My name is Donnie I have no problems at school, nothing is wrong, I have great friends and my life is good right now, yet for some reason my mother wants me to take karate, she says that it will help me get more friends, why do I even need more, what is wrong with the ones I have, once I get there I see the completely typical, scene pads covering all the floors and walls, mirrors everywhere and there is nothing but work out freaks that don’t take their mouth off of their muscle milk, but at least one good thing can come of this, I get to be surrounded by enormous muscular men that only get bigger every day and then there is the showers were all of those vascular dicks run free, there is so many hot people here that I might have to jack off in the bathroom just to keep my cool around them.
so I walked into the karate class and my instructor is in his underwear talking all about how we shouldn’t get offended by this because we should know that it gets really hot in that room and that he doesn’t mind if others do the same, he was so hard not to look at the entire time with his pecs flexing and rolling every five seconds, you wouldn’t catch me dead doing that only underwear thing because I can’t last a minute there without getting as hard as a rock.
I had to go to the bathroom halfway through the class because the instructor kept accidentally grabbing my crotch talking about how I’m in the wrong position and whatnot eventually as I was wrestling with some giant hairy guy and my face got pressed against his dick because I tried to grab his slippery abs and he tried to push me down and that’s where I ended up.
[bookmark: _GoBack]so I finally get to the bathroom and all that’s in there is a toilet a urinal and a sink so I closed the door, lock it and hear a voice from behind me say ”what’s going on” I turned quickly and saw a man with a ripped T-shirt that his biceps are popping out of and sweatpants that can barely hold his massive legs immediately I say “what the hell are you doing in here” he looks to the side and says “I don’t want to be part of that bullshit that goes on out there, where everyone looks down and minds their own business, where a fight can start as quickly as it can end… If you need to go, I don’t care, were both men after all” “no thanks I’m good, but you didn’t really answer my question, why are you here” “because both your instructor and I can’t look at each other after what he did to me so I’m just waiting it out, and I’m glad I finally found someone who is reluctant to take out their dick in front of a complete stranger, you seem pretty cool though, so I’m going to give you something” “ whatever it is no thanks, I’m good” “trust me you’re going to like this whether you want to or not because if what I’m doing here is really what I’m doing then I have you for the next hour until this class is over, don’t think I didn’t notice your Boner when you came in here. You came in here because the men were too hot and you wanted to Jack off” “okay I admit that that’s somewhat true but now that you know this is anything really going to change” “no it won’t my present will still stay the same, I just wanted to make sure that you wanted my present” “okay I’m interested what’s the present” he grabs the bottom of his shirt and lifts up revealing his extremely cut abs that peek out enough to create a ton of shadow marks and his giant enormous overlapping pecs that have so many creases on them and so many veins running throughout them that all I can imagine doing is rubbing my face in the crease of the two pecs as he flexes and engulfs my head with his pure muscle finally he breaks the silence and says “your present is me” 
