussed on my
bulge.

The loud clang
of the other guy finishing a set of leg presses — the guy I wish
would just disappear — breaks the tension of the moment. I feel
like our slow dance toward wild sex was set back several steps. We
need to get out of here.

I watch as the
boy turns around and does rows with his other arm. As he turns,
though, he brushes his body against mine — his shoulder rubs
against my cock — and it sends a shiver through me. This boy wants
me as bad as I want him.

I glance in
the mirror at the other guy. He’s on his phone again, doing fuck
knows what, while he takes a break between sets. I’d seen this guy
here before and I seem to remember that he always did a long
workout — I’d come and go and he’d still be working on his routine.
Today, he had gotten here shortly after me, which means he’ll
likely be working out for a while longer.

“That’s quite a workout,” I say, returning my attention to the
twink. “You want to hit the showers?”

He smiles and
stands up. “I think it’s about quitting time. A shower might do me
good … help me relax.”

We quickly
rack our weights and walk back toward the change room. I try not to
hurry, to not give the guy any indication I was about to get some
sweet ass. I nod as I pass, a mutual hello between two heterosexual
gym-goers.

As soon as we
enter the change room and the door closes behind us, I push the boy
against the wall and kiss him. His lips are as pouty and tender as
they’d looked, and his tongue is soft and velvety. I abandon his
lips and kiss down his jaw and neck, tasting his salty sweat.

And then I
fall to my knees and do what I wanted to do since I saw him climb
on that bench. I spin him around and yank his shorts down to
mid-thigh. His ass, round and plump, is framed perfectly by his
white jockstrap, looking like art.

I take a cheek
in each hand and massage his ass, then spread his cheeks, exposing
his tight, pink hole. He’s smooth as fuck. I watch a bead of sweat
collect on his lower back and then roll lazily down into his crack,
getting caught momentarily on the wrinkled flesh of his hole.

Taking my
opportunity, I dive face-first into his ass, starting with a lick
up his crack, scooping up all of the sweat gathered there and
brushing over his tight knot. He lets out the softest moan and
leans flat against the tile wall in front of him. I take that as a
good sign and press deeper with my tongue, brushing up and down and
poking at the centre. Eventually, he loosens and I can push my
tongue in, to taste the boy’s insides, which is just as sweet as
his outside.

I stand up and
slap his supple ass, the sound ricocheting through the small room.
I walk away from him, toward the lockers and around a corner to
where a wooden bench stands like a lonely island. Dropping my
shorts and underwear and yanking off my tank, I sit down, naked but
for my sneakers, and beckon the boy closer.

He leans in
and I pull his face to mine and plant another kiss on his lips.
Then, when I want him to get on his knees, I grip a handful of his
hair and pull him down. The boy gets the hint and kneels in front
of me, between my legs. He grabs my cock and looks up at me as he
sinks his face down on it.

Fuck, his
mouth is warm and wet and tight — almost as good as his ass would
be. I keep my grip on his hair and use it to guide the speed and
depth I like. I lean back and moan, letting this talented boy take
me to ecstasy. The only thing that would make this hotter would be
if I had some of my BDSM gear with me — but that’s all at home. And
something tells me this boy, though obviously sexually experienced,
might be intimidated by some of the gear I own. For today, for this
boy, I would have to be content with his amazing body and the
overwhelming lust we felt for each other.

“Get naked,” I say, my words and voice nothing less than a
command.

He pulls his mouth off my cock with an audible
pop
and grins. “Yes,
sir.”

I kick off my
sneakers so that I’m fully and completely naked, then walk toward
the showers. The boy, naked as me, follows. I turn on the water and
push him under it, rubbing down his body and cleaning him off.

I spend an
inordinate amount of time on his ass, massaging the cheeks, running
my fingers up and down his crack, and probing his hole. Every press
of my fingers against his tight knot of flesh proves him to be
pliable, like with just another push I’d sink right in. So I push
further and, yes, my fingers sunk in like nothing. The boy’s ass
offers no resistance. He moans and shakes like his knees are going
to give out, so I press my body close to his, trapping him between
me and the tile wall.

I dig deeper
with my fingers, feeling around until I find his prostate. I brush
it, tickle it, play with it, and he throws his head back and gasps.
By driving him wild I’m only doing the same to myself. My cock is
raging hard and oozing precum, begging to get in on the action.

Slipping my
fingers from his hole, I spit in my hand and lather up my dick,
then press the head against his hole. He’s already slightly open
from having my fingers in there — he’s so relaxed that his hole is
sitting there, waiting for me. I push my hips forward and ease my
cock into his hole, sliding in until I’m balls-deep and my pelvis
is pressed flat against those round cheeks of his.

“Oh,” he moans as I pause for a moment, letting his body adjust
to having my meat shoved inside him. “Sir, that feels so
good.”

The fact that
he calls me “sir” even without me asking and without him knowing
I’m into BDSM makes me want to fuck him hard and mercilessly, to
have him begging for me to fill his hole with my hot seed. I grip
one hand on his shoulder and the other on his hip, backing up a
step so that he pushes his ass out, readying it for a serious
pounding.

I start
swinging my hips back and forth, slowly at first, being gentle
mostly for the lack of lube, then I begin to pick up the pace,
going faster and faster. And the boy takes it. He doesn’t groan in
pain or put his hand against me to slow my rhythm — no, he takes
it. He more than takes it; he starts rocking in time, pushing back
when I truth forward, so that my cock shoves deeper in his ass.

Loosening my
grip on his shoulder, I run my hand down his back, following the
paths of water from the shower that’s cascading over us. I can feel
the muscles under his skin — he has a mostly skinny twink build,
but I can tell by touch alone that he’s no stranger to the gym.
He’s strong and flexible, exactly what I like in young men.

But as good as
his body is, his ass is better. The boy squeezes his cheeks
together every time I pull out, creating glorious pressure on my
cock, milking pleasure from me. He relaxes his buns when I push
forward, allowing me to sink in fast and hard. He moans with every
deep thrust I make into him.

“Sir,” he says suddenly, urgently, “Sir, I’m gonna come
soon.”

Neither one of
us has touched his dick — this boy gets off on bottoming alone.
Just when I thought he couldn’t get any more incredible, this pops
up.

“Do it, boy. Come,” I order him. I grip his hips hard and I
give his ass a punishing fuck, slamming myself harder into him than
I’d done so far.

He lets out a
guttural sound that echoes and rebounds off the shower tiles, and
then his body quivers and tenses, his hole clamps down on my thick
dick, and he gasps over and over. I hear the splatter of his hot
cum hitting the tiles in front of him, rising above the sound of
the shower itself. The boy’s legs quiver and shake some more, but
with a few deep breaths, he steadies himself.

“You’re incredible, boy,” I say, appreciatively. I growl into
his ear as I feel myself rushing head first into my own orgasm. But
I don’t want to waste my seed in his hole. I pull out quickly and
he looks at me over his shoulder with a whimper — he knows I
haven’t shot my wad yet. Before he can complain, I clamp my hand
down on his shoulder and push him down to his knees.

He knows
what’s coming, so he shuffles backward a bit, so the shower isn’t
cascading down on his face. He wants a different hot liquid
splattering on him.

I grip my cock
and I stroke it fast and furious, bringing myself the rest of the
way toward orgasm. I grunt as it finally hits me and pleasure
blooms in my core and rushes through my body. With my free hand, I
grab the boy’s hair and hold on tight, holding him in place as cum
rockets from my dick, landing in messy, creamy lines across his
forehead, cheeks, nose, chin, and lips.

When the rush
of orgasm subsides and my chest is heaving with heavy breaths, I
look down at the cum on his face, looking like an X-rated Jackson
Pollock painting. He sticks his tongue out between his lips and
licks up as much of my load as he can. I help him, swiping my thumb
across his face, pushing globs of my jizz into his waiting, eager
mouth. He eats it all and I can tell that he wishes there was
more.

I help him
back to his feet and help wash the remnants of my semen off his
face. After a quick rinse, we head back to the changing room, to
our abandoned clothes. Thankfully, it seems no one else had come in
the change room — though I’m sure they would have turned around and
left as soon as they figured out what was happening.

Pulling a
towel out of my locker and drying off, I feel a sense of
embarrassment settle in. Like most gay men, I’ve had my share of
sex in bathroom stalls and truck stops — but never have I done
something more than a blowjob, and never in such a risky place as
this. If we’d been caught, it could’ve meant the end of my career
as a professor. I don’t have tenure yet; administration would just
have to decide they don’t want me and I’d be out on my ass.

I swallowed
down my embarrassment and looked at the young man as he towelled
himself off. His locker was, fortuitously, only a few down from
mine. His dick and balls swung low between his legs, contrasting
against his tight abs and torso and developed pecs. I look further
up, toward his gorgeous face, and I see him looking back at me —
I’d been caught staring.

I smile and
turn back to myself, focussing on getting dressed.

“Thanks,” he says, sounding almost hesitant. “That was
hot.”

“It was,” I say. Part of me is itching to ask if he’s a
student, if he might go to my university, but the larger part of me
doesn’t want to know that answer. I need to just enjoy what
happened, the spontaneous connection that had formed between us,
and not wallow in unnecessary guilt and stress.

Fuck it, I
decide. Fuck the university and their ethics.

“Want to hang out sometime?” I ask. “Maybe somewhere a little
more private?”

“That’d be sweet,” he says. I force myself to swallow and
ignore that niggling feeling that I’m doing something wrong. What’s
the point of life if I can’t enjoy it?

When we pull
on our pants, we pause to exchange cell numbers. I enter his
digits. “And your name?”

“Brandon,” he says. I like that name. It fits him. I type it
into his contact card on my phone.
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