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A Muscle Transformation Short Story

TREY didn’t so much sit on the waiting room chair as spread himself over it. His legs stretched as far as they could go, his butt barely on the edge of the uncomfortable old blue padding, while the back of the chair pressed almost painfully to the back of his neck. He kept his hands in the pocket of his hoodie, his fingers moving restlessly as they usually did.

Next to him, his dad looked mortified, which wasn’t a rare look on him. They both had the same pale skin and mousy brown hair. Bodies that struggled to put on and keep muscle. Trey was attempting to grow some stubble in order to look less like a loser, but his face and genetics weren’t cooperating with him. His dad looked at his watch, took out his phone from his shirt pocket to look at the time, sighed, put it back and rubbed his hands over his beige pants as he looked over at the ticking clock on the wall.

“It’s gonna be the same time no matter where you look at it, Walter,” Trey said, voice flat. Walter frowned and looked over at him, pausing to look at his posture and obviously disapproving.

“I know that, son,” Walter answered, the word sounding forced. His dad usually called him by his name. “Would it kill you to sit properly?”

Trey gave him a sardonic grin and an exaggerated nod. Walter huffed and looked back to the wall in front of him.

“Why didn’t you say anything?” Walter asked, for the hundredth time that day. Trey didn’t even pretend to have an answer. He closed his eyes and spread himself a little further, wishing it was all over with so he could go back home and jerk off.

“We could’ve gotten you a tutor or something,” Walter muttered. Still using the “we” years after Trey’s mom and Walter’s ex-wife had left the picture.

“I told you I wanted to quit school,” Trey said, unaffected as usual. He didn’t know what he wanted but he did know he didn’t want to spend most of his day in a room surrounded by people scribbling into notebooks while a teacher disillusioned at his own job droned on.

“You told me you were thinking of quitting school and getting a job!” Walter said, hiding his face in his hands. He took a deep breath before continuing, he did not like to lose his temper, which meant he always looked like he was about to. A perpetual frown adorned his forehead. “You’re failing all of your classes. You haven’t even been showing up.”

Trey shrugged, eyes still closed. He hadn’t planned to do that, but after the first round of exams had come back with failing grades, it had felt useless to continue. Only reason he didn’t say anything to his dad was because the pretense of coming to college was what gave him car privileges while his dad carpooled with their neighbor whose work was close enough to his office.

Walter was just about to continue when the door to the office they were waiting for opened. Mrs. Maggie, one of the college’s counselors stepped out, her bright sweater, braided hair, and thick metallic glasses familiar to Trey. Again, he didn’t make an effort to move, even after his father hastily stood up to greet the woman.

“I am so sorry,” the woman said before Walter could say anything. “I have to go home. Something came up.”

Trey opened his eyes and looked at her, raising an eyebrow. Her usual superimposed cheery tone was there, but the excuse sounded very vague and made up on the spot.

“But we need to talk about Trey,” Walter said. “Is there any way for him to-”

“Mr. Altin will be taking over his case,” Mrs. Maggie said. She pulled her large, heavy purse up to her shoulder and smiled at them. “He knows what to do.”

Trey actually sat up as he listened. He had been bounced around most of the university’s counselors for the past couple of months and he had never heard of a Mr. Altin before. 

“When is Mr. Altin getting here?” his father asked, once again looking at his watch. He had mentioned his work hadn’t been happy about him “playing hooky” for this. 

“He’s right in his office,” Mrs. Maggie said with a beaming smile and pointed down to the other end of the waiting room. “Waiting for you.”

Trey looked. A dull wooden door, just like Mrs. Maggie’s, was there. The door seemed as worn and the rest of them which was weird because he could’ve sworn it hadn’t been there before. Had there always been another office there?

“Sorry. He wanted to get all the details right before taking on your case. Have a nice day, Mr. Fincher. Trey.”

She looked at Trey for one long moment, as if lost in thought, then did a little head shake before walking away.

“Well, let’s go,” Walter said, grabbing his jacket and briefcase from beside the chair he had just been sitting on. Trey made a show of getting up, first bending his legs so he could push himself to sit on the chair properly and then heaving himself up as slow as he possibly could. His dad frowned at him disapprovingly, and nothing else.

They walked together to the door. On it, the words CLAUDE ALTIN, COUNSELOR were printed in big black block letters over the frosted glass. 

His dad knocked, lightly. A deep, even voice inside said “Come in.”

Walter took another second to grab the doorknob. He seemed to almost wince before doing so, like he was the 20 year old student in trouble walking into the counselor’s office. Trey followed, walking slowly.

Mr. Altin was a large man, imposing even as he sat down at his desk. His large hands held a sleek silver tablet that seemed like it could break if he accidentally squeezed it too hard. He looked up at them, green eyes crinkling into a welcoming smile that didn’t have that condescending tint every other counselor Trey had had the displeasure of meeting sported.

Around him, the small office had just enough personality to show off the kind of person Claude Altin was. Athletic, as made obvious by a set of dumbbells next to his desk and the wide shoulders that stretched his peach colored shirt. Organized, made clear by the neat stacks of boxes on the shelves that covered the left wall. Optimistic, illustrated by a huge poster on the opposite wall of an untouched sunlit beach with the words “Getting there” on the bottom.

Claude stood up, looking even bigger as he blocked the light from the window behind him. Trey had to make an effort not to look impressed while his dad’s eyes widened. Tall and muscular, Claude looked more like an athlete than an university counselor. His square jaw was cleanly shaved, his blond hair was perfectly coiffed, chest hair just a touch darker peeked from the place where his shirt met his neck, and powerful legs stretched his khaki pants.

“Trey. Mr. Fincher. A pleasure to finally have you here with me. Come in. Take a seat.”

His tone somehow made it sound both like an invitation and an order. Walter immediately stepped forward, placing his jacket over the back of one the simple chairs in front of Mr. Altin’s desk and setting his briefcase next to himself as he sat down. Claude nodded at him, approvingly, then looked over at Trey, expectantly.

Trey stood up straighter, which didn’t do much for him against a man that was at least five inches taller than him and looked like he ate Trey’s body weight for breakfast.

“Don’t be afraid, Trey,” Mr. Altin said, his smile widening. “I’m here to help.”

“I’m not fucking afraid,” Trey muttered, slouching once again as he walked towards the last remaining chair in the office. He let himself fall on it and once again spread his legs forward, trying to look like he didn’t care about anything that happened around him.

He got the expected disapproving glare from his father, but Mr. Altin’s smile didn’t falter. A soft click was heard from behind and Trey made a half-hearted effort to turn, thinking someone else had walked in behind him and closed the door to the office.

Maybe Mrs. Maggie had come back, after all.

Nope, there was no one behind them. 

“Thanks for closing the door,” Mr. Altin said. Walter nodded approvingly to Trey, giving him a tight, hopeful smile. Trey almost complained he obviously hadn’t been the one to close it before realizing nothing else made any sense.

But he hadn’t. He didn’t because he knew how much it bothered counselors to have to ask Trey to do it or get up to do it themselves.

“I’m glad you could come, Mr. Fincher,” Mr. Altin said, sitting back down, his old desk chair creaking softly under the man’s weight. He still held the sleek silver tablet on his left hand. “We don’t usually like to get the parents involved. Trey’s pretty much a grown man, after all. I’m afraid it was necessary, however, for a more holistic approach to the situation.”

Trey rolled his eyes at the word “holistic”.

“I should’ve noticed that something was wrong sooner,” Walter said, apologetic. “I thought Trey’s schedule seemed erratic but I never thought that he was- That he would miss classes on purpose.”

Trey assumed the word his dad edited out was “lying”. Because he had lied to his dad. A lot. About not having class when he wanted to stay home and goof off or about having to stay out late to “work on projects” when he didn’t want to come back home and get asked about his day.

Mr. Altin nodded, he glanced at his silver tablet, placed it on his desk, and then leaned forward towards Trey.

“Anything you’d like to add?”

Mr. Altin’s voice betrayed no emotion. Seconds passed by. Trey could feel his father beside him growing tenser with each one. Annoying at least one of the two older men in the
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