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The iron groans as the jock who calls himself Thunder—or maybe that’s just his radius trying to escape the strain—drops the dumbbells with zero regard for my polished floors. I force a smile that doesn't reach my eyes.

“Easy there, man. Control the negative,” I say, my voice professional even though I want to tell him the dumbbells aren't his personal drummer kit. “Let your muscles do the work, not gravity.”

“Right, right. Got it, coach,” he grunts, wiping a forearm across a brow that’s dripping sweat onto the chrome. “Leg day kicked my ass.”

“Every day is leg day if you’re doing it right,” I reply, the corporate motto tasting like ash. I’m Jake “The Jakehammer” Davis, former high school legend and now senior trainer at Titan Gym. By all accounts, I should be loving this. I’ve got the body—a chiseled 220 pounds of mostly football-trained muscle, low body fat, and arms that fill out a medium t-shirt like they were molded for it. I’ve got the rep. And I’ve got a girlfriend, Mia, a dancer with legs for days and a laugh that doesn't sound like grinding metal.

So why does 4 p.m. on a Tuesday feel like I’m serving a life sentence in a testosterone-scented prison? I check the clock. Five minutes until my last appointment of the day. Another newbie revolutionist who’ll probably last three weeks.

“Alright, man, get some protein in you,” I tell Thunder, clapping him on the shoulder. “Same time Thursday.”

He gives me a nod and lumbers away, and I turn to face the reception area. That’s when I see him. Standing by the front desk, looking like he got lost on his way to a debate club meeting, is Dylan.

He’s not fat. He’s not even what you’d call out of shape. He’s just... small. His t-shirt hangs off a frame that suggests words like ‘scrawny’ and ‘academic.’ His arms are pale and thin, and he’s clutching the water bottle he was handed at sign-up like it’s a lifeline in a shark tank. He’s standing in the middle of the gym floor with wide, intelligent eyes that look completely overwhelmed.

My new client. My new project.

I plaster on my most reassuring coach-face and walk over. He flinches slightly as I approach, caught off guard. Up close, he’s prettier than I first thought. Soft features, a dusting of freckles, and thick, dark hair that falls into his eyes.

“Dylan? I’m Jake.”

“Oh. Hi. Jake,” he says, his voice quiet. He offers a hand that’s way too soft to ever hold a dumbbell correctly. His grip is fragile, but he holds my gaze for a second longer than is strictly necessary, and a tiny, almost imperceptible smile plays on his lips. It’s not nervous. It’s... knowing.

“Welcome to Titan. Nervous?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

“Something like that,” he says. “Mostly just excited to have a professional guide me. I trust you to... handle me. Properly.”

The word choice lingers in the air. Handle. It could be innocent. But the look he gives me—the quick up-and-down flick of his eyes—decidedly isn’t. I’ve had gay clients before. It’s no big deal. But this is different. This isn’t a guy who just happens to be gay; this is a guy who is... gay. In full, flaming color, aimed directly at me. It’s like being faced with a different species, one I know exists but have never been this close to in the wild.

I clear my throat, choosing to ignore it. Professionalism is my armor. “Alright, well, let’s get you started. We’ll begin with the fundamentals. Core stability. Let’s head over to the mats.”

As I lead him across the gym, I feel his eyes on me, a tangible weight that has nothing to do with gravity. This isn’t just going to be about squats and deadlifts. This is going to be about managing him.

But later that night, as I lie in bed with Mia’s head on my shoulder and the drone of a reality show filling the quiet, my mind isn’t on her or my setlist for tomorrow. It’s on the long, elegant line of Dylan’s neck and the way he looked at me. I tell myself it’s just the irritation of a challenging client. But for the first time in a long time, my thoughts are tangled, and I’m not sure if I want to untangle them.
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The next session with Dylan is on a Friday, and I’ve spent the last two days mentally rolling my eyes at my own weird thoughts. It was a fluke. An occupational hazard. I deal with all kinds of people, and my brain sometimes misfires. That’s all.

He’s already there when I walk in, not looking lost this time, but bent over the water fountain, the loose line of his gym shorts pulling tight against a surprisingly firm ass. I file the observation away under 'Things I Don't Care About.'

“Jake! Ready to sculpt this masterpiece?” he says, straightening up and striking a cheesy muscle pose. His voice is more confident today.

I just grunt. “Stretching first. Let’s not pull anything.”

Today is legs. Nothing gets you more acquainted with a client than forcing them into a deep squat position. I get behind him to correct his form, my hands on his hips. “Wider stance. Keep your back straight. Chest up.” My knuckles brush the soft skin of his lower back, just above his shorts. It’s perfectly fine. This is my job.

“That’s... really close,” he breathes, and he’s not wrong. I can smell the clean, spicy scent of his cologne, something way too expensive for a college kid.

“It’s the only way to see your alignment,” I say, my voice gruff. “Down.”

He sinks into the squat, and I can feel the subtle tremble in his thighs. He’s trying so damn hard. There’s something endearing about it. When he comes back up, his face is flushed, and he looks at me over his shoulder, those big eyes glassy with effort. And that’s when I notice it.

He’s... pretty.

I don’t mean in a way I’d normally notice, like judging a rival on the field or a guy on TV. This is different. He has a delicate jawline and long eyelashes that any girl would kill for. The softness of his features, the way his bottom lip is fuller than his top... it's a kind of... femininity. And against my will, against every logical part of my brain, I find it attractive. Not him, I tell myself. Just the... aesthetic. It’s like looking at a painting. It doesn't mean anything.

“You’re a good teacher,” Dylan says, breaking my trance. “Patient. You have... nice hands.”

He lets that hang in the air. I’m used to compliments, mostly from women, but this feels... heavier. More deliberate. I expect to feel my back go up, to get defensive, but instead, a weird warmth spreads through my chest. I... don’t mind it.

“Yeah, well. They’re attached to my arms. Do the work,” I manage, clearing my throat and moving him to the leg press machine.

We go through the sets. I spot him on calf raises, my hands hovering over the bar just in case. He’s lifting barely anything, but he focuses like he’s going for a world record. And I watch him. I’m not supposed to be watching him. I’m supposed to be scanning the gym floor, checking my phone for a message from Mia, anything else.

But my eyes are glued to him. Specifically, to his mouth. As he strains on the last rep, his lips part slightly, and his pink tongue darts out, sweeping slowly across his full lower lip, leaving a faint trail of moisture.

It’s an unconscious gesture. Pure, accidental sensuality.

My own mouth goes dry. A vision flashes through my mind—bright, vivid, and completely unwanted—of those very lips wrapped around my cock. The thought is so specific, so detailed, that it sends a jolt straight to my dick.

Jesus Christ. Where the hell did that come from?

Dick-sucking lips.

The phrase slams into my brain, a crass, ugly thought that feels alien and yet... true. His lips are perfect for it.

Stop, Jake. Stop it right now.

I take a physical step back, as if I can outrun my own mind. This isn't happening. I have a girlfriend. I love sex with women. I’m Jake fucking Davis, king of the jocks. I am not gay. I’m not even a little bit curious. So why am I standing here, heartbeat hammering in my ears, with a half-chub I have to strategically hide behind my clipboard?

“All done?” I ask, my voice coming out too sharp.

Dylan finishes his rep and sits up, his expression pure and innocent, like he has no idea he just detonated a bomb in my head.

“Yeah. My calves are on fire,” he says, stretching one leg out. He runs a hand down his shin, and his eyes meet mine again, and this time there’s no mistaking the calculating gleam in them. He knows. He might not know what I was thinking, but he knows he’s getting to me.

“Good. That’s how you know it’s working,” I snap, folding my arms over my chest. A wall. I need a wall.

“Can’t wait for our next session, coach,” he says, his voice dropping to that low, flirtatious register. He winks. A full-on, no-hiding-it wink.

He gathers his things and saunters toward the locker room. I watch him go, a knot of confusion and something else—something hot and frighteningly close to anticipation—tightening in my gut. I’m not gay. But as Dylan disappears from sight, the image of his mouth, wet and parted, is burned onto the back of my eyelids. And I have a sickening feeling that he knows it.
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When I get home from work that evening, the house feels too quiet. Mia’s out with her girlfriends, a ritual of skinny cocktails and catty gossip that usually leaves me with blessed


















[image: ]










































[image: ]
















[image: ]













































[image: ]























































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALEXANDER GRANT





d2d_images/scene_break.png





