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CHAPTER ONE

 There's No
Love in Basketball

 



Keyon Miller was distracted during the game, by
thoughts of love and romance, and dreams of Valentine's Days he
hoped to share in the future with somebody special. He danced up
and down the court, dribbling, passing, shooting, making layups and
bounce passes and dunking. He even shouted at the ref, all on
autopilot as his mind stayed fixated on his true love. He heard
Coach Jackson yelling at him to get his head in the game, but he
didn't listen. It wasn't really an important game anyway, and he
was doing well enough.

None of this seemed important when there was
love in the air, in his heart.

Gargoyle sat in a seat near the bench. In
those precious moments when Keyon was on the sidelines, Gargoyle
snuck him water and words of encouragement whispered in his ear,
friendly, celibate pats on the back like an old pal. Coach Jackson
made Gargoyle and the rest of the players' posses sit a few rows
back, but Gargoyle managed to get closer when Keyon was there on
the bench.

As far as anyone could see, that was all that
happened -- Gargoyle came closer to be near and to encourage his
friend. Gargoyle was just a buddy, or maybe a bodyguard or
something like that.

Keyon hated that he couldn't come out of the
closet. He knew the All-Strong Basketball League wasn't ready for
an openly gay player, even now in 1999, and his family certainly
wasn't either. So until at the very least his grandmother died,
Keyon felt duty-bound to pretend to be straight.

After the game -- which his team won handily
-- Keyon celebrated in the locker room with his teammates.
Surrounded by black and brown flesh, swinging cocks bouncing with
every jubilant jump, Keyon struggled to remain calm. He had had to
cover up more than a few inconvenient erections, and had even
hinted to his teammates that he took Viagra to keep it up with
chicks, so that he could refer to that as an explanation for a
boner that won't go away if it ever became necessary. It hadn't
been an issue since transferring to the Detroit Wolverines two
years ago though -- the closer he got to Gargoyle, the less
interest he had in anyone else, even the sexy hunks on his team --
and he had developed quite a bit of control over his
cock.
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