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His eyes were glued to me, as I hoisted the dumbbells above my head. Silently observing from across the gym, watching my progression from free weights to machines; shifted one group of muscles to the next. 

A simmering sense of awareness, of being assessed.

He was cataloging my technique, sure, but I wasn't naive. I knew that my form wasn't his only interest, here. Or, at least, not just my lifting form. 

The handles of the pull-down bar rough against my fingers, the texture familiar and beguiling. Promising something I'd grown to hunger for almost uncontrollably through my early teenage years, its virtues of strain, and heft, and sweat. Demanding focus in a way that little else could, squeezing out anxiety and uncertainty as though my brain was as porous as my skin. Angst dripping away, and without even soaking through my shirt first.

Sweat alone was enough to do that. Exaggerating the cling of the sleeveless top, how it hugged my chest and the sharp taper of my waist. Leaving me outlined, my muscles and my contours, in a way I knew no watcher would be able to miss. 

What exactly he might think about that, the specifics of his thoughts, I couldn't answer. Tried, with each tug on the bar, to push out of my head.

The swell of my biceps as I pulled that bar in close. Feeling the strain, the tension across chest and shoulders, the way my ribcage fought against the damp fabric. And then the slow release, the reward of the weights' soft kiss together, and a flicker of curiosity with it. Wondering if my observer was equally pleased by that dim metal chime: valued its precision above the hard, graceless clash of the thoughtless, slamming through their sets. 

Not a question you stop to ask, though - focus, Eoin, focus - but another machine, instead. Cheating on my upper body workout, just a little; shaking up today's plan, because a few squats won't hurt and they sure can be easy on the eye. 

Paused, first. Just long enough to strip off the shirt, peeling it away from my skin. Trying to imagine how it must look, from that vantage point across the room. 

The machine pushed my ass out, my back arched, thighs spreading. Almost side-on to him, and I couldn't help but wonder whether he'd prefer that we were facing each other. The swell of my cock outlined thickly through briefs and the scant nylon of my shorts. Or perhaps to view me from behind, as my cheeks stretched that silky, rustling fabric. 

Not that he was idle himself, content with solely watching. Stronger than me, no doubt of that, and yet it was beyond me to feel envy or frustration. It'd be like being envious of the sun for its heat, or the ocean for its waves. Human pettiness against something clearly elemental. 

There was satisfaction enough in basking in his attention, anyway. Even if I couldn't quite understand it, couldn't explain or define it. Even if it felt misguided; that, if I stopped, and considered, and tried to take it back to first principles, it would only leave me more confused than when I started. 

The last few pushes harder, muscles howling, jaw clenched. My eyes closed as I force myself upright: opening them, to find him in front of me. Suddenly closer, because he's fast as well as big - something I've seen on the mats, that burst of speed shocking - and now it was like my sense of scale had skewed. Been upended by a senior who, though not quite possessing his own gravity, I couldn't keep myself away from nonetheless. 

"Hey, lil bro."

A smile, and of course I smiled back. 

"Hey, Jefferson."

The rake of his gaze something tangible. "Need a spotter?" 

I shook my head. "It's okay. I don't want to distract you from your workout."

"I've always got time for you, lil bro," he said, laughing. "You know that."

It was hard not to lean into his touch on my shoulder.

I was still learning to be tactile, learning to understand a body language other than back-slaps, and bro-hugs, and earnest handshakes. Had been startled, at first, by my new teammates' skinship, and the way that acknowledgment of our group physicality expressed itself. More recently, though, I'd found myself craving it, even if I didn't fully understand that sense of need.

Jefferson's fingers squeezed. He didn't seem to mind the fact that I was hot, and sweaty; that my bare torso was slick and dripping. None of the guys did, and I couldn't say I did either. Not when I knew we were all sweating for the good of the team. 

"Are you done, lil bro?" 

I glanced up, at the clock on the wall. Sometimes it felt like I spent half my life doing mental math, my days spent scurrying from gym, to practice, to classes, and then my dorm room. Each jealously attempting to carve out more than their fair share of what finite time I had. 

"Yeah, I have an assignment to finish," I said, trying to picture how much of the essay I'd left undone. A gift from yesterday's Eoin, the downside to daring to go out for dinner with my roommate Adam rather than settling for dorm food. He'd long figured out how best to appeal to me, though, recognizing that expression of deep, primal hunger on my face when I walked into our dorm after practice. 

The way they talk about being a college athlete, you'd think it was automatically the ticket to success. Whereas so far it seemed like a surefire recipe for long days, not enough sleep, and the ever-present comparison of yourself to other athletes who were older, more experienced, and generally built better. 

The athletic scholarship was great, but I was definitely feeling the pressure. Knowing I had to keep my GPA up as well as my wrestling record strong, because if either dipped then it was goodbye financial support. And my parents - though proud of me for leaving home and getting a place at an out-of-state college - had been upfront that they couldn't afford the tuition themselves. 

If I fucked up, I was on my own. 

Jefferson's fingers squeezed again, reeling my thoughts back into my skull. "Best get you cleaned up, then, hadn't we."

I'd walked into the locker room naive, fresh to the college wrestling team and stomach knotting itself with anxiety. Not unafraid of hard work, of pushing myself, but daunted by the new challenge that hard work had unlocked ahead of me. Going from the big guy in high school, confident in my fitness trajectory - even if I'd jettisoned any hope of a social life to achieve it - to a freshman with everything to prove, and to the most demanding audience I could imagine. 

My big bros on the team had yanked the rug out from under those apprehensions, that'd been the first surprise. Seemingly overjoyed to have a newbie joining them, even if he needed molding in order to live up to their example. 

The second shock had been their appetite for me, for Eoin as a man rather than just as a potential asset, and sometimes it seemed the equal of their appetite for winning competitions. 

I was still trying to process that part. To understand what they saw in me; what Jefferson saw, when he watched me from across the locker room aisle as I shoved down my shorts. 

"Lookin' good, lil bro," he said, approvingly. 

"Long way to go yet, dude," I demurred, shrugging. 

He snorted, amused. "You're the hottest fuckin' freshman on campus."

I fought the urge to roll my eyes in disbelief. "That's not true. But even if it was, I'm still way behind you and the other guys."

Jefferson pulled off his shirt, tossing it down on the bench. "Right, but we're seniors, lil bro."

He was right, and yet that didn't really change anything. Not when my brain was determined to compare us all. 

"Even so," I said. "I just wish..."

His hand was warm on my shoulder. "You wish... what?"

"I just don't think I look right, yet."

A sigh. His fingers tightened on me. "Are we looking at the same guy, here?"

He said it lightly, but I couldn't help but wonder if it was, in fact, the case. My big bros on the team were always so flattering, so encouraging, yet I struggled sometimes to see myself the same way they they apparently did. 

"My abs could be better," I suggested, strumming my hand down my stomach. "Sharper, more definition."

His eyebrow lifted. "Okay..."

"And my quads, too." I reached down, to squeeze my thigh. "My whole leg, really. I just need to focus more."

"Focus more." Jefferson sounded unconvinced.

I blinked up at him, straightening. "I can squeeze in more gym time, I know I can."

He chuckled. "Did you figure out how to add an extra hour to the day?" 

I smiled, too, but felt my belly clench with it. Disappointed to be faced with Jefferson's doubt.

"I think I can do it," I repeated.

He hummed, thoughtful. "Do it for who, lil bro?" 

No way to hide my frown. "I mean, for you. Or, like, for the team." It felt obvious, a no-brainer of an answer.

Jefferson cocked his head. "What about you, Eoin? Do you want to be bigger? Have abs that are sharper, have quads that are more defined?" 

It wasn't what I expected to hear from him, what I thought Jefferson's response would be. Not the workout tips or the high-fives I'd seen him give the other guys; not the motivational speech I'd heard him use to pump up Brayden, or Carlos, or any of our teammates. 

"I... I mean..." My brain wasn't working, or at least, it wasn't delivering an answer which I felt would be acceptable. "I... don't know what you want me to say?"

He shook his head. "You have to do it for you, lil bro. Because you want it; because you think it's the best thing for you." He pulled me in closer, so that he could run his fingertips down my chest. "Don't get me wrong, I love that you're so committed to being part of the team. We all love that about you. But what we really want is for you to be happy with your progress, even if there are things you want to change, too."

"You don't think I can do it," I said, sourly. Feeling disappointed, not in him, but in myself. Because if Jefferson was skeptical, that probably meant it was impossible.

He sighed, then dragged me in front of the mirror. Ignoring my yelp of surprise. 

"Look at what you already did," he told me. Waited, until I couldn't help but glance up, sheepishly. "You did this, you made this fucking amazing freshman body happen."

"Freshman body, yeah," I pointed out, grumpily. 

He took my other shoulder, hands squeezing me. "You are a freshman, lil bro."

It was tough to find the words, a way to explain which didn't sound ridiculously simplistic, or make me sound naive. How I could know, rationally, what stage in life I was at, and yet also find myself getting swept up by the older, sexier, more developed guys around me. One part hero worship, and one part lust, and one part good, old-fashioned envy.

"You don't get it." It was all I could think of to say. 

Jefferson chuckled. "Maybe not, lil bro. Y'wanna hear what I do know, though?" 

I was only partway through shrugging when his fingers dug under the waistband of my briefs. A quick tug, and he had them skinned off me; the soft cotton hit my feet almost before the sound of my surprise was out. No time to flinch, though, or to even think about covering myself. Jefferson was far too quick to pull my arms behind my back.

"Dude!" It came out as a squeak.

He was grinning at me, at my reflection. The look of shock on my face. "Here's what I know for sure. You might not appreciate it yet, but me and the guys, we can't get enough of this hot lil bro body."

"Jefferson," I complained, "come on."

He was apparently in no mood to take pity on me. "You know we get hard looking at you." He licked his lips. "Fuck, sometimes I wish I was lighter, so we could wrestle properly." 

It was difficult to watch how he stared at me, the scale of the hunger in his expression as his gaze slid down my body. Assessing, yes, but also with a sexual intensity that made me shiver.

"You like it when we look, lil bro?" 

He wouldn't be able to miss how my cock twitched at the idea of it. I couldn't miss it, either. And yet agreeing with him felt like the height of arrogance. 

"I... I don't understand why you look," I tried. 

Jefferson pressed my wrists together, long, strong fingers wrapping them with a strength to rival any handcuffs. Leaving his other hand free to slide down my chest. 

"I didn't ask if you understand it, Eoin," he said, fingernails grazing my nipples as they swelled into hard buds. "I asked you if you liked it."

Hard to separate those ideas in my brain, to isolate them. Make two different questions of something which still felt unbelievable and fleeting, even after everything my team bros and I had done together, after all the practices, and the matches, and the shower fucks. 

He smirked as he stared at my dick, the way it was stiffening, lengthening out from my body. "Someone likes it," he observed. 

"Come on, dude," I whined, suddenly embarrassed. 

Jefferson's fingers slipped through the close-cropped fur at the base of my erection. Setting that hardness wagging, both of our attentions fixed on that point of my reflection. 

"So be honest with me," he challenged.

I chewed down on the inside of my cheek. Torn between knowing I was an unfinished project, a work in progress, and of the simmering intensity of how my teammate's eyes on me made me feel. Mixed with a strange sense of awe, at - despite how much I'd worked out, despite how many competitions I might've won - how easily I could be overpowered. 

One of Jefferson's big hands was more than enough to pin both of my wrists in place. I could've wriggled, fought his grip, but I knew that would only encourage him to squeeze harder. 

Anyway, I was distracted by his other hand mauling my dick.

Stroking me and groping at me, as I twitched and drooled in his fist. His big thumb pressing at the base of my shaft, somehow making it throb even harder.

"Shit, lil bro... look how fat and juicy your cockhead is right now."

I was blushing and squirming at the attention, but I couldn't deny he was right. The skin at my tip drum-taut, ripe as a firm plum and an eager, urgent red. Precum already easing in a constant stream from my gaping slit, as I chewed my bottom lip and tried to decide if I wanted Jefferson to let me loose or just finish what he'd started. 

It felt wrong, standing in front of the floor-length mirror, watching myself like this. Seeing my team captain manhandle me, put me on display. Like I was flaunting my body, my hard cock. It was a struggle to meet my reflection's eye. 

"Don't you see how fucking hot you look, lil bro?" 

Genuine confusion in Jefferson's voice, as though he couldn't imagine a world where you'd not feel comfortable, confident seeing yourself like this. I bit back the urge to point out that it probably would feel easier if you looked like he did. 

I didn't hate how I looked, I just wasn't happy with it. Brain automatically cataloging what needed to change, to improve; the parts of myself that I needed to focus on in the gym next. A self-assessment process that had only become more relentless, now that I had the seniors to contrast myself with. 

He turned me, and I let out a quiet hiss of relief. Not that Jefferson had finished touching my body, it seemed. 

His hand on my ass now, pulling and squeezing at my cheek. Like he was testing the ripeness of a peach, his grip firm even as his fingertips slyly fondled me. 

"Look, lil bro. Holy crap, your ass is fire."

I winced again, blushing even more fiercely. Not daring to turn back, to crane over my shoulder to add visual proof to what I felt his fingers doing. The way he was tugging and stretching me, as I ground my erection into his thigh.

"Jefferson," I whined, softly. Feeling awkward, simultaneously loving and hating being the center of attention like this. So much happier to sit back and feast my eyes on my powerful, muscled big bros; savor that shivering sense of delight in the pit of my belly, at the knowledge that they considered me part of their team family. 

He raised my hands up, sending me onto my tiptoes. I was pretty sure Jefferson could lift me, maybe even one-handed, by my crossed wrists alone. Pictured myself dangling, what it might be like to hang there naked and defenseless. Cock throbbing all the harder at the idea of my teammates clustered around me, and all the ways they could touch me, could use my body as I gasped and twisted helplessly. 

Another turn, 180-degrees and now no way to avoid the Eoin in the long mirror. His body stretched out, arms reaching so high that his shoulders brushed his ears. Erection jutting desperately; thighs shaking as Jefferson's fist wrapped his cock again. 

"I love how hard you get, lil bro," he purred, approvingly. Stroking me as I jerked like a fish on a line, hating myself for watching - knowing it was narcissism I didn't yet deserve - but unable to drag my eyes away from his taunting friction. "You wanna cum, don't you."

A question or a statement, I wasn't sure. Only certain of the craving that roared in me for his hand to cinch a little tighter, move a little faster. Deliver the orgasm I knew Jefferson was fully aware I wanted so badly. 

"Please..." 

Hearing the hunger for it in my voice, the wheedling edge which further betrayed me. Succumbing, even as I berated myself for the indulgence, to the sight splayed out before me: my handsome teammate plying my sweaty, trembling body with a confidence nobody who'd met Jefferson would be able to deny him. 

"Cum for me, then, lil bro."

Permission, and an order, and an inevitability, all in one, but no time to think on that, no space for thinking whatsoever, only the indescribable twist as my cock erupted in his grip. A thick, white splash against the mirror, and another, and another, as I whimpered through gritted teeth until the friction was almost insufferable. 

"P-please, big bro... oh... oh fuck, please..."

The monstrous rasp of his rough fingertips across my tip - if he hadn't been holding my wrists, I would've fallen from the torrent of hypersensitivity - before Jefferson relented. Only so much, though, as to push me forward, into the mirror I'd been so reluctant to stare at before. 

"A good lil bro cleans up his mess," he reminded me, then hummed approval as I stuck out my tongue. Guiding my face through the dripping sea of slick I'd laced across the glass, and no way to miss the way I gulped my own cream down, as my throat flexed in the clamp of his fingers.

"Good boy," Jefferson murmured.

A twist of impossible-to-describe happiness ran through me. Practically vibrating with it, as he eased me between every slimy spot.

It was only when he pulled me back, and I could see my reflection in the smeared surface, that I realized just how much had ended up across my face as in my stomach. 

"So fucking hot," Jefferson said, watching me too. 

I wanted to see what he saw, wanted his vision of me to be the one that faced me in the mirror. Could only observe it by proxy, though: try to imagine myself through Jefferson's eyes. Accept, even, that while I might not understand it, I shouldn't question the way he seemed to feel about me. 

His hand under my chin, tipping my head back until I was staring up at him. Eyes struggling to focus as he leaned down. 

Not so much a kiss as a long, slow lap across my lips. My brain roiling with the knowledge that Jefferson was tasting me, that my face - which he was showing no reluctance to nuzzle in against now - was still heavy with my own jizz, a fresh load I was sharing with this handsome, frustrating, mind-meltingly addictive senior. 

By the time he pulled back, I was gasping.

"You okay there, lil bro?" Jefferson's expression was amused. 

I blinked at him, feeling as though my body had surfaced from deep water but left my brain behind. Hyper-aware, suddenly, of the differences in scale between us: the way Jefferson's greater height, and width, and the heft of his muscles conspired to make him just seem so much bigger than everyone else. The way that skewed the universe around him, dragged me inescapably to him.

I risked a nod, not trusting my voice. 

He grinned back at me. "You think you can make it to the showers?" 

There was a hint of teasing amusement in his tone, but I knew he wasn't laughing at me. Nodded again, as the feeling returned to my limbs and the flush across my cheeks lost some of its scorch. 

Jefferson winked, and then turned me, pushing me by the shoulders in the direction of the showers. A slap on my ass making me yelp in surprise, the blush returning with a vengeance as I heard his laugh.

I wanted him to follow me, that was the problem. Felt a little like an addict must, or at least how I imagined that would be: I'd had a taste of something new, and incredible, and now the idea of not being able to indulge whenever and wherever seemed like the height of unfairness. My big bros had figured out a way to cut through my self-doubt and uncertainty with their unswerving confidence, and when I was around them I got to see myself through that same lens. 

It was impossible, though, and I knew that too. No way to score that 24/7 high of being with them, not if I didn't want to flunk out of school. 

It wasn't that I was incapable of studying. Nor, even, that I lacked an interest in the classes I'd signed up for. Entirely the opposite, in fact: that I was struggling not to fall asleep was nothing to do with content, and entirely down to the fact that I was burning the candle at both ends - and, it felt like, sometimes in the middle as well - to fit everything in.

Reams of notes from lectures and tutorials, my handwriting barely legible, but my body knowing that I'd need to at least jot something down if I ever wanted to stand a chance of remembering it. And then gym sessions, and training with the guys, filling up the rest of the day. If I wanted to eat - and after all that working out, my body told me it was non-negotiable - then I also had to be content working on three or four hours of sleep at best. Oh, and caffeine. Lots, and lots, of caffeine. 
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The alarm was my worst enemy. Blaring, even as I slapped it into silence and hoped that I'd not disturbed my roommate in the process. Adam didn't have extra-curricular stuff to worry about; seemed fine, in fact, counting on his fast metabolism to keep him super-slim. It was a cruel twist of fate, I decided, that none of his lectures started before mine any day of the week.

Despite the not-quite-but-almost resentment, though, I knew it was good roommate behavior to try to avoid disturbing the person you lived with. And it wasn't like my late-night cramming sessions - hunched over my textbooks with the desk lamp turned right down - and the heaps of sweaty workout clothes that inevitably seemed to build up weren't impinging on Adam's life at college, too. 

I tried my very best not to wake him, then, as I grudgingly pushed back the covers. 

The Eoin who'd set the alarm had prioritized immediate sleep over distant pleasures like a shower, or breakfast. That left morning Eoin facing a mad panic on an empty stomach in order to make it into classes on time, hoping against hope that the shower he'd had after training the previous evening would be sufficient to keep him from stinking up his lectures. 

Attempting to be as quiet as I could be, I pulled on my jeans and a clean shirt. Slipped my books and laptop into my bag, and then eased the door shut with what I hoped was a reasonably surreptitious click. 

Only when I was halfway down the hallway did I let myself run.

I was a jock, and on a wrestling half-scholarship, but that didn't mean I wasn't trying to take studying seriously too. In fact that'd been a big point of contention with my parents, who had voiced the - probably not unreasonable - concern that I'd leave home, mess around, focus only on wrestling, and skip every class until I flunked. 

And, as they pointed out on several occasions, that half-scholarship only meant that they had half of a painfully large tuition fee to cover, and so if I was going to fuck about then I could just go to community college in my hometown. Where they didn't have sports scholarships, no, but only because the classes were so cheap.

I'd wanted to leave, and see another part of the country, and so I'd promised that I'd take the lectures and tutorials seriously. Study for exams, do the coursework and the optional, grade-boosting extras. With the just-about-unspoken threat being that, if I got to the end of the first year with bad scores, that was it. Game over.

I wasn't ready for game over, and so I needed to focus. 

Maybe there was an easy way to do that, to click your brain into "education" mode and have all the facts and figures and gritty details sink in straight away. If there was, I hadn't found it yet. 

And so I went to all the lectures, and the classes, and the workshops and tutorials. Did the required reading three, four times over, and then a fifth for good measure. Feeling dumb and ridiculous, too, the epitome of the stupid jock. 

Because I knew that was how people saw me. Felt the weight of their stares as I eased myself into the slightly-too-small seats in lecture theaters, or as I attempted to navigate library aisles. I looked, and felt, out of place among the other freshmen, and so I tried not to make eye-contact, or do anything which might draw more attention to myself. 

And that worked just great, up until we needed to find partners for a class project. 

I could already see groups of friends pairing up. The little cliques that had formed so rapidly, you had to wonder whether they'd been prearranged. Established before the semester started, somehow, because otherwise how did people get so close, so quickly, to each other? 

Maybe, I thought, there'll be an odd number of people in the class, and at the end - when everyone else is paired off - I can be my own plus-one. 

"Uh, do you have a partner yet?" 

For a moment, I didn't move. Didn't even react, in fact; my brain had already dismissed that as an overheard conversation that happened to be going on around me, not a question directed at me. Only glanced around, in fact, when an answer wasn't forthcoming. 

And realized the reason for that was because I'd been expected to supply it. 

"Sorry?" I said, feeling like I'd been caught, somehow. 

The guy blinked at me, a shade of confusion passing over his features. "I said, do you have a partner yet?" 

I'd known that, and yet I also wanted to hear it again. If only so that my brain would have the space of that repeated question, to try to process what was happening. 

I shook my head. "No. You?"

The slightest of frowns. And then a smile. 

"No. I wasn't just making conversation, I wanted to know if you still needed a partner. For the project, I mean."

I nodded, then shook my head again, then tried to cover up my confusion with a shrug. "I don't. Sorry, I didn't..."

"Clay. And you're Eoin."

It was getting ridiculous, how much I was nodding. Like I was one of those toy dogs people used to put on car dashboards. 

"Clay doesn't sound like a..."

He grinned. "It's not a Korean name, no. But we have Western names, too, to make it easier."

The subtext was somewhat obviously "to make it easier for stupid Americans, like you," and I couldn't even argue with the assumption. 

"So, do you want to work together?" 

His smile reminded me of Brayden's, even though there was no real similarity in their faces. Not with Clay's shock of pitch black hair and dark eyes. Just something about the grin which made you think there was another joke - a bigger one, a private one - which if you were really lucky they might decide to share with you.

"Yeah, I'd like that," I told him.
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Chapter Three
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I'd asked him how he knew my name already, and then winced when he'd said "you stand out." All too aware of that fact, and yet hearing its truth from someone else still landed like a slap. 

"You're on the wrestling team, right?"

It wasn't like we had branded jackets, though I had a suspicion some of the guys wouldn't mind that. 

I shrugged. "Yeah. Is it that obvious?"

"You're stacked," Clay said, simply. 

Some guys, when they're getting bigger, they like to show it off. Wear tight t-shirts, a size too small for them; sleeveless stuff, anything which leaves their biceps on full display. And don't get me wrong, I'm proud of what all the working out has done for me, even as much as I know how far there is to go.

Just that, well, putting it all out there seems a bit desperate, somehow. Like you're acknowledging the idea that all you can really be is a meathead, so you might as well lean into that. 

"I study, too," I said, hearing the edge of defensiveness in my voice. Reminding myself that Clay had picked me as a partner, not the other way around, and he probably wouldn't have done that had he thought I was totally brain-dead and only capable of lifting weights. 

Then again, maybe it was just slim pickings by the time he asked me.

He glanced up, briefly making eye contact. "Yeah, I know."

"Like, it's not as if I never do anything but work out," I continued. Knowing, now, that I was over-arguing the fact, that the paranoia had dug in somehow and I'd slipped into defensiveness. Problem was, there was a gulf between being aware of that, and doing anything about it. 

Clay set down his pen. "I see you in all our classes, and you're never asleep or goofing off, so yeah, I know you take it seriously, Eoin. What's up?"

My turn to feel confused, and sheepish. I shrugged, looking down at my hands on the tabletop. 

"Just didn't want you to assume I was only focused on one thing, y'know," I said, awkwardly. Feeling like I was accusing him of something, of judging me, simply by the act of my denying any possible assumptions. 

Instead, Clay just looked slightly pained. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..."

I shook my head. "You didn't. I'm just being an idiot. Overreacting."

He screwed up his face. "I think people are jealous. Of you, I mean."

I thought back to Jefferson, and Brayden, and Donny, and all of the other guys on the team. How much more developed than me they were; how clear it was, to my discriminating eyes, where I still had far, far to go if I wanted to catch them up, never mind potentially exceed them. Being the team rookie was humbling. 

"I'm okay," I conceded, those images swimming in my mind. "I gotta long way to go, though."

Clay laughed. "Y'see, that's what I mean. I look at you and see this stacked guy, but for you it's all just a work-in-progress. You're too busy being self-critical to see what everyone else does."

I allowed myself a chuckle. "And that makes me a good partner, because..."

He gestured with his pen. "I mean, a bit of eye-candy for the presentation never hurts." Then flinched as I feigned throwing my notepad at him. 
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Chapter Four
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I wasn't averse to being eye-candy. I'd just never really experienced it until I came to college.

You got attention, being bigger than other guys, but it wasn't always positive. Some people seemed to take it as a personal affront, like your very existence was intended to make them feel smaller. Others just assumed - like I think I'd figured Clay was assuming - that because you were big, you were automatically unintelligent, too. Or, at the very least, that you didn't care about academic stuff because you were too focused on working out. 

I'd heard the word "meathead" a lot, and most of the time it wasn't intended as a positive. 

You might think that, suddenly going from being wider, and stronger, and more muscular than just about anyone else in my high school, to being one of the smallest on the college team, that it'd feel like taking a step back. I definitely felt that apprehension on my first day, that sense that the universe had hit reset on my achievements so far, and the goalposts had been shoved far, far away into the distance. 

The difference was, while my new team bros might be bigger, they also weren't shy about admiring me nonetheless. 

Like, Jefferson was a living god among us, just built insanely, and yet he still managed to find things to praise about me. Not just that: things this walking, talking, textbook example of muscle-jock prowess claimed to be actually envious of. And he wasn't alone, either, with just about all of my teammates having mentioned some detail of my physique they were impressed by, often outright celebrating it as they gave me suggestions on how to get even fitter.

It was a degree of supportiveness, of peer validation, that I'd never felt before. Maybe it was no wonder that I drank it up like a dry sponge in a rainstorm. 

Not that it stopped there, of course. 

There was appreciation, and envy, and good-natured encouragement, yes, but there was also a sort of voyeuristic lust that seemed to come as second nature for my new bros. Something that went beyond just admiring, and well into sexual territory. 

It all felt beyond anything my naive brain could comprehend, knew how to define or understand, though even I couldn't miss the conclusion. The guys on the college wrestling team wanted to fuck me, and it turned out I wanted to fuck them, too. 

I'd not really given my sexuality much thought, growing up. Eighteen years old, and I'd never been on a date. Spent all my time either studying, or training, or doing the mundane stuff which supported those things, like eating or sleeping. Once you'd factored in being self-conscious in a way that most people didn't seem to understand, the idea of considering myself as a sexual being hadn't really registered. 

Jefferson, and Brayden, and Carlos, and the others were showing me how to be a better athlete, but they were also teaching me how
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