
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Locker Room Secret

        

        
        
          Alexander Grant

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LOCKER ROOM SECRET

    

    
      First edition. September 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alexander Grant.

    

    
    
      Written by Alexander Grant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The locker room was dead quiet after a game like that, just the buzz of the old lights and the faint drip of a shower somewhere down the row. Everyone else had already cleared out. Just me and Jordan left behind, sitting in front of our open lockers, jerseys peeled off, shorts still damp with sweat clinging to our thighs.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, staring down at my shoes. My whole body was humming—shoulders burning from rebounds, legs sore from running the court, skin sticky with sweat. I could feel the musk clinging to me, heavy and sharp, like the air itself was saturated with it.

“Bro, I need a shower,” I muttered, dragging a towel across the back of my neck. “I stink like hell.”

Jordan laughed across from me, leaning back on the bench, chest glistening under the dim light. He had that perfect ballplayer build—broad shoulders, thick arms, lean waist, abs ridged and shining with sweat. His dark shorts clung to his thighs, heavy with the outline of his cock pressing against them.

“Yeah, same,” he said. Then he grinned, raising an arm and swiping his hand under it, sniffing with a smirk. “But... it kinda smells good. Musky. Real.”

I frowned at him, though my eyes betrayed me, flicking to the wet patches under his arms. “Really, bro? You’re wild.”

Jordan shrugged, cocky grin widening. “Don’t act like you don’t smell it too. Our girls hate it, right? Every time I get back from practice, mine’s like ‘You reek, go shower before you touch me.’” He chuckled. “But I dunno... it’s not bad. It’s... us.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, shaking my head. “Yeah, mine’s the same. She won’t even kiss me until I’ve washed. Says it’s nasty.” I shifted on the bench, suddenly very aware of how tight my shorts felt, the way the sweat made everything cling. “But you’re right, it’s not bad. It’s strong, yeah, but... it’s kinda good.”

The words came out lower than I meant, almost like I didn’t want him to hear them.

Jordan tilted his head, eyes narrowing slightly, like he’d just caught me slipping. Then he stood, slow and deliberate, crossing the narrow space between our lockers until he was standing right over me. I could smell him even before he raised his arm. Sharp salt. Sweat. Pure musk, hot and raw from the game.

“You wanna smell?” he asked, half-joking, half-daring.

My chest tightened. I should’ve laughed it off, shoved him away, made another crack about hitting the showers. But my throat felt tight, my cock already thickening against the front of my shorts. Instead, I leaned in.

The first inhale knocked me back—it was strong, salty, almost dizzying. Raw. My whole body shuddered. My cock jumped against my thigh, precum already seeping into the mesh fabric.

“Goddamn,” I breathed before I could stop myself.

Jordan laughed low in his chest, but there wasn’t anything playful in his eyes anymore. His shorts were giving him away—thick bulge pressing heavy against the damp fabric, the outline impossible to miss.

“You’re hard off that?” he asked, voice rougher now.

“Shut up,” I muttered, though my hand was already sliding down, palm pressing against my cock through the shorts. The ache was unbearable, swollen and hot, straining to be touched.

Jordan smirked, then leaned in suddenly, shoving his face into my pit. I froze as he inhaled, long and deep, moaning low like he’d just tasted something forbidden.

“Fuck, bro,” he muttered, pulling back just enough to grin at me. “You smell insane. I could get used to this.”

Hearing him admit it hit me harder than anything. My cock throbbed, leaking fresh pre into the fabric. I grabbed the back of his head, dragged him in again, pressing him into me, watching his tongue flick against my sweaty skin. The sound he made shot straight to my cock.

Then he pulled me into his pit, holding me there while I breathed him in, both of us grinding our bulges against our palms. The locker room was filled with nothing but our ragged breathing, the wet rub of nylon, and low moans that echoed off the tile.

Before I could think, he grabbed my jaw, pulled me up, and his mouth crashed into mine. It wasn’t gentle—just hunger, lips mashed, tongues sliding wet and sloppy. I tasted sweat, salt, him. His hand slid behind my neck, holding me there, while the other tugged his shorts down. His cock sprang free—big, thick, uncut, the head glistening with slick pre.

I groaned, yanking my own waistband, freeing my cock. It slapped heavy against my stomach, just as hard, just as leaking.
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