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Welcome!

Thank you for picking up Straight to Bottom: David’s Story.

I'm honored you've chosen to spend some time with my characters. If you enjoy emotional tension, unforgettable romance, and stories that keep you turning the page, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my free AFTER DARK Club to receive exclusive content, sneak peeks, new release announcements, and the monthly AFTER DARK Magazine.

Visit:
www.writebookspublishing.com/after-dark-club
Remember.... it’s 100% FREE!

Now, let's meet David.

— Alexander Grant
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The chlorine hits me first—that sharp, clean scent that always signals the start of another Saturday morning at the community pool. I settle into the hard plastic bleachers with my coffee, opening my laptop to pretend I'm working while my daughter Emma practices with her swim team. At twelve, she's already showing promise, though I'm still adjusting to this new phase of parenthood where I'm more spectator than participant.

"Morning, Mr. Collins."

I look up from my screen and there he is—Kyle, the swim coach. He's moving along the pool edge with that easy athletic grace, clipboard in hand, and I have to remind myself to maintain eye contact. It's not easy when he's wearing those tight black speedos that leave absolutely nothing to imagination.

"Morning, Kyle," I manage, my voice a little rougher than intended. "How's Emma doing?"

"Improving every week," he says, flashing a smile that makes my stomach tighten. "Her butterfly stroke is coming along nicely."

I nod, trying to focus on his words rather than the way the morning light catches the light dusting of dark hair across his chest and trails down toward his navel. Or the way the wet fabric of his speedos clings to his muscular thighs and hints at what's beneath. At thirty-five, I'm in decent shape, but next to Kyle's twenty-six-year-old physique—lean and defined from years of competitive swimming—I feel every bit my age.

He moves on to talk with another parent, and I force myself back to my laptop, though I'm not actually seeing the spreadsheets on screen. This has been happening for months now—this inexplicable pull I feel toward the coach. I'm a married man. I love my wife Stacy. I've never been with a man, never even considered it.

But there's something about Kyle that short-circuits my usual responses. Maybe it's the way his muscles flex as he demonstrates strokes to the kids, or the confident way he carries himself, or the fact that I can't help but notice the impressive package outlined in those speedos when he gets out of the pool.

"Mr. Collins?"

I jump, realizing Kyle is back in front of me. "Sorry. Lost in thought."

"Emma asked if you could stay a few minutes after practice. She wants to show you the new turn she learned."

"Of course," I say, though I know Stacy is expecting me home by noon to help with groceries. "No problem."

As he walks away, I find myself watching the water droplets tracing paths down his back, over the swell of his ass, and down those powerful legs. I shift uncomfortably, suddenly aware of my own body's response to these thoughts.

What the hell is wrong with me?
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Practice runs over by twenty minutes, which isn't unusual when Kyle gets passionate about technique. The other parents have already left, leaving me alone in the echoing space with the swimmers and their coach. Emma is beaming as she demonstrates her new turn technique, and I make all the appropriate proud father noises while my mind keeps drifting to the way Kyle's muscles glisten under the harsh fluorescent lights.

"Great job, Em," I say, ruffling her wet hair. "Why don't you go shower and change? I'll be here."

She skips off toward the locker rooms, and suddenly it's just me and Kyle. The space feels too intimate now, too quiet except for the lapping of water against the pool sides.

"She's really improving," Kyle says, walking over to where I'm sitting. He's closer than necessary, and I can smell the chlorine mixed with something else—something distinctly male and clean. "You must be proud."

"I am," I manage, though my throat feels tight. "She's always been determined."

Kyle leans against the bleacher in front of me, and I try not to stare at the way his speedos stretch across his hips. "Like father like daughter, huh? I've noticed you here every Saturday. Rain or shine."

"Stacy works weekends," I explain, though why I feel the need to justify my presence to him, I don't know. "Someone's got to cheer her on."

His eyes linger on mine a moment too long. "That's dedication. Most dads drop off and come back."

I shrug, feeling a flush creeping up my neck. "I don't mind. It's quiet."

"Too quiet sometimes," he says, and there's something in his tone—a suggestion of something more—that makes my heart race. He shifts his weight, and I'm treated to an even better view of the bulge in his speedos. I force myself to look away, my cheeks burning.

"Looks like she'll be a bit," he says, jerking a thumb toward the locker room. "You know how teenage girls are. I was just about to check on the new filtration system anyway if you want to take a look?"

Before I can refuse—or agree—he's leading me toward the pump room, and I'm following like a puppy. The small space is cramped and humming with machinery, smelling of chemicals and damp concrete. Kyle points out various components, his arm brushing against mine as he gestures.

"And this here—" he turns suddenly, and we're face to face, inches apart. His chest is still damp, and I can see the individual droplets of water caught in his chest hair. "—is the new variable speed pump. Saves on energy costs."

My breath catches. I can feel the heat radiating from his body. His eyes—blue as the pool water—are fixed on mine, and there's something there I haven't allowed myself to acknowledge until now. Desire.

"David?" he asks softly, and I realize he's been saying my name.
I clear my throat, taking a small step back. "Sorry. My mind was somewhere else for a minute."
He doesn't smile so much as his lips just curve upward. It's a private expression, meant only for me. "I notice things," he says softly, his gaze unwavering. "And you seem... somewhere else. A lot."
I open my mouth to deny it, but nothing comes out. Because he's right. I am distracted. By him. By thoughts I've never entertained in my thirty-five years.

"Kyle?" Emma calls from the pool area. "Can I ask you something about next week's meet?"

The spell breaks. Kyle straightens up, creating distance between us. "Coming," he calls back, then turns to me with that same knowing smile. "See you next week, David."

As he walks away, I lean against the concrete wall, my legs suddenly weak. I adjust myself, trying to hide the erection that's straining against my jeans. What the hell is happening to me?
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The drive home is a blur. All I can see is the image of Kyle's smile, the way his eyes seemed to see right through me. I've never felt this way before. Women have been my entire world—my first crush in middle school, Stacy in college, our life together now. I've never once questioned my attraction to the female form.

So why can't I stop thinking about Kyle's bulge?

It's not even a conscious thought at first. It just keeps flashing in my mind—the outline of his cock in those tight speedos. Why am I thinking about that? I try to tell myself it's just... I don't know, a power thing? He's young and confident, and maybe I'm just admiring his physique the way I might admire a statue. But it feels different. It feels... personal.

By the time I get home, I'm rock hard and confused as hell. Stacy's out running errands, thank God. I retreat to my home office, shutting the door behind me. My hands are shaking as I sit at my computer.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I'm typing in the search bar. Something I've never searched before in my thirty-five years.

"Male swimmers naked"

The results flood my screen, and my breath catches. There are videos of athletic men emerging from pools, water glistening on their defined chests and abs. My eyes are drawn to their bodies in a way they never have been before. The muscles, the light dusting
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