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The Down-Low Guy
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Her legs are looped loosely around my waist, and I push forward, moving in a rhythm I know too well. The bed creaks quietly beneath us, her body soft and open, but it doesn’t pull me in. There’s no bite, no grip, no rush of being consumed. Just a gentle, practiced motion that feels more like routine than fire.

Her eyes are closed, lips parted as if she’s waiting it out. My hands rest on the mattress beside her, and all I can think about is how badly I want her hands on me instead — sliding down my chest, grabbing my pecs, digging into me like she actually wants to feel me. I want her to grab my ass, to pull me in, to make me believe she can’t get enough. But her arms just stay flat against the sheets, lifeless.

I move faster, harder, trying to chase the friction, but it’s like pressing into air. My body is here, but my mind wanders — to everything we’ve never tried, everything she’s never wanted. No curiosity, no risk, no heat. Just the same pattern I could do with my eyes closed.

When it’s done, I collapse beside her. She rolls to her side without a word, pulling the blanket high around her shoulders. Within moments, her breathing evens out, already gone. I lie there staring at the ceiling fan, the slow blades turning in the half-dark, wondering if this is all there is. Is this sex? Is this what I’m supposed to settle for?

***
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The gym is almost empty by the time I finish my last set. I drop onto the bench, sweat rolling down my back, towel hanging around my neck. Marcus spots me from across the floor and strolls over, chest still pumped from his workout.

He sits beside me, forearms resting on his thighs, bottle dangling from his hand. “You look beat, man. What’s going on?”

I give him a tired grin. “Just... long night.”

He quirks a brow. “Long how?”

I shake my head, laughing without humor. “Not the good kind of long. More like... boring. Same old. My girl isn’t into trying anything new. Missionary, lights out, roll over and sleep.”

Marcus tilts his head, studying me. I glance at him, then smirk a little. “You know, you’re lucky being gay. At least you don’t have to deal with this kind of dead-end routine.”

That earns a laugh from him. “Lucky, huh? You think it’s easier on this side?”

I shrug. “Easier, maybe not. But at least guys aren’t afraid to actually do something. Grab you. Push back. Make it feel like they want it.” My voice lowers before I realize it. “I’ve got more to give than she even wants to handle. Bigger than most, but it doesn’t matter when she’s not into anything new. She won’t even let me close to anal. Says it’s off-limits.”

Marcus’s eyes flick to me, sharper now. He nods slowly, smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “So you’ve got all that, and you’re stuck with someone who won’t let you use it the way you want?”

“Pretty much.” I lean back against the bench, frustration bubbling up. “I’d kill to find a tighter fit, something that actually pushes back. Instead, it feels like I’m just... going through the motions.”

He takes a sip of water, sets the bottle down, and looks at me steadily. “You know, there are people who’d be more than happy to give you exactly what you’re looking for.”

The words hang heavy in the air. My chest is still pounding from the workout, but this time it’s not just from lifting. I catch myself staring at the way his shirt clings to his chest, the sweat glistening on his arms. My throat goes dry.

“What are you saying?” I ask finally.

Marcus smirks, eyes locking with mine. “I think you know.”

The silence stretches between us, thicker than anything else in the room. The clang of weights in the far corner fades into background noise, just the two of us sitting shoulder to shoulder on the bench.

I wipe the sweat from my forehead, trying to laugh it off, but the sound doesn’t come. His words keep circling in my head. There are people who’d be more than happy to give you exactly what you’re looking for.

I glance at him. His chest rises and falls with slow, steady breaths, shirt clinging to him like a second skin. The curve of his shoulders, the cut of his arms, even the relaxed confidence in the way he sits—it’s all right there in front of me. A different kind of presence than what I left in my bed last night.

“You make it sound simple,” I finally say, my voice lower than I mean it to be.

Marcus smirks without looking at me. “Maybe it is.”

I shake my head, more to clear it than anything. “I don’t even know why I’m talking to you about this.”

“Because you’re tired of pretending you’re satisfied,” he says evenly. “And maybe you’re finally ready to do something about it.”

The words hit harder than any set I lifted this morning. My pulse is already up, but now it’s for a different reason. I open my mouth, then close it again. No clever comeback, no way to deny he’s right.

Marcus stands, grabbing his towel. “Think about it,” he says casually, but his eyes hold mine for a beat longer than necessary. Then he turns toward the locker room, leaving me sitting there with my thoughts.

I lean forward, elbows on my knees, breathing heavy like I just finished another set. My hands flex against my thighs, restless. I know what I want. The question is whether I’ll actually reach for it.

I sit there a minute longer, Marcus’s words looping in my head, before I finally push myself up and head for the locker room. The place is quiet, echoing with the sound of running water and the faint hum of the vents. I strip down and step under one of the open showers, hot water pounding across my shoulders, washing away the sweat but not the restless energy underneath.

Out of the corner of my eye, I catch Marcus a few stalls down. He doesn’t bother with modesty — just stands there under the spray, water rolling down over his chest, his body thick with muscle. My gaze drops before I can stop it, and there it is. Long, heavy, swinging naturally as he lathers up, like he couldn’t care less who’s watching.

I swallow hard, turning away, but the image burns behind my eyes. When he rinses and shifts, I catch another angle — his back tapering down to the curve of an ass that looks carved, tight, perfect. My breath hitches. I’ve never seen anything like it up close, never thought about looking, but now I can’t unsee it.

I face the wall, forcing myself to focus on the water streaming over me, but my mind won’t settle. The sight of him lingers, pulling at me. Not arousal, not yet — but something deeper. Attention. Curiosity. The kind that makes my chest feel tight, the kind that makes me wonder.

I glance down and notice the faintest stir in myself, not hard, just there. Present. Awake. My jaw tightens, and I shut my eyes, letting the water pound over my face. What the hell am I doing? I don’t have an answer. All I know is Marcus’s body is still right there in my head, whether I want it or not.

The steam thickens, curling in the air, masking everything except the sound of water and the heat in my chest. I glance once more, and there he is—Marcus rinsing off, muscles flexing, his body cut sharp in the haze. My eyes linger too long, and when he turns, I look up fast, caught.

He sees it. Knows it. His lips tug into that half-smile, and with a slight tilt of his head, he gives me a quick nod. A wink follows, quick and smooth, like he’s telling me without words: I don’t mind.

My throat tightens, but before I can turn back to the wall, I notice his gaze flick downward. Just for a second, his eyes settle low—on me. On what I’ve never had trouble drawing attention for. Even soft, I’m bigger than most, and the steam isn’t hiding a thing.

Marcus’s eyebrows lift ever so slightly, interest flashing across his face before he covers it with another easy smirk. That tiny shift, that raised brow, says more than any words could. He saw. He noticed. And he liked it.

I face the wall again, heart pounding harder than it should. Water beats down on me, but it can’t wash away the look he gave me—or the fact that for the first time in a long time, I feel seen.

I rinse off fast, more out of nerves than anything else. My hands feel clumsy against the soap, my breaths uneven. Every second, I’m aware of Marcus just a few feet away. His easy confidence, the way he moves like he owns every inch of space, only makes it worse—or better.

The water shuts off with a sharp twist. I glance over. He’s already grabbing his towel, dragging it slow across his shoulders and chest, droplets sliding down the rest of him. He doesn’t rush. Doesn’t bother to hide.

I step out of my stall, towel tight around my waist, and for a moment our eyes meet again. There’s that smirk. Subtle. Knowing. His gaze lingers just long enough before he turns toward his locker.

He pulls on his shorts, the fabric stretching over him, every movement deliberate. I’m pretending to focus on my own things—tossing my wet towel, pulling on my clothes—but I can’t shake the heat running under my skin.

Getting ready to leave, I sling my bag over my shoulder, still replaying the shower in my head, when Marcus heads for the door ahead of me. He pauses just long enough to glance back at me.

“Hey,” he says casually, voice low, steady. “We should exchange numbers. You know... if you ever wanna hang out or something.”

This time he doesn’t just walk off. He steps closer, phone already in his hand, and suddenly he’s right there in front of me. Up close, I catch the clean mix of soap and cologne still clinging to him, sharp and warm against the faint salt of sweat. My eyes trace the shape of his chest through his shirt, the thick line of his arms, and before I can stop myself, the image of him under the spray—broad back, tight ass—flashes hot in my mind.

I hand him my phone, our fingers brushing, and feel my pulse quicken. He grins as he taps in his number, then passes it back with an easy, “Text me.”

I nod, but my throat’s too dry to answer. As I shove the phone into my pocket, I realize there’s a restless stir low in my body. Not hard, not yet—but alive. Awake. My chest feels tight, and I can’t tell if it’s from the workout or the way Marcus just looked at me before heading out the door.

***
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I don’t text him that night. I can’t. My thumb hovers over his name in my phone more times than I want to admit, but I can’t bring myself to hit send. Instead, I lie in bed next to my girlfriend, staring at the glow of the ceiling fan, replaying every second of the locker room in my head.

The way Marcus looked at me. The nod. The wink. The way he stood there like he didn’t have a single thing to hide. And when he leaned in close, the mix of soap and cologne, clean and sharp, cutting through the steam.

Sleep doesn’t come easy. When it finally does, it’s restless, tangled.

By morning, the number’s still sitting in my phone like a live wire. I catch myself checking it before I even brush my teeth. My girlfriend chatters in the kitchen, making coffee, and I nod in the right places, but my mind is somewhere else entirely. On the gym. On Marcus. On what I saw.

On what he offered without really saying it.

The number burns a hole in my phone all morning. I check it in between emails, during coffee, even at a red light on the way to work. My thumb hovers, swipes, hovers again. I tell myself I’m just curious, that it doesn’t mean anything if I reach out. But the truth is, it means everything.

By noon, I cave. Sitting in my car on lunch break, I open the message thread, blank and waiting. For a second I just stare, heart pounding harder than it should. Then I type:

Me: It’s me. From the gym.

I hit send before I can talk myself out of it.

The reply comes faster than I expect.

Marcus: Didn’t think you’d actually text. Good start.

I stare at the screen, pulse racing. Outside, traffic hums past, a horn blares faintly a block away, but it barely registers. All I can focus on is the glow of my phone.

Me: Figured you’d get a laugh out of it.

A pause. Then:

Marcus: Not laughing. Interested.

I run a hand down my face, exhaling. The words land heavy, stirring something low inside me.

I lean back in the seat, thumb hovering over the screen, not sure how to answer. Before I can, another bubble pops up.

Marcus: Still thinking about last night?

My chest tightens. I hesitate, then type back:

Me: What makes you think I am?

Seconds later:

Marcus: Because I saw you looking. Don’t worry—I didn’t mind.

My grip on the phone tightens. My head drops against the headrest, the image of him under the shower flashing clear in my mind—the way the water slid down his back, the curve I couldn’t unsee.

Me: You’re pretty confident, huh?

Marcus: Not confidence. Facts. You saw what you saw. And I know what you’re still curious about.

My mouth goes dry. I try to steady my breath. Another bubble fills the screen:

Marcus: That ass you couldn’t take your eyes off? It’s even better up close.

I shut my eyes, pulse hammering. My body stirs in spite of me—restless, awake.

Me: You’re not subtle, are you?

Marcus: Why should I be? You said you wanted something tighter. Different. I’m offering.

I stare at the screen, the words hanging there like a dare. My thumb hovers over the keyboard, but I can’t bring myself to type anything back. Not yet.

Marcus: Bet you’re picturing it right now. That ass. The way I looked at you in the shower.

My stomach flips. Heat creeps up my neck. He’s not wrong. The image has been stuck in my head since last night, and now it’s sharper, brighter, because he knows.

Me: You’re bold, man.

Marcus: Bold gets results. Besides... I noticed something else, too. You weren’t exactly hiding what you’ve got.

My grip tightens on the phone. My chest rises, quick and uneven, as the memory slams back—his eyes flicking down, that smirk when he saw me.

Me: You’re really not letting this go, are you?

Marcus: Why would I? You’ve got more than most, and you want somewhere that can actually take it. You said it yourself.

My jaw clenches. My thighs press tight together, restless. I shift in the driver’s seat, glancing at the cars parked nearby. Lunch hour in the lot. People walking past, not looking in. Still, my skin prickles with nerves.

Another buzz.

Marcus: Thinking about it now? How different it would feel? How I’d push back instead of rolling over?

I exhale hard, the sound rough in the quiet car. My free hand trembles on the steering wheel, useless, as heat coils through me.

Me: You’re gonna get me in trouble.

Marcus: Good. Trouble’s the point.

The words blur on the screen as I fight the urge to shift again, but it’s no use. My body’s already moving, alive in a way it hasn’t been in years. My head jerks up toward the rearview, scanning the lot. No one’s looking. But the risk only makes my pulse thunder harder.

For the first time in forever, I don’t feel bored. I feel dangerous. Awake.

Another buzz.

Marcus: Maybe you need proof.

A moment later, my phone vibrates again. I glance down and see a photo fill the screen—Marcus in the locker room mirror, towel slung low on his hips, his back turned just enough to show the curve he knows I can’t forget. Clean, sharp lines of muscle, water still clinging to his skin. Suggestive, not outright—but enough to twist the knot in my stomach even tighter.

Marcus: Tighter than anything you’ve had. And waiting.

My throat goes dry. The photo burns in my hand, my mind replaying last night in sharper detail, filling in what the towel leaves out. My chest heaves, caught between panic and hunger.

I shift in the driver’s seat, the steering wheel pressing against my knees as I glance out at the lot. People walk past without looking, but every nerve in me feels exposed. My pulse is hammering, my body restless, alive.

I shouldn’t be here, shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t look away.

I take a deep, shaky breath, the air catching in my chest as it rises sharply against the seatbelt. The car is silent, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning and the distant murmur of the parking lot, but every sound feels amplified, every movement risky. My hand trembles as I put my phone down, the image of Marcus still seared into my mind. The photo is vivid—his lean, water-slicked body, the curve of his hip, the suggestiveness of his ass. My fingers fumble with the button of my jeans, the fabric sliding down just enough to expose my skin. The steering wheel digs into my thighs as I shift, the risk of discovery heightening every sensation. The car feels like a cocoon, but it’s suffocating, not safe.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
’ M EN ON"THE
’DUWN LOW

MEN THREE SECRETS.
ONE LINE THEY CAN'T STOP CROSSING.

'ALEXANDER
GRANT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
THE

DOWN-LOW

’ t v

ALEXANDER
GRANT






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





