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Gym Buddies
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The iron groans as the jock who calls himself Thunder—or maybe that’s just his radius trying to escape the strain—drops the dumbbells with zero regard for my polished floors. I force a smile that doesn't reach my eyes.

“Easy there, man. Control the negative,” I say, my voice professional even though I want to tell him the dumbbells aren't his personal drummer kit. “Let your muscles do the work, not gravity.”

“Right, right. Got it, coach,” he grunts, wiping a forearm across a brow that’s dripping sweat onto the chrome. “Leg day kicked my ass.”

“Every day is leg day if you’re doing it right,” I reply, the corporate motto tasting like ash. I’m Jake “The Jakehammer” Davis, former high school legend and now senior trainer at Titan Gym. By all accounts, I should be loving this. I’ve got the body—a chiseled 220 pounds of mostly football-trained muscle, low body fat, and arms that fill out a medium t-shirt like they were molded for it. I’ve got the rep. And I’ve got a girlfriend, Mia, a dancer with legs for days and a laugh that doesn't sound like grinding metal.

So why does 4 p.m. on a Tuesday feel like I’m serving a life sentence in a testosterone-scented prison? I check the clock. Five minutes until my last appointment of the day. Another newbie revolutionist who’ll probably last three weeks.

“Alright, man, get some protein in you,” I tell Thunder, clapping him on the shoulder. “Same time Thursday.”

He gives me a nod and lumbers away, and I turn to face the reception area. That’s when I see him. Standing by the front desk, looking like he got lost on his way to a debate club meeting, is Dylan.

He’s not fat. He’s not even what you’d call out of shape. He’s just... small. His t-shirt hangs off a frame that suggests words like ‘scrawny’ and ‘academic.’ His arms are pale and thin, and he’s clutching the water bottle he was handed at sign-up like it’s a lifeline in a shark tank. He’s standing in the middle of the gym floor with wide, intelligent eyes that look completely overwhelmed.

My new client. My new project.

I plaster on my most reassuring coach-face and walk over. He flinches slightly as I approach, caught off guard. Up close, he’s prettier than I first thought. Soft features, a dusting of freckles, and thick, dark hair that falls into his eyes.

“Dylan? I’m Jake.”

“Oh. Hi. Jake,” he says, his voice quiet. He offers a hand that’s way too soft to ever hold a dumbbell correctly. His grip is fragile, but he holds my gaze for a second longer than is strictly necessary, and a tiny, almost imperceptible smile plays on his lips. It’s not nervous. It’s... knowing.

“Welcome to Titan. Nervous?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

“Something like that,” he says. “Mostly just excited to have a professional guide me. I trust you to... handle me. Properly.”

The word choice lingers in the air. Handle. It could be innocent. But the look he gives me—the quick up-and-down flick of his eyes—decidedly isn’t. I’ve had gay clients before. It’s no big deal. But this is different. This isn’t a guy who just happens to be gay; this is a guy who is... gay. In full, flaming color, aimed directly at me. It’s like being faced with a different species, one I know exists but have never been this close to in the wild.

I clear my throat, choosing to ignore it. Professionalism is my armor. “Alright, well, let’s get you started. We’ll begin with the fundamentals. Core stability. Let’s head over to the mats.”

As I lead him across the gym, I feel his eyes on me, a tangible weight that has nothing to do with gravity. This isn’t just going to be about squats and deadlifts. This is going to be about managing him.

But later that night, as I lie in bed with Mia’s head on my shoulder and the drone of a reality show filling the quiet, my mind isn’t on her or my setlist for tomorrow. It’s on the long, elegant line of Dylan’s neck and the way he looked at me. I tell myself it’s just the irritation of a challenging client. But for the first time in a long time, my thoughts are tangled, and I’m not sure if I want to untangle them.

***
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The next session with Dylan is on a Friday, and I’ve spent the last two days mentally rolling my eyes at my own weird thoughts. It was a fluke. An occupational hazard. I deal with all kinds of people, and my brain sometimes misfires. That’s all.

He’s already there when I walk in, not looking lost this time, but bent over the water fountain, the loose line of his gym shorts pulling tight against a surprisingly firm ass. I file the observation away under 'Things I Don't Care About.'

“Jake! Ready to sculpt this masterpiece?” he says, straightening up and striking a cheesy muscle pose. His voice is more confident today.

I just grunt. “Stretching first. Let’s not pull anything.”

Today is legs. Nothing gets you more acquainted with a client than forcing them into a deep squat position. I get behind him to correct his form, my hands on his hips. “Wider stance. Keep your back straight. Chest up.” My knuckles brush the soft skin of his lower back, just above his shorts. It’s perfectly fine. This is my job.

“That’s... really close,” he breathes, and he’s not wrong. I can smell the clean, spicy scent of his cologne, something way too expensive for a college kid.

“It’s the only way to see your alignment,” I say, my voice gruff. “Down.”

He sinks into the squat, and I can feel the subtle tremble in his thighs. He’s trying so damn hard. There’s something endearing about it. When he comes back up, his face is flushed, and he looks at me over his shoulder, those big eyes glassy with effort. And that’s when I notice it.

He’s... pretty.

I don’t mean in a way I’d normally notice, like judging a rival on the field or a guy on TV. This is different. He has a delicate jawline and long eyelashes that any girl would kill for. The softness of his features, the way his bottom lip is fuller than his top... it's a kind of... femininity. And against my will, against every logical part of my brain, I find it attractive. Not him, I tell myself. Just the... aesthetic. It’s like looking at a painting. It doesn't mean anything.

“You’re a good teacher,” Dylan says, breaking my trance. “Patient. You have... nice hands.”

He lets that hang in the air. I’m used to compliments, mostly from women, but this feels... heavier. More deliberate. I expect to feel my back go up, to get defensive, but instead, a weird warmth spreads through my chest. I... don’t mind it.

“Yeah, well. They’re attached to my arms. Do the work,” I manage, clearing my throat and moving him to the leg press machine.

We go through the sets. I spot him on calf raises, my hands hovering over the bar just in case. He’s lifting barely anything, but he focuses like he’s going for a world record. And I watch him. I’m not supposed to be watching him. I’m supposed to be scanning the gym floor, checking my phone for a message from Mia, anything else.

But my eyes are glued to him. Specifically, to his mouth. As he strains on the last rep, his lips part slightly, and his pink tongue darts out, sweeping slowly across his full lower lip, leaving a faint trail of moisture.

It’s an unconscious gesture. Pure, accidental sensuality.

My own mouth goes dry. A vision flashes through my mind—bright, vivid, and completely unwanted—of those very lips wrapped around my cock. The thought is so specific, so detailed, that it sends a jolt straight to my dick.

Jesus Christ. Where the hell did that come from?

Dick-sucking lips.

The phrase slams into my brain, a crass, ugly thought that feels alien and yet... true. His lips are perfect for it.

Stop, Jake. Stop it right now.

I take a physical step back, as if I can outrun my own mind. This isn't happening. I have a girlfriend. I love sex with women. I’m Jake fucking Davis, king of the jocks. I am not gay. I’m not even a little bit curious. So why am I standing here, heartbeat hammering in my ears, with a half-chub I have to strategically hide behind my clipboard?

“All done?” I ask, my voice coming out too sharp.

Dylan finishes his rep and sits up, his expression pure and innocent, like he has no idea he just detonated a bomb in my head.

“Yeah. My calves are on fire,” he says, stretching one leg out. He runs a hand down his shin, and his eyes meet mine again, and this time there’s no mistaking the calculating gleam in them. He knows. He might not know what I was thinking, but he knows he’s getting to me.

“Good. That’s how you know it’s working,” I snap, folding my arms over my chest. A wall. I need a wall.

“Can’t wait for our next session, coach,” he says, his voice dropping to that low, flirtatious register. He winks. A full-on, no-hiding-it wink.

He gathers his things and saunters toward the locker room. I watch him go, a knot of confusion and something else—something hot and frighteningly close to anticipation—tightening in my gut. I’m not gay. But as Dylan disappears from sight, the image of his mouth, wet and parted, is burned onto the back of my eyelids. And I have a sickening feeling that he knows it.

***
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When I get home from work that evening, the house feels too quiet. Mia’s out with her girlfriends, a ritual of skinny cocktails and catty gossip that usually leaves me with blessed, uninterrupted freedom to do whatever the hell I want. Tonight, "whatever" means a rock-hard dick pressing against the zipper of my jeans and a brain that won't stop replaying images of Dylan's mouth.

I grab my laptop, sinking into the couch cushions. I know the sites. A few clicks, and I’ve got a scene loading—some big-titted blonde getting railed from behind by a guy who looks like a less attractive version of me. It’s my go-to, my comfort food. I stroke myself through my jeans, waiting for the video to load, my mind already gearing up for the familiar fantasy.

And then it pops up. Not the ad-blocker-killing kind, but a standalone video player that hijacks my screen. It’s an ad for some premium gay site. The guy in the thumbnail is sprawled on a velvet sheet, one knee pulled up to his chest. He’s got the same lean, delicate build as Dylan. His head is turned back, looking over his shoulder with the same come-hither, glittering eyes, and his mouth is slightly open, wet and glossy and so... plush. Dick-sucking lips.

My cock, already interested, jerks like it’s been tased. It’s a physical reaction, bypassing my brain entirely.

I shouldn’t. The thought is there, but my mouse is already moving. My finger clicks the tiny 'x' on the ad, but my aim is apparently shit because instead of closing, it expands. Full screen. Goddamn it. The video starts playing automatically.

The twink in the video moans, a high, breathy sound that lands somewhere in my balls. He’s on his hands and knees now, and the camera is focused on his ass. Perfectly smooth, two round globes that look like they’d fit perfectly in my palms. I can see the tight pink pucker of his hole, and a thought, ugly and mesmerizing, drops into my mind: I bet that’s so fucking tight.

My zipper is down before I even realize my hand is there. I wrap my fist around my dick, giving it a hard squeeze. I’m already leaking precum.

I watch the screen, but I’m not really watching it anymore. I’m superimposing Dylan’s face onto the twink’s body. It’s Dylan’s ass I’m staring at, Dylan’s hole I want to pry open. I wonder what he’d sound like. Would he whimper? Would he beg?

I close my eyes and the image sharpens. It’s just Dylan now. I picture those full, wet lips parting, sliding down the length of my cock. I can almost feel the wet heat of his mouth, the way his tongue would trace the vein on the underside. I stroke faster, my knuckles brushing against my abs. The actress getting fucked in the original tab I opened is long forgotten, her fake moans a distant, irrelevant echo.

Fuck his mouth. Just wreck him. The thought is violent, possessive. But it’s not enough.

I grip myself tighter, the leather of the couch groaning under my shifting weight. I want more. I want to be buried in him. I picture flipping him over, throwing his legs over my shoulders, and pressing the head of my cock against that tight, virgin hole. The idea of sinking into that heat, of being the first to breach him, to make him take all of my monster cock... it’s a blindingly hot fantasy. Mia would never let me near her back door, calls it ‘dirty.’ Dylan, though... I bet he’d beg for it. I bet he’d love it.

The thought of his tightness squeezing my dick, tighter and hotter than any pussy I’ve ever had, is what sends me over the edge. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, ripping through my body with a force that leaves me gasping. I cum hard, thick ropes of it spilling over my fist and my stomach, hips bucking off the couch as the image of my dick disappearing into Dylan’s ass plays on a loop behind my eyelids.

For a solid thirty seconds, I just lie there, panting, my heart hammering against my ribs like it’s trying to escape. The sticky evidence of my desire cools on my skin.

Then, reality crashes back in. The smell of my own cum, the silence of the house, the glowing laptop screen that’s definitely not featuring a busty blonde anymore.

The orgasm was mind-blowing.

But the aftermath is pure ice-water terror.

I look at the mess on my stomach, at the gay porn still frozen on my screen, and the single thought that echoes in the sudden, deafening silence of my brain is the same one that’s been haunting me since I met him.

What the fuck?
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The next few days are a special kind of hell. My bedroom has become a crime scene where my heterosexuality was murdered. Every time I’m alone with my thoughts, that moment flashes—the images of that twink on the screen, the feeling of my own orgasm, and then Dylan’s face superimposed over it all. When I’m with Mia, I’m half-present, my gaze drifting, wondering if she can sense the coil of wrongness winding tight in my gut.

Monday comes, and it's time for Dylan's session. I’ve tried to psych myself up, repeating the mantra in my head: Professional. Job. Project. I’m in the middle of demonstrating the proper form for a bent-over row, and my mind is locked in, rigid and severe. He's been quiet today, almost too quiet, just watching me.

“You feel that?” I ask, finishing my rep and setting the bar down with a clang. “You should feel it right through your lats. Builds width. Gives you that V-shape.”

He’s been staring at my back, his eyes unfocused. He blinks, brought back to the present. “Oh. Yeah. A V-shape,” he repeats, his voice distant.

I pivot, facing him, folding my arms. A tactic I use to project authority. “Alright, let’s talk goals, Dylan. We’ve been hitting this hard for a couple of weeks. I need to know what you’re aiming for. Are you trying to put on mass? Get stronger? Are we trying to get you shredded? I can’t build a house without a blueprint.”

He shrugs, a small, effortless movement that makes his loose workout shirt shift. “I don’t know.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “You don’t know? You show up here three times a week and you... don’t know?”

“Not for bodybuilding stuff,” he clarifies, and there’s a flicker of that old confidence in his eyes. He leans one hip against the dumbbell rack, a picture of casual ease. “My goals are simpler than that, I guess.”

A knot of impatience tightens in my jaw. “Simpler how?”

“I want to look good for guys,” he says. The words are blunt, direct. No hint of apology.

The gym's noise fades to a dull hum. “For... guys.”

“Yeah, you know, guys who are into guys,” he explains, like I’m a child. He gestures vaguely at his own frame. “Not to get all big and bulky like you. I mean, you’re... a masterpiece, don’t get me wrong. But it’s not my look.” He gives me that slow, appraising look, his eyes lingering on my chest and arms. “I’m a twink. It’s a category. You’re either into it, or you’re not. I just want to be the best version of it.”

I just stare at him, caught between the absurdity of his explanation and the fact that he called me a masterpiece without a shred of irony. “So... you’re telling me your goal is to be a... premium twink?”

He actually laughs, a bright, genuine sound that’s startlingly attractive. “Exactly! You get it. Premium.”

He takes a step closer, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “There’s a downside, though. To being, you know, this.” He waves a hand at his own body again. “Guys can be intimidated. Or they think you’re way more experienced than you are.”

I shift my weight, my hands suddenly feeling useless in my pockets. I don’t want to know where this is going. I have to, but I don’t want to.

“Meaning?” I ask, my voice tighter than I intended.

“Meaning... I’m a virgin,” he says, dropping it like a bomb in the middle of the weight room floor. He looks me dead in the eye, searching for a reaction. “All twenty years of it. Not for lack of wanting to... you know. Get out there more. But it’s hard. It’s competitive. And you don’t exactly walk into a bar with a flashing sign over your head that says, ‘TOTAL NEWBIE, BE GENTLE.’”

I’m speechless. He just laid his soul bare. It’s a depth of vulnerability I’ve never seen in the gym before; a place built on bravado and ego. The raw honesty of it is disarming. I expected shame, or at least embarrassment, but there’s none. It’s just a statement of fact.

“That’s... a thing,” I finally manage, the words feeling stupid and clumsy even to me.

“It is,” he agrees, his gaze unwavering. “But that’s why I hired the best. If I’m going to finally put myself out there, I want the body to be an asset, you know? Not a liability.” He smiles, and it’s a different smile this time, softer, more genuine. He reaches out and lightly taps my bicep with his fingertips. “Thanks for... listening. And for the pep talks.”

His touch is light, electric. I expect to flinch away. To mutter something about having to get the weights racked. To create a wall.

Instead, I do none of those things.

A strange warmth spreads through my chest, and I find myself smiling back, just a little. “It’s what you pay me for, right?” I say, and my voice is lower, smoother than I intended. It’s not my ‘coach’ voice. It’s... something else.

“Oh, I have a feeling it’s not,” he murmurs, his eyes twinkling. He holds my gaze for a beat longer, then effortlessly slides back into his client persona. “Alright, coach! What’s next? More squats? My ass could definitely use the work.”

He bends over to grab a water bottle, and my eyes flick—of their own accord—to the shape of his ass in his shorts. The image from the porn, the fantasy of him on all fours... it flickers in my mind, unbidden.

This time, I don’t immediately shove it away. I just look. And for the first time, I don't feel a storm of panic and denial. I just feel... a quiet, terrifying hum of interest.

“Yeah,” I say, my voice steady. “Let’s work on your ass.”

My own words—Let's work on your ass—echo in my head as Dylan settles into the glute bridge machine. It’s like I’ve given myself permission to stare. And I do. I watch his body move with an artist’s focus, the way his muscles engage under his pale skin as he pushes his hips upward. The workout shorts pull taut with every rep, and the shape they create isn’t just a shape; it’s a promise. It’s... beautiful.

He’s just like the guy in that video the other night. Same lean lines, same perfect curve. The thought pops up, but this time it doesn’t bring a wave of panic. It’s just an observation, a fact. One moment he’s an innocent virgin I’m training, the next he’s an object of pure, unadulterated desire.

Then he gets off the machine and bends over to grab his water bottle from the lower rack. He arches his back slightly, and the fabric of his shorts stretches tight across his glutes. And my god, in that position, for a split second, I can see it—clear as day. The faint outline of what lies beneath. I can picture it perfectly: his puckered, virgin hole, impossibly tight and waiting. untouched.

Stop it, Jake. The command is sharp, but my body doesn't listen. The image sticks, burned into my retinas. The sheer thought of it, that secret space, sends a throb of heat straight to my groin. I have to turn away, pretending to adjust a weight on the squat rack, just to get a breather from the intensity of my own thoughts.

When I turn back, Dylan is upright again, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He catches me looking. I can’t hide it, and I realize I don’t even want to try. A slow, knowing smile spreads across his face. He saw me. He knows exactly what I was thinking.

“All done with the glutes for today, coach?” he asks, his voice dripping with innuendo. “Or do you want me to... show you some more?”

He takes a step toward me, closing the distance between us. The air crackles. I should say no. I should end the session and walk away. But the wall I’ve been trying to build has crumbled to dust. All that’s left is raw, exposed nerve endings.

“We’re done for today,” I say, but the dismissal has no heat in it. It’s a hollow threat.

“Are you sure?” he murmurs, his eyes flicking down to my lips. He runs his tongue over his own bottom lip, a deliberate, teasing gesture. My breath catches. “Because I’m up for anything you want to teach me.”

The acceptance hangs between us, silent and terrifying. He’s testing a boundary I didn’t even realize was gone. And instead of recoiling, I find myself leaning into it, my heart pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs.

“Go get cleaned up, Dylan,” I say, and my voice is low, rough. Not a coach's command. Something else entirely.

“See you next time,” he says, turning with a final, confident wink before walking toward the locker room, his hips swaying just a little more than they did when he walked in. The session is over, but for me, it’s just the beginning. And the thought of what comes next is both exhilarating and utterly terrifying.

***
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The drive home is a blur. The strap of my gym bag cuts into my shoulder, but I barely feel it. My body is humming, a low-grade thrum of energy that has nothing to do with the heavy weights I lifted. It’s all centered on one thing: the image of Dylan bending over. Mia’s car is in the driveway when I pull up, and a spike of adrenaline—pure need—shoots through me. Maybe this will fix it. Maybe if I just fuck it out of my system, I can go back to being normal.

“I’ll be right back!” I call, my voice cracking as I drop my bag by the door and head straight for the shower. The water blasts against my skin, hot and punishing, but it does nothing to wash away the images in my head. All I can see is Dylan’s ass. The perfect, round shape, the promise of what’s between those smooth cheeks. My dick is already rock-hard, throbbing against my stomach. I’ve never been this hard before in my life, not even as a teenager. It’s almost painful. I wrap a hand around it, giving it a few rough strokes, but I stop myself. No. This isn't for me. This is for Mia.

I get out, towel drying my hair, my cock still pointing stubbornly at the ceiling. Mia’s in bed, propped up against a stack of pillows, reading some paperback romance novel. The bedside lamp casts a soft glow on her skin. She looks up and smiles when she sees me, her eyes appreciatively scanning my damp, naked body. Now that’s a look I understand.

“Well, hello there,” she purrs, setting her book aside.

I don’t say a word. I just cross the room and climb onto the bed, covering her body with mine and crushing my mouth to hers. She sighs into the kiss, her hands threading through my wet hair, kissing me back with a hungry eagerness that momentarily silences the noise in my head. I move down her neck, tasting her skin, my fingers finding the hem of her silk nightie and pushing it up. I capture one of her nipples in my mouth, licking and sucking until she’s moaning and arching against me. Her breasts are soft and full in my hands, but my touch is distracted, mechanical.

I keep moving south, kissing a trail down her stomach until I’m settled between her thighs. Her scent is familiar, comforting. I part her folds with my thumbs and dive in, lapping at her clit with my tongue. This is familiar territory. I know every sensitive spot, every rhythm that makes her gasp. She’s moaning my name, her fingers tangled in my hair, grinding against my face, lost in pleasure.

And then it happens. Dylan’s ass flashes in my mind’s eye. Perfect, firm, waiting. I’m still eating Mia’s pussy, but in my head, I’m not. I’m eating Dylan’s ass. I’m spreading those pale cheeks and burying my face in his crack, my tongue swirling around his tight, virgin hole. The thought is so wrong, so fucking filthy, that it sends a jolt of lightning straight through me. My own moan vibrates against Mia’s clit, and she cries out, mistaking my forbidden fantasy for renewed passion.

“Jake! Oh god, Jake!” she screams, her thighs trembling around my head. I’ve never been this horned-up with her. My own needs are overwhelming, a tidal wave of lust I can’t control. I need to be inside something, now.

“On your hands and knees,” I growl, pulling away and manhandling her into position. She eagerly complies, presenting herself to me, her ass in the air. My vision tunneled for a second. It’s her, it’s Mia, my girlfriend. But the shape, the curve... it’s his. I line up my cock, my monster cock, and slam into her in one brutal thrust. In my mind, I’m not in her pussy. I’m in Dylan’s tight, virgin ass.

“Oh fuck!” I roar, the wet heat, the imagined tightness, is overwhelming. It doesn't take long at all. I’m pounding into her with a frantic, punishing rhythm, chasing a release that’s been building for days. The bed is creaking, Mia is sobbing in pleasure, and I’m grunting like an animal, my eyes squeezed shut. With a final, brutal lunge, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, my orgasm ripping through me as I empty myself deep inside her. At the same time, I feel her gush, her body convulsing as she squirts all over the bed beneath us, a screaming, trembling mess.

We collapse in a sweaty, tangled heap. My chest is heaving, my heart threatening to burst. For a moment, there’s only the sound of our ragged breathing.

Then, Mia stirs, snuggling against my back. “Wow,” she murmurs, her voice husky and sated. “That
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