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Chapter One: Andrew




I tried not to let my disgust show on my face as I opened our hotel room door and entered. The room was fine — it was nice, really — my disgust had more to do with my roommate than the room itself.

I’d drawn the short straw, figuratively speaking. Being only the assistant coach for the baseball team meant that due to our odd numbers, I was forced to share a room with one of the players. That player being Cole Matthews. I’m sure he felt the same as me about being forced to share a room.

Cole was one of the stars in the college baseball circuit. Not quite the top player in the division, but certainly the best at Liberty College. He had one hell of a pitching arm. But he was a miserable asshole. And I would be spending the next four nights with him.

I hefted my duffel bag off my shoulder and dropped it on the bed by the window. I opened the curtains to find the wonderful view of ... a dingy parking lot and the high rise next door. The fact that the sky was darkening and just made everything look even dirtier certainly didn’t help.

Cole made some sort of scoffing sound, clearly laced with disgust, but I did my best to ignore it. I didn’t know if it was a sound aimed at the view, the room, me, or my choice of beds. Frankly, I didn’t care. Cole could go fuck himself.

Putting on my best smile, I turned around and clapped then rubbed my hands together. “So,” I said, trying to come up with something — anything — to say. I had nothing.

Cole rolled his eyes. “This place is a shithole.”

I refrained from sighing. “It’s not so bad. Yeah, the view’s not great, but we’re not here for that.”

“Did you see the pool?” Cole asked, dropping his two duffel bags on his bed.

“No.”

“Exactly. There isn’t one.”

I blinked slowly, trying to dissipate my exasperation in the brief moment my eyes were closed. “We’re not here for a pool. We’re here to play baseball.”

Cole wandered around, checking out the place — flipping switches, testing the TV remote, ducking his head in the bathroom. He was half a head taller than me and had a slim frame packed with tight muscle; even though I hated him, I could recognize his attractiveness. “True, but wouldn’t you want to soak in a hot tub or do a few laps in the pool after a long day of baseball?”

Though I wasn’t going to say it out loud, I had to concede his point. I decided to change topics. “We’ll make the best of it,” I said. Sometimes I wanted to kick myself — and this was one of those times. We’ll make the best of it? God, I sound like an idiot.

“Whatever,” Cole said. He climbed onto his bed, not bothering to take off his dirty shoes, and started fiddling with something on his phone.

Not wanting to bother pursuing conversation — because it was all pointless anyway — I sat on my bed and similarly fiddled with my phone. I had no important emails and no social media notifications worth checking in on, but I kept doing mindless stuff on my phone, just so I wouldn’t have to bother with making more small talk with Cole. This tournament couldn’t be over soon enough.

As I flipped through the screens on my phone, I almost instinctively tapped on the Grindr icon, but caught myself before actually logging in. Though I was curious who was nearby and was always up for some chat, I didn’t want to log in around the team in case any of them were gay and on the app. And I certainly didn’t need Cole glancing over at me and seeing a dick pic. I was pretty sure Cole was homophobic. If anything, that was likely the source of the extra attitude he gave me. Somehow, he knew I was gay and was giving me a rough time because of it. The last person I wanted to accidentally out myself to was Cole, even if he was so goddamn gorgeous.

Some deep down part of me was secretly glad that Cole and I were sharing a room. I’d seen a bit of skin in the locker room when I followed Coach Randall in there, but I’d love to see more. I could use some Cole imagery for my spank bank. In my mental fantasies, I could dominate him and fuck that attitude out of him, turning him into the perfect submissive cockslut.

Damn, I’m already getting hard. I tried to force my thoughts off Cole and onto something decidedly less sexy; I didn’t want Cole to see my growing bulge and get all homophobic about it.

I pulled my duffel bag closer and zipped it open, pulling out my coaching binder. Randall, the head coach, was in charge of strategy, and my role was to assist him, to record and keep track of our stats, and to analyze the stats of the rival teams. With my supplemental knowledge and understanding, I could help Randall make better decisions and plan more competitive strategy.

I flipped through some of the pages, reviewing the spreadsheets of stats. I knew most of these stats by heart already — I knew the players we’d face almost as well as I knew our own— but I needed something to distract myself from the maddening and sexy presence of Cole.

Some time later, Cole let out another disgusted sound and I did my best not to roll my eyes. “I’m going out with the guys,” he said. He got off his bed and came to me. “Gimme the spare key.”

With him this close, I could smell his slightly sweaty body and almost felt the heat emanating off of it. I deliberately chose not to look up into his gorgeous eyes, knowing that I’d get lost in them, but also that they’d be full of disgust or anger or something. I pulled the second key out of the little envelope the girl at the registration desk had given me.

I handed him the keycard and for a brief moment our fingertips brushed ... until he snapped his hand back toward him, keycard fully in his grip. He turned around and left without a word.

Collapsing back on the bed, landing in the pile of pillows behind me, I let out an exasperated sigh. These four nights are going to be torture.




• • •




An hour later, I was semi-hammered.

Randall and I had wandered down the street to find a bar to have a few drinks. The other coach that had accompanied us, Bob, had stayed in the room he shared with Randall, claiming travel fatigue.

Randall and I had wandered into O’Grady’s, an Irish pub a block from our hotel. We ordered a couple pints of Guinness and a tray of fries and chatted about the coming baseball tournament.

But since we’d already been discussing this for weeks, we were soon rehashing all of our old conversation topics, repeatedly going over points we’d discussed to the death. And all the while, we kept guzzling Guinness. By the time I downed my second pint, I knew I was in trouble.

“What about you, Andrew?” Randall asked after a long retelling of him and his wife watching their daughter’s ballet recital. “Any special women in your life? I feel like I don’t know that side of you.”

“No,” I said. “No, I’m g—” I cut myself off before outing myself. We worked for a Christian college, so being gay would be a career-ending thing for me. Damn that Guinness and my lowered inhibitions. “I’m single,” I said, hoping he didn’t catch the first syllable of “gay” that I’d accidentally let out. Normally, I’d be nervous and sweating profusely at having almost lost my job over a simple word, but right now I was too buzzed to really care.

Randall leaned back in his seat and kind of squinted at me. I felt like I was under a microscope. “I should set you up with Linda’s cousin, Beth. She’s about your age, single, works as a nurse. You’d be a good fit. You’re close to her age, like, thirty, right?”

“Sure,” I said, starting on my third Guinness. I’d been set up on dates before and had perfected the art of being utterly boring on the first date. I’ve never seen a woman for a second date.

Randall smiled. “Perfect.” He chugged the last of his Guinness — only his second — and wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve. “Well, that’s last call for me,” he said. “You ready to walk back?”

I held up my pint glass, still two-thirds full. “I’ve still got a ways to go,” I told him. “But head on back and I’ll find my way to my bed soon enough.”

“Fair enough,” Randall said. He shimmied out of the booth and slapped my shoulder as he walked past me. “Make sure you’re sober tomorrow morning.”

Before I could offer any kind of retort, he’s gone. I leaned back in my seat and slid toward the corner, to where it’s a little darker. The authentic Irish feel of this pub — or at least as authentic as I think it is considering I’ve never been to Ireland — somehow made me feel relaxed and at ease.

Maybe it’s the feeling of ease or maybe it’s the beer numbing my judgment, but I pulled my phone out of my pocket and opened Grindr. My screen is instantly filled with blank profiles and shirtless, headless torsos. Different city, same crowd, really. I tried to stifle my disappointment and shoved my phone back in my pocket.

Normally, a work trip was the perfect time for some dick. Being away from the small college town and its gossip mill was the prime time to bury myself in ass. But this trip was different — there’s no way I can sneak away from two coaches and thirteen players to get some ass.

As thoughts of my long dry spell only getting longer percolated through my semi-drunken mind, a burst of raucous noise exploded through the air. I dipped my head to the side to see around the edge of the booth and suddenly felt an urge to shrink down and hide. At least half the team just wandered in — and by the looks of it, they were even more blitzed than I was.

And at the front of the group, cheeks rosy with alcohol, was Cole.

I shrank back into the darkened corner of the booth again, hoping to remain entirely unseen. However, the placement of my booth was unfortunate, as the side of it faced the bar and there was a large empty space in front of it. An empty space immediately filled — of course — with six drunken college baseball players.

I tried to turn slightly away from them, like there was something immensely interesting on the painted brick wall on the other side of me. Even as I did, I heard the words “Coach Andrew!” shouted through the air with jubilation.

Doing my best to not sigh in disappointment or to let the distress show in my eyes, I turned to face them. “Oh, hi, guys!”

“Drink with us, Coach Andrew!” Tyson said, his cheeks redder than most.

What all of the boys seem to have forgotten in their drunken stupor that with them representing a Christian college, they had signed paperwork that stated they would not get drunk or act inappropriately while representing the school. Of course, Randall and I had signed the same paperwork, so I certainly wasn’t a saint.

“I don’t think I should,” I said, giving my head a little shake, but also giving them a small smile so they hopefully wouldn’t fear I’d rat them out to administration ... if any of them were even clear-headed enough to consider such a thing. Eventually, my gaze found Cole’s. His eyes were smoldering with anger, directed entirely at me. “I should really head back to the hotel,” I said.

A bunch of the guys made aww sounds, but my attention was fully on Cole, who seemed to set his jaw harder as his gaze grew sharper. As I downed the last of my beer, taking half a glass in a few big gulps, I shimmied out of the booth.

“Booth’s all yours, too,” I said.

Several of the guys pleaded for me to stay with them, to have one more beer, but Cole interrupted with, “Let him go, guys.” This seemed to shut down the pleas. Cole turned his back on me and ordered his drink from the bar.

I gave them one last friendly smile and a wave, then started walking toward the exit. My steps wove a little as it sunk in just how drunk I was. And I knew it was soon going to get worse with that last half-pint I just chugged.

Out on the street, I shivered and rubbed my arms. Though it was early summer, the evenings were still cool. I shoved my hands in my pockets and trudged down the sidewalk, feeling drunker with every step I took. Eventually, I did make it back to the hotel and up to the room. I collapsed onto my bed and held my head for a long moment — a deep headache was setting in. This was going to be a rough night.

I sighed and leaned back into the pillows and stared at the ceiling.

Fuck, I’m so horny. I often got hard when drunk. Alcohol somehow turned on my libido.

Perhaps with alcohol dulling my decision making processes, I pulled my phone out of my pocket, called up PornHub, and quickly found my way to a dom/sub video. I could get off before Cole got back — he’d be a while longer.

I undid my jeans and shoved them down my thighs, along with my briefs. My cock flopped against my stomach. I grabbed it and gave it a few tentative strokes — already, that felt amazing. I repositioned myself so I could comfortably hold the phone, then hit play.

The hunk on the video had a twink strapped down on a bench, his ass exposed. He struck the twink’s ass with a leather belt, the sound of leather cracking against flesh coming harsh and loud from the phone. But each strap of the belt only made me harder. After a little more ass punishment, the hunk then started shoving a fat dildo up the twink’s ass, making him moan and squirm and gasp in pain — but beg for more — and soon the hunk had the twink’s ass wide open.

I stroked through all of this. Each moan of submission from the twink and each grunt of domination from the hunk brought me one step closer to orgasm. I was so close already to losing my control and shooting my load.

A rattling interrupted me, resounding through the room. I stared wide-eyed and slack-jawed at the door. Someone was trying to come in. My heart beat heavy and hard and felt like it was lodged in my throat. I quickly shut off my phone and pulled my pants up, zipping them closed right as the door swung open and Cole entered.

He paused in the doorway, wavered, and looked at me. He had such anger and resentment in his eyes. Fuck, like, seriously. Of all the players, why did I get stuck with him?

Cole closed the door behind him, wavered again, then stumbled toward his bed. But instead of collapsing on his mattress, he came around it and stood in front of me. I looked up at him. God, he was drunk — and I wasn’t much better than him.

“Cole?” I asked after he’d been standing there for what felt like minutes, just staring at me, not saying anything.

The look in his eyes was no longer anger and resentment, but I couldn’t figure it out. He didn’t say anything, didn’t respond to me.

Then, before I could even process what was happening, he leaned forward, put his hand behind my head and kissed me. His mouth was soft and warm, tasting like all kinds of alcohol. I didn’t respond at first, but then he kissed me deeper, pressing his tongue into my mouth.

I let out a soft groan and he took that as permission to get closer. He climbed onto the bed with me, straddling my legs. I put my hands behind his head, ran my fingers through his soft hair, and kissed him back. I shouldn’t be doing this, I kept telling myself. But I was too drunk to care.
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