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Chapter One

 


“Jaxson, the library is working up a new
campaign to bring in new readers, and I want you to take the lead.”
Nancy Sands, the head librarian and Jax Levy’s boss, jumped right
into the reason for the meeting once they had gotten the
pleasantries out of the way. Nancy and his mother were the only
ones who called him by his full name. Everyone else called him
Jax.

“Anything I can do to help the library, you
know that, Mrs. Sands,” Jax said as he pushed his glasses up his
nose.

He had only been working at the library for
six months. In that time, he had been told over and over that
anything that would bring in readers, and donations, was vital for
keeping his job. Maybe being in charge of this new campaign would
show Nancy and the library board that he could do more than shelve
books and move heavy boxes from the storage room to the small room
where they sold used books.

“I hoped you would say that,” Nancy said.
Her smile caused the skin on the back of Jax’s neck to shrivel and
his stomach to turn over in fear. She extended a hand holding a
business card over the desk. “Take off an hour early and go here.
Ask for Dawg. He’s going to help you get ready.”

Jax took the card and read it, growing even
more confused.

The Gym. Dawg Garber, owner and trainer. A
phone number, address, and website were listed underneath.

“A gym? Why do I need a gym? What exactly is
this new campaign I’m to head up?”

Jax had never been a gym rat. Even during
his four years in the Army, he had preferred to curl up with a good
book and exercise his mind to working up a sweat.

“The National Library Board is running a
contest for the best campaign to bring in new readers. The girls
and I decided to use the slogan, ‘Reading is Sexy’ for the basis of
our campaign. If we win, the prize money will insure we all keep
our jobs for at least the next year. Without that money, we may
have to start eliminating positions. We decided you should be the
model for the campaign, Jaxson. You’ll be doing it for the library
and the community.”

And to keep your job, was the part she did
not say out loud.

“So, umm, what do I do I have to do?” Jax
asked. He remained seated, though the urge to jump and run far away
was strong.

“You’ll meet with Dawg today, and he’ll see
if he can you get ready to be photographed as our poster boy. We
want you looking like the men on those romance book covers. Dawg
assures me he can get you in shape in the six weeks we have before
the photoshoot. But you must be willing to work hard and do
everything he asks of you.”

Even during his years in the Army, Jax had
never been a fan of working out. He had done it for the job, but he
never enjoyed it. Living in Texas, if he wanted to sweat, all he
had to do was walk outside and stand for a few minutes. He did not
need to do any actual exercise.

In the two years since returning to civilian
life, he had gone to school and work without much thought of how
his body looked. After all, he was a gay geek working in the county
library. His day was spent talking to children, women, and senior
citizens. Even if there was one in town, it wasn’t like the local
gay men’s club showed up for Friday afternoon get-togethers.

Maybe agreeing to Nancy’s wild idea would
help him as well as the library. Getting out of his routine of
home, work, and the grocery store by spending time in a gym where
hot sexies could, possibly, hang out might not be so bad. Maybe he
would meet the man of his dreams, or at least a man he could dream
about. That was how it worked in the gay erotic romance books he
read. Geek meets sexy god and falls in love.

Taking a deep breath and releasing it on a
long sigh, Jax nodded. “All right, I’ll meet with Dawg and be your
poster boy.”

Nancy’s smile widened as she stood up,
signaling the end of their meeting. “Great. I’ll let Dawg know to
expect you this afternoon. Remember, you have to be ripped and
ready for the photoshoot scheduled for six weeks from today.”

Jax nodded again as he stood and left
Nancy’s office.

Returning to the storage room where three
more boxes of donations waited for him to go through them, Jax
slipped the business card into the pocket of his khakis with a
sigh. He should have expected the ladies he worked with would try
to turn him into a sex symbol. After all, he had used his sex to
get the job by pointing out at his interview that the library had
no men in its employ.

Though he tried to keep his nonexistent sex
life quiet, his coworkers all knew he preferred men over women. On
the few times they had gotten together outside of work, they
treated him like of the girls, which was fine with Jax. He just
wished they would listen to his ideas about how to bring more
people, especially more men, into the library.

And now they wanted to make him the sexy
face of reading?

****

Dawg Garber sat in his office staring at his
computer. The pictures his aunt had emailed him of the man she
wanted him to work with had taken over his brain. He no longer
needed to look at them to see the moss green eyes, freckles across
his nose and cheeks, and curly ginger hair.

Jaxson Levy was mesmerizing on the
screen.

Flipping to the second picture, Dawg
frowned, trying to imagine the body hidden under the dark blue polo
shirt and tan slacks the man wore as he pushed a cart piled with
books. The man was a little thick through the middle, but not so
much that Dawg could not get Jaxson Levy camera ready in six weeks.
His aunt wanted every woman, and half the men, in the state to
flock to the library just to meet the ginger cutie.

At that thought, a flicker of jealousy
reared its ugly head. He wanted Jaxson to be gay, and single. But
first he needed to figure out what to do about Rosie.

She had been his right hand in running The
Gym since the beginning, and the woman he had been spending time
since returning to town. He knew she wanted him to taking things to
the next level in their relationship but there was no way he could
do that. They were friends with limited dating only benefits. When
Dawg settled down, it would be with the man who spoke to his soul.
Problem was, Rosie did not know that.

If Dawg had his way, it would be with
Jaxson. But first he had to convince the man to take a chance on
him as a trainer, then as a man.

Clicking back to the closeup of Jaxson’s
face, Dawg took a deep breath as he fell in love with a man he had
yet to meet.

A glance at the clock had him pushing his
chair back from the desk and standing. Rubbing a hand over the bald
skin of his scalp, he took a moment to twist and stretch the
tightness out of his body. He sighed with relief when several
vertebrae in his back popped back into place and tight muscles
relaxed. He needed to spend less time sitting in his office dealing
with running the club, and more time out on the floor helping The
Gym’s members work to become the best version of themselves.

And that started with the transformation of
Jaxson Levy.

Grabbing one of the cloth bags Rosie kept on
hand for new members, Dawg went to the closet where they kept the
promotional swag they used to advertise The Gym. He pulled out two
t-shirts and two tank tops with the gym’s logo on the front and
stuffed them into the bag. Dropping in a drink koozie, a keyring,
and a travel set of bamboo utensils, he added promotional
information for The Gym, and a copy of the workout schedule for the
next six weeks he had worked up for Jaxson.

Once they met and he evaluated Jaxson’s
physical condition, he might need to tweak the schedule slightly,
but he doubted it. Aunt Nancy had said the man had been in the Army
in the not so distant past, so he should still be in pretty good
condition.

Reworking the man’s diet could wait another
day or two, until after they talked and decided they could work
together for their common goal. Checking the big clock on the wall
beside the hall door, he saw it was almost time for Jaxson’s
appointment. For some reason, that sent a frisson of excitement
through his belly.

Forcing himself back to his desk, he tried
to get back to work. He was supposed to be going through job
applications in search of someone to work the front desk in the
late afternoons and evenings. He was also afraid that as soon as he
broke things off with Rosie, he would have to find someone for
mornings and early afternoons as well.

Problem was, though he was staring at the
papers, he was not seeing the words on them. Instead, he imagined
Jaxson spread across a weight bench, naked. Dawg’s cock filled as
the daydream continued and his cock slid in and out of the man’s
ass.

“Dawg, somebody here to see you,” Treat
Daniels said from the open doorway, startling Dawg out of his
daydream.

“Okay, thanks.”

Dawg waited until the man moved out of sight
before he stood up. It took a moment to adjust his iron hard cock
so the long, thick erection was not too noticeable in his
sweatpants. Taking a deep breath, he grabbed the bag he had filled,
and headed to the front desk where he hoped his destiny
awaited.

Along the
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