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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.
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