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The gym’s fluorescent lights flicker overhead, casting an eerie glow over the deserted parking lot as I step outside, my muscles still humming from the intense workout. The cool night air kisses my sweat-dampened skin, and I can’t resist the urge to flex my arms, feeling the tight coils of my biceps beneath my fingers. I’m not one to boast, but I’ve been grinding, and the results are starting to show. Sarah, my girlfriend, always compliments my progress, but tonight, there’s no one here to notice. Just me, the silence, and the faint hum of the gym’s air conditioning as it shuts down for the night.

I stride toward my car, a battered Honda Civic that’s seen better days. Sliding into the driver’s seat, I insert the key into the ignition, but when I turn it, the engine sputters and dies. Great, I think, just what I need after a grueling session. I try again, but it’s the same disappointing result. Frustration bubbles up, and I slam my palm against the steering wheel, the sound echoing in the stillness.

“Need a hand?”

The voice startles me, and I turn to see him standing there—the guy from the gym. I’ve seen him around, but we’ve never really talked. His name is Jake, or at least that’s what I’ve heard others call him. He’s tall, lean, and impossibly muscular, with a jawline that could slice through glass. His dark hair is tousled, like he’s just rolled out of bed, and his eyes are a piercing blue that seems to see right through me. He’s wearing a tight black tank top that clings to his chest, showcasing every ridge and curve of his pecs. I’ve noticed him before, of course. Who wouldn’t? But we’ve never spoken.

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, trying to sound casual. “My car’s being a pain in the ass.”

He walks over, his sneakers scuffing against the asphalt. There’s a confidence in his stride, a quiet power that’s hard to ignore. “Mind if I take a look?”

“Go ahead,” I say, stepping aside.

He pops the hood and leans in, his shoulders flexing as he examines the engine. I watch him, feeling a strange mix of admiration and awkwardness. He’s one of those guys who just exudes confidence, like he knows he’s good-looking and doesn’t need to prove it. Meanwhile, I’m standing here, sweating in my gym shorts, feeling like a mess.

“It’s your battery,” he says after a minute, straightening up. His voice is deep, smooth, like warm honey. “You need a jump. I can give you a lift if you want. My car’s right over there.”

I glance at his car, a sleek silver BMW, and hesitate. “You sure? I don’t want to be a bother.”

He shrugs, a small, enigmatic smile playing on his lips. “No problem. It’s on my way home anyway.”

I nod, grabbing my gym bag from the backseat. As we walk to his car, I can’t help but notice the way his jeans hug his thighs, the way his tank top stretches across his broad back. It’s stupid, but I’m hyperaware of him, of the way he moves, the way he smells—a hint of sweat and cologne that’s oddly intoxicating.

We get into his car, and the interior is spotless, like it’s never been used. I buckle my seatbelt, feeling a little out of place in my sweaty gym clothes. He starts the engine, and the purr of the motor is smooth, almost luxurious.

“So, good workout tonight?” he asks, breaking the silence. His voice is casual, but there’s an undertone, something I can’t quite place.

“Yeah, killed it,” I reply, trying to sound confident. “You?”

“Same. Been hitting legs hard lately. What about you?”

“Chest and arms. Trying to bulk up a bit.”

He glances at me, his eyes lingering for a moment before he turns back to the road. “Looks like it’s working. You’ve got some serious definition going on.”

I feel a flush of pride, but I play it cool. “Thanks. You too. I mean, I’ve seen you around. You’re, uh, pretty cut.”

He laughs, a low, easy sound that makes my stomach flip. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it.”

We fall into an easy conversation, talking about reps and sets, protein shakes and rest days. It’s weirdly comfortable, like we’ve known each other longer than we have. But there’s an undercurrent, a tension I can’t quite place. Maybe it’s the testosterone from the workout, or the way the car feels too small, too intimate.

“Hey, feel my arms,” he says suddenly, flexing his bicep. The movement is casual, but the intent is clear. “Tell me what you think.”

I hesitate, but then I reach out, my fingers brushing against his skin. His muscles are hard, corded, like steel beneath his skin. I can feel the heat of him, the warmth radiating from his body.

“Damn,” I say, my voice husky. “That’s impressive.”

He smiles, a slow, knowing smile that makes my heart race. “Your turn.”

I flex my own arm, and he reaches out, his fingers tracing the contours of my bicep. His touch is light, almost electric, and I shiver despite myself.

“Not bad,” he says, his voice low. “Not bad at all.”

The car feels smaller now, the air thick with unspoken words. I can feel his gaze on me, and when I look back, our eyes lock. For a moment, everything freezes—the hum of the engine, the glow of the streetlights, the world outside the car. It’s just him and me, suspended in this strange, charged moment.

And then, without thinking, I lean in.
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