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    Steve 
 
      
 
    Spying on his basketball coach while he was in the locker room shower probably wasn’t the best idea. Actually, scratch that, it was a downright terrible idea. But Steve was horny. 
 
    As a freshman, he knew better than to do this. If the guys on the college team had any idea that he was into guys, his life would be over. And not just guys…but a teacher! 
 
    Forget about staying on the team if anyone found out. If his friends knew he’d faked being straight this whole time, they would disown him right there and then. And that wasn’t even the worst part.  
 
    The worst part was what would happen if his dad found out. Steve shook where he stood as he thought on this. He knew he’d pay the consequences. Hot steam filled the locker room, making Steve sweat and pant as he thought about the bruises he still had from the last time his father had beat him up. 
 
    Growing up, Steve had managed to hide his bruises and broken bones from both friends and teachers. No one knew, except for his best friend Dennis, of course; he couldn’t lie to him. To everyone else, Steve simply said he got them from playing streetball. It was an easy lie to swallow. It almost felt like people would rather think that than know the truth. 
 
    As Steve inched shirtless past the rows of metal lockers, closer to the shower, using the thick blanket of steam to hide himself, he tried to take a better look. Again, he reminded himself that he shouldn’t be doing this, only to remember that right now he had no other place to go—just the trailer with his drunk dad and his little brother. 
 
    If he could get his act together, make some extra cash somehow, then maybe he could move himself and his brother out of their neighborhood and into something else. That was all he wanted; a way to help his brother have a better life than he had had. 
 
    Still hiding behind the lockers, Steve pulled up his black basketball jersey shorts and sighed. Thank goodness he’d gotten a sports scholarship, but even that barely covered his expenses. 
 
    Basketball, football, track—he was good at it all. Sports were his passion and he worked hard at them. But even as he did, he found that something was missing. That was someone to share his passion with. He knew people who had girlfriends that came and cheered for them when they competed, and although girls weren’t his bag, he found himself constantly getting jealous. 
 
    But then again, maybe now wasn’t the time for a partner, regardless of how much he wanted one. Steve didn’t think he was bright enough for anything academic, and he knew that if he weren’t such an amazing athlete, he’d never have had this shot at a better life. Maybe it was better to stay single so he could concentrate…regardless of how hard that was. He had to make this work. Steve couldn’t even count the days he’d had to go hungry so his brother would have something to eat. 
 
    The sound of the shower beads bouncing off the grey tile floor echoed throughout the locker room, bringing his thoughts back to the present. Steve suddenly remembered where he was as his heart beat faster. 
 
    He’d only take a quick look, he decided. He needed something else to think of besides his problems. 
 
    His problems. Goodness, they were insurmountable. He’d need more than a small distraction if he was to stop thinking about them. For now, Steve was stuck where he was. Thank goodness for his team. Not only to escape his problems, but to provide a way out, a future. 
 
    If he could become a professional ball player, whether it be basketball, football—anything—then he could make his and his brother’s lives better. 
 
    Idiot, he needed to jack off. Nothing released stress more than palming his thick cock, and considering the view, he’d never have a better time. He probably shouldn’t have done it in the locker room. If he got caught, he couldn’t even imagine what the consequences would be. But all the guys were gone, and the thick steam covered up just about everything in sight…well, almost everything. 
 
    He bit his lip as he inched closer to the shower, past the pile of dirty towels, only a few feet from the view. It was beyond dangerous, but Steve was past the point of thinking clearly. 
 
    His new coach had been on his mind for a long time, no matter how much he’d fought it. He was such a hot older man, too. Probably in his early 40s with salt-and-pepper hair, a greying beard, and a thick mustache. The way he walked and talked radiated a macho energy that intimidated and excited Steve at the same time. He’d never met anyone like him before. 
 
    No matter how much he’d tried to push the thought of being with him out of his mind, Coach James kept creeping back in. Those dark eyebrows that framed his menacing eyes, giving him the appearance of being able to read your thoughts and your soul, were impossible to look away from. 
 
    It was because he was afraid of what he would do if faced with this perfect specimen that Steve kept away from Coach James…until now. Now, alone in the locker room, he peeked around the corner, watching the silhouette of the well-built man soaping up. 
 
    Even in the shadows, he could see the older man’s huge biceps and triceps, his taut chest, thick, muscular thighs, and his mammoth cock swinging about. 
 
    Steve shouldn’t have done this. It was wrong. The last thing this student needed was to get caught by the coach and kicked off the team. The Forrest Hill Beavers were everything to Steve, and the closest thing to a family that he’d ever had. And on top of that, they were his only way out of a life that he hated, one that he knew he was better than. 
 
    And yet, as Steve’s cock swelled in his pants, trying to burst from their containment as he watched his coach, his hand instinctually slid from its place by his side and wrapped around it. He wanted to comfort it, to show it who was boss…something he did far too often. 
 
    Despite how well-liked he was by his teammates, he couldn’t help but feel incredibly lonely, too. There was no one to really talk to, no one he could be himself with. He had to put on a macho front 24/7, faking being into girls and one-night stands, when in his heart of hearts, what he really wanted was one special guy to settle down with. 
 
    He may have looked like a tough guy, but he was really a true romantic. He wanted someone he could be himself with, someone he could dream with, who’d have his back. Someone to watch him compete and encourage him when he failed. He wanted the missing piece to make himself whole. 
 
    He sighed again, knowing that it was impossible; he’d never have that. If he was lucky, he’d find some girl he could tolerate. As much as he hated himself for it, the last thing he wanted was to be pinpointed as a homo. That alone would ruin his career. Better to live a life he could tolerate in secret than one he hated out in the open. 
 
    As if he only just realized what he was doing, Steve quickly took his hand off his raging hard-on. Hot as the older man looked soaping up in the shower, he had to get out of here before he busted a nut and it was too late. Imagine if he were caught in the middle of jerking off? He’d never live it down. 
 
    Panicked at the thought, he spun around, accidently knocking over a dirty towel cart that he hadn’t even known was there. 
 
    Clang! The noise rang out through the empty room like a trumpet announcement. 
 
    Idiot. 
 
    Steve pressed his back flat against the wall, catching his breath as he listened for a reaction to the sound. Had he been caught? 
 
    Thinking fast, he realized that he had to go around the back way. Maybe then he could get out without anyone seeing him.  
 
    Opening his navy-blue locker carefully, he grabbed his bag, throwing it on his back as he made for the exit. His heart pounded as he did, and he held his breath the whole way as if the very act of breathing might alert the coach to his presence. He didn’t even have time to put his shirt on. 
 
    He was only inches from the door when a booming voice echoed through the locker room like a clap of thunder. “You like watching other dudes?” 
 
    Steve froze. 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    Believe it or not, it wasn’t the first time Coach James had noticed one of the students watching him. And, not to sound arrogant, but he really couldn’t blame them. Young people were curious, after all, and he knew how good he looked. Usually he would have ignored the situation entirely, but this student in particular was incredibly hot. 
 
    Coach James peered through the locker, waiting for the steam to clear. And as it did, Steve’s light-colored eyes, chiseled features, and strong jawline appeared, as if he were a creature materializing through the mist. 
 
    He was only about 20 years old, but he looked more mature, more developed. That was what a lifetime of playing sports and working out did to a kid. James would have been lying, too, if he said he hadn’t purposefully caught Steve changing before in the corner of his eye. 
 
    Coach James was passionate about helping young people, and it was because of this that he had always kept his interests private. He was 100% professional, and didn’t want to risk doing anything that would compromise that. 
 
    But in this case, it was harder than ever. With his shirt off, muscles rippling, hard pink nipples on display, and his big blue eyes wide open, Steve looked completely vulnerable and prime for the picking. It was as if he had been placed there as some form of forbidden temptation. 
 
    James tried to keep his mind from fantasizing about the wrestling sessions they could have. He’d take Steve by the waist, throwing him to the ground as they’d see who landed on top. 
 
    “I…I…I was just…” said Steve, babbling. James tried to hide his smile. The more vulnerable the guy was, the more it turned him on. 
 
    James crossed his arms in mock anger, enjoying the way that he intimidated the young stud. “Uh-huh.” He let those words hang in the air, adding to the mounting tension as Steve struggled to respond. 
 
    This school had pretty strict guidelines when it came to this kind of thing. James figured that at the very least he might be able to scare the kid straight. In the long run, he would be better for it. 
 
    Living in the closet wasn’t an easy thing to do. If the kid was merely curious, he ought to be more careful. 
 
    “Please don’t say anything. I didn’t mean anything by it,” Steve said, swallowing.  
 
    Maybe it was something innocent? Maybe the kid had purely been on his way out, only stopping to see who remained behind? But still, James’s curiosity got the best of him, and he just had to know. 
 
    Narrowing his eyes at Steve, James asked, “You do this sort of thing often? Watch other dudes?” 
 
    “I…not usually…” said Steve, bowing his head and scratching the tile floor with his white gym shoes. He looked absolutely pitiful…and James loved it. Not to mention how ambiguous his response had been. Not usually? That meant this wasn’t the first time, and probably wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    He sighed. Steve was definitely interested in men, and he knew how hard that was for athletes. “You know a lot of guys would beat you up for that sort of thing,” James warned. 
 
    He didn’t want to sound like his father or anything, but he really cared about young people, especially young gay ones. He knew their struggles and the usual pitfalls of being in that situation. The least he could do was try and help. 
 
    Steve’s eyes met his. “I think I can hold my own,” he said, his jaw clenching. 
 
    James cracked a smile, impressed by the kid’s moxie. He tried not to look the young man up and down, wanting to hold his stare to show him that he wasn’t kidding around. But his eyes unconsciously settled on his crotch. “Bet you could. Big guy like yourself.” 
 
    He had to get away. Even saying that much to him was dangerous. His cock swelled at the thought of what he’d like to do with him, of what he could do with that ample bulge showing in Steve’s pants. 
 
    He turned and walked away, content with leaving things how they were. He’d done his job and warned the kid off. He hoped. 
 
    “Wait. What happens next?” asked Steve, calling after him.  
 
    James realized that maybe he hadn’t done his job as well as he’d thought. He really had to put the fear of God in Steve, give him pause the next time he tried looking at another dude in the locker room. 
 
    “What do you think is going to happen?” asked the coach over his shoulder, a half smile curving on his face as he continued toward his locker room office. 
 
    Steve cleared his throat. “You’re not going to say anything, are you?” he asked, the waver in his voice indicating how terrified he was. “Please.” 
 
    James knew he shouldn’t make the guy suffer like this. He stopped in his tracks, turned around, and asked, “What?” 
 
    Steve’s voice went up an octave. “I’ll do anything you want, anything.” 
 
    The coach arched his eyebrow. “Oh?” James’s cock twitched at the possibilities of what those six simple words could mean…and what he could do with them. 
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    Steve 
 
      
 
    “Be careful with my balls,” the coach said, his husky voice rumbling through the near-empty basketball gym like a storm over the ocean. 
 
    As petrified as Steve was of what the coach might do, he was also incredibly turned on. 
 
    The way the man held his ground with a quiet confidence, that smirk on his face that told Steve that he was in control and wasn’t about to let it go, and the fact that he hadn’t been even a little bit put out when he’d discovered that he was being watched in the shower—it all made Steve in awe of him. There was a man that Steve could look up to. 
 
    “That’s all I have to do?” Steve asked, crossing his arms. He took a deep breath of the sweat-scented, humid air; the smell of cleaning supplies mixed with male sweat was one that constantly lingered over gym. He tried not to look at the handsome man for too long, but it was hard. 
 
    In an attempt to distract himself, he looked around the large gym where they held their games. It wasn’t in the best shape, and definitely needed some TLC—basketball nets needed to be fixed, floors were scuffed, bleachers were worn out. 
 
    But, as if a magnetic force were controlling him, his eyes again met the older man’s and that smirk appeared again. “Can you handle all of it?” the coach asked. “Don’t tell me it’s your first time.” 
 
    Hot nerves shot through Steve. Why was it that everything the older man said gave him butterflies? “No, sir, but…it’s a lot to handle,” Steve said. 
 
    Coach James stepped closer, the floorboards creaking beneath his heavy steps as the scent of his sweet musk filled Steve’s nostrils and made his cock twitch. “You scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours. I’m all about the win-win,” said the older man in a low tone, as if he were whispering. 
 
    Steve cleared his throat. He didn’t want the man to know how attracted he was, and he knew that every second he spent around the older man only increased the likelihood of that happening. And still, as much as a part of him said to turn and run away, something about Coach James drew him in. 
 
    “So, um…all I need to do is help you out after class?” asked Steve, trying to keep his voice level. 
 
    Coach James nodded, looking him up and down. “And weekends,” the coach confirmed. The man reeked of masculine sexuality. Everything he did turned Steve on. From the way he held himself to the way he spoke. From the way he held his unwavering gaze to the very way that he stood. Steve had never been intimidated by any man before. But still, he would be lying if he said he didn’t like it. 
 
    “Cleaning up, organizing, planning for games…” continued James, sliding his hand up and down the racks slow and steady. Steve watched the hands wrap around the metal beams, gulping.  
 
    Steve’s imagination stirred further as he kept his eyes on the man’s tough hands and the way they gripped the racks. He wondered how they’d feel all over his body, how the scruff of his salt-and-pepper beard would feel between his legs. 
 
    Steve scratched his sneakers on the gym floor. “And no one has to know?” 
 
    The older man pressed his hand into his shoulder. “It’ll be just between us as long as—” 
 
    “As long as what?” asked Steve, becoming nervous again. The man must have wanted something in return. Why was he playing with him like this? Maybe he also…no. That was impossible. 
 
    Everybody wanted something, and what he wanted was probably totally innocent. 
 
    Coach James’s voice lowered and he locked eyes with Steve. “As long as you do what you’re told.” 
 
    Steve gulped again as the lump returned to his throat. The idea of having to follow orders, ones that didn’t make sense to him, both annoyed and turned Steve on. He lifted his chin in defiance. “I don’t tend to do that.” 
 
    That sexy half smile appeared again, making Steve’s knees shake. “Oh, you’ll learn…one way or another,” said the coach, and Steve’s cock didn’t miss the opportunity to show its support. 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    Steve turned out to be a harder worker than James had expected. He cleaned the bleachers, scraped the gum off the seats, refilled the basketballs with air, and relined the basketball nets. James was impressed, to say the least. 
 
    Initially, he tried to convince himself that he only kept an eye on him while he checked the inventory on his clipboard, just to make sure that nothing went missing. But the coach couldn’t deny he snuck a peek at Steve when he could. 
 
    Something about how the sweat-drenched clothes outlined that tight body, or how Steve looked whenever he would bend over to pick up a ball, caused James’s mind to instantly go to sex. Every dang time, and it was slowly driving him insane. 
 
    It was wrong and dangerous. Worse than that, even. Not only was it risky being exposed as gay in a small town like this, but it put his job, his career, and his reputation at risk. It was all a recipe for disaster, and James should have known better. But try as he might, he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    The boy was that hot and it was as simple as that. 
 
    Shaking his head as he pulled his eyes from the young man one more time, he knew that he had to get his mind off of Steve and on his job. He sucked in some stale gym air and tried to clear his thoughts. 
 
    He loved sports, and loved the court especially. The swoosh of the ball, the squeak of the players’ shoes as they ran up and down the court, the hollow echo of their grunts as they played. And more than that, even. The tactics behind the game, that it was more than brute strength or physical force. He loved it all. 
 
    “Coach,” Steve said, jogging up to him. “Finished. Anything else you want me to do?” 
 
    James’s cock sprung up at the thought. “I’m sure I can come up with a few things.” He bit his tongue as the suggestive words came out. He shouldn’t have said that, but he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    He loved the way the young man blushed when he said things with a double entendre. And knowing that the kid found him attractive—heck, he’d caught him watching him—only made it harder. He ought to change the subject, and fast. 
 
    “I’ve been watching you during practices. You’re a blasted good athlete,” said James, putting his clipboard on his side. 
 
    Steve may not have been the fastest or jumped the highest, but he had a tenacity, heart, and passion for the game that the other players lacked. Anyone could learn the skills; it was the love that couldn’t be taught. 
 
    “Thanks, Coach,” said Steve, smiling for the first time, that perfect set of teeth flashing. The expression made James’s heart flipflop as he gripped the clipboard a little too hard, almost breaking it in half. 
 
    Steve, not noticing, grabbed a bottle of water and unscrewed it. Sucking on that bottle didn’t help, either. It only made James’s imagination go places it shouldn’t. Why was this so hard? 
 
     He cleared his throat as if to wash his dirty thoughts away. “On the court earlier today, that was one heck of a double penetration.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Steve said, licking his lips as water dribbled down them. 
 
     James only just realized what he’d said and blushed a little, wondering how the younger man would respond to that obviousness. 
 
    “You like that?” asked the coach. He couldn’t help himself. Never one with the strongest willpower, he just couldn’t resist the temptation to push the button further, see how he responded. It wasn’t professional, but something about Steve made him want to go to the edge. Something told him that it would be worth it in the end. 
 
    Steve blushed. “What?” he said, his voice rising up an octave. 
 
    The coach stepped in closer, towering over the younger man now. He was aware of his physical dominance over Steve and aimed to use it to his advantage. But as he did, he realized that, again, it probably wasn’t the greatest of ideas, as the heat and scent from Steve’s body made James hard.  
 
    “Penetrating?” asked James, his sly smile suggestive. 
 
    Steve couldn’t even look at him as his face remained the same red hue it had gone earlier. “Um…uh, sometimes.” He chugged some more water from his bottle, and the liquid trailed down from his full lips to his chin and down his throat. 
 
    Watching that throat go to work, James wanted nothing more than to see his own milk do the same. He licked his bottom lip, wondering if Steve had caught on to what he’d asked. He couldn’t afford to be too obvious…but maybe that wasn’t the best way to go? 
 
    Resting his arm against the concrete wall, James looked Steve up and down purposefully. “That’s good. You just got to work on filling that hole,” James said. He had to push even more now. 
 
    Steve coughed up the water from his bottle, the liquid dribbling down his chin. “What?” 
 
    He stepped closer to Steve, loving how his body sized up the closer he got. The more vulnerable the young man got, the more it turned him on. “When you’re on the court, you gotta fill that hole. You’re letting too many men in.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” The word sir sent a shiver down James’s spine as he got hard, real hard. His imagination filled with the positions he’d make the guy do, pumping into him, spreading that bubble butt apart, licking all its goodness. All the while having the kid call him sir, begging for more. 
 
    Steve held his position, tension building between the two men until James won the staredown and Steve stepped back. As he did, he lifted up his arm, revealing a nasty bruise that Steve had been trying to hide. “Ow.” 
 
    James arched his eyebrow as he spotted the bruise. It looked like Steve had been in a brawl or something. Although that thought turned him on, he realized that that couldn’t be it. He hadn’t noticed any marks on Steve’s fists. “What happened here?” 
 
    Steve suddenly became a whole different type of nervous, swallowing and clearing his throat several times before answering. “I…just…fell down the stairs the other day. I’m cool.” That didn’t ring true to James at all. Something else was clearly the cause of those wounds. 
 
    He crossed his arms and studied Steve, looking him straight in the eye. Making sure that Steve knew just how serious he was being. “You don’t strike me as someone who’s uncoordinated. Quite the opposite, actually.” 
 
    Steve shrugged. It was clear by the way he shifted back and forth, refusing to meet James’s eye, that he was uncomfortable about the topic. “I…it was stupid, wasn’t paying attention.” Everything in James’s gut told him it was a lie, but why? What could have caused the bruise, and why lie about it, anyway? Very odd. 
 
    Something about this strong young man seemed terrified. Thoughts of that only served to remind him of his own upbringing, one which hadn’t been the best. His dad used to beat him to a pulp just for fun, and even though he knew that it was stupid, he had always been too ashamed to admit it. 
 
    “Everything cool at home?” asked James. He’d overheard Steve talking to his friends one day about still living at home, and with his own past haunting him, his natural inclination was to assume that things weren’t quite right at his house. 
 
    “Why do you ask?” Steve asked nervously. Turning away, Steve shifted back and forth again as if he wanted to tell James more, but at the same time couldn’t. Yes, he thought, that’s got to be it. It broke his heart to think about. 
 
    James sighed, lifting the young man’s chin so their eyes would meet. “If there’s ever anything you want to talk about—” 
 
    Steve turned his head and blushed. “I’m cool, okay? I just…I should get going.” 
 
    Steve used the moment to take a few steps back, as if the gap would make everything better. James, not making a move to follow, called out to him. “Tell you what, you want to make some extra cash?” 
 
    Steve, stopping, turned around as his face lit up. “Sure, how?” 
 
    James stuffed his hands in his pockets, making sure to say his next words very carefully. It had been fun toying with the kid, but now wasn’t the time. “I’ve got some stuff that needs to be done around my house tomorrow. What do you say you come over and help me out?” 
 
    Letting students into his private life was dangerous. But this was more important than that. James’s heart bled for Steve, and by the look of the worn clothes he wore around campus, he knew that he could use some bucks. When it was all said and done, James had gotten into this job to help youths. Since he was a natural athlete, he had always tried to do that through sport and coaching. But now that he saw another way, well, he knew that he wouldn’t forgive himself if he didn’t at least offer. 
 
    “You’d do that for me?” Steve asked, the glint in his eye returning. 
 
    James smiled, unable to help himself. “Whatever you need.” 
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    Steve 
 
      
 
    “Then, how do I do it, Stevie?” Steve’s little redheaded brother, Kenny, asked. He sat next to him on the little trailer couch, his pencil and math homework in Steve’s face, face pouting as he tried to wrangle fake sympathy. 
 
    “You just want me to do your homework for you,” said Steve, rubbing the top of his head. He wasn’t buying his little brother’s act for a second. 
 
    Kenny laughed mischievously. “No, I don’t.” 
 
    Steve playfully narrowed his eyes at him, rolling his fingers like tentacles as he arched up, getting ready to attack. “I’m going to tickle you to death if you don’t do your work.” 
 
    Kenny giggled some more. “No!” Steve leapt at his little brother, giving him a tickle attack anyway. The younger boy squealed with delight as if this had been his intention all along. 
 
    Goodness, he loved his little brother. He was the only reminder he had of his mother, and the days when she had been around were the happiest he could remember…really, they were the only happy ones he could remember. It was days like this he wished she were still alive. 
 
    Her mysterious car accident had never settled well with him, how it had happened and how he’d never found out what the cause was. But, despite this, he’d always promised her he’d take care of his little brother until his dying breath. This was a promise he intended to keep no matter what it took. 
 
    Steve let Kenny catch his breath before he gave him another round of tickles, not relenting until his brother was totally incapacitated. “No, seriously. You got to get your math done.” 
 
    “Stevie, I’m hungry,” he wailed, grabbing at his stomach this time. Unfortunately, this wasn’t an act. 
 
    Those words hurt Steve more than anything else. It was just another reminder of how he failed as a brother. He did all he could to try and provide, but considering his scholarship and how busy he always was, he was constantly falling short. He wished he had the time to get a part-time job and do practice, but it was near impossible. 
 
    That was why this opportunity with Coach James was a godsend. If it worked out the way he hoped, he’d be able to continue his athletics and make a little extra cash. He only hoped it’d be enough to keep them afloat until he could figure something else out. 
 
    He sighed, turned to his little brother, and said, “I know…I…I’ll tell you what. Later on tonight, I’ll get you a slice of pizza.” He offered Kenny what he hoped was a comforting smile as his own stomach rumbled. He ignored it; he was used to it by now. 
 
    Taking his mind off his hunger pains, he stared up at the concave ceiling, noticing how it rotted and dangled. He’d tried to fix it time and time again, but it never worked, and without money to buy the right materials, it was really a pointless effort. 
 
    The rusted mini refrigerator buzzed in the corner. He often wondered why they bothered keeping it plugged in. It wasn’t like there was anything in it in the first place. It was merely there as yet another depressing reminder of how nasty their life was. 
 
    He rubbed at his stomach again, forcing himself to ignore the pain. It wasn’t the first time Steve had gone without for his little brother, and it likely wouldn’t be the last…okay, it definitely wouldn’t be the last. There was no point sugarcoating it. 
 
    Kenny’s eyes lit up at the mention of pizza as he picked at the peeling fabric of the couch. “You will?” The hope in his voice and the smile on his lips was something that Steve missed. There was a time when all his brother had done was laugh and joke. Now he could barely remember it. 
 
    He nodded and smiled back reassuringly. “Sure.” He put his feet up on the mini coffee table, and picked up an old magazine; it was the only time he ever read. 
 
    He was just grateful that his brother was so book smart. If he managed to get him through his childhood, then he just knew that he would be okay one day. He only wished that he were too; if that were the case, then he would have figured something out by now. But no matter what he’d done growing up, he couldn’t hold his attention long enough to read an entire book, let alone score anything above a C. He just wasn’t made that way. 
 
    If it weren’t for his athletic abilities, he’d have had no opportunity to get out of the hellhole they lived in. 
 
    He looked around the ugly trailer again. Green carpet, green furniture, green walls. It was like living in an oversized peapod. And no matter how much he cleaned and scrubbed the place, it always reeked of must, sweat, and sadness. There was just no escaping the reality that was his life. 
 
    Kenny tossed his homework aside, folded his arms, and pouted. “I’m tired of being poor,” he complained, as if he’d been reading Steve’s mind. 
 
    Hearing this broke Steve’s heart. His little brother deserved better. It was just another reason why he had to make this whole sports scholarship work, and it was his responsibility to keep his brother’s spirits up until then. 
 
    “I know, Kenny, but…one day, we’ll live in a huge-rear mansion with a basketball court, and an indoor swimming pool, and we’ll go to Disney World every year,” said Steve. 
 
    Kenny gave him a disbelieving look. “We will?” 
 
    Steve sat up, leaning forward with excitement. He could see their future in his mind’s eye, and he knew that if he wanted it bad enough, it would happen…at least he could make his brother believe that. It was the same future his mother had envisioned for them one day, and now it was his job to pick up where she’d left off. 
 
    “Are you kidding? Of course, I’m getting into the pros. Then we’re going to be able to do all of that.” 
 
    Kenny slumped his shoulders. “You promise?” 
 
    Steve smiled at him, shaking the top of Kenny’s head. “You bet your rear.” 
 
    Boom! Their trailer door suddenly flew open as the two brothers swung around on the couch, gasping at the intruder. It was their father, Paul, drunk as ever. He reeked of whiskey and cigarettes as he stumbled inside, holding on to the doorframe to help maintain his balance. 
 
    As old and fit as Steve was, his father still gave him a chill down his spine when he was around. He was a big guy, much bigger than Steve, and as soon as he got a few drinks in him, he became a totally different person to the father that Steve once knew. Instinctually, he stepped in front of his little brother in an act of protection. 
 
    Steve cleared his throat and lowered his tone, trying his best to defuse the situation. “Hey, Dad, what’s up?” 
 
    Paul’s bloodshot eyes blurred out and then focused on Steve, and he kicked the coffee table as he stumbled toward him. “Shut the heck up. I thought I told you to clean up outside.” 
 
    Steve looked out the stained sheer curtains that hung in front of their makeshift front door. “I did.” Again, he made sure to keep his voice as calm and non-threatening as possible. He knew that one wrong move could and would set his father off. 
 
    Poking his finger in the center of Steve’s chest, his father said, “There’s still weeds out in the front, and newspapers.” 
 
    His eyes darted down to his father’s fingers, which curled into a fist. Steve knew what was coming and braced himself. “Dad, it must have just blown in from—” 
 
    Slam! The strike across his face sent Steve stumbling backwards. His brother gasped, hiding in the corner as he trembled with fear. 
 
    Hearing this commotion, his father then swung in Kenny’s direction, pointing down at him. “You shut up too before you’re next.” 
 
    Steve’s blood boiled. He rubbed his jaw, having nearly tumbled to the floor from the blow. This would be a bruise he wouldn’t be able to hide. He dreamed of a day that he would be able to stand up to his father without fearing reprisal. He hated the way his father talked to his brother, and wanted nothing more than to put a stop to it permanently. Although today wasn’t that day, he could still do what he could to try and protect his brother. 
 
    He stepped in front of his brother, holding him behind him as he tried to scoot them both out of the door. 
 
    “We’ll do it right now,” Steve said, trying to keep the situation from escalating any further. “Both of us.” 
 
    His father stepped closer, a mammoth of a man compared to Steve. He used to be big and strong, a mass of knotted muscles. But now, after years of drinking, it had turned to fat. But the size still remained. “He stays inside. You do it.” 
 
    Steve didn’t want to leave his little brother alone with his dad. God only knew what could happen. 
 
    Steve took a deep breath, his nostrils flaring. “Dad, you’re drunk again. You don’t know what you’re saying—” 
 
    His hands wrapped around Steve’s throat, cutting him off. “Say that again and I’ll give you something to remember.” 
 
    Steve pulled himself from his father’s grip. “Kenny,” Steve said calmly, trying not to show how much the stranglehold had hurt him. “I want you to go outside and run to Dennis’s place. You hear?” 
 
    Kenny looked up at his big brother, fear brewing in his eyes. “But—” 
 
    “Now!” yelled Steve, and Kenny took off running without another word of argument. Paul stepped toward Kenny, but Steve blocked his path. 
 
    He’d pay for his disobedience, he knew that. But right now, that was the least of his concerns. He’d do anything for his little brother, even if it meant taking a beating.  
 
    Steve lifted his chin in defiance, staring into his father’s dead eyes. No one touched his little brother. No one. 
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    ~Days later~ 
 
      
 
    Steve 
 
      
 
    As Steve worked at fixing the broken-down room, sanding down the walls, he couldn’t help but think that maybe working in the coach’s home wasn’t the best idea. Sure, he had fantasized about being alone with him. But those were just fantasies. He hadn’t realized just how hard it would actually be, when push came to shove. 
 
    And yet at the same time, anywhere was better than being at home. Steve had arranged for his little brother to stay at his best friend’s place for a few days until he could figure things out. He would never have come to the Coach’s house if it had meant leaving his little brother behind. No matter how dreamy he was, that was a deal breaker. 
 
    And yet, somehow being around Coach James always made him feel safe. The man had a confident energy that he had never felt before, like as long as he was in his presence, nothing couldn’t hurt him. It was confusing for him, as he’d always thought that that was how fathers were meant to be. 
 
    He was lucky to have made it out alive the other day, after what his father had done to him. The thing was, although he’d defended himself the best he could, he also didn’t want to hurt his dad. He wasn’t quite at the point where he could take his father yet, but he knew that he could hold his own. And that was scary enough. 
 
    The worst part was that inside all that almost 300 pounds of anger and cruelness was a good man. Before his mom’s death, before alcoholism, his dad was the best man he’d known. And just knowing that meant that Steve didn’t want to hurt him. He just wanted him to return to the way he used to be. 
 
    That was ages ago, and as Steve continued to sand down the paint from the old walls, he allowed his thoughts to rest on the one thing that brought him solace. The one ray of light in this otherwise dark world. 
 
    Coach James. 
 
    Part of Steve believed that maybe his coach was as into him as much as he was into the coach. When he had first met the coach, he would have chalked these fantasies up to pipe dreams and left it at that. But after the other day, well…he was no dummy. The things James had said had definitely had a sexual edge to them. And more than that, it seemed like he had been doing it one purpose, trying to gauge his reaction. Add that to the way he had teased him for spying on him in the shower, and Steve could be forgiven for thinking that Coach James wanted him as much as he wanted Coach James. 
 
    Maybe the coach was as straight as Steve’s best friend, or his dad, or any of the other young men on the team? If Steve took a risk and made a move on the older man, he knew that he’d make him regret it. But on the other hand…what if he wasn’t? 
 
    They had been working in silence for the better part of an hour, and for every second that passed, Steve could feel the tension building. He wasn’t sure, but he could have sworn he caught the older man looking at him on more than one occasion. Either way, the tension hung in the air like a blanket, threatening to smother him. He had to break it before his thoughts got the better of him. 
 
    “Sorry I couldn’t make it for a few days.” 
 
    “Not a problem. That flu bug gone?” asked James, his forehead etched with concern. He’d forgotten he’d told him his trash excuse already. His thoughts really were all over the place at the moment. 
 
    “Uh…yeah,” Steve said. He hated lying about why he’d taken the days off from practice, but he didn’t want anyone to see the bruises. He didn’t want to have to explain where they came from, and he was worried what would happen if someone found out. 
 
    The older man looked at Steve as if he didn’t quite believe him, but then turned and went back to sanding the walls. 
 
    The dusty particles filled the air, coating their bodies in white. The extra bedroom the coach had them working on was a disaster. With musty-smelling carpet and water-stained ceilings, it was almost as bad as Steve’s trailer. The only difference was that the coach had the necessary funds to actually make a difference to the room. That, combined with the passion he had for the work, meant that the room was slowly but surely transforming into something beautiful. 
 
    Steve loved the passion that James seemed to have for everything that he did. It didn’t matter if it was coaching the team, taking out the trash, or retiling the floor; the older man had a work ethic that matched Steve’s zest for life. It was inspiring, to say the least. 
 
    And he could tell that James thought the same about him. Most guys his age just put in a half-ended effort with everything, and Steve always felt like an oddball overachiever. He guessed it was to make up for how stupid he was in school. 
 
    Steve turned and realized the coach had been staring at him, but rather than retreat when Steve’s eyes met his, the man stood there confidently and shot him a wink. 
 
    Steve’s face flushed red. He loved his confidence and his comfort in his own skin. He just wished he had the same. That was something that would have come if he’d had a role model like James, rather than the drunk father he had been saddled with. 
 
    Every time Steve was around the coach, his mind automatically went to sex. He couldn’t help it. And that confusing wink only compounded the issue. 
 
    Sometimes, Coach James would look at him one way, like no other man had before, and it made him think he might have thought the same way. Steve had close to no experience when it came to gay men, unfortunately, so he really had no way of telling if this was normal or not. 
 
    As a result, the other part of Steve, the more rational side, wondered if it was only wishful thinking. 
 
    The older man walked toward the window and opened it, letting in the needed breeze. “So, uh, glad you could make it. You like to work; I like that. And…I missed you,” said James. 
 
    “Me?” Steve asked with a smile. No other guy had ever told him something like that, and as macho as he was, the idea touched his heart. It was comforting in a very odd way. 
 
    James chuckled. “Of course, you. Who else is going to clean up after those animal teammates of yours?” he asked. 
 
    Steve laughed and shook his head. “Thanks a lot.” 
 
    James stepped closer, leaning against the wall. He waited until Steve’s eyes met his and said, “No, it’s good to see you. I feel comfortable around you.” 
 
    Steve couldn’t stop looking at the man’s armpit hairs. The way the dark hair dangled made him wonder if his pubic hairs were the same color. He cleared his throat and asked, “You do? Why?” 
 
    The man took a deep breath; the cool breath feathered against Steve’s skin. “‘Cause, I think you and I have a lot in common. If you know what I mean,” said James. 
 
    Steve’s heart beat faster. As happy as he was to hear him say the things that he’d felt, he also couldn’t be sure they were on the same page. Maybe the older man was just extending him an olive branch of friendship. As he’s already admitted to himself, he was less than experienced when it came to gay men. For all he knew, this was the complete opposite of his wild fantasies. 
 
    As these thoughts battled inside of him, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to go home today without knowing the truth. “So, uh…you live here alone?” Maybe he was prying too much, because for a moment, the man looked a little uncomfortable. 
 
    He stepped back and picked up some trash from the floor, balling it up. “Yep, just me, myself, and I,” said Coach James. “You got a girl?” 
 
    Steve swallowed hard at the question, not sure how he should respond. If the man was into him, this was the perfect chance. “I…nah, busy with school and trash,” said Steve finally, his voice going up an octave. It was the standard excuse he’d given anyone who’d asked, and figured that for now it would be enough. 
 
    “Good to know,” James said with a smirk on his face. “Well, if you ever need someone to hang with or a place to crash…I know you’ve got the team, but—” 
 
    “Yes!” said Steve a little too enthusiastically, instantly regretting it as he tried to cover his over-the-top reaction. “I mean, that’d be cool.” 
 
    “Any time,” said James with a warm smile. It was the first time in a long time that he had been around someone that put him at such ease. Maybe it was the fact that he was so used to an abusive father…or maybe it was more than that? Maybe it was a sign? 
 
    But still, it was the first time he’d felt he could let his hair down and stop putting on an act, that who he was, whoever he was, would be okay. 
 
    This idea did more than put him at ease, though—it also got him hard. As soon as James had mentioned that he could crash at his place, Steve felt his cock stand up with excitement at the prospect. It was an idea that both terrified and excited him in equal measure. 
 
    In an attempt to take his mind off the generous offer and get his cock back down, Steve grabbed a new sheet of sandpaper and started on the wall again. With sweat dripping from the sides of his face as he worked, he tried to push thoughts of the man standing next to him out of his mind. But it wasn’t easy. 
 
    The hot, stuffy room meant that his coach, like him, was soaked with sweat. His muscles rippled and worked at each stroke of the sandpaper against the wall, his white shirt going see-through with every passing second. 
 
    He’d grunt and groan, too. Every time he bent over or worked particularly hard on a spot on the wall, long, slow groans would erupt from his mouth. It only turned Steve on more. 
 
    Why couldn’t his coach be some fat old slob? Why did he have to be so incredibly attractive? 
 
    As the two men worked in the room, it amazed Steve how comfortable he was with him. There was a silence between the two that wasn’t awkward or strange. Instead, it felt right. They didn’t even need to say a word. It was natural. And every once in a while, Coach James would offer him a sexy smile, an act that sent Steve’s heart beating overtime. There was something very comforting and stable about Coach James that made Steve want to be around him more. 
 
    The way his muscles rippled and his low, rumbling bass voice sent chills down his spine didn’t hurt, either. 
 
    Sure, his best friend Dennis was great too, and he loved spending time with him when he could. But this was something else entirely. It was a comfort and friendship that Steve had never known. Coach James was becoming the big brother, the father, the uncle he wished he’d had, but had never gotten. 
 
    It had been several hours when Steve dropped his arms and stretched his neck back and forth, taking a break from the work. His body ached from working so hard, every muscle screaming out in pain. 
 
    Seeing this, Coach James dropped his sandpaper and walked over to him. 
 
    “You’re too stiff,” James said, sliding his hands over his shoulders. “You gotta loosen up a little.” 
 
    Steve shouldn’t have let him do it. And maybe if it had been only words, he wouldn’t have. But the feel of his touch as the coach massaged his shoulders felt too good to resist. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    His cool breath against Steve’s skin gave him goosebumps. “What do you say you come inside the bedroom with me? Let me give you a little rubdown,” James said. There was an air of suggestiveness in his voice that made Steve’s knees shake. 
 
    This was the final straw. Steve had weighed the possibilities in his head for long enough, and now there was no doubt left in his mind. Coach James wanted Steve as much as he wanted the coach. The only question was, what was he going to do about it? 
 
    As nervous as the idea made Steve, his cock had different ideas. He’d never been with a guy before…not to mention an older man and teacher. There was so much forbidden about every aspect of the relationship, but rather than warn Steve off, it only spurred him on. 
 
    He’d fantasized, of course, but other than playing doctor when he was younger, he was pretty much a virgin. He had no idea what he was doing, but loved the idea that the older man might be willing to show him. 
 
    Thank goodness I wore underwear today, he thought as his cock roared to life. “Oh, I…uh…sir,” Steve said, stammering. 
 
    James squeezed Steve shoulders and rumbled in his ear, “Don’t you want me to make you feel good?” 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    Try as he might to justify it, Coach James knew that it was wrong. But even though he did, another part of him really didn’t care. It just felt so good. James told himself he only wanted to hook up the student with one of his world-famous rubdowns; the kid did say he was sore, after all. But deep inside, James knew he wanted so much more. 
 
    “How do you want me?” Steve asked, clearing his throat as he walked in front of James toward the bedroom. 
 
    Dang, James thought as Steve walked in front. That rear of Steve’s was incredible. Round and full. He could see the muscles contract as each cheek rose and fell, tempting the older man to take a bite out of it…or at least, that was how he read it. 
 
    Moving in closer as Steve stepped inside the bachelor pad bedroom, James looked around the room before answering. He wanted to do a double take that the room was all in order. It was dark wood furniture decorated with sports memorabilia all over. James was a man’s man. It was odd, but he kind of hoped that Steve noticed.  
 
    It took everything in him not to rip those pants down and idiot Steve right then and there like he wanted to. 
 
    Biting his lip, James looked into Steve’s face. The way that the kid’s face flushed as his eyes roamed up and down James’s indicated to James that he wanted more than just a massage too. James knew he did. He had caught him checking him out in the shower. He had seen his package afterwards and how hard it was. Why was he still playing games when he knew what was on this kid’s mind? 
 
    “We can do it on the floor if you want, or better yet, in the bed…” James said, taking his shirt off and wiping his sweat from his face. He made sure to give his abs an extra hard flex, too. He had them, so he may as well show them off. 
 
    It was the first time Steve had seen the coach without his shirt since he’d spied on him in the shower, and it clearly made him nervous. “I…” said Steve, stuttering. 
 
    A smirk spread across James’s face at the nervousness displayed by the young Steve. It was then that he decided that enough was enough. No more of these cat-and-mouse games. It was time to admit it. He just wanted to skip all the games and unzip Steve’s pants and get at it. 
 
    They both wanted each other, and no one else had to know what they did behind closed doors. What two adults did in the privacy of their home was their business. 
 
    “Come on now, Steve. We’re both men. We’re not boys anymore,” said James, draping his arm over the dresser. 
 
    Steve blushed, but one glance at the bulge in the younger man’s pants and it was clear his cock agreed with what James was thinking. “Yes, sir, but—” 
 
    James moved closer to him, one step at a time. Each step more confident than the next. 
 
    “Steve, if you want something, you just have to say the word. No beating around the bush. You do want it, don’t you?” he said, tracing his finger over Steve’s shirt. 
 
    The young man’s muscular body felt better under his touch than he’d thought it would over the fabric. 
 
    James wanted to slide his hand under the shirt, but stopped himself. He realized that at the moment he was coming on pretty strong, and wouldn’t go any further without Steve’s consent. He wanted to hear him say it. “I asked you a question, and when a man asks you a question, you answer.” 
 
    Steve cleared his throat. “Yes, s-s-sir.” 
 
    And that was it. The words he needed to hear. Now, it was on. 
 
    Lowering his voice, James asked, “So, you like it soft, or do you like it hard?” James’s cock sprung thick and hard as it waited for the answer. Really, the answer didn’t matter. One way or the other, this kid was getting it… 
 
    Swallowing hard, Steve answered. “H-h-hard, sir,” he said. 
 
    A rumble of a laugh bellowed out of the older man. He was more than happy with what he heard. “Good.” 
 
    The tip of James’s tongue swept across his full bottom lip as he locked eyes with Steve. He made sure that Steve’s lips were quivering before he spoke again. “Good, I’m gonna give it to you hard.” 
 
    Then, without warning, he grabbed Steve by the back of the head, gripping him hard by the scruff of his hair as he parted his own mouth. Maybe Steve had never been kissed by another guy before, but by the way he tilted his head and closed his eyes, he wanted it bad. His lips dripped in perspiration as James slid his other hand behind Steve’s back and pulled his hot body closer. 
 
     The feel of the two hard bodies pressed up against one another was exactly what James needed after a long, hard day. Work was over. Playtime was just about to begin. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to work out his stress on the young man’s ass,pumping it hard. Whether his legs be in the air, or he down on his stomach, or even down on his back, it didn’t matter. He was going to get it every which way. 
 
    They were mere inches from kissing, to the point where James could feel his warm breath on his lips, when a series of loud honks outside, loud enough to be heard in his bedroom, interrupted them. 
 
    The coach loosened his grip and asked, “What’s that?” 
 
    Steve went pale and said, “It’s my…uh…I’ll be back…” 
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    Steve 
 
    The cool wind whipped across Steve’s face as he exited the coach’s house. It only served to remind him of how hot and bothered he probably looked. But no matter how relaxed Steve tried to appear, he knew his best friend could see right through it. 
 
    The nippy breeze swept up autumn leaves in his face while he walked toward the beat-up red Toyota parked in front of the house. 
 
    “Dennis, what’s up?” he asked, forcing a smile as he made sure to keep his voice level. He stuffed his hands in his pockets to wipe the sweat from them as his best friend got out of his car and leaned against it. 
 
    At first, Dennis didn’t say a word as he took his best friend in. His eyesight floated down to Steve’s crotch area. “Your…uh…” Dennis said, pointing to his unzipped zipper. 
 
    Steve, eyes widening in shock, zipped it up. He didn’t even know how that happened? Had he done it in the moment without even noticing? Had Coach James? “Just took a piss,” he said, his octave going up as he spoke. At least he wasn’t hard. He shrugged, acting like it was no big deal. 
 
    “Right. Did the tracking app on you. Tried to reach you,” said Dennis, sounding unconvinced. 
 
    Steve hated the invasion of privacy, but he wasn’t going to bring it up now. He had to continue acting like he didn’t have a care in the world and hope that his friend bought the act. 
 
    Steve cleared his throat. Dang technology. He wouldn’t have even thought to be able to do that. His best friend was such a computer nerd that it had probably taken him less than a second to track him down. He should have been more upset, but really, he couldn’t be. Had it not been for him, he wouldn’t have even made it out of high school. 
 
    “Yeah, I…uh, my phone volume was…” Steve said, scrambling for a quick excuse but unable to find one. 
 
    “You leave your little brother with me for the last few days and then I don’t even see you. What’s up with that?” 
 
    “I…just needed to figure some things out,” said Steve, averting his eyes from Dennis. The blond guy knew Steve like the back of his hand, and he wasn’t in the mood for any lectures. 
 
    “Figure some things out? Dude, did he beat you again?” asked Dennis, his jaw clenching. 
 
    “He was drunk. It was nothing,” Steve said dismissively. The last thing he wanted was Dennis trying to get in the middle of it again. 
 
    “That idiot,” Dennis said, banging on the roof of his car. “Why don’t you call the cops?” 
 
    “On my dad? Dude, you know I can’t do that. He’s all we got,” said Steve, making sure to emphasize that final point. 
 
     It was all so ridiculous. On the one hand, he knew that he shouldn’t be defending the man that had done so much damage to him and his little brother. But on the other, he felt a strange obligation to. He was constantly reminded of the man that his dad used to be, and couldn’t pull that image from his head. 
 
    Dennis sighed and shook his head. “I’m not going to fight with my best friend. You do what you want. But he hits you again, and I swear to heaven, I’ve got a baseball bat with his name on it.” 
 
    Steve smiled at him. He loved how Dennis, as small as he was, was always ready to go to bat for him. Really, half the reason he had to keep Dennis at bay was because he was worried that he might even get hurt trying to intervene. “What are you going to do? Read him to death? You little cockroach.” 
 
    Dennis laughed. “Ant, more like. And ants can carry 5,000 times their body weight,” said Dennis. 
 
    “I’d like to see you bench press even ten pounds sometime,” Steve said. 
 
    They both laughed before Dennis pointed toward the car. “So, come hang with us.” 
 
    Us? That meant all the dudes on campus. Steve automatically knew that that meant they would be doing something they’d probably regret later. Usually involving drugs, drinks, and women. 
 
    As much as he would have normally jumped at the shot to hang with Dennis, he had other priorities now. And besides, he wasn’t in the mood to fake it in front of all the other guys today. Not when he had a certain coach on his mind. “Can’t. I’m kind of in the middle of something.” 
 
    Dennis looked at him strangely, as if not really believing what he was hearing. As if it was some sort of prank. Steve never gave a rat’s rear about anything, and his current attitude was definitely unusual. “In the middle of what? Dude, the babes there are unbelievable.” 
 
    Every time Dennis brought up the word ‘babes,’ Steve cringed, feeling like such a phony. He hated pretending he was into women when they didn’t do a thing for him. When he was a little younger, it was so much easier. But now as he got older, well, it was getting harder and harder to fake it. “I…next time, okay?” 
 
    Dennis crossed his arms and looked at him like he was from Mars. “When have you ever turned down women?” 
 
    Steve forced a chuckle and back peddled toward the house. He was itching to get back inside and see what was waiting for him. “I’ll take a raincheck, all right? I need to make some extra cash.” 
 
    “Doing what?” Dennis asked with a wink. 
 
    The expression made his heart jump, and at the same time, there was no way Dennis could know anything. He realized how stupid he was being. Dennis was obviously just playing around. There was only one way to react to this, really. 
 
    Steve cracked a smile. “Forget you.” 
 
    Dennis laughed, then hopped in his car. “Alright, man. See you around.” As his best friend pealed off, Steve couldn’t shake how close of a call it was or how close Dennis had been to catching on to something. He made a mental note to be more careful in the future. But this only lasted for a second, as James’s voice called out from the house. 
 
    “Who was that?” James asked, his booming voice startling Steve. Steve stammered, feeling the jealous, accusatory gaze of the older man. 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    Even in the nippy air outside, the heat of jealousy bubbled through Coach James’s veins. He knew that it was none of his business, and yet he couldn’t help it.  
 
    When Steve walked toward him, he wouldn’t even look at him. This only compounded the issue. 
 
    “Just a…friend,” he mumbled when James asked who it was. Although he had no reason to lie to him, there was something weird about the way he said it. Plus the fact that he avoided eye contact only made James more suspicious. 
 
    “Friend?” James asked. It wasn’t only suspicion that laced the concern in his voice. What they were doing…were about to do, was wrong. He worried that someone might catch on to what Steve and him were turning into, what he had planned. If he was going to go through with this, he needed to make sure that he could keep it contained. 
 
    He’d caught a look at the blond guy who had taken off in the car. He was good-looking, too, and the way this ‘friend’ looked at Steve made him wonder if they were more than just that. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s my friend.” Steve gave him a dirty look as he walked toward the house. “Why?” 
 
    James didn’t like his attitude one bit. But no matter. He’d just have to teach him who was boss. “What do you mean why?” James asked. “I don’t like your tone.” 
 
    Steve pushed past him and into the house. “Well, you’re not my dad,” Steve said. Angry at the sudden attempt by Steve to be the dominant, James followed him inside and grabbed him by the arm to turn him around. 
 
    In a totally unexpected move, Steve yanked his arm back from James and pushed him away. James, stumbling but quickly regaining his balance, narrowed his eyes at him. He didn’t put up with that in life, and he definitely wasn’t going to under his own roof. Steve was strong, but not strong enough, and James pushed him back and pinned him against the wall, his hands gripping Steve’s wrists on either side. 
 
    “Now, listen to me. I don’t want to hurt you. But you need to learn a little respect.” 
 
    The tension between them was thick as James could hear, and feel, Steve’s slow and steady breathing, his warm breath on his face. “Yeah? How you gonna do that?” Steve asked, baiting him.  
 
    They were inches from each other, the heat of their bodies seeping from their pores. 
 
    James’s voice rumbled as he moved closer to him. “You’re really cruising for a bruising, aren’t you, kid?” He tilted his head, daring him to make a move. 
 
    Steve tried to push him off, only to be slammed against the wall again. And a third time, only to be shut down with an explosive kiss before he could say a word. 
 
    Teeth clashing, the force of the two men’s brute will ignited the passion between them. James pressed his body up against Steve’s as he kissed him, still holding him in place. His hot breath feathering against Steve’s lips felt perfect. 
 
    Whether this was his first time with a guy or not wasn’t important. The guy could kiss, there was no denying that. James’s lips devoured Steve’s as he tried to taste every inch of him that he could, slipping and sliding in perfect harmony. But even as he ate him up, the older man only wanted more. So much more. 
 
    Letting go of Steve’s wrists for the first time, James ripped his shirt off instead. James took a step back to admire Steve’s exposed taut chest and delicious nipples, heaving up and down from the passion he had just experienced. James, licking his lips in admiration, opened his mouth and went for them, sucking on them long and hard. As Steve moaned, James could feel them go hard in his mouth. It only made him suck harder. 
 
    “Oh, idiot,” Steve said, arching his neck back and gripping the back of James’s head as he sucked some more. James continued to lick and tease Steve’s nipples with his flicking, hot wet tongue. 
 
    “Jeez,” said Steve, gasping for breath again. 
 
    “You want conflict? Fine,” James grunted as he pulled his mouth off him, blowing cool air on his nipples now. “But this is how we resolve it under my roof. We phoo out. You hear?” 
 
    “Goodness, yes, Coach. Anything you say,” gasped Steve. “Mmm.” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” James said as his other hand ran down Steve’s smooth chest toward his crotch. When it reached the top of Steve’s pants, James paused for a second, running his finger lightly over Steve’s skin. He loved the way that Steve’s body shook as he did. Then, without warning, he plunged his hand into the jock’s pants, grabbing the young man’s balls, rolling them in his hand. 
 
    The young stud gasped as his balls where fondled before nearly screaming when Coach James moved his hand across and grabbed him by his thick stem. James couldn’t help but smirk as his hand wrapped around the creature he found in the young kid’s pants. Quite the beast.  
 
    Pushing Steve onto the couch, James barely got his pants off him before he freed Steve’s cock from his boxer briefs. It was just as James fell backwards on the couch that his rod stood up for attention, announcing itself to the world. And, without a moment of hesitation, James sucked that mushroom head into his mouth. 
 
    Thick and delicious, the way James liked it. “You ever had your sucked by a man before?” asked James. 
 
    “No, sir,” said Steve, his whole body shaking as James took another mouthful and slid the veiny cock down his throat. It was thick, almost too much for James to take. But he was willing to give it a go. 
 
    Steve moaned. “Holy idiot.” He arched his hips up involuntarily. James grabbed either side of his hips, as the young man bobbed up and down, working that toe in his mouth. 
 
    The salty taste of Steve’s precum was like a drug to him and he couldn’t get enough. He hummed and moaned his vibrations through Steve’s stem. 
 
    “Goodness, Coach. Oh, idiot, man,” said Steve, his eyes fluttering and voice breaking. 
 
    James pulled his mouth of the young stud’s cock for just long enough to toss his pants and underwear on the floor, leaving the young man totally naked. On his knees now, James lifted Steve’s legs over his head and slipped his long tongue into his crack, tongue-his hole. It tasted so sweet. 
 
    Steve’s moans turned into screams the harder James shoved his tongue inside. “Oh, my goodness.” 
 
    “You never had anyone tongue forget you before?” asked James with a smirk on his face. 
 
    “God no,” Steve said in between gasps, his body convulsing as it begged for more. 
 
    “Baby, you’ve got too much rear to go to good waste. I want to live in your rear,” James said, the vibration of his voice echoing off Steve’s luscious rear cheeks. 
 
    The coach needed more of this goodness, much more. 
 
    He pulled his head from Steve’s crack, only to flip him over onto his stomach instead. Then, rear in the air, James shoved Steve’s legs apart with his knees. He gripped a cheek in each hand, spread them open, and slammed his tongue inside, sucking and Steve’s hole with his long tongue. 
 
    “Uuhhh,” said Steve, his breath muffled by the couch cushions. 
 
    Not wanting to miss a single inch of him, James then slipped his hand under Steve to stroke his long, dripping cock. It was so big and hard, and the way it pulsated beneath his grip only spurred him on to jerk it harder. 
 
    Then, as carefully as he could in the moment, he pulled Steve’s cock back and sucked it from behind. 
 
    “Incredible!” 
 
    It was more than long enough for this particular move, and that big head of his practically melted in his mouth, it tasted so good. James wondered how he’d gone through life without it. 
 
    “I’m going to…incredible, I’m going to…” Steve screamed. 
 
    James didn’t need the warning. He could feel the cock pulsating faster and faster as it prepared to rain hot cum in his mouth. He sucked harder, wanting to taste and swallow it. He was ready, he could feel it coming when— 
 
    The phone rang from the other room. A very particular tone ringing out through the house. 
 
    Incredible, not now, James thought. But he couldn’t miss this call. No matter what the situation. He had to get it. 
 
    Letting the still hard cock fall from his mouth, the coach sat back. “I…gotta…hold up…” He got to his feet and hurried from the room. 
 
    Steve was left alone on the couch, soaked in sweat, and toe still hard as he panted for more. 
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    Steve 
 
      
 
    Steve remained where he was for some time, totally out of breath. He gripped the couch cushions, trying to get his bearings; he needed something to bring him back to earth. 
 
    What he had just been through…an experience that he had never…that he couldn’t even…it was out of this world. The room spun as he still struggled to comprehend what had just happened. He’d never done anything like that with a man before…or a woman. 
 
    He’d dreamed about it, obviously. He’d jacked off about it and thought what he would do were he ever presented with the chance. But the moment was always ruined by guilt. 
 
    But not this time. He just wanted more. 
 
    Looking around at the sparsely decorated home, Steve’s mind went to one thing: What was so important about the phone call that he had had to stop in middle of it? 
 
    His heart pounded hard as his mind began to wander. Maybe Coach James needed an excuse to get away because Steve was inexperienced? Maybe, despite how much he had enjoyed it, Coach James hadn’t? Maybe he wasn’t doing it right? 
 
    He’d never done anything like this before, not this intensely, anyway. 
 
    As macho as he was, this whole experience made him insecure. He bet someone as experienced as James was at this sort of thing was used to more. Yes, he knew that he had a big cock, but that wasn’t everything. You had to know how to use it, and despite himself, Steve knew that he had no idea. 
 
    Maybe he wasn’t that interested in him? 
 
    He sighed. He hated lying to his best friend about what was really happening inside, but he didn’t know what else to do. So much was going through Steve’s mind, and he wished he could talk to someone about it all. His best friend was off the table, unfortunately. He was as homophobic as they came, and he could only imagine what his father would do if he found out. 
 
    No, he needed to keep this whole thing bottled up inside. Talking wouldn’t help. 
 
    He stood up, trying to get his head straight. He tried staying in the room, but his blood was pumping too hard and he needed to move. So he walked down the hall, glancing at the bare walls where people normally hung photos. 
 
    So much about the coach was a mystery to him. It wasn’t a bad thing. The opposite, in fact. It was a mystery that drew him in and made him want to know more. 
 
    He put some clothes on and walked toward the door, taking each step more careful than the next. He didn’t want the older man to hear him and think that he was spying. As he got closer to the door that James had run behind, the older man’s muffled voice echoed on the phone. 
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” James said. “I bet…All right…love you too.” 
 
    Steve froze at the words. As much as he told himself it was none of his business, his heart hurt. By the sound of it, James had literally stopped sucking his toe in order to answer a call from another lover…or maybe even a boyfriend? 
 
    And if it wasn’t a boyfriend, then who was it? Did James care about him at all? Was he just another one of James’s roster of young guys? 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    James tapped impatiently on the side of his pants, hating that he was currently letting a perfectly good erection go to waste. But at the same time, he couldn’t ignore the phone call, either. The call was from his ex-wife Cynthia, and deep down he still felt like he owed her. 
 
    He hated this whole routine, too, letting his Cynthia think there was a chance they could get together, but he didn’t want to hurt her. So despite himself, he always answered when she rang and played nice. Despite how difficult that could be sometimes. 
 
    As his dripping cock swung back and forth while he paced in his bedroom, James thought about how he’d tried to move on. He initially had been very clear with her about his feelings. But she was just so stubborn. Plus, her constant tears about the regrets she’d had for breaking it off didn’t make it easy. 
 
    They’d been best friends growing up, and their relationship made sense on paper. But if that were all that was needed for a marriage to work, then there would have been a lot less divorce in the country. Unfortunately, at least for her, the attraction he had towards men haunted him, and he’d finally had to be honest with her. He just couldn’t lie to himself or her any longer. 
 
    That was two years ago. He’d never cheated on her, and try as they may to make it work, they had to move on…she had to move on. 
 
    The problem was that they still clicked. Where one person ended a sentence, the other began it. They knew each other like the back of each other’s hands. He even gave her dating advice. Like he said, on paper they were ideal. 
 
    Well, that and her penchant for self-sabotage constantly got in the way. It was almost like she did it on purpose, messing up any chance she had with anyone else. In fact, he was sure that she did it on purpose and that he knew why—she was still in love with him. 
 
    He scratched his big, full-to-the-brim balls. That kid had gotten him so horned up, he couldn’t wait to end this conversation so they could finish what they had started. Even now as he autopiloted through the phone call, he couldn’t stop thinking about how big that toe was and what he was going to do to that tight little donkey. 
 
    That rear, that chest…all of it. He could have licked his butt and nipples all day and all night if he were so inclined. The only reason he didn’t was because they were only entrées and he wanted the main course. 
 
    James was a great listener, but thoughts of Steve crept in his mind, making her words float in one ear and out the other. 
 
    He wondered what Steve was doing out there in the living room alone. He liked to think that he was waiting for him, that big toe in his hand, still nice and hard. 
 
     There was no way he was doing anything suspicious or having second thoughts. Not after what he’d just put him through. He trusted the kid to keep his mouth shut. They both had a lot to lose if this got out. 
 
    But it was still risky. 
 
    James knew better than to mess around with one of his students. He usually had much stronger willpower than that, and at first he was convinced that that willpower would see him through. But something about the young man made him irresistible. He was a drug that James had to get more of. 
 
    Just as he was thinking on this, he heard a creak outside his door. Turning around, James squinted his eyes in the direction of the crack of the door. The long shadows of feet cast below and his heart beat faster. 
 
    “I gotta go, babe,” he said, hanging up without waiting for her response. Usually he would have felt bad about this, but he didn’t have time as he made for the door, swinging it open. 
 
    James’s jaw clenched at what he saw. 
 
    Steve was outside, listening in on his whole conversation, and James was furious. 
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    Steve 
 
      
 
    The anger and disappointment on James’s face was enough to freeze Steve in his tracks. He hadn’t meant to upset him. It was more a kneejerk reaction. 
 
    As the man stepped out of his bedroom and slammed the door behind him, Steve didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “I…uh…” Steve said, blushing. He was suddenly aware of how naked he was as his once raging cock slowly deflated. He couldn’t believe he’d been caught. And although a part of him was hoping this would only mean some sort of punishment, he was pretty sure that it wouldn’t be the type he yearned for. 
 
    Really, he hadn’t meant to stay outside of the door that long. He was just curious. But when he’d heard James say ‘I love you,’ his curiosity had gotten the better of him and he’d just had to know what was going on. 
 
    James didn’t say anything at first, choosing to stare daggers at him instead. As such, a silence fell between to the two men that was so ripe with tension that it threatened to explode, possibly destroying the entire house and everyone inside. It was only James’s intense breathing through his nostrils that broke the silence, keeping its destructive force at bay. 
 
    Eyes locked on Steve, James stepped right into his face. “Is that what you do, snoop on people?” His tone reminded him of his dad’s, only adding to Steve’s dismay at what he had done. 
 
    But still, Steve wasn’t in the mood to be talked down to. Not by someone that he looked up to like this. “No, I…” said Steve, stiffening his body, not sure what excuse he could actually give. 
 
    Shaking his head, James asked, “So, I’m the only lucky one?” 
 
    Steve’s jaw clenched, but as much as he tried to put on the tough guy attitude, the truth was he didn’t like disappointing this man. There was something about the coach that made Steve want to please him in every way. He was very aware of how much younger he was, and only wanted to prove that he was every bit the man that James was. 
 
    The intensity of the moment wasn’t helped by the fact that Steve could still smell James’s musk on his skin. It wafted into his nostrils, only serving to distract while making him weak at the knees. The scent of it turned him on so much that he had to think of something else before he got hard again. 
 
    James, clearly furious, turned the other way, as if dismissing him. 
 
    Steve didn’t know what to say. Part of him was ashamed at what he had done. It was so childish, eavesdropping. But the other part of him felt like he shouldn’t have to explain himself to anyone. “It’s not like that. I was just worried about you—” 
 
    Raising his voice, James cut him off before he could finish. “My life is my life. You stay out of it.” 
 
    The words hurt Steve’s heart, cutting through him like a blade. They only confirmed that their budding relationship, if that was what they could call it, was only transactional. If Steve had thought that he was anything more, that illusion was shattered as quickly as it had come. 
 
    The guy clearly only wanted to bust a nut, and when he was done with Steve, he’d kick him out the door. Probably like the hundreds of other dudes before him. All Steve was to him was a big, hard toe. 
 
    With this thought now all but confirmed, Steve stood his ground. He wouldn’t be pushed around by some old man trying to use him. He got enough of that from his dad. “Fine, whatever. It sounded like something was wrong and I…you know what? Forget about it. Forget you.” 
 
    In a huff, he pushed past James as he barreled down the hall. He didn’t have to stand there and take all that trash. Not from James. Not from anyone. He was through being treated like some sort of child. 
 
    If this whole thing was transactional, fine. The transaction was complete. He was done with him. Done with all of it.  
 
    “You want to say that again?” James said, grabbing him by the arm. 
 
    Steve yanked his arm from the coach’s grip. The coach had no right to grab him like that, and it only reminded him again of his father. He wasn’t his possession to play with and toss aside when he was done. He had feelings too. 
 
    “Forget you,” said Steve, charging for the front door now, making sure to slam it on the way out. 
 
    He had never been so mad in his entire life. He had heard girls complain about being used before, but had never thought that he would be the victim of it. Especially not in these circumstances. If he never had to see the coach again for the rest of his life, that would be fine. 
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    “Stevie!” Kenny said, hugging Steve as he stepped inside his best friend’s house. One of the things he loved about his little brother was his unwavering excitement every time he saw him. It was so infectious that he couldn’t not smile; it was so good to see his little brother. 
 
    No matter what he went through, when he saw his little brother’s eyes, he saw hope. It was that hope that could only live inside of someone who hadn’t been crushed by the harsh realities of life just yet. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Steve cooed, hugging him back. “You been behaving?” He headlocked his brother playfully, ruffling his hair before releasing him. 
 
    “Kinda,” said Kenny, pushing him away. He was going to be a tough guy too. Steve could see it in him. 
 
    Steve laughed. “Right.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but smile at his little redheaded brother. He was also going to be a good-looking guy when he grew up. Between that, the book smarts, and the street smarts, he just knew that he would make it one day. Steve just had to keep him out of trouble until then. 
 
    As he watched his little brother try and straighten his hair, he hoped that for his sake Kenny didn’t grow up to be like him and was only into girls. At least that way he wouldn’t have to fight the internal battles that he’d had to his whole life. 
 
    So many times, he’d wanted to be normal like all the guys he played sports with, but it doesn’t work that way. 
 
    They had it so easy, and he resented them for it. He was tired of pretending. Not being able to talk with anyone about other dudes he was into…or even how he felt about them. Whether it was normal or not? It was a very lonely life. 
 
    Well, that was until he’d met James. He had felt like he could tell James anything, that he finally had someone he could open up with that was into the same things. It was such a relief and such a huge weight off his chest that he couldn’t believe his luck. And yet now, it was all over. As quickly as it had begun. 
 
    Trying to take his mind off what had just happened, he looked around at Dennis’s living room. It was a simply decorated affair. Dennis’s parents were anything but rich, but compared to the conditions Steve and his brother lived in, well, everyone else was rich. 
 
    The home was painted with pastel colors, making it seem lively and always welcoming. On top of that, his parents, who were always out of town, kept the fridge stocked to the brim, and they had a maid who came every week, ensuring that the place never got dirty. 
 
    Their neighborhood wasn’t rich either, but they also didn’t have to worry about being shot at by drunk rednecks like Steve and Kenny had to. That was when their father wasn’t beating them. 
 
    “Are we going to go back home, now?” Kenny asked, sitting on the edge of his best friend’s couch and kicking his feet back and forth. 
 
    It was hard for his little brother to be shuffled around in such an unstable environment, never knowing security or consistency. Steve wished he could do much better. 
 
    He just had to hold on. They both did. He had to focus on sports. It was their one ticket out of there, and he knew that it was just a matter of time. Things were bound to turn around for them. 
 
    Steve sighed and conjured up a smile. “Not yet, little brother. Let’s let things cool down. Dad’s gonna be driving the truck tomorrow and he’ll be gone for a few days. That’s a good time to leave.” 
 
    Kenny nodded, understanding what Steve was really saying as he sat next to him. He picked up a magazine and flipped through the pages. He needed something to take his mind off of things. 
 
    Kenny stared at him and Steve looked at him funny. “What?” 
 
    “Why do you look so sad?” Kenny asked. The kid was intuitive. He must have picked up on the mood Steve was in after the fight he’d had with James. He’d tried to hide it when he came inside, but this was the kind if pain that was beyond surface level. It wasn’t so easy to hide. 
 
    “I’m not sad,” said Steve, hoping to change to topic. He didn’t want his brother wrapped up in any of this drama. He was a child, and deserved to have as happy a childhood as he could. The life he lived, this was hard enough already. 
 
    Punching Steve in the arm, he said, “Yes, you are, ‘cause your face is doing this,” Kenny said, pouting in exaggerated mimicry. 
 
    Despite himself, he cracked up laughing. Out of the mouth of babes. Steve said, “You’re too smart for your age, you know that?” 
 
    The little boy shrugged. “I know,” Kenny said. 
 
     Shaking his head, Steve thought about what his brother’s life could be like if only they could get a break. Their life had been nothing but an emotional rollercoaster since Kenny was born. He wondered where his dad was. Probably passed out at some bar, or worse yet, out on the road, driving his truck drunk. 
 
    He shuddered to think of the times that his dad had gone on the road when he shouldn’t have, putting his life at risk. Yes, he hated his father for what he did to him. But he didn’t wish death upon him. Really, he just hoped, despite how pointless he knew it was, that one day everything would go back to normal and his father would wake up one day and stop drinking. But yeah, there was little chance of that happening. 
 
    So many times when Steve was younger, he’d hidden his father’s keys to keep him from going out on the road. It had earned him more than a few beatings, but it was worth it. He’d already lost a mom. He didn’t want to lose his dad, too. 
 
    “Where’s Dennis?” Steve asked. He didn’t like the idea of his brother coming home to an empty house. Not because he hadn’t been left alone before, but more in case his father decided to drop by. It had happened once or twice in the past, and the thought of it made Steve feel sick. 
 
    Kenny shrugged and said, “He went to get—” 
 
    As if on cue, the door opened and his best friend stepped inside, carrying some bags. The scent of fried chicken, French fries, and a million other delicious things Steve couldn’t eat filled the air. 
 
    His stomach rumbled as he eyed the bags, screaming its protests at the poor diet it was offered on a daily basis.  
 
    “Kenny!” Dennis’s voice bellowed from the kitchen. It was good to see his friend. He was his only true friend, really. 
 
    Dennis had seen Steve in both his best and his worst moments. He was the one person who he knew held back. 
 
    “Hey, jerk,” Steve said, with a teasing smile. There was so much he wanted to tell Dennis, especially about him being into dudes. He just didn’t know how Dennis would react, and couldn’t fathom losing his best friend over it. 
 
    Dennis laughed. “Who let this piece of trash in the house?” He set the bags down on the dining room table; the table groaning over the weight of them. 
 
    Steve glared at him playfully. “Forget you.” 
 
    Pulling the food out of the bags, Dennis asked, “You hungry? Picked up some fried chicken. Unless you’re on one of those weird sports diets again.” Sometimes Dennis was too good to them, and for that Steve would always be grateful. He knew that he went out of his way to buy extra food to feed the two. 
 
    Leaping from the couch, Kenny pushed past him and bounced up and down at the sight of the food. It broke Steve’s heart that his little brother couldn’t eat like this every day; the fact that fried chicken was a treat rather than a staple was awful. 
 
    “Nah, I can eat,” Steve said. He was starving, and his best friend could see it in his eyes. He knew Steve too well, and although he never said specifically that he bought the extra food for the two of them, they both knew that he did. 
 
    Dennis smiled at Kenny. He was like a little brother to him, too. “Well, chow down. Kenny, set the table, will you?” 
 
    “Okay,” Kenny said excitedly. He didn’t need telling twice. He ran off and climbed on top of the stool to get the dishes out. 
 
    Dennis cleared his throat. Steve eyed him as he did. He knew what this meant. There was something he wanted to talk to him about. He always did that whenever he wanted to talk about something serious. 
 
    “How’d it go with the coach?” asked Dennis. That was the last topic he wanted to discuss, but he should have known it was coming. 
 
    Steve shrugged as if it was no big deal. “It was cool. I told you, gonna be helping out there a few days a week.” He grabbed a fry and stuffed it in his mouth, hoping that Dennis would drop the topic. 
 
    Dennis took a fry too. “I hope he pays you well.” He paid him, all right. But it wasn’t dollars he was after; rather, it was the coach’s cock in his rear that he wanted the most. 
 
    Even now, as his heart broke over the way he’d been treated, he couldn’t get the experience out of his mind. It was a once-in-a-lifetime chance that, before the proceeding events, he’d hoped would be more than that. 
 
    He’d let Coach James go further with him than he’d ever gone with anybody. The way that the coach had dominated him, taking control and willingly showing him just what to expect from being intimate with a man, was more than he could have ever dreamed. But on top of that, he felt safe with him, too. It was like when he was with him, nothing could hurt him. It was like all his dreams, the ones that seemed so far away when he was around his father, were suddenly in reach.  
 
    But that had all come crashing down when they had been interrupted by that phone call. 
 
    Pulling out a seat, Steve sat down at the table. “Yeah. I mean, I don’t know how much longer, but I’ll make the money while I can.” 
 
    “What’s he like?” asked Dennis. What a peculiar question to ask. His best friend never asked things like that. And why would he even care? 
 
    “I mean, he’s all right,” Steve said dismissively, getting nervous now. Truth be told, he wanted to steer clear of this conversation. He was a terrible liar at the best of times and knew his friend could read him like a book. 
 
    “He’s pretty tough on the court. Seen him at your games,” Dennis said. He knew his best friend well enough to know that he was beating around the bush. The only question was, did Steve want to know what was in the bush? 
 
    “Has to be,” said Steve, picking at the fried chicken. There was something else Dennis wanted to ask, and the topic made Steve’s heart beat faster. 
 
    Dennis took a seat at the table and glanced at Kenny in the kitchen, as if to make sure he wasn’t overhearing them. “Well, as long as he doesn’t take advantage of you. That’s all I’m saying.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Steve asked, his eyes shifting to his little brother, who was busy collecting the silverware. He just hoped that if Dennis did suspect something, he’d have enough tact to not air it in front of Kenny. 
 
    Dennis shrugged, but the way he stared at his hands told Steve there was more to say. “Nothing, it’s just…” 
 
    Steve leaned forward. “What?” If he had something to say, he wanted him to come out and say it now. Steve had had a tough day, and all this dancing around was only making it worse. 
 
    “Heard some things, that’s all,” said Dennis, mumbling barely above a whisper. Steve’s heart stopped. 
 
    “Like what?” he asked. He had to know. His little brother was still away from the table, so now was as good a time as any. If anyone ever found out about the two of them, his life would be ruined. 
 
    At the same time, Steve couldn’t help but worry about his coach, too. Rumors like that, especially in their small Oregon town, often led to people losing their jobs—their careers, in fact. 
 
    Dennis took a fry, then another. Then another, until Steve put his hand on top of his to keep him from procrastinating around the question. “That he’s into dudes or whatever.” 
 
    Steve cleared his grip and pushed the food away. He lowered his tone so Kenny wouldn’t hear. “What the heck? That’s trash. Who says that?” 
 
    Dennis shook his head. “Dude, you haven’t heard that?” He actually hadn’t heard that at all. Until today, when his cock was in the older man’s mouth, he had had no idea, thinking that it was all fantasy. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. It’s not like you’re gay or anything,” said Dennis, stuffing more food in his mouth. 
 
    Steve swore that as he said that, he shifted his eyes, as if to check what his answer would be. But it must have just been his imagination, as his friend chowed down on more food. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” said Steve, grabbing one of the pieces of chicken and chowing down nervously. His best friend and he had never really talked about anything like this before, and it created a weird tension in the room that was only broken by the delighted squeals of his little brother, happily, and ignorantly, grabbing at the bevvy of food that he was so not used to. 
 
    Dennis put his hands behind his neck and leaned back. “I mean, last thing I need is a faggot for a best friend hitting on me.” 
 
    Dennis laughed as if he had said was some grand joke. But Steve, choking up on his food, had to double take before he forced a laugh too. He knew his friend well enough to be certain he was only kidding around. “Funny. I’m hungry, let’s eat. Hey, think I could crash here tonight on the couch?” 
 
    He had to change the subject. Beads of sweat trailed under his armpits. He’d never been more uncomfortable with Dennis before. Sure, he was pretty certain that Dennis didn’t suspect a thing, but the fact that he had even brought the topic up was suspect enough. He knew that he would have to be careful from now on. It was just lucky that the episode with Coach James had effectively ended their relationship. Just in time, it would seem…despite how hard it was for him to admit. 
 
    “Not unless you want to share a bed with me,” said Dennis, nudging him. 
 
    Steve pushed him away and laughed. “Shut the heck up.” 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    James was nervous and he didn’t know why. He was the adult here, this should have been so simple. And yet he hung up half a dozen times before letting the phone ring long enough for Steve to pick up. He’d messed up by losing his temper with Steve. He just hoped that it wasn’t too late. 
 
    He lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling fans as they struggled to circulate the hot air properly. It was yet another thing he hoped to take care of with Steve. 
 
    There were so many reasons that he was mad at what he had done to the kid. Yeah, he liked working with him, sure. But he also just liked being around him. The honest truth was, he liked doing everything with him. 
 
    In retrospect, the young man hadn’t meant any harm. Sure, it was a violation of his privacy, but when he thought about it, maybe he would have done the same thing? All he had done was listen outside of his door. Pure curiosity and nothing more. And when he looked at it from his shoes, it made a whole lot more sense. 
 
    This was obviously Steve’s first time with a grown man, and the experience was new to him. He was probably confused by the way that James had run to answer the phone. He may have even been a little hurt by it. What he needed was James’s support, not his wrath. 
 
    As the phone rang out, James was about to hang up when Steve finally answered. “What?” Steve said, very curt. His tone had an edge to it, and it was clear he was still pissed. 
 
    Despite this fact, James smiled. It was great hearing his voice again. “Is that how you answer the phone?” he asked, a playfulness in his voice. 
 
    As if by instinct, his hand automatically went to his cock. There was just something about the guy’s voice that made the coach hard automatically. It must have been the way that hearing it made his mind wander to the body that the voice came out of…and the toe that hung between those legs. 
 
    The sharpness to Steve’s voice made him realize that he’d also have to put the young man in his place where he belonged. Clearly, he hadn’t learned where his role would be yet. He’d have to get him back first, though. 
 
    “What do you want?” Steve asked, still stinging. 
 
    James knew that he had really ticked off the guy. But at the same time, he also knew that he had a shot at winning him over, or he never would have answered the phone. 
 
    James cleared his throat, thinking of how to frame his apology. “Just checking to see if you were still coming to help me clean up and trash at school.” 
 
    Steve sighed. “Really? Is that it?” He sounded disappointed. 
 
    James was a man’s man. He wasn’t used to having to apologize to anyone for anything, but he also didn’t want to lose Steve. He knew that if he wanted the kid back, he might just have to suck it up and say sorry. 
 
    The thought of losing him actually scared him. Had Steve really grown on him that quickly already? How was that possible? There must have been something special there for him to have such an instant effect. 
 
    “Well, are you coming or not?” James asked with a smirk on his face. He loved the way the kid tried to give him lip 
 
    Steve smacked his lips. “I said I would, didn’t I?” 
 
    James smiled despite himself. Attitude or not, at least they were on speaking terms again. And he knew that if he just got him alone that he could make it all better…well, he knew that he could do more than make it all better. He could make it hard and then some. 
 
    There was silence between them for a moment. If it was going to be an awkward one, it never got the chance. The sound of his breathing on the other end of the line turned James on more than it should have and he casually slid his hand into his briefs, stroking his mess up and down. 
 
    “So…what’s up?” James asked, his voice rumbling. How he wished Steve was right there with him, lying next to him in bed. That it was his hand on his cock. 
 
    “Is that your way of apologizing?” Steve asked. There was a smile in his voice. 
 
    James sighed. This wasn’t going to go away until one of them said sorry. He was the older one and the one at fault. He might as well bite the bullet and get it over with. A real man apologizes, and at the very least it might serve as a future lesson for the kid. “I shouldn’t have spoken to you that way. I overreacted.” 
 
    “You think?” Steve said with sarcasm in his voice. 
 
    That attitude really needed to be taken down a notch. How he’d love to shove his cock down Steve’s throat to keep his mouth from running. All the while letting him know the reason for it—that that was what happened when one misbehaved. 
 
    James couldn’t help but chuckle, though. He guessed he deserved that reaction. “It won’t happen again.” He squeezed the head of his cock tight, gripping it just below his swelling mushroom. 
 
    “It better not,” Steve said playfully. 
 
    That boy really needed to be put in his place. 
 
    “Or what?” James asked, biting his lip as he stroked harder, imagining the lesson he’d teach this man. 
 
    “Or you’ll never…ever…ever get any of the good stuff again,” Steve said. 
 
    Okay, that was it. It was as if Steve knew that James had his hand on his toe and was egging him on, trying to help him finish. James stroked his thick meat harder and faster. “No? What if I just come over there and take it?” The idea made him arch his hips up as he stroked his cock even faster. He tried to stop himself from moaning; he didn’t want to give himself up just yet. 
 
    Steve’s breath was heavy and erratic on the other end of the line. James could tell he was jacking off too. It made his toe ache for more. 
 
    “I’ll fight you off,” Steve said, a soft moan escaping his lips. 
 
    James chuckled, biting his lip as he moaned too. “Now, why would you want to do that? You know you want some of this toe.” The precum had already beaded at the top of the head of his fat cock as he imagined Steve’s full lips licking it off. 
 
    Steve’s breathed into the phone. “Maybe.” 
 
    “Mmm…Felt good, didn’t it?” James said, his hand now moving to his rear as he fingered his hole while imagining Steve’s cock outside of it. 
 
    Steve panted before answering, “Little bit.” 
 
    His chuckle thundered over the phone as he licked his finger and stuck it inside his hole again. “A little bit?” James said. “Well, maybe I ought to have another crack at it.” 
 
    The high-pitched moan from Steve made James drip pre-cum. He wasn’t even hiding it anymore. 
 
    “We’ll see about that. Might have other arrangements,” Steve said, struggling to get the words out in between each exasperated moan. 
 
    James growled. The idea of someone else even touching Steve made him possessive. “Who?” James asked. 
 
    Steve didn’t answer at first, making James pull his finger from his rear as he sat about. “Goodnight, Coach,” Steve said, hanging up suddenly. 
 
    Did he hang up on him? James, breathing heavily as he dripped sweat, couldn’t believe what had just happened. The kid honestly thought that that was okay? Oh, he’d pay for that. And Steve had better have been teasing about the possibility of another lover, too. If not, James would teach the younger man a lesson. 
 
    As James lay back in bed thinking about the exchange, he realized that one way or another he was going to be teaching the young Steve a very, very rough lesson. 
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    Steve 
 
      
 
    He made sure that he wasn’t wearing any underwear today. It was all part of his plan as Steve sat in the gym with the other players. 
 
    Steve sat there, watching the coach with intent as he went on and on about how the team members needed to keep their mental energy as strong as their physical. He was deep in the middle of the lecture as Steve slowly spread his legs. He made sure that the other players weren’t watching, but that the older man was, and opened wide just enough so the man could see his balls. 
 
    His team members stared straight ahead at the coach, clueless of what Steve was doing. The older man’s voice echoed in the gym as he walked back and forth, having not noticed yet. His white shoes squeaked across the gym floor as he continued with his rant. 
 
    Yes, James had apologized to him last night. But that didn’t automatically make it all better. Steve would make the coach pay for treating him like that. 
 
    He was currently seated up on the bleachers at such an angle that no one else could see him besides the coach. Although he thought that James hadn’t noticed, a waver in his voice as he stumbled on his words soon indicated that he actually had. James’s eyes flicked back and forth between the students and Steve’s open crotch. It gave him immense pleasure watching him struggle not to look. 
 
    The coach stumbled over his words, clearing his throat as his eyes looked everywhere but at Steve’s open legs. “So, like I was saying. Eating right and getting the proper amount of rest is just as important as…” 
 
    Steve thrust his hips up a bit and raised his hand. “Coach?” 
 
    Coach James averted his eyes from him. “Yes, Steve.” 
 
    “I have a question,” said the younger man, his hand grabbing his junk quickly as he made sure that no one was looking back. 
 
    James cleared his throat. “What is it, Steve?” Steve wanted to laugh at how nervous the man got, his eyes practically erupting from their sockets as they struggled not to look. But Steve held it together, careful not to draw attention to himself. 
 
    “What about stretching? Is that important too?” he asked, pulling his leg into a stretch at such an angle that James would definitely be able to see his balls. 
 
    James bit his lip, then glanced at his clipboard when he realized how odd he must look. “Of course, you have to loosen up those muscles.” He pulled at his shirt collar as if to loosen up the tension. Steve could even see a trickle of sweat dripping down his temple. 
 
    Steve had to keep the smile from curving on his lips. He definitely had turned the man on, and the sudden bulge in the coach’s pants was more of an indication than he needed. “I thought it’s better to keep everything tight,” Steve said. 
 
    He emphasized the word tight, letting the word drip from the end of his tongue. 
 
    Then, as if James suddenly realized how he must look, he locked eyes with him. Clearly he was up for the challenge. “It is in some cases, but keeping everything loose keeps it from tearing.” 
 
    Everything the older man said turned him on, and Steve instantly realized the folly in his plan. If he took this charade too much further, then he’d have a visible boner. A semi he could hide from the rest of the class. If he stood to full attention, there’d be no covering it. 
 
    “Okay,” Steve said, sweeping his tongue across his bottom lip quick enough for James to see, but then sucking it in before the class had. He was very careful to keep the moment dangling by a thread, just enough to turn on James but not himself. 
 
    James cleared his throat again before he focused back on the class. Blowing into his whistle, he barked, “Tell you what. Do about fifteen minutes of laps around the court to warm your muscles up. Ready, go!” 
 
    Watching James blow into that whistle only sent Steve’s imagination running wild as he thought about what the older man would do if he wrapped his lips around his own 8-inch whistle and blew. 
 
    The other team members took off running, but Steve jogged up to James. Somehow, he had managed to get his boner under control. Enough to stand comfortably, anyway. “Coach.” 
 
    He glared at him, clearly furious with what he had done. “What’s up?” He may have pushed it too far with him, but he’d take that risk. Besides, at school in front of all the students, there was only so much that Coach James could do. 
 
    “Mind if I go to the locker room for a bit? Alone?” Steve asked, standing close enough to him that he could feel the heat from his body. He pushed his hips out, making sure that the outline of his toe was visible. James’s eyes flicked down, just quick enough to catch. 
 
    James spoke quiet enough so that only Steve could hear. “You’re playing with fire, Steve.” 
 
    Steve took an audible breath and exhaled, blowing softly on the coach’s neck. “I do like to keep it hot,” Steve whispered, giving him a wink. “Tight or loose, whatever works.” 
 
    James, eyes flicking across to the students to make sure that none had noticed the exchange, nodded in the direction of the locker room. “Go ahead.” 
 
    He wasn’t going with him? Maybe his plan hadn’t worked as well as he’d hoped. No matter; he was sure that he could change that. 
 
    “Coach?” Steve said, turning back for a moment. 
 
    “What’s up, Steve?” asked James, purposefully looking down at his clipboard. 
 
    “I’m not wearing any underwear,” he whispered again, just loud enough for Coach James to hear. He then grabbed his full balls quick enough for James to see. 
 
    He didn’t need to be told if it had worked or not. One quick glance down at the coach’s crotch area, where his boner was now visible, was indication enough. 
 
    “Idiot…I’ll meet you in there in three minutes,” said the coach. 
 
    Mission accomplished. The only question was, what did he do now? 
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    Coach James 
 
      
 
    Where was he? 
 
    As James stepped inside the locker room and locked the door, his mind was totally preoccupied with one thing and one thing only: the young man with the big toe that was going to get a real good. 
 
    He’d earned it, too, pushing his buttons like that. When he’d first seen him on the top of the bleachers, James couldn’t quite figure out what he was doing separating himself from the pack like that. But seconds later, when he had spread his legs, going commando so that James could see those luscious balls, he’d worked it out. He had almost tripped over his feet when he first saw them. He had had to work every mental muscle he had to keep his mind of what he was saying and not those full-looking balls. 
 
    James would suck those fat puppies until they melted in his mouth. His cock stiffened at the thought of the naughty things he wanted to do to this man, all the while searching for him down the long hall leading to the lockers. They didn’t have much time, and he wanted to find him quickly. He didn’t want to waste a second he didn’t have to. 
 
    “Hey, where are you?” called James. It was more of a command than a question. He couldn’t let the kid get away with how he had acted, and he best start putting his foot down right now. 
 
    But there was no answer to his command. A fact that only made him madder. He was really going to teach this kid a— 
 
    His thoughts were quickly interrupted by the soft echoing sound of moaning in the near distance. It was like a siren song, calling to him. 
 
    “I said—” But he stopped, his words catching in his throat when he spotted Steve. 
 
     Sitting on a bench, just around the corner and out of view of the main door, was Steve, his legs spread with his hands down his shorts while he stroked his cock. The tip of the mushroom head peeked out of the elastic strap as he did. It was as if it was daring James to come taste it. He had to hand it to him, that kid sure knew how to turn him on. 
 
    “Mmm,” Steve said, moaning as he stared James down. “Hey.” 
 
    His shirt was off, too, and those nipples stared back at him. They were already hard and ready for sucking. 
 
    James smiled, biting his lip as he approached. “You like pushing things to the edge, don’t you?” 
 
    “I thought you liked that,” Steve said, cracking a smile. He then lifted and released the elastic on his waistband, making a snapping noise as it slammed against his ripped abs, still pressed up against the mushroom of his cock. 
 
    “Come here,” said James as he approached Steve, grabbing him by the hand and lifting him up into a kiss. 
 
    It was electric as their lips slammed against each other’s. In the danger of the open locker room, James didn’t even care as he tasted that sweet, wet mouth of his. Steve kissed him back, too, harder than he had last time, moaning the whole time as his tongue teased James’s. 
 
    The previously silent room was soon broken by the sounds of their heavy breath and noises of them sucking. It only intensified the more and more they both got into it. 
 
    “Idiot, you really like to kiss, don’t you?” James asked. 
 
    He didn’t let the young man answer, though, as he grabbed him by the back of his head and stuck his tongue down his throat. It was time to show him who was the boss around here. 
 
    “Ohh,” gasped Steve when James’s hand reached down under his strap, into his shorts, and cupped his big balls.  
 
    “My, you’ve got big balls,” said James, taking them both in his hand as he squeezed. 
 
    “The better for you to taste them,” Steve said with a smile. James gave them a squeeze to let him know who was boss. To let him know who those balls really belonged to. 
 
    “These balls are mine. You hear me?” James said, biting his lip. He needed Steve to understand. He didn’t share. What was his was his. And he would have them whenever he wanted. 
 
    Steve gave him a half smile as if to tease him. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Idiot, yeah. And if I get word that you let anyone at them, then you’ll pay the consequences, and I mean that,” he growled, kissing him up and down his neck, rubbing the scruff of his beard against his soft, adolescent skin. 
 
    “And what kind of consequences are those?” asked Steve as James applied more pressure. Steve gasped. 
 
    “Do you really want to find out?” James cupped them in his grip again, squeezing them a little harder this time. 
 
    “Fuuuck, harder, please. I want to feel the pain,” moaned Steve. 
 
    Rubbish, why did he have to say that? It turned him on even more. James squeezed a little harder and Steve arched his neck back, sucking in air. He really did love it. 
 
    “Ohh,” Steve said as James applied more pressure. 
 
    The two men kissed passionately, lost in the heat of the moment until James, somehow, pulled himself from the kid’s mouth and made his way down to his nipples. They were already hard and prime for sucking. Luscious nipples, like the rest of Steve’s beefy, muscular body. James wanted the whole thing. 
 
    “Mmm, I love it when you moan like that,” James said. 
 
     With his mouth around Steve’s nipples, he moved his spare hand down the kid’s pants, using his middle finger to tickle his already hard shaft. 
 
    “Idiot,” Steve said, sucking in more air. He clearly liked that. 
 
    His body was already slippery with sweat, the steam from the two of them seeming to fill the locker room around them. The amount of bodily fluid pouring off the two would make what he had in mind for later even easier. 
 
    Steve also seemed to really like what he did, and that turned James on more. James loved to please almost as much as he loved being pleased himself, and the fact that this kid was so new to this meant that everything he did sent the kid into pangs of ecstasy. 
 
    He kept kissing Steve at the same time as he slid his finger into his pucker, loving the way it swallowed it. 
 
    No doubt, the two men were definitely compatible. 
 
    “Incredible,” Steve said, and James pumped his fingers into him more. Slowly at first, then harder and faster while their kisses grew more intense and his hole swallowed the entire thing. 
 
    Steve’s precum dripping from that big, swinging toe drizzled all over James’s arm, and he pulled his arm up, waited until Steve’s eyes opened, then licked the salty precum up, one tongue swipe at a time. He wanted the kid to see him taste it. “Goodness, you taste good. I want more.” 
 
    Not being able to wait any longer, he fell to his knees, yanking Steve’s shorts down as he did. The cock was fully exposed now, staring him in the face, daring him to do what he knew he was about to. Opening his mouth, James swallowed Steve’s cock whole. 
 
    The thick piece of meat slid down his hot, wet throat, and Steve responded by gasping, “Holy idiot.” James felt Steve’s hand grab him by the back of the head, pushing him deeper. 
 
    He hadn’t been able to get that taste out of his mouth from the last time they’d fooled around, and he’d craved it ever since. 
 
    He pulled it from his mouth, now teasing the young man’s balls with his wet tongue. The coach sucked in each ball, sliding them in and out of his mouth like they were marbles. 
 
    He did all this while pumping his finger in his rear. Moving it to match the moans of Steve, responding to his body as much as his moans. 
 
    “Holy shiiit!” Steve screamed, until James covered his mouth. He would give the whole game away if he didn’t keep it down, as hard as that may be. 
 
    He stood up now, moving even closer to the young man. He let the silence grow as a means to emphasize the moment. Only when it was thick and heavy did he take a step back, his eyes flicking back down to Steve’s cock as he licked his lips in hunger. 
 
    “Incredible. Dang right,” said James, his booming voice echoing in Steve’s ear. “And we’re just getting started.” 
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    Steve 
 
      
 
    Steve had never felt such pleasure. He hadn’t even known that such pleasure existed. Before now, he had been wandering through life only half awake. Today was his awakening, and there was no going back. 
 
    As James led him over to a corner in the locker room, his head spun with thoughts of what had just happened and images of what else the coach had in store for him. This was so much the case that he almost ran into a bench until the coach maneuvered him out of the way. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Steve asked, his heart still racing from the kissing and fondling they’d done so far. Not to mention his cock was throbbing from the handling it had just had. 
 
    “Do you trust me?” asked James. His low voice made Steve’s whole body vibrate. 
 
    Steve didn’t trust anybody, but something about the way the older man had treated him, the kindness in his eyes, made him feel like he could. And if that wasn’t enough, he was horny enough at the moment that he was inclined to let the coach do whatever he pleased. 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    James gave him a devilish smile. Something in the glint of his eye told Steve that he was in for something new. 
 
    He was nervous, though. Everything they did was something he hadn’t experienced before. He had never felt so open and vulnerable. And yet, under the coach’s tutelage, Steve had a feeling he would be taught everything he needed to know. He knew that he would have the coach’s strong hand there to guide him. 
 
    James stopped by a cart of clean gym towels. He toppled them over, dumping the towels onto the floor in a corner, hidden away from view.He then pushed Steve down, making sure he landed on his back. He was so dominant and commanding. This, combined with the Coach’s passion and his own excitement, made Steve’s heart pound even more. 
 
    James, standing over him now, looked down at him with hunger in his eyes before stepping toward him, getting down on his knees, and crawling over to him. The whole time his eyes were locked on to his. 
 
     “I’m going to forget you now,” the coach said matter-of-factly. 
 
    Steve’s mouth parted as he stifled a gasp. How he had longed to hear those words. From the moment he’d first laid eyes on the coach, he had wondered what it would be like to have him inside of him. He had never had someone penetrate him before, and although he was nervous, the fact that it was James made it all the better. His throat constricted at the thought. It was what he wanted more than anything. But he also didn’t know if he was ready to go that far with a guy…even if it was the coach. So many conflicting emotions, all tossing and turning in his head with no clear winner. 
 
    “Are you ready?” asked the coach, his rumbling voice caring yet in control. Something in the older man’s beautiful brown eyes set him at ease. He knew that this was going to happen and that the coach would make it as pleasurable as possible. 
 
    It was as if he had invited Steve into a world, a safe world that the coach would guide him through. While he was with the coach, nothing could hurt him. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Steve, before he realized he’d said it. The man bit his lip, his eyes locking with Steve’s. 
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you, but it’s going to feel intense. I’m kinda big,” said James. 
 
    Steve nodded, actually a little curious by this statement. How big could he be? 
 
    It was only then that Steve realized he hadn’t really seen the man’s cock yet. He’d seen the outline of it in his clothes, but never nude. All thoughts he’d had of it were created by his imagination. In there, it was perfect, so he wondered with intense curiosity if the real thing could match his expectations. 
 
    James stripped his shirt off, revealing his trimmed hairy chest. His body was perfect—muscular, but not too big, with speckles of salt-and-pepper hair. 
 
    Then, grinning as he did, James took his gym pants and underwear off. As he pulled them down, his love tool struggled to be released, clinging to the pants until they were well past his knees. Again, Steve had to stifle a gasp. Big was an understatement. 
 
    Thick and dripping with precum, Coach James’s cock was massive and veiny, so big that it seemed to have a life of its own. Indeed, Steve wouldn’t have been surprised if it acted on its own accord. Oh, and it was rock hard and ready for. 
 
    Goodness. Incredible. How was he going to fit that thing inside of him? 
 
    But Steve didn’t have long to ponder this as James pulled Steve’s legs over his head and let the saliva drip from his mouth into Steve’s hole. Never tasting it himself, but just getting it ready for a pounding. 
 
    The coolness of the liquid between his hot cheeks felt stimulating. He moved in closer, arching his hips up, getting himself ready. 
 
    “Ready?” James asked again, and Steve nodded. His eyes fluttered, hoping he could get through this without it hurting too bad. But now that he had seen it, he wanted it inside of him. All of it. 
 
    “Take a deep breath,” James commanded, and Steve did as he was told, feeling the head slide through slowly. 
 
    Steve’s mouth opened wide as it entered him. It didn’t hurt at all, but it was overwhelming, to say the least. The man was clearly experienced at making sure his partners were comfortable first, slipping it in inch by inch. And, true to his word, Coach James was careful sliding part of his cock in before asking, “You cool?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Steve said, slowly relaxing into it, letting his hole swallow it. The feel of this experienced man inside of him gave him more pleasure than he’d expected. The weight of him on top of him and the caring look in his eyes only made him feel safe. “I want more.” 
 
    James chuckled. “Kinky idiot. You sure?” 
 
    Hell yeah he was. He wanted to feel the full power of this man, all of him. That toe was big, but he knew he could take it. 
 
    Steve’s hand reached behind the older man’s rear, gripping it and pulling him forward, impaling himself even more on the coach’s cock. 
 
    “Incredible, I guess so,” James said, chuckling some more as he pressed himself forward. “Idiot, you’re tight.” 
 
    Steve had tried to imagine in the past what it would feel like to have a hard cock inside of him. But for all of his fantasies, none had come close to the real thing. The feel of this man’s hard cock sliding inside him was more intense and more amazing than Steve had ever imagined it would be. It was a bliss that he hadn’t known could exist until he was experiencing it himself. 
 
    Steve found himself moaning uncontrollably, arching his neck back, squeezing the towels. 
 
    James’s hot, wet, and slow yet passionate kisses helped keep his mind off the intensity until his rear began to relax into it. Before long, the toe inside of him felt as natural and as right as breathing. He never wanted it to stop. 
 
    “Idiot,” Steve said, able to enjoy it now. He needed it all. He needed it now. “Harder.” 
 
    James bit his lip, pumping into him with one whamming pound. “Be careful what you wish for.” 
 
    Electricity shot through him, making his whole body tingle with enjoyment as his knees shook, and he bit down on his lip to stop himself from screaming. But the coach didn’t stop there. No, not by a long shot. 
 
    He slid in and out, in and out, pumping and swaying, rocking his hips. And Steve enjoyed every second of it. 
 
    He wrapped his hands behind the older man’s back, then arched his own hips to get into the rhythm of the heck-dance. He wasn’t experienced, but he was a quick learner, and boy was he learning fast. 
 
    They were like Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers in perfect harmony, two simpatico beings moving and swaying to a silent melody written just for them.  
 
    The hot sweat of the older man’s body dripped on him as James flipped Steve onto his stomach.He was so strong and domineering. The weight of the older man on top of him was amazing, too. Steve had always considered himself a man’s man, never dreaming that he would like being controlled this way. But he did. It made him feel owned, possessed by him. He’d never thought of himself as being submissive, but with Coach James, he wanted it. 
 
    With Coach James grunting and whispering in Steve’s ear, each pump, each waft of hot breath, each sound of skin slapping against skin drove Steve wild. 
 
    He moaned, his voice going up an octave. “Oh, Daddy…” Steve heard himself say, not even knowing where the words came from but sensing from James’s movements that they were the right ones. 
 
    James’s eyes met his with a devilish smile. “It’s okay. I love it. Call me Silver Daddy.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Don’t ever…stop…me…Silver Daddy, never ever,” said Steve, daring him to do more. He wanted to see who would come first, hoping secretly that neither of them ever did. 
 
    “You idiot,” James said, pumping harder and faster. “You know exactly what to do to make me lose control, don’t you?” 
 
    Slap, slap, slap! The sound of wet skin pumping into his rear made it even hotter. Steve gripped the towels hard, his moans muffled by their cushion. He bit into the towel in an attempt to stop himself from moaning, but it only made the whole situation hotter. 
 
    Moans and grunts turned to screams as he forced his face into the towel again, trying to keep their lovemaking noises unheard.  
 
    “Don’t you know every time you scream and moan, it only turns me on more?” James said in between breaths. 
 
    “Yes, Silver Daddy,” said Steve. “Idiot, I’m going…” He could feel the cum bubbling up from his balls. He needed a release and fast. 
 
    James grabbed him by the back of the head, pulling his head back so that he could feel James’s hot breath on his ear. “You don’t cum ‘till Daddy tells you to. You hear me?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Steve said, doing whatever he could to hold it off. But it was hard. “But please.” 
 
    James stopped pumping as if to tease him as his hand reached down and gripped his balls in an act of ownership. 
 
    “Pleasssse,” Steve said, restraining himself from screaming from pleasure. His body quivered in delight and anticipation. He could feel it working its way up from his knees. He didn’t have much time. But he needed permission. He wouldn’t cum without it. 
 
    Rocking his hips again, James pumped harder, pounded deeper. His cock was the medicine Steve needed to heal what ailed him. 
 
    Lowering his face into Steve’s ear, the coach finally gave him the permission he had been craving. “Now, you can cum.” 
 
    “Holy shiiiiiiiiit!” Steve screamed. As if those words were the trigger, a hot stream of white cum rocketed through his toe, making him cum so hard that his rear gripped the cock lodged in his jerk like a vise. 
 
    “Holy idiot,” James said, grunting, then pumping some more. He pulled out, rolled Steve over, and came all over his abs, chest, and face. 
 
    The stream of thick white liquid was so warm and beautiful to feel that it was like a thank-you present, and Steve accepted it, licking the substance that coated his lips with pleasure. He had never tasted anything so good. 
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    Coach James 
 
    Now, James had had a lot of sex in his time. He wasn’t a hussy or anything, but he’d been around the block a few times. And of all those times, there were a handful that he could point to as being beyond incredible. But now, well, now those few times barely even registered in his memory. The session he’d just had with Steve was on a whole other level. His heart still pounded as he caught his breath, collapsing next to Steve in the pile of now sweaty, cum-covered towels. 
 
    The students would be coming in at any moment, but James almost didn’t care. He wished he could stay in the locker room with Steve all day and all night. He just wanted to wrap him in his arms, holding him until he was ready for round two. 
 
    He squeezed Steve’s hand and raised it to his lips. “Dang, boy. You’re a natural.” 
 
    “Am I?” asked Steve with that smile that James loved to see. 
 
    The scent of their mixed cum in the air had turned him on again, in ways he didn’t even know it could. It usually took him a lot longer to get back in the mood, but it seemed that Steve had a power over him that he wasn’t releasing any time soon. But as much as he would have loved to have gone again, there just wasn’t time for another session. 
 
    He kissed him again softly on the lips. “Idiot yeah,” he confirmed. 
 
    “So, you gonna let me keep my job?” Steve asked with a laugh. 
 
    James turned on his side to face him, holding his gaze as he picked up one of the towels and tenderly cleaned Steve up. “Idiot, yeah. You can keep your job as long as you want. But…” 
 
    An expression of fear swept over Steve. “But what?” 
 
    James gave him a devilish smile. “Your tasks are going to expand…” He hadn’t meant to scare the guy, but a little joke didn’t hurt. And besides, he liked how nervous Steve became. It only confirmed that James was indeed the dominant. 
 
    “Ooh, I like expanding tasks,” Steve said, chuckling, catching on to what he meant. That smile, that look in Steve’s eye…he could get lost in those eyes. 
 
    He hadn’t felt this sense of comfort with anyone in as long as he could remember. With most men, he’d keep it plain and simple. Sex and little conversation. And they usually liked it that way, too. He never felt the needed to expand and open up to them. With Steve, though, the coach wanted more. As much as he tried to push those thoughts out of his mind, they kept creeping back. 
 
    James shook his head. “Incredible, everything you say turns me on.” He looked him in the eye with a glint. “You’re very special, Steve.” 
 
    “I am?” asked Steve, blushing. 
 
    He hadn’t ever said that to anyone before, but it came from his heart. And once all the sex and passion was said and done, that was what really mattered. He just hoped that Steve returned the sentiment. He still wasn’t sure what the kid’s endgame was. 
 
    James lifted Steve’s hand up into a kiss. “Yeah, I mean, in my line of work, I meet a lot of dudes, but…you and me, we just fit.” 
 
    He wanted this moment to last forever. 
 
    Steve took a single finger and traced it through James’s sweaty hair. “Thanks, I think so too.” 
 
    James sighed. Now came the bad news, the news he had been dreading. He just hoped that Steve didn’t take it the wrong way. It was going to be hard for him, too. “That’s why I think it might be best if you quit the team.” 
 
    He’d been thinking of it awhile, and it was too risky for them to be seen together. He wanted to keep seeing Steve, but not if it meant both of them being at risk. 
 
    “Wait, what?” said Steve, sitting up, an expression of disbelief shadowing his features. He wasn’t going to take this news well. 
 
    James sat up too. He had to be comforting, getting the young man to calm down and think rationally. “Look, our connection is obvious. It’s only a matter of time before someone picks up on us and—” 
 
    Steve looked at him intensely. “I can’t just…I need this.” There was a desperation in Steve’s eyes, and James regretted even suggesting it. Maybe it was too soon. He should have waited for a better moment. Maybe when he was certain how Steve felt. 
 
    He could get Steve into another college with the contacts he had. He didn’t want either of their lives to be damaged by their budding relationship. This was the only way. Maybe he should have opened with that? 
 
    Sighing, James answered, “We’ll find something else for you to do. Besides, you need to pick up your grades anyway, and—” 
 
    The bang on the locker room door startled them. His heart pounded and he took a deep breath. As much as he wanted to keep Steve here and explain everything too him, they didn’t have time. This would have to wait for another day. He just hoped that Steve didn’t jump ship before then. 
 
    He lowered his voice so no one else would hear. He needed to unlock the door before anyone from the team became suspicious. “Go out first, then I’ll go out,” the coach said, nodding toward the back exit. 
 
    “Sure,” Steve said, disappointment written all over his face. 
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    “Dang it!” Steve yelled in frustration. He had just gotten home to find a big, thick padlock hanging from the front door. He couldn’t believe his dad would lock out his own sons. 
 
    He had just come back from his session with the coach, and although he should have been over the moon after what had happened, the coach’s suggestion had left him confused and hurt. So that, on top of dealing with the padlock, had him on edge. 
 
    “Chill out,” Dennis said, approaching him. “We’ll figure something out.” 
 
    Dennis put his hand on his shoulder, and although it normally would have calmed Steve down, this time, it only made him more agitated. He knew it wasn’t Dennis’s fault, but he couldn’t help but be mad at his best friend for being in a completely different situation to him and his brother. 
 
    “Easy for you to say, your dad didn’t lock you out. Now where are we going to go?” Steve demanded, throwing up his hands. 
 
    Dennis’s parents may have been absent most of the time, but at least he didn’t have to worry about where he’d lay his head every night…or if that head would cop a beating for the smallest of infractions. 
 
    His best friend looked up at him and said softly, “You can stay with me.” 
 
    The sentiment was touching, and Steve sighed, embarrassed with how he had acted. Dennis had already done so much for him and his brother. He didn’t want to take advantage of him. 
 
    “Idiot,” he said, sitting on the steps. Just when he’d thought things couldn’t get any worse. 
 
    He shook his head. The truth was that his frustration wasn’t just about being locked out. He was more than used to his dad doing something messed up like this. He was just relieved that his dad wasn’t around. 
 
    His frustration actually extended from earlier when James had asked—no, when he had expected him to quit the team. He loved what they had, what it was growing into. He loved being around James. But it was unfair for him to expect Steve to give up everything he had going for him—the only thing he had going for him. He knew why he wanted him to, but he found it incredibly selfish and couldn’t believe that James would just expect it of him, without first discussing it. 
 
    Dennis sat with him and squeezed his shoulder again. “You all right?” 
 
    Shrugging his grip away, Steve answered, “What do you think?” 
 
    “No, not just about this. You’ve been, I don’t know…a little weird lately.” 
 
    He should have known Dennis would pick up something. He’d tried to play it cool as much as he could when he was around Dennis, but the man knew him too well. They’d been through everything together—first grade, first pimples, first erections. They knew each other like the back of their hands. He had sensed that Dennis was onto him the other night, but had shrugged it off in the hopes that his friend would move on. 
 
    Still, Steve had to play innocent. There was too much at risk at the moment. With James treating him the way he was, he didn’t want to risk losing his best friend, too. “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 
    Dennis shrugged. “I don’t know, man. It’s like you’re avoiding me or something,” he said.  
 
    Steve felt rotten lying to him about it. Dennis was his best friend and it hurt to lie to him. But more than that, he wanted someone to talk to about what he had just been through. He wanted to share with him how amazing it was to be penetrated. How passionate and loving it was. He wanted to scream to the world what had just happened. He also wanted to share with him his insecurities that this wouldn’t last, and his worries of what would happen if the guys on the team found out. 
 
    But he couldn’t do any of that. Not a word. So instead, he said, “No, I’m cool.” 
 
    Dennis squinted his eyes at him. “Are you not working with the coach anymore?” 
 
    “Why?” said Steve, his voice going up an octave. This would be a dead giveaway that he was hiding something to the average person. To his best friend, he may as well have screamed it. 
 
    Dennis studied him some more, not answering him at first. “I just thought you worked right after class and—” 
 
    “Nah, he’s…I’ve pretty much finished everything with him,” said Steve, cutting him off. He had to act like everything was no big deal or he might give something away. He just hoped his friend didn’t start insulting him again. If he did, he wasn’t sure how he would act. 
 
    Dennis’s eyes widened. “That quickly? I thought you said he wanted to—” 
 
    “Yeah, done with him,” said Steve, not letting him finish his sentence. He didn’t want to go into any more, and started to get up when Dennis asked him something that made his heart freeze. Best end it as quick as possible. 
 
    “He try something on you or something?” his best friend asked. Steve’s jaw dropped until he gathered his thoughts. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” asked Steve as he walked down the steps and over to Dennis’s car. He really just wanted this conversation to end already. Why wouldn’t he just drop it? 
 
    Dennis walked toward him slowly, and each crunch of his shoes on the gravel driveway made Steve more nervous. It was as if he could sense what his friend was thinking. Even before he spoke, he knew what he was going to say. 
 
    His best friend sighed. “You can tell me things, you know. If he tried something on you, I’ll—” 
 
    “What are you going to do? Seriously. And no, he…he’s straight,” he said, kicking up some dust. He wanted to be anywhere but here right now. 
 
    “Okay…” said Dennis, giving Steve the look that told him that he didn’t quite believe him. Steve had already said too much. 
 
    Steve looked off into the distance, trying to find a way to change the topic. 
 
    Their old rusted swing set squeaked in the wind. So many memories jumbled in his head. Happy memories, a time when they could be kids. There was no pressure or talk of love and the future. It was simple. Now, everything was different, like someone had come along and rubbed out those times with permanent marker. 
 
    A smile spread across Steve’s face. “Remember when we were little, we used to have all these big dreams? You were going to be the next Bill Gates and I was going to be the next Michael Jordan.” 
 
    “Those were the days,” said Dennis with a smile as he looked in the same direction. 
 
    Steve sighed with relief, just glad that his ploy had worked. He leaned against the car and crossed his arms. “Yeah, well…we were wrong.” 
 
    “What makes you think that?” his best friend asked. 
 
    Dennis was always the optimist, never really worrying about anything. Now, usually Steve would have left it at that and been done. But the way things had been going lately, he just couldn’t. Maybe they didn’t need optimism right now? Maybe they needed reality? 
 
    Steve shook his head. “I just don’t think life works that way anymore. I mean, you work your rear off, and then it’s like God rolls some dice and you get what you get.” 
 
    “What’s with the downer talk?” Dennis asked, leaning against the car next to him. 
 
    Steve shrugged. “I just think…sometimes, I wonder if I’m ever going to get out of this situation. We’ve been broke since as long as I can remember, and my brother deserves better than this. He’s way smarter than me, and…I promised my mom.” 
 
    Steve stopped talking. His throat had tightened, and he needed to calm down before the tears came. Talking about his mom always did that to him. 
 
    Dennis squeezed his shoulder. “Things will get better. You’ll see. We’re both going to be rich as idiot. You’re going to the pros, brother. We’ll both have banging girls, one for each arm.” 
 
    Idiot. This girl talk again. Why did Dennis, or any guy, really, always fall back on that as a crutch of conversational greatness? Like banging a hot girl was all that mattered in life. What about falling in love with someone that you truly cared about? Wasn’t that more important? 
 
    This kind of talk only made things worse. Now he had to put on more of the straight guy act, and every time he did, it destroyed him. He felt like he was betraying himself. But he also felt like he was betraying James. 
 
    Dennis laughed. “Dude, we’re going to bang so many girls when we get rich…Right?” 
 
    Steve conjured up a smile. “Sure.” 
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    For some reason, Steve hadn’t shown up for practice today and he’d completely ignored James’s messages. Well, he said for no reason, but he was pretty sure he knew what the reason still. And still, that kind of behavior was unacceptable. 
 
    James checked his watch again, as if he had misread it the previous ten times, as he paced back and forth in the gym. Steve knew better than to be late. 
 
    If he was ticked at him, that was fine, but they’d made a deal and a deal was a deal. 
 
    Someone was laughing outside the gym and one of the voices sounded familiar. That had better not be him, James thought as he picked up the pace and walked in that direction. If he was wasting his time by loitering outside when he should have been practicing, then he would regret it. 
 
    He pushed the door open and let it slam against the back wall, which startled the young men outside. 
 
    It was Steve all right, goofing off with two of his friends. Seeing Steve sent a wave of conflicting emotions through James. He tried to control his temper. Steve could have his friends, they were straight anyway, but what he couldn’t do was blow James off. That was where he drew the line. 
 
    The scent of beer wafted in the air, and the way they gawked indicated that they had all been drinking. That was completely unacceptable. 
 
    Steve took one look at James and then turned the other way, continuing to joke with his friends. Okay, now he was just pushing James’s buttons. This needed to be dealt with. He just had to remind himself to discipline him as a student, not a lover. 
 
    The coach’s jaw clenched. “Yo,” James said sharply, his eyes narrowing on him. 
 
    Steve didn’t even look at James when he responded. “What’s up, Coach?” Chuckling with his friends, he kept his back on James the whole time. 
 
    It took a lot of restraint from James not to grab him right then and there. Again, he had to remind himself that he was a teacher. 
 
    Instead, he stepped closer. “It’s 4:17.” He held his arm up so Steve could see his watch. 
 
    Steve shrugged. “So?” 
 
    That was it. James snapped, pointing at the exit. “You two, out before the dean finds out about you drinking on campus.” His voice was a little higher than it ought to have been, but he didn’t care. He would not tolerate this. 
 
    The two guys, not being needed to be told twice, took off running down the hall, their smiles erased. 
 
    “I’ll see you guys later tonight,” Steve called, still smiling like it was all some big joke. He was shaky on his feet and leaned against the wall for support. 
 
    James whispered hard in his ear. “What the heck?” 
 
    Steve could barely stand he was so drunk. “Lay off me, man. Just wanted to hang out with my friends.” He slurred his words and his breath reeked. 
 
    James put his hands on his hips as he tried to control his rage. “We had a deal.” 
 
    “I’m here, ain’t I?” said Steve as if it were no big deal. Any effect it might have had was ruined by the fact that he could barely look at the older man. 
 
    James sighed. He shouldn’t have been so angry. He knew what this was all about, after all, and in a way, he was to blame. “Look, about what we talked about in the locker room…” 
 
    Steve cut him off. “What’s there to talk about? You want me to quit the team, but you don’t get it. I can’t quit. I need this for…” 
 
    As if he had finished what he was saying, he turned away and stumbled toward the gym. James followed him. “Need it for what? Listen, we can talk about that. I didn’t mean to make it sound like you and I are only…hell, you mean a lot more to me than just messing around. I wanted to know if…” 
 
    Steve glared at him. “If what?” 
 
    He’d thought a lot about this, and though he tried to tell himself that Steve was only a guy he messed around with, he wasn’t. He was so much more. But at the same time, he still didn’t know what Steve wanted from him. That was the hardest part. Despite all his machoness, James was still scared of being rejected. He didn’t think he could handle it if Steve said no. 
 
    And yet, there was no way he could say no…was there? He felt a kinship to him, a connection he hadn’t felt before. Surely Steve felt that too? 
 
    James cleared his throat. He hadn’t had this kind of conversation with many men before. Most of them came in and out of his life like a revolving door. 
 
    “If you want to hang out more often, really get to know each other,” he said simply, not yet ready to open up entirely. 
 
    Steve stared at the floor. “Don’t you have other dudes you can…?” 
 
    James reached out, lifting his chin so their eyes would meet. “I’m talking about just you and me. I like hanging out with you.” 
 
    Steve couldn’t fight the smile that came. “You do?” 
 
    Seeing that smile made James’s heart skip a beat. “Don’t you?” asked the coach, smiling back. 
 
    Steve didn’t answer at first, letting the question hang between them. It made James feel a little insecure as his mind raced with possible answers as to what Steve was thinking. 
 
    It wasn’t like him to wear his heart on his sleeve. The fact that he had taken that risk in the first place should have shown Steve just how much he meant to him. 
 
    Chuckling, Steve said, “Sometimes.” 
 
    James sighed a huge breath of relief. He then slid his hand behind Steve’s rear and pinched the inside of his cheek. “Sometimes, my rear. You know, one day I’m going to…” 
 
    “Going to what?” Steve asked, biting his lip. 
 
    James’s eyes danced, looking at the young man. What was it about Steve that drew him in time and time again? Even though James was the dominant, he felt like in some way Steve dominated him. “I’d give anything to kiss you right now,” James said. 
 
    Steve gave him a half smile. “Then why don’t you?” There was an edge to his voice that tempted James beyond comprehension. 
 
    Not being able to resist, James pushed him into a shadowed corner under the bleachers where no one could see them. He then took his face in his palms, holding his gaze for a fraction of a second before kissing him deeply and passionately. He didn’t care about the taste of alcohol on Steve’s breath. In fact, that made it all the hotter. 
 
    And Steve kissed him back. There was such a hunger and passion there that it was overwhelming. James felt that if someone burst in on them right now, even that wouldn’t be able to pull them apart. It was as if he had missed James as much as James had missed him. 
 
    Finally, their lips parted and their eyes opened. James licked his bottom lip as if to taste every last drop of Steve. 
 
    “Dang, boy,” said James as he rubbed his thumb across the young man’s full lips. 
 
    “My thoughts exactly,” Steve said, smiling back. 
 
    James’s hand traced Steve’s arm up and down. “What do you say after we get this gym straightened out, I cook you something at home?” 
 
    “I’d like that,” Steve said, kissing him again. 
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    The pasta smelled delicious, an intoxicating aroma that made Steve’s mouth water. He hadn’t known that food could smell so good. 
 
    “Taste this,” the coach said, bringing the wooden spoon up to his lips as they stood next to the stove. It tasted even better than it smelled. 
 
    Steve licked his lips as the sauce dribbled down his chin. “Wow, I had no idea you could cook.” His eyes then drifted down to the boxer shorts James wore and the tank top that outlined his amazing body. A meal and a show. 
 
    James smiled at him. “And you will too. I’ll teach you.” The older man leaned in and kissed him lovingly, the pasta forgotten for a moment. 
 
    Steve loved the way he looked at him. It was as if he only had eyes for him and he was the only man in the world. The fact that the coach was so hot and could have any guy he wanted made this even more special. 
 
    He’d longed to have this feeling with someone and had thought he never would. Being a gay kid in a small town like this one meant that he had resigned himself to a life of loneliness. He’d thought that his best chance would be with a woman that he could at the most stand to be with, but never truly love. That was until he’d met the coach. 
 
    The kitchen was small, but it was homey, like the rest of the house. Hot steam drifted through the space, swirling around the two men as they embraced. For a macho bachelor, James took a lot of pride in his kitchen. Every cabinet was stocked and in order. 
 
    “Yeah? You want to teach me?” Steve asked. He loved the idea of learning more from James. It wasn’t just about learning a new skill, but about having another chance to be given James’s undivided attention.  
 
    The man smiled, moving in closer as he slid his hand over his rump. It got him instantly hard. 
 
    “There’s lots of stuff I want to teach you,” said James, winking at him. He slid his hands down Steve’s pants now. His finger was quick to move down to his crack, and the sensation gave Steve chills. 
 
    “I’d like that,” Steve said, biting his lips. “Silver Daddy.” 
 
    James groaned at the words, pulling his hand out and slapping Steve on the rear. “Do me a favor, will you? I’ve got some boxes of books in the back that I need to put in the living room bookshelf. Will you go and get them?” 
 
    Steve nodded. He felt comfortable in this home, and for the moment, it was almost as if it was their home. It was an odd sensation that sent a feeling of warmth shooting through his body. “Sure, where are they?” 
 
    “In the extra room in the back,” said James, gesturing down the hall. “You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “Nah, it’s my pleasure,” Steve said, giving him a soft peck on the lips before ducking out. 
 
    Steve made his way down the hall, looking at the blank walls that people normally filled with photographs. There was nothing about the coach on the walls, no pictures or photos. It was as if he wanted his life to remain a mystery, even from Steve. Steve made a mental note to ask him about it later. He didn’t want to pry; he just wanted to know as much about the man as possible. 
 
    He cracked open the back bedroom door. The room was filled with stacks of dusty boxes, and he opened each of them one at a time, trying to find the one with books. 
 
    One in particular caught his eye. It had fancy paper sticking out of it. On closer inspection, the paper was a diploma that read, “James Delano.” 
 
    James Delano? Who was that? Other boxes revealed yearbooks that were signed “Delano” too. It was definitely the coach, but why’d he change his name? Before he could look for any more clues, Steve heard the coach’s voice call from outside. 
 
    “You find it?” the coach’s booming voice asked from the hall. Steve’s heart stopped for a moment, worried that he’d been caught. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” Steve said as James stepped in, looking at him suspiciously. “Sorry, found it.” 
 
    Grabbing the box of books, Steve put on a smile and held his breath as he pushed his way out the door. He told himself that he had done nothing wrong. He had been told to go back there, after all. 
 
    And yet for some reason he still felt guilty. Especially as James’s gaze followed him down the hall. 
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    “Find anything interesting in there?” James asked, coming up behind him in the living room. Steve jumped. He’d been looking around the room for more clues. He knew he shouldn’t have been, but he couldn’t help himself. As it was the living room, he figured he could do it without raising suspicion. 
 
    “Huh?” asked Steve, swallowing hard. He knew he should stop snooping, but the whole name thing gave him an itch he needed to scratch. 
 
    James paused before clarifying, “In the book box, did you find anything interesting?” 
 
    Steve cleared his throat. “Oh, I’m not much of a book person.” It was true. Books and Steve had never been friends. 
 
    Try as he may in school, he couldn’t concentrate. This only led to humiliation, as all the kids would make fun of him for it. So many times, he’d been sent to the principal’s office for lashing out against nerdy guys who’d made fun of him. He always felt like this was extremely unfair, as they started it. But that was what you got for being the jock instead of the nerd. 
 
    James stepped next to him and pulled a book out of one of the boxes. “No? You should be. A lot of doors can open up for you if you get better at school.” 
 
    He’d heard that lecture before from people and he was tired of hearing it. The last person he wanted to get it from was James. 
 
    “I figure I’ll get into the NBA or NFL or…” said Steve, shrugging. 
 
    It was his only hope of making something of himself. As delusional as it was, it was all that he had to hang on to. Until James came along, it had really been his only reason for getting up…well, that and keeping his brother safe. He wouldn’t end up like his father, working a job he hated for the rest of his life, totally miserable. 
 
    James exhaled, looking like he was choosing his next words very carefully. “Look, you’re a good athlete, dang good, and I’ll be there right by your side to coach you, but the average career of a professional athlete is—” 
 
    Steve sighed. He hoped he wasn’t saying that he needed to be realistic. He was tired of people saying that. If every athlete was told that, and listened, then there would be no athletes. He needed to take the risk if he was to achieve great things. That was how he had ended up being with James, after all. 
 
    Steve turned his back to James. “I know, I know.” 
 
    James put his hand on Steve’s shoulder and squeezed to get his attention. “You gotta be book smart. Business smart, too, just like all the greats.” He wrapped his arms around Steve, giving him an extra squeeze so he’d know that he was just showing him how much he cared. “And I want you to be great.” 
 
    “Yeah?” asked Steve with a little smile. 
 
    James wrapped his arms around Steve’s lower back and pulled him closer, so their bodies would touch. “I want to make that happen for you, be right by your side. I believe in you. I think you could be one of the greats.” 
 
    Steve blushed. He’d never had anyone tell him that they believed in him before. It was a sad truth, really, but it was one that he had learned to live with. 
 
    “I can get you into a better school. I even know a fraternity that I could get you into.” 
 
    Steve felt like crying. He tried to hold back, but the tears came anyway. The way that this beautiful man cared for him, wanting nothing but the best for his future, was too much to bear. 
 
    James kissed him softly at first, then more passionately. He wiped a tear away with his thumb. “Would you like that? You and me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Steve said, smiling through his tears. 
 
    He took Steve’s face in his palms and looked him in the eyes. “You know, I’ve never met anyone that I had this much in common with. You remind me of myself not that long ago.” 
 
    “Yeah? What happened?” Steve asked, cracking a smile. 
 
    James whacked him on the rear end. “Smart aleck. I’ll put something in that mouth of yours to keep it quiet.” 
 
    Ring! “Gotta get that. Turn the stove on simmer, will you?” said James. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Steve. 
 
    Maybe the whole name thing didn’t matter? Whatever his future held, he finally felt like one very important aspect of it was covered—the loving one. He finally had someone who cared enough to stick with him through thick and thin. If his career didn’t turn out the way he wanted, he’d at least always have that. Or so he hoped. 
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    They may have just been at James’s home, but this felt like a date. Candlelight, fresh pasta, spicy savory sauce, and Steve sat across from the most handsome man he’d seen in his life. If this wasn’t a date, then Steve didn’t know if he’d ever need to go on one. This was perfect enough as it was. 
 
    Steve twirled the pasta with his fork and looked into the gorgeous man’s brown eyes. He smiled, wiped his mouth with his cloth napkin, and rested his chin on his hands. He couldn’t take his eyes off him. And as the man smiled back, Steve blushed. This man made him shy, and no one had ever looked at him like that. 
 
    “What?” Steve asked, trying not to blush any more than he was. 
 
    Sliding his plate aside, he held Steve’s gaze. “Stay with me tonight,” James said. The words shocked Steve. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to hear them. He did, more than anything. It was just that the whole idea of making a commitment like that made him nervous. It made what this was real. It took it beyond fling to relationship, and although his heart of hearts told him that he wanted it, there was still a part of him that wasn’t sure. 
 
    He grabbed his drink and drank it quickly. “Oh, I…my little brother…” 
 
    Disappointment flashed over James’s face, but then he replaced it with an encouraging smile. “Yeah, sure…I understand. How’s that going?” 
 
    He wasn’t used to telling people about his problems, only Dennis. But he trusted this man. Everything in his body told him he should, and it was time to open up. Besides, if he did, then maybe James would open up to him too? “I…not so good, to be honest.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Is there anything I can do to help?” asked James, with sincerity in his eyes. 
 
    Steve conjured up a smile. “I wish.” 
 
    Honestly, he was overwhelmed. This situation had only gone from bad to worse, and years of hiding it from people had taken its toll. 
 
    James pulled out his money clip and flipped through his dollar bills. “If you need some extra cash…” 
 
    As generous as that offer was, it was more than just the money. It was his brother, always having to be looked after. If was his father, always beating on him. It was…well, it was everything. Yes, some money would help, but it wouldn’t solve everything. 
 
    Holding up his hand in protest, Steve said, “No, I…I want to earn it.” He wasn’t used to accepting handouts. Everything he had, as little as it was, he’d earned himself. 
 
    A devilish smirk appeared on the older man’s face. “Oh, I’ll make you earn it all right…” 
 
    Steve blushed again. “No, I’m serious.” He didn’t want the man to think he was there to get what he could out of him. 
 
    Steve had always been independent. He’d scraped by on his own. He had gotten into that state college on his own, and he wasn’t about to accept anyone’s help. That was why he looked after his brother with such tenacity. That was just the way he was. 
 
    James rested his hand on top of Steve’s and said, “I know you are. I’m just trying to loosen you up, that’s all.” There was an air of humor in his comment, but also a genuine concern that Steve appreciated. More than that, he needed it. 
 
    Steve smiled back. “I appreciate it.” He’d never met anyone that cared as much for him as James did. 
 
    His best friend was like a brother to him, but this thing with James was different. When he got into a fight with his friend, he thought that was normal and moved on. When he did with James, his heart broke as he spent the next few hours thinking of ways to fix it. His heart glowed that he’d finally met someone like this, someone who meant so much to him. 
 
    James squeezed his hand and said, “I told you. You can talk to me about things. It’s not just about sex with you and me. I want something deeper, more meaningful with you.” 
 
    Steve squeezed his hand back. “I want that too.” He just didn’t want to overwhelm James with his problems. He was very aware of their age gap sometimes, and was worried that he would just come across as some whiny kid. If he did, then James would surely get over him. 
 
    James lowered his tone and locked eyes again with Steve. “So tell me what’s going on at home that you don’t want to be there.” 
 
    His heart raced. He’d kept this secret for so long. “I never said—” 
 
    James leaned back in his chair, but kept his eyes on Steve’s. “Listen, I’ve been alive longer than you, remember?” 
 
    Steve sighed and stared into his half-eaten plate of spaghetti, abandoned minutes ago. It wasn’t that it wasn’t tasty, it was that he’d lost his appetite thinking about this. “It’s my dad. He’s…we don’t get along.” 
 
    James shook his head and crossed his arms. “Oh, baby. Is that where all those bruises came from the other day?” 
 
    Steve nodded, trying to hold back the tears. He was so ashamed that he’d let it go on this long, that he hadn’t reported it. It made him feel like a kid whenever it happened, and he didn’t want James to see him like that. So, he’d panicked. 
 
    And on top of that, what if James reported it and they took his little brother away? He knew he wouldn’t do anything to break up his family on purpose, but accidents did happen. 
 
    “You won’t say anything, will you?” asked Steve, swallowing hard. 
 
    James’s jaw clenched. He looked angrier than Steve had ever seen him. “I’ll beat his rear.” Steve smiled to himself. He appreciated the sentiment and the fact that it was so genuine, but he couldn’t imagine the fallout that would happen if he did. Even though his brother was constantly as scared as he was, he was sure the act would only upset him. 
 
    Steve leaned forward and said, “No, it’ll only make it worse. Besides, it’s not all the time. Only when he drinks, and…he’s not home most of the time anyway.” 
 
    It was a lame excuse. He knew it as soon as the words came out of his mouth, but as horrible as his father had been, he wished people could see what he had been like before his mom had passed away. That was, truly, the only thing that he could hang on to. 
 
    James leaned forward too. “Listen to me, that doesn’t give him permission to do that.” 
 
    Steve sighed. If his best friend had said that, he would have told him the same thing. “I know, but that would idiot things up with me and my brother. He’s already had enough changes in his life as it is. I don’t want him to go through more.” 
 
    He sighed. “Fine. But I told you, you need a safe place to stay, you and your brother. You’re welcome here.” 
 
    The worry was still etched on the man’s face, and it was clear he didn’t like Steve’s decision not to do something about it. 
 
    Yet, the kindness in his eyes and the genuine concern touched Steve’s heart. This man truly cared for him, and he hated saying no to his help. But it wasn’t that simple. He hoped that the older man would let it go for now. 
 
    Steve worked up a smile and said, “I appreciate it, but we’re cool for now. We’ll figure something out. Besides, you wouldn’t have room with all those boxes.” 
 
    James winked at him. “We can make room.” 
 
    Steve’s mind went back to the strange papers he’d seen in the boxes. It didn’t add up, and now was as good of a time as any to ask. “Hey, when I was looking for books, I saw this stuff and—” 
 
    “You want dessert?” James asked, getting up and grabbing the plates. 
 
    Steve was startled by the sudden move and lost his train of thought. “Uh, sure…” 
 
    “Good, we better get to eating before it goes cold.” 
 
    He wasn’t sure if James had even heard him; but if he had, then James clearly was nervous about the topic. He was about to press the issue and then realized something amazing: he didn’t care. It didn’t bother him nearly as much as it ought to have. 
 
    He finally had someone he could count on, someone who would be there with him through thick and thin. So what if he had a secret or two? It didn’t seem to affect his love for him in any way, and wasn’t that the most important thing? Right now, in this humble but warm and cozy home, there was no other place Steve wanted to be. 
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    James squeezed Steve’s hand as he drove his truck into the trailer park. “No, I don’t mind at all. I’ve got to swing by this direction and pick up some trash anyway,” said James as they pulled into the trailer park. 
 
    Steve barely looked outside, preferring to look down at his knees. James knew why, of course. “Hey, you don’t have to be ashamed of this place. I grew up in a trashtier place than this.” 
 
    Steve laughed. “What could be trashtier than this?” The shame on the younger man’s face broke James’s heart. 
 
    The park was quite the sight, to say the least. Row after row of dilapidated trailers, fences falling apart, trash scattered in their makeshift yards, and soaked and moldy furniture strewn about. No kid should have to grow up here. 
 
    No one gave a trash about this place, and this place didn’t give a hoot about them. But still, he’d seen worse, much worse. 
 
    James cleared his throat, putting both hands on the wheel as he turned the corner. “What could be trashtier? Try a homeless shelter?” 
 
    He surprised even himself after he had said it. James had never confessed that to anyone before. Yet another indication as to how comfortable he felt around this guy. 
 
    Steve turned his direction, readjusting his seatbelt as he asked, “Yeah?” He was clearly curious. 
 
    James sighed. He wasn’t a spill-the-beans type of guy. Most of the trash that had happened to him in his childhood, he kept bottled up. But at the same time, he had a natural instinct to try and protect Steve, always wanting to make him feel better. He sensed that telling him about his own nasty part might just help. 
 
    “Idiot yeah. Mom left my dad when I was a teenager, and I became the man of the house. We didn’t have two dimes to rub together, and…it was hard, real hard.” His voice cracked for a moment. He hadn’t realized his shameful past still hurt him as much as it did. 
 
    Steve’s face softened at the story. Yet another thing the two of them had in common. Lifting James’s hand to his mouth, he kissed it. “But you’re doing better now.” 
 
    James smiled at him, putting his arm around Steve. “Yeah, a heck of a lot better, but I still have goals. Things I want to do…” 
 
    Steve put his head on James’s shoulder. Thank goodness his windows were tinted so they could have some privacy. “Like what?” he asked. 
 
    Kissing Steve on his forehead, he said, “Like being your personal coach. Taking you as far as you can go with your career and—” 
 
    “Oh, shoot,” said the younger man all of a sudden as his head sprung up and his body tensed. 
 
    James squinted his eyes and looked in the same direction as Steve. Steve pulled away from James’s embrace as if he didn’t want to be seen. In fact, James was sure that that was the reason. “What?” 
 
    It didn’t take long for James to see exactly what it was that had caused this sudden turnaround. It was an older, overweight man that was probably his father. He sighed when he spotted him. Jerk. This wasn’t a good idea. 
 
    “Maybe we should…” said James, thinking about swinging out of the parking area. He didn’t know what he would do if he was confronted by Steve’s father, but he was sure it wasn’t good. But, before he could change direction, it was too late. 
 
    His father looked up and scowled at them. 
 
    Steve took a big long breath, his hand gripping to the door handle. “No, I’ll be quick,” Steve said, opening the door and shutting it. His body looked tense as he walked toward his father. He didn’t like the idea of Steve being anywhere near this man. 
 
    The conditions Steve lived in were shameful, to say the least. Their trailer was by far the worst of the entire park, and that was saying a lot. Lime-green rusty metal encased a home that was hardly big enough for one person, let alone Steve and his brother. The rotting wooden steps were damaged, broken windows were held together by duct tape, and the front lawn was sprinkled with broken bikes and cardboard boxes. The place was in shambles. 
 
    James wanted to yell for Steve to get into the truck now where he could rescue him and his brother from these living conditions. No human being, especially one as special as Steve, should have to be subjected to such conditions. And yet he had to remind himself that it wasn’t his place. He had offered Steve his help, but he couldn’t force him. 
 
    Watching him like a hawk, James became more tense as Steve got closer to his father. The man reminded him of his own dad, and he hated the thought that he’d laid a single finger on his man, let alone an entire fist. 
 
    He cracked the window, careful not to be seen as he listened in. Nippy wind pushed its way inside James’s truck, and he wished he’d insisted Steve wear a heavier coat. 
 
    Listening to their conversation broke James’s heart. This strapping, confident young man buckled under the voice and presence of his overbearing father in a way he’d never seen him before. 
 
    His shoulders slumped, and his voice went up and stayed up an octave. It sickened James that any man would bully their own son so much that their son would lose themselves in it. No wonder his confidence had been so low. No wonder he thought so little of his future. Who could grow under these conditions? 
 
    Turning his head, James listened in on the conversation. “Just a friend?” his father asked, scowling at James. 
 
    “Yeah, Dad,” said Steve, barely looking at his father. He kicked a rusted soup can and stuffed his hands in his pockets. 
 
    The heavyset man’s voice boomed, echoing outside. “I thought I told you about bringing people over here.” 
 
    Steve shrugged. “Just wanted to pick up a few things.” 
 
    The man, obviously not liking the way he was being talked to, stepped into his face, yelling at the top of his lungs. 
 
    “I don’t care if you want to take a dump. You don’t—” he said, shoving Steve hard enough that he backed into the side of the trailer. 
 
    That was it. James saw red. 
 
    James jumped out of the truck, not even bothering to shut the door as he ran towards the two. “Hey!” He charged in the direction of the two men. No one touched his Steve. No one. 
 
    Steve’s father narrowed his eyes at him. “Who the heck are you?” 
 
    James wasn’t accustomed to anybody talking to him in such a manner, and he wasn’t going to take it from this overweight redneck. He lifted his chin and locked eyes with the mongrel. “Your worst nightmare if you touch a hair on his head.” 
 
    Steve’s head bounced from his father to James, his eyes wide in shock at what was happening. “James, you don’t have to do this.” 
 
    James ignored Steve’s comment as he stepped even closer, squaring up to the large man. Someone needed to knock this mongrel on his rear. “You like picking on guys smaller than you?” 
 
    So many memories of his own father picking on his mom and him when he was younger filled James’s mind. He’d be darned if he’d let this piece of trash do the same to Steve. 
 
    Without warning, Steve’s dad pulled out a handgun out and stuck it in James’s face, hand shaking as his finger stroked the trigger. “This is none of your business. This is between me and my son.” 
 
    James twitched for a moment at the sudden intrusion of the gun. But he then gained composure. This wasn’t the first time someone had pulled a gun on him, and likely wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    If he had to die today saving the man he cared most about, so be it, but no one would hurt Steve without paying for it. 
 
    “Dad, no,” said Steve, his neck strained as he spoke slowly, trying to defuse the situation. 
 
    James slowly pulled his hands up, acting as if he were giving up. He would try to make the bully think he’d comply. Unfortunately for him, he was wrong. 
 
    As quick as a whip, James flipped his wrist and took the gun out of Steve’s father’s hand and into his own. 
 
     “Between you and your son? Well, now it’s between you and me, jerk,” he said, voice shaking as he tried his best not to blow this guy’s face off once and for all. 
 
    A smile curved on Steve’s face and his father swallowed hard, putting his hands up. He wasn’t used to not having control. But he’d better get used to it. Things were going to change. 
 
    “I’m calling the cops!” one of the neighbors yelled out from her window. Pink curlers and all, the old bag of bones couldn’t have made the situation worse. 
 
    “Let it go,” Steve said, backing up next to James. 
 
     James was inclined to ignore him, but then he realized that so long as he was safe, that was all that mattered. 
 
    “Get your trash,” James said calmly, not losing eye contact with the man. “And we’re getting out of here. Now.” 
 
    Steve did as he was told, stepping into the trailer and giving James one last look as if to check if all was safe. 
 
    The neighbor could call the cops all she wanted, but James wouldn’t leave until Steve was safe. He hoped the brother was safe at school. 
 
    With his hands still up, the father cleared his throat. “I don’t know what your deal is with my son, but that’s my blood. And he’s going to do what I tell him.” 
 
    James didn’t want to out Steve without his permission; that kind of thing wasn’t cool. But he also wasn’t ashamed of who he was. He’d worked too hard to get comfortable in his skin. He may have been private about his life, but he wouldn’t let some piece of trash push him back into the closet. 
 
    “He’s a grown man now and you’d be best to mind your own business,” said James. 
 
    Steve came out with a duffel bag stuffed to the brim. Some of his little brother’s shirts stuck out. “Okay,” he said, catching his breath. 
 
    A smile curved on James’s face. This jerk wouldn’t get to Steve, not today. “Let’s go.” 
 
    James backed away and jumped in the car, but only when Steve was safe inside. Then, without a word, they took off like a rocket, kicking up dust in his father’s face. It was only when they were a good distance away that James threw the gun out the window.
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    As they took off, Steve couldn’t get rid of the grin on his face. His heart still pumped feverishly as he thought about what had just happened…what he had just seen. 
 
    He’d taken punches in the past to shield his little brother from the brunt of the abuse, but he’d never seen anyone stand up to his dad like that. It was…it was unbelievable. 
 
    “What?” James asked, staring at the smile Steve still had as they bolted out of the trailer park onto the street. 
 
    He couldn’t help but laugh. “I don’t know, man. I’ve never seen my dad look like he was going to trash his pants as bad as he just did.” 
 
    He wished he’d had a video camera and filmed the whole thing. Dennis would have lost his mind to laughter if he’d seen the expression on Steve’s father’s face. 
 
    “Trust me. It could have gone bad, real bad,” said James, laughing as he pulled onto the freeway. 
 
    Steve’s hands shook from the experience, and he rubbed them together to get some heat from the friction. “I know, but I appreciate it. No one’s ever…” 
 
    Steve didn’t finish his thought, so James asked, “Ever what?” 
 
    Shrugging, Steve responded, “You know, stuck up for me like that. I mean, my best friend Dennis, he’s all heart, but he could never…” 
 
    Sometimes Steve wished Dennis wasn’t such a string bean. He accepted him. There were lots of things his best friend was good at, but defending Steve in a fight wasn’t one of them. But he never resented him for it, either. This was a fight that Steve had always thought he was going to have to do on his own. He’d never dreamed that someone else would come along and help him in such a significant way. 
 
    James lowered his voice. “Listen to me, I’ll do anything for you. Anything.” He turned for a second when the road was safe to make sure Steve looked at him. 
 
    “Thanks,” said Steve, his heart warmed. How did he get so lucky to have a man like this in his life? What had started as pure curiosity had blossomed into the most significant relationship in his life. He felt like as long as this man was around, nothing could hurt him. 
 
    Clearing his throat, James said, “Listen, so here’s what we’re going to do. We’re going to pick up your little brother, and you guys are going to stay with me until we can figure out a more permanent situation.” 
 
    Steve was so touched that he cared that much, he had to keep himself from tearing up. Gah, why did he always get so emotional around James? “You’d do that?” 
 
    “Of course,” said James without flinching. He shifted gears and the truck’s engine protested until he shifted to another gear, picking up speed. 
 
    Steve reached for his cell phone, scrolling through the contacts. “Let me call my best friend and let him know we’re coming…” He dialed the phone and waited for Dennis to hear it, then sighed. “Dang…no answer.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. We’ll just pop over and wait,” said James. Just like him, always calm, cool, and in control. Steve looked at him, trying but failing to hide how impressed he was. 
 
    The whole idea that Steve had someone who’d have his back, who protected him, gave him guidance and the stability that he’d never had before. But on top of that, it did one other thing—it made him horny. 
 
    He wanted to show his gratitude, to do whatever he could to please this man, his man. And right now, there was something very particular on his mind. “I don’t know how I can ever thank you,” Steve said, sliding his hand over James’s strong thighs. 
 
    The feel of those muscular legs under the grip of Steve’s hand made his cock swell. And by the look and feel of the snake in James’s pants, he felt the same way. 
 
    The older man grinned knowingly. “Idiot, I can think of how you can thank me.” 
 
    As if by divine intervention, the car just happened to be passing an abandoned parking lot. James pulled on the handbrake and swung the car into the lot. 
 
    “Get out,” he ordered. 
 
    They’d pulled into a secluded area hidden by trees. Other than the occasional car that drove by, there was no one in sight. At least Steve hoped. Yet at the same time, the fact that they might be seen kind of excited him. 
 
    Steve did what he was told, following him out to the back of the truck. 
 
    James lifted up the cover to the bed and said, “Get in.” 
 
    The wind made the tarp flutter and Steve became nervous, checking once again to see if anyone was near. “Here? What if someone sees us?” His voice cracked unintentionally and he cursed himself. He hadn’t meant to sound like a scared little boy. 
 
    A devilish smile curved onto James’s face. “That’s half the fun, isn’t it?” he asked. 
 
    He liked the way this man thought, and doing something naughty like this only heightened his arousal. 
 
    Steve chuckled, climbing inside, under the tarp. The afternoon air was cold, and it was only the heat of their bodies that kept them warm.  
 
    “I want to forget you so bad again, you have no idea. But first, you have a job to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Steve asked, biting his lip. The weight of the older man on top of him felt both comforting and secure. 
 
    James unzipped his pants, setting his throbbing cock free from the constraints. Again, Steve gasped when he saw it. He had forgotten just how big it was. 
 
    “Suck my cock,” the older man demanded. 
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    Everything about this silver-haired fox turned Steve on. The way his voice rumbled under the tarp. The scent of his manhood as the breeze made its way from the crack. The rasp of his breath as the material flapped in the wind while he kissed Steve up and down his neck, brushing his bristles along his skin. 
 
    It all turned Steve on more than he could handle. If it weren’t for the pleasure he was about to receive, he would have been worried that he’d explode. 
 
    “Would you like that? To suck my cock, make me happy?” James asked, swallowing Steve’s lips with his hot moist mouth. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Steve, his cock rock hard now. He eyed the man’s big cock with a hunger he had never known before. 
 
    “Good, that’s what I wanted to hear.” He rolled onto his back and Steve took his shirt off, tossed it aside, and there was a clang as his phone hit the metal frame of the truck. 
 
    “Incredible, my phone,” Steve said as it slid to the corner and beeped. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” said James, panting. Steve didn’t give it a second thought as he kissed his way down to James’s crotch, trying to taste as much of him as he could. 
 
    Mmm. The musk of the man filled Steve’s senses. He wanted to swallow those hefty balls whole, but somehow he restrained himself. First, he needed to please his man. That was his job, and he’d savor every moment of it. To turn on such a large, muscular, experienced man brought Steve as much joy as receiving it. Again, he had to count himself as lucky for being blessed this gift. 
 
    Kissing him from his ripped abs and bellybutton, down his happy trail, James moaned and squirmed, his body flexing with every move. 
 
    The taste of the man’s skin on Steve’s tongue delighted him to no end. He ran his long tongue across James’s hips and down to his balls. He kissed around the base of the cock, careful not to put it in his mouth just yet. 
 
    James’s cock twitched in gratitude as he moaned, “Idiot, man.” The response encouraged Steve to keep going, flicking his tongue down the side of the older man’s balls, still teasing the base. 
 
    The salty flavor of his balls, as Steve opened his mouth to engulf James’s testicle, was such a turn-on. He’d never had a ball in his mouth before, and didn’t know how he had lived his life up until this point. 
 
    “Holy idiot,” said James. “Dang, you’ve got a hot mouth.” His hand rested on top of Steve’s head as he bobbed up and down, licking the spot between James’s balls and rear. 
 
    The man rocked his hips up in pleasure, pushing Steve’s head down, encouraging him to keep going. Steve could tell that he wanted his cock in his mouth…but not yet. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Suck those balls. That’s what Daddy likes,” said James, his bass voice thundering. Steve devoured his other ball, nipping it a little. 
 
    James gripped Steve’s hair in his hand. “Incredible, man. Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Steve couldn’t get enough, blowing hot air as he licked and sucked James’s balls. “Mmm, you taste good.” 
 
    James gripped Steve’s hair and yanked his head up so he’d look directly at him. Without flinching, James gritted his teeth and breathed, “I told you to suck my cock.” 
 
    “It’s kind of big,” Steve said playfully. He watched the enormous head bounce up and down. As much as he did want it, he wasn’t sure if he could fit the whole thing in his mouth. 
 
    “Did you hear what I said?” asked James. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Steve, opening his mouth and finally swallowing the head first. Idiot, he tasted good. That big head, the slit releasing salty precum. 
 
    He allowed it to slide down past his tonsils into his throat. At first, he had to keep himself from gagging, the huge member blocking his airway, but then his throat relaxed and he took it all in, going deeper and deeper. 
 
    James arched his neck and bucked his hips up in pleasure. “Goodness. Your mouth was made for sucking.” 
 
    Wrapping his wet lips around the man’s cock, he slid it in and out of his mouth and throat, enjoying every second of pleasing his man, the way he was meant to do. 
 
    James’s hand pushed Steve’s head down, nudging him to keep going as he bucked his hips up and down and groaned. And still Steve sucked. They would need the jaws of life to get this toe out of his mouth now. 
 
    The manly rumbles only made Steve want to please him more. Harder, faster, wetter, Steve sucked that cock like it was nobody’s business. 
 
    Each time, the older man’s bucking rhythm matched Steve’s own efforts of sucking. 
 
    “Holy idiot, I’m going to cum. I need to pull out,” said James. 
 
    “No,” Steve said, shoving the cock further in his mouth. He could feel the toe pulsating in his mouth, getting ready to blow its load, and he wanted—needed—all James’s milk. The older man wasn’t willing to say no, either. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” James said, his low voice gritty as his body jerked and convulsed involuntarily. 
 
    The milk spat down Steve’s throat like a sprinkler, coating it as if showing James’s gratitude for a job well done. Mmm, it was more than Steve had ever imagined it could be as he slid his mouth off the huge tool. Then, as more dribbled out from the tip, he stuck his tongue out, licking it all up. He didn’t want to miss a single bit. 
 
    Goodness, he loved the taste of him. He wiped his mouth, his other hand still wrapped around the base, and the sweat dripping from the sides of his face as he watched this powerful man rendered completely helpless. 
 
    Now, that was a sucking. And a cock worth sucking. 
 
    James opened his eyes, about to say something, when a confused expression spread across his face. “What’s that?” James asked. 
 
    James turned his head to the side and Steve did the same. “What’s what?” Steve asked, with no idea what the man was talking about. 
 
    Steve turned pale. James didn’t even need to tell him as Steve looked at his cell phone and heard the muffled sound of his best friend through the crumpled-up shirt. 
 
    “That voice,” said James, swallowing. 
 
    Steve’s eyes widened. When his phone crashed into the side of the car, it had turned on. And worse, it had been on the whole time. He must have butt dialed his friend. 
 
    “Hello? Hello?” said Dennis. 
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    Holy idiot. This was the last thing that they needed. A part of him wanted to panic, but he knew that nothing good would come of that. He had to remain calm for Steve’s sake. 
 
    ‘Hang up,’ James mouthed. 
 
    He’d never seen Steve so frightened. The kid sat up, staring at the phone as if it were some satanic creature that was going to ruin his life. 
 
    The voice on the other end continued to speak. “Steve? Steve, is that you?” 
 
    Steve’s hands shook as he clicked to end the call. “What am I going to do?” 
 
     He turned to James, face white, eyes wide in panic as he looked for answers. James’s heart broke at the sight. What this might do to him and his career or his private life, James didn’t care. He was comfortable with who he was. It had taken him a long time to get there, but he finally was in that place. Steve, though… 
 
    He was more concerned about Steve and his future. He knew that Steve was still coming to terms with himself, and that was okay, that was part of his journey. But to be outed like this? If his best friend was a gossiper, this could end Steve’s sports career. And that was only the beginning. 
 
    Steve admittedly wasn’t that great at school, and having some type of sports career was likely his only shot at having a secure future. This could literally destroy his life. 
 
    They had to get a grip on this situation, and fast. 
 
    James chose his words carefully, not wanting to alarm Steve. “Does your best friend know about you…? I mean, about your…?” He wasn’t exactly sure how to ask what he needed to. 
 
    “Being into dudes? Heck, no!” said Steve, looking around the truck for his clothes. He was shaking from nerves. James had never seen him so worried. 
 
    James sighed. “Just calm down. It’s going to be okay. You trust him, right?” 
 
    Steve didn’t answer him immediately, so he grabbed both his shoulders and rested his forehead on Steve’s. 
 
    This calmed Steve down as he stopped what he was doing, staring down at the bed of the truck. “Yeah, but…maybe I’ll just tell him it was all a big joke.” 
 
    James had to chuckle. Steve’s solution, if he could call it that, didn’t make any sense. “Do you think he’s stupid?” 
 
    Steve shook his head, his eyes filling with tears. “Not even a little bit.” 
 
    James didn’t say a word. Neither of them did. He needed to gather his thoughts and think of something. He knew that Steve, in his current situation, wouldn’t be any good, and was relying on the older man for an answer. 
 
    “Call him back,” James finally offered, calming up with a semblance of a plan. “Act normal. Tell him we’re on our way to pick up your brother. Just play it cool.” 
 
    The tear flowed down Steve’s cheek and James wiped it away, kissing him tenderly. 
 
    Lips quivering, Steve asked, “What do I say if he asks me something?” 
 
    James kissed him again. His heart broke for the young man. “Just…Tell him you want to talk to him about it, but not now.” 
 
    Steve’s breathing was erratic until James made him look him in the eyes. “I got you.” And he meant it. 
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    It was the most frightening time of his life. All the beatings he had had, all the times he hadn’t known where his next meal would come from, all of that and more didn’t compare to this at all. He wanted to believe what had happened was a nightmare, that he was about to wake up. But here he was, standing in front of his best friend’s house, racking his brain with how he’d explain the situation. 
 
    “Breathe, breathe,” Steve said to himself as he knocked on Dennis’s door. The humble home was well decorated and the landscape manicured, a stark contrast to the nasty trailer where Steve lived. Right now, it all seemed to be mocking him. 
 
    His best friend had never judged him for his upbringing, and for that, he’d be forever grateful. He hoped their friendship could last after this. It was strong…but was it that strong? 
 
    There was no answer at first, but Kenny’s little voice was loud and clear from inside. “I’ll get it!” 
 
    Steve put on a smile as his little brother opened the door and said, “Stevie! Pow!” 
 
    “Ow!” Steve said. His little brother had punched him in the balls. “Idiot. You got your things?” he asked, grimacing in pain. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Kenny, totally oblivious to what had happened. He did a karate stance, ready for another strike, but Steve gave him the look Kenny knew meant business. 
 
    “Good,” said Steve. 
 
    He hated having to uproot his brother again, but this was necessary. So long as they were together, that was what mattered. 
 
    A whoosh of wind sprayed wet autumn leaves in his face. He nodded in the direction of the truck. “You see that dude in the truck? He’s my coach at school. We’re going to be staying with him for a while.” 
 
    Kenny gave him a funny look. “We are?” he asked, his big smile revealing sets of missing teeth. 
 
    Steve nodded at James. “Yep. And he’s even got lots of sports stuff. Hop in his truck, will you?” It wasn’t a question, and Kenny had to obey. 
 
    “Okay!” Kenny jumped up and down like the whole thing was a game. 
 
    Steve watched him run off, totally envying his little brother at that moment. Life was so simple when you were that age. There were no consequences, no fear of the future. You felt invincible.  
 
     Dennis suddenly stepped up to the door. Their eyes met. “Hey,” said his best friend with an accusatory look. 
 
    There was a pause between the two. In that moment, Steve was sure that he knew. There was a tension between the two men that he had never felt before. Not after any fight or disagreement they had had. Never. This was thick and heavy, like a secret dangled between them that neither wanted to admit to. 
 
    “Hey,” Steve finally offered. He felt like the word barely managed to break through the wall that was between the two men. 
 
    They looked at each other and didn’t say a word. Steve shivered a little, not only because it was so nippy, but because the two of them had never had problems coming up with what to say next. This was a first. 
 
    It was game of chicken. The subject had to come up. But who was going to raise it? 
 
     “So…” Dennis said, leaning up against the doorframe. “What was that whole phone call thing?” 
 
    He stuffed his hands in his pockets, trying to act casual. “What phone call thing?” Steve asked. It was unconvincing and the silence returned. Heavier than before. 
 
    Dennis held his gaze. Steve looked around at the sunset sinking below the Oregon evergreen-covered hills; anything was better than dealing with this trash. 
 
    He sighed. His heart pounded like crazy. He really had no idea at all what he was going to say. He and James had talked about it, come up with ideas. But nothing concrete. There was no right answer, that was the problem. “I was…” 
 
    His best friend arched an eyebrow. “Yes…?” 
 
    Filling in the blanks with lies wasn’t an option. He’d have to come out with the truth eventually. He looked back at James in the truck, hoping he’d come rescue him out of this situation, but the man was laughing about something with Kenny in the front seat. 
 
    Nope. Steve was on his own on this one. This was something he would have to deal with. 
 
    “You know,” said Steve, shrugging. He was at a loss for words. How did someone tell their lifelong best friend a secret they’d hidden from them their whole lives? Especially when he wasn’t sure how the friend was going to react? He had made homophobic comments in the past. Steve hoped he hadn’t meant them. 
 
    Dennis offered an explanation, crossing his arms. “So, you and the coach are…?” 
 
    Steve’s jaw clenched. He didn’t know whether to stand up straight or lean against the door post. “It’s just…I didn’t want you to find out this way.” 
 
    By Dennis’s expression of disappointment, that explanation wasn’t good enough. “Well, I did.” Was he upset by the fact that he had been lied to, or that he was gay? 
 
    Honk! The sudden interruption startled them both and Steve looked back at James’s reassuring nod. The man must have had ESP. Saved by the bell. He couldn’t have handled this conversation any longer, needing an excuse to get away. This way he could give Dennis time to contemplate the news, maybe come to accept it. 
 
    “I’ve got to go,” said Steve, clearing his throat. 
 
    Dennis narrowed his eyes at him. “Yeah, you do that. Enjoy your lover.” 
 
    “It’s not funny,” said Steve sternly. 
 
    His best friend’s voice had an edge to it as he told Steve, “I wasn’t joking. I’m telling you, man, he’s taking advantage of you, just like he’s done to…” 
 
    “Done to who?” asked Steve, speaking over the roar of James’s engine. 
 
    Now it was Dennis’s time to stutter. “I told you, people talk.” 
 
    What did that mean? 
 
    Honk! 
 
    His mind raced with thoughts of what Dennis had said. What did he mean when he said that ‘people talk’? There was no way that James was taking advantage of him. No way at all. What they had was…was…what was it? He’d have to find out later. He’d have to get the truth out of Coach James. 
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    Steve bit his nails and stared out the window as the houses blurred by. Try as he might, he couldn’t get his mind off of what Dennis had said. What was he hinting at, exactly? He looked across at the man that was driving the car, convincing himself that Dennis had just been trying to upset him…but why would he? 
 
    James was a good guy. Everything in his gut told him that. Since he had met him, he had completely turned his life around. From giving him a part-time job to helping him with his father. It seemed that all he wanted to do was help him. But he couldn’t deny something nagged at him too. 
 
    The older man had hidden something. He knew that for a fact. Although it was only a fake last name, Steve couldn’t help but think that now there must be more to this. What it was, Steve couldn’t be sure, but something told him it was big enough of a deal that James didn’t want him to know about it. He wanted to ask, but he was also scared of what he might find. 
 
    “You cool?” asked James, nudging him. The jerking movement startled Steve out of his intense daydream and he sat up, rolling down the window to let some cold air in. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” said Steve, biting his nails again. He tried to act natural, but his expression was likely a dead giveaway. He hoped that he could pass it off as worry over Dennis, rather than what was really bothering him.  
 
    “You sure?” asked James, his face etched with genuine concern. 
 
    James squeezed his hand, but instead of squeezing back, Steve let it go limp. He wasn’t sure about anything anymore, even if James did give him a sexy smile in return. 
 
    Steve nodded. James looked back and grinned at Steve’s sleeping brother. “Cute kid.” Steve looked at Kenny, snoring away and leaning against the door. He hoped he’d made the right decision. 
 
    If he messed up his life, that was one thing, but he’d never forgive himself if he did the same to Kenny. Kenny was innocent in all of this and didn’t deserve to suffer because of him. Everything he ever did was for that kid. 
 
    Steve realized that he had to know. He couldn’t take it any longer. But he also knew that he couldn’t just come out and ask directly. He would need to be subtle. Try and milk the answer from him. 
 
    “Are you sure this is a good idea?” He took a deep breath through his nose, hoping he didn’t say too much. 
 
    James gave him a confused look. “What?” he asked, turning back onto the highway. 
 
    “Us staying with you?” asked Steve. He needed to hear he’d made the right decision, that all the worries he had were unfounded. He wanted James to tell him that from now on everything was going to be okay. And more than that, he wanted to believe it. 
 
    The older man squeezed him on the shoulder reassuringly. “Of course. Why the second thoughts?” he asked. 
 
    Steve shrugged. He wanted to tell James all his doubts. He wanted to spill his guts out to him so they could have everything out in the open. That was what a relationship was meant to be, wasn’t it? Two people totally open with one another? And yet he couldn’t do it. 
 
     “I don’t know,” he said instead. 
 
    “Did he say something to you?” asked James, taking a deep breath. Steve hadn’t told him what had happened between him and Dennis, acting like Dennis hadn’t even mentioned the phone call. But like Dennis, James could read him like an open book. Try as he might, he just couldn’t lie to him. 
 
    “Who?” asked Steve, playing innocent, despite how pointless he knew it was. He didn’t want to get his best friend in trouble either. He really hoped that the older man would just drop it. 
 
    James narrowed his eyes at him, indicating for him to stop playing dumb. “Dennis.” 
 
    “Did I tell you his name?” asked Steve. He just realized that he hadn’t remembered telling James at all. He’d told him they were going to his best friend’s house, but had never said his name out loud. 
 
    James cleared his throat, his eyes averting Steve’s. “No, but…” 
 
    Idiot, Dennis was right, then. The man was hiding something. But what was it? 
 
    “You know him?” Steve waited for the answer with bated breath. What was going on? 
 
    The question wasn’t answered immediately, which only made the younger man more suspicious. He could see the wheels turning in James’s mind as he struggled to find the answer…or the lie. 
 
    Now, it was James’s turn to crack the window. The hollow highway noises filled the truck. “Steve, why are you acting all strange now? Are you feeling okay?” 
 
    Steve turned away. He was pissed. He wanted to know more, but first, he needed to square some things away in his head. “Yeah, I’m feeling fine. Can we just get to your place? I’m tired.” 
 
    James lowered his tone, and then shifted gears roughly. “Hey, do me a favor? Curb the attitude. You hear?” 
 
    “Whatever,” said Steve, turning away. He didn’t want to be chastised like a child, not today, not now. James was in the wrong here, not him. And one way or another, he was going to get answers. 
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    James couldn’t do it when Steve was around. He would need total privacy for this particular phone call. 
 
    He told Steve he’d be inside in a bit and waited until he’d taken Kenny into the house too. Although Steve looked at him suspiciously, he eventually left him alone.  
 
    So much weighed on his heart. He wanted to help Steve and his brother any way he could, but he’d hidden something from them that could destroy everything. And now, now it was too late to just come clean. That would look even more suspicious. He didn’t know what to do. He had hidden something from Steve and it killed him. 
 
    In fact, he’d hidden more than just one thing. 
 
    He dialed the number and tapped his fingers along the steering wheel waiting for the answer. 
 
    “Hey,” James said, speaking into the phone while he sat in his truck. 
 
    “Who’s this?” the voice on the other end asked. 
 
    He sighed. The person on the other end knew exactly who he was. He didn’t have time for games, and he wasn’t in the mood. 
 
    He rolled up the window so his voice wouldn’t be heard outside. “You know who this is. What did you say to Steve?” he asked with an edge to his voice. 
 
    Dennis sighed on the other end of the telephone. “Nothing. I just didn’t know…” 
 
    Cutting him off, James said, “I thought we agreed that you would keep what happened private.” The last thing James wanted Steve to know was that he knew his best friend. Well…if he was being perfectly honest, he knew him better than that. 
 
    Dennis’s voice went up an octave in defense. “I didn’t tell him anything.” 
 
    The whole thing made James feel like trash. He hated hiding such a big deal from the man he cared about so much. But it was for his protection, and he had to remind himself of that. It was all for the greater good. 
 
    He lowered his tone so that Dennis would know he meant business. “You better not. You’re going to ruin everything. I really like him.” 
 
    Dennis raised his voice. “Then, why don’t you be honest with him?” 
 
    It was a fair question, and one that he’d asked himself, but he became defensive instead. An act which was typical him. 
 
    “Why don’t you?” James asked. “I don’t understand why, if you two are best friends, you couldn’t tell him that you are into dudes too.” 
 
    He was all about keeping one’s private life private, but with such a big part of a person’s life, and with regards to people who cared the most about them, he’d learned it was best to come out and be honest. Usually he couldn’t have cared less about what Dennis did. But when it affected his man, then it became personal. 
 
    Dennis stuttered at first as if racking his brain how to respond. “And what am I supposed to say? That one drunken night I messed around with my sister’s ex-husband?” 
 
    James sighed. Touché. That was something he definitely didn’t want Steve to know about, not yet. If told in the wrong context, then the whole situation would come out sounding very promiscuous and dirty. He’d tell him, he promised himself he would, but he couldn’t yet. He needed the right time. 
 
    “One thing at a time. I’m going to tell him, but not yet,” said James. He wasn’t used to people cornering him or chastising him, but right now, Dennis had a point and he knew it. 
 
    “Maybe we both should,” Dennis said softly. 
 
    Sure, that was something to think about, but still not the best idea in the world. James would decide when they told him and how. And not a moment before. 
 
    He leaned back, letting the squeak of the truck’s leather seats take him away for a moment. Goodness, he wished he had some weed or something. He just needed to relax. “Not yet. Besides, the past is the past. That was only a onetime thing. I really care about Steve. I like him a lot.” 
 
    He hadn’t admitted that to anyone except his ex-wife, Dennis’s sister, the other day. Hearing himself admit it aloud had reaffirmed how much he was falling for Steve, no matter how much he fought it. If he had had any doubts, the fact that he had volunteered this information so freely confirmed how he felt. He wasn’t going to let a little mistake from his past ruin the future he knew he could have. He would fight tooth and nail if he had to. 
 
    Dennis sighed. “I can tell you care for him and he cares about you, but if you hurt him, I swear to heaven…” 
 
    James sat up. He had to let this young man know who was in control. “You know better than to threaten me. We all have secrets, you know…And if you break his heart, I’ll break you.” 
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    Steve couldn’t believe his eyes. After all that had happened recently, he was sure that his life was only going to get worse. So for this to happen…it hit him in the heart harder than he would have expected. He was so immensely touched, he didn’t know what to do with himself. 
 
    “Are you serious?” Steve asked, looking at the paper in front of him. 
 
    He sat at the kitchen table with James and rubbed his eyes to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. He wouldn’t have been surprised if he was. 
 
    James nodded with a smile. “I told you I could get you into a better school, and that fraternity I was telling you about, that’s a cinch.” 
 
    If nothing else, James was a man of his word. He always did what he said he would, and whether he had hidden something or not, the older man had really come through for him. This fact only made Steve feel guilt for questioning his integrity before. 
 
    “But how did you…?” Steve asked, overwhelmed with joy. 
 
    This was a dream come true. Getting the financing together would be another issue, but his grades were so low, he’d never thought he’d ever be able to get into a real established school like this in the first place. 
 
    “Listen, tonight after I pick your brother up from school, why don’t we all go out and celebrate?” said James, resting his hands on Steve’s lap. He looked him in the eye, fixing him with that gentle, encouraging smile that Steve loved so much. 
 
    Steve smiled back. “Yeah, I’d like that.” The man rose, but not before giving him a deep kiss. 
 
    The touch and taste of the man’s lips always gave Steve a warm sense of stability and love that erased any doubt he had about the man from his mind. He would tell himself that he had to dig deeper into the man’s past, but then he would go and do something like this and eliminate all doubt and suspicion. 
 
    “Then, when we come back, you and I will celebrate in my bedroom when he’s asleep,” said James, lifting Steve’s chin as he stood up. 
 
    Steve kissed him back. “I’d really like that.” 
 
    How could he ever doubt this man’s love for him…Love? Wow. As the word ran through Steve’s mind, he couldn’t believe that he had thought it. The word scared Steve. He’d never felt love for another man before, not like this. And as he bounced the word off his brain, he realized that it was the right one. Yes, he loved Coach James more than anyone he ever had before. 
 
    “I thought you would,” said James with a wink. He stepped out of the kitchen before something crossed Steve’s mind. 
 
    Standing up, Steve asked, “But wait, so I’ll have to quit the team? How will they ever win if…?” Going for his dream was one thing, but Steve had grown close to the other guys. They were more than just a team. They were a family, and he knew that it would kill them if he left. Not to mention the sense of betrayal they would rightly feel. 
 
    James’s face softened, offering him a look of reassurance. Steve knew then that everything would be all right. He knew that James would somehow make it so. “They’ll be fine. Remember, I’m still the coach.” 
 
    He shrugged. It still sucked that they might suffer because he was doing what he wanted to with his life. “I know, but—” 
 
    James stepped closer to get Steve’s attention. “Right now, you have to think about your future and what’s best for you and your brother and what’s best for us.” 
 
    “Us?” asked Steve. The word startled him. But he loved the idea of that, and the fact that James had used it made him smile. 
 
    James caressed the side of his face. “Yes, us. I told you, I want a future for us, so that means that you and me need to be as low-key as we can. You hear?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Steve nodded and blushed. This man sure knew how to warm his heart. 
 
    He slapped Steve on the rear. “Good. Get ready for your classes. I gotta head out the door.” 
 
    Steve’s skin tingled at the strike, and his cock twitched. He hated how James always worked him up like that, with the slightest of touches, only to then disappear. He wished James had time to finish what he started. 
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    What a heartbreaking day it had been, breaking the news to the team that he was moving on. If there was a silver lining, it was that they’d taken it better than he had thought they would. 
 
    In fact, other than giving him a little bit of a hard time, everyone was pretty encouraging. They could all see it was for the best and didn’t want to hold it against him. 
 
    He stepped out of the locker room and into the hall, drying his damp hair as his mood soared. He’d showered quickly so he could get home to his lover. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to get back to James’s place to have some one-on-one time in private. With his brother always there, it was quite hard to find the time. 
 
    He stopped as he stepped into the hall. Was that…? “Hey, what are you doing here?” Steve asked Dennis. He hadn’t expected to see his best friend there. In fact, he was the last person he had expected to see. 
 
    Truth was, he’d hoped to put off seeing him for a few days until he could prepare himself for the hard conversation he’d have to have with him about coming out of the closet and why he’d hidden it from him. This had totally caught him off guard, and now he’d have to improvise. 
 
    “Hey,” Dennis said, leaning against the wall wearing a cashmere sweater. Steve had never noticed it before, but his best friend was kind of a good-looking guy. 
 
    Nerdy or not, he could see why so many women had crushes on him. He had always wondered why his friend was single, actually, considering the girls he could pick from. 
 
    “You wanna grab a milkshake?” Steve asked, breaking the ice. He hadn’t seen or talked to him since the whole phone thing the other day, and it was true that they really needed to talk. 
 
    Walking over to Steve, he said, “No, I…there’s something I need to talk to you about and it’s important.” Idiot, what was it this time? Everything was going so well, he really didn’t need Dennis coming in here and messing it all up. 
 
    Steve cleared his throat and walked next to him as they strolled down the hall. “What?” he asked. He hoped it was a setup for a joke. His best friend liked to make him worry about things only to joke about it later. 
 
    But something told him this wasn’t one of these times. 
 
    Dennis sighed. “Incredible, this is hard,” he said. His fingers trembled and Steve worried. He’d never seen him this nervous about anything before. 
 
    Was it in relation to James? Was he about to find out what James had been hiding? Although he had convinced himself that it was probably nothing and he didn’t need to know, a large part of him still wanted the truth. If he was going to be happy and settle down, he needed to know everything. 
 
    Steve stopped and tugged on his sleeve. “What? You can tell me anything, remember?” It was funny coming from him, someone who’d hidden such a big thing from his best friend. But he was serious about this. There would be no more secrets. 
 
    Dennis stared at the floor at first, not answering. “So, remember how I heard you and the coach on the phone?” he said. 
 
    Steve cracked a smile and said, “Uh, yeah. How could I forget?” 
 
    Dennis looked at everything except for Steve as he said, “I guess what I’m saying is…you and me have something in common.” 
 
    Okay, that wasn’t what he’d been expecting. In fact, he wasn’t even too sure what it meant. What was Dennis rambling about? 
 
    He scratched the back of his neck and asked, “What’s that?” 
 
    Dennis groaned as if he were frustrated, maybe at himself, maybe at Steve for not understanding. “I…idiot, why is this so hard?” 
 
    Steve squeezed his shoulder. “Just say it, idiot.” 
 
    Dennis locked eyes with him and then said, slowly and clearly so as not to confuse the words, “I’m into dudes too, sometimes.” 
 
    Steve’s heart stopped. 
 
    Dennis was the last person he’d ever expected to say something like this. He must have been joking. That was…yeah, he must have been. 
 
    Steve cracked a smile, trying to see through his friend’s joke. “Wait. What?” 
 
    His best friend swallowed, biting his lip at first to stop his quivering chin. “I wanted to tell you, so many times I wanted to tell you, but I was worried you wouldn’t want to be my friend and—” 
 
    He wasn’t lying. Everything he had said was the truth. The funny thing was that Steve had no idea how he felt about it. He could only say, “Dennis—” 
 
    Dennis started to raise his voice, but then, noticing someone passing by, he spoke so only Steve could hear. “Listen, I mean, I’m still into chicks. Can’t give them up. It’s just sometimes…I need a little extra.” 
 
    Steve had to lean against the wall to get a grip on what he was hearing. “No, I…wow. This is…lots to digest.” That was an understatement.  
 
    The room spun around him. It was like he’d stepped into an alternate reality and was struggling to get his bearings. 
 
    Dennis cracked a smile and exhaled as if the weight of the world had been on his shoulders. “Yeah.” 
 
    There was silence between them, both young men not sure what or how to say what needed to be said next. “At least now we can talk about trash, right?” Steve said, offering an encouraging smile. It wasn’t much, but it was a start. 
 
    Dennis cleared his throat, the smile not returning. “Yeah, but there’s more…” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Steve, scrunching his eyebrows. How could there be more? 
 
    He took a deep breath and then said, “You know my sister?” 
 
    Steve chuckled. “The crazy one, of course. She used to give me wedgies when I was a kid.” 
 
    Dennis spoke quickly and softly, as if he wanted to rush through to what he really had to say. “Yeah, so you know how she got married to this dude and…” 
 
    Steve crossed his arms. What was he leading to? “Yeah, the one that she finally married after years of dating and then divorced two years later?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, that one…” said Dennis. He fidgeted in place, crossing and uncrossing his arms. Steve had never seen him this nervous before. As worried as he was about his friend, he was more worried about what he was about to say. It was obviously something serious. 
 
    “What about her?” asked Steve. Whatever he had to say, it couldn’t be that big of a deal, right? He’d already confessed to him the biggest thing they’d ever talked about. How could there be more? 
 
    Dennis looked at him eye to eye. “That was Coach.” 
 
    Steve’s heart stopped. Had he heard him correctly? Did he say that James was his sister’s ex-husband? “Wait…what?” 
 
    Dennis paced in circles as if he still had more to say. He then stopped, taking a few deeps breaths as he held Steve’s gaze. “And…oh goodness, I just have to say this, because if I don’t I’ll regret it…One night, he and I, after we were both drunk…after he broke up with my sister…something happened.” 
 
    The room spun, and Steve knew that he wasn’t in some alternate reality. It was a nightmare that he wasn’t going to wake from, a hell that he had been cursed to live the rest of his life in. If what Dennis said was true, then Steve’s life was over. 
 
    Steve’s jaw tightened and his eyes narrowed. “What do you mean ‘something happened’?” 
 
    Dennis swallowed before repeating, “Something happened.” 
 
    It hit like a sack of bricks. His fingers curled into a fist. He wanted to hit something, hit someone. “Holy idiot.” 
 
    A tear rolled down Dennis’s cheek as he said, “I’m sorry. I should have told you before…” 
 
    Steve took off. He needed to before he punched his best friend in the nose. “I need to…I can’t breathe…I’ll talk to you later,” he said, picking up the pace as he stormed down the hall. 
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    What a bizarre message Steve had left for James. He’d listened to it several times and still couldn’t make heads or tails of the thing. 
 
    He glanced at his phone one more time as he stepped inside his home. He saw Steve straight away, pacing back and forth. He was clearly upset about something. 
 
    And yet despite himself, he smiled. It was always good to see Steve, even though they’d just seen each other at practice. And even though he was obviously upset about something. 
 
    “Hey, I got your text. You didn’t have to pick up Kenny. I told you I—” James said, but the moment Steve locked eyes with him, he knew something was wrong and that he was to blame. 
 
    Wham! 
 
    Steve socked James right in the jaw. The pain was excruciating and shocking, and he stumbled back, blinking the pain away. This wasn’t his first time in the rodeo, and he knew how to take a punch. But it wasn’t about that. He’d never expected to be hit by someone who he cared for that much. That was what really sent him stumbling. 
 
    James spat out the blood from his mouth and glared at Steve. This was unacceptable behavior, and it took every ounce of his self-control to not punch Steve back. But he knew he couldn’t. He cared for him too much, and if he did he would never forgive himself. 
 
    “What the—” 
 
    “How could you?” Steve cut in, nostrils flaring. 
 
    Whatever it was that had made Steve so upset, it had him clenching his fist again, ready for another swing. 
 
    James was completely confused. What did he do wrong? He thought that things had been going really well with the two of them. Especially considering all the challenges that had been thrown their way.  
 
    “How could I what?” asked James, rubbing his sore jaw. He was so confused that he just wanted answers. 
 
    Steve bounced back and forth, raising his fists, ready for another round. He could tell that it was taking a lot of willpower for Steve to not take another swing. “You and my best friend, and you didn’t tell me?” he asked. 
 
    James swallowed hard, and he instantly wished that he hadn’t asked. He hadn’t expected to have this conversation yet. That mongrel Dennis had messed everything up. Yes, he’d been planning to tell him, but when he was ready. When he had Steve in the right place and was able to control his reaction. When he knew that their bond was strong enough to work through it. Not now. 
 
    He sighed and said, “That happened way before I even knew you…” 
 
    Steve cut him off. “But you didn’t tell me, James. You said that you wanted an honest relationship, and this is how you do that? By hiding trash from me?” 
 
    It was a lame excuse he’d made. Steve was right, of course. He should have told him a long time ago, when they had first met. Maybe then they would have dealt with it in a more mature way. Sure, it would have been hard, but at least then they could have started out without any lies—only their love. 
 
    James had very few regrets in his life, but this was one of them. 
 
    And the worst part of it all wasn’t even that he had lied. It was the fact that his actions had hurt this beautiful man so much and so deeply. He would have killed to keep this man safe, so the fact that he was the one that had hurt him so destroyed the older man. 
 
    James approached him cautiously. He had to get him to calm down, to think rationally. “I didn’t hide it from you. I was just waiting for the right time.” 
 
    Steve shook his head, his fists clenching and unclenching. He didn’t believe James, that was obvious. And James could hardly hold it against him. The coach had just destroyed his trust. James had to earn it back now. But how? 
 
    “Waiting for the right time? Like when we’d moved in together? Forget you,” said Steve, swinging another punch at him. James saw this one coming and dodged it, catching him in a headlock. He wouldn’t hurt the guy; this was just to stop him. And maybe he had deserved the punch that Steve had given him, too? 
 
    “What are you doing?” asked James, gritting his teeth. 
 
    The young man was strong, really strong, and it took a lot for James to keep him in place. A position which he couldn’t hold for long. Breaking away, Steve stormed down the hall toward the spare bedroom.  
 
    “I’m gathering our trash. Kenny’s climbing that tree out back, and when he’s done, we’re going to—” 
 
    James stormed after him. He couldn’t let Steve do this. He knew that he was angry, but he had hoped that they were stronger than that. Walking out of their relationship and what they were building wasn’t the way out of this situation. They could fix it—he could fix it. 
 
     “Where are you going to go, Steve? Where?” 
 
    The young man wasn’t thinking clearly. James would kill himself if anything bad happened to them on the streets. James had lived there when he was younger and he knew the terrors that lurked beneath the filth. He had to convince him to stay.  
 
    Steve grabbed his duffle bag and stuffed Kenny’s clothes inside as James stepped inside the bedroom. 
 
    Mumbling to himself, Steve said, “I don’t know where we’re going. Anywhere but here…” 
 
    James grabbed him by the arm. He needed to knock some sense into the younger man. “No, I won’t have you struggling out there. If you don’t want to be with me, then…I’ll have to deal with it. But at least let me help you.” 
 
    He meant it, too. It was more important that they stay safe, and as much as it broke his heart to think so, if that meant they were breaking up, he’d do it. The man meant that much to him. 
 
    Steve’s lips quivered at the offer, and for a moment James thought that he had gotten through to him. 
 
    But then, pushing James away, he said, “I don’t want your help.” 
 
    From the look in his eyes, James could tell that Steve hadn’t meant what he said. He was only hurt and torn apart. At least James had that to hang on to. He knew that if he was patient and kept at it, then maybe he could win the kid back. 
 
    To know, after all that Steve had been through in his life, that he’d played a part in kicking him while he was down destroyed James even more. He had to make this right, and he had to do so now. That was the only way to get him back. 
 
    “Hey, look at me,” James said, speaking softly but firmly. “Now.” 
 
    Steve’s eyes met his. He stopped resisting. His lips shook. “I thought I could trust you. You were the one person in the world. My brother and I have been through some real trash. And now this?” 
 
    This shattered James’s heart more than anything. It was his fault, all of it. He took total responsibility and didn’t blame Steve for feeling this way. 
 
    “Listen to me. I messed up, but it was to protect your heart. I swear. I really was going to tell you.” 
 
    “You hurt me,” Steve said, his jaw clenching and the tears flowing. He was so emotionally vulnerable, so weak and in need of someone to look after him right now. James wanted to be that person. He needed to be. 
 
    James pulled him into an embrace and wouldn’t let him go. “I know, baby, but please…give me a chance to earn your trust again. I swear. Please. Don’t go. I want to take care of you. I want to take care of your brother, too. I don’t have any family, not anymore. And I want to build a new one.” 
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    The phone rang, and Steve couldn’t ignore it a third time or Dennis would keep calling. He wanted to keep on cleaning the house rather than getting caught up in a conversation that he’d rather not have. 
 
    “What?” Steve asked. 
 
    His best friend was the last person he wanted to talk to right now. Not only because he was embarrassed about having decided to patch things up with James, but because he would be reminded of what had happened between Dennis and the older man. He knew it wasn’t his fault, but still he couldn’t help being mad. 
 
    Dennis cleared his throat before answering. “Hey, you okay?” His voice was strained and broken. It made Steve’s heart sink, but he had to stay angry. 
 
    He folded his arms and said, “Fine. Why?” 
 
    This was hard. He could count on one hand the times the two had been truly mad at each other, and truthfully, he couldn’t even remember what the last time was about. But this was different. 
 
    There was a pause before Dennis answered, “Just thought we could talk.” Part of Steve wanted to smile. His best friend couldn’t stand the thought of them being apart as much as Steve couldn’t. 
 
    “Talk about what?” asked Steve, trying to remain angry, but it was difficult. He hated being angry at him; it hurt. 
 
    It seemed that Dennis had a breaking point too, as he would not put up with the temper tantrums any longer. “You know ‘what about,’ and don’t be a jerk. You didn’t tell me you were into dudes either.” 
 
    Steve sighed. He should have known they couldn’t stay upset with each other forever. Besides, what had happened was long before he and James had met. He hadn’t planned on staying mad at his best friend forever. Just until he was comfortable with what had happened. But it seemed that Dennis had called his bluff. 
 
    “Okay,” Steve said, chuckling. 
 
    There was a smile in his voice as Dennis asked, “So, he around?” It was a weighted question. Steve wondered if there was something else he had to tell him. 
 
    “No, he went to run some errands,” said Steve. “He’s going to be going out of town for a few days.” 
 
     His boyfriend hadn’t been too specific about where he was going or exactly how long, and Steve tried to not let it bother him. He had seemed genuine when he’d said that he wanted to make it up to him, and Steve wanted to believe him. 
 
    Dennis’s tone lightened up. “Good, so…what’s up?” Good, it wasn’t anything serious. Only curiosity. Maybe he was also a little worried for him? 
 
    Steve rushed through what he had to say as if to get it all out before he was undoubtedly interrupted. “He’s going to clean up that extra room so Kenny can stay there and—” 
 
    His best friend cut him off like he’d known he would. “What? You’re going to stay with him?” he asked, the edge to his voice returning. 
 
    He was tired of this topic already. Besides, he resented having to justify the choices he made in his personal life. He was a grown man, dang it. 
 
    “He apologized,” said Steve, thinking that that should be enough to settle the matter. 
 
    Dennis groaned. Here it came, another judgmental comment. “And you’re fine with that?” 
 
    He wanted to throw something. How Dennis thought this was any of his business was beyond him. What happened between him and his man was only between the two of them. He appreciated Dennis’s concern. But his friend needed to know his place. 
 
    “What’s it to you?” Steve asked with grit. 
 
    Dennis sighed, each word heavier than the next. “I’m just looking out for you, Steve. Why don’t you get someone your own age?” 
 
    There he went. This was what it was all about. Dennis thought James was too old for him. But that had never been an issue for Steve. He loved that James was an older man. He loved that the man was stable and mature and experienced. He loved learning from him. He loved how he guided him from the jagged edges that made up life whenever possible. 
 
    Steve shook his head and said, “Someone my own age? Why does that matter? Me and him, it works, and he’s helping me a lot.” Though he didn’t think he needed to explain himself; his word should have been enough. 
 
    Dennis groaned again. “With what?” 
 
    That was it, Steve was about to lose his trash. He thought that his best friend had called to see if he was okay. But really, he had called to try and get involved. His best friend knew better than to push his buttons. No one would have described Steve as an even-tempered guy, exactly, but he’d never lost his top with his best friend. But right now, he was close. 
 
    “With a place to stay, for one. With a new school with—” 
 
    Dennis gasped, and Steve wished he hadn’t said that. He forgot that he hadn’t had a chance to tell him yet. 
 
    “You’re going to transfer? Were you going to tell me this? So, I won’t see you on campus anymore?” 
 
    His voice softened. They’d been in the same school since preschool. This was a shock for both of them when he thought about it. Usually Dennis would have been the first person he would have told, and now he was the last. “We’ll still see each other.” 
 
    He checked his phone. There was total silence, and Steve was about to see if they’d been disconnected when Dennis finally said something. 
 
    “You’ve changed.” The words hung in the air like wet trash hanging out to dry. 
 
    Everything he said at the moment only served to irritate him further. His best friend was the one who had changed. Dennis had changed all the plans they had for the future, wanting to focus on academics instead of sports, talking about going to graduate school overseas in the future. How dare he judge him. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked. 
 
    Dennis screamed at the top of his lungs, and Steve had to hold the phone back from his ear. “He’s going to pull you away from me and you’re just letting him do it!” 
 
    What did he have against James? Things between him and his best friend had nothing to do with Steve’s boyfriend. 
 
    “What the heck are you talking about?” asked Steve, yelling back. He’d defend his man to the end if he had to, and he didn’t like having to choose between the two. His best friend should have known better than to put him in that position. 
 
    Dennis sighed. He didn’t respond right away. “Forget about it. Hope you two are happy together.” And this was followed by a long beep. He’d hung up. 
 
    Steve tried to pretend it didn’t bother him. If Dennis wanted to leave his life, then fine. Maybe it was time to just move on. 
 
    But deep inside, it hurt his gut and everything inside of him. He’d lost his best friend, maybe forever. He could feel it. He wanted to know why he couldn’t have both the love of his life and the best friend. Why was life so intent on kicking him down? 
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    Lying in bed together while the warm sun cast its rays through their window was just what the two of them needed while bundled up from the cold outdoors. 
 
    Although James was content in the moment, Steve stared off into nothingness, and it concerned the older man. He always had something on his mind, and James wanted to fix it. 
 
    The older man wanted to be there for him, to listen to his concerns when Steve needed to vent. 
 
    “You cool?” James asked, brushing back Steve’s hair as the man lay on his chest. He wished they could stay cuddled like this forever. 
 
    Steve forced a smile. “Sure.” 
 
    By the tone in Steve’s voice, he was anything but cool. Kissing Steve on the top of his head, he rolled over to his side and looked the man in his eyes. 
 
    James couldn’t kid himself. He knew what was on his mind, and it hurt him to see him suffer. “He’ll come around.” 
 
    The two younger men were close, dang close, and that type of bond didn’t go away so easily. Although James was a little jealous, he hated seeing how upset it made Steve. 
 
    Steve sat up in the bed and said, “I don’t want him to. Maybe it’s over. I mean, we were growing apart anyway.” He was only speaking out of anger. The things the two of them had been through was a cement block that wouldn’t be cracked. James knew that time would heal this wound, but when you were young, time was something you didn’t want to wait for. 
 
    “You don’t mean that. He’s your best friend. You’ll work it out,” said James, sitting up with him. Steve was lucky to have such a close friendship. Genuine friends didn’t come around every day. 
 
    Steve crossed his arms. “I said ‘I’m done.’” Now he was being childish. 
 
    James frowned, knowing he would have to help him mature in the coming years they were together. This was not the way to handle conflicts, and not the way he wanted the man that would wear his wedding ring around his finger, like he had planned one day, to conduct himself. 
 
    “Hey, now. We talked about that tone of yours,” James said, narrowing his eyes at him in a way he knew he’d understand. He needed to have respect. He was all about having an equal relationship, as long as Steve understood his place in the bedroom. 
 
    Steve turned toward him and said, “What about my tone?” 
 
    The challenge was set, and the older man’s cock hardened thinking about how he’d have to drive his point home. That was the frustrating thing about being so turned on by anger and rage. It was almost impossible to get into an argument without wanting to mess. 
 
    James leaned over to him and growled, “Do you really want to go there?” He grabbed Steve by the balls and gripped them hard. Those were James’s balls, after all, and sometimes he had to pull rank. 
 
    Steve bit his lip, the pain and pleasure on his face was undeniable. “What if I do?” Steve said. Oh, so he was still going to push his buttons, was he? James would take care of that. 
 
    A smirk spread across James’s face as he thought of what he needed to do. “You know what you need?” he asked, his thunderous voice rumbling with warning. 
 
    Steve smirked back. “What?” said the younger man, biting his lip in anticipation of what was to come. 
 
    James reached across and pulled his shorts and underwear right off in one swoop. “A good messing,” he said. 
 
     Steve gasped air, and he was hard in an instant. That horny idiot was always ready. His sex drive matched James’s, maybe even more so, and that was what he loved about him. He wondered if they would ever be able to get through an argument without it ending in sex. Really, he hoped it never came to that. 
 
    James pulled Steve’s legs over his head. Dang, he was pliable. Flexibility made it easier for Steve’s ankles to almost touch his ears. 
 
    “Those stretches in practice really have been working, haven’t they?” said James, laughing. 
 
    Steve chuckled, licking his lips. “The better for you to mess me.” 
 
    Beads of precum seeped from the James’s cock slit, soaking his briefs. He undid the cord on his sweats, his fingers fumbling as he anxiously pulled off his clothes, shirt, pants, underwear, and all. Despite how many times he had had the young man, he still got equally excited at the thought of him. The anticipation killed him every single time. 
 
    Lowering his body, James kissed Steve deeply. Those soft, full lips, the passion and heated breath when the two men’s mouths met and fought for control, he’d never tire of. 
 
    His hand went behind Steve’s neck, pulling his head up into the kiss, devouring that hot wet mouth of his. Steve moaned in pleasure, and that only turned James on more. 
 
    “Idiot, you know how much I love it when you moan,” James said, smiling. 
 
    “Mmm,” Steve said, smiling back and looking at him with his sexy light eyes. “You do that to me.” 
 
    James dove down, devouring his lips again, while palming Steve’s thick cock. He jerked the end of it, already sticky with precum. Using it as lubrication, he stroked that thick tool while the two men made out. He made sure the whole thing was dripping wet in its own precum. 
 
    He could make out with him like that for hours, if Steve would let him, but not today. James had other things in mind. 
 
    Licking the ends of his fingers, James doused them with saliva. Steve, knowing what was coming, arched his back up as James slipped his digits in the younger man’s pucker. The hole closed around his digits like a hungry baby bird needing its sustenance. 
 
    “Oh, idiot,” Steve said, squeezing his cheeks together while James pumped into them with his fingers. “Oh, Daddy. You make me feel so good.” 
 
    “That’s what I was born to do,” whispered James, pumping good and hard in that wet twat. “Born to make my baby feel good.” 
 
    Steve may have been new to the whole men-on-men sex scene, but he took to it like a natural. He didn’t lie there like some men did. He participated wholeheartedly, passionately, giving back as much as he received. And he was always open to learn, relishing the fact that every time they were together, he might discover some new way to please his man. 
 
    Pulling his fingers out, James slipped his fat, throbbing cock in next, easing it in carefully so as not to hurt him. But still, James hadn’t forgotten Steve’s tone earlier, and didn’t mind the idea of hurting the kid just a little. The young man needed another reminder of who was boss, and only his fat cock would do it. 
 
    “Uhh, Goodness, I need this. Idiot me, take me away,” Steve said, begging. And James was obliged to do exactly that, not holding back in the least. 
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    Steve needed this man’s toe more than he needed food or water. He knew that as long as he had it in him, nothing could worry him. How could he be upset when he had such a thick piece of meat to play with? 
 
     He wanted to be whisked away into a world where there were no problems. A world where there was only the two of them. No one to judge, no one to tell them what they did was wrong. 
 
    He was lucky that his brother had stayed the night with one of his friends; this gave the two men the time alone they both were starved for. 
 
    James pulled his cock out and said, “You did that on purpose, didn’t you? Try to push my buttons…” He palmed his thick cock as he asked the question, teasing the outside of Steve’s hole with it. 
 
    Steve chuckled, wet and ready for James to mess him. “Maybe a little.” 
 
    James bit his lip and asked, “Why? Why do you want to do that to Daddy?” 
 
     Steve loved the sound of the man’s voice. So masculine and in control. So sure of itself. Rough on the outside, but with a smoothness that felt like a nurturing daddy might tell his son. 
 
    It was kinky, he knew, but James never made him feel wrong for exploring such thoughts. On the contrary, it was encouraged and rewarded. 
 
    “Why? ‘Cause I’m a bad boy,” said Steve, biting his lip too. 
 
    James growled, becoming more aggressive. “I know you are. And bad boys deserve spankings.” Steve loved when the man became animalistic. He loved the control, the power, the discipline. He was more than willing to play the part. 
 
    James flipped Steve over on his stomach another act of raw dominance that the younger man loved. He swatted the younger man so hard on the rear, the handprint glowed red. 
 
     “Uhh!” said Steve. The electricity of pain ran through him. But he liked it, liked it a lot. “That’s what I need,” Steve heard himself say. He hadn’t expected to enjoy the swat so much, but he needed to be disciplined and needed it bad. So much so that he’d get James angry again if he had to. 
 
    James chuckled. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” He swatted him again. The strike almost made Steve cum right then and there, but he restrained himself. There would be time for that later. 
 
    “Uhh. Yes, sir,” said Steve, tossing his head back and forth. Beads of sweat ran from his soaked head down the sides of his face and forehead. The bed would be a swimming pool by the time they’d finished. But he didn’t care. 
 
    He loved every dang moment of this. 
 
    “I thought so.” Swat! Again, he spanked his rear like this boy needed. How did this man know what he wanted before he even said anything? It was like his cock was made for Steve’s rear. 
 
    Everything this man did brought him pleasure, and Steve wanted to please him back, give James what he longed for. 
 
    “You know what the Bible says?” asked James, startling Steve for a second. What was he talking about? 
 
    “What’s that?” Steve asked, panting from anticipation. 
 
    “Do not spare the rod,” said James, sliding his cock deep inside Steve’s tight rear. 
 
    James stuck his hand around the younger man’s neck, almost in a chokehold, as he messed him good and hard, holding him down. 
 
    “Ohh,” groaned Steve, the feel of this man’s love tool deep in him bringing him the pleasure he’d longed for. Each time, it felt new and different. Each time, it seemed like a pleasure he had never known before. 
 
    The way he slid it in and out at the perfect rhythm, the way he rocked and swayed his hips, knowing every crevice that needed to be filled and teased, drove Steve crazy. 
 
    “Oh, beat me,” Steve said. “Beat me with your fat cock…Oh goodness…Goodness, Daddy, please!” He was so loud now that the neighbors probably heard them, but Steve didn’t care. 
 
    No one could fulfill him like Silver Daddy could. No one could make his toes curl with delight and give him goosebumps all over his body. No one could wet his lips, and kiss him while he messed him, or nip his lip to show he was in control like this man could. 
 
    The whole bed shook and squeaked in protest. The power of this older man made the whole room echo and buckle under his dominance. It was like he could literally control the very movement of the planet. 
 
    Steve’s head hit the headboard, but that didn’t stop James from him. He got up and stood on his feet, dragging Steve back by his ankles. 
 
    “Get up on all fours,” said James with a tone that told Steve that this was not an option, it was a command. 
 
    “What?” Steve asked, catching his breath as he started to get up. 
 
    James raised his voice. “Do what you’re told, you dog. You wanna be a dog, then you’re going to get pounded.” 
 
     Idiot, the whole idea turned Steve on so much. 
 
    “Woof,” Steve barked, doing what he was told and looking back in a teasing manner. He liked pushing James’s buttons, riling him up, taunting him for another round of discipline. And with his rear pointed in the air, he knew that was exactly what he was going to get. 
 
    “Animal,” James said, letting all his aggressions out as he banged the trash out of the young man. 
 
    Each pound became more intense. Each slap of his rear, skin on skin, echoed in the room like thunder. The force of this man’s power, the scent of musk in the air, was almost too much for Steve to handle. 
 
    Every time they messed, it only got better. He’d never been in such ecstasy. He’d had no idea sex could be this wonderful. This was what wet dreams were made of. 
 
    Steve squealed some more in pleasure like the pig that he was. “Oh, Daddy. I need this. Please, idiot me. Please—” the younger screamed. He could barely get the words out between thrusts and pounds. He could barely hold himself up, he was shaking so much. 
 
    He jerked his rear back, giving the man the squeezes that his cock needed, that his cock deserved for all the pleasure it brought him. 
 
    “Please, Daddy, I need—” Steve said, then moaned, his eyes rolling into the back of his head. 
 
    James grabbed one of the socks on the bed, balled it up, and stuffed it in Steve’s mouth. “Shut up.” 
 
    Steve’s eyes rolled back in pleasure. How he loved being told what to do and how to do it. The gag in his mouth, the loss of control and power in the hands of such an experienced, powerful, loving man, brought him more delight than he could imagine. 
 
    James didn’t disappoint, either, slapping that rear and it with such force that Steve wouldn’t be able to sit for a week. But he didn’t care; it was worth it. Every pound, every slap, every nibble, every scratch. It only added to the perfect moment. 
 
    James turned him over, pulling the sock out of his mouth. Steve was worried that it was over, but he needn’t have. He wasn’t done yet. Not even close. Which was good, because Steve never wanted him to end. 
 
    He lifted the younger man up and let the younger man’s legs wrap around his waist as he messed him standing up. 
 
    Lodging that cock in him, Steve had no idea there were this many positions that would drive him wild. “Oh, dear God, there is a God,” he said. 
 
    “You better believe there is,” said James, backing him against the wall and continuing to hop him off his toe. “But right now, I’m the king.” 
 
    Idiot yeah he was. Their eyes locked. “Yes, sir. You’re my king.” 
 
    “That’s right, and don’t…you…ever…frigging…forget…it!” James said, him with every syllable. Each one worth a pump on its own. 
 
    “Daddy?” Steve said. He knew what he was going to say and he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “What, baby?” James asked. 
 
    “I think I’m…I think I’m in love with you,” he said. He hadn’t meant for it to come out, but he couldn’t help himself. He didn’t know if there was a right moment for the words, but now seemed as good as any. He was in love with this man and wanted him to know it. 
 
    But the moment he had said it, he worried that he had ruined what they had. Was he pushing too much commitment on their budding relationship? Insecurity flooded Steve, and he hoped he wouldn’t be rejected. Not now. Not like this. 
 
    James paused for a second, then a smile curved on his face. “Baby, I’ve been in love with you since the first time I laid eyes on you.” 
 
    Steve’s nose stung, and he fought the tears. Why did this man bring out such emotion in him? To hear the feeling was mutual gave Steve goosebumps again. He never wanted this moment to end. Their eyes locked, and it was so intense that Steve almost forgot that they were…well, almost. 
 
    The aggression returned to the older man’s face and he bounced Steve right off his cock like a pogo stick and Steve again lost himself in the man’s huge cock. 
 
    “You belong to me, don’t you?” asked James. 
 
    “Yes,” Steve said, breathing through it. 
 
    “Yes, what?” the older man asked. 
 
    “Yes, Silver Daddy!” said Steve, groaning through his release, his pucker clenched around the man’s cock. Then, without warning, he came so hard and fast it shot against James’s chest and splashed on his neck, drenching him in his wet seed. 
 
    James came at the same time and Steve could feel it, deep inside him, filling his insides just the way Steve wanted. It was only when they were both done that the two collapsed in bed from pleasure and pain. 
 
    They panted for a good fifteen minutes, both unable to speak for a moment as they caught their breath. 
 
    James turned to him and traced a single finger along Steve’s damp hairline. “Listen, I know you’re angry with Dennis and hurt…” he began. 
 
    Steve turned to him and answered, “I lost my best friend.” 
 
    He didn’t want to think about it, but the older man was right to bring it up again. He needed to address it, and now was as good a time as any. This man loved him, and if he wanted it dealt with, then he would deal with it. Anything to please Daddy. 
 
    “No one can ever replace him, but know that I’m here for you. Okay?” said James, his face softening. The words were like honey to his ears. 
 
    Steve kissed him and nodded. “Okay.” And Steve had never been more in love with anyone, ever. 
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    Honestly, Steve had never been happier in his life. He had never thought it would be possible to meet someone he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. That whole concept had just seemed odd to him. Until now. 
 
    James had been so good to him, taking him and his brother in, getting him enrolled in a better university, even hooking him up with an interview with James’s old fraternity. It was all too good to be true. 
 
    Steve wished he could do something to pay him back, something beyond sex. 
 
    One thing he could do while James was out of town was get the whole place cleaned up and organized. Even Kenny helped him do it. It wasn’t anything amazing, but it was something. 
 
    “So, what do you think of James?” asked Steve as he worked with his brother to take all the things out of the remaining boxes and put them away. 
 
    He’d never asked his brother how he liked James. He was honestly a little worried what his brother would say. The older man got along great with the little boy as far as he could see, like a fun-loving uncle. 
 
    James would get on the floor and play cars with him, or pretend to be an elephant and crawl on his hands and knees all over the house while Kenny squealed for joy. 
 
    It warmed Steve’s heart to see how great James was with kids, because truth be told, Steve had always wanted to have a family. He wondered if James wanted the same. But that was a conversation for another time. 
 
    “He’s cool,” said Kenny, digging through the boxes. 
 
    Steve loved having his little brother around, but he constantly worried if he’d turn out alright. They’d been through so many ups and downs, and even though the trailer had been nasty, at least it had been one solid place they could call home. Now, he’d bounced around with Kenny from home to home, and that couldn’t be so great on his psyche. 
 
    He hoped that now, for once, they had found their home and that there would be no more moving. Life hadn’t been great for Kenny, and Steve was determined that that would change from now on. 
 
    Steve stopped pulling the items out of the box. He sighed, trying to think of how he’d ask what he wanted to ask. “What do you think about us staying here longer?” 
 
    Kenny looked at him funny and asked, “How long are we staying?” The question made Steve worry that he may not like it here as much as he had thought, and that maybe he had read too much into it. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Steve said, “I don’t know. Maybe a few months. Maybe a few years.” He shrugged, trying to act casual about it. 
 
     His brother didn’t answer immediately. He piled some of the items together and carried them over to a shelf. He just kept working as if Steve hadn’t asked him anything. Steve’s heart sank. He’d done everything he could to make his brother’s life as stable as possible, and this only made it more difficult. 
 
    “Kenny?” asked Steve, stepping in front of him to get his attention. The kid had serious A.D.D. sometimes, and it was difficult grabbing, let alone holding, his attention. 
 
    Finally, Kenny grinned. “Okay, I like him. He’s funny and he lets me eat as much junk food as I want.” 
 
    Steve smiled, a weight lifting off his shoulders. That was what he wanted to hear. So, his instincts had been right. The two of them got along really well together. 
 
    “Candy? Well, I don’t know if that’s so good,” Steve said with a smirk. He tickled his little brother until he kicked and screamed on the floor. He missed this, times like this when the two of them could smile and laugh and goof off. 
 
    It’d been so long since they’d had any semblance of a normal life, maybe now things would settle down so they could grow roots? Stability was what Kenny needed more than anything. 
 
    Steve let his little brother go and he quickly went back to work. They had to work fast if they were to get everything completed by the time James got back into town. 
 
    “Hey, what’s this?” Kenny asked, pulling something out of a box. 
 
    Steve squinted his eyes, looking at it. They shouldn’t look through all his things. He wanted to respect the man’s privacy. He thought they could put everything away without really snooping around too much. But if it was Kenny who found it…then really it wasn’t his fault. 
 
    “Not sure what it is,” said Steve. It was some kind of paper. Steve almost tossed it back, until he saw the words “Prison Release” and “Statutory Rape.” “Holy idiot,” said Steve, his jaw dropping. 
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    Hiding his identity had taken a toll on him over the years. He’d been honest with his ex-wife about who he was, and she had accepted it…although even that had taken some time. He thought starting over again, changing his name, would give him the freedom he sought. 
 
    As James strolled down the grocery aisles with his cart, he couldn’t help but smile over the fact that he no longer went shopping for only himself. He thought about what his man would like and what his little brother would want. 
 
    This was new to him. He’d always thought he’d remain single for the rest of his life, never having found someone to connect with. Now, he had Steve. And with Kenny it almost felt like they were a family. 
 
    This man was more than a tight rear or even the best sex he’d ever had. He had a kindness to him that James marveled at. He had a future that James wanted to be a part of. And not just be a part of, but he wanted to help him reach those goals. He loved the idea that he might be able to help the man that he loved. 
 
    And yet, as time went on and things got better and better, the fear in James grew. His past had cast a dark cloud over him. He lived in constant fear that someone would find out about what he had done, about what he was convicted of. No matter what the reason was, he knew that they would judge him. And more importantly, he feared what Steve might think when he told him. 
 
    The worst part was that James was so young when it had happened. He’d made a lot of mistakes in his life, but not what he’d been accused of. That was different. 
 
    Growing up on the streets, fending for himself, trying to help his mother at the same time, was taxing for someone that young. He’d grown a hard shell to protect his sensitive heart. On top of that, he’d worked out hard so people would be afraid of him instead of bullying him and the people he loved. But none of it had healed his heart. He thought that was broken forever. 
 
    Most people didn’t give others second chances. He had already been given one by Steve. He didn’t even know if he deserved a third, despite what the circumstances were. 
 
    As James picked up a pack of macaroni and cheese for Steve that evening, a smile curved on his face. It was Steve’s favorite, and he loved doing simple but thoughtful things for him. 
 
    Finally, after years of waiting, he’d found someone he could care for, someone he wanted a future with. It was someone who had gone a long way in mending the heart he had convinced himself would remain broken forever. 
 
    He hadn’t meant to fall for someone that young, but the heart wants what the heart wants. 
 
    Little snide remarks about their age difference would probably bother him from time to time, but Steve and he complemented each other, too. The remarks didn’t bother him, and he was sure they didn’t bother Steve, either. 
 
    “Anything else, sir?” the cashier asked him, breaking James from his thoughts. 
 
    “Uh, a few more candy bars, will ya?” he asked. 
 
    He didn’t know how to be a good dad—the idea scared him—but he was willing to give it a try with Steve’s little brother if that was what it took to keep his new family together. 
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    He was fuming. He’d never been so mad before. Not even when he’d found out about Dennis and James had he been this mad. This…this was something else entirely. For that he was willing to forgive and forget. But this time he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    His eyes narrowed at James as he entered, putting the groceries on the kitchen table. “Wow, you really cleaned up around here,” James said with a smile. It was usually one that sent him weak at the knees. But that smile wouldn’t save him today. “Where’s Kenny?”  
 
    “Why?” asked Steve. He wouldn’t let his charm warm his heart today. He’d put up with a lot from this man since they’d been together, but this was the final straw. 
 
    The older man chuckled, continuing to take the contents out of the bag and putting them on the table. “What’s with the attitude? Do you need another spanking?” James asked, trying to put his arm around Steve’s waist. 
 
    Steve pulled away. “You like them young, don’t you?” That had been mean, but he didn’t care. He’d told himself that he’d wait until he was calm to discuss this with James, but he couldn’t help himself. He knew that the moment James walked through the doors, he was going to be angry and that there would be no waiting. 
 
    James stopped and frowned. “What are you talking about?” The way he swallowed hard made Steve think that he must have had some inclination of what he’d meant. 
 
    Steve crossed his arms and turned his back. He couldn’t even look at the man. The whole idea sickened him. “I’m just some young guy to add to your collection. Then what? When Kenny’s old enough, he’ll be next?” 
 
    James came up behind him, putting his strong hands on either side of Steve’s triceps. “What the heck? I would never…What are you saying?” 
 
    Steve dug the paper out of his pocket. He shouldn’t have dug through the man’s personal belongings, but this was a big deal. “This,” Steve said, holding it up to show him. 
 
    James turned pale as he spotted the piece of paper. But this didn’t last long. A second later, he turned red and his eyes narrowed at the younger man. “You had no right to go through my things.”  
 
    Steve scrambled to explain as he backed away. The man locked eyes with him, inching forward like an angry bull. “I just wanted to surprise you, get everything perfect for you and…why didn’t you tell me?” asked Steve. He had to stand his ground. James was the one in the wrong here, and he needed to remember that. 
 
    James raised his voice, his resonance bellowing. “Tell you what? That I went to prison for something I didn’t do?” 
 
    Steve was so tired of excuses and lies. “Right. Everybody’s innocent,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. 
 
    James knocked one of the empty boxes out of his way and said, “No, you don’t understand, and I don’t have to justify myself to you anyway. I invite you and your brother into my home, into my life, and this is how you repay me? Judging me for something you don’t even know?” 
 
    The younger man couldn’t believe that James would twist things around as if this whole thing were his fault. Sure, maybe he shouldn’t have gone through James’s things, but James shouldn’t have hidden yet another thing from him. 
 
    “Yeah, whatever, James, or should I call you Delano?” said Steve, glaring back at him. 
 
    “Forget you,” James said, punching a wall on his way down the hall. Each step pounded into the floor like a concrete driller reverberating through the whole house. 
 
    It reminded Steve too much of times with his dad and it made his stomach turn. This was not the relationship Steve wanted, not like this. 
 
    Steve yelled from the other end of the hall. “What are you going to do? Kick us out now that we found out your secret?” 
 
    James didn’t answer, he only slammed his bedroom door so hard that the one of the knickknacks in the living room fell. 
 
    Steve whispered to himself, “Don’t bother. I’ll do it for you.” He had to get out of here, and for good this time. 
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    Later that evening, the house was eerily quiet. There were no sounds of Kenny playing with his cars, no TV on, just silence. A few weeks ago, this wouldn’t have bothered James in the slightest. Now he positively hated it. 
 
    Of course, he was angry for the accusations and invasion of privacy that Steve had done to him, but he also wanted to straighten things out once and for all. 
 
    He wasn’t ready to quit this relationship. James was a solid guy. He knew what he wanted and he didn’t quit on people. Not ever. He knew that if he could just make Steve understand that everything would go back to normal. 
 
    He’d spent most of the night racking his brain about how he’d work this thing out with Steve. Normally, if anyone had given him this much grief, the older man would have said “phoo” and left them, but Steve was different. He was special. He tickled James’s heart like nobody else. He made him believe in love again, and for that he couldn’t let him go. 
 
    When the coach looked into Steve’s eyes, he saw the type of person he could be. He wanted to heal him from all the problems the younger man had encountered in the past. 
 
    James hadn’t started the relationship off well by hiding so much, but he really believed this was true love, and true love never ended. This merely postponed it for a while. 
 
    He got up. Time to stop moping in his bedroom and face the facts. He knew he wouldn’t be able to sleep until he knew where he stood in Steve’s mind. They would work through this, no matter how challenging. 
 
    “Yo, Steve,” said James, looking down the hall. He knocked on Kenny’s bedroom, then cracked it open. No one. 
 
    Then, he called down through the house, “Steve?” His heart raced. 
 
    No one. 
 
    “Where the heck…?” the coach said, pulling out the phone. 
 
    He hadn’t even realized that they had left the house. That fact alone made his stomach turn. Not just because it was such a serious action, but because he was now genuinely concerned for them. He dialed, drumming his fingers on his leg impatiently, but it only kept ringing. 
 
    His fist clenched, and a bead of sweat trailed down the side of his face. “What did you do, Steve?” he asked, banging on the table. 
 
    The hole in the wall was a visible sign of his outrage and a reminder that he had overreacted. He was filled with guilt. He couldn’t have a relationship like this. He’d scared off the only man he’d ever truly loved. 
 
    He needed to fix this, and fix this now. 
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    Steve was ashamed coming back to Dennis’s home. As he sunk into the comfortable couch, he couldn’t believe his best friend had welcomed him back like a prodigal son. And without any questions, either. It was so great having a best friend like Dennis. At least that was one stable person in his life. 
 
    “Don’t sweat it,” said Dennis, putting his hand on his shoulder. “We’re best friends for life, right?” 
 
    Steve nodded, sipping on a beer. He needed to escape into alcohol for a moment. “Best friends for life,” he said, clinking his bottle with his best friend’s. 
 
    They’d been through so much together, and Dennis had put up with so much from him. He was a true friend. 
 
    And yet, even though it was comforting, it wasn’t the same as having the man of his dreams. That was what Steve thought James was. He was sure of it. But after so many secrets, and lies, and after his final outburst, he had begun to doubt it. Was James really who he thought he was? 
 
    Dennis set his beer down on the coffee table and said, “Don’t worry. You two can stay with me as long as you need to.” 
 
    Steve didn’t even bother hiding his smile. “I appreciate that. I just don’t want to keep Kenny bouncing from home to home. It’s not good for a kid.” 
 
    He sighed. His little brother made sound effects in the other room, playing with his figurines. It amazed him how resilient kids could be. 
 
    “He’s going to be all right, you know? He’s a good kid, smart, and has a good heart. Besides, he’s got you as a brother.” 
 
    Steve had needed to hear that, as corny as it was. He’d tried to be the best brother he could. He’d had to be his father, too, since his father disappeared so often, and when he was around, he terrified them both. It was a lot of pressure for someone his age, and the truth was that it had gotten to him. That was another reason why it had been so good to find James. He took the pressure off. 
 
    “Yeah,” Steve said. He watched his best friend for a moment staring at the floor. The way the moonlight cast through the curtains on him, he appeared better-looking every day. 
 
    Steve hadn’t ever noticed how handsome his best friend had become, right before his eyes. He was surprised no one had snatched him up yet. 
 
    He laughed as an odd thought entered his head. 
 
    “What?” asked Dennis, his eyes meeting Steve’s. 
 
    Shaking his head, Steve answered, “It’s just weird that we both ended up into dudes.” All this time, they could have supported each other. Either way, Steve should have trusted their friendship was strong enough to withstand something like coming out of the closet. 
 
    “It’s not that weird, actually. I mean, I was studying in my psych class about how we know all kinds of trash subconsciously,” said Dennis, leaning forward, passionately explaining it. 
 
    Steve arched his eyebrow. “Yeah?” The nerd-ball always knew about trash like this. He shouldn’t have been surprised. 
 
    Dennis became more passionate about it, gesturing emphatically. “Yeah…so, I mean, it would have been funny if we had found out earlier. I mean, we could have…” His voice trailed off. 
 
    His best friend wasn’t suggesting what Steve thought he was, was he? Steve swallowed and then asked in a low tone, “Could have what?” 
 
    A smirk spread across Dennis face. “On those lonely, horny nights?” 
 
    Steve burst into laughter. “You’re a trip. You’re like a brother to me.” 
 
    He hoped Dennis had been joking, and he also hoped that his laughter had helped defuse the mounting tension in the room. He wasn’t sure, but he was pretty certain that Dennis had just been looking at him in a very suggestive manner. 
 
    “Yeah, sure. Like brothers,” said Dennis, and he sipped his beer. 
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    He should let Steve go. If the guy wanted to leave, then he wanted to leave. At least it was one less thing to think about. 
 
    As James jogged down the winding, narrow trail, he thought about all that had transpired since he’d met this young man. The mist flooded the hill as he ran down it; the scent of evergreen trees filled his nostrils. Nothing was better than living in the northwest, but even that didn’t make him feel any better. 
 
    James had tried to spend the last few days not worrying, keeping himself busy, especially after a quick phone call from Dennis had revealed that Steve and Kenny were with him and safe. That had settled his stomach, at least, knowing that they were safe. 
 
    It never would have worked out anyway, James told himself. It was for the best. 
 
    And still, the older man was empty and lonely, something he hadn’t felt in years. He’d always kept himself so busy that he didn’t give himself a chance to feel anything. And he’d been alone so long that he had forgotten what it was like to have someone. 
 
    Now, everything had changed. In a short period of time, Steve had climbed into his heart and nested there, effectively opening and then destroying it in one fell swoop. 
 
    Now, James couldn’t get rid of him, no matter how much he worked out at the gym and no matter how many miles he ran. Boxing, going to the shooting range, blasting music in his car, nothing worked. 
 
    Steve. Would. Not. Leave. His. Heart. 
 
    James’s cell phone in his pocket rang so loud, it startled him as he jogged down the road. He glanced at the ID. 
 
    Idiot. Not now. James stopped to catch his breath and to answer. Try as he might, he still struggled to not answer this particular caller. 
 
    He leaned against a stop sign and said, “Yo, what’s up?” Rubbing his knee, he stretched it back and forth, waiting for his ex-wife to reply. 
 
    “Hey, did I catch you at a bad time?” she asked. He’d thought about not answering it, but the truth was, he really could use a friendly voice. 
 
    “No, doll. Go ahead. Was just running,” he said, wondering why she’d called in the first place. She usually had a reason, not one for small talk. 
 
    She chuckled and asked, “Running? Yeah, right. Is that code for?” She knew him too well, of course, but it’d been a couple of weeks since they’d spoken. A lot had happened the last couple of weeks. 
 
    He laughed and said, “Not quite.” He wished that was his only issue now. He wished he could idiot away all his problems with Steve, but the man had grown roots in him and their problems couldn’t be blown off so frivolously. He was beyond the point where all he looked for in a man was good sex. He wanted companionship. 
 
    “How’s it going with your man?” she asked, as if sensing something was wrong. He hated how psychic his ex-wife was. She always picked up on things when he’d rather not talk about them. 
 
    Might as well tell her the truth, or she’d keep picking at the scab until he opened up. “He’s not my man, he’s…it’s over,” he said. 
 
    The words burned his heart saying them aloud. It made them real somehow. 
 
    There was silence between them as if she had a hard time digesting what he’d said. “Over? You just started dating.” He felt judged. She knew his track record with men. The flings didn’t last long, but this, he’d hoped and assumed, had been different. 
 
    He groaned and said, “Yeah, well, sometimes things don’t work out.” He didn’t want to sound bitter, but he probably came off like that. 
 
    “Jimmy, you really liked this guy. What happened?” she asked. 
 
    She was the only person he let call him Jimmy. She knew how to get under his skin, and he couldn’t blow her off like he might with someone else prying into his life. It was funny, but where he was always the dominant one, with her it was the opposite. 
 
    He sighed. He wished he could change the subject, but with his ex-wife, that wouldn’t be possible. She took a nice, long breath, and James knew he was in for a lecture. He gripped the stop sign pole and hung on for dear life. 
 
    “He found out about your past, didn’t he?” she said, guessing correctly. It had haunted him for so many years and weighed on them during their short marriage. 
 
    “Seems like wherever I go, whatever I do, it just won’t leave me,” he said, taking a seat on the edge of the sidewalk. No point standing; this would take a while. 
 
    “Well, what happened was not your fault. That’s why they overturned the conviction and set you free.” 
 
    He wished it were as simple as she made it sound. Even if it were true, people never saw it like that. Once someone had a mark on them like prison or an accusation like that, it stayed with them for life. 
 
    “Well, it’s too late now,” he said, groaning. The wind picked up and added an extra chill in the air. He warmed his arms by rubbing them briskly, very aware now of how alone he was. 
 
    His mind automatically went to Steve, wondering if he’d remembered to wear his coat or not. He was a grown man, but James couldn’t help it. The older man’s thoughts were always with him. He was always trying to look out for him, from the big to the small. 
 
    She spoke softly. “Did you tell him? I mean, how you were falsely accused? How the guy you were with even came to your defense?” she asked. 
 
    He hung his head in shame. He hadn’t even gotten that far into a conversation with Steve. The man didn’t want to hear another word and see things from his perspective. There was that, and James’s sudden burst of anger, too. James couldn’t blame him for leaving. 
 
    “What good would that have done? He’d already made up his mind. Probably looking for an excuse to get out of it,” he said. 
 
    James hated to think that Steve wasn’t as serious about the relationship as he was. Had he wasted all his time, his mind and his heart, for nothing? Maybe it was Steve using him all this time? 
 
    She sighed. “Those parents. You two were only a year apart. What, You were 18 and he was 17? I can’t believe they got you arrested back then.” 
 
    The time had been the hardest in James’s young life. Getting caught, and the betrayal of the neighbor boy his age that had spoken against him in court, followed by years in prison. He’d been falsely accused. 
 
    The older man shook his head. It was pointless to think about regrets. “Doll, they were powerful people in the city, and homophobes, too. Couldn’t stand the thought of their own son sucking hot dogs.” 
 
    She laughed. “I shouldn’t laugh.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but smile too. The situation was so preposterous that laughing was better than crying. 
 
    He took a deep breath and said, “No, it’s fine. Doesn’t matter. Thank goodness you stuck with me.” His heart warmed thinking about how she’d stayed by his side when no one else had.  
 
    She giggled. “A lot of good that did me. You made me fall in love with you and I thought I could convert you.” He cracked a smile. Leave it to her to turn this moment into a joke. 
 
    “Yeah, well…everything happens for a reason. You’re still my girl, aren’t you?” he said, leaning the phone between his head and shoulders as he retied his shoelaces. 
 
    She giggled again. “‘Till death do us part…So, where are they now?” 
 
    He didn’t want to think about it, but the conversation wouldn’t go away until he faced it head on. It was going to be awkward, to say the least. 
 
    “Your brother’s,” he said. She’d flip out about it when she found out all the details, but there was no point lying. James was through lying. 
 
    “Holy idiot. And does Steve know what happened between you and Dennis?” she asked. 
 
    “On top of everything else, yes,” James said, closing his eyes wishing he could black the situation out forever. 
 
    “No wonder he ran off. Listen, I know you. I’ve never seen you more into anyone than you’re into Steve. Go and get him, bring him back,” she said in a demanding tone. 
 
    He shook his head and got to his feet. “I can’t. He doesn’t want me.” It hurt James to think about it, but it was true. 
 
    “If he feels even an inkling of what you feel, and I know he does, you can bring him around. You can, you’ll see…” his ex-wife said in a motivational tone. 
 
    He sighed. She knew him better than anyone. And if anyone could convince him, it was her. Just how he had always pushed Steve to be a better person, she could push him. 
 
    “Now, James. Go get your man!” she said, and he knew without a doubt that she was right. 
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    Sitting on the couch in his best friend’s living room, Steve thought about what had happened. He swore that Dennis had tried to hint that he had a crush on him, as egotistical as that might seem. But Steve pushed the thought away. 
 
    Dennis wasn’t an ugly guy; in fact, he was very good looking in a nerdy sort of way. But that was besides that point. He couldn’t see him as any more than that, not after all they’d been through. 
 
    Besides, his heart was with James. Maybe before he’d met James, he could have convinced himself that it was all about looks, but now he knew better. No matter how much he tried to tell himself that the time he’d shared with the older man had only been a fling, his heart told him otherwise. 
 
    He was still in love with James, and always would be. 
 
    He sighed. As safe as Steve was, and happy they had a place to stay, he couldn’t help but miss the older man. 
 
    It was messed up. How could he be in love with someone who had gone to prison for something like that? And yet, part of him wondered if it was even true. 
 
    James had tried to deny it, after all. But the prison release paper had said what it said. Why did it feel like there was more to the story? James was so adamant that there was that Steve had been inclined to believe him. He loved him, after all. Would his heart lie to him like that? 
 
    Though they hadn’t known each other long, Steve knew James’s heart. He was a good guy, someone who would do anything for him. The person that he knew didn’t match the person that paper said he was. 
 
    Boom-boom-boom! Steve turned his head toward the door. “Yo, Dennis. You call the pizza guy?” His stomach rumbled. He’d eaten way too much comfort food lately. 
 
    “Yeah, like half an hour ago. It’s probably him. Get that, will you?” called Dennis from the other room where he was playing cars with Kenny. 
 
    Steve got up off the couch, and didn’t even bother looking through the peephole before answering it. 
 
    He wished he hadn’t made that mistake. As soon as he opened the door, Steve was kicked in the stomach so hard that it almost knocked the wind out of him. He even took a step back in shock. 
 
    “Dad,” Steve said, eyes wide with panic. Without thinking, he yelled back, “Dennis! Kenny! Lock the door.” 
 
    He then turned back to face the man in the doorway. Standing like he was, swaying and stumbling, with wide, crazy eyes, he looked like a raving lunatic. Paul was drunk again. This time worse than ever. He reeked of beer, scotch, and anger, and the way he hung on to the door frame for support confirmed at least two of these points. 
 
    He was so shocked by his dad’s sudden appearance that he hadn’t even noticed the gun until it was pointed in his face. “Now, let me get this straight. You think you can go to my home and get some idiot to shove a gun in my face?” 
 
    Spit sprayed out of his dad’s mouth with every syllable. 
 
    “Steve,” Dennis said, running out and freezing as the gun swung toward him. “Paul, what are you doing?” 
 
    Dennis’s words were calm and careful and his eye twitched, looking in the direction of Steve as if to check if he was all right. 
 
    Steve turned to his dad and said softly, “Dad, they’re going to call the cops.” 
 
    That statement didn’t faze the man, not even a little bit. He pointed the gun at his son again and said, “No, I don’t think Dennis wants to see his best friend shot dead. And I don’t think you do either.” 
 
    Angry as Steve was that his father was putting their lives at risk, he tried to keep his temper in check. “Dad, you’re drunk. You don’t mean to do this.” 
 
    His screamed at the top of his lungs, “Don’t tell me what I am and am not.” 
 
    Steve made sure to keep his voice steady as he raised his hands in the air. “Dad, listen to me. We don’t have to do this. Things can be like they were before, before Mom passed.” 
 
    At the mention of his mom, his father’s face softened for a moment, but then he came back with anger. “Don’t talk about your mother, that whore,” he said with vile, more spittle flying from his mouth. 
 
    “Dad, you don’t mean that,” said Steve. He hated anyone talking smack about his mother. She was misunderstood back then, but had a heart of gold. 
 
    “Idiot yeah, I do. Why do you think she’s dead? That car accident was karma,” said his father, with a smile curled on his lips. 
 
    The words shocked him, and he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. His blood boiled. “Are you saying…?” 
 
    His father stepped closer. “I’m saying, you will learn to fall in line or you might end up seeing her before you think.” 
 
    Steve’s nostrils flared. “Dad, you…?” 
 
    Cackling, his dad said, “Oh, you thought she was little Miss Crocker, didn’t you? Yeah, when she wasn’t with you, she was out screwing half the town.” 
 
    Steve’s fingers curled into a balled fist. He wanted to charge his dad, and if it wasn’t for the gun, then he most certainly would have. “Dad, how could you say…? Put the gun down, please.” 
 
    “Why? You gonna sic that mongrel on me again? Why? He sucking your toe or something? Yeah, that’s what it is. You two are fudge packers. Always knew you were.” 
 
    His father must have known he was gay. Maybe that was why he’d mistreated him so much during the years? 
 
    He pressed the gun against Steve’s temple. “Don’t worry, I’ll take you out of your own misery.”
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    “You put that gun down, or I’ll blow you in half with my rifle,” James said, aiming his own gun at the man, and cocking it for good measure.  
 
    Nobody hurt his man. Nobody. 
 
    Steve’s father’s eyes widened. “What the—” 
 
    James lowered his voice. “And I’m not gonna say it twice.” Obviously, the idiot didn’t understand how serious he was. 
 
    The man put his hands up, then slowly lowered the gun. 
 
    Steve, not waiting to see what happened next, broke away and checked on his little brother and best friend. 
 
    “That’s right, put that sucker down on the ground and kick it over to me,” said James, voice steady. 
 
    Paul did as he was told, keeping his hands up. The man needed to be locked up in prison or a mental health facility. James was just glad that he had obeyed and hadn’t tried anything stupid. 
 
    “Now, this is what you’re going to do,” said James calmly, yet sternly. “You’re going to get in your car and you’re going to take off, and you’re never going to see these boys again. And I mean never.” 
 
    He meant every word. 
 
    Right now, James wasn’t even speaking to Paul. It was his own father, telling him the words he’d wished he’d had the guts to say as a kid. The way parents mistreated their children dumbfounded him. But this would be the end of that today. Never again would Steve and Kenny be hurt by this man. Not as long as James had a breath to spare in his body. 
 
    “You can’t tell me what I can and can’t do with my sons,” said the dumb idiot. The idiot was too drunk and out of his mind to understand he’d lost. It was over. 
 
    James squinted at him in disbelief. “But I just did, and you’re going to listen, and I’ll tell you why you’re going to listen: ‘Cause you don’t want your head blown off, do you?” 
 
    “Forget you,” spat Steve’s father. 
 
    James cut him off. “Now, do you, Paul?” he asked again, ready to shoot by his head to make the point if he needed to. He didn’t want to, but if it meant keeping his man safe, then he wouldn’t hesitate. 
 
    Paul spat on the carpet. “Tell me this. You turn my boy gay?” 
 
    What an asinine thing to say. “What I do or don’t do with your son is our business. But how you treat him or don’t treat him, that’s mine. Now, get the heck out of here. Now!” James said, his voice running through the room like a clap of thunder. 
 
    At first, he thought that Paul was going to argue. But seeing the look on James’s face must have been enough to convince him, as a second later he was out the door and running down the street. 
 
    “Thanks,” Steve said, stepping out as James put the gun down. 
 
    Their eyes met and James relaxed a little. The thought that he’d almost lost the love of his life made his heart sink. 
 
    James nodded, not really sure what to say or how he would say it. 
 
    “Thanks,” Dennis said, offering a smile. “I locked Kenny in the room to keep him safe. He’s so busy playing video games, I don’t think he even knew what was happening.”  
 
    James nodded. His job was done. Maybe Steve was better off living with his best friend? Whatever made him happy. All he had ever wanted was for Steve to be happy. At first, he’d thought that that meant being with him. But now he wasn’t so sure. “I better get going now.” 
 
    “No, wait,” Steve said, jogging up to him. “Can we talk?” 
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    The wind picked up, dancing with the older man’s hair as he stuck the rifle in the back of his truck. “What’s up?” James asked casually. 
 
    That voice. That scent. Steve hadn’t realized how much he’d missed the man until he saw him in front of him. 
 
    The way he’d risked his life and put it in front of Steve’s warmed his heart and reminded him how good of a person he really was. There was no doubt in Steve’s mind he loved this man more than anything, more than anyone. He’d just needed to be reminded. 
 
    But would he take him back? How could the younger man put into words how he felt, how much James meant to him? Should he say sorry? Should he ask for an explanation? He had no idea what to do. All he could do was hope that love guided him. 
 
    “So, um…yeah, thanks,” said Steve, stuffing his hands in his pockets. The cold wind swirled through Dennis’s yard and swept around the two men. 
 
    James cleared his throat and said, “I told you, I got you. Nobody touches my man or…” He stared at the ground, and for the first time, the older man looked vulnerable. 
 
    As strong and macho as James was, Steve loved seeing him like this. He knew what James had almost said. It was real and from the heart. Even though he didn’t finish it…the fact that he was about to was a huge deal for someone like James. In that moment, Steve knew the love was not lost between them. 
 
    Steve smiled. “So, where you going?” he asked, stepping closer. 
 
    James looked him in the eye, offering a smile. “Gonna stay outside for a while, make sure he doesn’t come back.” 
 
    Steve’s cock swelled as he stepped closer, that scent, that musk doing things to him that he had forgotten they could do. “You don’t have to do that,” he said. 
 
    “Hell if I don’t,” said James, his confidence returned. “I’d…if anything ever happened to you…Steve, you mean the world to me. And I know I messed up. I hid some trash from you that I should have told you before, but you have to understand what we have, you and me, it doesn’t come around every day.” 
 
    Without warning, the older man wrapped his arms around Steve, enveloping him with warmth and with love. Steve didn’t move to stop him, totally caught off guard by the public affection he was showing, but not minding one little bit. 
 
    “I know,” Steve said, laying his head on the man’s chest. 
 
    How he’d missed his touch. How he’d missed the warmth of his embrace, the comfort of his rumbling tone of voice. The way he felt safe whenever he was around. It was all too much. 
 
    “And you’re young, I get it. You have a lot of options. You’re good-looking, you’re sexy, you’re one of the best point guards I have ever seen, and you’ve got a heart of gold,” said James. 
 
    “James—” Steve said. 
 
    “Let me finish. Now, I’ve made some mistakes in my life, but I have not, nor would I ever, rape someone. What happened back then, it was a misunderstanding, and I brought you something to take a look at. Might clear some trash up,” said James. 
 
    He handed a newspaper clipping to Steve. At first, Steve wasn’t sure if he wanted to read it. If James said it was a misunderstanding, that was good enough for him. But still, as James held the paper out defiantly, Steve had no choice but to take it. It was time to finally learn the true story. Steve opened it up and his eyes widened when he read the article. “Statutory Rape Conviction Overturned. Delano not guilty.” 
 
    James took a deep breath. “After they overturned the case, I changed my name. Wanted to have a fresh new start, go somewhere where I could start over and wouldn’t be judged.” 
 
    “James—” 
 
    “Now, let me finish,” James said, but it was Steve’s turn to talk. 
 
    “No, you let me finish,” said Steve, his eyes meeting the silver fox’s. “I believe you, and I don’t care about your past. I…love you.” 
 
    The past didn’t matter. Not the mistakes they’d made or the regrets they had. What did matter was now—right now. 
 
    And then, as if he had been wanting to do it since they’d started talking, James kissed Steve’s lips and smiled at him. “Idiot, I…love you too, Steve. You’re the best thing to happen to me.” 
 
    Steve smiled back, never wanting this moment to end. “You’re the best thing to happen to me too.” 
 
    They kissed, slowly, deeply, passionately. Every taste, every touch of their lips was more passionate and comforting than the next. They hadn’t kissed in weeks, but this one more than made up for time lost. 
 
    Finally, when it seemed like they could go no longer, James broke away and said, “We can take it slow if you want. You don’t have to move in with me right away. I just want to take care of you. With that new school, that new fraternity, the world is your oyster.” 
 
    Steve laughed. The coach’s thick cock pressed against his. “Oysters…aren’t they an aphrodisiac?” 
 
    “Dang right they are,” said James, and they kissed again, cloaked in the shadows and surrounded by love.  
 
    “I love you, Silver Daddy,” Steve said. And he meant every word of it. 
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