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I’d been checking the clock every thirty seconds all afternoon. Holy crap I couldn’t wait to get out of work and get to the gym. As much as I hated going to the gym, it had become my favorite place in the world since I saw Gym Crush a couple of days ago. Honestly, I didn’t mind the working out part. My gym just always seemed to attract people I’d never want to be friends with. First, there are the bros. These are the guys in their twenties and thirties that carry around gallon jugs of water or protein shakes. They wear loose sweatpants because they like the feel of their dick swinging around, and too-tight shirts. They call each other bro and dude and constantly need a spotter because they’re pushing just so damn hard. They wear ugly jewelry.

The gays aren’t bad. There are two sub-types. First are the ones that come in pairs, dress in super tight shorts and T-shirts that say things like Is it gay in here or is it just me and Love Wins. They spend as much time showing each other memes and reels as they spend on the machines. They’re super skinny because they haven’t eaten a full meal since they were twelve. They try just a little too hard to get noticed by the bros. They own rainbow colored everything and never break a sweat. The second sub-type are the gym rats. These are the gay guys that take their gym time very seriously. They have schedules and routines from which they never deviate. They break into a rash at the sight of a carb and live mostly off boiled chicken and raw broccoli. When they go out to eat, they order a small chicken Caeser with no dressing and have a cinnamon toothpick for dessert. They always wear ear buds to make it super clear that no one else is in their league so don’t even think about speaking to them. But you gotta give it to them. They have perfectly sculpted bodies rippling with muscles, perfect bubble butts, and look great wearing literally anything. They could cut a hole in a plastic garbage bag and it would drape perfectly over their broad shoulders, stretch across their big pecs, and cinch itself around their twenty-eight-inch waists. I hate them.

The older guys are nice enough. They’re in there trying to fight dad bod syndrome, which is simply a losing proposition. They’re all married and have stressful jobs. Their wives make mac-n-cheese every night for their two-point-four children, and there’s always a box of cookies on the counter, so they can do all the crunches they want; those abs are never coming back. The bottle and a half of wine they drink each night to settle down enough to sleep is gonna keep those extra pounds on no matter what they do in the gym. But hey, they’re doing what they can to stay fit, so good on ‘em, as the Aussies would say.

The women run a spectrum, too. There are the perky sorority girls, the new moms trying to recover from two-point-four childbirths and the lesbians who look like everyone’s high school PE teacher. I love the little old ladies in their matching track suits that walk a half mile on the treadmill then go home. They all look like Sophia from Golden Girls. I figure that’ll be me one day.

I just don’t fit in with any of those groups. I’m a somewhat, kinda sorta, moderately good-looking gay man of twenty-seven years. Definitely not a bro, don’t fit the rainbow queen or gym rat molds, and was dangerously close to obtaining dad bod status when I decided I needed to get back to the gym. I worked out regularly all through college but law school kicked my ass and study time won out over gym time. I graduated and got a job back in my hometown of New Orleans, which meant that for the first time in my life, I was of legal drinking age and had money. What’s that I hear? The French Quarter calling me? Why, yes, it is! The late nights, fried foods, and cocktails were taking a toll on my waistline. I knew I had to do something and I absolutely, positively cannot stand running, so the gym it was!

I had to go straight from work. If I went home first, there’d be a glass of wine, then a text to my BFF Elise or another one of my friends, and next thing I knew I’d be in a bar snacking on a fried pickle. An hour in the gym three times a week was far from transformative, but at least things weren’t getting any worse. I was still flabbier than I wanted to be but convinced myself that I had to start slowly to avoid burnout. I was doing great with the slow start part.

About three months into my fitness craze, I got to the gym and headed to the locker room to swap my suit and tie for athletic shorts and my T-shirt that said Emory Law. I was quite certain that I retained a youthful-enough appearance to pull off wearing college attire. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a guy coming from the showers, wearing a towel, and he’s built like the proverbial brick shithouse. Gym rat, I said to myself, and willed myself not to stare at his chiseled physique. As bad luck would have it, his locker was four or five down from mine. At this point, I was in my boxer briefs and undershirt. Getting into my athletic shorts would be easy enough, but I struggled to figure out how to get into my T-shirt. There was no way I was going to take my undershirt off standing next to this adonis. I knew he’d take one look at me, scoff, and call me sugar tits or something equally soul crushing.

At this moment, I had one, and only one, primary objective: to see him drop that towel. If everything above the waist was a perfect ten, then I was certainly interested to see what down below looked like. I figured I had three options. I could root around in my locker and gym bag and make it absolutely obvious that I was hanging around to see him naked. I could go pee and miss seeing his twig and berries. Or I could man up and take my sweet time getting into my shorts, T-shirt, and sneakers so that I could enjoy the show. I chose option three.

In the end, it didn’t matter. He did the thing where he stepped into his underwear and pulled them up underneath the towel, then dropped the towel. I was disappointed that my highly anticipated X-rated movie turned into a PG show. The tight briefs, however, showed the contours of a firm and muscular behind, and the bulge in front strongly suggested the kind of package that UPS, FedEx, and Amazon would fight over.

As I closed and locked my locker door, I noticed him looking right at me. We made eye contact and it suddenly dawned on me—this adonis had a face! I’d been so taken with the biceps, pecs, abs, and glutes that I’d never bothered to see what he looked like. He smiled and said, “Enjoy your workout,” in the most easy-going and nonchalant way imaginable.

“Thanks,” I said, noticing his wavy, dark-brown hair still tousled and damp from the shower, his large brown eyes with flecks of gold, and his full lips that looked soft as a pillow. I was in immediate danger of blushing because Mr. Super-Gorgeous spoke to me. That would give away my school-girl crush. I turned and headed for the gym, fantasizing that my nine dollar Wal-Mart shorts made my ass look so damn good that he was chubbing up just watching me walk. I had been slain. Hot guys come in many forms, but this guy had the trifecta: eyes, lips, and ass. If you’ve got beautiful eyes, luscious lips, and a hot ass, I’m putty in your hands. The rest is gravy.

I made a strategic move. I normally warm up on an elliptical machine but since they face the wall, I hopped on a stationary bike instead. I was positioned directly along the walkway that ran from the locker room to the front door. Superman would shortly be passing just a few feet in front of me. I’d be afforded views of him coming and going, and I was quite looking forward to seeing both.

It wasn’t long before I saw the object of my desire exit the locker room and head straight for me. Well, head straight for the door but towards me. He was checking his phone as he walked, so I could stare as intently as I wanted. Tight blue jeans, a form fitting red polo shirt, and white sneakers made him look like quite the all-American boy. I guessed his age to be right around mine—maybe a year or two older. His hair was neatly combed back from his face. He walked with an easy, casual stride that suggested he was in no hurry.

Gaydar was giving me nothing. It was completely on the blitz. Gays, at least in New Orleans, don’t dress so preppy. Does anyone dress preppy anymore? His clothes were awfully tight for a straight guy, but hell, he had the body for it. I was getting no discernible vibes, and I found that irritating as hell. As he approached my strategic location, I started pedaling a little faster. That, of course, would clearly convey to him that I was as serious about fitness as he was. Just as he reached me, he looked at me, smiled, and did that little backwards nod, which is an unspoken, undefined greeting between people who don’t really know each other. “Have a good one,” I said in an artificially low voice that I’m sure made him think I had throat cancer.

“You too,” he replied easily.

The tight jeans clinging to his red-hot ass were giving me palpitations and I decided in that very moment that my workout routine would be increasing in difficulty significantly. I wasn’t gonna get a boyfriend with an ass that hot if I didn’t have one to offer in return. That’s it! I declared to myself. Five days a week in the gym. Squats every day. Hell, I thought, maybe I’ll get a personal trainer.

As he passed through the front door, I could breathe a little more easily. Gone was the risk of any further encounter during which I could humiliate and embarrass myself. Also gone were those pretty eyes, lips, and ass! I knew damn well I’d never seen him in the gym before. Was he new to the gym? New to New Orleans? My thought was to run to the front windows and see what car he got into. Louisiana plates? A rental? Geez, what if he was on a moped or an e-bike or something else that drained away his hotness?

I decided to put my full faith, trust, and confidence in the universe and hope that I’d see him again at the gym. Checking my watch, I noted that the current time was 5:45 P.M. Doing some quick calculations in my head, I surmised that his probable arrival time was likely 4:30 P.M. He’s just able to beat the after-work rush. My work schedule suddenly changed from 8:30 to five to 7:30 to four. My boss wouldn’t care, and I needed to be in that locker room when he arrived! I didn’t imagine he came to the gym
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