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Twenty years from now you will be more disappointed by the things you didn’t do than by the ones you did. So throw off the bowlines, sail away from the safe harbor.


- Mark Twain










FIRST LATE SHIFT


The entrance door opened after a little effort and he was greeted by the typical smell of all gyms. He kicked off his shoes on the mat in the vestibule and entered the foyer through the second double door. Offers from associations, schools and official announcements were displayed on a large pinboard. It was quiet, as the schools were long gone by now. Otherwise, you would have heard a lot of shouting and noise, just like children are: loud.


He walked through one of the men's changing rooms to a long corridor that connected the changing rooms with the doors to the hall. The large gym could be divided into up to three small halls with partitions that were lowered from the ceiling. Each had its own entrance from the long corridor. A glance through the glass door into the hall showed a few club members building a parkour with mats, boxes and benches. The door to his right opened and a man in his early 50s greeted him.


"Hello Ben, welcome to the late shift," the man said.


"Hi Georg. It's really quiet here," he replied.


"It was chaos here this morning, the secondary school was here. First the seventh grade, then the eighth grade. They always make a fuss about nothing. Then the ninth and tenth classes came, they were relatively quiet again, the boys don't want to cut a bad figure in front of the girls and tend to act cool. But the younger ones..." said Georg, holding a hand to his head.


"I'm curious to see what else is going on here today."


"You're welcome to do so, Ben. Basically, it's rather relaxed in the afternoons and evenings. All the maintenance and repair companies always come in the mornings. You've noticed that over the last four weeks. And the late shift is all about being on site. Helping out here and there, fixing things if you can, and locking up in the evening."


"I can manage," Ben nodded, "can I call you if there's anything wrong?"


"Sure," Georg smiled, " I'm out of here, there are only a few sports clubs today and the cardio group in the evening. Just a classic Monday. But they all know about it and are familiar with the place."


"Okay, all right, then have a nice evening."


"Thanks, you too tonight."


Georg took his jacket and rucksack and called it a day. The room was one of a total of three where commentators or referees could follow the action in the hall and also make announcements via a microphone. The lights could also be switched on here and the partition walls lowered. Ben first put on his tracksuit, then sat down and looked into the hall. The coaches in the hall noticed him and waved when they saw him. Around three o'clock, the changing room came alive. Groups of children of different ages came to children's gymnastics. Loud voices, laughter and giggles now came from the changing rooms through the long corridor along the supervisors' room into the hall and suddenly the gym was a hive of activity. The coaches played various games with the children, in which they had to run, climb and handle a ball. The parkour was the highlight. Balancing over benches, jumping from one mat to another, climbing over boxes and finally landing on the big, thick mat after jumping from the trampoline.


Ben remembered his school days and the games that were played in sports lessons. In addition, the typical smell of the hall and he felt like he had been transported back to his childhood. It went on like that all afternoon. There were several groups that all used the whole hall.


At 6 p.m., a basketball group came to play in two thirds of the hall and Ben had to lower the partition wall beforehand. He enjoyed watching the game, even though he wasn't the sporty type. But now, at 21, he was slim and there was no comparison to the way he looked at school. Back then, he was the short, fat boy who was teased by many. He ate something and occasionally looked at his cell phone. The day went quietly, the first late shift after four weeks of training on the early shift seemed a lot more relaxed to him. There weren't any companies to attend to or calls from the town hall or schools that needed to be answered. Quite pleasant, he thought, and took a tour of the equipment rooms and changing rooms.


The changing rooms in particular often looked a bit messy after a visit from minors. From overturned garbage cans to wet paper towels that had been thrown at the mirrors of the washbasins, there were a few things that had to be put back in order. But the toilets and mirrors all looked good. He went into the showers, which were still dry, as apparently nobody had showered here today. The foot area of the showers was about 6 inches lower than the actual floor of the room. With this design, there was no risk of flooding if the water did not drain away. The basketball players were already announcing themselves by their loud presence in the corridor and greeted Ben in a friendly manner and asked him questions to find out more about him. After a few casual comments and wishes for a nice evening, Ben went back to his supervision room.


He looked at the schedule on the wall and read "8 p.m. - 9:30 p.m. Cardio Sport" loudly. That seemed to be the last group and then it would be closing time. Perfect, he thought to himself.










CARDIO-FIT


After the basketball players had left, it was a good half hour before the cardio group would arrive. So Ben surfed the internet for a while, then looked at the timetable for the school classes and their teachers and internalized the house rules again.


Georg had been employed at the gymnasium for 30 years and had suggested him that he might want to redesign the notice board. The headings on the notice board, such as School, Club and Information, looked very worn and could be replaced. And since Georg had nothing to do with computers, this task suited Ben. Nothing was easier for him than re-labeling these boards. Perhaps the pinboard could also be replaced with a completely new magnetic board? The cork had also seen better days and was already crumbling out of its frame in some places.


While Ben was looking for pinboards and magnetic boards on the Internet, the doorbell rang. Ben was surprised, got up and went into the foyer. Five older men were standing in front of the door with their umbrellas, waiting. Ben opened the door and looked at the men in astonishment.


"Good evening. Come in, it's open."


"Good evening! Why is it open? It's usually locked on Monday evenings, isn't it?" asked the man standing at the front.


"I don't know anything about that," Ben replied, "I'm sure my colleague forgot to tell me," he smiled.


"No problem, you can lock up now. But in a way that we can get out again," laughed the man and the other men with him.


They walked past Ben and he locked the door so that they could open the door to the outside, but couldn't get in from the outside. He noticed a flyer for Carnival on the pin board and took it down, after all, Carnival was long over. He went through the other changing room for gentlemen so as not to disturb the men. The two men's changing rooms were connected by the showers. The doors to the showers were both open and one of the men noticed Ben and shouted: "Young man, not so fast."


Ben faltered, hesitated briefly and looked through the shower door into the changing room, where the man who had called him was sitting on a bench. He waved Ben over: "Come over here, so I won't have to shout." He walked through the showers and gave the men a friendly look.


"So, you're the new guy?" the man with the brown hair and full beard asked him.


"Yes, I'm the new guy, Ben Wieberg."


"Good evening Ben, or Benjamin?" asked a white-haired man on the other side of the bench.


"Benjamin, actually, but Ben's all right too."


"We're the cardio-fit group. Always the same five people, sometimes two or three more. But we're actually always there. I am Uwe. That's Heinz, Bernd, Friedrich and Karlchen."


The four men greeted him and made themselves noticeable when Uwe called them by name.


"Nice to meet you," Ben commented, nodding.


"We always come on Mondays and do our cardiac exercises," said Heinz, a short, fat man who resembled a small hedgehog with his gray, short-cropped hair.


"Cardiac exercises?" asked Ben.


"Yes, we are all patients who have had a heart attack or suffer from a general heart weakness. We do sport to keep fit and do something for our circulatory system...", explained Uwe.


But Ben could no longer concentrate on the conversation. Bernd, who was sitting on the bench behind Heinz and Uwe in Ben's direction of view, had been smiling at him the whole time and was now starting to take off his undershirt. Ben watched as he pulled the undershirt over his head and then sat there with his upper body bare. The white-haired chest of an older, slightly stocky man immediately caught Ben's eye. Bernd stood up and put on a T-shirt. Then he turned around, opened his trousers and let them fall to the floor. He bent down to pick them up, causing Ben's gaze to linger briefly on his bottom in the blue underpants until he was able to concentrate on Uwe's voice again.


"... yes, and that's why you have to make sure you make something and do something for yourself. Are you ok?" asked Uwe.


"Yes... yes, everything's ok. I was just thinking about it while I was listening to you," Ben replied in an interested voice.


Uwe also started to get changed, but he already had a T-shirt underneath and was wearing sports shorts.


"When you get to our age..." Bernd called out.


Ben looked over at him as he pulled his shorts up again. Ben looked briefly at the bulge in them, only to quickly focus on Bernd's face again as he continued to speak.


"We all jumped over the fences and had as much energy as you. We were all athletes and now we're old bucks that nobody wants or looks at anymore."


He took a pair of training pants out of his bag and got into them. First one leg, then the other. He then pulled the pants up so high that there was an unmissable bulge between his legs. Ben was irritated and turned away.


"Then I hope you have fun, I'm off work after that too," he said and then walked towards his supervision room.


A strange feeling crept over him. Why was this so interesting to watch? Had Bernd noticed where he had been looking?


He made himself comfortable in his chair and watched as the men entered the hall one by one. In contrast to Heinz, Karlchen was very slim. Ben would never have guessed that he had heart problems, as he looked rather athletic without being overweight. Then came Friedrich, a tall man with a bit of a belly, sturdy legs and prominent forearms. White-blond with a fading touch of red at the temples and around the neck. When they were complete, they lined up in a circle and began their exercise.


The men started with light warm-up and coordination exercises and then moved on to easy jogging. They then ran up and down the stairs at the grandstand, lay on their backs and moved their legs in the air. Uwe demonstrated the exercises and the others copied what they saw. Then they walked through the hall in long strides, followed by jumping jacks from one side of the hall to the other.


Uwe unpacked a couple of tennis rackets, with which the men then played the yellow felt balls to each other. First against the wall, then in teams of two against each other. The sports shoes squeaked across the floor. However, the game was not a competition. The men played the balls to each other in a relaxed manner and tried to get as long a ball exchange as possible. Ben thought each of the men cut a very athletic figure. Uwe and Bernd in particular looked very professional the way they swung the racket. At the end, they did a few stretching exercises to stretch the strained muscles again.


The five of them waved to him as they went into the changing room and he was already looking forward to the end of the day. Ben went to the emergency exits and checked that they were all closed. On the way to his supervision room, however, he was met by Karlchen, who had already changed his clothes.


"Ben, can you come here? There's something wrong with the showers," he said hectically.


Ben followed him into the changing room and Karlchen shouted a loud "Bye" before leaving the changing room and headed home. Bernd and Friedrich stood stark naked in the showers and looked at him expectantly. Glancing quickly over the two men, he entered the room and looked over at the running showers.


"What's going on?" he asked.


"They're freezing cold!" said Friedrich.


"Yes, you can't shower under them. And they don't turn off either," added Bernd.


Ben went to the showers and pressed the buttons to turn them off. Nothing happened and the water didn't get any warmer, even though Ben tried to adjust the temperature. He pressed the showers on the other side in order and each of them turned on the temperature and stopped running again after a short time.


"Why don't you use those?" he asked.


"We thought all of them wouldn't run if those two weren't working properly," Bernd replied.


"We could have tried that," laughed Friedrich.


"But you still have to be able to switch them off somehow, don't you?" asked Bernd.


"Yes. I'll have to get a screwdriver, then I'll switch them off completely and Georg can have a look tomorrow to see what's broken."


He took a screwdriver and a pair of pliers from a toolbox in the cupboard. He took off his sweater and the T-shirt underneath, as he would certainly not stay completely dry in the running showers.


With his upper body bare, he entered the shower area and looked at Bernd and Friedrich, who were already soaping up and washing themselves. He squatted down and while he tried to remove the cover from the shower fitting, he kept glancing furtively over at the older men. Friedrich was standing with his back to him, running his hands over his back, then down his buttocks to his legs. Ben was just looking again when Friedrich bent down and his sack was visible. He quickly looked back down at the tool in his hand when Bernd noticed him.


"Can you manage it?" he asked.


"Yes, it's just a bit fiddly," Ben smiled and saw Bernd nod.


Friedrich had turned to him briefly and immediately turned away again. Bernd was busy washing himself again, so Ben felt safe for a moment and watched the white-haired man begin to wash his hair.


The water rinsed his mature body free of shower gel, but the foam from his head was already running off again. Friedrich turned around and Ben concentrated on his work again in a flash.


He had deactivated the switches behind the button and the water stopped running. He got a little wet, but that wasn't worth mentioning.


"You already know your way around," he heard Friedrich say and turned around.


Friedrich and Bernd were now standing right behind him and looking at what was behind the cover. Ben looked at the men: Water was dripping from their fingertips as well as their private parts.


"There's a lot of cable clutter behind it, a simple water tap would do the trick," Friedrich commented.


"Yes, but a button to switch it on and off looks better. What's more, the shower switches off automatically and doesn't run all the time if you're not careful," Bernd replied.


"Well, they were running all the time anyway," laughed Friedrich.


Ben smiled and noticed a few more details about the men with each glance. Friedrich's hip had a scar and his pubic hair had remained fairly red compared to the other parts of his body. Only the hair on his forearms came close to this intensity. Bernd's intimate hair, on the other hand, was a very dark gray, although he was otherwise white. Friedrich's genitals hung down long, Bernd's were rather shorter, but compared to Friedrich he had a little more chest. But when Friedrich went into the changing room, Bernd came down the small step to Ben and stood right next to him while he was still crouching, leaning against the wall with the tool in his hand. Bernd took a closer look at the tangle of cables. Out of the corner of his eye, Ben glanced at Bernd's crotch and upper body, but then quickly stood up to meet Bernd at eye level. Bernd looked at him emotionlessly at first, but then let a smile appear on his face again. Has he noticed anything?, Ben asked himself.


"Come on, you're almost off work too," said Bernd and went back to the central corridor.


Ben provisionally fastened the cover and followed Bernd, who was still standing in the middle of the room looking at him.


"Bernd, don't talk so much again or you'll have to walk," Friedrich shouted from the next room.


Bernd pulled his foreskin over his glans and replied: "Yes, I'm on my way. Just wanted to make sure he was doing it properly."


Bernd smiled and went into the changing room. Friedrich was already putting on his underwear.


"Why did the others leave so quickly?" asked Ben.


"Oh, Heinz and Karlchen never shower here. And Uwe rarely does. So they get dressed straight away and leave. Uwe comes in a tracksuit anyway, so he doesn't need to change," explained Bernd.


"We both come and go together, we carpool," Friedrich added.


"Although we wouldn't have to walk that far, but the gentleman prefers to drive."


"Bernd, as if that would bother you," grinned Friedrich.


The two of them made an interesting contrast with their hair colors. Ben tried to maintain eye contact, but kept glancing at the mature bodies whenever he felt he was unnoticed. He couldn't say why the sight appealed to him so much. He only knew that for some reason he liked what he saw.


When Friedrich and Bernd had said goodbye and left, he looked after them. He picked up his things, switched off the light and locked the front door to the sports hall. He couldn't get what he had seen today out of his head. Where this interest came from and what it meant, he didn't know.


He left Georg a note about the showers, changed his clothes and called it a day.










NSC


The following two days in the sports hall were also quiet and Ben had plenty of time for his activities and to get to know clubs and groups personally. Footballers, handball players, volleyball players and a gymnastics group were on site to take part in sporting activities. He helped here and there to ensure that everything ran smoothly. Even opening one of the storage room doors for the gymnastics ladies, who had problems with it due to their age.


Georg had repaired the showers and showed him how he could fix the problem himself in future when he handed over the shift. The showers were running smoothly these days and there were no complaints. Apart from that, there were no companies, no phone calls with the administration, just being there and helping the athletes from time to time.


He kept thinking about Bernd and Friedrich, how he had noticed them, that for some reason his eyes were fixated on them and it irritated him so much that he really had to concentrate on his job in order to carry it out. He had already noticed Bernd on the first evening when Uwe called him and introduced him to the group. He looked over at him with a very friendly smile as he changed his clothes. The same in the shower. Friedrich was also very friendly, but seemed a little more distant, not as close as Bernd. What made these old bucks, as Bernd called them, so interesting? And why? Ben pushed his thoughts to one side and surfed the internet for a while. His job there was already a bit monotonous and he had looked online for new books that he could possibly read at work. Some music wouldn't be bad either and would make a good change from the background noise of the sportsmen.


So, well prepared, he sat in his room with a book and a small speaker that he had connected to his smartphone and listened to a music playlist while the sportsmen came and went.


At around 7 p.m., the door opened and an older woman came in and reached out her hand to him.


"Hello, I'm Barbara. You're Ben, right? Georg has already told us about you."


"Right, hello."


"We're the NSC, we always come on Thursdays and we're the last ones in the hall with the dance group. On the whole, we play volleyball, badminton, do gymnastics, nothing spectacular. The NSC is a relatively large club, but not that many members come into the hall. They prefer to do sports outside, especially in summer."


"I can understand that, the weather isn't that good yet. But it's already June."


"That's right, the vacations are starting soon. We always come until the vacations start and then, depending on the weather, we won't be back until September."


"I can think of better things to do in the summer than sports in a sports hall," laughed Ben.


"That's right, it's better to enjoy the sun and cool off with a swim."


"I'll have to see, I haven't been living here very long. But I don't really like swimming pools that much."


"Why?"


"Too many people when it's warm. I also don't like the smell of chlorine. There was a quarry pond near us where you could always go swimming in summer and it wasn't so crowded."


"I'm sure you're right. We have a club property with a natural swimming pool, large meadow and sports activities," Barbara said happily.


"Very nice. But I'd have to be a member of your club. I don't think that's my world. I prefer a place where I can retreat in the summer without lots of people around."


"Then maybe you should try your luck in the forest, it's northwest of here. It's best to look it up on Google. Between all the fields, the best way to get there is via the country lanes. You can get there by car, but it's better by bike. It takes a good 45 minutes to get there. There used to be a lake in the forest. Many years ago, it used to be the home of our club. Unfortunately, I can't tell you whether the lake is still easily accessible or whether it's completely overgrown," Barbara smiled.


"Thanks for the tip. I'll see if I can find the forest. First the summer has to be here properly."


"You're right about that. So, I'll get going and get everything ready. Then we can start when the others arrive," and she waved to Ben as she walked quickly into the hall.


Another group of young women passed him next. One of them knocked and opened the door.


"Hi, I'm Annika. We're the Viva dance group. We're in the corner at the back practising our choreography."


"Hi, I'm Ben. All right, then I'll take down the partition."


"No, you don't need to. That's fine. The sports group is okay with it and is happy when we have some music playing."


"Okay, then," Ben smiled and Annika disappeared with the others.


Ben watched as the dancers greeted each other, set up a speaker and then moved to the music. Barbara laid out badminton rackets and placed the two long benches next to each other. On the side, she looked over at the dancing and signaled her approval with a thumbs-up.


Now the NSC people walked past Ben's door, waved through the glass and then welcomed Barbara into the hall. Ben estimated the average age of the 20 or so people to be between the early 50s and 80s. The women outnumbered the men.


After some initial warm-up exercises, the members began to use the benches that had been put together. They placed one foot on the seat and then alternated this position with the other leg, as if they were walking up a flight of stairs. Then they first moved a little faster, then slower again.


They stood one behind the other, then walked sideways with one foot on the bench. With each step on the bench, they stretched out their leg and stood briefly, before taking the next step on the floor with the other foot. They walked around the bench several times to train their leg muscles.


Overall, all the participants made a very sporty impression, both the men and the women. Even if some of them didn't look it, they impressed Ben with their athletic ambition, strength and stamina. Three of the men were a little stocky and resembled the men in the cardio group, but were much fitter than the men on Monday.


Now it was time for the badminton rackets. Barbara quickly ran up to Ben and waved him over. He came out of his room into the hall and asked Barbara how he could help.


"Ben, we've got a little problem here. Maybe you can help us?" she winked at him.


"That depends."


"We're 19 players, we're missing one," Barbara laughed.


"And you want me to play?" Ben asked skeptically.


"Yes, of course."


"I don't know, I'm at work..."


"Oh come on, Georg has played along before. Come on, you'll get to know the people a bit. They'd love it."


Ben looked at the others in the hall, they waved over, smiled at him or tried to encourage him to play along.


Ben nodded in agreement: "All right, then I'll quickly put on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt."


No sooner said than done. Ben walked up to the group and Barbara introduced him to everyone again.


"So, this is Ben, the new hall attendant. I'm not going to introduce you to everyone individually, that will come naturally over time. Who do you want to play with?"


"Oh, I've got to get back in first, so who I play with is secondary," laughed Ben.


"Then play with me, boy. I often can't hit the ball either," shouted Martha, a woman in her late 50s.


"All right Martha, let's see which of us misses the ball more often," Ben winked at her.


"Here we go then," said Barbara and the players split into groups of two in the hall and started playing badminton.










KNOWN


Martha began and Ben was amazed at her serve. He skillfully returned the small white ball, which Martha accepted with ease and sent back to him with an elegant racket movement.


After a few ball rallies, the players swapped partners and a small, delicate woman named Hanne stood in front of Ben. But here, too, he was up against a talented player who skillfully sent many a ball through the air so that Ben couldn't hit it and had to serve again.


During these short breaks, Ben watched the other players, who were busy trying to hit every ball back to their opponent. When they changed partners again, the next lady immediately set about being Ben's opponent. However, the few men finally got their chance and Ben was able to duel with male seniors. They were even a little stronger in their hits than the ladies. Again, he noticed how he looked at one or the other in a special way. Especially those who were a little fuller around the stomach caught his eye.


He had already noticed his next teammate in particular. He was wearing a light blue polo shirt and beige shorts. His hair was light gray and still had a brown undertone. His facial expression was friendly and familiar, his cheeks were accentuated by his smile and the sweat on his forehead was held in place by his brown eyebrows. A few chest hairs protruded from the neckline of his polo shirt. Interwoven brown and gray, they blew around as he moved.


"Hello, I'm Walter," said the gentleman.


"Ben, nice to meet you," Ben smiled.


"Shall we, or are you tired already?" Walter asked with a wink.


"Tired? Not for a long time yet, are you?"


"Not me either, I've just warmed up," he said and the shuttlecock flew at high speed towards Ben, who was only just able to parry the ball.


Slow but also fast ball rallies flew from one side to the other. Walter dealt out some good shots, but Ben didn't want to embarrass himself and made an effort. Walter, however, didn't seem to mind. The actual holding of the ball in the air turned into a little competition. After a few minutes, Ben signaled that he needed a little break and Walter played slow balls that his younger opponent could hit more easily.


"So, that's it again ladies and gentlemen," Barbara called out to the group, "please put your rackets back in the bag. Who's dismantling and clearing up today?"


"I'm in," replied Ben, "after all, I was allowed to play."


"Then I'll help Ben, he's proved himself to be a worthy badminton player," Walter smiled at him.


"Okay, then we'll see you again next week. I'll send the emails regarding the summer program in the next few days. Great to see you!" Barbara called out, while the other members said goodbye to each other and went to get changed.


"Okay, what needs to go where?" asked Ben.


"Well, we have to put the bats in the bag, the big box of balls back in our part of the storage room and the benches back against the wall," explained Walter.


The dance group also turned off their music and said goodbye with a hand gesture as they left the hall.


Ben handed the bats to Walter, who tried to fit them all into the carrier bag. Together they carried a box of medium-sized gymnastic balls into one of the storage rooms. Inside was a large lattice cupboard labeled "NSC", which contained more boxes and baskets. Walter closed the padlock and looked at Ben: "Now put the benches on the wall."


They carried the long benches they had used to climb the stairs back to their place. They could also be moved by pushing them alone, but it was easier and quicker together.


Ben sat down on the bench, looked at the NSC member and again he thought he recognized the man. The man's combed back hair looked very soft, blowing a little when he moved. He also noticed the eyes, they had something special about them. Walter sat down next to him and looked at him scrutinizingly.


"Is something wrong?" he asked.


"Hm... you look familiar somehow, but I don't know why or where from..." Ben replied, thinking.


"So, you do too."


"Really?"


"Yes. Is your name Wieberg?"


"Yes, how do you know that?" Ben asked in astonishment.


"It took me a while to remember. After all, you look completely different now."


"Don't keep me in suspense," said the curious Ben.


"I'm Walter Hesse."


"Walter Hesse?"


"Yes, Hesse," grinned Walter.


"Hesse... Hesse... I used to know a..." Ben began, when Walter beat him to it: "Michael Hesse!"


"Yes, Michael!"


"Michael, that's right. I'm Mike's grandfather."


"Oh, nothing surprises me now. We used to come to your house sometimes in the afternoon or you used to look after us," Ben exclaimed in amazement.


"Yes, I also took care of the birthday parties. But you were smaller and a bit fatter then," Walter smiled.


"That was over ten years ago, but you weren't so gray then either."


"You just get older. But let's stick to my first name, Benjamin."


Ben nodded: "Okay, Walter. Thank you."


"You're welcome. You must be 21 years old now, right?"


"Yes, that's right, just like Mike. But how did you get here?"


"I moved away at the time for work reasons. That's how I ended up here. And you?"


"We moved to a village about 60 kilometers away from here."


"Interesting, I moved around the same time."


"I then completed an apprenticeship as an administrative assistant here in the city. Unfortunately, they couldn't take me on and so I got this job as a hall attendant. But it's okay, it's public service, relaxed work."


"That's really nice. I'm really pleased for you. Do you still have contact with my grandson?"


"No, we lost touch back then. We were about ten then. I have no idea what he does now. It's also around 300 kilometers. A bit much to drop by spontaneously," Ben laughed.


"Yes, that's right."


"Please say hello to him for me if you see or speak to him again."


Walter looked at him silently for a moment and then nodded: "Yes, Ben, I'll do that. So, we've finished tidying up, I'm probably the last one here today?"


"That doesn't matter, I always have a bit of time to spare at the end of the day, so you don't have to hurry. I'm hardly going to throw out the grandpa of my best primary school friend," laughed Ben.


"That's sweet of you, a little consideration for the senior citizen."


"How old are you?"


"I turned 73 last week," said Walter proudly.


"Oh, congratulations on that!"


"Thanks, I'm afraid I've already eaten the cake," he grinned.


"Never mind, it just makes you fat," Ben replied.


"That's right. Well, I'm off on my way. Have a good evening," said Walter, patting Ben on the back, "you played well against a seventy-three-year-old pensioner."


Ben nodded and wished Walter a good evening too.


When he arrived in his supervision room, he took off his sweaty T-shirt. If he were alone, he would take a shower now. But his sense of shame prevented him from undressing in front of strangers and taking a shower. He dried himself off a little with a towel and put his long trousers back on. He drank the rest of his water bottle and took a quick look at his smartphone.


Then he remembered the tour at the end of the day. He quickly ran into the hall and closed the storage rooms, checked the emergency exits and switched off the hall light. Now to the emergency exits in the changing area, he thought. He stepped out of the room, turned left and headed straight for the men's changing room, which was opposite the hall door on the other side of the connecting corridor. The door was open and he saw Walter naked from behind, on his way to the shower. Walter didn't notice him and Ben slowed down. As if in slow motion, he saw the sprightly pensioner walking through the changing room a few meters in front of him and watched him carefully. Step by step, Benjamin's eyes remained fixed on the old man's body and the young man registered his every movement. From the swinging of his arms, to his calf muscles, to the crease between his thighs and buttocks, making the curve of the seat cushion clearly visible. He stood still as Walter took the last steps into the shower room and only moved on a moment later to check the doors.


Again he looked at the body of an old man. He couldn't explain it, but he liked what he had just seen.










COUNTRY LANES


Ben's week continued exactly as it had started. He got to know a few more people, helped out here and there and diligently completed the tasks at hand. In the quiet moments, his thoughts went back to the cardio group and the NSC, the conversation with Walter and the moment when he saw him naked in the shower. It was strange: he couldn't explain where this interest in these older men had come from. Instead, he quickly dismissed the thoughts and concentrated on other things.


The late shift was followed by early shift the following week, so Ben got up at five o'clock in order to be at work on time an hour later. After being trained for four weeks on the early shift, this was the first early shift where he was on his own. But that shouldn't be a problem, because he knew his work routines and he was also familiar with the companies that might be on site. It was only the schools that bothered him. There were always overturned garbage cans, wet paper towels on the mirrors or on the walls. And they were so loud that the background noise in the sports hall and its corridors was constantly unmistakable.


There were teachers who had their students under control, but most of them were overwhelmed and tried to channel the children's energy as quickly as possible through sporting activities. This worked to varying degrees, depending on the age and motivation of the children and the task at hand.


Ben watched the hustle and bustle from time to time. The loud squeaking of the sneakers on the floor reminded him of his sports lessons. You had to make sure that the soles of the shoes were colorless. Otherwise they would leave colored streaks on the gym floor. In his hall, there were occasional traces of the wrong shoes on the floor. They would be removed with some effort during the next basic cleaning. All in all, this old sports facility was in good condition. He remembered his school days back then, when the basketball hoop was not allowed to be used because the suspension was no longer in good condition and there was a risk of something breaking off and the hoop falling down. The mats also had worn areas where the foam was showing through. Once a week, the equipment was checked and inspected for safety. Damage was documented and repaired if possible or a company was called.


Ben was looking forward to the weekend. Although it had always been around 18 °C so far, it wasn't warm weather considering it was summer. However, the forecast for Friday was a nice 24 °C and from Saturday it was supposed to be 28 °C. As the warm days continued, the summer temperatures would finally underline the season.


Ben searched the internet for the lake that Barbara had told him about. However, the search terms "lake", "lake in the forest" and "forest lake" in combination with his place of residence yielded no information. So he opened the navigation map and searched for his place of residence. From there, he used the mouse to click his way northwest along the tiny streets, fields and paths. The photos were taken in summer, so the rapeseed fields were bright yellow and the paths between them were lined with green grass. He zoomed out a little and then discovered a forest between the fields. It really didn't seem very big and was the only place on the map far and wide where trees could be seen. He quickly zoomed in on the forest. Dense treetops made it difficult to see and it was impossible to tell where it went into the forest. There was a gray area in the middle. If you looked closely, you could see very fine white patterns on it: Light reflections from the sun. There must be water after all. The only question is how deep. Will it be deep enough for swimming, he thought to himself? The path to the forest was not clearly visible either. There were many paths between the fields, but they were not always connected. So there were dead ends here and there as he traced the paths with his finger. There was a road to the north of the forest, but there was no direct access from there either.


He decided to set off on Saturday afternoon in search of the small lake in the forest. After filling his rucksack with something to eat and drink, he checked the air in his bike tires again. A small air pump was clamped into the frame of the bike. This meant you could quickly inflate a tire on the way if it lost a bit of air. He had not yet ridden his bike this year, which was obvious. The dust was wiped off with a cloth and it looked like new.


Ben lived on the western edge of the city, so he was ideally located to set off in search of the forest. After just a few minutes, he passed the town sign and turned onto a gravel road next to a large field. It was already very warm and Ben was sweating in the afternoon sun. Using the gear shift, he was able to adapt to the conditions of the path. It went uphill a little and then down again, the wind making his dark blond hair stand upright.


After a while, he looked back, the town was getting smaller and smaller. He could already see a forest in the distance. He stopped and looked at his smartphone to see how he would have to continue driving to reach his destination. There was a path between two fields that was completely overgrown with grass and very narrow. Ben drove along the soft ground, then turned off onto an adjacent dirt track. When he reached the forest, there was only a ditch leading from the path to the forest. He dismounted and pushed the bike along the edge of the ditch, slowly approaching his destination. When the ditch ended, he continued over tall grass. He felt the sharp edges of the stalks directly and tried to run where the grass was even lower.


All around him were fields of grain, rape and corn. It was such a remote place, he would certainly have peace and quiet here and could find a shady spot in warm weather. The trees were huge and their shade provided protection from the sun. Ben couldn't see a path into the forest, just a uniform line of trees in front of him with grasses and bushes in between. He secured the bike to one of the trees with a large lock, took his rucksack and walked slowly between the trees into the forest.










CALM


Ben took long strides over the tall grasses at the edge of the forest and entered the shade of the trees. Protected from the warm sun, the forest revealed a pleasant, cool air and a calm, atmospheric sound. He could hear birds chirping from all directions and every step he took caused a few small branches to crack under his feet. With every meter he moved away from the fields around the forest and roamed through a place of peace. He skillfully climbed over fallen branches and tree trunks and continued his search. There was nothing to be seen far and wide. Single rays of sunlight broke through the canopy here and there and illuminated the forest floor with their light.


After a few minutes, Ben recognized an open area from afar and continued his movement in that direction. A light breeze met him and the trees rustled softly. He entered an open area, a glade. In front of him were dense branches and behind them he could already make out some reeds and the lake: he had found it. Around him was dense woodland, wild grass at the edges and in front of him the greenery sloped into the lake. Ideal, he thought as he walked further towards the shore. The other side of the lake was a good 50 meters away. A large tree with a thick trunk stood close to the shore, which led gently into the lake. This meant that there was some shade in the water, depending on the position of the sun.


Ben settled down in the shade of a bush, unfolded a blanket from his rucksack and took off his top and shoes. The shorts he was wearing were swimming shorts, so he was ready to cool off straight away. But first he lay down on his blanket, stretched his arms and legs and looked up at the sky. He listened to the gentle rustling of the trees, the birds and watched the individual, small clouds in the sky. Just silence and the sounds of nature around him. He enjoyed the surroundings and was glad he didn't have to go to a crowded swimming pool to cool off. He turned on some soft music on his smartphone and daydreamed. It was very pleasant in the shade and he didn't need sun cream. He didn't like it if it smudged his clothes later. After a sip of water and an apple, he turned on his side and watched as a few bugs climbed along the blades of grass. Do they know what a beautiful place they live in?, Ben wondered. As he watched the activity, he fell asleep.


A beetle ran slowly from his stomach across his chest to his neck. It tickled and woke Ben, who brushed the little adventurer aside. The sun was in a different position than before and he wondered how long he had dozed off. According to his smartphone, he had slept for almost an hour and a half. He rubbed his eyes, drank something and sat up. He was a good three meters away from the shore. The shade was fading as the sun slowly moved towards his spot. Soon he would have to look for a new shady place. Ben stood up and looked at this little idyll around him. He could hear a woodpecker tapping and a cuckoo calling its own name over and over again into the forest.


He took a few steps towards the edge of the grass and stopped. He looked over to the other side and it seemed to him that something had moved there. Perhaps a deer or another animal, he thought, but again he saw the tall grass on the other side of the lake moving. He took a closer look. A man stood up and his head and shoulders could be seen from behind. The man walked around a little, bent down, stood upright again and put on a sun hat. He walked slowly from right to left, stepped out of the grass, moved towards the reeds and disappeared behind them. The reeds rustled as the man, with water up to his knees, stepped out. Ben squinted, blinded by the sunlight, and could see that it was an old man standing there naked among the reeds, just before he went into the water. He had now seen Ben too and made his way carefully into the lake. He was wearing sunglasses and was now immersed up to his neck in the cool water. He swam slowly back and forth on his side while he watched Ben. Ben squinted his eyes as he tried to get a closer look at the man despite the blinding sun. Now he swam slowly in his direction without losing sight of Ben. Halfway across the lake, his swimming strokes became more precise and he now moved directly towards Ben.


"Ben?" asked the man in the water as he came closer.


Ben put his hand over his eyes so that he didn't have to squint.


"Yes?" he asked back.


"It's me," the man smiled.


The voice sounded familiar to Ben. Then he recognized who was swimming towards him in the lake.


"Walter?" he asked hesitantly.


"Yes, it's me. Hello Ben!"


Ben smiled and squinted one eye to get a better look at Walter.


"How did you find the lake?" Walter asked curiously.


"I got the tip from Barbara. We were talking about summer and swimming pools. I'm not a big fan of crowded places like that."


"I'm not either. It's nice and quiet here, nobody else comes here. I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw that someone else was here. I didn't think it was you."


Walter swam a few more strokes, then groped for the bottom of the lake with his feet. Finally, he was up to his chest in the water and took a few steps towards the shore while Ben looked at him closely. When he left the water with his belly button, he stopped. The young man looked surprised. Ben looked at the shiny water in front of his stomach, under which Walter's intimate area was hinted at the dark water. The two men looked at each other briefly before Walter continued the conversation.


"I like being here in summer because it's just nice and quiet. You can cool off if it gets too hot," he smiled.


"I also like it here. I had to search a bit because it's a very hidden place."


"That's right. Did you came by bike?"


"Yes, along the country lanes and then I pushed the rest. I parked the bike at the entrance to the forest and continued on foot."


"That's what I thought. I'm here by car. If you had come from the road behind the forest, I would have seen you sooner. Then you're coming from the side where I'm lying," Walter replied as he pointed to the edge of the forest behind him.


When he turned back to Ben, he stumbled, but caught himself again straight away.


"It's quite slippery here. Watch out when you get into the water," he commented, taking a step forward with his right leg.


Ben blinked at him and returned the smile. In his mind, he wondered if Walter was about to leave the water entirely. The light, gray-brown hair on his chest and stomach laid wet against his skin, appearing thick and soft at the same time. Walter stood naked, his loins protected only by the lake water, a few meters in front of him.


The sun hat bathed Walter's face in a cooling shadow and the sunglasses gave him the advantage of being able to see Ben better than he could see him. He still knew Ben as a small, fat boy when he visited his grandson or when the two of them went to see him to get some sweets. He had changed a lot compared to how he used to be. He still didn't look quite like a sporty type, but he was still a handsome young man with a pleasant demeanor.


Ben looked down at Walter in the lake, dazzled by the sun. The grandfather of his childhood friend Michael had not changed. His belly had neither decreased nor increased. His hair used to be darker, but now that it was a little grayer, it looked better, Ben thought. Ben could only see the cheeks and mouth and he liked the smile he saw. Walter rubbed his leg under the water and created a few waves with this movement, the light reflections of which dazzled the young man. Ben was delighted at the sight and as he stood there, the start of an erection became noticeable. He quickly took a step back, sat down and pulled his legs towards him. Walter stroked his chest and shooed away a fly that had landed there a short time before and was running around on his skin.


"Do you fancy a swim? The water is nice and refreshing."


"Is it deep?"


"Can't you swim?"


"Yes, I can. But I just wanted to find out because you can't see the bottom."


"Maybe two meters at the deepest point, so not really deep," Walter smiled.


"Maybe later, I'd rather stay in the shade."


The senior briefly bent his knees to cool his upper body down a little and then stood up again.


"Oh, come on. Don't be a frog," Walter laughed and splashed Ben with some water.


"No, thanks. Like I said, maybe later," Ben replied and slid backwards a little on the grass.


Walter noticed Ben's reluctant reaction and decided not to try to persuade him any further.


"Too bad, maybe later then," he smiled at him, "will you be coming here more often now?"


"I think so, I like it here."


"Will you do me a favor, Ben?"


"Like what?"


"Please don't tell anyone about this place, otherwise the calm will be over."


"Of course, I promise. So let people go to the crowded swimming pools in summer," Ben laughed.


"Thanks, that's nice of you," Walter said happily.


"You're welcome."


"I'm going to lie down on my blanket again and get some sleep. See you around, dear Ben," Walter replied, greeted him with a wave of his hand and turned around.


As he pushed himself off the ground and swam away from Ben, he was able to catch a glimpse of the mature man's buttocks and once again looked closely at how they moved as he kicked his legs. The surface of the water glistened and the sun blinded Ben, preventing him from taking a deeper look. The tension in his trousers prevented him from simply standing up, stepping closer to the edge and getting a better view of the naked man from a higher angle. Walter left the water on the other bank, but didn't turn to face him, instead walking back ashore through the reeds. Ben looked between his legs: he couldn't miss the bulge in his pants. It's a good thing I noticed it in time, thought Ben as he looked after the old man until he was no longer visible. He lay down again and relived the situation in his mind's eye.


Then a thought came to him: what if Walter came back and noticed his erection in his pants? And if he then stood naked in front of him on land? What would the grandfather of his best school friend at the time think of him? Ben packed his things, put on his shirt and slipped into his shoes. He turned back to the lake and saw Walter standing in the tall grass. He quickly waved over and went straight back into the woods to his bike. The boner in his trousers stood firm as he walked with quick steps to the tree where he had leaned the bike. On the way back, he couldn't get the sight of Walter out of his mind. This man was standing naked and uninhibited in front of him in the lake and it triggered such feelings in him. Then he stopped, pushed the bike into one of the fields along the path and walked a few meters in. Ben pulled his shorts down and his stiff penis bobbed out of them. He grabbed it and jerked off hastily with his eyes closed until his semen landed on the ground a few seconds later. He stopped for a moment and waited until the intoxication was over. Then he pulled his pants back up, picked up his bike and slowly cycled on again.










BARE


The encounter with Walter stayed in his mind. A few more times he caught himself thinking about the naked senior citizen in the lake and when he had the chance, he touched himself and quickly climaxed. He simply accepted it and didn't question this interest, but treated it like a secret. Maybe it would go away, maybe not. It didn't matter to him and he was happy to have discovered this lake. He thought about wearing tight swimming trunks or his underpants under his shorts on his next visit to the lake, so Walter wouldn't see if he got hard again.


The late shift week was quiet. Due to the nice weather, many of the clubs were now using the lawn or the soccer pitch next to the sports hall. Every now and then, Ben went for a walk outside and checked on the people. The cardio-fit group also did their exercises outside in the evening. Bernd greeted Ben with a handshake when he stopped by.


"Hello Ben! Are you all right?"


"Yes, so far so good," he replied happily.


"We're doing our sport outside today, it's still nice and warm."


"Yes, lovely, isn't it?"


"Only Friedrich and Uwe are here today, so we'll probably have a chat later," laughed Bernd.


"But you're supposed to be hard-working and not just chat," Ben winked.


"Yes, yes... we've been hard-working all year, so we can end the evening with a beer in the summer."


Uwe and Friedrich waved from afar. The latter called Bernd over to start the sporting activities. Bernd smiled at Ben: "Take care young man" and then ran over to his friends. Ben watched for a moment, but then went back inside to slowly prepare for the end of the day. He wondered if the men would come in for a shower, but the cardio seniors didn't show up again until closing time. Ben locked the doors and made his way home.


He was secretly waiting for Thursday and the NSC. He was looking forward to seeing Walter in the gym again. But maybe they'll do sports outside, he thought. There wasn't much going on in the gym these days because the weather was very good. And so close to the vacations, there weren't many schools in the morning, as Georg told him. So Ben first took care of the grounds outside. Were the garbage cans empty, were the markings on the soccer pitch still clearly visible and were the steps, handrails and seating intact? The young hall attendant took his time and spoke here and there with one or the other coach or the club members and players.


At around 7 p.m., he sat on the bench outside and waited for the NSC and the dance group. There was no one around and Ben wondered whether anyone would show up and if he could finish work earlier. He entered the long corridor and heard voices in the changing rooms. He walked past, then looked in the door of the men's changing room.


"Hello Ben," one of the men greeted him.


"Hello, I thought you weren't coming today?" asked Ben.


"Why wouldn't we come? We always come until the vacations," said another man, who was unpacking his bag.


"Well, because I was outside, but none of you were there."


"We're not going out, we're staying in," said the third man.


The door to the changing room opened and Walter came in.


"Good evening, I'm a bit late," he apologized to the other gentlemen.


"Hello," Ben said quietly.


"Hello Ben, late shift again?" Walter smiled.


"Yes, but that's okay."


Suddenly Barbara was standing next to him in the doorway.


"Hello Ben, fancy a game of badminton? Get ready, we need a teammate," she winked at him.


"Oh Ben, that sounds like a rematch, dear," said Walter.


"You can have it, let's see who wins."


Ben went into his supervision room and quickly put on a pair of shorts and a thin T-shirt. Some of the NSC members were already in the hall, unpacking their rackets and chatting animatedly. Martha greeted him with a beaming smile and immediately put a bat in his hand. Barbara joined them and asked about the Viva dance group. Ben knew nothing about it and looked at his hall timetable. Viva was booked for Thursday evening until the vacations, but he hadn't been told by Georg that they wouldn't be coming today.


"All right, then we'll wait another ten minutes before we start," Barbara explained.


"Why wait?" asked Ben.


"Whether they come or not," Walter replied as he walked past.


"We could just start, couldn't we?"


"Right, we can still change then," Barbara nodded to the others.


Walter stood opposite Ben and pointed to the corner of the hall. He nodded and walked in that direction with his older playing partner.


"Too bad, you were gone on Saturday."


"Yes, I had plans. I forgot all about it."


"I see. I was there until the evening. The crickets chirp in the evening and you can hear frogs croaking."


"That's very relaxing, I'll have to listen to that."


"Do that, you were already very close to nature as a child. You both climbed trees and played hide and seek in the cornfields. And you also knew the farms by heart," laughed Walter.


"Yes, that was always great too. And even if you live in a city now, it's nice to have a quiet place like the lake."


"Right, why don't you come by again soon, maybe we'll see each other there again and we can talk a bit."


"Gladly! Let's see how it works out."


Meanwhile, Barbara stepped into the middle of the hall with a remark: "I don't think they're coming anymore. Then we can get changed."


"Change?" Ben asked Walter.


"Yes, change. The dance group is the only group here with us in the evening. And since they're not coming, we can change again now."


"But you've already changed, haven't you?"


Walter slipped his T-shirt off over his head: "Yes, ok, undressing is more like it."


Ben looked around. The other NSC members took off their clothes and put them on the benches or to the side. In a few seconds, Barbara had bared herself and threw her clothes away in a high arc. Ben slowly turned around again. Walter had put his trousers away and was standing in front of him in his underpants.


"What's going on here?" Ben looked at him questioningly.


"Didn't you know?" Walter replied.


"Didn't know what?"


"We're a naturist club. NSC stands for naturist sports club."


"No... I didn't know that," replied Ben, who looked around the hall again and then back at Walter.


Walter bent down and pulled down his underpants, which he casually pushed aside with one foot. Ben couldn't believe his eyes when he saw Walter in his Adam costume in front of him. He smiled kindly, bent down and picked up the bat again. His hair went down from his stomach to his padded groin, where the hair was thicker and formed an even fur. His sack was quite thick and even the penis, of which only the glans protected by the foreskin was visible, was the same size. It looked a bit like Walter had three testicles. At least that's how it seemed to Ben. Walter took a few steps towards Ben, who stood perplexed in front of the nudist. The genital swung around step by step and revealed its mass. The body weight was well distributed, as the thighs also made an even impression and gave a hint of Walter's athleticism. Walter's gray-brown hair blew slightly as he approached.


"You seem a bit surprised," he said empathetically, "is that too indiscreet for you?"


"Well..." Ben paused, "I'm not much into nudism. Do I have to take my clothes off now too?"


"No, you don't have to. I can put my clothes back on if you want."


"No... don't... it's all right."


"Good, then we can play," Walter said and moved away from Ben again, towards his serving position.


Walter threw the shuttlecock into the air and hit it powerfully in Ben's direction. Ben struggled to return the fast ball. The sight of the naked man increasingly distracted him and he found it difficult to concentrate on the ball exchange. Walter's naked body in motion was a feast for the eyes. Everything moved: the chest, the stomach, the genitals. Every step and every stroke resulted in a visible change in various parts of his opponent's body. He enjoyed it when his chest and stomach swayed slightly with his quick steps when Walter tried to catch the ball. He always kept a relaxed expression on his face and a friendly smile. The situation caught Ben and during the game his pants began to get noticeably tighter. Luckily it wasn't a problem this time, his underpants would keep everything in shape. Nevertheless, Ben felt the arousal rising inside him and couldn't help but focus more on Walter instead of the ball. A shuttlecock flew right into their playing area past Walter. Confused by a second ball, he missed Ben's ball and the latter had scored a point against Walter. Walter turned around and went to fetch the shuttlecock. He bent down to pick it up, while his young teammate's eyes were fixed on his bottom. The beautiful curves stretched out towards him and Walter's balls were clearly visible underneath. Ben swallowed at the sight and felt his swollen penis twitching in ecstasy in his pants. Walter passed the ball back to the others and noticed Ben's expression, which seemed somehow absent.


"Are you okay?" he asked, approaching Ben.


"Um... what?"


"Is everything okay? You look so strange."


Walter was now standing right in front of him, only a few centimeters separated him from Walter's naked belly.


"No, everything's ok," Ben stuttered.


"All right, shall we continue?" Walter asked and grabbed Ben's shoulder.


Ben looked at the hand touching him and then back into Walter's eyes. Blue-grey eyes returned his gaze and the raised eyebrows made it clear to him that this mature gentleman was standing in front of him with a question mark over his head. He looked down at Walter. Those beautiful, brownish hairs that led into a wildly growing nest of pubic hair and those privates that now looked a little more out of the protection of his groin. A thick vein ran through the thin skin of Walter's gender characteristic and disappeared after it had crossed the edge of the glans towards the tip of the foreskin. Ben breathed quickly, but this was not the result of the exchange of blows. The naked Walter turned him on so much that he couldn't concentrate on anything else. His cock pulsed strongly and a load of semen landed in his underpants.


"Hey Ben, what's wrong with you?" Walter asked again and shook him by the shoulder.


Ben blinked several times and felt the sticky secretion spread through his underpants. He took a deep breath before he could answer.


"It's alright... I think I feel sick. I'll be right back," he said hastily and ran out of the hall.


Walter looked after him and the others wondered why he ran out of the door in such a hurry.


"What's wrong with him?" asked Barbara.


"I don't know, maybe circulation."


"Did you play that hard?"


"No, he was fine. He was kind of out of it too... weird."


"Maybe you'll go and have a look if he doesn't come back," Barbara suggested.


Ben had locked himself in the teacher's restroom and pulled down his pants and underpants. His prick was still stiff and the white glue had run all over his underpants. He wiped the semen off the fabric and skin with some paper and disposed of it in the toilet. He took some more paper to really remove everything and rub it dry. He then washed his hands before going back out into the corridor. He wasn't sure whether he should go back into the hall to continue playing badminton with Walter. His erection had only eased a little, but the thought of the naked senior was already making it grow again. As he was halfway to his room, Walter turned around the corner.


"Ben, are you okay? I'm worried about you."


"No, I'm fine," he waved him off.


"Must be a bit of circulation, huh?"


"Yes, yes, circulation, I felt a bit dizzy," Ben confirmed.


"Do you want to lie down? I'll get you something to drink," Walter suggested.


"No, I'm fine, thanks. I'll take a break for today."


"Come on, let's go into the shower, you can alternate between hot and cold water, then you'll feel better again. Don't fall over on me," said Walter, taking him by the shoulders from the side.


"No, Walter, I'll be fine. Believe me!" Ben rushed, terrified.


He wouldn't be able to shower in front of Walter, there was no way he could hide the extent of his pants. He briefly thought about how Walter would look at him in disgust and what he would think of him. Then he pushed Walter's hands away from his shoulders and moved a few meters away from him.


"You go on playing, I'll get back to you later. I'm going to have a drink and watch you now."


"All right, then. But if you feel worse, please let me know."


Ben closed the door behind him and lurked for a moment to see if Walter had gone back into the hall. He breathed a sigh of relief when he greeted him from the hall with a hand signal and rejoined the others. His member was still straining against his prison and he was sure he would cum again if he continued to play with Walter. After he had done the inspection tour and put the equipment that hadn't been put away properly back in its place, he walked past the changing rooms. The showers were running and he decided to steer clear of the NSC members this time.


While he was still making a few notes, there was a knock on the door.


"Come in!" he shouted.


"Well, are you okay?" asked Walter, fully clothed.


"Yes, thank you. Everything's fine."


"Fine. That makes me happy. I just wanted to say a quick goodbye, the others have already left. They were a bit surprised why you left the hall so quickly. I then said that you had a bit of circulation problems."


"Thank you, that's nice of you. I hope you have a nice evening."


"I hope you do too, have a good rest," Walter smiled and left.
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