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Chapter One
 “Coach Miller?”

I heard a voice calling my name that Thursday morning and looked up from my desk where I had been busily pulling together the line-up for the next night’s game -- the final game of the season against Central City High, our team’s traditional arch-rival. They had been our rivals even when I had been a wide receiver here at Northeast High, home of the Mustangs. I had to admit that it caused some very strange feelings in me to be teaching and coaching football in the very high school that was the scene some of the best and worst experiences of my life. Even after teaching here for four years now, there were times that I completely forgot I was faculty and would still feel like I was a student. In fact, I’d had caught myself a couple of times trying to park in the student parking lot instead of the faculty one.

“Uhh... you are Coach Miller, right?”

The man standing in the doorway was obviously out of place in a high school locker room. His dark hair was immaculately groomed and his black shoes polished to a high shine. From the looks of it, his dark, pin-striped suit and what looked like a cashmere overcoat probably cost more than I had paid for my used pickup truck. In fact, the cuff-links alone probably could have paid the mortgage on my one-bedroom apartment for several months. I couldn’t imagine what he was doing here, or what he wanted with me.

“Yeah, I’m Coach Miller. And you are...?” 

“Dennis Hamilton.”

He stepped into the room as I rose from my desk, offering his hand. The grip was firm, even though I could see that, at six-foot-four, I was at least half a foot taller and maybe fifty pounds heavier. None of that weight was fat. I still wore the same size jeans that I did when I played high school ball, and I still worked out religiously. Relatively young for a head coach at twenty-six, I used my muscular development and strength to keep my young players struggling to keep up with me. It also didn’t hurt in maintaining discipline among them.

After shaking hands, he handed me his card, and I could see that Mr. Hamilton was an attorney who was also an agent for sports and entertainment celebrities. His office address was in Beverly Hills, California.

“You’re a long way from home. What can I do for you, Mr. Hamilton?”

“Actually, Coach, it’s more what I can do for you and your team. I believe you know Michael Vincent.”

Though said somewhat softly, the mere mention of that name jolted me as if Mr. Hamilton had backhanded me across the face. Michael Vincent -- Heisman Trophy winner, number one NFL draft pick, and two years previously, Super Bowl winning quarterback of the New Mexico Cougars -- the youngest quarterback to ever accomplish this feat. 

More importantly, Mike, as I knew him, was the former quarterback of the Northeast High Mustangs and my best friend all through elementary and high school. In fact, Mike and I had grown up together, living just two houses away from each other. There wasn’t a time when I didn’t know Mike, our mothers being best friends and pregnant at the same time. Though they claim they didn’t do anything to make it happen, Mike and I were even born on the very same day in the very same hospital. I’m almost surprised our mothers didn’t share the same delivery room.

Know him? No. Knew him. Knew him like a twin brother, spending our entire lives growing up together like we were joined at the hip. I was an only child and Mike might as well have been, having only an older sister. We practically lived at each other’s houses and became the brother that neither of us had, that is until high school graduation and Mike went on to a football scholarship at Ohio State, and I joined the United States Marine Corps. 

I had been nothing more than an average student and a slightly better-than-average wide receiver, so there was no football scholarship waiting for me, and since my dad had died during my senior year, there was no money to send me to college, either. During the four years I spent on active duty in the Corps, however, I managed to earn a Bachelor’s degree. Mike, however, went on to fame and fortune, and we grew apart to the point that the only thing I had heard from Mike in the six years since he’d joined the NFL were Christmas cards without any personal message or signature, just his name printed on the inside.

“Yes, I know him,” I answered, noncommittally. “So?”

“I am, as my card indicates, Mr. Vincent’s agent. He has asked me, if you’ll pardon the cliché, to make you an offer you can’t refuse.”

Mr. Hamilton said this with a grin and the voice of a mobster à la Marlon Brando. At that point, I realized that Mike’s name, coming as it did “out of the blue,” so disconcerted me that I had forgotten my manners.

“Please, Mr. Hamilton. Have a seat,” I said, sitting back down in my desk chair and indicating the chair in front of my desk. “And just exactly what kind of offer would that be?” 

“Have you heard about the Red Heart Bowl?”

“Yes, I understand from what I’ve read and heard about it that it’s an invitational charity bowl for top college football players that’s to be held after the Super Bowl. It’s supposed to benefit children, I believe.”

“That’s right. But not just children, Coach. The proceeds from the bowl game will go to a foundation for children with AIDS. Mr. Vincent has taken on the role of spokesman for the event.”

“Mike always did like kids,” I said, trying desperately to hide any bitterness in my voice.

“Uhh... yes.” Mr. Hamilton looked at me oddly. “At any rate, I’m here because Mr. Vincent wants to fly you and your entire team to the Red Heart Bowl as his guests. Not only that, but you will also be Mr. Vincent’s guests at the post-game awards dinner. All this, as well as a personal donation from Mr. Vincent to Northeast High’s athletic program of one hundred thousand dollars.”

I just sat there staring at him. I was stunned, to say the least. After all this time, suddenly Mike was making an offer, which truly, I couldn’t refuse. It seemed almost too good to be true. However, that’s what bothered me about it. My dad, a shrewd businessman, always had told me that if something sounded too good to be true, it probably was. Something I’d learned the hard way a couple of times while on leave overseas.

“Not that I’m not interested in Mike’s very generous offer, but I have to ask -- what’s the catch?”

“No ‘catch,’ Coach Miller. The offer is exactly as I’ve stated it.”

“But... but why? Why is Mike doing this? Why now?”

“Mr. Vincent did not choose to inform me of his motives. However, he did tell me that he thought you might ask about them. To that end, I have been asked to give you this.”

And saying this, he withdrew an envelope from an inner pocket of his suit, handing it to me across the desk. I opened the envelope and found several items. The first was from something called Skyline Jets, Inc. It was a computer printout for a chartered round-trip flight to New York City on something called a Gulfstream IV-SP for next Friday with a return on Sunday night. The second was a business letter on embossed stationery from the Soho Grand Hotel stating that there was a reservation for the Penthouse Loft North for Friday and Saturday nights for Messrs. Michael Vincent and Daniel Miller. Finally, there was a ticket for a sky-box at Shea Stadium for Sunday afternoon for the game between the New York Jets and the New Mexico Cougars.

“I don’t understand?”

I looked up at Mr. Hamilton in confusion.

“The Cougars are playing the Jets a week from Sunday. Mr. Vincent wishes you to be his guest for that weekend in New York. He told me to tell you that he would answer any and all of your questions at that time.” Mr. Hamilton stood and again offered me his hand across my desk. I shook his hand, all the time shaking my head in confusion at this turn of events. “It has been good meeting you, Coach Miller, however I must be back in LA by this evening. I hope that you’ll enjoy your time in New York. However, if you find yourself unable to make it, please call my office in Beverly Hills. At any rate, I’ll see you at the Red Heart Bowl in February.”

And with this, he swept from the room, leaving me sitting there dazed, confused, but above all, pensive. I thought that I’d never see or hear from Mike Vincent again, and quite frankly, I had been okay with that. After all, it wasn’t like we had anything in common anymore. I was just an ex-jarhead high school teacher and football coach, and he was a multi-millionaire sports mega-star. From what I’d read in some of the sports magazines, Mike probably spent more on shoes than I made in a year.

However, there was more to it than that. The contact between Mike and me hadn’t stopped at graduation. It actually continued through my first two years of being in the Corps. Then I got leave, and Mike invited me to spend a week of it with him in his off-campus apartment at Ohio State. 

That’s when everything between Mike and me went to hell.

Chapter Two

Growing up, Mike and I had been pretty typical little boys. We weren’t the “Holy Terrors” that Mike’s sister claimed we were, but we weren’t angels, either. We got into our share of scrapes and trouble, but through it all, there was one thing that we could count on and that was each other. I always had Mike’s back, and he had mine. There wasn’t a day that we didn’t spend together. There were even damned few nights that we didn’t spend together, sleeping at one or the other’s house. In fact, that’s exactly how our parents kept us in line. The mere threat of not being allowed to see each other was enough to stop whatever behavior that our parents found offensive and that we usually thought was fun.

What kept us from really getting in trouble, however, was our love of sports. T-ball, Little League, Pee-Wee League football -- you name it, we played it. It seemed like Mike and I couldn’t think of anything better than running around, sweating our asses off, trying to be the best there was at whatever sport we were involved in. Mike, who had way more natural talent than I did, succeeded far more often than me as well. About the only thing I ever beat him in was puberty.

It was perfectly natural for Mike and I to take baths and showers together when we were growing up. We saw each other naked a lot and didn’t think anything about it. However, when we got to be about eleven or twelve, that all changed. All of a sudden, we both got real shy with each other. We began taking showers separately when we slept over each other’s houses. Since our elementary school was comprised of kindergarten through eighth grades, nobody took showers in school until high school. This meant that we didn’t see each other naked again for a couple of years.

By that time, our bodies had done a lot of changing. We’d both had growth spurts, though there were more to come, and there was now hair growing on places on our bodies that we never expected it to. Mike and I came to find out from each other later that we both, about this time, discovered on our own not only that our cocks would get hard for no apparent reason, but the very pleasurable activity which made them go down again -- at least for a little while. 

Because of all the years we’d spent growing up together, it didn’t take Mike or me very long to adjust to being naked in front of other guys in our gym classes or before and after football practice when we changed into or out of our uniforms, or when we showered. We still didn’t go back to taking showers together when we were sleeping over at each other’s houses, but gone was the shyness between us and casual nudity was an accepted rule. So casual, in fact, that it was not unusual for us to bone up in front of each other during our almost constant discussions about sex and not be the least bit embarrassed by it.

Eventually, of course, this led to us jacking off together. Oh, we never touched each other. That was absolutely out of the question! But we took to borrowing porn tapes from our parents (who had no idea we were doing it) and watching them while they were out for the evening, and we were all alone. That’s when we discovered that Mike and I had one big difference -- I could shoot cum, and he couldn’t. At least not for about six months after I started. It frustrated Mike to no end that we would jack off together, and we would both achieve orgasm, but I would be able to shoot a few drop of white cum on my belly while Mike came up dry.

It bothered the shit out of me, too. First of all, because throughout our lives, up until that time, Mike had always been the natural leader between us and me his most loyal follower. I didn’t feel comfortable at all in the role of being more mature than Mike. Second, I really loved Mike, and it bothered me to see him so upset and down on himself. Even though our dads had given us “The Talk” and explained that different guys developed at different rates, it sure didn’t make either of us feel any better that I had developed faster than Mike -- at least in that one area. 

Well, there was another way that I had developed differently than Mike had, but I never discussed that with him. It was about the time that I started to jack off that I noticed that I began to look at other guys differently as well. At first, I just put it down to curiosity, but then I noticed that all of my masturbation fantasies were about other guys -- especially other naked guys. And there was one naked guy that I thought about more than any other -- Mike. Try as I might, I just couldn’t get the thought of Mike’s naked, muscular body out of my head -- especially when I was jacking off. 

Of course, I knew what this meant, but I wasn’t ready to admit this to anyone -- not even myself. I think that was part of the reason that I ended up choosing to go into the Marine Corps. God knows, I wasn’t the first guy to go into the Corps looking to straighten himself out. In fact, I ran into a number of them. 

By the time our junior year came around, Mike and I were both on varsity. He was back-up quarterback, and I was a wide receiver. We also were both starting to get hit on by girls. This thrilled Mike to no end, but caused a lot of mixed emotions in me. On one hand, on the rare occasion that we were able to get one or the other of our parents’ cars, we did a lot of double dating. This at least afforded me the chance to have Mike around -- especially when we would park with our dates. There was just no way I could get turned on by a girl unless he was around. However, at the same time, I had to watch Mike holding and kissing some girl, when the whole time, what I wanted more than anything else in the world was for him to hold and kiss me.

I was, at that point, seventeen years old, and two things had become perfectly clear to me -- I was queer, and worse -- I was in love with my best friend who was straight.

This went on until the middle of our senior year, when all of a sudden, one late January day, I was pulled out of class and sent to the office. When I got there, Mike -- along with his mom and dad -- were waiting for me. At first, I couldn’t understand what was going on. Then Mike put his hands on my shoulders and forced me to look into his eyes. He spoke slowly and quietly to me.

“Dan, your dad had a heart attack. I’m sorry, man. He’s gone.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s gone. He’s dead.”

Dead? I thought to myself. How could that be? I just saw him this morning on my way out the door to school!
But I could see the look on Mike’s face. He had never lied to me in all the years we’d known each other, and I didn’t figure he was lying, then. I don’t remember much of what happened after that. I know I must have broken down crying, because the next thing I knew Mike had his arms around me, holding me and walking me out of the school. Even in the car on the way home, Mike never took his arms from around me, and that night, as we slept in my bed together, Mike did the one thing he’d never done that I had always wanted him to do -- he held me while I slept with my head on his chest and my arms wrapped around him.

Mike slept with me like that for more than a week, while the whole, horrible ritual of death ground slowly but inevitably on. He stood by my side while I had to stand by my dad’s coffin for hours during the barbaric custom of “the viewing.” He sat beside me in the chapel of the funeral home during the interminable funeral service. He again stood beside me while they lowered my dad’s coffin into the ground. Finally, he borrowed his dad’s car and took me away from the house and all the mourners who had gathered there after the funeral.

I remember we drove around that afternoon, not saying much of anything. We finally ended up, of all places, sitting in the empty bleachers of the empty football field at our high school. I guess it was the place outside of each other’s homes that was the most comfortable to us. It was that day that I first talked with Mike about possibly joining the Marines. Now that my father was dead, I knew that there wasn’t going to be any money to send me to college, and I knew there was nothing in our small community for me. With Mike going off to college in Ohio, I just wanted to be gone, too. Gone -- as far away as I could get from the memories. Gone -- away from who and what I was and how I felt about Mike.

Unfortunately, it didn’t exactly work out that way.

Chapter Three

For the next week, I had a constant, running argument with myself as to whether I would go to New York and meet Mike. Basically, on one hand, I wanted to, because deep down inside, I was still as in love with him as I had ever been. On the other hand, what happened when I visited him in Columbus, Ohio, while he was in college, still haunted me.

I’d had an entire month of leave coming to me, and I’d decided to spend the first week of it with Mike since he had spring break, so he would be off the entire time. We had been writing and phoning each other for the last two years while I was in the Corps, and he was at college. Actually, for the first year, I did all the calling, because I was the one who could afford it. Then, after Mike moved to his own apartment off-campus, he started calling me. I wasn’t a great one for writing letters, but Mike was. Most of those came from him. He would tell me all about campus life and how things were going for him on the football team. While he would casually mention dating, it never seemed like he ever dated the same girl for very long. That was a pattern he’d developed in high school as well. I just figured he didn’t want to get tied down.

At any rate, I flew to Columbus, and Mike met my plane. When I reached the terminal, he was standing there waiting for me. I still recognized him, but he’d changed. First of all, he was a lot bigger than he’d been in high school, and that was saying something. I could see that he’d really packed on the muscle so that his body was even more beautiful than I remembered it. Second, his hair was quite a bit longer than it had been in high school. I guess he didn’t have a lot of money for haircuts, or he just let it grow. As a Marine who wore a typical “high and tight,” I noticed how much longer civilian males wore their hair.

The first thing Mike and I did was grab each other in a long, strong bear-hug. It was like we didn’t want to let each other go. I know I didn’t want to let him go. I loved the fact that I was once again smelling his scent and holding his beautiful, muscular body against mine -- something I’d never gotten to do very much. Of course, my view on it was that if Mike would let me hold him twenty-four hours a day, every day, it still wouldn’t have been enough for me. However, Mike didn’t seem any more eager to let go of me, either, and I could have sworn I heard him taking deep inhalations of my scent as well.

I guess we finally figured out that we were in public, however, and unclasped each other. However, we did the normal “punch-each-other-in-the-shoulder” thing that guys do to show that they care about each other. We also did the typical “guy-thing” of just standing there grinning at each other, so much to say and not able to get a fucking word out. Finally Mike led me outside to the parking lot.

He was driving an old beat-up pick-up truck, and we threw my duffle bag in the back. I climbed in beside him, and he did something that totally shocked me for a moment. He reached down and squeezed high up my thigh, almost to my crotch, with his hand, while he looked into my eyes and told me how much he’d missed me and how glad he was to have me there. It shocked me because, first of all, Mike had never touched me like that, in so intimate an area. Secondly, he didn’t seem in any hurry to move his hand, either. Of course, I didn’t want him to move it, but I couldn’t understand what kind of a message he was trying to give me. 

When we got to his apartment, that message got clearer. He took my duffle on into the bedroom saying I would be sleeping there with him. Not even an offer to let me sleep on the couch. Mike was absolutely determined to have me in bed with him -- not that I objected in any way. It just was somewhat disconcerting, because I had changed a lot since I’d last seen Mike. 

Boot camp, as anyone who has ever been through it can tell you, is hell. Anyone who makes it through deserves respect just for accomplishing that feat. My time in boot camp had been hell, but it had also been a very frustrating heaven as well. You see, if you were into guys, it was an incredibly erotic atmosphere to be in. First of all, there was the total reek of testosterone and male sweat. That was something I had discovered I loved back in high school in the locker room. The scent of my sweaty teammates would have me boned hard in a heartbeat if I didn’t watch myself. Of course, the scent I loved most in the world was Mike’s, and thanks to him spending so many nights in my bed or me in his, I got to know it as well or better than my own. However, the locker room had nothing on a Marine Corps barracks. Football practice was sweaty and exhausting, but it was a walk in the park compared to a twelve-mile “hump” with a sixty-pound pack on your back. Sweat? It poured off everybody like water over Victoria Falls.

Secondly, there was the eye-candy of forty or so naked, hard-bodied Marine recruits around you twenty-four/seven. You certainly got an education in male anatomy -- especially in male organs. I saw every shape, size, and color I think exists in human males. Long, short, thick, thin, straight, bent, cut, and uncut -- they were all on display every morning as healthy young male animals awoke with the typical “piss-hard.” 

And last, but not least, it was an entirely masculine world. Nothing but males as far as the eye could see. Even in high school that only existed on the sport teams, but in the Marine Corps, you lived it all day, all night. For a lover of males, it is just about the definition of heaven. And hell. Because, ultimately, there is all that beautiful male flesh and scent around you, and you can’t do anything with any of them. At least, not during boot camp.

However, boot camp does forge some of the strongest friendships between males that I think have ever been. You literally learn to rely on your Marine “buddy” to save your very life. Maybe it’s that closeness, that camaraderie, which is the reason that sometimes, there is more than just friendship that happens.

For me, that special friend was Beau, or more properly, Beauregard Jefferson Latour. He was from the deep South, from the bayou country of Louisiana, and he was the most incredibly beautiful male I’d ever seen in my life. I wasn’t ugly or anything, and certainly, Mike was a really good-looking guy, but Beau made both of us look like a Toyota Corolla next to a Chevy Corvette.

He was tall -- at least six-foot-four or five. His hair, what there was left of it after the Corps’ barbers gave him a regulation “high and tight,” was golden blond, and he had the deepest green eyes I’d ever seen in my life. His body was perfection. Broad shoulders, thickly muscled arms and chest, rippling abs, and thick, sturdy thighs. The rigors of Marine basic training generally improves the look of the body of almost any recruit that goes through it. I know it did mine. But if it did any perfecting on Beau, it was impossible to see, because as far as I was concerned, he never needed any improving to begin with.

It was purely luck that had Beau assigned as not only the “bunk-buddy” who slept in the upper bunk to my lower, but also assigned as my “buddy” for all training and maneuvers. Our friendship was almost immediate -- mostly I think because I came to worship the ground that Beau walked on. I never knew a braver, more “squared-away” Marine my entire time of enlistment. And I did everything I could to be just like him. For his part, Beau told me that he had always wanted a younger brother, but had been “cursed” with four older sisters, and so, since he was six months older and maybe one inch taller than me, I became that younger brother he never had.

Nothing ever happened in boot camp, but when we graduated, all of us were given seventy-two hour passes. Beau and I spent ours in a cheap motel right off base. That weekend was a revelation to me. I suddenly found out what it was like to have sex with another guy, and it was the most mind-blowing experience of my life. I have to hand it to Beau, his seduction of me started in a very Marine Corps way -- direct assault. At one point, as we sat on the bed that first afternoon, laughing, joking, and getting drunk, Beau suddenly got very quiet and was just sitting there staring at me. I got very uncomfortable very quickly, until he finally opened his mouth and spoke.

“Damned if you ain’t jest about the cutest fuckin’ Marine grunt I ever did see.” 

Before I could really process this statement, Beau leaned over and kissed me hard and passionately, his tongue boring its way into my mouth before I even had a chance to think about it. Now, there were several things I guess I could have done at that point, but the one that I did, without even thinking, was to throw my arms around him and kiss him back just as hard. 

That was the start of it. During the rest of that weekend, I got to know every nook and cranny of Beau’s body with my hands, fingers, lips, tongue, and nose. From kissing my mouth, Beau went on to kiss just about every place on my body there was to reach, including my tits, my cock, my balls, and finally, my asshole. I never even dreamed that anybody could or would do something like that, but when Beau jammed his long, thick tongue up my ass, I let out a groan like he was killing me. But it wasn’t a groan of pain. It was a groan of pure animal bliss. The groan of pain came later when he shoved his fucking huge, uncut horse cock up that same hole and nailed me to the bed for an hour. However, by the time he was done slamming his cock into my ass, I’d come three times without either of us even touching my cock. I also learned to love eating out his ass and then shoving my thick, cut cock up it.

During that weekend and the two years that Beau and I served together, he taught me two very valuable lessons -- how to make love to another guy, and more importantly, how to feel good about yourself for wanting to and doing it. Beau also had introduced me to a lot of other jarheads who were as horny and interested in it as I was. Beau and I still had sex, but we also had sex with other jarheads as well, sometimes in three-ways, sometimes separately. Beau and I were the best of friends, and we were “fuck-buds,” but we weren’t lovers. I don’t think Beau was interested in that kind of a relationship, and I didn’t have any choice. I was still in love with Mike, and like the Marine Corps motto says, Semper Fidelis -- Always Faithful.

That first day with Mike sped by with us talking a blue streak to each other about our lives. I told him about the Corps, about boot camp, about Beau, and about the two times that we had gone on deployment -- once to the Persian Gulf and once to the Pacific Rim. He told me about school, but mostly we talked football -- the one passion above all others that we shared. I found out that, even as a sophomore, Mike was already the back-up quarterback. It was entirely possible that he would be the quarterback of the team the following year. More than that, a couple of NFL teams had already been nosing around, not actually scouting him so much as keeping an eye on his performance.

We went out to dinner, and I paid for it. Even though both of us were underage, we had no trouble getting a beer with dinner. I never got “carded.” People saw the uniform and never asked. I guess they believed that if I was old enough to fight and die for this country, I was damned sure old enough to have a beer. But, just like the old days, Mike was in training, so he only had one and I wasn’t that big a drinker, either, despite Beau’s attempts to make me one, so I only had one as well. We went back to the apartment and talked some more until it was about ten o’clock. Mike asked me what I wanted to do, and I looked at him sheepishly.

“To be honest, what I’d like most is to hit the rack. One thing you learn in the Corps is to grab sleep whenever and wherever you can because you never get enough of it.”

“That’s fine with me. I’m used to getting up early, anyway. I usually do a five-mile run every morning.”

“Then I’ll join you, because I’m used to early morning PT as well.”

“You want to shower now or in the morning? I usually wait until morning, after my run.” 

“Fine with me. I’m used to being in a barracks full of guys. If you can put up with my smell, I sure can put up with yours.”

I said this grinning, so that Mike would think I was making a joke, but I wasn’t. I wanted, more than anything, to have him in bed next to me and to smell his scent again. I had smelled it when we had hugged at the airport and had caught whiffs of it all day, but I still wanted more. I wanted as much as I could get. One thing I had noticed, Mike’s scent had changed. Gone was the redolence of an adolescent. Now he smelled more like a man, and I loved that scent even more.

What I wasn’t expecting, when we went into the bedroom, was how small the bed was. I don’t know why, but I thought Mike would have either a king-size, or at least, a queen-sized bed. Instead, he had a full-sized, or what my mother used to call a double bed. For two guys our size, it was going to cause us to sleep almost on top of one another -- not that I was objecting, but I wasn’t sure how comfortable we were going to be, that close to one another. Despite all the times we’d slept together, except for that week after my dad died when I’d slept in Mike’s arms every night, we’d never come close to touching each other in bed.

What surprised me even more was that when Mike began taking off his clothes, he didn’t stop until he was naked and then began to climb into bed. Evidently he had started sleeping naked sometime. I felt blood starting to flow to my cock the minute that Mike’s full naked body came into view. It truly was magnificent. From all of the muscle development that I could see, I could tell that he’d done a lot of work on it. Indeed, his body was now the equal of Beau’s. But what was even more exciting was that, just like his scent, his body was that of a man -- not a boy anymore.

I stripped down and climbed into bed beside him, naked as well. After all, I felt like he had given me permission by his actions. What I did happen to notice, however, was that Mike seemed as interested in looking at my body as I had been in his. I took my time taking off my clothes, and even, once I was naked, folded them and put them on a chair across the room, giving Mike the view of both the front and back of me. I could feel his eyes boring into me from behind the whole way to the chair, and on the way back, could see that his eyes never left my body, and they seemed to be drinking in every detail of my musculature, especially my favorite muscle between my legs.

I slid under the covers beside him, and his body was so close, I could feel the warmth pouring from it. Between that and his scent, my cock instantly became aroused, so I turned over on my side, facing him, so that it wouldn’t cause a tent in the covers. Mike, on the other hand, lay on his back and put his hands behind his head. This opened up his pits to me, and his scent began to surround me. This finished the job of making me bone-hard. Marines learn to sleep anytime, anyplace, and I was going to need every bit of that training in order to get any sleep that night.

Mike reached over and turned out the light. We lay there in the darkness for a few moments. I was feeling the warmth of his body next to mine and smelling his scent when his voice came out of the darkness.

“I’m really glad you’re here. It’s nice sharing a bed with you again after all this time.”

“Yeah. It is just like old times, isn’t it? I’m glad to be here, too.”

We said goodnight at that point, and I quickly drifted off to sleep.

Chapter Four

I don’t know how long I had been asleep, but I suddenly was awakened by strong, muscular arms wrapping themselves around me and the feeling of a massive body pressed to the back of mine, with a very hard cock nudging against my ass. I could also feel soft, warm breaths caressing the back of my neck. Sometime in the night, I had turned over so that I was now facing away from Mike and was facing the outside of the bed instead. Mike had one arm slid under the pillow so I was basically lying with my head on his bicep. His other arm had slid beneath my own, his hand firmly planted on my chest.

I didn’t move, and my breath didn’t change perceptively. I waited to see where, if anywhere, Mike was going to go with this. There was still the chance that he was asleep and didn’t realize what he was doing, only reacting to another warm body in bed next to his, but I doubted it. The move seemed too calculated, too complete -- unless he was sleeping with someone else in his bed regularly who he was used to being affectionate with. If such a person existed, he’d certainly never mentioned them in any of his letters or any time we had talked.

It didn’t take long for me to figure out that Mike was awake. Instead of staying still, his hand on my chest began to move, slowly and gently stroking me, feeling my chest muscles, and even tweaking lightly at my nipples. Then his hand began to slide slowly down my torso, feeling the ridges of my abs, and then entangling his fingers in the dark pubic hair surrounding my, by now, rampant cock. At the same time, his tongue was licking the back of my neck, tasting my skin, and sending shivers of pleasure through me. I couldn’t pretend to be asleep much longer with all that I was feeling. Then his hand moved up and grasped my hard cock, and I gave a groan of such deep pleasure that there was no way I could pretend to be asleep.

“Are you really sure you want to be doing this?” I figured I’d better at least let him know that I was fully aware of what was going on.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a very long time. Do you want me to stop?” 

“Fuck, no! I want to make sure that you know what you’re starting here.” 

“I’m holding in my arms the one guy that I’ve wanted for most of my life. I figure you want this, too, or you would have broken my arm by now. Aren’t Marines trained to be able to kill with their bare hands?”

“Yeah, we are. But we know how to have sex with our whole bodies.”

I chuckled as I said this, and he did, too. I figured at this point I’d had enough of having him behind me so I turned over and slid my arms around him. We looked at each other in the dim light cast through the bedroom window by a street lamp. Our faces slowly moved toward each other, and for the first time, our lips met. It started out gently, so gently that I could barely feel his lips against mine, but the kind of hunger that we’d built up for each other over our lifetimes couldn’t leave the kiss gentle for long. In only moments, we were all but devouring each other, our tongues dueling as we explored the taste of each other.

I slid my hand down to his incredibly muscular butt and pulled him toward me so that our hard cocks were grinding against each other, spilling out their slickness so that both our groins and abs were coated with the wetness. Our cocks slid against each other, and Mike groaned into my mouth. I could hear the raw, male need in that moan and realized that he wasn’t going to last long. If we wanted to do more than this, then we were going to have to get to it.

To that end, I pulled back from his mouth, and instead, attacked his throat, licking and sucking at it. I quickly moved down to where I was sucking on the skin of his magnificent pecs moving closer to his impossibly tiny, dime-sized areoles. I sucked at them, and his nipples erected, becoming hard little bumps. He groaned loudly. Evidently he liked that. But I was moving on. There was so much more of him I wanted to taste.

I slid down the bed, taking his cock into my mouth. To say that Mike was a mouthful was to do him a disservice. He was way more than a mouthful. Hard. Thick. Long. Beautiful. These were words that came to mind. What I found most interesting, however, was the fact that the head of his cock was quite small. In fact, the thick shaft of his cock had far more diameter than the head. The head sat on the top of this thick, rigid phallus almost like a cherry on top of a sundae. 

I licked across it with my tongue, tasting his pre-cum. It was salty and sweet, far more sweet than salty. Thanks to the excellent instruction that Beau had given me, I just slid down Mike’s cock until it was buried deep in my throat. I thought he was going to come vertically off the bed at that point! He screamed out incoherently, and I could feel the tremors start that announced I had pushed him over the edge. I let his cock belch out his essence for one or two tremors and then pulled back so that I could taste him. Since the first time I’d sucked Beau’s cock, the one thing I dreamed of was one day getting to taste Mike’s cum, and today was that day. It didn’t disappoint me at all. It was thick, creamy, and pungent in the way that a man was pungent. For a boy who was late in starting to make cum, he’d certainly made up for lost time. I lay there, gulping down shot after shot of his juice and loving every drop.

When he grew too sensitive, he pulled my head from his cock, and I moved back up the bed until we were lying there face to face. He looked at me with wonder written all over his face.

“My God! Where did you learn to do that?” he asked breathlessly.

“Swallowing a lot of Marine Corps’ cock.”

I grinned at him.

“You’ve obviously done this before.” 

“Well, yeah. I told you about Beau. We got together at the end of boot camp, and he’s taught me a lot since.”

“Are you... uhh... lovers?”

“No. Just buddies who like to fuck around with each other and a lot of other jarheads.”

“I never have.”

I looked at him questioningly. “Never? Never been with a guy before?”

“Never been with anybody.”

He said this quietly, and I could see that he was embarrassed to admit it to me. I, on the other hand, was totally shocked.

“You mean you’ve never had sex with anybody? Why the fuck not?”

“Well... I didn’t want to have sex just to have it. I wanted it to mean something. I wanted it to be with somebody I cared about and somebody I knew cared about me.” His eyes were looking deep into mine as he said this.

“So how did you know that I would go along with this?” 

“I didn’t. Not for sure. I always knew that you cared about me. I got the feeling that you wanted me, but were always afraid of doing anything about it.”

“Shit, yeah, I was afraid! I didn’t want to lose you as a friend.”

“You wouldn’t have, but I had no way to tell you that.”

“So what now?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“What now? How far do you want to take this?”

“Well, I’d really like to... you know... explore more -- with you.”

And so we explored. Every fucking nook and cranny of our bodies for the next six days. There were two incredible highlights -- the first happened the next night when Mike’s cock slid into my ass, and he fucked me for the first time. I don’t know whether it was the fact that he had natural talent or the fact that I loved him so much and had dreamed so long of him fucking me, but I got off twice without touching myself before he came deep inside me.

Three nights later, the other happened. I slowly and carefully slid my cock up his ass after preparing him for almost two hours, using my mouth, tongue, and fingers to get his hole to relax enough that my cock would hurt as little as possible while I took his cherry. He came without touching himself while I fucked him, and it was a feeling like I’d just won the Congressional Medal of Honor or a gold medal in the Olympics. To be honest, the best of all was sleeping every night in each other’s arms. Feeling the warmth of him and smelling his scent surrounding me. 

His apartment was small, but we managed to have sex on just about every surface there was. The funniest thing was the two of us jammed into the tiny little shower in his bathroom. For the first time since we were like eight or nine, we showered together. Only these showers were like no other showers we ever took together. They were more like making wet, vertical love to each other’s bodies.

The last day, however, I could tell something was bothering him. I thought maybe it was residual “homosexual panic” -- that fear and guilt that guys get when they realize that not only have they been having sex with another guy, but that they were enjoying the shit out of it. And in some way, that’s what it was, though not exactly. I finally got him to open up that last morning before my plane left. 

“I want you to know, I loved everything that we did. I also want you to know that I really care deeply about you. You’re still my best friend. But it has to end here. We can never be... well... you know... together,” Mike said.

I looked at him in confusion. “Why not?” 

“Because I want to have kids. I’ve always dreamed of being a father. Nothing means more to me than that. I’d do anything to make that happen.” 

“Even get married -- to a woman? Do you even like women?”

“Yes, if that’s what it takes, I’ll get married. I like women okay. I have several as friends.”

“Do you hear yourself? I can understand you wanting kids, but if you get married, you’re going to end up one very miserable son-of-a-bitch.”

“I don’t care. That’s the way it has to be. I guess you wouldn’t understand. From what you’ve told me, you’ve always been queer. I’m not. I only did those things because it was you. I’m not interested in any other guys.”

“Well, good luck with that, buddy! I’ll just take my queer self out of here and let you get on with your straight fuckin’ life.”

With that, I grabbed my duffle, which was fortunately already packed, and slammed out of his apartment. I ended up hitch-hiking to the airport where I sat, waiting on my plane, feeling like my guts were being ripped out with a dull, rusty knife. After all, what the fuck did I expect? He was still in college and heading toward a career in pro-football, and I still had two years to go on my enlistment in the Marine Corps. What the fuck could I offer him?

Luckily, my seat in the plane was all the way in the back, and it was half empty with no one sitting around me. I don’t know what people would have thought of a Marine crying the whole flight.

Chapter Five

My mom could tell that there was something wrong when I got home, but thankfully, she never asked about it. What the fuck would I have said to her, anyway? “I’m in love with Mike, but we can’t be lovers because he wants to get married and have kids.” 

I was so depressed, however, that I ended up cutting my leave short and going back to base. It was a lucky thing I did, too, because it gave me two weeks with Beau that I wouldn’t have had. I no more than got back to base, and new orders arrived for both of us. He was being sent to our embassy in Thailand as a guard, and I was being assigned to the personal staff of a Marine Corps general at the Pentagon.

For the next two weeks, before we had to ship out, Beau and I fucked our brains out. There was one night when we rented a motel room, and there were eight naked Marines having sex in every possible combination all night long. Beau and I did everything to each other that either of us could possibly come up with from our lurid imaginations, and when it was over, we said good-bye, realizing that there was probably little chance that we’d see each other again. I knew Beau was going to make the Corps a career, and he knew that I’d been taking classes to try and get a college degree so that I could get the fuck out of the Corps.

I don’t know how I’d ever came to the attention of Major General Walter D. Evans, or maybe it was just the vagary of Marine Corps bureaucracy, but it was the greatest stroke of luck I ever had. I didn’t realize it until I got to Washington, D.C., but I was being assigned as the general’s personal driver. This meant that I had unprecedented access to a two-star general, something that’s rare for an E-5. . When the general heard that I’d played football in high school and wanted to become a high school teacher and football coach, it was like I became the son he never had. It seems that General Evans had played football at Annapolis and had always wanted to have a son to follow in his footsteps there, but had ended up having four daughters instead.

The general arranged for me to take classes at Georgetown University for almost no cost. I’m not sure how he did it, however, I do know that he had friends in some very high places, including among the Joint Chiefs of Staff. I know that for the two years that I drove for him, I carried school books with me in the car at all times. I also had to show him all of my grades so you can bet I never got higher grades in my life. With all the classes I’d taken previously and with some granting of life experience credit, by the time I was ready to leave the Corps, I was graduating from Georgetown University with a degree in History and a minor in Physical Education. My mom flew in for the graduation, and the general brought his wife and two of his daughters who still lived at home. 

I had thought about inviting Mike, but I figured he was too busy with his own graduation and other things. Just the week before graduation, I read he had been signed by the New Mexico Cougars for a starting contract of over three million dollars for two years. 

Mustering out of the Corps was almost as hard as it had been saying good-bye to Beau. Certainly, saying good-bye to General Evans was incredibly difficult for me. I owed him so much, and I knew it, but he wouldn’t even let me thank him. He told me that we were both Marines, and Marines help their brother Marines. He also reminded me that, no matter what, “once a Marine -- always a Marine.”

I flew home and started looking for a job. I went to the school board’s offices afraid that since there were only two high schools in the district, there would be no place for me. Worse, the only place would be at Central City High School! I didn’t know if I could ever work in a school that I had learned to hate so much when I was back in high school. Though that had only been four years before, it now seemed, after serving in the Marines, like an entire lifetime ago. 

Imagine my shock and surprise, however, when I was hired to teach social studies and to be the assistant football coach at Northeast High. I remember my first day, walking through those halls once again; it was like I had come home. However, the first day of classes, I got one of the biggest shocks of my life looking at the students. They all seemed so young and so small! Even the seniors. The freshmen looked more like fourth or fifth graders to me. I didn’t know how I’d ever make a football team out of them for that was the coaching duty I was given to begin with -- Junior Varsity.

That first year, however, my Junior Varsity had a nine and one season and beat the Junior Varsity from Central City High, the first time Northeast’s Junior Varsity had done so in more than ten years. The following year, I moved up to where I was actually coaching the varsity offense as well as handling Junior Varsity. It was at the end of that year that Coach Thompson, who had been the coach when Mike and I were playing, took a job with a college out west somewhere, and I was made the head football coach for Northeast High. 

I thought about all of this as I sat in the leather seat of a luxurious private jet winging its way to New York City where I would once again meet up with the one man in the world who I loved. The man I had loved since we were both very little boys. The man I had tried to forget, tried to wipe out of my mind and my emotions, but had never been able to. Of course, it was difficult to be involved in football and all and not run into the name Michael Vincent almost constantly. 

The year that Michael took the Cougars to the Super Bowl was probably the worst for me. His face was on the covers of magazines, his image was broadcast on television, and it seemed that almost everywhere I turned, I ran into him. I would have thought that the constant exposure would have somehow lessened the pain, but instead, it made it more intense. Every time I saw his smiling face, or worse, heard his voice coming from a radio or television set, it was like my heart was being ripped out all over again. Of course, because he was a “hometown boy” and had attended Northeast High, things around the school became almost insane. 

I guess it was inevitable, but finally somebody remembered that not only had I played on the same team with Michael in high school, but that we were supposed to be good friends. I was hounded by every local newspaper and radio station in the weeks leading up to the Super Bowl, and finally, was even tracked down by the national networks wanting interviews. I did the only thing that I knew to avoid the whole circus -- I left town for the entire week leading up to the Super Bowl. The high school principal wasn’t happy about it, but he clearly understood. Especially when he had satellite trucks from three major networks and ESPN parked in front of the school blocking all access.

I ended up, three towns over, sitting in a motel room watching the game alone. Watching the man I loved throwing his way into the record books of the NFL as the youngest quarterback ever to win the Super Bowl. Needless to say, the Cougars renegotiated his contract the next season, and Mike was reportedly making thirty-five million dollars a season ever since, so I guess he could well afford to send this private jet to fly me to New York to meet with him for the weekend.

Why did Mike want to meet with me? Surely our last meeting made clear that what he wanted and what I wanted were not compatible. I found it interesting, however, that Mike still hadn’t married or fathered any of those children he’d said he wanted. He’d been linked with a number of very beautiful women. I would see him staring back at me occasionally from the covers of People, Us, or even occasionally, The National Enquirer. But none of these liaisons had ever led to the altar for him. I guess he felt he was still relatively young and would have time for a family when he finally hung up his spiked shoes.

I had to admit, as I sat there being waited on hand and foot by a very attractive young steward, that I could get used to the kind of lifestyle that this private jet signified quite easily. It just wouldn’t mean very much to me because I still wouldn’t have the one thing that I wanted -- Mike. He would never be mine, and I would never be his. Well... that wasn’t exactly true. One of the reasons I was sitting on this plane, winging my way to New York was because I’d finally had a fight with myself and ended up asking myself, Who are you kidding? You still belong to Mike even if he doesn’t want you!
To be honest, I felt rather pathetic flying to him like some lovesick teenager, but that was just about what I was. Oh, I could tell myself that I was doing this for the athletic program at Northeast High that stood to gain so much or for my team of boys who would get the trip of a lifetime out of it, but I knew the truth. I was flying to New York because I’d fly anywhere -- Fuck! I’d crawl anywhere -- just to be with Mike again.

I had tried, in the years since we last saw each other, to find another guy to love, another guy to spend my life with, but nothing had ever “clicked.” No matter what, I found myself comparing each and every one of them to Mike, and they all were severely lacking in comparison. I had just about made up my mind that I would spend my life alone, because it just didn’t seem like there was any way that I could have Mike, and I didn’t want anyone else.

About that time, the pilots informed me that we were approaching New York and that I should fasten my seatbelt again. The landing was as smooth as glass. I guess pilots for private jets have to be very accomplished. When we landed, the young steward led me to a waiting limousine, which had already been loaded with my one suitcase. The liveried driver headed into the city, finally pulling up in front of the Soho Grand Hotel.

At the front desk, I showed the hotel clerk the letter I had received from the hotel. He asked me to wait while he headed off somewhere. Within moments he returned with an older gentleman who introduced himself as the assistant manager of the hotel. He personally showed me to the penthouse loft that I was to share with Mike. However, this was no hotel room! It was large enough that Mike and I could spend the entire weekend in it and never see each other. The master bedroom and bath alone were larger than my apartment at home, and there was a huge terrace overlooking New York City, with living-room type seating and a dining area for ten. There were flat-panel televisions everywhere, including one in the master bathroom. It was luxury on a level I hadn’t even known existed.

Mike wasn’t there when I arrived, but the assistant manager showed me how to operate the fireplace in the living room. I sat down on the couch, with the fireplace warming the room, and promptly fell asleep.

Chapter Six

I awoke to the smell of coffee brewing, and for a moment, was completely disoriented. In front of me was a fireplace with a roaring fire and beside me were huge windows looking out on the skyline of New York City. After a moment, I remembered that I was in a penthouse loft in the Soho Grand Hotel waiting for Mike. Hearing sounds behind me, I looked, and standing in the small, galley kitchen was Mike, watching me.

“I figured you might like some coffee. You still have that Marine thing of being able to drop off to sleep anywhere, don’t you?”

“Yeah. At least I don’t ever suffer from insomnia.”

“Lucky you. I wish I could say the same. How do you take it?” Mike asked this while pouring two cups of coffee.

“Black is fine.”

Mike carried the cups over to the couch, handing me one, and sitting down. He didn’t sit close, almost as if he didn’t know if he’d be welcome near me or not. I figured I didn’t want to beat around the bush, so I came right out and asked him what I wanted to know.

“So you want to tell me what this is all about?”

“It’s about seeing you again. Can’t an old friend just want to see you?”

“You could have come home and seen me. You didn’t have to fly me to New York on a private jet.”

“Think again. Do you know what happens if I come home? I get mobbed by the local press and half the citizenry. We’d have no time to ourselves.”

“I don’t know why you want to see me. I thought you’d made your position pretty clear the last time we saw each other.”

“You’re not going to make this easy, are you?”

“No. Why should I? You didn’t make it very easy for me.”

“God! You can be a really stubborn jerk when you want to be, can’t you? I’d forgotten that about you.” 

“Well, I’ll tell you what,” I said, standing up. “I’ll just get my things, and I’ll be out of here, and you won’t have to put up with me.”

“Dan! Stop it! Please! I didn’t bring you here to fight with you.”

“So why did you bring me here?”

I stood there glaring down at him. I was angry and hurt, and it was either glare at him or break down and cry. I didn’t want to do either, but glaring at him was a whole lot less embarrassing than crying.

“Because I’ve finally figured something out, and I needed to tell you.”

He said this with his head down and so softly I could barely hear him. I’d never seen Mike like this. It was almost like all of the self-confidence had drained completely from him.

“Please. Sit down.”

He looked up at me, his eyes pleading. I immediately softened. There was no way I could look at him like that and not react. No matter what, I still loved him. So, I sat down.

“Okay,” I said more evenly and quietly. “What do you want to tell me?” 

He sat there looking at me for a moment, and if I didn’t know better, I could have almost sworn that he had tears in his eyes.

“I was wrong. I can’t get married. It would be a complete fiasco if I tried. When I look at my life, there’s only one person who’s always been there for me. Only one person who has loved me almost from the time I was born. One person who didn’t care if I was a fucking famous quarterback. One person who offered me unconditional love, and I tossed it away for some fucking fantasy that I could appear to be normal and get away with it. I wanted you here because I wanted to tell you how sorry I am and ask you to forgive me. I know it’s probably too late to ask you to be mine. I’m sure that you already have someone else after all this time, but I thought we could at least be friends again.”

All through this, he barely looked at me. Just quick glances, trying to assess whether or not I was willing to forgive him.

“We never stopped being friends. I just thought after all we did that you felt the same way about me that I felt about you. But you never lied to me. You never told me that you loved me.”

“No, I did lie to you, because I should have told you that I love you. I was just too afraid to say the words. Too afraid because... well... then it would make me...”

He stopped, his face turning very red.

“Because it would make you gay? How do you think I felt when I figured out all the way back in high school that I was in love with you? Why the fuck do you think I joined the Marines? I thought it would ‘straighten’ me out. Instead, I learned who I really was and what I really wanted out of life.”

“Maybe I should have gone into the Marines.” He looked at me with a sad little smile on his face.

“No. You did the right thing. I don’t think you would have liked the Marine Corps.”

“I would have if you were there.”

“So now what?” 

“That’s kind of up to you. We’ve got this great place for the weekend, though I do have a light practice in the morning and the game on Sunday. Other than that, our time is our own. That is... if you’re going to stay?”

“Where else would I go? I’ve got no way to get home.” I said this with a grin, trying to make a joke of it.

“Yes, you do. If you want to go, I can call the crew, and they’ll fly you home tonight.”

“I’m joking. I don’t want to go home. I want to be here with you.”

“Will you tell me just one thing?”

“What?”

“Is there somebody else?”

“Do you know what the motto of the Marine Corps is?”

“Uhh... no.”

“Semper Fidelis. It means Always Faithful. That’s what I’ve always been to you. No. There’s never been anybody else.”

And with this, I moved over on the couch until I could take him in my arms. Our lips met, and it was the same almost insatiable hunger for each other that it had been the last time we’d been together. But the kiss didn’t last that long because Mike pulled back from it. I looked at him, wondering what was wrong.

“I need to say this. I’ve needed to say it for a long time. I love you, Dan. Just you. Nobody else. Ever.”

“I think I need some proof of that.” I winked at him.

He smiled. Without another word, he rose from the couch, and taking my hand, pulled me after him to the bedroom.

Chapter Seven

Unlike the last time in his off-campus apartment, the bed he led me to was huge. I was glad because I figured it might be a while before we got out of it, and we were going to need the room for what was about to happen. This time there were no eager, but nervous virgins in the room. There were just two very physical guys who, if the kisses we were giving each other as we tried to rip each other’s clothes off were any indication, were hungry enough for each other that neither one of us might survive this coupling.

Finally naked, we fell on the bed, grappling with each other and rolling over and over. Sometimes Mike on top of me, sometimes me on top of Mike. It didn’t seem to matter much because I was ready for either way. If Mike wanted me to fuck him, that was fine with me. If he wanted to fuck me, all the better. The only thing that mattered was finally knowing that Mike loved me.

Mike finally rolled me over so that he was on top of me, and looking down into my eyes, said the five words I most loved to hear:

“I want to fuck you.”

Okay, not the most romantic statement in the world, but fuck it! He’d already told me that he loved me. Now, he was saying the one thing that I needed most to hear -- that he wanted me. I could hear the deep need in the growl of his voice as he said it. 

“Have at it. I just hope you’ve got some lube. That fucking cock of yours is huge, and there ain’t been nothing up my tail since I got out of the Corps.”

He looked at me, and I could see the shock on his face.

“Nothing? Nobody?”

“Oh, not that I didn’t try to find somebody, but every time I tried, all I kept looking for was you.”

I could see the self-confidence coming back in the cocky little grin he gave me.

“Well, I’ve got plenty of lube.”

Saying this, he got up off me and went over to a leather duffle bag that was lying by the bed and began digging around in it. He pulled out what was the largest bottle of lube that I’d ever seen and stood there naked, his cock hard and that huge bottle in his hand grinning at me.

“Can you get it up enough times to use that all up?” I asked.

“Well, no. You’re going to fuck me, aren’t you?”

I could hear the yearning in his voice as he said it.

“You bet that sweet quarterback ass of yours I am. I’m going to fuck it, but more, I’m going to eat it.”

I no more than said that, and Mike made a diving leap onto the bed and moved over to where he was kneeling over me, his ass right in my face.

“Hey! You were going to fuck me,” I complained.

“And I will -- but please eat my butt! I loved it when you did that.”

“You remember that, huh?”

“Oh, fuck! I remember everything. I remember you fucking me, and it was amazing, but I loved it when you ate my butt.”

I raised my head and dragged my tongue through his ass-crack, tasting the salty tang of him.

“You mean like that?” I asked, lying back down.

“Oh, fuck, yeah!” he exclaimed, looking down between his legs at me.

“Well, if you want any more, you have to fuck me to get it. Fuck me, and I’ll eat your butt for as long as you want.”

His eyes lit up like a pair of sparklers on the Fourth of July.

“You’ve got a deal!”

He moved around so that he was on top of me again, looking down into my eyes.

“I don’t know how I thought I could live without you in my life. I’m sorry for what I said. I’m sorry for hurting you. Can you forgive me?”

“Fuck me and all is forgiven.” I grinned.

“No problem.”

Mike moved back on the bed to where he could lift my legs and get between them. He bent me back double so that my knees were almost touching my chest. He looked down at me with this evil glint in his eyes and slowly lowered his face toward my ass. He buried it between my buns, and I could feel him licking up and down my cleft. I groaned at the feelings as his tongue pleasured me. I had almost forgotten how wonderful this felt. Finally his tongue began making stabbing motions at my hole. I pushed down with my muscles to open up for him and felt his tongue slowly slide inside. Then he began to tongue-fuck my hole, sending waves of pleasure through me as I loosened for what was to come.

Once he had my hole as loose as he could with his tongue, he rose up and knelt between my legs, which I held back with my hands behind my knees. He grabbed the huge bottle of lube and used it to send first one, then two, and finally, three fingers up my eager ass. I wanted him. Wanted him with a depth of need I’d never known before. I wanted him to not just fuck me, but to prove to me how much he loved me, how much he wanted me, how much he needed me.

I was finally open to his satisfaction. He lubed up his cock and moved to where it was resting right at my opening. He leaned over me, allowing my legs to wrap around his waist while he pushed slowly forward. There was some pain at first, though pushing down with my muscles made it lessen. The further he slid inside me, the better it felt. Finally, I felt him stop and realized that all of him was inside me. I looked up into his eyes and saw there the pleasure that I was giving him. More, I saw a hunger, a need for me that was way beyond anything I’d ever seen from him.

He fucked me. He fucked me slow, and he fucked me fast. He fucked with long strokes and short ones. He fucked me until I cried out in ecstasy as I painted my chest and abs with my cum. But that didn’t stop him. It didn’t even slow him down. He kept fucking me until I cried out again, and this time, he cried out with me, filling me up with his cum, and finally, collapsing on me.

It went on like that, all the rest of the day and through most of the night. We fucked each other until we could barely walk. We did take time out for food from room service, but then went right back to it. I kept my promise to him, eating his butt for what seemed like hours. Finally, late in the night, exhausted, he fucked me from behind as we lay on our sides, his arms wrapped around me, his hot breath on the back of my neck. When he came, he didn’t even pull out, he just fell asleep like that, his cock still buried inside me. I joined him in sleep a few minutes later.

The next morning, the wake-up call he’d left to make it to practice on time came while he was once again pounding into my butt with his cock after waking up with it still inside me and either still or again hard. He got off and left for practice, leaving me to get some much needed additional sleep. 

I figured when he got back to the hotel, he’d want some sleep as well. I couldn’t have been more wrong. What he wanted was more of my ass, which I gladly gave him. This time, we didn’t fuck all night. Instead we fucked until about ten, and then we went to sleep because he had to get rest before the game the next day. Again, he slept with his cock in my ass and woke me up the next morning, fucking the hell out of me before he left for the stadium.

Any of you who remember that game know that the Cougars annihilated the Jets with a score of sixty-four to three. You also know that Mike threw for more touchdowns and more yardage in a single game than anyone had ever done in the history of the NFL. And here, I’d been worried, sitting in the luxurious skybox that Mike had arranged for me, that all our fucking over the last two days would have a negative effect on his game. Shows just what love can do!

When Mike and I got back to the hotel, however, we made a major mistake. Rather than again fucking each other’s brains out, we started talking. What is it with guys? It seems that whenever we start talking it never goes right. Especially when we start talking about our feelings.

Mike started this whole conversation by saying that he didn’t want to be without me anymore, and that was fine with me. However, it’s where he went from there that did all the damage.

“Of course, that means you’ll have to quit your job, but after all, teaching high school doesn’t get you much money anyway. You’ll move out to Malibu, where I have a house. I’ll put you on my staff as my personal assistant at... oh, I don’t know... let’s just say two hundred thousand a year to start. That way you’ll be with me all the time. However, you’ll have to stay well in the background, of course. Nobody can ever find out what we really are to each other. To cover that, I can start dating some famous women -- models, actresses, people like that -- which will get my name in the papers, especially the tabloids, so nobody even suspects that I really have a male lover. So, what do you think?”

I just looked at him while he outlined all of this. I couldn’t believe that he really thought that I’d go along with it. After all, I’d spent too many years of my life -- high school, the Marine Corps, even now as a high school teacher -- hiding. I loved Mike. Even more, I was proud of that love, and I didn’t feel like hiding in the background and denying that he and I meant anything to each other -- pretending that I was just an employee!
I let him finish and then got up and started throwing my things in my bag. Mike stared at me in shock.

“Where the fuck are you going?” he demanded.

“I’m going home. I spent too much time learning how not to be ashamed of who and what I am to go back there now. I won’t be anybody’s backdoor lover. Not even yours.”

And with this, I grabbed my suitcase and started to walk out of the penthouse. 

“Wait! Don’t leave!” Mike said and grabbed the arm with which I was carrying my suitcase, forgetting, I guess, that I was a former Marine. 

Without even thinking, I swung around, my fist connecting with his jaw, and he went stumbling back, landing right on his ass. He sat there on the floor, staring at me as I walked out, slamming the door.

I took a cab to the airport, but didn’t go to where I knew the private jet was. Instead, I found a flight leaving for home in several hours. I bought a book and sat down and read until they called the flight. I may have gone to New York first class, but I was flying home in coach. But I was flying home with my self-esteem intact. Unfortunately, I was leaving Mike with my heart broken, again.

This time there were no tears, however. This time, I knew it was for good.

Chapter Eight

“Coach Miller?”

I looked up from my desk where I had been working on lesson plans after school let out for the day. I thought I remembered that cultured voice, and I was correct. Mr. Dennis Hamilton, Mike’s Beverly Hills agent, was, once again, standing in the doorway to my office in the locker room. This time, he looked even more out of place, wearing a pearl grey suit and what appeared to be an overcoat made of something incredibly expensive like vicuña. It had been a month since I’d walked out of that penthouse hotel room in New York, leaving Mike to his ideas of hidden relationships. I hadn’t heard from him and didn’t expect to.

“Mr. Hamilton, I didn’t expect to see you here again,” I said, motioning him to have a seat.

“Why not? I wanted to deliver the check, and I need a list from you of the members of your varsity players for the plane reservations and hotel accommodations.”

I looked at him in surprise.

“You mean the trip is still on?”

“Of course, it is. Why wouldn’t it be?”

“Have you talked to Mike about that?”

“Who do you think sent me?”

I didn’t know what to think. Maybe Mike decided that dangling the gift to the athletic department and the trip for my guys would make me think twice about his other offer. Of course, it could just be that Mike was keeping his word, no matter what had happened between us. I had to admit, that would be just like him. Mike was always honest. He’d always kept his promises.

I pulled a copy of the varsity roster from my desk and handed it to Mr. Hamilton. He, in turn, handed me a white, business-sized envelope. Inside was a check, drawn on Mike’s personal account in the amount of one hundred thousand dollars. I’d never seen so many zeroes on a check before.

“Are there any ‘strings’ on this money?”

“No, Coach Miller. The money is for the Northeast High School’s athletic fund to be used any way that you like.”

I suddenly had a thought.

“Could you ask Mike if it would be all right if we use it to establish a scholarship fund for a deserving student athlete?”

“I’m sure that would be perfectly all right with Mr. Vincent.”

“I think that would be a better use for the money than just new equipment or something.”

Mr. Hamilton didn’t say anything for several moments, then finally he asked, “I don’t mean to pry, but did something happen between you and Mr. Vincent that weekend?”

“Why?”

“It’s just that, after that weekend, Mr. Vincent seemed to change. He seems very depressed, and his game is definitely off because of that. To be honest, I’m worried about him.”

“I’m sure he’ll be fine. Nothing happened that I’m aware of. We had a great time together.”

I didn’t want to lie, but if Mike wasn’t going to tell his agent what was going on, I sure wasn’t going to be the one to blow his cover.

“Well, I just thought I’d ask. I’ve tried getting him to talk about it, but he won’t,” Mr. Hamilton said, standing up. “I’ll FedEx the reservations and all the particulars to you, Coach.”

And with this, he held out his hand across the desk. I shook hands with him. He walked to the door and then turned back.

“I’ll see you at the Red Heart Bowl in February, Coach Miller.”

“Yes, Mr. Hamilton. See you in February.”

When I was alone again, I thought long and hard about what Mike’s agent had said. So Mike was depressed. Welcome to the club, buddy, I thought to myself. I hadn’t been able to eat or sleep for the past month. Not a moment of the day went by without me thinking about Mike, and every time I did, it was like my guts were eating themselves alive.

I knew it was going to take time for me to get over him, but how do you get over loving somebody you’ve loved your whole entire life? How do you make yourself stop caring about somebody who is like a part of you? I’d been a jock and a Marine. I could still remember and run a couple of hundred pass plays, and I could still kill a guy with my bare hands. Hand me a rifle and I could probably still qualify on a range. But give me something emotional like this to deal with, and I was a complete moron. I had no idea what the fuck I was going to do.

At that moment, there was only one thing to do. I closed the door to my office and stripped out of my working clothes and redressed in jock, t-shirt, and gym shorts. I headed out to the weight room where I pumped iron until I was so sweaty and exhausted I couldn’t think about anything. I went back to the locker room, took a shower, and headed home. When I got there, rather than eat, I drank several beers. I tried to watch TV, but everything just annoyed me. I finally turned it off, stripped off my clothes, threw myself across my bed, and crashed.

Sleep, however, didn’t help. All night long I dreamed of Mike. That had been going on ever since I’d left him in New York. The dreams were not “wet” dreams by any stretch of the imagination. In fact, they could be better described as nightmares. Dreams about Mike being lost and me trying desperately trying to find him. Dreams about Mike and I fighting. Dreams about Mike and I in high school, with him rejecting me and calling me all kinds of horrible names. I even had a dream where Mike died, and it was somehow, though I didn’t remember how, my fault.

No wonder I was exhausted all the time. I was waking up at three or four in the morning from these dreams and then not being able to get back to sleep. The only good thing, if you want to call it “good,” was that my body was in better shape than it had been since I got out of boot camp. When I would wake up and not be able to go back to sleep, I’d go out running, trying desperately to forget the nightmares. I was working out more often and harder than I had in years just to try and keep my mind off of him.

One thing I was sure of, I would not give in. There was no way that I was going to be Mike’s backdoor lover. My own sense of pride and self-worth made that impossible. I also made the decision that, under no circumstances, was I going to go to the Red Heart Bowl. The last thing I needed was another weekend around Mike with my entire team there. I would send them without me. They were the ones who deserved to go anyway, having performed so well for me since I became their head coach.

The changes in me, however, did not go unnoticed. The principal told me that I looked like I was not getting enough sleep, and several of the other teachers made similar comments. Even some of the guys on my team came to me to ask if something was wrong. They told me I just didn’t seem like myself.

As he had promised, a few days after Mr. Hamilton had shown up, I got a FedEx delivery with the plane and hotel reservations for the team. My name was included in them, but I didn’t bother to inform him that I wasn’t going. I somehow thought that maybe if I backed out, the offer would be withdrawn, and I didn’t want to do that to my guys on the team. No, better to just give an excuse of being sick or something. 

Along with the reservations, there was a note saying that Mike had given his permission for the money to be used for a scholarship fund. I had already discussed this with the principal, and we had decided it would be known as the Michael Vincent Scholarship. I told the principal that he should write the letter to Mike informing him of this.

A week after the reservations came, the winter break started. Two weeks of nothing to do, and worse, the Christmas holidays to spend alone. I decided that, even if I couldn’t really afford it. I couldn’t spend two weeks alone in my apartment, so I called the one person that I knew I wanted to spend time with -- my former commander, General Evans. He immediately invited me to come and spend the holidays with him and his wife and family. His daughters were all grown and spread out all over the world. Only one of them still lived in the D.C. area. The rest were all married to Marines and were living where their husbands were stationed, mostly in Europe and the Pacific Rim.

When I got to Washington, General Evans met my plane. He had retired from the Marine Corps, but as he once told me, “once a Marine, always a Marine.” As I came through the doorway to the gate, I could see him, standing there, ramrod straight like he was at attention. Even in civilian clothes, there was no mistaking that he had been military.

We got to be together a lot of time, talking about my teaching and my football team. We also spoke about the time I had spent in the Corps. I think he knew that something was wrong with me, but he didn’t press the issue. However, before I left, after visiting for a week with him, he did say one thing to me. We were sitting in his study, drinking beer in front of the fireplace. He looked over at me and gave me this advice.

“If whatever is bothering you is something you did wrong, then go and make it right. Life is too short to carry around guilt. If it’s something that you did right, or you can’t change, let it go and move on. As a great Marine once said, ‘Battles aren’t won the next day.’”

“What great Marine said that, sir?” 

“Me.”

Chapter Nine

The Red Heart Bowl was played on the Sunday before Valentine’s Day, which fell on Wednesday that year. It was an exciting game, and according to the organizers, raised over three million dollars for the Elizabeth Glaser Pediatric AIDS Foundation. This happy announcement was made the same night as the game, when the awards dinner was held. I know this because the members of my varsity squad couldn’t stop talking about it when they got back to school on Monday. All of them expressed how much they had missed me on the trip. Thankfully, none of them remarked about how quickly I had seemed to recover from the flu. 

I’d spent the weekend locked in my apartment with the phone unplugged and the TV off. I didn’t want to watch the game. I especially didn’t want to see Mike making promotional announcements for it or hear him doing color commentary in the broadcast booth during it. I had spent the last few months, as the professional football season came to a close, avoiding any chance that I would see anything about the New Mexico Cougars or their quarterback. However, when you’re in sports, it’s hard not to hear things.

I know that the Cougars didn’t play in the Super Bowl. I know that they never even made it to the playoffs. Their team seemed to self-destruct after their incredible win over the New York Jets. In fact, they never won another game that season. There was speculation in the sports press that Michael Vincent, the wunderkind quarterback, might well have peaked in his prowess and was on a downhill slide into oblivion.

This didn’t make me happy, but then again, there was nothing I could do about it. And like General Evans had told me, since there was nothing I could do about it, I was trying to move on. I would have liked to have told the general that moving on, however, was easier said than done. I still had dreams about Mike several nights a week, and no matter what I did, I just couldn’t seem to pull myself out of the depression. Running and working out only helped for a little while. All the rest of the hours of the day, I felt like I was just sleepwalking through my own life.

Valentine’s Day night found me alone in my apartment, as usual, grading some test papers. Luckily, having never really dated much in high school, and not being heterosexual, Valentine’s Day really didn’t have a whole lot of memories or meaning for me. There was never anyone that I wanted to buy candy or flowers for and no one to send Valentine’s cards to, either. To me, it was just another day.

As I sat there, half-watching TV while I worked on the test papers, there was a knock at the door. I got up and opened it and standing there, in a hooded New Mexico Cougars warm-up jacket, was Mike.

“Can I come in?”

“Sure, I guess so. What are you doing here?” 

“I need to talk to you,” Mike said, stepping inside.

I walked over to the couch, and he followed, sitting down beside me.

“I don’t know about talking,” I said. “We just get into trouble every time we do that.”

“I’m not here to cause trouble. Honest to God, I’m not. I came to apologize. For a while, I didn’t realize why it was that you acted the way you did. I didn’t get it. I thought you were saying no because you really didn’t love me.”

“So what changed your mind?”

“There’s another guy on the team who’s gay. He didn’t know I was, but I knew about him. It really blew his mind when he found out that I was gay, too. I went to him and talked about what happened in New York. He explained to me why you reacted the way you did and what it was you were trying to tell me. I get it now. I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. I also want to give you a piece of news.”

“What?”

“You know my agent, Dennis, right?”

“Yeah, I know him. He’s been here twice to see me.”

“He’s holding a press conference tomorrow to announce that I’m retiring from football. I’ve already won the Super Bowl, and I’ve broken enough records. I finally realized that the money, the fame, and all the rest of the crap wasn’t worth being without you.”

I sat there staring at him, completely blown away.

“You’re... you’re quitting?”

“The way I played after that weekend we had, I’m lucky they’re not firing me.”

He smiled at me as if to let me know he didn’t blame me for that.

“Yeah. I heard about it. I’m sorry.”

“You’ve got nothing to be sorry for. You were right. I was the one who was being a jerk. I came to tell you that... and to give you this.”

He reached into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out an envelope, which he handed me. I knew it wasn’t another check or more plane tickets, because the envelope was very heavy. I opened the envelope and pulled out one of those little Valentine’s Day cards that kids in elementary school give each other. It was a little boy in a football uniform, a football tucked into his side and one arm out like he was avoiding tacklers. Written on it was, You really SCORE with me! Would you be my Valentine?
I looked at Mike in confusion.

“There’s something more in the envelope,” Mike said.

I turned the envelope upside down and into my hand dropped a huge ring. A gold ring covered with diamonds. Mike’s Super Bowl ring.

“What’s this for?” I asked, completely puzzled.

“When you ask somebody to marry you and spend the rest of their life with you, you’re supposed to give them a ring. That’s the only ring I own.”

I looked at him, and it was like all of the pain and anguish I’d gone through ever since that disastrous fight we’d had in New York all hit me at once. That’s the only excuse I have for what happened. I just totally lost it. For the first time that I could remember since my dad died, I sat there with tears streaming down my face. I completely embarrassed myself, but all Mike did was to reach out and take me in his arms, holding me and gently stroking my head until I could get myself under control. Once I was, I tried to pull out of his arms, but he held on tightly to me. 

“It’s okay, Dan,” Mike said, his voice low and rough with emotion. “I’ve cried every fuckin’ day since we had that fight. I haven’t slept more than two or three hours a night. That’s why I stunk out on the field. I couldn’t think about anything but you. I knew I’d fucked up again, and I didn’t know if I could make it right this time. I’m willing to do anything -- anything at all -- for you to take me back and be my lover. I’ll fuckin’ get down and crawl on my belly to you, if that’s what you want.”

“I don’t want you to crawl... I want you to be proud that we’re lovers,” I mumbled against his chest.

“Don’t you see, I can’t be proud because I know that I don’t deserve you. If you take me back, it’s not because I deserve it, but because, for some crazy reason, you’re still in love with me even after all I’ve done to hurt you. I don’t deserve to have you love me or to be with me. All I can do is promise to spend the rest of my life trying to be worthy of you and your love for me. I was waiting to say all this to you at the Red Heart Bowl. When you didn’t show up, I figured I’d blown it forever, and you never wanted to see me again. That’s why I came tonight. I had to try and make you understand how I feel.”

“I do still love you,” I whispered. “But quitting, giving up your career…are you sure that you can handle that? Is us being together going to be enough for you?”

“Oh, fuck! I won’t tell you that, if you won’t take me back, I won’t go on living. I’ll just tell you that I don’t want to. Being with you is way better than playing football. Don’t worry about me. I’ll find other things to do.”

I finally looked up, and he leaned down and pressed his mouth against mine. I opened to him, and soon we were caught up in a passionate kiss that never seemed to end. Finally, I pulled my mouth away from his. He looked at me questioningly as I stood up. I reached down, grabbing his hand in mine, pulling him off the couch and behind me to my bedroom. He started to undress, but I stopped him.

“No way! I get to do that,” I said.

“Do I get to do you?” he asked, hesitantly.

“Oh, fuck, yeah! You get to do me all night long!” I grinned at him.

He finally laughed at this as I was busily divesting him of his clothing. I think he was somewhat disappointed when he went to undress me to find out that all I was wearing was a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, but it got us into my unmade bed quicker so I don’t think he was too disappointed.

My bed wasn’t as big as the one in the penthouse in New York, but it was plenty big enough for the two of us. He crawled on top of me and did something that was a total shock to me. Taking one of my arms, he raised it above my head and then pressed his nose into my pit. I could hear him taking deep snorts of my scent before he started running his tongue though the dark hair. I groaned at the feeling as he made my pit sopping wet with his saliva. Then he pulled out and looked down at me.

“Fuck! You smell and taste so good!” he said.

“You like my scent?”

“Fuck yeah! And I know you like mine. Don’t even try to deny it. Every time you get close to me, I think you’re having some kind of asthma attack, you’re breathing so hard.”

“I’m not going to deny it. I just never knew you felt the same way.”

“I didn’t really realize it, either, until after you left. You were so angry when you were throwing stuff in your suitcase that you forgot a t-shirt that had fallen on the floor. I found it after you left. I buried my nose in it, and I could smell you on it. I’ve slept with it every night since then.”

“Are you really sure that you know what you’re doing, quitting the team and all?”

“Yeah. I’m sure. The NFL isn’t ready for an openly gay quarterback, and I’m not willing to spend another night alone, without you.”

“What about my job here?”

“Oh, no! I’m not making that mistake again. You tell me what you want to do about your job. I’m not making any more plans without you saying what you want.”

“I don’t think that the school board is going to want an openly gay football coach and history teacher, either. So, I guess I’ll have to quit. Do you think you’ve got enough money to support us until I find a job in California?”

Mike and I both chuckled at this.

“Well... I don’t know about you getting a job. I mean, you can if you want to, but I was kind of hoping you’d want to stay home and help me. I found out that, in California, they allow gay couples to adopt. I thought you might want to help me take care of the kids I want us to adopt.”

“Kids? How many?”

“Oh, I don’t know... two or three... maybe more. My place in Malibu has six bedrooms.”

“Hmm... we’ll have to get a bigger place, then. An offensive line has eleven players on it.”

He just looked at me and grinned.
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