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THAT STUPID WOMAN

 


She is my best friend's wife, a
customer of the club, and a right bitch. The woman has been coming
on to me every single day that she trains here with me
for over the past year. It's getting to the point where I want to
tell her the truth, but she absolutely hates ‘gays’.

She lifts the weights with her toned arms.
There's a guy who is casually staring her way as she pushes upwards
and her large breasts jiggle about. I wish he would come over here
and start a conversation with her, so I could escape having to look
at the annoying woman - she is not a guy and there is absolutely no
attraction there.

I look over to the reception area where my
manager is sitting talking to a customer about one of his rip-off
plans. He has told me quite clearly that if any of the customers
find out about my sexuality that there's going to be big trouble.
This was a hard gig to get and it pays well. I’m not keen to jump
ship just yet.

She finishes her set of ten and we move over
to the squat machine. She squats down and I try to keep my face
from curving into a look of disgust as her spandex shorts stretch
over the parts of her body that truly aren't attractive to me.
There are at least three guys pumping iron right now watching her
with looks of hunger. For all I care, they can have her ten times
over, as long as I get some relief.

"Nice set, Kimberly," I say in my usual
upbeat manner that hides the fact that I really hate this
bitch.

She smiles at me and gives me a wink.

"It must be your personal instruction that's getting me there,
Tom," she says. "Have you put any thought into coming to dinner
with me tonight?"

She was honest with me on the third day a
long, long time ago. She told me she wanted me and flat-out told me
what she wanted to do with me. If she knew how I actually felt
about women then she would completely understand that all of the
things she suggested would probably make me vomit on her.

"At the moment I'm a bit busy with work.
Perhaps another time."

She looks at me angrily, not even bothering
to hide it and I try to ignore the look on her face. She seems to
think that she is god's gift to men and she is probably not wrong
for those who are interested in women.

"I’ll tell your manager that you sexually
harassed me if you don't go out with me tonight."

She says it in such a matter of fact way that
I almost think that I may have misheard her. However, the look in
her eyes tells me that I didn’t mishear her.

"I would never do such a thing. He’ll never
believe you."

She looks hard into my eyes and a wicked grin
comes on to her lips.

"Are you sure you want to find out?"

I look back to the manager. He is not looking
at me, but he is probably watching as he always does and he is very
likely to respond negatively to her saying anything about me that
could be mildly considered to be a complaint, let alone an
accusation of sexual harassment.

Inwardly, I want to slap some sense into her;
outwardly, I look deep into her eyes and realize that the time has
come. It's time to risk losing my job to shut this woman up.

"Kimberley, I
am gay."

She starts to laugh and I grab her by the
shoulders, pressing in firmly.

"I'm not joking with you. I wouldn’t fuck you
if you were the last hole on earth. You are a slut, bitch and the
biggest fucking whore I’ve ever met and if you even consider saying
anything negative about me, I'm going to visit Jason and tell him
exactly - in great detail – what you have been up to with Jack, Ted
and your boss."

She looks shocked at me. I bet she didn’t
know that I knew about all of those men. It’s only the tip of the
iceberg.

"You wouldn't dare."

I look into her eyes deeply and with
the greatest of gay pride I say, "I definitely would.
Definitely."

She looks at me for a second and then pushes
me hard into one of the machines. The woman strides past me and
goes to the lockers, ripping out her bag and striding out of the
gym.

The manager glances at me and I know there's
going to be words, but, on the other hand one good thing has come
out of this: That damn bitch will never be back again and that
suits me just fine.

I pick up the gym supplied towel she left
behind and dump it into the hamper. By the time I get out front
again to wait for my next customer, I'm smiling so widely it
hurts.

So far today has been a very good day, I
decide.


APOLOGIZING TO JASON

 


It turns out that my good day
wasn't meant to be. The manager sat me down around
2pm, but he had nothing concrete to pin on me. He just told me
again and again to not annoy the customers and that he is watch. It
was all rather intimidating, but he's tried this act on me before.
It doesn't bother me and I don't care because he pays correctly and
on time and that's all I really need from him.

The problem was the wild text message just
after work from Jason. The stupid bitch went home and started
yelling at him about me being gay. The thing is Jason knows and
doesn't care. He defended me and it came out that she has been
playing around with several men around town. He, naive man that he
is, didn’t realize and text messages me to tell me it's my fault
that his relationship has turned to shit, which is something I need
to set him right about ASAP.

I look at my watch and walk a bit
faster. Jason and I have known each other most of our lives and our
relationship is very important. I like the guy and he is really
nice. It is an absolute shame that he's not gay as I would
completely date him if he was available. He might even be
partner quality, depending on his
skills in the sack.

I come to the bar and find him quite drunk.
The bartender gives me a look when I step over to Jason and does
the classic sign for ‘cut off’. Rolling drunk and in a nasty state,
this bar is not a good place for my friend to be.

I stop beside him and he looks over to me.
There's no anger there, just sadness, and I pat him on the shoulder
understanding his situation all too well.

Convincing him it’s time to leave, I drag him
into a taxi. There is no way I’m going to let him go home to that
bitch tonight and get a verbal beating from her again, so I suggest
to him that he should come over to my place and sleep on the
couch.

He is not in any state to disagree and we
arrive very swiftly. We get out of the taxi and head up the stairs
to my apartment. It's not long before both of us are inside with
the lights on in my small place and I’m dragging him over to the
couch.

He closes his eyes when he hits the cushions
and immediately drifts into sleep. I look at him for a second and
leave him to it. I have to be up in the early morning tomorrow and
it is time for a shower and some sleep.

About twenty minutes later I’m in bed, lying
there thinking about my friend in the other room, when a shape
stumbles through the door. I glance up in the darkness and see
Jason's tear strained face. He has sobered up some, but he is still
pretty drunk.

"Can I sleep with you?"

"Sure, hop in," I say, pulling up the
covers.

He comes over and slips into bed. The first
surprise is his hand slipping over my hip. I push it away, but he
brings it back around immediately and begins stroking it.

"Stop playing around…" I say.

"I'm not playing around. You said I
could sleep with
you."

I look over to him and see him staring me
directly in the eyes. It is not the look of a straight man that he
is giving me and I find myself incredibly confused.

"You want to have sex with me?"

"Yes. That damn bitch said she fucked you and
I want to know why."

"She didn't..."

He presses his lips to mine and I taste
whiskey. It's enough to make me a little weak kneed as I’m not good
with liquor and even a little bit of it can really hit me hard.

“Stop…” I whisper, knowing I don’t want
him to.

My piece is stirring and his kisses feel so
good. I’m going to be hard in seconds like this and it has been a
few days since I did a service down there. With the whiskey taste
in my mouth and his kisses doing wonderful things to me, it’s going
to be hard to hold back.

I reach down to his
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