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Brian

Prologue

[image: ]




THE BRIGHT LIGHTS EDGING the field made it impossible to see the stands, but I knew he was there watching. 

I stood in those bright lights, the greasepaint dark under my eyes. The field was split up by the visor of my helmet. Then came the snap and the ball came back to me between the tight end's legs. Moments stretched out as I looked for my opening. I fainted left to toss the ball to the wide receiver and the opponents turned to rush him. I spotted the opening on the right and went for it. The air caught my lungs as I leaped forward into the end zone. I felt a rush of adrenaline and heard the muffled roar of the crowd.

I felt my teammates rush in and lift me off the ground. It was over, we won. The excited crowd, the band playing, the bright lights of the field filled me with an almost spiritual ecstasy. My teammates and I shook hands with the opposing team as we poured off the field. I pulled off my helmet and let the cool night air wick away the steaming sweat from my face and hair. 

"Nice play," one of my teammates said has I entered the locker room. He and the others smacked my ass as I passed. They were already in the process of pulling off their uniforms and heavy padding. The showers were already going, and I could hear the banging of lockers as my teammates pulled off their muddy uniforms to take home to wash. 

I sat down on a bench and caught my breath for a moment as the activity of the locker room swirled around me. I pulled off my cleats and looked around at my teammates in various states of undress. Tight asses, thick muscles, dicks flapping from side to side as they streamed up the aisles toward the cloud of steam billowing from the shower room. 

I tried to focus, tried not to think about those dicks on parade as I pulled off my uniform. My dick pressed into my jockstrap inside the cup as I pulled off my pants. The image of his handsome face, tongue out inches from my dick, flashed into my mind. I shook my head trying to dismiss the thought, it was dangerous in a place like this. 

I pulled down my cup and jock in one swift motion. My dick jumped out. It wasn't fully hard yet but on its way. I debated just getting dressed and leaving quickly, but the celebration of our victory was going on in the shower, and they were expecting their star quarterback to be in there with them. I tamped down the thoughts and gave my dick a hard squeeze to push the blood out of it. It rarely worked, but I had to do something. The slam of my locker door echoed in the now empty locker room. 

I heard the shouts and excited banter coming from within that concrete block room. My dick bounced and smacked my leg with each step. 

"There he is!" came the cry from one of my teammates near the entrance, waiting their turns for one of the shower nozzles spaced along the parameter wall. I willed my eyes to stay up and focused on the faces of those around me, but I couldn't help them flicking down to the wet skin and matted bushes, the dicks of various length and girth swinging free. I wasn't the only one that looked a little excited in that department. It wasn't a relief to know I wasn't the only one, it only seemed to compound my problem. I was getting hard and there seemed no way to stop it. When I'm fully hard, it presses into my abs and there is no hiding it. 

We were young and pumping full of hormones. It was more surprising that it didn't happen more often.

"That's our boy! Bet you can't wait to fuck Kelly tonight," he said, nodding at my hard dick. 

"Yeah right!" I laughed it off. I'd never fucked Kelly and wouldn't for years after that, but these guys didn't need to know that. I did my best to hide my hard dick, but my thoughts returned to him. 

Even though I couldn't see him, I knew he had been there, somewhere up in the bleachers he would have been watching. He was one of the few people that knew my secret. In my mind's eye, I saw him below me, sucking my dick. It felt so good, I was getting close. I shook the image from my head but trying to control my raging hormones was like trying to hold back the sea with a wall of sand. I took my spot at the next open shower, willing my hard dick to go down, feeling the red flush my face. 

I'd see him tomorrow. I'd feel his mouth on my dick again soon enough. 
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Chapter 1

Reunion
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"ARE YOU GOING TO THE reunion?" The message from Colin read. I'd barely gotten in the door after that surreal weekend visiting Junior at school for homecoming when he's messaged me. 

The letter was sitting on the kitchen counter when I got home. It was an invitation to our 25th high school reunion. I looked at the date. The first week in November. 

"I'll have to check with Kelly, I just walked in the door," I wrote back. Had it really been 25 years? I'd missed all the other reunions. We'd planned on going to our twentieth reunion, but a few days before it, my dad had a stroke and was in the hospital. I'd missed the other reunions, mostly because I was either deployed or living in Hawaii. It would have been too difficult to get back for them. Now we were only a few hours away, we could stay the night at a hotel. 

It would be nice to see the old gang. I'd kept in touch with a few friends on social media, but there were a few that had dropped off the radar completely. It would be good to find out what happened to them. 

"I'm planning on going. I hope you can make it," Colin had written back. That put a new spin on things. It would be nice to see him but also a little nerve racking given what we'd done. How would I act around him with Kelly there? I'd have to think things over. 

"Oh you're home," said Kelly, seeing me standing at the counter with the letter in my hand. 

"Just walked in the door," I said setting down my bag. 

"I got one too. It would be great to catch up with people since we've missed the others. Do you want to go?" She asked. 

"I don't know, I'd have to see if I can get off work," I said. 

"Is your friend Colin going?" She asked. I'd just been thinking of him, and her mention of his name startled me. 

"I don't know," I said, trying to control my emotions.

"We need to RSVP soon," she said. She seemed excited to go. I was a little more apprehensive. I'd have to work out how I was going to navigate seeing people I hadn't seen in decades. Seeing Colin didn't worry me, I'm sure he wouldn't say anything inappropriate, but there might be others there that knew my secrets, and I wasn't sure how they would behave. 

"How was homecoming?" Kelly asked. 

"It was good," I said, trying to think of what I could say about the weekend that wouldn't give away what really went on. 

"How is Junior settling in? I'm sorry I wasn't there," she said.

"He's doing great, he's really opening up" I said. 

"Is he getting along with his roommate? He seemed like such a nice boy," she said. I nearly laughed out loud, thinking about when I caught them fucking.

"Oh yeah, they seem to be getting along great," I said. 

"That's good. I remember how much I couldn't stand my first roommate in college. Remember Pat? She was such a slob. I had to switch rooms after the first semester," She said. 

I remembered Pat from that weekend I drove up to stay with Kelly. Pat seemed to hate all men, including me. It wasn't just men, it was most people. I was pretty sure she was a lesbian, which is probably the main reason Kelly wanted to change room assignments. 

"And he's making friends ok? I worry about how shy he is," she said. 

"No, he seemed to have lots of friends, I met a few of them," I said, and added "with benefits" in my head. 

"Oh good, I'm glad he's adjusting to college life. Has he found a good church to attend up there?" She asked. Here I was stumped at what to say. I knew Junior had struggled with the guilt and shame the church had instilled in him, just as I had. College seemed to be a way to break out of that guilt and let go of the religion forced on him by us. 

"I don't know," I said simply, though it was clear he wasn't going. 

"Oh, did he get the list of bible churches in the area," she asked.

"I'm sure he got the list," I reassured her. I'm also sure he deleted it or at the very least ignored it. 

"I'll have to ask him next time I call," she said.

"Good idea," I said knowing not to argue the point. Our paths had reversed in recent years. As she gravitated toward the church, I was moving further away from it. 

"You have work tonight, right?" She asked.

"Yeah, I was hoping to get a short nap in," I said.

"You hungry?" She asked.

"No, we had a big lunch. I'll just take a sandwich with me tonight," I said.

"Ok, good night," She said giving me a kiss. 

Stopped by Hannah's room on my way to bed. She was doing homework, but I told her that her brother said hi and that he misses her. 

"I miss the little brat too," she said with a smile. "He was so much better at trigonometry, ugh." 

"I'm not sure I'll be much help there, ask your mother," I said, yawning. I wanted to stay and help her with her math, but knew I needed to get some shut-eye, or I'd never make it through my shift. 

"It's ok, I'll figure it out," she said. I felt bad that I missed out on so much, working the hours that I did. I told myself it was for them, it was a tough job market. I was thankful to have a steady paycheck when so many didn't have that. 

I made my way to the bedroom, stripping out of my shirt as I went. I caught a whiff of Jim's cologne lingering from when he hugged me goodbye. I closed the bedroom door behind me and stripped off my shorts, knowing I wouldn't be disturbed for a few hours. 

I ran through the fading memories of the weekend, trying to hold on to those moments. I lingered on that kiss with Colin in the parking lot. It felt so freeing to kiss him out in the open. Though I had just seen him, I longed to be with him again. The next time I'd see him would probably be the reunion. But there would be no open displays of affection then. My feelings would have to remain buried deep. At least I had Tom next door to keep me occupied for now. 

I tugged at my exhausted dick. It felt as worn out as I was. It sometimes helped me to sleep if I have a good jerk off session. But given all the action it had seen over the weekend, he deserved some rest too. I let go and pulled the light sheet over me and pulled on my eye cover to shut out the late afternoon sun. 
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Chapter 2

Back to the Grind
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"HEY, HOW WAS HOMECOMING?" Tom asked the next time I saw him. I'd been back to work for the past couple of days. I was so exhausted Monday, I'd gone straight to bed. I didn't get up until Kelly came to wake me for the night shift again. The same pattern repeated the next few days as I got back into staying up all night and sleeping most of the day. 

"It was good," I said noncommittally. I debated what I would tell him. I doubted he'd get jealous. Though we liked each other's company a great deal, ours was a purely physical relationship. I'd told him about the camping trip, minus the parts involving Junior.

"Got to meet Junior's roommate's Uncle," I said, that was a mouthful to say, as much as he was a mouthful to suck. 

"Oh yeah?" Tom said.

"An incredibly hot ex-marine," I said, going through my phone to find a picture I'd snapped of him and Dave.

"Damn! They are both hot. I can see the resemblance," Tom said. 

"If you like that, I've got some more I know you'll enjoy," I said, going to my hidden folder. I found a picture Jim had sent me. It was shot from below, showing his massive dick and balls looming in front of him, with his thick pelt and bushy beard in the background. I showed it to Tom. 

"Fuck! Bet that thing could really mess you up!" He said, drawing in a sharp breath when he saw it. 

"I never got to test that theory. He mostly bottomed for us," I said.

"Damn! Wish I could have come along," Tom said. 

"We had quite the weekend," I said. 

"I'll say," Tom said.

"You're not jealous, are you?" I asked. 

"No, I was just stuck home doing the honey do list as usual," he said, punching my arm. "Oh, did you see someone bought the old Kiefer farm house?"

"I saw a truck parked out front as I was coming home. You know who bought it?" I asked.

"No, I haven't met them yet. I wish I could have bought it. I could have spent this time off renovating it." He said with a sign. 

"How is the job search going?" I asked. 

"I have another interview later this week. But I hate to give up the time we have the house to ourselves," he said.

"Be happy you have a buffer, I'd need to find a job next week if I lost this one. And even then, that would be a hardship. College is not cheap! And we have another one who will be wanting to go in a few years," I said. 

"Alice wants kids, but I don't know. I kinda like the freedom," Tom said.

"Best bad decision I never made. I wasn't ready when Junior came. He was what you might call an accident. But he is the best thing that has ever happened to me. I think you'd make an awesome dad," I said wistfully.

"Maybe in a few years, not right now," he said. "Did Dave ... that's his roommate's name, right? Did he know you were fucking his uncle?" Tom asked.

"They actually caught us in the shower afterward," I blurted out. I've been wanting to tell someone, and he was the only one I could trust. 

"Fuck no!" Tom said.

"Yeah! They got the maid to let them in just as we were getting cleaned up to meet them for breakfast. I was in a towel, but poor Jim was buck naked," I said. 

"And Dave saw him naked!" He said. 

"Yup, they were both mortified," I said, leaving out the followup to that episode. 
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