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Being the-manager of the university's swim team was the best and worst job on campus. It was the best because I got to live here, in the masculine-scented, chlorine-drenched cathedral of their dominance. It was the worst because I could never, ever touch.

Not really.

I could hand them towels. I could fetch them water bottles. I could meticulously organize their swimsuits by swimmer, by event. I was a necessary function, a cog in the glorious, well-oiled machine that was the Vanguard University Barracudas. But to them—the guys who were the team—I was just Sam. The helpful, quiet manager. Non-threatening. Necessary background noise.

God, if they only knew what was going on in my head.

My apartment was a single shoebox-sized room connected to the main locker room. A "perk" of the job. My wall adjoined their shower, a thick tile barrier that was the only thing separating me from them. Some nights, I would press my ear against the cold, slick surface, just to listen. To the sound of their laughter, their easy jocks-bro camaraderie. To the sound of the water hissing down their perfect, athletic bodies.

It was a special kind of torture. One I paid for with my soul.

There were four of them who ruled the school, the team, and my every waking thought.

There was Jason. Of course, there was Jason. Team Captain. He was the sun, and the rest of us just orbited his impossible gravity. He had this quiet confidence that was more potent than any of the other guys' loud bravado. Dirty blonde hair that always looked perfect, even when it was wet and slicked back from his forehead, and these intense, dark blue eyes that felt like they could see right into the pit of your pathetic, wanting soul. I’d heard he had a girlfriend back home, some sweet-sounding thing named Brittany. The idea made my stomach clench with a foreign, bitter poison. He was a god among men, and I was a lowly disciple, lucky to be allowed to scrub his mildew off the shower tiles.

Then there was John and Barry, the twins. Not actual twins, but they might as well have been. Both built like fuck-my-life Greek statues, all broad shoulders and tapered waists and permanently tanned skin. They were relentless flirts, ladies' men who left a trail of broken hearts and satisfied giggles across campus. They were loud and crude, constantly in a state of good-natured warfare, shoving each other, bragging about their latest conquests. I wanted to hate them. I really did. But I couldn't. Because they were so unapologetically alive. I'd seen Barry in just a jockstrap, his ass a perfect, round hemisphere of muscle. I'd seen John's laugh lines, the way his whole face crinkled up when he was genuinely amused. They were the bullies I'd always dreamed of having in high school, the ones who might shove you into a locker but were so hot you wouldn't even mind the bruise.

And then there was Trevor. The quiet one. Leaner than the others, with these long, limber limbs that made him an unstoppable butterfly. He was the watchful spider in the corner of the room, missing nothing. He had a sharp, sarcastic wit that could cut you in half, but he used it sparingly, making it all the more devastating. He wasn't as overtly loud as John and Barry, but he watched. He watched me sometimes, his eyes lingering a little too long, and the thought that he might know... that he might see the hunger in my eyes... was terrifying.

They were everything I wasn't. They were powerful, desired, and utterly, unshakably straight.

Today was the championship meet. The air was thick with tension and the tang of chlorine. I paced the sidelines, my clipboard in hand, my eyes scanning the water for Jason's perfect form. My heart was a frantic drum against my ribs. I wasn't just their manager today. I was their priest. And I was here to witness the holy sacrifice.

We won. Of course we won.

Jason’s hand hit the wall of the pool first, a solid, decisive thud that echoed in the roaring silence of the natatorium. For a second, there was nothing. Then the sound exploded. It was a physical force, a wall of pure, adoring noise that hit me in the chest. The crowd was on its feet, their cheers and screams blending into one glorious, deafening symphony of victory. He’d broken the school record in the 100-yard freestyle. He’d just secured a championship for Vanguard.

In the water, he didn't throw a fist pump or scream. He just pushed his wet hair back, looked up at the scoreboard, and the smallest, most predatory smirk touched his lips. He looked over his shoulder, past his roaring teammates, and found me. His eyes, deep and electric, locked on mine from across the wet, chlorinated chaos. A silent message passed between us in that fraction of a second: See? I did it for you.

My stomach did a backflip. I knew he hadn't. I knew I was a delusional idiot. But for a moment, I let myself believe it was true.

The aftermath was a controlled whirlwind. I handed out towels, my hands brushing against dripping, powerful biceps and slick, hard-muscled backs. I handed out water bottles, my fingers narrowly avoiding contact with their chapped lips as they tipped their heads back, throats working as they gulped down the liquid. It was the closest I would ever get to kissing them, and I cherished every accidental touch.

John and Barry were already posturing for the girls from the rival team, their egos swelling almost as fast as their chests heaved for breath. Trevor was leaning against a wall, talking quietly to his coach, his eyes cutting through the crowd, assessing everything. And Jason... Jason was talking to the sports reporter from the campus paper, giving thoughtful, humble answers while his body radiated a power that was anything but.

When it was over, the celebration moved. Not to a bar. Not to a party. Here. To the locker room. My locker room.

The noise level went from triumphant to primal. They whooped and yelled, shoving each other, their voices echoing off the tile walls. They stripped off their Drag-suits and caps, hurling them into lockers with metallic clangs. And then, they were heading for the shower. The team's shower.

My heart hammered against my ribs. My entire job, my whole pathetic existence, was to stay out of the way. To stay invisible. So I did. I started gathering discarded gear, my eyes down, my focus on my menial task as they disappeared behind the frosted glass wall of the shower room.

I could hear them. Of course, I could hear them. The sound of multiple shower heads hissing to life at once, their laughter turning into low, rumbling conversation. The sound of water hitting flesh. My breath caught in my throat. I stayed outside, pretending to organize swim goggles, my hands trembling so badly I could barely line them up on the shelf.

Then his voice cut through the noise.

"Sam."

It was Jason. My name, spoken in that calm, commanding tone, was a hook in my chest, pulling me toward the doorway. I couldn't not answer.

I stood at the entrance to the shower; my clipboard held in front of me like a shield. The steam hit my face, thick and humid and smelling of chlorine and testosterone. They were all there. A tangle of limbs and muscles under the spray. Four gods, gleaming and magnificent. John and Barry were soaping each other’s backs, laughing. Trevor was standing under his own shower, his head bowed, just letting the water wash over him. And Jason was standing right in the middle, facing me. Water coursed down his chest, over his abs, and down into the dark thatch of hair at his groin.

He was completely naked. And he was hard.

I couldn’t breathe. My eyes went wide, and I couldn't tear them away. He was magnificent. A perfect, marble statue given life and unforgiving, undeniable need.

"You guys are always looking," he said, his voice casual, but his eyes burning a hole through me. It took me a second to realize he wasn't just talking to me. He was talking about all the people who stared. The girls. The reporters. But he was looking at me. "But you... you always watch. Don't you, Sam?"

A denial died in my throat. There was no point in lying.

"Get in here," he said. It wasn't a request. "Help us celebrate."

My clipboard fell from my nerveless fingers, clattering to the wet tile floor. The sound was loud, pathetic. Jason didn't even flinch. His eyes, those predatory, ancient eyes, just watched me. The rest of the room went quiet. John and Barry stopped laughing. Even Trevor lifted his head, turning slightly to watch the drama unfold. I was in a shark tank, and the sharks were circling.

"Get. In. Here," Jason repeated, a cold, hard edge to his voice.

My feet moved on their own. One step, then another, until I was standing on the wet tile, steam clinging to my clothes. I was a woolly lamb in a den of wolves, dripping and shivering, but not from the cold.

Jason pointed a finger, not at me, but at the floor in front of him. "Knees."

The word hit me like a physical blow. Knees. In front of all of them. I couldn't. I couldn't do that. My pride, my self-respect, the last shreds of my dignity screamed in protest. But my body, the traitorous, longing vessel that housed them, was already sinking. I dropped to my knees on the slick, wet floor, the water soaking through the denim of my jeans.

I was in the eye of the hurricane. The air hummed with unspoken violence and pure, potent male energy.

John and Barry were on me first. They flanked me, their bodies radiating heat like furnaces. I could smell the chlorine on their skin, something chemical and clean and deeply primal. John grabbed my hair, not gently, and tilted my head back. "He's shaking, Captain," he chuckled, his voice a low rumble.

"Good," Jason replied, his voice closer now. He was right in front of me, his hard cock brushing against my cheek. It was velvet over steel, hot and alive and
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