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The last clang of the weights echoed through the empty gym, a sound that always signaled the start of my favorite time of day. Most people saw closing time as the end, but for me, it was when the real workout began. My workout of the eyes, at least. I stayed late to use the equipment without crowds, but if I was being honest, it was for another reason entirely.

It was because of the After Hours Access.

It wasn't something they advertised. There was no sign-up sheet or promotional offer. It was a quiet, unspoken privilege, offered only to a select few members who had been here for years, who treated the equipment with respect, and who, most importantly, could be trusted. For a hefty monthly fee that was never discussed, you got a keycard. A keycard that didn't just open the front door, but disabled the main alarm, granting you private, 24/7 access to the entire club when the rest of the world was asleep. It was the gym's best-kept secret, a ghost key for the truly dedicated. I had one. And as it turned out, so did he.

Liam.

He wasn't supposed to be here this late. He usually came in the mornings, surrounded by his loud, laughing crew of guys and the trail of giggling girls who always seemed to find him. But tonight, it was just him. The overhead lights hummed, casting a perfect, sweat-glistening glow on his frame as he moved towards the free weights.

My heart did that stupid little skip it always did. I pretended to be focused on my own set, but my eyes kept drifting. He was wearing a loose-fitting pair of gray gym shorts and a tight, black cutoff shirt that showed off every inch of his sculpted torso. He started with bicep curls, and I watched the muscles in his arms bunch and tighten, the veins standing out like a roadmap under his skin.

My gaze traveled upward, to the way the cutoff stretched across his chest. The fabric was thin, worn soft from countless washes, and I could see the distinct points of his nipples pressing against it. They were perfect, small and dark, and I wondered what they'd feel like under my thumb. He grunted with the effort of the last rep, his face flushing, and the sound shot straight through me.

He moved to the bench press, lying back under the bar. That's when I had to stop and just stare. His shorts had ridden up slightly with the movement, and the fabric of the leg opening fell away from his thigh. I was right. He wasn't wearing any underwear. The line of his thigh was smooth, tanned, and powerful, disappearing up into the shadowy confines of the shorts. And there, nestled against the fabric, was the clear, heavy outline of his dick. It wasn't hard, just... there. A thick, impressive weight resting against his leg. My mouth went dry.

I forced myself to look away, to actually finish my own workout before I passed out from holding my breath. I moved to the machine next to him, close enough to smell the clean, masculine scent of his sweat and deodorant. I felt his eyes on me before I saw them. I glanced over, and he was looking right at me. He'd caught me staring. A slow, easy smile spread across his face, the kind that made all the girls at the front desk melt. He didn't look angry or weirded out. He just looked... amused.

"Hard day at the office?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

"Something like that," I managed, my own voice coming out a little shaky.

He nodded, his eyes still on mine for a second longer than necessary before he sat up, grabbing his water bottle. He took a long drink, his throat working, a drop of water escaping and tracing a path down his chest, disappearing under the shirt. I watched it go, my own throat tight. He was a ladies' man, a straight guy through and through. But as he looked at me again, a flicker of something I couldn't quite name in his eyes, I couldn't help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, the lines weren't as straight as I thought. Not after hours, anyway.

He racked his weights with a loud clatter that made me jump. "Mind if we work in together?" he asked, gesturing to the bench I was using. "Faster to have a spotter."

My throat went tight. "Uh, yeah. Sure. No problem."

He moved with an easy confidence, positioning himself at the head of the bench. "Name's Liam, by the way."

"Alex," I said, my voice barely a croak.

"Alright, Alex. Let's get some real work done." He loaded more weight onto the bar than I'd ever attempted. I stood over him, my hands hovering near the bar, trying to focus on being a good spotter and not on the fact that his face was inches from my crotch. I could feel the heat radiating off his body, smell the clean, sharp scent of his effort. I prayed to every god I could think of that my dick would just behave, that it wouldn't betray me and start getting hard right here, right now.

He powered through his set, his grunts deep and guttural. When he finished, he sat up, his chest heaving. He caught his reflection in the mirror and immediately struck a pose, one arm flexed, showing off the bicep he'd just been working. His other arm went behind his head, stretching out his lats.

And that's when I saw it. His t-shirt rode up, exposing the dark, damp hair of his underarm. It wasn't trimmed or neat; it was thick and masculine, matted down with sweat. A wave of something primal and intense washed over me. I had a sudden, vivid fantasy of dropping to my knees, of burying my face right there, of tasting the salt on his skin, of worshipping that private, masculine space. I imagined the coarse hair against my cheek, the raw scent of him filling my lungs. It was so intense, so visceral, that I had to physically take a step back.

"Your turn," he said, still looking at his own reflection, a self-satisfied smirk on his face.

I moved to the bench, my legs feeling like jelly. I lay down, my heart pounding against my ribs. I could still see the image of his pits burned into my mind. I gripped the bar, my hands slick with sweat. I pushed, but the weight felt impossibly heavy. I struggled, the bar wobbling.

"Easy there," Liam said, his hands instantly on the bar, steadying it. His fingers brushed against mine. "Control it, man. Don't let it control you."

His voice was low, right next to my ear. I could feel his breath on my neck. I finished the rep, my arms shaking. He didn't move away. He just stayed there, spotting me, his presence overwhelming. I finished my set and sat up, dizzy.

"Not bad," he said, clapping me on the shoulder. His hand was warm and heavy, and it lingered for just a second too long. "You've got some potential. You just need to push yourself."

He walked over to the dumbbells, grabbing a heavy pair. He started doing lunges, his body moving with a powerful grace. Every time he lunged forward, his shorts would pull tight across his ass, and I could see the distinct muscles flexing. I was completely mesmerized. I was supposed to be spotting him, but I was just staring. I was lost in the sight of him, in the scent of him, in the memory of his underarm hair and the feel of his hand on my shoulder. I knew I was in way over my head, but I also knew I wasn't going anywhere. This was exactly where I wanted to be.

"Alright, that's enough of that," Liam said, dropping his weights with a final, satisfying thud. "Time to hit the real meat. Come on."

I followed him, my legs feeling unsteady, to the squat rack. The metal frame loomed in the dim light of the empty gym, a monolith of potential pain and progress.

"We're going to do front squats," he announced, loading a barbell with a respectable amount of weight. "But you're going to learn how to do them right. Stand here."

He positioned me in the center of the rack, facing the bar. "Now, I'm going to get behind you and help you get the bar into position. It's all in the wrists and the upper chest."

My breath hitched. Behind me?

He moved in close, so close I could feel the warmth of his chest against my back before he even touched me. He reached around me, his arms caging me in, to grip the bar. His biceps were right next to my head, the scent of his sweat now a thick, intoxicating cloud. It was that same raw, musky pheromone from before, but amplified a thousand times by his proximity. It wasn't just a smell anymore; it was a presence, a force that was seeping into my skin, making my head spin.

"Okay, now step up and under the bar," he instructed, his voice a low murmur right next to my ear. "That's it. Now, rack it across your shoulders. Good."

His hands moved from the bar to my arms, guiding my elbows up. "Chin up, chest out. Your core needs to be tight." To demonstrate, he pressed his own torso flush against my back. His chest was a solid wall of muscle, and I could feel the distinct, hard points of his nipples through both our shirts.

And then my dick twitched. It wasn't a question; it was a statement. A hard, undeniable pulse that shot through my entire body. I bit down on my lip, a desperate attempt to anchor myself to reality, to keep from getting a full-blown erection right here, trapped in the squat rack with him.

"Alright, squat," he commanded, his hands still on my sides, his body still pressed against mine. "I'll guide you down."

I bent my knees, lowering myself into the squat. His body moved with mine, a perfect, solid weight behind me. I was completely enveloped by him, his scent, his strength, his warmth. It was the most intimate, non-sexual contact I had ever experienced, and it was making me crazier than any outright sexual act ever had. I could feel the power in his body, the sheer masculine force of him, and it was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AFTER HOURS

VAccess

ALEXANDER GRAN?’

y





