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A Gay Ghost in the Gym

His arms plowed through the water as Jake
Moreau pushed himself to go faster. Only to have to twist around to
stop himself from colliding with the wall of the pool. Pushing
himself off, the blond let himself drift.

“And here I am without a phone,” Brian joked. Like Jake, he
was a freshman at Pridmoore College and on the swim-team. He'd
already gotten out of the water and Jake decided to call it quits
too.

“It's just too small,” he complained as he removed his cap
and goggles. “I know coach had to jump through hoops to arrange
this while they're fixing the old building, but couldn't he have
gotten us a pool that was longer?”

His brown-haired teammate shrugged. “Better
than none. And this is the old building,” he corrected Jake. “Our
pool is actually the new one.”

“I'm not complaining,” the blond started, only to get
offtrack at Brian's incredulous stare. “I'm not,” he protested.
“Not about the two pools thing, but I'm wondering why we got two in
the first place?

“Maybe for situations like this, you know, as a reserve,”
his friend proposed as they entered the locker room.

Jake looked around at the old, steel lockers,
the weathered wooden benches running through the middle, the faded
and sometimes cracked tiles on the floor. “If that was the idea,
why didn't they keep the place up? Instead of just neglected the
whole thing and leaving it to decay.”

“You mean you don't know?” Another member of their team, a
sophomore named Jeffrey, asked as he slipped his t-shirt on. He,
and two others, had finished their laps before Jake and Brian, but
not that much quicker. Yet here they were, almost done
dressing.

'They didn't shower?' Jake wondered. “What do
you mean?”

“Dude, this pool is haunted,” Jeffrey's friend, Ben,
said.

“Haunted?” Brian asked, an eyebrow climbing up his
forehead.

“Uhuh, every time the university tried to do something about
this building, something weird would happen.”

“Like what?” Jake asked sceptically.

“Oh, all sorts of stuff. President Callhoun went bonkers
after he proposed to turn the pool into student housing, and when
they tried to bulldozer this building ten years ago, they found the
machine completely dismantled in the morning. No parts were
missing, but everything that could be taken apart, was.”

“Okay,” Brian slowly said. “So, who's supposed to be the
ghost?”

Jeffrey jumped back into the conversation. “A
student named Dick; he's supposed to have hanged himself right here
in the locker room.”

“I thought he slit his wrists in the showers?” Ben
countered.

“No, I'm pretty sure he drowned in the pool,” the third
sophomore, who'd been silent up until now, chimed in.

“And that's why you guys aren't taking a shower?” Jake
asked.

“What, you are?” Ben exclaimed.

“Well I am,” Brian replied dryly.

“Then you're a braver man than I am,” Ben said as he
finished tying his shoes. The three picked up their gym bags and
started to leave the locker room. “If you see the ghost, try to ask
him how's it hanging!” he warned.

Jake shook his head as he watched them leave,
laughing. “How much of that was true, you think?” he asked his
friend.

Brian rolled his chocolate-brown eyes and
picked up a towel and some soap. “None of it. They were just trying
to scare the new kids. A ghost, as if!” he scoffed.

Remembering their exit, Jake had to nod. They
had been joking, and yet … if they were having them on, then why
didn't they take a shower here? He knew for a fact that they did
back at the old building, or the new building, whatever building it
was.

Puzzled, he went to retrieve his own towel,
but stopped when he realized that his bag wasn't there. “That's
weird. I was sure I put my bag here.”

“Huh? Oh, must have been those guys. Part of the prank,”
Brian speculated as he slipped out of his speedos. “Must have hid
it somewhere, but it can't be far. They didn't have much time. Want
me to help you look?”

“Nah, that's fine. Like you said, it can't be far. Probably
tossed it over these lockers so that it would land in the next
aisle. You go on ahead.”

Brian shrugged and draped his towel over his
neck. “If you're sure.” He headed for the shower, and Jake's eyes
lingered on his friend's flexing butt for a moment.

“Jake.”

Startled, Jake looked around. It hadn't been
Brian, the voice had been wrong. And too soft, more like a whisper.
But they were the only two here. 'Must have been the wind,' he
resolved as he began looking for his gym bag. 'The building
settling, or maybe a loose pipe or something.'

He was getting a little cold now. 'The
radiator must be broken.' At least the water coming from the
showers wasn't freezing, or he'd have heard Brian complain about it
by now. But all Jake heard was water clattering on the tiles. He
rounded the corner and looked down the aisle for his gym bag.

Jake froze. At the other end were two guys,
hugging. One had blond hair, the other brown. He couldn't see much
of their faces, because they were kissing each other with gusto.
The blond's mouth started to descend down his companion's face, the
brown-haired guy tilting his head back to give his friend better
access to his neck. The blond nibbled on it, his hand descended
between the other man's legs and enveloped his erect cock. Then he
turned his head and looked directly at Jake with a single,
startling blue eye.

“Jake,” a cold breath whispered against his ear, breaking the
spell. He ducked behind the lockers, flustered. His speedo a little
more filled than it had been a minute ago. Licking his suddenly dry
lips, Jake peeked down the aisle. There was nobody
there.

“Okay, what was that?” he mumbled as he took a step away
from the locker. He looked around. “Did I see that?” Jake wasn't so
sure anymore. He hadn't noticed right then, but those guys had
seemed a little faded. Like they weren't really there. And they'd
looked like …

“When I see those three again, I'm going to kill them. Can't
believe that it only took a little bit of talk about some ghost to
have me see them.” Rubbing his eyes, Jake resolved to find his bag,
take a shower, and leave.

When he opened his eyes again, he found that
he didn't have to look far, because it was there in plain view on
the bench. 'At least they didn't toss the thing,' Jake mused. He
liked practical jokes as much as the next guy, but not when it
involved destroying another person's stuff. Retrieving his towel
and a bottle of shower gel, he put those on the bench next to the
bag and started to pull down his speedo.

 

An icy finger caressed the underside of his
cock. Startled, Jake tried to take a step back but got tangled in
his swim briefs and ended up on his butt. Breathing faster, he
looked down at his growing erection and then around. “What … “

He cut himself off and closed his eyes to
get his breathing back under control. 'No, you are not doing this.
There are no ghosts, it's just the wind, or something.'

Cold fingers closed around his dick, causing
Jake's eyes to fly open. The digits massaged his member, his breath
hitched as he threw his head back at the how good it felt. 'This …
this is nuts.' His cock went full-mast faster than Jake thought
possible. He wanted to look down, to see what was going on, but it
felt so good.

“Ah, ah, ah.” The fingers slid along his length, his cock
seemed to grow harder than ever before. It felt like there was a
cold, steel bar between his legs, sending pleasure oozing up his
body.

“Jake.”

“Yes,” he answered without knowing what the question was.
The fingers disappeared, and Jake gasped as the cold entered him











































cover.jpg





