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Chapter One

 


James Christian stalked across the parking
lot, grumpy as a hungry bear after a long winter. Even the downpour
of rain did nothing to cool the anger that had been growing since
he’d woken up, over an hour late. His alarm clock had decided some
time during the night to die, and it was the six-fifteen call from
his six o’clock client that had finally roused him.

Not only had he now missed that appointment,
which threw his entire schedule off, he had had to skip his own
first-thing-on-waking-up fasting cardio session. This close to his
next competition, he could not afford to miss any workouts.

Upon arriving at The Gym, where he met his
Thursday morning clients, he found someone had parked in his space.
He had been a member and trainer at The Gym since before the place
had opened to the public. Everyone knew he always, always, always
parked in the same space. The last space in the first row was
his parking space. But today, with rain was coming down like
a firehose had opened up over central Texas, a bright red Hummer
filled the spot.

Dawg, owner of The Gym, had to be happy.
Membership and actual participation had grown like an atomic
mushroom cloud as word had spread through Georgetown about the new,
no frills, gym.

Soaked to the skin by the time he stepped
through the front door, James paused just inside the door long
enough to pull the sopping wet bandana off his head and wring it
out. The large, water absorbent rug on the floor soaked up the
falling drops instantly. He then used the damp cloth to wipe the
excess water from his face and neck. Scanning the large space that
had once been a grocery store, he did not see Bea Wiggins, his
seven o’clock client.

Looking to the desk, he smiled at Rosie, the
morning manager. “Bea not here yet?”

Rosie shook her head and held out a slip of
paper. “She called. Said she was having car trouble and rescheduled
for Saturday morning.”

James nodded as he took the slip.
“Thanks.”

Rosie’s smile grew snarky. “I live to
serve.”

“Yeah, sure you do,” James said as he headed
across the weight room to the locker room.

It was a well-known secret that Rosie only
worked there because she loved Dawg, and would do anything for the
man. The fact that the man seemed oblivious to her feelings was
also not lost on anyone who watched the two together. A closet
romantic, James had decided to give his friend another couple of
weeks before he took a twenty-pound kettle ball to the side of
Dawg’s head to wake the man up to a few basic facts of life.

If only he could find the right man to fill
the emptiness in his own life. But being in the gym twelve hours a
day, either training for his next competition, or working with his
clients, did not leave a lot of time for romance, especially since
being out of the closet gay in this business was not
encouraged.

As he crossed the gym, James’s nose twitched
as the scent of unwashed body sweat grew heavier. By the time he
reached the locker room door, his eyes were burning from the
stench. It was time to talk to Dawg, again, about buying one of
those air purifying machines one of his friends suggested the last
time he groused online about the problem. Just because people came
here to sweat did not mean the place needed to reek of body
odor.

That was just plain nasty.

Entering the men’s locker room, James headed
to the far back corner where his locker was located. His
water-drenched clothes were sticking to him and growing colder by
the second. The last thing he needed now was to catch a cold.

Turning the corner, he stopped, instantly
captivated by the man dancing in the middle of the locker room. It
wasn’t that the man was dancing, but the fact that he wore only a
jockstrap. The black elastic waistband stretched across the man’s
lower back while leg bands separated tree trunk-like legs from a
high, tight, well-rounded ass that James would kill to possess.

The dancer’s arms were equally huge. Hell,
the man’s entire body was perfection if James was any judge of
bodybuilders, which he was, having been a trainer and bodybuilder
for most of his life.

James could not help the smile that grew as
the man’s lily white ass twerked up and down and side to side in
time with the music. So caught up in admiring the ass wiggle and
bounce, James was caught off guard when the man spun and he was no
longer staring at shaking bare ass, but at the face of a familiar
cartoon tiger. James knew the animal because he had bought a
stuffed Tigger for his nephew, William, the newest member of the
Christian family, just last week.

“Oh, hey, how you doing?” the dancer said,
drawing James’s fascinated gaze from his groin to his face. He had
stopped dancing, but appeared not the least bit embarrassed at
being caught.

James felt his cheeks burn as he raised his
gaze from below the waist to the man’s face. He took in short
black-brown hair and bright green eyes that seemed to glow with
joy. Fortunately, the song ended just then and the news came
on.

Swallowing hard, James forced himself to
say, “Good morning,” as he circled around the man and made his way
to his locker in the corner.

“I’m Treat. Treat Daniels.”

“James Christian.”

“I’m new here,” Treat continued, as he
stepped up to a locker that was a half dozen down from James’s.

“Uh-huh. Who are you training with?” Though
his day had been shot to shit at this point, there was no reason to
take it out on the stranger. After all, he was always up for adding
a new client to his roster. Especially one who might actually
follow his suggestions and regimens.

“I’m not here to train, well, not
just to train. Dawg convinced me to join the staff and train
my clients here,” Treat said. He pulled on a pair of loose, black
shorts and a form-fitting t-shirt that had the sleeves cut off.

Forcing himself not to continue ogling the
man, James turned to his own locker. After hanging his wet things
in the small locker in the hopes they would dry before the end of
his work day, he quickly pulled on a clean, dry t-shirt,
sweatpants, and his gym sneakers. Once dressed, he slammed his
locker shut then tested to make sure the lock had caught.

“So, you training or working today?” Treat
asked as he followed James across the locker room.

“Both,” James answered, feeling not quite as
gruff as he had a few minutes before.

Something about Treat Daniels had drained
away the grumpy bear mood, leaving James feeling almost aroused.
Though he would never get involved with someone so obviously high
maintenance and, well, immature.

“How old are you?” The question popped out
of James’s mouth before he had a chance to filter himself.

“Thirty-three. You?”

James did not answer. He was too busy
kicking himself. At thirty-three, Treat was a decade younger, and
to James that was the equivalent of cradle-robbing.

As soon as they stepped out of the locker
room, James said, “Excuse me, I see my next client is here.”

“Okay. We can talk later,” Treat said. He
did not sound the least bit offended at being put off.

His easy acceptance pricked James in the
conscience. This bad mood he was in had to go and fast. He was
known throughout the gym, and the rest of his life, to be
laid-back, easygoing, and one client had described him as the most
Zen person she had ever met. It was past time to let go of the
day’s shitty beginning and move on.

Stopping three steps from the locker room
door, James closed his eyes and took several deep breaths, pushing
down the irritation and negativity that had defined his day so far.
His nose twitched at the sour scent, but he focused on pushing down
the negativity and calling up calm. Once his mood rose, he opened
his eyes again, and automatically scanned the gym.

Treat leaned against the check-in desk,
flirting with Rosie. Even though he just stood talking, he
continued bouncing up and down on the balls of his feet. The man
obviously had a problem being still. But, that wasn’t James’s
problem. Treat Daniels was too young and bouncy for James’s taste.
And, if the smile he was shining in Rosie’s direction was anything
to go by, the man wasn’t even gay.

For some reason, that thought made James
sigh with disappointment.

Since Bea had canceled, he had an hour
before his next client. Turning toward the line of treadmills and
elliptical machines, he decided to squeeze in some cardio while he
waited for his next client. As he started running on the first open
treadmill, he forced Treat Daniels and the fun the man could have
brought into his life from his thoughts.

****

Though he’d only had five clients follow him
from the last gym he had worked, Treat kept himself busy, but could
not keep himself from watching James every time he had a spare
minute. The man was older, maybe forty by Treat’s guesstimate, but
still in amazing shape.

“He’s in training,” Rosie said late in the
afternoon while Treat was helping her collate new member paperwork
at the front desk. “And when he’s training for a show, there’s no
room in his life for dating.”

Treat couldn’t help his grin as he winked at
the receptionist. “Who said anything about dating him? Maybe I just
want to debauch him.”

Rosie giggled as she shook her head. “I
don’t think that word means what you think it does.”

Treat chuckled before he said, “Corrupt,
lead astray, mess up, but in his case, it means to fuck one another
until neither of us can walk a straight line.”

Rosie’s giggles turned into full-fledged
belly laughs, which drew the attention of the handful of people in
the room
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