

    
        
          Campus Kinks: Drenched in Sweat

        

        
        
          Campus Kinks, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Alexander Grant

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks Publishing, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      CAMPUS KINKS: DRENCHED IN SWEAT

    

    
      First edition. April 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Alexander Grant.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235150621

    

    
    
      Written by Alexander Grant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Campus Kinks: Drenched in Sweat
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No one ever looks at the janitor. That's my superpower here at Northwood University. I'm Leo, and I move through the sweaty, testosterone-soaked kingdom of the locker room like a ghost. My lean, boyish frame doesn't exactly scream "gay," which is fine by me. I learned young that invisibility equals safety. It also means I can watch things—people—without anyone noticing my interest.

And then there's Connor.

Connor Matthews is a walking, breathing fantasy carved from gym obsession and genetic jackpot. Six-foot-three of quarterback perfection, with blond hair that's constantly falling into those piercing blue eyes. Every Friday night, I watch him leave with some sorority girl hanging off his arm, her hands inevitably finding their way to his bicep. I've overheard enough locker room talk to know he's plowed through more coeds than I've had hot meals.

Totally, completely, devastatingly off limits.

But that doesn't stop my nightly ritual. I start my shift an hour early just to be here when practice ends. I mop with clinical efficiency while I burn mental images of him into my brain. The way his shoulders roll when he shrugs off his pads. The cut lines of his obliques as he leans against his locker. He's pure masculine grace, and I'm just the background cleanup crew.

Tonight's different though. The locker room is quiet—too quiet. Usually there's still a few guys hanging around, talking shit, but tonight it's just the hiss of one solitary shower running. Steam billows out, fogging my glasses as I approach. I tell myself I'm just checking to make sure everything's kosher before starting my rounds.

Then I see him.

Connor's under the spray, eyes closed, head tilted back. My cleaning supplies slip from my fingers and clatter against the tile. I freeze behind a row of lockers, heart hammering against my ribs. His chest is a masterpiece of thick slabs of muscle tapering to a ridiculous eight-pack. Water streams down the V-cut of his hips toward—oh god—what he's packing down there. A full, thick bush of dark blond hair frames what has to be at least seven inches soft, swinging heavily between thighs that could crush a watermelon.

My dick hardens instantly, pressing painfully against my zipper. I know I should back away, finish my work, but I'm transfixed. My mind runs wild with images of him pinning me down, those powerful thighs trapping me, those huge hands positioning me just how he wants me.

He reaches for the soap, lathering his arms. And then he stretches—yawns really—raising his arms above his head. That's when I see them. His armpits. Not shaved smooth, but neatly trimmed, perfect triangles of the same dark blond hair. I imagine how they'd smell after a hot practice—not stinking, but that masculine, musky scent that would drive me insane if I got close enough. I can almost taste it on my tongue.

A soft gasp escapes my lips before I can stop it.

Connor's eyes snap open and dart around. My heart stops as his gaze sweeps past my hiding spot. Apparently satisfied he's alone, his hand drifts down. That thick cock I was admiring begins to swell as he wraps his hand around it. Nine inches, at least. Bigger than any I've seen.

He turns to rinse off, giving me the view of his ass—perfectly round, muscular globes flexing as he moves. Then he's facing forward again, stroking slowly from base to tip, using his other hand to roll his balls. His head falls back, mouth slightly open as he works that beautiful dick with methodical precision.

My hand is inside my jeans now, stroking myself in rhythm with him. I should be terrified of getting caught, but instead I'm paralyzed by the most erotic sight I've ever witnessed. Straight god Connor Matthews, getting himself off in the empty locker room, completely unaware of the gay janitor jerking off behind the lockers.

His strokes come faster now, his grip tightening around that thick shaft. His hips begin to pump gently, fucking his fist in the spray. I match his pace, working myself through my jeans, the fabric darkening with pre-cum. The sounds he's making—these soft grunts and gasps—are driving me crazy. I can see his balls drawing up tight against his body, a sure sign he's getting close.

Connor's other hand leaves his balls and moves up to his chest, thumb brushing across a peaked nipple. His back arches, exposing those perfect armpits again. I imagine burying my face there, tasting that masculine scent, feeling the light hairs against my cheek. It's enough to push me right to the edge.

He shifts slightly, legs spreading wider as his strokes become erratic. "Fuck," he breathes, the word barely audible over the water. "Gonna—"

I don't hear what he was going to say because he's cumming. Thick, white ropes shooting from his cock, landing on the shower floor before washing away. His whole body shudders with the intensity of it, abs clenching as he rides out his orgasm.

That's all it takes. My own climax hits me like a freight train. I bite down hard on my lip to stop from crying out as my cock erupts in my jeans, warm and wet against my thigh. My vision whites out for a second, hand still gripping myself through the fabric as my legs shake.

As the waves of pleasure recede, terror replaces them. What was I thinking? I crouch down behind the lockers, trying to control my breathing as Connor rinses off. He seems oblivious, just turning off the water and reaching for his towel.

I have to get out of here. Now.

Waiting until I hear him start humming and padding toward his locker, I crawl backward, keeping my body low. Once clear of the shower area, I scramble to my feet and nearly fly across the locker room. My cleaning supplies remain abandoned as I slip out the door, my jeans uncomfortably sticky and my heart still racing.

Once outside, I lean against the cool brick of the building, gasping for air. I close my eyes and can still see him—perfect Connor Matthews, in the throes of ecstasy, clueless that I witnessed every second of his private moment.

I stand there outside for what feels like an eternity, my back pressed against the rough brick wall, letting the night air cool my burning cheeks. The denim of my jeans clings uncomfortably to my thigh, a sticky reminder of my utter loss of control. I see the parking lot lights flick on, and a few moments later, I hear the unmistakable beep of a car alarm being disarmed. Through the small window in the locker room door, I watch Connor walk out, gym bag slung over his shoulder, completely unaware of the ghost that just witnessed him come undone.

My breathing finally starts to even out. He's gone. I'm safe.

I wait another full minute before pushing myself off the wall and heading back inside. I have a job to do. Tonight was a lapse, a dangerous one, but it's over now. I just need to mop the floors, wipe down the benches, and get out. Focus. Professionalism.

I grab my abandoned bucket and mop, my hands still trembling slightly. The locker room is humid and smells of chlorine and body wash, a scent I usually find comforting but now it's tainted with the memory of what I just saw. I work quickly, methodically, trying to erase my presence just as I'm trying to erase the images burned into my brain. When I reach Connor's locker, I grimace. I don't even want to look at it, but the floor around it needs mopping.

As I push the mop handle against the bench to move it out of the way, something catches my eye on the floor. There, lying almost completely under the bench, is a piece of clothing. I squat down, my jeans protesting the movement. It's a jockstrap. Royal blue with a thick white waistband. It must have fallen out of his gym bag when he grabbed it.

My first instinct is to grab it with the tongs from my cleaning cart. That's the sanitary, professional thing to do. Instead, my fingers are reaching out, almost of their own accord. I pick it up. The fabric is heavier than I expected, thick and substantial. I glance around the empty locker room. The silence is absolute. I'm alone. Completely alone.

I shouldn't. I really, really shouldn't.

But my hand is already moving, bringing the jockstrap closer. It's still slightly damp from the sweat. I press it to my nose and inhale.

And FUCK.

It's not just the smell of mild laundry soap. It's him. The rich, musky scent of Connor's sweat after a hard practice, mixed with something else, something uniquely Connor. The salt of his skin, the deep masculine scent that collected in the pouch while he worked his body on the field. It's potent. It's overwhelming. It's intoxicating.

Instantly, I'm hard again. My cock, which had just softened, becomes a rigid bar of steel inside my already-soaked jeans. The blood pounds in my ears. I look around wildly again, a sick thrill rushing through me. Still alone.

This is insane. This is crossing a line from opportunistic voyeurism to straight-up theft. But the scent... I can't let it go.

My decision is made in a heartbeat. I fold the jockstrap quickly and shove it deep into my pocket. The fabric presses against my thigh, right next to the stain I just made. I finish the rest of my shift in a blur, my mind not on the bleach and water, but on the piece of stolen treasure burning a hole in my pocket. Every few minutes, I discreetly press my hand against my pocket, just to feel its presence. I finish with the hardest erection of my life, my need to come back a hundred times stronger than before.

***
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The door to my single dorm room clicks shut behind me, and I'm immediately ripping at my clothes. My stained jeans hit the floor first, followed by my shirt, kicked carelessly into a corner. I'm panting by the time I'm naked, my breath hitching in my throat. The jockstrap feels like it's physically burning a hole in my pocket. I pull it out, the thick fabric feeling obscene and thrilling in my hand.

I collapse onto my bed, the cool sheets
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