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Her legs are looped loosely around my waist, and I push forward, moving in a rhythm I know too well. The bed creaks quietly beneath us, her body soft and open, but it doesn’t pull me in. There’s no bite, no grip, no rush of being consumed. Just a gentle, practiced motion that feels more like routine than fire.

Her eyes are closed, lips parted as if she’s waiting it out. My hands rest on the mattress beside her, and all I can think about is how badly I want her hands on me instead — sliding down my chest, grabbing my pecs, digging into me like she actually wants to feel me. I want her to grab my ass, to pull me in, to make me believe she can’t get enough. But her arms just stay flat against the sheets, lifeless.

I move faster, harder, trying to chase the friction, but it’s like pressing into air. My body is here, but my mind wanders — to everything we’ve never tried, everything she’s never wanted. No curiosity, no risk, no heat. Just the same pattern I could do with my eyes closed.

When it’s done, I collapse beside her. She rolls to her side without a word, pulling the blanket high around her shoulders. Within moments, her breathing evens out, already gone. I lie there staring at the ceiling fan, the slow blades turning in the half-dark, wondering if this is all there is. Is this sex? Is this what I’m supposed to settle for?

***
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The gym is almost empty by the time I finish my last set. I drop onto the bench, sweat rolling down my back, towel hanging around my neck. Marcus spots me from across the floor and strolls over, chest still pumped from his workout.

He sits beside me, forearms resting on his thighs, bottle dangling from his hand. “You look beat, man. What’s going on?”

I give him a tired grin. “Just... long night.”

He quirks a brow. “Long how?”

I shake my head, laughing without humor. “Not the good kind of long. More like... boring. Same old. My girl isn’t into trying anything new. Missionary, lights out, roll over and sleep.”

Marcus tilts his head, studying me. I glance at him, then smirk a little. “You know, you’re lucky being gay. At least you don’t have to deal with this kind of dead-end routine.”

That earns a laugh from him. “Lucky, huh? You think it’s easier on this side?”

I shrug. “Easier, maybe not. But at least guys aren’t afraid to actually do something. Grab you. Push back. Make it feel like they want it.” My voice lowers before I realize it. “I’ve got more to give than she even wants to handle. Bigger than most, but it doesn’t matter when she’s not into anything new. She won’t even let me close to anal. Says it’s off-limits.”

Marcus’s eyes flick to me, sharper now. He nods slowly, smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “So you’ve got all that, and you’re stuck with someone who won’t let you use it the way you want?”

“Pretty much.” I lean back against the bench, frustration bubbling up. “I’d kill to find a tighter fit, something that actually pushes back. Instead, it feels like I’m just... going through the motions.”

He takes a sip of water, sets the bottle down, and looks at me steadily. “You know, there are people who’d be more than happy to give you exactly what you’re looking for.”

The words hang heavy in the air. My chest is still pounding from the workout, but this time it’s not just from lifting. I catch myself staring at the way his shirt clings to his chest, the sweat glistening on his arms. My throat goes dry.

“What are you saying?” I ask finally.

Marcus smirks, eyes locking with mine. “I think you know.”

The silence stretches between us, thicker than anything else in the room. The clang of weights in the far corner fades into background noise, just the two of us sitting shoulder to shoulder on the bench.

I wipe the sweat from my forehead, trying to laugh it off, but the sound doesn’t come. His words keep circling in my head. There are people who’d be more than happy to give you exactly what you’re looking for.

I glance at him. His chest rises and falls with slow, steady breaths, shirt clinging to him like a second skin. The curve of his shoulders, the cut of his arms, even the relaxed confidence in the way he sits—it’s all right there in front of me. A different kind of presence than what I left in my bed last night.

“You make it sound simple,” I finally say, my voice lower than I mean it to be.

Marcus smirks without looking at me. “Maybe it is.”

I shake my head, more to clear it than anything. “I don’t even know why I’m talking to you about this.”

“Because you’re tired of pretending you’re satisfied,” he says evenly. “And maybe you’re finally ready to do something about it.”

The words hit harder than any set I lifted this morning. My pulse is already up, but now it’s for a different reason. I open my mouth, then close it again. No clever comeback, no way to deny he’s right.

Marcus stands, grabbing his towel. “Think about it,” he says casually, but his eyes hold mine for a beat longer than necessary. Then he turns toward the locker room, leaving me sitting there with my thoughts.

I lean forward, elbows on my knees, breathing heavy like I just finished another set. My hands flex against my thighs, restless. I know what I want. The question is whether I’ll actually reach for it.

I sit there a minute longer, Marcus’s words looping in my head, before I finally push myself up and head for the locker room. The place is quiet, echoing with the sound of running water and the faint hum of the vents. I strip down and step under one of the open showers, hot water pounding across my shoulders, washing away the sweat but not the restless energy underneath.

Out of the corner of my eye, I catch Marcus a few stalls down. He doesn’t bother with modesty — just stands there under the spray, water rolling down over his chest, his body thick with muscle. My gaze drops before I can stop it, and there it is. Long, heavy, swinging naturally as he lathers up, like he couldn’t care less who’s watching.

I swallow hard, turning away, but the image burns behind my eyes. When he rinses and shifts, I catch another angle — his back tapering down to the curve of an ass that looks carved, tight, perfect. My breath hitches. I’ve never seen anything like it up close, never thought about looking, but now I can’t unsee it.

I face the wall, forcing myself to focus on the water streaming over me, but my mind won’t settle. The sight of him lingers, pulling at me. Not arousal, not yet — but something deeper. Attention. Curiosity. The kind that makes my chest feel tight, the kind that makes me wonder.

I glance down and notice the faintest stir in myself, not hard, just there. Present. Awake. My jaw tightens, and I shut my eyes, letting the water pound over my face. What the hell am I doing? I don’t have an answer. All I know is Marcus’s body is still right there in my head, whether I want it or not.

The steam thickens, curling in the air, masking everything except the sound of water and the heat in my chest. I glance once more, and there he is—Marcus rinsing off, muscles flexing, his body cut sharp in the haze. My eyes linger too long, and when he turns, I look up fast, caught.

He sees it. Knows it. His lips tug into that half-smile, and with a slight tilt of his head, he gives me a quick nod. A wink follows, quick and smooth, like he’s telling me without words: I don’t mind.

My throat tightens, but before I can turn back to the wall, I notice his gaze flick downward. Just for a second, his eyes settle low—on me. On what I’ve never had trouble drawing attention for. Even soft, I’m bigger than most, and the steam isn’t hiding a thing.

Marcus’s eyebrows lift ever so slightly, interest flashing across his face before he covers it with another easy smirk. That tiny shift, that raised brow, says more than any words could. He saw. He noticed. And he liked it.

I face the wall again, heart pounding harder than it should. Water beats down on me, but it can’t wash away the look he gave me—or the fact that for the first time in a long time, I feel seen.

I rinse off fast, more out of nerves than anything else. My hands feel clumsy against the soap, my breaths uneven. Every second, I’m aware of Marcus just a few feet away. His easy confidence, the way he moves like he owns every inch of space, only makes it worse—or better.

The water shuts off with a sharp twist. I glance over. He’s already grabbing his towel, dragging it slow across his shoulders and chest, droplets sliding down the rest of him. He doesn’t rush. Doesn’t bother to hide.

I step out of my stall, towel tight around my waist, and for a moment our eyes meet again. There’s that smirk. Subtle. Knowing. His gaze lingers just long enough before he turns toward his locker.

He pulls on his shorts, the fabric stretching over him, every movement deliberate. I’m pretending to focus on my own things—tossing my wet towel, pulling on my clothes—but I can’t shake the heat running under my skin.

Getting ready to leave, I sling my bag over my shoulder, still replaying the shower in my head, when Marcus heads for the door ahead of me. He pauses just long enough
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