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The room is dim, the kind of lighting that makes you feel like you’ve stepped into a confessional instead of a therapy session. It isn’t a traditional support group—it’s something more experimental, the kind of program you only find when you’ve run out of other options. Each of us came here for different reasons. I’m here because I can’t seem to hold a relationship together longer than a few months. The tall guy with the baseball cap admitted earlier that his marriage is hanging by a thread. The lean one with restless hands mentioned trouble with anger—how it scares off anyone who gets too close. And the fourth guy, a quiet, muscular type with tattoos peeking out from under his sleeves, said almost nothing—just that he was “tired of feeling nothing at all.”

Now the four of us—straight guys, strangers—sit in a tight circle, knees bouncing, eyes darting everywhere but at each other.

The therapist leans casually against the wall a few feet away, arms folded across his chest. He’s tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of presence that commands attention without him even moving closer. When he speaks, his voice is low and steady, the kind that could calm a storm, yet there’s a command in it that makes my chest tighten. He has that unsettling quality of a man who seems to see through your defenses, who makes you want to listen even when part of you wants to run.

“Today,” he begins, scanning the circle slowly, “we’re going to work on intimacy. Real intimacy. Not the kind you’ve learned to fake, not the kind that only skims the surface. The kind that forces you to look another man in the eye and let him see you. No distractions, no masks. Just honesty. That’s where real connection begins—and without it, you will always repeat the same patterns. Relationships crumble, anger festers, loneliness hardens.”

His words sink in heavy. My heart skips. Intimacy? With these guys? I shift in my seat, suddenly aware of how close we’re sitting. The air feels thick, weighted with something I can’t name.

“Pair up,” he instructs, his gaze moving over us. “No talking. No stories. Just... connect. Let yourself feel what it’s like to be seen.”

I glance at the others. The tall guy pulls his cap lower, like it might shield him from the command. The lean one twitches his fingers, jaw tight. The tattooed guy rolls his shoulders like he’s bracing for impact. None of us rush to move, but the therapist doesn’t give us a way out. Finally, I find myself paired with the tall one, and we stand, the space between us loaded. We hover there awkwardly, like two strangers at a dance neither of us knows the steps to, waiting for someone to push us closer.

“Hands on shoulders,” the therapist commands. “Close your eyes. Breathe.”

I hesitate, but the tall guy’s already stepping in, his palms settling on my shoulders. His touch is firm, steady—not aggressive, but grounding, like he’s trying to anchor me. I lift my hands to mirror him, pressing into the solid frame of his shoulders. His skin radiates heat through his shirt, and I can feel the tension running through him, a mirror of my own.

We stand there, silent except for the rhythm of our breathing, rising and falling until we fall into sync. My pulse hammers in my ears. It feels strange—unnatural—but not entirely unpleasant. His grip doesn’t waver, and after a few seconds, I stop fighting the urge to lean into it.

“Now,” the therapist’s voice cuts through the stillness, low but commanding, “let’s escalate. Palms to backs. Fingers to arms. Feel the connection.”

I swallow hard, then let my hands slide down slowly, tracing over the curve of his shoulders until my palms settle at the small of his back. His shirt clings lightly to his skin, smooth under my touch, and I can feel the strength beneath it. His breath deepens as I press a little firmer, and when my fingers brush the inside of his arm, he flinches—just a flicker—but he doesn’t pull away.

Instead, he adjusts, his own hands flattening more firmly against me, fingertips pressing into my shoulder blades. The air between us changes, thickening with something unspoken. I’m hyperaware of every point of contact: the heat of his body, the subtle rise and fall of his chest, the way his breath fans across my cheek when we drift closer.

It crackles in the silence—an energy I can’t name. Desire, maybe. Or maybe it’s just the startling weight of being this close to another man, closer than I’ve ever let myself be.

The therapist’s voice breaks the silence, pulling me back from the weight of the tall guy’s touch. “Good,” he says, his eyes lingering on us. “Notice what happened just now. You crossed a boundary most men spend their whole lives guarding. You let another man’s hands rest on you. You let yourself be held—just for a moment—and the world didn’t fall apart.”

He paces slowly along the edge of the circle, his tone sharpening as he goes. “This is why you’re here. Because you confuse strength with distance. You confuse intimacy with weakness. But intimacy isn’t weakness—it’s the one thing you can’t fake. And if you can’t practice it here, you’ll never have it out there.”

His words land heavy, pressing into my chest harder than the tall guy’s hands had. I’m still buzzing from the contact, from how close I’d let him get without pulling away.

“Now,” the therapist says, his voice dipping lower, “let’s take it further. Sit down. Face each other. Knees touching.”

We obey, lowering ourselves until our knees knock together. The touch is electric, too much too soon, and I catch the same flicker of discomfort in the tall guy’s eyes that I feel in my own. But the therapist doesn’t blink, doesn’t soften. His presence pins us in place, daring either of us to back out.

“Good,” he says again, his tone shifting to something almost gentle. “Now I want you to look at each other. Really look. Not the mask. Not the story you tell yourself. The man. Right in front of you.”

I meet his gaze, and for the first time, I don’t look away. Something flickers there—vulnerability, maybe, or curiosity—and the space between us feels like it’s closing in. It’s unnerving how quickly the barriers are breaking down, how fast strangers start to feel like something else.

“Enough,” the therapist interrupts, his voice sharp. He lets the silence stretch before speaking again, softer but insistent. “Next exercise. We’re going to move closer to desire. No talking. Just... notice what comes up.”

My breath catches. Desire. The word feels heavy, dangerous. My chest tightens, and I shift in my seat, suddenly restless. Across from me, the others stir too—the lean guy rubs at the back of his neck, the tattooed one cracks his knuckles, the tall guy pulls at the brim of his cap like it might shield him from what’s happening.

The therapist’s eyes flick to me, catching me mid-fidget. “You feel it, don’t you?” His tone is calm, but cutting. “That mix of heat and panic? That’s desire. Not lust alone, not just the body waking up. Desire is the collision of wanting and resisting at the same time. It’s uncomfortable because you’re fighting it. You want to lean in, but your mind is already inventing ways to escape.”

His words hit too close. My throat tightens. He knows.

“Start with touch,” he continues, his gaze still on me. “Shoulders. Arms. Chest. Nothing more. Let yourself stay there. Let yourself feel both the fear and the wanting.”

The tall guy swallows, then slowly reaches out, his hand grazing my forearm. The light contact makes my skin prickle, every nerve alive. I mirror him, my palm sliding across the solid heat of his shoulder. We hover there, stuck between reluctance and something heavier.

“Good,” the therapist says, his voice dipping lower. “Now, don’t run from the arousal. Sit with it. Breathe into it. Desire grows when you stop trying to control it. That’s how it works—it fills the space you give it.”

The silence grows unbearable, thick with the sound of our breathing. My pulse is hammering. His fingers linger against my skin longer than they should, and I don’t move away.

The therapist steps closer, scanning the circle. “You’re still holding too much tension,” he says, matter-of-fact. “Your bodies can’t open if you’re bound tight. Loosen your clothes. Belts. Buttons. Let yourselves be more comfortable.”

My stomach flips. The words sound clinical, but the weight behind them is anything but. Around me, I hear the shuffle of fabric, the metallic snap of buckles, the slow release of breath as we obey.

The therapist’s eyes sweep the circle, lingering on each of us until the silence feels unbearable. Then his voice cuts through, calm but unyielding.

“Let’s take it further,” he says. “If you want to understand desire, you can’t hide from it. Clothes are armor. They protect; they disguise. But they also keep you from being seen. Most of you came here because in your relationships, you’ve been avoiding true vulnerability. You keep sex safe, predictable. Desire doesn’t live there. Desire lives in exposure.”

He steps closer, his gaze pinning us in place. “So, take off your clothes. Feel what it’s like to stand bare in front of each other. Feel the vulnerability of being seen. That’s what you’ve been avoiding.”

My chest tightens. I hesitate, but no one dares challenge him. The tall guy is the first to move, unbuckling his belt with a sharp metallic click that echoes in the quiet. The sound seems to unlock the rest of us—shirts pulled over heads, jeans sliding down legs—until we’re all standing there, bare. The air feels cooler on my skin, but heat radiates between us, cocks half-hard, already glistening.

I can’t stop my







































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
BREAKTHROUGH
SESSION

ALEXANDER GRANT





