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Back in the Game

By R.W. Clinger


Prologue

Midway Air

Flight 32896

Seat 3A

July 16, 20—

10:51 P.M.

“Mr. Polk, can I get you anything?” the
flight attendant named Collin asked me in first class, all
Bambi-eyed with his pretty boy looks, sharing a gleaming smile. The
guy looked about as cute as a button. I could have sexually used
him in the airplane’s bathroom, but stayed a gentleman.

“I’m fine,” I said. “When we will be
landing?”

“At approximately eleven-twenty, sir. We’re
over Georgia now.”

“Thank you.” I rested my head on the back of
the comfortable seat, closed my eyes, and wondered when the Airbus
3000 would fly over Palm Field and Turtle Bay Reef, Florida, my
hometown for the last two decades.

My mind drifted to the known and crystal
clear future. I still had the apartment on Shell Street and a
handful of friends who had probably missed me while I was away for
the last eight months in rehab. I guessed they were going to have a
Welcome Home, Shane! party for me, loaded with booze, drugs,
and male strippers. That would have been a grand time and totally
irresponsible. My mind toyed with me. There wasn’t going to be
festivities upon my return to the Gulf. Nor was life going to be
chaotic and extreme, I guessed. I was just a normal guy from a
normal town with a normal life. Nothing shocking ever happened in
my world. Nothing mouth-dropping or eye-opening. My life was pretty
predictable and uneventful, which was not always the way I wanted
it to be.

There was no reason to own a car since I
usually walked to places or took public transportation in the
Turtle Bay Reef area, enjoying my acute skill in people watching.
That could change in the near future because of my fucked up ankle
due to a football injury, which might have forced me to buy a Jeep
Wrangler to sport around in. I couldn’t rely on friends to drive me
around like that annoying Miss Daisy. A job waited for me in
Florida (another form of being responsible and predictable), which
I was thankful for, but I really didn’t know the ins and outs of it
yet. From what I understood, Luther Coffler, an Everglade Eagles’
football vet with trophies and past stats that caused jaws to drop
in the sports world, was going to train me at my new position, off
the field, and still make me believe that I was a valuable part of
the Eagles.

I felt glad to be going home and getting back
in the game of life again, whether I was a linebacker or not. My
life was going to be different and interesting from that night
forward, I convinced myself. Amendments were needed because of my
ankle injury. Although I didn’t know it at the time, a whirlwind
was about to surface upon my return. Five men were going to change
me in various ways, and I would reluctantly change them. In due
time, my days would be topsy-turvy and my nights untamable. I
believed a boyfriend was smiling in my future: blue-eyed and
handsome, dangerous, and with a seedy past. A string of easy men
would flaunt their sexy goods, but only one would be titled as my
lover and Mr. Perfect. Things were going to be great once I was
home. Better than great. Extraordinary. All the way around.

There was a bit of turbulence on the flight
as it headed southward through the night’s dark sky. It really
didn’t bother me because I was used to being knocked around, on and
off the football field. I declined a decaffeinated coffee that
Collin offered in an attempt to make my travels comfortable. As the
Midway Air plane roughly glided though the heavens, I attempted to
relax and tried to mentally soothe the pain away in my left ankle.
A new life was just about to begin for me, and I was ready for its
madness, lust, tempestuous lies, endearments, and whatever else it
wanted to feed me.

“Game on.” I broached a smile inside the
semi-dark fuselage, closed my eyes, and tried to sleep.

* * * *


Part 1: Aaron


Chapter 1: 215 Pounds of Delicious

Turtle Bay Reef, Florida

Palm Field

July 17, 20—

10:09 A.M.

Aaron Felder, the Everglade Eagles’ tight
end, shook my hand, grinned from ear to ear, and winked at me. His
handshake felt mighty and just about ripped my arm off. The sexy
beefcake, with fern-green eyes, drew me against his tan, hairy
chest, offered my jersey-covered torso a manly hug, and eventually
pushed away from me, leaving me semi-hard in my summertime
shorts.

I visually took in the twenty-six-year-old
from head to toe as if we were secret lovers again. He stood at
six-three, weighed two hundred and fifteen pounds, and showed off
some thick and wavy black hair. He had Tom Brady scruff-covered
cheeks and chin, triceps of steel, and a rippled chest covered in
onyx-colored hair that always caused me to grow hard in his
presence. He stank of a sexy morning perspiration from an early
workout, which I longed to inhale. I studied his tapered waist,
hairy navel, and low-cut Nike running shorts that were snug over a
man-package I knew was hearty in size and quite enjoyable to toy
around with.

“Glad to have you back on the team,” he said
in his Jersey drawl, which I sort of fell for moons ago. “The guys
have missed you, Shane. Those fuckers can’t live without you, even
if they won’t admit it. My advice to you is simple. From here on
out, don’t get hurt anymore. This team needs you on the field, not
at Camp Repair up north. Do you get what I’m saying?”

Camp Repair was really the Allegheny
Rehabilitation Center in Pittsburgh along the Monongahela River.
Three Pakistani doctors had rebuilt my left ankle and refused to
let me play football again. Coach Revin of the Eagles said that I
still belonged to the team and deserved a seat on the bench since I
had helped his national team win four championships in the last
five years. Frankly, there was no room on the field for me. Tony
Madre was the new linebacker for the Eagles, and Michael Dashwood
earned the position of his backup, and two others. I belonged on
the bench. I didn’t care since I still felt a part of the league
with my jock buddies.

I’d been in Pittsburgh for the last eight
months, still hobbled a bit from my crushed ankle and getting used
to the titanium joints in my left leg and foot. I refused to give
in to failure. I had never intended to play professional football
again, but I did intend to cheer the team on and wanted to learn
how to be a side judge. Luther Coffler, one of the league’s side
judges, planned to train me during the upcoming season. He wanted
to create the best side position he could for me, and I wasn’t
about to let the old man of seventy down. Luther and I had three
meetings together in the last month, all of which promised a future
for me in football, just not on the field with the massive and
aggressive players.

“When did you get back?” Aaron asked, still
grinning from ear to ear, obviously happy to see me.

“Last night. I flew in from Pittsburgh about
eleven, got some sleep, woke this morning, took a shower, and here
I am.”

“You have breakfast, my friend?” His right
hand moved down to his center and grabbed his cock. I thought the
tight end was going to offer me his dick for breakfast, but he
wasn’t that rude or vulgar. Instead, he added, “Because if you
haven’t eaten, we can get something at Moley’s.”

Moley’s was a twenty-four-hour diner on Sea
Street in downtown Turtle Bay Reef by the Gulf, which was just a
few blocks away. It looked over the saltwater. Sassy Irene, its
head fry cook, made some killer pancakes.

“I’m starving,” I said.

“Let me throw a shirt on, and we’ll
walk.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

I watched him jog across Palm Field to the
stainless-steel bleachers in the beaming sun to fetch his shirt,
although he really didn’t need to wear one in my opinion. I liked
what I saw and wanted to taste him.

* * * *

The walk—or hobbling, in my case—seemed
manageable and enjoyed. The day along the Gulf presented ninety
steeping degrees with very little humidity and not a cloud in the
sky. A light wind blew in from the west, which offered some air and
dragged across my forehead and shoulders. To my pleasure, the tight
end hadn’t put on his shirt, and I had the remarkable opportunity
to study his hairy chest, just as I had numerous times in the past
when we were once boyfriends.

We talked more about my ankle, his excitement
for the new season to begin, and how pumped he was to see me home
again. As our chatter continued without a single break, we walked
the few blocks to Moley’s. He mentioned my future as a side judge
and clarified his anticipated high hopes for me as a teammate
again.

“Luther’s a great teacher,” he boasted.
“You’re going to learn from the best. He’s old, wise, and knows his
shit. My advice for you is to show him respect at all times, listen
to the man, and execute everything he tells you with precision. If
you do that, you won’t have a problem with him. If you don’t, good
luck getting your balls back from him when he removes them.”

“Let’s hope I get to keep my balls. It’s the
only thing I can rely on since my ankle is fucked up.”

“You’ll get to keep everything you had prior
to your injury. Including all the money you’ve made from the
league. That shit isn’t going anywhere.”

Professional national football players were
paid pretty steep, and Aaron was very much aware that I banked most
of my cash. The fact of the matter comprised of simplicity: I had a
pretty penny in assets thanks to a good brokerage based out of New
York City. I really didn’t need to work. I didn’t drink or snort my
money to smithereens like some professional athletes. Instead, I
could retire from football and live a happily-ever-after life. That
didn’t mean I wouldn’t get bored and lose my sanity, though.
Retiring was out of the equation for me since I always had to stay
busy. And that was the reason why I was anticipating my future role
as a side judge. Not only was it something to occupy my time, but
the position also allowed me to keep a career in professional
football and grow in the league.

He patted my back as we closed in on the
diner, rolled his palm around one of my shoulders in a rather
intimate and caring action, and said, “You’re future is starting
today. You have nothing to worry about.”

I hoped Aaron was right. In the past, he’d
been unwise and irresponsible. But then again, most men always
failed something, even when they didn’t want to. And failure
sucked, especially in the world of football and the rugged
behaviors of competing jocks.

* * * *

Moley’s was exactly how I remembered it:
small in size with a greasy floor and the most chipper waitresses
on the planet. Aaron and I sat in a corner in hopes that no one
would see us and realize who we were or want our autographs. That
was the problem with playing for a national team and winning
championships. The public sometimes never left us alone. Not that I
really minded, though, since I enjoyed the attention of a being a
superstar athlete and shined with the labels adorable,
sweet, and someone I wouldn’t mind taking home to meet my
mother.

“You look good, Shane Polk,” Aaron said,
taking me in for the nth time.

He had always thought my blond curly hair,
piercing blue eyes, broad shoulders, and thick chest were nice to
look at. Plus, he liked my clean-shaven face that resembled a
pretty boy’s, my high jaws, Greek-sloped nose, and the tiny
comma-shaped scar along my left eye because of a horrible karate
kick in high school during my senior year. Sometimes Aaron looked
at me a little too much, but I never minded.

“Have you been working out, man?” he
asked.

“I’m glad someone noticed.” I sipped my
orange juice and placed it back on the narrow table that separated
us.

“I couldn’t help but notice. You’re a rock.
Everything about you is chiseled. Hell, I should make a trip to
Pittsburgh so I look as good as you after eight months.”

“It was a lot of work and rehabilitation.
They don’t fuck around in the Burg.”

“I guess they don’t. But let me tell you, it
worked for you. You look the healthiest you’ve been. Drop-dead
cute. Charming. The best you’ve looked in a very long time.”

“Thanks,” I said, pleased with his
compliments and his liking for me, even if I wasn’t his boyfriend
and lover anymore.

* * * *

We had stacks of pancakes and a basket filled
with a variety of jellies. A rack of glass syrup bottles toast on
our two-person table.

Nellie, our waitress, asked in a Minnie Mouse
tone, “You guys okay?”

We nodded at the same time and started on our
plates of cakes.

Between bites, I asked, “How’s your
mother?”

“She’s a survivor. The cervical cancer is
gone. She’s in remission. I think she believes she has a second try
at life. Her organs are probably fried from all the radiation she
has had, but she’s living. I have God to thank for that.”

“Cancer will do that to you. It half-kills
you and brings you closer to God. I can respect that, and I’m sure
others do, too.”

“Stop by and see her whenever you like,
Shane. She’s still in the same condo. The woman will never leave
Turtle Bay Reef. She loves it here.”

“And your little brother? How is he
doing?”

He let out a hearty laugh, shaking his head.
“Seventeen and dangerous. My father is ready to murder him. He came
home from a party drunk the other night. He’s grounded and claiming
he’s going to die without his car and cellphone. His world is
ending. This morning he told me he was living in the
apocalypse.”

“He’s just like you were when you were that
age,” I said, digging into more cakes. I enjoyed the hell out of
them, fat, sugar, and all.

“Don’t remind me. Sometimes I think he’s ten
times worse.”

“Think again, Aaron. I know better, and you
do, too. Don’t forget about the many nights we went drinking at
seventeen and got into loads of trouble. Your father threatened to
drown us in the Gulf.”

He gave me a sweet look. A glint in his eyes
sported memories of our similar and parallel youths as wild men in
their late teens. His pupils dilated and told stories about two
queer seniors looking for jocks to kiss, beer to drink, and
whatever other trouble we could get ourselves into as men.

“You’re strolling down memory lane, aren’t
you?”

“I was, but just for a second. I sort of like
being an adult better. It’s less severe.”

“Sometimes I have to disagree with that. The
ankle thing was pretty severe.”

“That it was, my friend,” he said, winking at
me. “But now you’re back in Florida and healing, and you have me
again. It all can’t be that bad.”

It wasn’t. Never. I was glad to see him again
and be at his side, even if we weren’t intimate. I considered Aaron
a friend for life, someone with a good heart and soul, and planned
on keeping him for a very long time, with or without my fucked up
ankle.

* * * *


Chapter 2: Athletic Cocks

I didn’t have Aaron Felder back, though, or
so I believed. Our histories were sketchy as friends and lovers
throughout the last ten years. Athletic men always seemed to get in
our way and haphazardly ripped our intimate and looped worlds
apart. I could count a dozen or more football players (fullbacks,
kickers, quarterbacks, and receivers) who had stolen the tight end
away from me, most of whom were straight and curious. Never did our
affairs last more than three months because of Aaron’s
unfaithfulness. The man enjoyed a variety of athletes, disparate to
my kicking skills. If a jock happened to wag their naked and hard
dick at the tight end, Aaron was ready for a
sex-session—always.

“How is Marcus?” I asked, referring to the
last football player who happened to split our relationship
apart.

“Marcus Mulldone?” Aaron raised his eyebrows
and lost the smile on his face for the very first time that
morning. He never really liked when I brought up his boyfriends or
sex buddies, old or new.

“Yes. The one and only. You dumped me for him
and moved into his apartment on Spanish Street in Naples eight
months ago. Can you recall this, or is it a blur for you?” I
sounded bitchy but really didn’t mean to. Frankly, I just wanted to
hear what was going on in his life, details I had missed while at
rehab.

He shook his head, bowed it, and admitted,
“Marcus left. Karma caught up with me. I should have known it
would. You can’t hurt a guy and not expect it to leave you alone.
Do you know what I mean?”

I wanted to chuckle, but I didn’t. Good
friends never rubbed salt into each other’s open wounds. Instead, I
nodded and attempted to console him.

“When did he leave you?”

“A month after you left for Pittsburgh. He
said we were going nowhere together and were becoming boring and
old. He called our relationship dusty.”

“That long ago?” I had seventeen other
questions for him about his affair with Marcus, but wanted to keep
it light. I cared for Aaron’s heart a little too much as a friend
and as an ex-lover.

He nodded, ate some of his pancakes, and
washed the food down with a gulp of water. “He met Ricky
Ragoon.”

“The quarterback for Washington?”

He nodded and looked a bit hurt. “They see
each other whenever they can. It makes me sick if you want to know
the truth. I really liked Marcus.”

“I thought Ricky was straight.”

“Not with Marcus.”

“I suppose not.”

Marcus Mulldone had a way with straight men.
He could drink, laugh, and woo them, eventually ending up in bed.
The guy had a silk tongue, much charm, and knew exactly what he was
doing when playing in the field of men. He bedded quite a few male
jocks, sportscasters, and models.

Aaron decided to change the subject and
asked, “Who are you seeing now? What stud has your heart and
cock?”

I shook my head. “No one.” It was the truth.
The bad ankle had fucked up my dating life in Pittsburgh, although
the fags in that region of the nation were quite cute, petite, and
mostly bottoms, which I rather liked. “I couldn’t walk for almost
eight months. How was I going to pick up a guy? Who wants to fuck
around with an invalid?”

“Don’t be hard on yourself. A lot of guys dig
one-legged linebackers who eat cock.”

I scowled at him. Sometimes Aaron wasn’t
funny, even though he thought he was. “You’re the last dick I had,
if you want me to tell you the truth.”

He seemed surprised by my confession and
almost blew chunks of pancake out of his nose. “You’re
kidding?”

“Not at all. Why would I kid about something
like that?”

“Does this mean you need some dick pretty
badly?”

“It means I’m looking. If it comes about,
I’ll take it. If it doesn’t, I’ll continue to use my hands like I
have been. Isn’t that why men have them?”

He laughed.

I laughed.

Then I told him in a playful tone. “Fuck off,
Felding. Get a life.”

The tight end surprised me by replying with,
“My life just came back to town after being away for eight months,
which makes me a very happy and horny man.”

* * * *

My ankle needed a nap, and I decided to head
home following breakfast with Aaron. He insisted on driving me, but
I told him not to bother. “I have a car now and can drive. I might
be a cripple, but I’m not crippled.”

I borrowed the car from my cousin, Vinnie
Polk. It was a forest green Mustang GT with white-washed tires, a
stainless-steel exhaust, and rear gas shock absorbers. The thing
was a muscle car all the way and could attract any gay man on the
planet who was into fast things, even though that wasn’t who or
what I wanted to attract. It was masculine, sporty, and just what I
needed to repair from my rehabilitation; something materialistic
that made me feel good about myself.

Vinnie had dropped the vehicle off at my
apartment that morning, saying, “Use this. You’ll need it. Think of
it as an early Christmas present. You can’t be hobbling around the
city and bumming rides, man.”

So even though I had planned not to have a
car to drive, the winds of life had changed and sent me one. Thanks
to my cousin, of course.

Aaron and I shook hands. He said, “Tomorrow
night, I want to take you out to dinner.”

I laughed over my shoulder at him while
hobbling away. “You’re just trying to get in my jockstrap.”

“Seriously, Shane. I want to take you
someplace nice.”

I stopped hobbling, slowly turned around, and
felt an arc of pain in my left ankle. “When are you picking me up
at my place?”

“Seven.”

“Make it eight.”

“Eight it is.”

“And where are you taking me?”

“It’s a surprise.”

I rolled my eyes. “You know I hate
surprises.”

“Whatever.”

We parted then. I wobbled to my vehicle
approximately a block away, and he returned to Palm Field for a
sweaty workout.

Half of me didn’t believe he would show for a
date. Another handicapped linebacker with a fucked up ankle would
come along and snatch him up and keep him for a month or two. A
more rational part of my thinking believed that Aaron was
interested in partaking in something special with me. Maybe he was
no longer into easy jocks, nights of random sex, and athletic
cocks. Maybe the tight end had finally grown up and wanted to get
serious with me. Being dumped by Marcus Mulldone could do that,
right?

Then again, maybe Aaron hadn’t grown up.
Maybe he was still a boy, an immature boy. Who knew? All I really
understood and absorbed was the pain in my ankle, a light stinging
with the occasional jolt of heat. Plus, I needed a nap. Vinnie’s
Mustang, my apartment on Shell Street, and a morning rest for my
ankle called for me. Soon enough, I would be relaxed again, just as
I had for the last eight months in Pittsburgh, without Aaron
Felding and his questionable liking for me.

* * * *
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