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The call ended before I had a chance to respond. I put the phone down and stare at the ceiling, searching for answers. I finally got what I wanted after a year. A full scholarship out of this backward town that had me pulling out my hair. It was just a choice now of accepting or not. Yet, I had this feeling of regret. 

I was left to ponder with a life changing decision, yet I couldn’t stop thinking about all the missed opportunities that have yet to occur here. Will I have them before I go? Or will it all be a fever dream that never came true? I was willing to risk my future just to fulfil thoughts I’ve been too much of coward to attempt before.

Then it clicked. Too much of a coward before. Soon I will be gone and nothing will matter anymore. I’m never going to return here again. Any choice I make now, won’t affect me. My future is in a different state far away from this underdeveloped town. And just like that fear was gone. And the timer kicked in. I’m going to fuck every guy I want before I leave.

***The Next Day***

The fan on the ceiling spun around in slow rotations. I kept my eye on one as circled through the same path over and over. I thought about it spinning out of control. The fan just falling. Or the blades loosing enough to throw itself and cut a space for itself in the wall. Anything but to stay on the same path. 

My life was very similar to that fan. I live in a very boring town where the most you can do is work hard to get out or do enough drugs to stay here forever. The only life you can have here that isn’t boring is if you are a pariah. Living outside of the norm. So, no one dared to. Including me. I hid my sexuality. Not because I was scared but because I didn’t care about anyone enough to share that secret. 

My friends aren’t the most open minded when it comes to it. It made sense to not make a scene. Stay in the shadows and live my life outside these walls. And that made sense. Until I received the call of my acceptance. 

My phone buzzes on the bed next to me. I don’t take my eyes of the fan as I accept the call. As expected, on time. 

“What’s up bro?” I hear from the other side of the phone. Smirk crawls on my face. I knew what’s coming next. “Can I shower at your place? The gym was packed again.”

It wasn’t an odd request. It’s happened many times. So much so I was counting on it.

“Of course, dude.”  I reply. 

“Cool. Check you in 5.” The line cuts. 5 minutes till show time. 

That was Jace. One of my friends who aren’t open minded. My first target. I wasn’t sure how this was going to go. It would indicate if I went any further with this stupid and ridiculous plan. But I had chose him given that he would make an easy-going target. He rarely was uncomfortable. 

On occasion, Jace would take his time to put his clothes on in the locker room. His motto: It’s just a dick. He was nonchalant about a lot of things. Sometimes a good thing. Sometimes bad. Tonight, I’m hoping for good. And since he’s been fairly comfortable around guys in the nude. It won’t be difficult getting him in that state. 

I already invited him this afternoon as I am made aware of his gym schedule. I’m closer to where his gym is so naturally, he would come to me. Usually, the showers are out of commission or being used so the plan was nearly perfect. Fated in fact. 

Like clockwork, the doorbell rang a few minutes after the call. Suddenly, the anxiety hit, and I was aware of what I was wearing and how I looked. It’s not a date. But my mind is racing at thought of whether he would let this happen. Doubt crept into my mind, but I continued walking to the door. Push comes to shove; I just won’t do anything. But the word coward echoes throughout my mind.

When I open the door, Jace stands there laced in sweat from a fresh pump. The entire aroma changes. I feel the twitch in my pants. Suddenly, the doubt is gone and I’m using one head to react. “I bet your car smells like a pig.” I say, stepping aside to let him in. 

“Shut up. And hello to you too bitch.” He said in a playfully annoyed tone. He brushes past me to enter, and I got a whiff of his scent. My chest activates from the smell and primal desire sets in. Something about this situation, dangerous, risky, is making me feel everything heightened. I’ve been through this exact situation multiples times with him. But today, something has shifted. 

“You want a drink?” I offer while my mind is still wandering, lusting. 

“Uh water is fine.” He replies, throwing his bag down and sitting on one of the stools in the kitchen. 

I grab a bottle from the fridge, my hand brushing the chilled surface longer than necessary, as if grounding myself against the pull of whatever storm was brewing inside me. My thoughts run wild. Popping up, changing, reinventing, taking control of me. I never had the time to care about this physical aspect before. At least not at this level. Or with a guy. When I turn back to Jace, he’s already peeled his shirt off, wiping the sweat from his face.

His chest glistens under the dim kitchen light, every muscle taut, moving effortlessly as he breathes. I freeze for half a second, the bottle of water clutched in my hand. I dare not remove my eyes as I slowly push the bottle across the counter towards him. Suddenly, the muscles I saw all the time was alluring, undeniably controlling me. 

"Thanks," he says, breaking my trance as he reaches for the bottle. I step closer than I need to, close enough that his fingers brush mine when he takes it. It’s brief, almost imperceptible, but it sparks like static between us. He gives me a smile, one which I return.

“Long workout?” I ask, my voice steadier than I expect.

“Yeah,” he says, twisting the cap off and taking a long drink. I watch his throat move as he swallows, each shift of muscle impossibly hypnotic. “Leg day. Killer. Plus, everyone decided today at 6pm is gym time, so it was overcrowded.”

I smirk, leaning against the counter to steady myself. My back towards him so my nerves can calm down. “Sounds rough.” The lack of conversation feels starving. I waiting for more, I guess he is too, but we’re being very awkward.

He laughs, low and easy, the sound filling the space between us. “You have no idea. You should come sometime.”

“Yeah, maybe,” I reply, the words automatic. My mind is too busy processing the way the room feels smaller, the way his presence seems to fill it entirely. “I guess I’ll have to find a new gym soon though.”

“Did you accept the offer?” he asks immediately. I turn my head towards him to see his expression which was stone cold, waiting for my answer. 

“Yeah.” He looks at the water, nodding. Silence fills the room as I wait for his response, but he seems deep in thought. 

“Everything is changing. Not that it’s a bad thing but, it’s going to be weird not having you nearby man. We spend like 70% of the week together. That’s going to be so strange to adjust to.” Jace stands, stretching his arms over his head. The movement pulls his shorts lower on his hips, and I look away before I can stare too long. “Alright, gonna hit the shower,” he says, walking toward the bathroom as if this were his place, as if this were routine.

I watch him go, my heartbeat drumming in my ears. This is it. The moment to act—or to let it pass. My feet move before I’ve decided, following him down the hallway.

“Jace,” I call, my voice quieter than I intend. He stops at the bathroom door, turning to face me.

“Yeah?”

I open my mouth to speak, but the words stick in my throat. He looks at me, head tilted, waiting, and for a moment I think I’ve lost my nerve. Then I take a step closer.
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