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EPILOGUE

Further Reading: The Gay Kama Sutra: The Art of Erotic Power

Also By Alexander Grant

About the Author


I first notice him on a Thursday night—the kind of slow, late hour when most people have already bailed on their workouts and gone to drink cheap beer or cram for midterms. I come here to clear my head. It’s quiet after nine, just the hum of machines, the clank of iron, and the faint smell of rubber mats and old protein shakes.

I’m Ethan, a junior—majoring in exercise science, minoring in something I’ll probably never use. My girlfriend, Maddie, always says I spend more time in the gym than I do with her. She’s not exactly wrong. Lifting keeps me sane. The routine, the burn, the progress—it’s the one part of my day I can control.

So, when I see him for the first time, I notice his form before anything else. That’s how my brain works. He’s at the squat rack, low lighting hitting his shoulders just right. Solid build—athletic, not bulky. He moves like he’s thinking about something else but forcing himself to focus. I know that look. I’ve had that look.

He’s wearing a dark tank that sticks to his back, earbuds in, sweat dripping down his jaw. I tell myself I’m just checking his technique. But when he glances up and our eyes meet in the mirror, I feel that weird jolt—like static running under my skin. He looks at me just long enough for my stomach to drop, then goes back to lifting like nothing happened.

I shake it off and finish my set. I tell myself it’s nothing. I’ve got a girlfriend. A good one. We’ve been together since sophomore year. She’s supportive, funny, kind of clingy, but she puts up with my schedule, and I love her for that. Still, on nights like this—when it’s just me, the barbell, and my thoughts—things feel... different. Quieter. Too quiet.

He’s there again the next night. Same rack, same hour. I work out next to him and recognize the playlist leaking faintly from his headphones—something low and moody. He catches me looking again. This time he doesn’t look away as fast.

Between sets, I risk it. “You using that bench?” I ask, gesturing toward the one on the other side of him.

He pulls an earbud out, eyes steady. “Go ahead.” His voice is calm, deeper than I expect. “You’re here a lot.”

“Yeah,” I say, laughing awkwardly. “I’m studying exercise science. Guess I should live what I study, right?”

He grins, quick and crooked. “Guess so.”

I try to focus on my set, but it’s impossible now. Every sound—the click of the bar, the scrape of his shoes, the way his breath syncs with mine—feels amplified. When I leave, he’s still there, towel slung over his shoulder, watching his reflection like he’s seeing something the rest of us can’t.

I tell myself I’m just curious. That’s all.

But when I get home, Maddie’s texting me about weekend plans, and for some reason, I can’t stop thinking about him instead.
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Friday nights are when the campus gym finally feels like mine. The crowd thins out, the air smells like rubber mats and metal, and the music switches from chaotic hype playlists to whatever late-shift student worker forgot to turn off. I like it that way—quiet, controlled, predictable. My workouts are the one thing in my life that make sense. The repetition calms me, the numbers, the sets, the steady rhythm of effort and release. My body does what my brain can’t: focus.

I’m two sets into my routine when I see him again. Same guy from the other night. Same rack. Same focus. He’s wearing a plain black shirt this time, damp at the collar, hair pushed back like he’s been at it for a while. He moves differently than most people—no showing off, no breaks to check his reflection. Just intensity. It’s not performative, and somehow that makes it harder not to watch.

I tell myself I’m just paying attention to form. Studying people is part of what I do—exercise science major, hoping to turn it into something real after graduation. But there’s something about him that makes it impossible to stay analytical. It’s not just the movement—it’s the energy, the weight he carries even when he’s standing still.

He finishes a set, steps back, and catches my eye through the mirror. For half a second, I think I imagined it. Then he pulls out one earbud and nods.

“You here every night?” he asks.

His voice is low, casual, but it lands differently—too direct to be small talk.

“Pretty much,” I say, wiping sweat off my face. “Helps me stay sane.”

He smiles a little, not a full grin, just enough to make it feel like a secret. “Yeah. Same.”

I want to ask his name, but I don’t. Instead, I pick up my water bottle like it’s a shield and take a long sip. He goes back to his set, and I try to focus on mine, but it’s impossible. Every time he moves, I feel it.

When I’m done, I hang around the stretching area longer than usual, pretending to scroll through my phone. He finishes about ten minutes later, towel slung over his shoulder. We make brief eye contact again as he passes by the exit, and he gives that same quiet nod before disappearing into the night.

I leave a few minutes later, walking across the quad, my shirt clinging to my back. My phone buzzes—Maddie. Dinner at my place? Don’t bail this time. I smile despite myself. Maddie’s the kind of girl who plans ahead, who believes in small gestures and steady effort. She’s been good to me. We’ve been together a year and a half, and even when school gets hectic, she finds ways to ground us.

When I get to her apartment, the lights are low, and the smell of garlic and basil fills the kitchen. “You cooked?” I ask, dropping my backpack by the door.

She grins. “Don’t sound so surprised.”

She’s in an oversized T-shirt, hair tied up, face bare and glowing. I kiss her cheek, feeling her smile against my skin. “You’re amazing,” I say, and I mean it.

We eat together, legs brushing under the table. She talks about her internship, her professor, some friend drama I half-hear. I nod, laugh, make all the right noises, but my mind keeps slipping somewhere else—to the way the gym guy looked at me, to the quiet confidence in his voice. I hate that I can’t just shut it off.

After dinner, we move to the couch. She curls up beside me, head on my shoulder, the glow of the TV painting soft colors across her face. I trace idle patterns on her arm, familiar and grounding.

“You okay?” she asks, her voice light but cautious.

“Yeah,” I say automatically. “Just got a lot on my mind.”

She studies me for a second longer than I’d like. Then she shifts closer, her lips brushing my neck. “I could help you with that,” she teases, smiling against my skin.

I smile back, though it’s faint, uncertain. I lean in to kiss her—soft, real, the kind of kiss that feels like routine and comfort rolled together. Her hands slide to my chest, and I breathe her in—shampoo, basil, warmth.

But somewhere behind the moment, something flickers. The echo of gym lights, the smell of metal, the sound of another breath. I push the thought away, hard. Maddie deserves my attention—my whole attention—and I want to give it to her. I focus on her lips, her laugh, the soft sigh she lets out as she pulls me closer.

And yet, in the quiet space between us, the memory lingers—his eyes, his voice, the unspoken something I can’t name. I try to drown it out with movement, with closeness, with Maddie’s warmth anchoring me in the present. I tell myself this is who I am, this is what’s real. But even as the room fades to stillness and her heartbeat beats rapidly against mine, I can’t help but feel that somewhere out there, in the dim hum of the gym lights, a piece of me is still watching him walk away.

The show continues to play in the background, but neither of us is watching. It’s just the rhythm of skin and breath, the weight of her head against my shoulder, the quiet way she whispers my name. I press into her and we start moaning and moving together because it’s familiar, because it’s what we do when words start running out. Outside, traffic hums like a far-off heartbeat, and for a while the world feels small and safe and ordinary again.

When it’s over, Maddie drifts off first. Her arm sprawls across my chest, her breathing deep and even. I stare at the ceiling, the fan blades turning shadows across the room. My pulse hasn’t quite caught up. The scent of her shampoo mixes with the faint salt of sweat, and I tell myself I should feel settled, satisfied. Instead, there’s that strange hollow quiet, like the air right after thunder.

I close my eyes, willing myself to sleep, but the dark behind my eyelids fills with flashes of the gym—the hum of the lights, the rough grip of metal, the shape of a body under strain. It’s nothing, I tell myself. Just muscle memory. Just static. Yet even as Maddie shifts beside me on the couch, warm and real, I can’t shake the feeling that somewhere out there he’s still lifting in that empty room, and I’m still watching.
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I wake up to the low buzz of the TV and the dim blue light flickering across the room. The clock on the cable box says 3:02 a.m. Maddie’s asleep against me, her hair sprawled over my chest, one leg hooked around mine. The air feels thick—too warm, too still. My heart’s beating hard, faster than it should, and my dick is so hard its borderline painful. I don’t know why I’m feeling this; something inside me feels wound tight, restless.

I slide my arm out from under her slowly, careful not to wake her. She murmurs something in her sleep and settles again, her hand still resting on my stomach. For a second I just stare at her, her face soft in the pale light, and I think I should feel at peace. But I don’t. My pulse won’t slow down.

I move quietly through the apartment, naked, the floor cool under my feet. The bathroom light is too bright when I flip it on. I blink at my reflection—the mess of my hair, the faint red mark on my neck where she kissed me, the way my breathing won’t even out. I grip the edges of the sink, trying to steady myself. I look in the mirror again and see my carved chest, nipples hard, my eyes then moving down to my abs and hard dick which is starting to drip pre.

The cold water hits my skin like a slap, but it does nothing to douse the fire burning inside me. I stand in front of the bathroom sink, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I stare at my reflection. But it’s not my face I see—it’s his. His broad shoulders, straining under the weight of the barbell. The way his muscles flex and glisten with sweat under the harsh gym lights. His eyes, locked on mine in the mirror, intense and unblinking. I can’t shake the image, no matter how hard I try. My hand drifts down, fingers brushing against my dick’s throbbing head and I freeze. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But my body doesn’t care.

I grab my cock, still throbbing and hard, and wrap my hand around it. The first stroke is slow, deliberate, like testing the waters. But the second one is faster, hungrier, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan. My mind is a mess, but my body knows exactly what it wants.

I close my eyes, and the gym comes rushing back to me. The metallic scent of iron, the grunts of effort, the sight of him powering through his reps like it’s nothing. I’d tried not to stare, but it was impossible. The way his shirt clung to his chest, the veins popping in his arms, the way he’d caught me looking and smirked. That smirk. It’s burned into my brain now, and I can’t get it out. I stroke faster, my grip tight, my breath hitching as I imagine his hands on me instead of mine. What would it feel like? Rough and calloused, strong and sure. I twist a nipple between my fingers, the sharp sting sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I’m so fucking hard, so confused, but I don’t care. Not right now.
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