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 The following story happened before the events in:

“F*ck Buddies: My Best Friend Turned Me Gay”.
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But either of the titles can be read in any
order.

 



 


 


“Chris, can you cover for me?” Simon
asked.

The locker room buzzed with men in different
stages of undress, while my co-worker and I stood in our
maintenance uniforms.

Some came in from the gym’s exercise area,
removing their shirts drenched in sweat on the way to their
lockers.

Some came in from the showers with towels
wrapped around their waists, water droplets sliding down their
torsos.

“The gym’s closing. You’re leaving me alone
to clean by myself?”

“I’m sorry. I know it’s short notice, but I
forgot it’s my wife’s birthday. It’s already late for dinner so I
need to figure something out to celebrate.”

“How can you forget your wife’s birthday?” I
crossed my arms in front of my chest and stared at him.

He pressed his palms together in prayer.
“Please, bro. My wife’s gonna kill me if she finds out I forgot
again this year.”

“On one condition.”

“Name it.”

How about you let me suck your dick? Of
course, I can’t ask that out loud. I’m not stupid.

“I want one of those ube cheesecakes your
wife made before.”

“I’ll even give you two.”

“Done.” I offered my hand.

After we shook, Simon walked away backwards
and pointed at me. “Thanks, bro. I owe you big time.”

“Look out.” I tried to warn him, but he
crashed into Derek.

Simon apologized to the large man with a buzz
cut and exited the locker room.

“Chris.” The six-foot bodybuilder walked
toward me. His massive chest and arms bulged in his navy dress
shirt.

One of his workout buddies in black briefs
intercepted him, but he resumed his way after a quick greeting.

“Good you’re here. I’ve been looking for
you.” He adjusted the gym bag’s strap on his shoulder.

“Sir, the gym’s about to close.”

“Yeah, about that. Would it be okay to
squeeze in a quick workout? Reception said it’s okay if you’re okay
with it.”

“I don’t know. I’m the only one cleaning
tonight. So I need to start right away if I want to finish before
midnight.”

“Promise, it’ll only take thirty minutes,
tops. And I’ll keep out of your way.”

His proposal sounded reasonable. I can work
with it.

“Please.”

How can I say no to this hot as fuck man?
“Okay. Go ahead.”

“Thanks, man.” He squeezed my arm with a huge
hand. “I really need to de-stress after the day I had with a
difficult client.”

The sensation from the unexpected gesture
went straight to my dick. As Derek took an available locker, I
hurried to the restroom to hide my growing hard-on.

 


 


The bustle of the gym turned to calm. Only a
few people remained. Myself, Derek, and a few members showering
before going home. And I turned off half of the lights.

I pulled out a small spray bottle from my
utility belt and started disinfecting the equipment.

Halfway through the routine, Derek came out
of the locker room only in skimpy gray sweat shorts.

His shirtless upper body bared blond fur
trailing down his v-cut abs, disappearing into the waistband.

Fuck. How am I supposed to finish with this
gorgeous man distracting me?

“I’m sorry I don’t have a workout shirt. I
really thought I packed one earlier. Don’t worry. I’ll wipe down
the equipment myself after I use them.”

I nodded and went back to disinfecting.
Making sure he stayed out of my sight line to keep me
undistracted.

Weights clinked behind me.

A quick peek in the mirror showed him loading
the bar on the bench press.

Moments passed and guttural grunts cut
through the silence.

Jeez, is he working out or having sex?

I turned to look at him as he sat up after
finishing the set.

He removed one wireless earbud. “Did you say
something?”

I shook my head.

Derek smiled and turned away.

Does he realize what he’s been doing?

I imagined him making the same noise while
having sex with his wife. Will he do the same grunts if he fucks
me? Shit, that would be hot.

He prepped for another set.

To help clear my head of dirty thoughts about
the man, I decided to start cleaning the mirrors. But the decision
complicated my situation.

The mirrors reflected Derek doing bench
presses. His wide-open legs tightened the sweat shorts on his
bulge.

Blood surged through my dick as I imagined
the outline of his fat meat through the material.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

I adjusted the utility belt so one of the
pouches covered my erection and looked in the mirror.

If Derek looked with intent, he could see the
obvious tent in my pants.

Not good.

He finished his set and flexed the pumped
chest in front of the mirror. The sheen from sweat defined every
curve of muscle on his upper body.

Before he witnessed the effect of his
manliness inside my pants, I abandoned the mirrors and transferred
to the members’ lounge.

I can stay here. At least until my hard-on
subsides.

But as I wiped down tables, Derek’s
grunts—although lower in volume—continued.

Shit. I will be here a while.

 


 


The supply closet door squeaked as I pushed
it closed with my hip. It echoed in the empty shower area.

With paper towel and liquid soap refills on
hand, I headed for the restroom.

On the way, I passed by Derek bent over the
drinking fountain in only a classic white jockstrap. He groaned and
flagged me down with an arm holding a protein shaker bottle.

I stopped.

But while waiting for him to finish drinking,
my eyes zoned in on his jockstrap bulge. The loose weaving of the
pouch material made it translucent.

Fuck. This time I’m not imagining it. I could
make out the shaft and the fat dick head.

I shifted my arms and positioned the items I
carried over my crotch. When the liquid soap container pressed into
my hard-on, the pressure elicited a small whimper out of me.

Derek stood up and wiped his mouth with a
forearm. “Chris, are you okay?”

“Anything I can help you with?” I asked,
tearing my gaze away from his dick.

“No, I’m good. Actually, I just wanted to ask
if you want to have my other banana.”

“I…I’m sorry?”

“Because I have a big one in my pouch. If you
want it, you can have it.”

“Pouch?” I furrowed my eyebrows.

He showed me the banana in his hand. “I have
another one of this in a pouch in my bag. Are you sure you’re okay?
Maybe you should eat my banana.”

Did all the blood in my brain go to my dick?
The man meant an actual banana, stupid.

“Sure. I’ll eat it later. I have my hands
full right now.” I gave him a weak smile.

“No problem.” Derek turned around and walked
away, giving me full view of his plump, round ass.

I bit my lip and grumbled before proceeding
to the men’s restroom.

Once inside, I started with the paper towels.
The image of Derek’s ass lingered in my head while I loaded the
dispenser.

What would it be like to kneel behind him and
shove my tongue into his pink hole as he braced himself on his
locker?

I adjusted my dick.

“You dropped some.” Derek, still in his
jockstrap, bent down and picked up the paper towels from the
floor.

I caught a glimpse of his hole. “Sorry, I was
a little distracted.”

He handed me the paper towels and stood in
front of a urinal. His hand pulled the jockstrap pouch to the side
and aimed his dick at the ceramic.

As I moved on to refill the liquid soap
dispensers, I angled myself to get a better view in the mirror of
Derek peeing without getting caught.

“By the way,” He turned his head to look at
me in the mirror.

I shifted my eyes away from his dick. In my
hurry, some of the liquid soap spilled. “Shit.”

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah.” I used the paper towels from the
floor earlier and wiped away the blue liquid. “Just on a clumsy
streak tonight.”

“Distracted, huh?” His body’s angle revealed
more of his soft, fat dick. “It’s my fault. Don’t worry. I’ll just
shower and then leave without getting in your way anymore. I’m sure
you’re sick and tired of seeing my almost naked ass all night.”

Oh, Derek. If you only knew how bad I wanted
to see your naked body. And being so close to it all night but not
be able to do anything about it, it’s torture.

After shaking his dick and tucking it back
inside, he flushed and went to wash in the sink next to me. His
body emitted a strong masculine scent.

The desire to lick and sniff his sweaty
armpit stirred in me.

“I really appreciate you letting me workout
late. Promise, I’ll make it up to you.”

“You don’t have to do anything. Actually, I’m
grateful for the company. It’s nice to at least not be alone.
Especially after my co-worker bailed on me.”

“No, I want to. Just let me know what you
want. I’ll see what I can do.” He winked at me in the mirror. “I’ll
go take a shower now.”

His wink caught me off guard. But I’m sure
it’s nothing but an innocent gesture of gratitude. My horny, pervy
mind is misinterpreting the words of a straight, married man.
Right?

 


 


It took a while for my erection to subside
after the encounter in the restroom.

But once my dick calmed down, I walked back
to store the half-full liquid soap container.

Steam rose and water splashed inside one of
the shower cubicles.

As I made my way to the supply closet, the
translucent door’s gap showed Derek under the spray, leaning on the
tiled wall with both hands.

I did a double take.

Water cascaded down his wide-muscled back
until it curved on the plump ass.

Shit. Look at that ass. My hand tightened
around the container’s handle.

Derek shifted.

Before I get caught, I proceeded to the
closet and put what I came in there to store.

But
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