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Chapter One – Sue’s the honest one
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Sue came over for a drink and a bite; being a Wednesday and the fact that I hate the mid-week lull. She’s been my friend for more years than I can remember. I came out to her first. She wasn’t surprised; disappointed ... but not surprised. We lived in each other’s pockets back then. We still do to a degree; putting the heart back together again – hers or mine, as required – with a bottle of red wine and chocolate. The thing I like about her the most is that she’s honest; not horrible ... just honest. I tell her she’d make a good cat. Cats are honest; dogs lie to get treats.

“You’re putting on weight,” she said before the cork was out of the bottle.

“Excuse me?”

“You’re putting on weight, sweetheart, and at your age that ain’t gonna be easy to shift!”

I’m forty; hardly a decrepit pensioner.

“Sue, that’s too honest; even for you.”

“Sorry hon’; but you don’t want to get fat; it’s difficult enough at our age to pull. Look at Seb’; practically suicidal ...”

“If I get too thin, like I did three years ago, I look much older.”

“Yes, I know but that was Harry’s fault; leaving you for an older woman ... what about the gym?”

There are some words like ‘cunt’, ‘incest’ and ‘rapist’ that you just don’t want to hear in the same sentence as your name and ‘gym’ is one of them.

“What about the gym? It’s where fit guys go to look at each other and pose.”

“And where the fit guys go to stay fit; and from what I hear, pull.”

“I’d be pulling something and it wouldn’t be the hottie on the bench press!”

“They’ve got a special offer running; free introductory lesson and half price membership for three months. You even get a trainer assigned to you as well as a diet plan ...”

“And how do you know all this?”

“I picked you up a leaflet ...”

“Why do I detect an ambush?”

“’Cos you’re putting on weight and I love you too much to see you go to seed.”

“Thanks, Sue ...”

“Don’t mention it. Now, what pizza do you want; my treat!”
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Chapter Two – Fucking Hell
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I promised to go along to the introductory session at least – seeing as it was free – but I didn’t have anything to wear. I didn’t even own a pair of trainers. Still, shopping! I went to town ... and went to town, with the young guy in JB, who sorted me out the entire kit and steered me away from Lycra towards looser fitting jersey cotton.

“Do you work out?” I asked him, needlessly since he was as fit as a flea.

“Of course; fucking great place to pull!”

“Where do you go?”

“Moscow Place.”

“That’s the one around the corner from me.”

“See you there ... and if you reach your targets then I’ll treat you.”

“I don’t believe you eat pizza for one minute ...”

“I wasn’t suggesting dinner!” he smirked.

“Oh; right; best I get along there then and get signed up. They’ve got this offer going ...”

“Yeah, I know. Follow me ...”

He towed me along to the changing rooms and, picking up a pair of jog pants en route, he led me to the furthest cubicle from the entrance, dragging me inside and yanking the curtain across the rail.

“I’ve got an introductory offer for you too,” he said quietly as he knelt in front of me, expertly undoing my jeans and pulling out Bertie who was blinking madly at the bright lights. He sucked as though his life depended on it.

“Jesus ...”

He sucked and bobbed until I felt the cum literally boiling in my sack.

“I’m gonna cum,” I yelled in a whisper and he bobbed and sucked harder until I went weak at the knees, shooting my load into his throat which he gobbled up.

“That’s some fucking introductory offer,” I managed in between the gasps for breath.

“There’s more but let’s see you make your target weight and get a bit of definition.”

He scampered out, leaving me feeling damp and breathless; a feeling that was to become all too familiar.

I left the store fully loaded with my new kit in a bag and unloaded of a week’s worth of juice. I popped into Boots to get the obligatory kit for the communal gym shower. I hate communal showers. When I was at school, I would leave and go straight home after PE. Every week the teacher would bollock me and every week I did the same thing; no-one was going to peer at my tiny willy and laugh at my lack of hair. I was a late developer; it left its scars.

I had the kit and the all-in-one shampoo and shower gel so all I needed to do now was sign up. I passed the place on the way home so there was absolutely no excuse and in any event, Sue was coming over to check up on me. I went into the bright and cheerful reception and the girl on the desk was very sweet.

“The introduction and assessment are free if you sign up before the end of the month and gym membership is currently half price for the next three months. You’ll see a trainer every week but you can pop in whenever you want. It’s free admission to the pool and sauna too. So ...?”

“I’ll take it. When can I do the introductory session?”

“Tomorrow at six?”

“Oh; yeah, I’m free then actually.”

I signed up and paid for the first three months but this required more preparation. I wasn’t going in there with those guys until I’d spent an hour on the sunbed! I got my nails done, had an eyebrow wax, shape and tint, a haircut; back and chest wax, deep facial cleanse and a session with the hygienist. To round it all off, I douched, showered and moisturised.

I stood on the scales in the bathroom; eighty kilos; fucking Hell! I’m five feet ten inches or one metre seventy-eight and ideally I would be about sixty-seven kilos. I feel very good at that weight if not a little scrawny. I’d never had good definition; good teeth and twinkly eyes had always won the day in the past. What kind of fucking monster was I going to turn myself into? And I’m not going to be taking any of these supplements they try to sell you; powdered shark fin and distilled cat piss or something. I’ll go the natural route and be just a little better defined and thirteen kilos lighter.

If Jason had sucked me off as his introductory offer then surely if I made the grade we were talking full, penetrative sex, possibly with the lights on. Shit, I’ll demand the lights are left on!

Sue came over and I dressed up for her to show off the new kit.

“Gorgeous; you’ll have them eating out of your hand in no time.”

I didn’t tell her about Jason. We’d had a biryani as my last carbohydrate intake for the next three months and I didn’t think it was fair to spoil her dinner by seeing it re-appear.

“If I die I’m leaving you everything,” I joked.

“Oh good; those cushions will look perfect on the new sofa ... you aren’t going to die. Just be drop dead gorgeous; you never know where these things will take you. I read in Woman’s Weekly that twenty-eight per cent of couples meet in the gym.”

“Don’t be angry with me if I fail miserably; it’ll be like pottery class last year.”

“No it won’t; you’ll have goals and targets and we’ll think of treats along the way. Just think of the sexy new body you’ll have!”

I was thinking of the sexy new body I would have; Jason’s!

“I could just have surgery.”

“Nip and tuck, suck it all out ... you’ll be back to square one in six months! Work for it and then you’ll keep it; and who ever met the man of their dreams on the operating theatre table?”

“I’ll do it but don’t expect too much too soon. Having said that I am looking forward to getting back to swimming ... and I get a discount on a massage!”

“There you go!”

“Thanks for pushing me to do this ...”

“You’re welcome; what are friends for? If you get there and I’m sure you will, I’ll treat us to a long weekend in Nice or a day at Champney’s.”

“Nice; the guys!”

I have to admit to being goal orientated, so all of this could only help. I lack confidence. Basically I hate myself; probably because when I came out everyone said what a disgusting and vile person I was; everyone except for Sue. She saved my life really, dragging me to London so that I could see all the other vile and disgusting creatures masquerading as normal adjusted men, having a great time and getting shagged whenever they wanted.

I fucking hate getting old.
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Chapter Three – The Introductory Session and Jason
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At five-thirty, after all the pampering and preening I could take, I went round the corner to meet my trainer, Matthew, and to subject myself to the cruellest punishment I could think of; being weighed and measured in the presence of another person.

I went into the reception and picked up a locker key. There were a few people milling about but no-one was paying me much attention and I managed to scuttle through to the changing room without making eye contact. The Changing Room; since this room called for undressing in front of other people, all of whom looked like they should be gracing the covers of magazines, why didn't they simply call this place The Torture Chamber and have done with it? Still, I had a new bag and a new kit; which just made it worse in fact as there isn’t anything better than a new bag and a new kit to scream ‘NEEWBIE’. Kit and bag envy; why didn’t I think of that? Relax, change and go and find Matthew!

I focussed on that task, resolutely avoiding eye contact with everyone else. They all seemed to know each other anyway; guys wandering about naked and semi-naked, having showers and comparing their progress with their neighbours. No-one asked me anything and I headed off to reception where I had been informed I would meet Matthew. He wasn’t hard to spot, being the one in the uniform with a tape measure round his neck like a henchman waiting for the next head to chop off. I introduced myself and was escorted through to a ‘consulting room’ of sorts for my assessment.

“Age?”

I hated him already.

“Smoker?”

I wanted to kill him.

“Shall we weigh you and take your blood pressure?”

I should have brought a knife to gut him.

He wasn’t that bad in reality. In fairness, he was very pleasant and doing his job very professionally and I was pretty sure he’d seen worse. He of course was like the proverbial Action Man with a day-glow smile and the only fat on him was in his shorts. I secretly hoped he had a very small penis otherwise I knew there could be no God.

“Right; we’ll aim to shed a kilo a week and reduce your blood pressure. Please consider giving up smoking and reducing your alcohol intake; I’ll give you the diet sheets before you leave. Shall we go to the main room? I’ll introduce you to the various pieces of equipment and we’ll start with a warm up and stage one of the programme.”

He was very engaging. Could it be all that bad? Surely I wasn’t the only one who needed to shed the pounds and drag their physique out of atrophy?

The Main Room; oh Jesus! This was the torture chamber and on first inspection I was the only one who actually needed to be there. Still, I had instructions to follow and safety precautions to take on board as well as questions to ask, so the withering gaze of my fellow users went over my weak and sloping shoulders.

“Do ten minutes on the exercise bike and ten minutes on the running machine and then we’ll start with some light weight work and see how you feel,” he said.

“Thanks Matt,” I replied, feeling like a lamb rather than a lion.

I chose a bike furthest away from everything else and peddled steadily for ten minutes. That wasn’t too bad until I noticed that I’d only covered about one and half miles. Jesus, my grandmother could do better and she’s dead! Next the treadmill; I jogged for ten minutes and covered one mile, after which I was sweating profusely and as red as a beetroot, the breath was ragged and the pulse was probably over three hundred. Matt came back.

“How was that?” he asked. Like he didn’t know!

“Not too bad; the only way is up,” I joked.

We did some light weight work.

“Good; here’s your programme sheet. Don’t work out more than three times a week ...”

“I was going to go swimming actually and work out twice.”

“Good idea; build up some stamina and swimming is practically the best exercise you can do. Have fun! See you next week at the same time for your progress assessment.”

“Thank you,” I smiled through the sweat and tears.

I headed to the chill out area to grab some water and flick through a magazine.

“You made it then?” said the chirpy voice.

“Jason!”

“First session is the worst. Matt is good though.”

“I have a long way to go.”

“Keep focussed; who do you want to look like?”

“Keanu Reeves ...”

“Tape his picture everywhere around the house.”

“I would if it didn’t feel like sacrilege.”

“Who dented your self-image?”

“Dented? Written off more likely; just the usual shit ...”

“I’ve just finished my work-out. I was heading to the sauna; you coming?”

“Yeah; that would be good actually. I might sweat off this week’s kilo!”

“You’re not that bad; I’ve seen plenty worse.”

“Thanks.”

We headed to the sauna via the locker room to shed the kit and pick up the towels. Our chatter got me through the slight awkwardness of shedding the kit and grabbing a towel. Still; he’d seen it already. The small crowd however had not and he was drawing their attention which put me in the firing line too. I blanked them out and quite frankly, fraternising with the cutest guy in the room helped, not to mention that it did wonders for the ego.

The sauna was reasonably busy but there were spaces on the middle-level seating and with the major-league ‘checking-out’ going on, I was glad that I’d wrapped the towel very tightly around my mid-rift so that only the slightly sagging chest was on display. In reality, no-one was paying
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