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Go Deep




Rain battered the pavement on the other side of the glass door. When Brad flipped the lock, the tumblers clicked, echoing in the empty yoga studio. Well, almost empty.

A bar of light shone from beneath the door to the hot room. Brad flicked the light switch in the lobby and walked through the darkness toward it. His heart beat quickly as he turned out the other lights on the way. Don’t be stupid. You’re just helping him for the competition.

Intense heat flooded the hall when he opened the hot room door. He didn’t have to look long before he found what he’d been expecting—and dreading. Simon, on his knees in front of the mirror, entered camel pose by jutting his hips forward, resting his hands on his ankles, then dropping his head back so far his hair brushed his mat.

The young man was at least twenty-five years Brad’s junior—somewhere around twenty-one. His body was lithe and toned, well-defined and slick with sweat, and his red spandex shorts bulged with a tantalizing package.

As Simon readjusted his hands and rose back to an upright position on his knees, Brad’s gaze lingered on the young man’s crotch, until he forced his eyes to move up. Simon smiled when he saw Brad approach.

“Don’t you think you’re overdoing it?” Brad folded his arms in front of his chest.

Simon stood. Thick beads of sweat rolled down his arms and dripped from the tips of his fingers. “The competition’s tomorrow.”

“Yes, but you don’t want to overtrain. You’ll be no good tomorrow if you kill yourself tonight.”

Simon bent at the waist to pick up his water bottle, sticking his red-clad ass out for a second more than necessary before standing upright again. “I know, I know. It’s just, well...my dad’s going to be there.”

“So?”

Simon drank from his bottle, his Adam’s apple bobbing with every gulp. The young man caught Brad staring, gave him a sly grin, then lifted his bottle high and squirted some water on his head. It ran through his short dark hair, dripping down his body and making his nipples hard. “My dad wishes I’d do something like basketball or football, you know...”

Brad cleared his throat, trying to shake off the grip of lust. “Something more masculine?”

“Yeah.”

“Hmm...too bad. Yoga doesn’t get the credit it deserves.” Brad glanced at the small clock on the teacher’s platform. It was past time he should be heading home. He eyed Simon up. “Tell you what, let’s go through your postures once more then we’ll call it quits. You need a good night’s rest more than anything.”

Simon ran a hand down his chest and abs, sweeping sweat aside. “Deal.” He put his water bottle back on the floor, then stood up straight on the middle of his mat, taking several deep breaths to center himself.

Brad leaned back to observe Simon’s posture. “First asana—Dandayamana-Janushirasana—Standing Forehead to Knee.”
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