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​A New Beginning

It was extremely cold, but that didn't bother Andrew at all. Not even noticing the cold, the strong wind, the rain and the forming storm, he walked down the streets of New York in a trance. The Big Apple! He finally made it there.  He was going to miss his family he had left behind, sure, but he had to do something with his life. Being the oldest of seven children, sharing his room with Tim, Tom, and John, and spending all his days caring for his younger brothers and sisters was definitely making him miserable back at home. But living in a big family wasn’t the main reason he’d left. There was something else holding him back at home. Something else making his days sour and unfulfilled. The narrow-mindedness of the community. The unfriendly glares. His father’s eyes when he caught him playing...naughty games behind the shed with Mark. So he packed his bags and run off to the only place he felt he could get lost among the masses: New York. He had rented a small apartment in Queens, and it was there where he was headed, obliviously walking in the hard autumn rain. The rain wasn’t the only wetness clinging to his face; he had been crying the whole way home. The audition had been a big fat failure.

“You definitely have that innocent girlish charm, but you need to bulk up a bit if you want to succeed here. Nobody wants to watch pale beanpoles on Broadway stages...” the director had said. Tears had not been the only consequence of that wicked comment; Andrew had also decided to enroll into a gym due to that comment.  As he finally got home, and stopped sobbing, he took all his clothes off and stared at his pale face, long clumsy hands, skinny legs and narrow shoulders. He turned around. His tight behind was actually not bad at all, but he realized that he will definitely need to work on the rest of his body to have any reasonable chance of succeeding here. Pleased with his plan, he slept like a baby that night.

He searched for nearby gyms on the internet the next morning. A luxury fitness center, called “Beautiful” was 250 dollars per month. Too much for Andrew. “Street Performance” was a lot cheaper, one-forty per month, but still too expensive for his current financial capabilities. All others nearby-“Lion’s Gym”, “Big Deal Gym”, “Sweat Paradise” and “Xtreme Fitness”-were also a bit too expensive for his taste. And then, he finally noticed the search result on the bottom of the second page. “The Raw Power Gym - $39 per month”. He checked the map. The gym was just three blocks away from his building.

“No time to waste,” he thought to himself, and started packing his little red backpack with all the things he would need to start getting fit. He had to consult Google maps on his phone two times to find the place, but when he finally came across the throbbing neon sign “Raw Power Gym”, he felt like he was making the first important step in opening a new chapter in his life. There was a mean-looking chopper parked in front of the entrance, but he paid it no mind. He almost ran up the narrow, rundown staircase in excitement. The reception was not much to look at. A small room, about twenty feet long and fifteen feet wide, with an ugly brown wooden desk, a grubby sign “Reception” hanging on the wall, and one closed grey door on the left. Andrew looked around for somebody to talk to, but there was nobody in. He patiently sat down on a wooden bench in front of the desk and waited. A minute passed. Two. Three. Four. Still nobody came. Getting really frustrated, he stood up and decided to take matters into his own hands. He went through the grey doors that were his only option besides going back to the street, and found himself in the gym itself. There wasn’t much to see. The room was quite big and covered with a worn-out greyish carpet. The equipment was modest: one stationary bike, a few training benches, a white locker in the right corner and a lot of weights scattered around the room. “Well, you really get what you’ve paid for here...” Andrew said half-aloud. Then he noticed another two doors leading from the room. Hoping to finally see some fitness enthusiasts there, he boldly opened the left ones and entered. Into a shower. A single shower cabin filled the small room, and it was not empty. A big guy stood below the wall-mounted shower head completely naked. Thick black hairs covered his entire body all the way from his neck to his feet. He didn’t seem to notice Andrew as he continued to shampoo his long black curls. Andrew knew he should turn around and walk away, but he just couldn’t. There was something about this man. He was not a handsome man by no means, but something about the way his arm muscles stood out from the rest of his fat body made Andrew gasp. At that moment the big man noticed him.

“What the fuck do you want?” he shouted with a hoarse voice, making Andrew feel like a little boy caught stealing candy from a shop. The surprise was overwhelming; Andrew stumbled back across the door and ran like he was being chased by a wild boar. Back on the stairs leading out to the street, Andrew heard another shout.

“Wait!” Andrew stopped at once, more from the shock than from actually obeying the command.

The big hairy man appeared at the top of the stairs two seconds later, a way-too-small towel wrapped around his huge waist.

“What do you want?” he asked again, this time with a slightly gentler voice.

“I...I...I mean...”

“Spill it out, tiny. I haven’t got all day!”

Andrew was frightened like a little hare facing a hungry bear, but he somehow found the strength to speak.

“I didn’t mean to bother you. Sir. I just wanted to, erm, join your gym. If it’s possible.”

The hairy giant made no reply, just grinned and gestured “follow me” with his massive hand. The one that wasn’t keeping the towel around his waist, of course. Andrew hesitantly obliged and followed the man to the reception. The owner of the gym (or whoever he was) was strangely silent. He grunted something incomprehensibly to Andrew while giving him a paper and a pen. After Andrew had signed the registration form and had paid those 39 dollars for one month of membership, the rough giant stared at him like a beast searching for his prey.

“We are open every day from 11 a.m. till 11 p.m. Nobody, except me, ever comes in before 5 p.m. usually. But...You sure you want to join, boy? You don’t look like someone who is supposed to be here.”

Not sure about what the man might mean with his comment, Andrew replied shyly, “Yes. I’ll be back in the evening then.” With that he left, not even waiting for the giant hairy man to reply. He didn’t remember much about his walk home, since his head was busy re-creating his meeting with the big guy. Not the part when he handed him the registration form. Not the part when the
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