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Synopsis: Hard Body -- Dan was used to being
alone in the gym when he did his early morning workouts, but one
evening he saw another man using the equipment and his dreams were
never the same again. This is a gay conversion romance and very
sensuous.

 


 


Dan had grown accustomed to having the gym
all to himself. Two years before, on the day of his fortieth
birthday, when Dan promised himself that his life was going to
change, he’d been embarrassed of the way that he looked and dreaded
the thought of anyone else seeing the awkward beginning stages of
him first teaching himself to workout.

Being self-employed, Dan enjoyed the benefit
of creating his own schedule. He’d purposely arranged his day so
that he could work nights and get into the gym during the earliest
hours of the morning when nobody else was around. It had been a
long hard road for Dan; a terrible struggle at first but in time
the routine had become ritual and Dan, in every physical aspect,
had transformed himself into the man that he wanted to be.

He was proud now of the body that he’d worked
so hard to achieve yet the early morning ritual or working out had
grown into an addiction. Dan enjoyed the solitude of the empty gym.
He could push himself beyond each of his natural limits. He could
make as much noise as he pleased and he could take all the time he
wanted to do it.

Now however, there was someone else. For two
years straight the only person who ever wandered into the gym
during Dan’s intensive workouts had been some roaming night
security stopping in to take advantage of the spacious bathroom.
Dan felt as if the gym had become his very own.

When Alex moved to the area though, and
transferred his own ritual into the gym, it quickly began to change
everything.

It was late into Dan’s workout and he was in
the middle of an intense set in a secluded corner of the gym where
most of the free weights were kept. It was a long time before he
noticed that any stranger had entered his gym. Dan exhausted
himself on the weights, just as he liked to do.

The near brain-dead fog that clouded over his
mind as he set the dumbbell down at the end of his final set had
provided him at last with the otherwise unattainable sense of
accomplishment to which he’d become addicted. For a long time now,
Dan had prescribed to the theory that if the end of a workout he
could still remember his address or perform basic mathematical
operations in his mind, then he hadn’t worked out hard enough.

Now, he sat with his chest heaving for much
needed oxygen. He struggled even to operate his smart phone well
enough to turn off its blaring music. He heard only his pounding
heart and his heavy breaths. He gazed into the massive mirror that
lined the wall behind the racks of weights and he was pleased with
what he saw.

Dan stood up exhaustedly and peeled his sweat
soaked shirt from his body to admire himself in the mirror just a
moment further. His hard body gleamed with its slick sheen of
perspiration. Dan narrowed his eyes toward his reflection,
sharpening his gaze through the blur of his utter exhaustion. He
hardly resembled the weak, doughy man that he’d been a few years
before.

Satisfied, he turned from the mirror and
stumbled heavily away from the free weights with his shirt slung
limply over his massive shoulder.

There was a fast, rhythmic, thumping noise
from somewhere in the gym but Dan had dulled his senses too much
for it to even register this late at night. His mind could only
focus on getting into the sauna and then into the gym’s hot,
rewarding shower that would sooth him towards his short drive home
and leave him as ready to soundly sleep as it always did.

Instead, though, Dan was positively
dumbstruck when he rounded a corner and his eyes fell upon the
strange sight of a stranger bounding determinedly upon a treadmill
before him. Dan froze in place. His mind was so accustomed to every
bit of the routine being exactly the same, night after night, that
it could barely process what he was experiencing. Dan didn’t mean
to stare; he simply could not help it.

 


 


Alex had noticed Dan coming around the corner
but he broke neither his gaze nor his stride as he focused strictly
on his breathing. His arms and legs pumped furiously against the
burning ache inside of him and sweat dripped down his brow onto the
machine.

He had heard Dan banging the weights around
during his workout but had chosen not to disturb him. Alex was here
for himself. He was determined to stay focused. He appeared
oblivious to everything around him and Dan certainly did not want
to disturb another fitness enthusiast whilst they were in their
zone.

Alex could not help but wonder how long,
though, that this handsome stranger intended to just stand there
staring at him.

As Dan’s gaze wandered over Alex’s slim, hard
body, Dan began to become aware of a strange sensation welling up
inside of himself. He could not be sure of what it was. He wondered
if it was jealousy. Even at a distance, it was clear that Alex had
an amazing body. He was leaner than Dan; more sinewy and slimmer,
whereas Dan had worked to pack on bulk to his musculature.

It was only for a brief second that it
occurred to Dan that what he was feeling might have been
admiration. Alex’s body was smooth and Dan, who preferred a more
natural look, wondered if this young, attractive man was the type
to shave himself to heighten the definition of his muscles, or if
he was naturally hairless.

An image flashed into Dan’s head of this
chiseled, statuesque man sensually sliding a razor over his arms
and legs; not effeminately but like a proud and masculine
gladiator. Dan chased the image from his head, ashamed for its
sudden appearance.

Alex could not ignore Dan forever. He sized
him up out of the corner of his eye as he ran. Still the man just
stood there watching him silently. Alex wanted to stare as well. He
could see Dan’s strong, hulking frame and his eyes were drawn
helplessly toward the man’s rock hard, hairy chest and the trail of
dark hair that led down over Dan’s washboard abs to disappear into
the waistline of his shorts. Alex tried to remain focus but against
his will his head turned and his eyes darted over Dan’s frame.

Their eyes locked, shocking Dan back to his
senses suddenly. He didn’t realize just how long he’d been standing
there until he found himself under the cool gaze of the young
stranger. His heart thumped loudly and a panic began to rise within
him. Dan didn’t know what else to do but to give a simple,
tight-lipped nod towards the man on the treadmill; a gesture that
signified nothing more than a quick acknowledgment of the other’s
existence.

Alex smiled and nodded back respectfully.
Embarrassed, Dan rushed towards the locker room and away from the
awkwardness of the situation. Alex turned back to the task at hand;
reached forward, urging his treadmill faster and closed his eyes as
he fought to regain his focus.

Dan threw his shirt onto a bench in the
locker room and cast off his shoes. Now more than ever, he intended
to make his way in and out of the sauna as quickly as he could. He
kept turning back towards the locker room’s doorway, checking over
his shoulder, constantly expecting and dreading that the man he’d
been staring at might follow him in. Dan fled quickly into the
sauna and seated himself upon the cedar plank bench so that he
could peer out through the thick glass of the door.

He laughed aloud at himself for his
uncharacteristic nervousness as the moist heat penetrated his skin
deeply. He tried to reason with himself against the shame that he
didn’t understand. Dan tried to tell himself that there was nothing
dubious about admiring another man’s physique when they both worked
so hard to make themselves the best they could. He kept thinking
though about the young man’s body, his handsome face and his
hypnotic eyes.

Each time his mind would linger upon Alex a
little bit more and every time Dan would become more worried and
ashamed for it. He cut his sauna time short and hurried to the
shower. As he began to relax beneath the soothing waters, Dan’s
frustration with himself began to stir towards curiosity.

Dan looked within himself, wondering why his
thoughts scared him and made him feel so shameful. He’d long since
thought of sexual preference as a very broad spectrum, and even
though he had never before found himself attracted to another man,
he had never found any discomfort or distaste for such preferences
before.

He dared not ponder whether a newfound
preference was suddenly blossoming inside him but the seed of such
thought may well exist somewhere beneath the surface of every man,
perhaps waiting only for the single drop of rain to come and make
it grow. Inside Dan that night, a storm was brewing.

The strange shamefulness seemed to evaporate
from him with the steam inside the shower. He was soothed. His mind
was too exhausted to linger upon or ponder the thoughts and images
that kept flashing into his head but his mind was also far too
tired to fight the thoughts away when they did arrive.

With his eyes closed beneath the hot, pouring
waters, Dan imagined the shower curtain slipping open quietly
behind him as the man he’d seen on the treadmill stepped into the
shower with him and pulled the curtain closed once more.

He pictured the man’s smooth, muscled body as
if he were standing before him, the water beading upon his hard
muscles as his hands raised with slow trepidation to feel Dan’s
flesh with his fingertips. Their eyes would lock and neither would
say a word. Their bodies would press together so closely.

Dan could almost feel the younger man’s hot,
wet flesh against his and imagined the sweet, arousing whisper of
the man’s breath upon his neck. Before Dan even realized what he
was doing, his eyelids came open heavily to discover his strong
hand wrapped around his fully rigid, throbbing manhood, stroking it
slow and gently.

He could not believe how aroused he had
become but it felt so good. He closed his eyes once more and gave
himself another moment of forbidden pleasure. Hot, erotic imagery
of hard, muscled bodies grinding passionately against one another
flooded his mind for a second more and then he forced his hands
outward, away from his craving flesh and turned the water off.

Again, the gym around him was plunged into
complete silence. Dan peeked his head out from the shower
nervously, being careful not to reveal his arousal even to the
emptiness of the locker room. Seeing nobody, Dan snatched his towel
from its hook nearby and hurried to dry himself. He felt like he
had often as a boy during puberty, wishing desperately that his
embarrassing bulge would soften before anyone spotted it but
enjoying the physical sensation of it nonetheless.

Dan wrapped his towel around himself and
shuffled quickly through the cold locker room. There was no sign of
the other visitor having been there and Dan felt something very
much like a surge of disappointment flow through him and then
dissipate. He didn’t know what he would have done if the other man
had been in there; nervously ignore him most likely he guessed. Dan
hurriedly slipped into his comfortable clothes and now dry and
clean, was very much looking forward to getting home and getting
into bed.

He exited the locker room with his bag of
sweaty clothes slung over his massive shoulder. He caught himself
surveying the rest of the gym for the man he’d seen as he ambled
slowly towards the gym’s doors and again was disappointed at seeing
the place returned to its usual, empty state.

As Dan pushed the heavy doors open and
stepped out into the desolate parking lot, all thought and function
melted out of his mind exhaustedly. On sheer instinct alone, he
went to his car and drove the short distance to his house in utter
silence. He went in, tossed his keys toward their spot and his gym
bag to its own, slipped off his shoes near the door and navigated
the familiar, early morning darkness of his home toward his
bedroom.

Beside the bed, he slipped all his clothes
from his body, leaving them in a messy pile upon the floor, before
slipping limply beneath the cool, thick comforter upon his lush,
massive bed. He was mostly asleep before his head even hit the
pillow and he slipped effortlessly into a vivid dreamscape with an
hour remaining before the sunrise.

 


 


Even as satisfyingly fatigued as Dan had left
his mind and body before going to sleep, his mind ran wild and he
was graced with limitless energy within his vivid dreams that
night. He dreamt of places he didn’t know in waking life but had
visited often in dreams.

He dreamt a while of ancient places and times
in which civilizations were sparse and the earth was so much more
expansive and limitless. Something gave Dan the sense that he was
part of some fantastic tribe but in this dream, he was alone and
wandering; searching for something but he did not know for
what.

The sprawling landscapes and astonishing
splendor of the wilderness in his dream brought great delight and
pleasantness to his soul. Sometimes he could see to his side a tiny
village or an encampment of beautiful nomad tents off in the
distance but he always went passed without approaching them.

Soon, in the dream, Dan found himself in a
large, grassy valley beneath a dim, purple sky. In the center of
the valley, at its farthest end, Dan could see a magnificent,
circular tent with a pointed top. He was drawn to this place and as
he neared a strange luminescence seemed to grow from the
inside.

When he was close, he approached slowly. Not
a sound emanated from the tent but he was certain that he would
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