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Part 1 : The Gym
“One more. C’mon Shane, push it! Gimmie eighteen. One for each year! Now count it out.” 
My trainer means well, but sometimes he can be a hardass. A gorgeous, cute, young,
“Shane! Earth to Shane!” 
He looms over me, his bulge by my head. It’s hard to focus when a twenty-year-old stud is standing over me.  But alas I must do my reps. I grunt it out and push on the bar, “One…Two…Three…” 
“Just keep your eyes on the prize. Push it out. Push!” 
“Four…Five…” There are two things in life I want more than anything else. Especially now that I’ve turned eighteen today, “Six…Seven…” One, I want to be a professional gamer, and two… “Eight…” I want to compete at the National Masters Weightlifting Championships this coming year. “Nine...” I know. I know. Weird combination right? A weight lifting gamer? But hey. It’s my goals, and I’ll be damned, “Ten...” If I let anyone deter me from my goals. 
My gorgeous trainer steps over me and places his paws under the bar, ready to assist as needed. “Come on Shane. I know you can do this. Give me eight more, pup. Just eight more.” The way his black hair drapes over his forehead. His smooth, short, gray and white fur patterns his body.  And from what I can see…he’s well gifted.  If you know what I mean. 
“Shane? Focus Shane. Let’s go! Give me eight more.  Pup, push!” 
The way he calls me pup and the way his bulge rests by my head. I can smell the sweet scent of his musk through his workout shorts.  However, “Eleven…Twelve…” Being that I just turned eighteen today, I’ve never been allowed into the shower rooms. So curiosity has gotten me all worked up today. “Thirteen…” my sweat soaked paws dripping. Eighteen reps of 130 pounds, what was I thinking? “Four…teen…” I struggle and push. My curiosity, as you would say, is quickly squashed when my trainer leans over me and starts to bark.  It’s not flattering when he does this, by any means. 
“Shane if you don’t finish this off, I’m going to personally kick your ass up and down this street. You don’t want to fail, and I don’t want you to fail. Now push!” 
He leans over me, towering like a dark shadow, “Fifteen…Sixteen…” My left arm starts to buckle, the weight starting to fall to my right, causing that arm more fatigue than necessary. “Seventeen…” I hold the bar straight over me, panting heavily. My chest rises and falls with each short breath.  
He looks to me, “Give me one more pup. One more and I’ll give you your birthday gift. But if you don’t give me that last one, then you get nothing but a swift kick in the ass.” 
I know he means well. Brandon has been my personal trainer for almost three years now. When I was starting high school, I could barely protect myself, let alone my friends.  I was small, scrawny, and pathetic. I saw my gay friends get picked on and there was nothing I could do to help them.  I tried to interfere, and that landed me in the ER with a broken arm. One of my good friends, hell, a guy I was interested in dating ended up in the hospital with a bad concussion, to which he eventually slipped into a coma. Because I couldn’t stop the bullies. Me. I was the one next to him when the bullies showed up. Me. And I let my best friend get beat senseless, while…I laid on the ground nearby and cried with my broken arm. Me…the only one who could have kept him from being hospitalized. 
I still visit him once in awhile. Sit by his bed…hold his paw. I hope he can’t hear me. For all I do is cry when I’m there. But I vowed I would get stronger. I made a promise back then that I wouldn’t let that happen ever again. I’ve been looking for the bullies who did this to him. However, I’ve been unable to find them.  I assume they left the area. Shame. It would have been nice to give a little payback. 
“Shane…Puppy!” I awake from my daze to Brandon waving his paw over my face, “You there?” 
“Huh? Oh yeah!” Nearly forgetting I’m holding the bar above me, my arms buckle from fatigue. The weight slams down, and in that instant, I knew I was fucked. 
In a flash, two big paws grip the bar and stop its descent.  Brandon smirks and lifts the bar off me, placing it on the ground. “Close one huh? I guess we found your limit. However, you did fail to give me a full eighteen reps.”
My ears droop as I watch his facial expressions change from disappointment to content. 
“However, you did give me half of one…so I guess I could give you half of your present.” He perks his ears and smiles, “Come, let’s go relax in the sauna. I think we both can use some relaxing. I’ll think about the other half of your gift and if it’s something you deserve.
Half of a gift, alone in the sauna with Brandon. Oh my god. I can barely contain myself.
 I find my locker and strip down, wrapping a towel around my waist. Just thankful that the bulk of the towel covers my excitement.  I head over to the sauna with Brandon close behind.  My heart is pounding hard. My gaze falls upon the bulge in his towel. 
“Here we go!” 
Brandon pushes open the door to the sauna and places his paw upon my back, leading me in. My heart jumps, and I go to turn to lean into him, my emotions running wild. “Brandon I…” 
He stands there holding up an envelope, “Happy Birthday!” 
This change in my expected plans shocking me back to reality. “Wait, what?”
“I said Happy Birthday. I told you, you would get half of your gift.  Here is half. The other half is waiting for you in your locker.” Brandon steps back a little and sits on the bench. 
With the steam blurring my vision, I open the envelope. In it are two tickets. Looking at them a bit closer, one is a plane ticket to Los Angeles. The other is a ticket to Fuzzcon in Irvine.  It takes me a moment to comprehend what I’m holding. “Wait, what?”
Brandon shifts his body so that his towel parts just a bit, not revealing anything but inner thigh. “Well, you told me how much you loved video gaming. Especially Ofurwatch. And I know that Fuzzcon is coming up. Seems like something you’d like.”
Thoughts of sex aside, my heart filled with joy and glee. I leap forward and wrap my paws around Brandon, giving him a big hug. Followed by lots of licks.
“Ack! Down boy! Down!” He laughs, placing his paws upon my cheek, holding my maw back. “I’m glad you’re excited. You leave soon, so make sure you get ready.” 
I stand there, tail wagging, body wiggling.  I gaze into his eyes and calm down, a sense of passion swelling inside. “Brandon, I…”
Before I can finish my sentence, he leans forward and presses his lips to mine. Breaking after a short moment that seemed to last an eternity. 
“Happy birthday, Shane.” Brandon's cheeks are flushed, from either the heat of the sauna or otherwise.  He stands up, “I have to go...Your other gift is waiting in your locker.” And with that, he disappears from the room. 

