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AUTHOR’S NOTE

As a student of the Martial Arts, I am well aware that one spy can save a thousand lives. I even see a need for the CIA, should that agency restrict itself to its designated parameters.

However, the small number of people who engage in illegal activities taint that whole organization of hard working men and women.

To refer to just one incident, it is ‘rumored’ that the CIA funded certain research (and even marketing!) which resulted in the spread of LSD.

While this proved inspirational to the writing of this book, I would certainly hope that it wasn’t true.

But should it be true, the fact that our government has never delved into the matter and held the CIA accountable taints our entire government.

And that taints us.

Al Case 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE
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It’s the end of me.” He studied the foam at the bottom of his glass morosely. Though he had thick forearms, he also had the makings of a beer belly. His was the figure of an ex-football player going to seed.  

“Why is it the end of you?” The woman across from him leaned against the paneling and surveyed the bar. Her nylon clad legs were crossed at the ankle and her red lips were pursed in an amused half kiss. Only the bottom button of her sports jacket was buttoned, and it was obvious that she wore no blouse or bra. 

They were in Mac’s Tea Room, an upscale establishment on Main Street in Los Altos. It being the middle of the afternoon the bar was near empty, and they sat in two chairs at a small, round table in a secluded corner.  

The man, a football coach at the Foothill Junior College, looked up at the woman. Helpless under her influence, he didn’t notice the clinical way she scanned the bar; he didn’t notice her detached amusement as she searched for somebody to play with.  

“Bottom line...I need a winning season.”

Her face a mixture of hard angles and femininity, the woman gave an imperceptible snort of disdain. She couldn’t care less about a winning season; her job was guaranteed because of government funding.

A middle-aged businessman across the room was surreptitiously glancing at her. She shifted her position, making sure she opened her legs wide while doing so, then closed her legs and ignored the suddenly excited male. She placed one elbow on the small table, touched her smooth, white cheeks with red lacquered fingernails, and stared ingenuously at the coach.

“Is it really that bad?”

The coach shook his craggy head miserably. “The damn college wants a winning season, but they don’t give me any money for players or scouting or anything!”

Suddenly the woman had a thought: football might be stupid, but it could provide her with some perfect subjects.

Unaware of her conjecturing, the coach continued. “The other coaches get to buy players, they have scouts and they send them out to find the best talent and...and this damned school won’t let me do that. ‘It’s not ethical!’ they say. But what am I going to do?”

The woman looked at the bar patron she had flashed, licked her lips, then curled a lip disdainfully at him. She wondered what he would do with the mixed signals. Underneath her gaming, she was thinking about the potentials of having a whole football team to conduct her experiments on.

“If I lose my job I’m going to have to move. My wife won’t—”

Making up her mind, the woman reached out and put a finger on the coach’s lips. There was more than just shushing to her touch; there was electricity, there was heat, there was a thrill that went through the man’s lips, down his gulping throat and right to his groin.

“Uh,” he said, his thinking process suddenly short-circuited. 

The woman raised one foot under the table and placed it between his legs. She began to caress his soft core with the bottom of her foot.

“I’ve got a plan,” she said. Her eyes smoldered and there was a dripping sexuality in her words. “I can make it all right.”

The coach didn’t know whether she was talking about the problem of him losing his job, or the suddenly larger problem between his legs.

“Uh...okay.” He licked his lips, focused his eyes on hers.

She gave a light kick to hurt him, and he groaned aloud with the pain/pleasure of it.

“But if you want me to save your bacon,” she cooed at him, pressing her heel on his testicles so the sweat burst forth upon his forehead, “then you’d better masturbate.

He looked at her like an ox that had been bonked on the head with a two by four. Her ‘requests’ were always so strange, yet they elevated him. His blood began to rush and roar, and he felt like a canoeist shooting rapids. Masturbate. So bizarre. Yet... he would. He would do whatever she asked. She was like a drug to him, and no shock was too great, no pain was too severe, no degradation too steep.

“Here?” His voice was strangled by the hurt in his balls.

“Now,” she affirmed.

It was dark. It was the middle of the week and there weren’t too many people around. They were alone in a corner.

But if a waitress came over, if somebody happened to walk past them on the way to the restroom, if anybody saw him then the scandal...the scandal....

He reached under the table and unzipped his pants.

The woman watched him, her eyes wide and unblinking, her nipples hard against the cloth of the jacket she wore. She couldn’t believe how stupid men were.

The coach took himself in hand. His eyes were beady and shining and his skin was glowing and sweating. He began to work his hand up and down.

Watching the coach degrade himself, the woman smiled, and considered just how she was going to save the pathetic fool’s job. 

THE CURSE
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CHAPTER ONE
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Even a man who is pure at heart

and says his prayers by night

can become a wolf when the wolfbane blooms

and the moon is full and bright.

Old Gypsy Woman

Party this Friday.” Nick Stavros grinned up at his friend. Nick was six feet tall with the wide shoulders and lithe muscles of an athlete. He had brown, curly hair, liquid eyes, and was very smart.

“Just in time, too,” Chuck LeFevre grunted. Big and beefy, his hair short to the point of being bristly, Chuck was a typical lineman. Unlike a lineman, but like Nick, he was unusually smart.

They stood in line in the cafeteria at Foothill Jr. College,  hovering over metal pans filled with creamed potatoes, slices of roast beef, apple pie, potatoes, corn and cartons of milk.

Foothill Jr. College is located in the hills directly behind Los Altos, which is halfway between San Francisco and San Jose on the south side of the San Francisco Bay. It is a polite little community, strictly upper class, which provides bedrooms for the uber millionaires of Silicon Valley. 

“I am really beat to shit from practice.” Nick shared as he glanced over the food selection. 

“Coach has been pickin’ on you.”

“He just needs a winning season.”

Nick picked out another slice of apple pie and slid it onto his tray. Beside him, Chuck picked out two more slices of pie. Chuck was on the line. Chuck was big. Chuck needed more.

“You goin’ to ask Sally to come with you?” Chuck asked, transferring more food onto his tray.

“She’s visiting her mother this week end.” Nick said. 

“Oh ho, and the rats will play.”

“That’s mice, ox brain.”

“That’s rats, in your case.”

Nick grinned. Mice, rats, what the heck did he care. Suddenly he sneezed.

“Hey, watch it!” Chuck protested, covering his tray.

“Sorry, man. I feel like I got a cold comin’ on.”

“You been workin’ too hard.”

The two athletes left the line and walked past the base of the stairs into the dining area. Entering the dining area, they stopped.

Students stood in long lines, and fully half the tables in the dining area had been arranged for enrollment purposes. Students waited with books under arms and worried as to whether they would get the classes they wished for.  

“Great,” muttered Nick in disgust.  

Being on the football team, they had already been pre-enrolled—no long lines for them—now if they could only find a place to eat. 

“Hey, let’s take that table,” Chuck pointed at a table in a corner where half a dozen students sat.

“But there’s already some....”

Chuck ignored him and swaggered towards the table. The geeks looked up as they approached.

“Get outa here!” Chuck roared.

As one, the geeks scrambled to pick up trays of half eaten food and departed from the presence of the two jocks.

As the two football players sat down, Nick said, “Geez, man. I don’t think that was very—”

“You think too much, Nick.” Chuck grinned at him and grabbed a fork like he knew how to use it.

The cafeteria was crowded, but they ate alone. The students they had taken the table from sat on the floor some distance away and glanced at Chuck and Nick resentfully.

“Oh man,” said Nick. “I need a party.”

Chuck grinned and stuffed one of the slices of pie into his mouth. He always liked to eat desert first.

The locker room was the usual chaos when Chuck and Nick showed up for that afternoon’s practice. Overgrown boys padded over the wet cement floor and banged locker doors shut with abandon. Pads were laced tight and jerseys were struggled into, and a smelly, old jock was rubber banded about the room. Lennie, the coach’s assistant, set up the easel for the day’s lecture, while Telly, the old trainer, worked his magical hands over the massive frame of Mohammed Jones.

“Hey, watch it!” Nick yelped as somebody flicked his backside with a towel. Lunch had done nothing to assuage the feeling of sickness assaulting him, his sinuses were still stuffed and his head felt like a basketball stuffed with snot. 

The room went silent. Coach Tasker, he of the eternal windbreaker and downturned mouth, pushed through the doors and clumped across the room towards his office.

“No lecture today,” he muttered as he passed Lennie.

The players glanced at each other jubilantly as Lennie rolled the easel back into a corner.

“Tom,” Tasker pointed his jaw at the assistant coach, “why don’t you start ‘em up.”

Tom Billings, a slender man who specialized in fancy backfield plays, nodded and turned to the grinning boys. Through the glass behind Billings, Tasker could be seen sitting tiredly at his desk. For a moment Tasker sat with his head down and massaged his thinning hair. Suddenly sitting back, he picked up the phone and pressed buttons, then spun so that the back of his chair was facing towards the footballers.

“All right, you guys!” Billings ended his instructions by clapping his hands. “Get out on the field! Now! Now! Now!”

Cleats clattered on the cement hallway and the footballers pushed and shoved to get through the door that led to the field. Nick, at the tail end of the mob of boys, felt a hand tap him on the shoulder. 

Nick turned to find the hand belonged to the coach’s assistant. “Coach wants to see you.” Lennie said, jerking a thumb towards the coach’s office.

Nick frowned as he glanced across the room to where Tasker sat with his back to him. Coach wasn’t one of the touchie feelie types who wanted to talk about everything including whether your puppy dog was happy in his doghouse. When Tasker talked it was usually to pass on bad news.

Nick sighed, shrugged at Chuck, who had stopped to wait for him, and strode across the locker room. In a moment he was standing in the doorway, tapping on the glass with one knuckle. Tasker whirled his swivel chair around and saw who it was. He motioned towards a chair with a nod of his head.

“He’s here now,” Tasker said into the phone. Then: “uh huh, I’ll talk to you later.” Tasker hung up the phone, sat back and stared at Nick.

Nick, undergoing the glum stare, had a bad feeling.

Tasker cleared his throat and said, “Nick, I’ll be honest. You aren’t doing well.”

Nick, feeling the rug being pulled out from under him, leaned forward and spoke desperately to the coach. “I’ve been working hard, coach. I’ve got all the plays memorized and I do extra work in the weight room. I—”

Tasker shook his head and cut in. “You just don’t have what it takes to be on this team.”

“I’ve just got a little cold right now. I’ll be right as rain in a day or so and....”

Tasker sat and listened to the boy—damn, the kid was almost blubbering—make his excuses. Finally, he held up his hand.

“Look, Nick, it’s got nothing to do with your attitude. It’s—”

“What is it then? I’ll do anything you want!”

Impatiently, Tasker sighed. There was only one thing he wanted, and that one thing usually occurred in a dimly lit bar in Los Altos.

“Nick, I understand how badly you want to be on the team, so I’ll give you a chance—but there’s something you’ll have to do.”

“Anything, coach.”

“I want you to run over to Health Services and see Dr. Bronson.”

“Sure, coach. I’ll go right after practice.”

“Right now.”

Nick started to say something, but Tasker had had enough. He cut in with, “Let’s be honest, Nick, if I don’t see some changes in you then I can’t use you.”

Nick gulped nervously and exited the small, glassed room.

Nick changed into jeans and sweat shirt and went to the administration building, where the Department of Health Services had an office. Upon asking for Doctor Bronson, he was directed back across the campus to a group of trailers adjacent to the stadium. Walking around the stadium, Nick could hear the yells of his friends as they engaged in the day’s practice. A mood of gloom upon him, he entered the small complex of trailers and stopped in front of a sign.

‘Department of Psychiatric Services’

Nick stared at the sign in surprise. Psychiatric Services? What the heck did he need to see a shrink for?

For a long moment he considered just walking away, then he thought  about the football team. If he walked away he wouldn’t be on the team—so he ascended the wooden steps and pushed through the trailer door.

He walked down a central corridor, made a short stop in a bathroom to blow his nose, then found Dr. Bronson’s office. Timidly, he tapped on the door with a single knuckle.

“Come in,” a female voice called to Nick’s knock. Nick opened the door.

Doc Bronson sat behind a desk and scribbled in a folder. She wore a lab coat that hung open, her blouse was unbuttoned so as to show off the swell of her breasts. Taking his eyes off her cleavage, Nick noticed that her light skin was accentuated by dark hair and red lips.  

“You’re Nick?” She said without looking up.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Sit over there, Nick.” Still without looking up, she motioned with the eraser end of her pencil towards a chair in front of her desk.

Nick settled his weight onto a pad stretched across some chrome bars and looked around the room. There was a window, outside of which a scraggly oak withered. On the wall behind the doctor, over a credenza with a new computer, was a fleet of certificates attesting to Dr. Bronson’s competence. Behind Dr. Bronson was an oil painting of a woman feeling her breasts while watching herself in a mirror. A filing cabinet sulked in a corner.

Bronson stopped writing and closed the folder she had been writing in. Nick noticed that his name was on the folder, then he looked up at the good doctor.

Green, magnetic eyes stared at him. More than stared at him. Nick felt the shock of being appraised sexually.

“Coach says you’re having trouble.”

Nick suddenly realized that his throat was dry. He licked his lips nervously, swallowed, then said: “I’m working hard. I—”

“Nick, let’s talk.” She smiled a dazzling smile.

They talked for an hour, and Nick wasn’t always sure what they were talking about. Sometimes she would ask him about his family, or his drive to play football, or his studies, and sometimes she would just clear her throat and sit back—her cleavage was definitely showing—and watch him.

Though Nick was not a man of the world, he was definitely aware of the sexual vibes she was broadcasting.  

After an hour, she said, “Nick, I don’t think you have any mental problems. You seem very well adjusted, and I think you’ll do well in life.”

“Then I can go back to practice?”

“Nick,” she sat back in her chair, placed her elbows on the rests and steepled her red-tipped fingernails in a prayer position. Her green eyes stared at him without revealing anything of what she was thinking. “Have you ever considered that there is more to life than football?”

“I...don’t—”

She leaned forward and looked into his face. Her green eyes leeched onto his brown eyes. This close the musky smell of perfume—a little heavy, as if to disguise something—worked through his blocked sinuses.

“I’ll be honest. According to Coach Tasker you may not have the raw ability—the genetics, if you will—needed to make the team.”

Nick felt life slipping away from his control. He thought he had been making progress. “But—”

She suddenly stood up, leaned over the desk—her breasts became even more visible—and placed one finger against his lips. Suddenly his lips were hungry, his belly burned, and his groin lurched with testosterone. He forgot about his threatening to drip nose.

“I might have something to help you.”

He gulped, felt her finger shushing him, looked at those green, green eyes. The eyes were threatening to swallow him in one large bite.

“What?” He felt like he was speaking from far away. It was hard to think with the feel of her finger pressing on his lips.

“Go lock the door.”

Feeling like a robot on stilts, Nick went to the door and locked it. In a testosterone fed fantasy, he could see her ripping off her clothes and laying down on the desk for him. In reality, she opened a drawer and extracted a syringe.

She held the syringe up and golden liquid spurted into the air like pee from a baby.

“More steroids?” Nick asked upon seeing the syringe.

She shook her head in the negative, looked up at him and pursed her red lips. “You’ve had steroids; you’re taking them now. They aren’t enough, are they, Nick?”

He shook his head.

She came around the desk, “Pull your pants down and bend over my desk.”

Nick went red. He had a raging hard on. “I can’t...I—”

“I’m a grown woman, Nick. I’ve seen a man’s erect penis before.”

With fumbling fingers, Nick unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. His penis poked against the front of his cotton briefs.

“Underpants, too.”

He pulled his briefs down and bent over the desk. His penis was like a metal pole.

She walked around behind him. Touched his cheek with a cold, wet cotton ball.

“This won’t hurt,” she said, then she jammed the needle to the hilt.

It hurt, but Nick was all football. He took the needle without flinching.

A moment passed while she pressed the plunger and filled his nether cheek.

“Hmm,” she said, running one red coated fingernail between his cheeks and feeling his brown rim. “Nice asshole.”

Nick couldn’t stop himself from flinching then.

She pulled the needle out of his flesh and dabbed at the wound with the cotton ball, then it felt like she was licking his cheek.

Shocked, Nick started to turn, but her hand pushed on his back and stopped him. He suddenly had an eye-watering urge to sneeze.

Then she wasn’t behind him anymore; she was behind her desk and putting the syringe away.

“Is that it?” Nick asked, as he let go of the desk and straightened up. His hard penis pointed across the desk at her.

She smiled and reached forward, touched his huge member with a soft hand. She caressed him, once, turned the caress into a pull, then let go. “You need to jack off more.” She sat back and, still smiling, said, “Go back to practice now.”

Nick, not understanding what had happened, pulled up his briefs—it was hard to get them over his erection—then his jeans.  

A minute later, walking out of the Health Services trailer, he sneezed.

For Nick, practice was over. Though he could still hear the shouts of his teammates, he knew that he really was sick. No longer in the presence of the doctor, his erection subsiding, he began to feel feverish. A bout of dizziness made him stop and hold onto the side of a building for a long minute. Saddened by the possibility of being dropped from the football team, feeling the mother of all colds invade his body, he headed for the parking lot. He shared an apartment with Chuck, and it was time to go to that apartment and crash. A little sleep and he’d be right as rain; a little sleep and he could play football. Tomorrow was Thursday, just a light work out, then nothing on Friday. If he could sleep enough on those two days he’d be ready for Saturday—and the first game of the season.

He forgot about the shot Doctor Bronson had given him as he sniffled his way across campus and towards his car. He thought only about bed, rest, and being ready for Saturday.

In Health Services, Doc Bronson picked up the phone and hit the speed dialer. 

“Coach Tasker,” came the response.

“Jack off, you animal,” she whispered.

In his glass office, Coach Tasker grinned and sat back in his chair. “How’d it go?”

“Send me another one tomorrow.”

“You got it.”

“And....”

“Yes?”

“Jack off.”

She hung up.
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There is a twisted mattress

where womb-sprung demons dance.

The fertility rites of a plague rage

while the cannibal puppets prance.

from ‘Extolling the Virtues of a Demon’s Life’

Poetry by Nick Stavros

Get up, Nickie!” Her whisper was soft as she caressed his groin.

For a moment Nick experienced the strange sensation of seeing the room without eyes. He took in the clothes crumpled in the corner, the desk with the books stacked on top of it, his girlfriend waking him with a soft, kneading grip.

Then the vision was gone, he was in his body, and he was moving. He spun around on the bed, grabbed his girlfriend and threw her on the bed and positioned himself above her.

“Hey!” Sally was startled by how fast Nick had moved. She had been changed from teaser to victim in a trice.

His unshaved face hovering over her made up face, Nick reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down. 

“Hey!” She protested, but it was a weak protest. She even scrunched her legs so he could get her panties all the way off.

“Huh..uh...huh...” He grunted as he spread her labia with his fingers and lurched into her.

“God!” She squirmed and lurched up at him.

For a long minute he pounded his hips down and nailed her with his iron rod.

“You feel so big!” She held on to his hard biceps, tried to breath for his slamming. The feel of him expanding her inner walls was sooo good.

“Nickie’s going to be late!” Somebody called from the door.

Sally, suddenly embarrassed, turned her face towards the wall. Nick’s head pivoted towards the open door of his bedroom. His movement was quick and the look in his eyes was almost predatory.

Chuck stood on the other side of the doorway. He had a big, idiot grin plastered on his face.

“Ooh, Nickie. You’re so big!” mimicked Chuck.

Nick, young, dumb and full of cum, threw back his head and howled, and squirted, and drove Sally right over the edge. She lost all embarrassment and grabbed him; she held onto him and felt her core explode into shards of bright sensation.

“You’re an animal, Nick,” laughed Chuck, then the sounds of Chuck were out of the doorway and, a moment later, out of the apartment. Nick rolled off his girlfriend and strode towards the bathroom. Dazed, Sally sat up and tried to recover from what had been the best orgasm of her young life. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she grabbed Kleenex from a nearby box and wiped herself.

Standing up and adjusting her clothes, she studied herself in the dresser mirror. She was blonde and good looking and had a very nice set of boobs. She also had an intelligence that blondes with big breasts weren’t supposed to have.

She moved her gaze to the bathroom where Nick was waiting for the shower to warm up. He was handsome, and they made a good couple. Not a perfect couple, she was honest enough to admit, but a good couple.   

Interestingly, she noticed that Nick’s muscles looked a little thicker—the weight lifting must have been working—and he seemed to have more pubic hair.  

Sally crossed the room and stood in the doorway. “God, Nickie. You really are bigger.”

Nick looked at his manhood in the mirror. “Naw,” he said. “It’s just a little stretched from recent usage.”

She giggled. “I’m the one who’s stretched.”

He faced her, grinned, and growled playfully.

Sally backed away from the bathroom and and raised one hand to fend him off. “Chuck’s right. You are an animal.”

“I want to do it again.”

Sure enough, he was starting to rise up.

“Sorry, tiger. Time for class.”

“I got a nine o’clocker. I got time.”

“But I’ve got an eight o’clocker, so get dressed and let’s go to breakfast.”

He didn’t want to; he wanted to throw her down and ravage her, but he listened to the human in him, put the animal aside, and stepped into the shower. In a moment he was singing lustfully and soaping his muscular frame. He didn’t know what he was singing, just that he was happy, and he seemed to have kicked that damned cold. Sure enough, all he had needed was a good night’s sleep and—

“How’s the cold, Nickie?” Sally asked through the shower curtain. 

“Feels pretty gone,” he said, letting hot water stream over his head. 

She sneezed.

There was more room in the cafeteria this day, registration being a thing of the past, and Nick and Sally headed for the group of tables the football team had staked out. Sally had a berry croissant on her tray, and a small orange juice. She ate like a bird.

Nickie, on the other hand, had a craving for food. He had piled his tray high with eggs and ham and toast and bacon and juice and sausage and...lots of sausage.

Fortunately, he didn’t have to worry about paying for food, being part of the football team he ate for free.

“Hey! How are the lovers?” Chuck shouted.

Chuck must have been talking, because everybody clapped and hooted. Manny, the quarterback, tapped the tips of his index fingers together gently. Sally blushed furiously.

“Whyn’t you idiots leave the girl alone,” exclaimed Chuck’s girlfriend, Sheila. Sheila was a quick thinking girl with dark hair and dazzling, white teeth. She motioned to Sally, who angled around the table to sit next to her.

“Cheesus, Nick! You a little hungry today?” Chuck stared at the food heaped on his friend’s tray. Nick actually had more on his tray than he had on his, and that was considerable.

“Gotta keep my strength up,” Nick said, hardly able to hold himself back from ravaging the contents of his tray. Funny, food could be as good as sex.

Sex? What did he have? A one track mind? He had just squirted his damned brains out and—

“You aren’t even chewing!” Manny laughed.

Nick looked up at the quarterback and grinned. He kept eating. He had an urge to be quarterback.

A quizzical expression suddenly replaced Manny’s grin. “What are you looking at me like that for?”

“I want to be quarterback, Manny.”

The whole table erupted in laughter.

Manny grinned. He was going to transfer to one of the big schools next year, and several scouts had been around to see him. Nick tried hard, but he wasn’t in Manny’s league, not by a long shot.

“You can try, amigo,” he said, and he raised a fist over the table.

Nick punched Manny’s fist gently in comradeship. “Pack,” he said. Though nobody understood why he had said that word, it was just so darned appropriate that everybody laughed.

“What are you creeps talking about?” Sheila asked from the other end of the table.

“Nickie’s going to take over being quarterback,” Chuck observed wryly. He couldn’t believe how much food Nick was shoveling into his mouth.

“Good luck,” said Sheila cheerfully.

Sally stood up and came around the table. Putting one arm over Nick’s shoulders, she felt the thick striations of muscle under his sweat shirt with her arm. It did feel like he was getting bigger; he must have really been working out with the weights. Assuming a bright smile, she looked at the others at the table. “Well, what Nickie wants, Nickie gets.”

Cheers and catcalls filled the air, and somebody threw a slice of toast at Sally.

Nick had the sudden feeling that time had slowed down, and he snaked an arm and snatched the flying piece of toast right out of the air. Jamming the entire square of cooked bread into his mouth, he stared around the table in challenge.

There were oohs and aahs at his quick hands, and a couple of the girls at the table were staring at him with appraising eyes.

“That’s my man,” Sally said, planting a firm kiss on his left cheek.

Even as she planted her lips on his flesh, Nickie had the odd thought, She’s not my personal moon. It wasn’t a bad thought; it was just a thought—a sure thought.

For Nick, practice was weird that afternoon.

For one thing, Chuck had missed practice. Usually Chuck took advantage of the light Thursday practice to work out extra in the weight room. When Nick showed up, however, there was no sign of his friend.

For another thing, his uniform had shrunk. His shoulder pads didn’t fit quite right, and when he pulled his jersey over his shoulders it felt like it was a size smaller. Not knowing what else to do, he looked around the locker room to see if anyone had pulled a joke on him. No faces, however, held any sign of suppressed laughter.  

The most important weird thing that afternoon, however, took place when he trotted onto the practice field. 

A million smells assaulted him, and he stopped so fast that the player behind him ran into him.

Dazed, Nick moved to the side and stared at a new world.

The green turf seemed to reach right up and tickle the insides of his nose. He could smell the dry, white powder used to make the lines on the football field. He could even smell the stadium: old wooden benches, fresh paint on walls, even the metal of the light poles. He could even smell the fresh odor of the shrubbery on the hillside above the campus.

And his eyes perceived an infinity of detail: the whole world was breaking into sharp, colorful patterns of movement. 

His ears detecting the creak of football pads, he focused on the team as it began its stretching routine.

Through the onslaught of increased sensory perception, Nick perceived Manny’s aftershave. Old Spice. The way Mohammed was walking indicated he wasn’t wearing a cup. And the mediciney smell of old Telly revealed that the trainer was taking ulcer medicine, and...and Nick hadn’t known there was so much to life. It was a whole world opening to him, revealing itself, and his senses were a like a flower gobbling sunlight.

“We ain’t got time to smell the flowers, Stavros!” Billings yelled at him. Nick broke into a trot and took his place in the second line. A couple of teammates snickered at him, but the pleasure of life was so intrusive upon his liberated senses that he paid no attention. Marveling at the richness of his existence, it didn’t bother him when he was told to sit out the first scrimmage. It wasn’t that he wasn’t interested, it was just that everything was so damned glorious!

“Awright, awright! Let’s stop holding hands, ladies!” Coach Billings waited while the scrimmage line separated, then pointed at Nick, who had just been sitting and gazing around the field. “Stavros! You think you can catch the ball?”

Nick focused on the coach. He had the sensation that he was perceiving him close up through a long telescope. “Sure, coach.”

He must have spoken a little loudly because the whole team stared at him.

“Ooh, we’d better get ready.” Jimmy Giles, one of the defensive linemen, grinned as Nick trotted past.

Nick shoved his helmet over his ears and took his place in the backfield. He was unaware of the stares of his teammates; he was suddenly possessed of that singular purpose of football—get the ball to the goalposts!

“40X on 3,” Billings called.

Everybody squatted down and ground their cleats into the turf. Friendly eyes became grim in their cages, muscle was readied for the onslaught of play.

“Hup, hup, hup!” On the third hup the center slapped the ball into Manny’s hands.

Massive bulk jerked into motion, and thinly padded bone collided violently. Nickie broke past the line, straight armed his opponent and broke into open territory.

God! He felt good! Running like the wind, he looked over his shoulder. The ball, a hard spiral that seemed to float to Nick’s enhanced senses, sailed over the heads of the struggling footballers. Suddenly Nick realized that he had been running too fast, or the throw was short, and he stopped and dug his feet in. Turning his hips and settling his weight, he blew Jimmy Giles away like a wall stops a rock. He growled as he watched the defensive linebacker fall away from him—and the ball was in his hands.

The whistle was a sharp blast that made Nickie flinch. “Awright! Awright!” Coach Billings wedged through the players.

“Defensive line! You guys are slacking! Williams! What the hell you doin’ over there? You should be zoning the right! And....”

While Billings ranted and raved and gave out pointed instruction, Nick trotted back and tossed the ball to the center. 

“Nice catch, Nick,” said Manny.

“Throw it further next time.” Nick said, unaware of the terse attitude he was displaying.

Manny cast a sharp glance at his friend. He had been softening his throws because he wanted Nick to succeed, but if this was Nickie’s attitude, maybe he should sail a real rocket into him.

On the sidelines, Coach Tasker could be seen approaching.

“Okay, 39B on 4!” Billings shouted.

They lined up and waited for the count to give them permission to throw their bodies at one another.

For two scrimmages Nick covered his man, ran interference, and proved competent.

Tasker yelled, “Coach Billings!”

Billings looked at his boss.

“14b on 2.”

That was Nick’s play. It was a hard play, but Nick only felt exultation at being called upon.

The team took their places and Nick shifted along the back of the line as if preparing to go long. Everybody on the team knew that he wasn’t going to go long, however.

“Hup! Hup!”

Nick cut back across the backfield and took the hand off. He turned sharply and drove into the line like a fullback.

He entered the pit, where 300 pound linemen squashed anything that got in their way, and normally Nick would have been squashed.

This time, however, he wasn’t buying it. This time he perceived the bulk of bodies crashing down on him, and he shifted stance and drove newly hardened muscle forward. Sound became a din of crashing pad and savage yells, and Nickie felt his own savagery rising within. Growling, shifting, driving, he pushed through the bodies and ignored the feeble attempts to grab him. Suddenly, though the pit had seemingly collapsed upon him, though he was too light for that particular play and everybody knew it, he was emerging from the backside of the defensive line.

“Get him! Get him!”

But Nickie wasn’t going to be got. He ran right over Mohammed Jones, straight armed the determined Jimmy Giles, then he was free. There was nothing between him and the far away goal posts.

The sharp blast of the whistle again, and Nickie forestalled a desire to clamp his hands to his ears. “Awright! Awright!” Billings moved into their midst and began working his tongue.

“Christ,” said Manny, when Nick trotted back. “You want my job now or tomorrow?”

Nick merely grinned a tight grin.

On the sidelines, so did Coach Tasker.

That night, Nick found himself engaged in the unusual activity of watching TV. Usually, between football and homework, he didn’t have time for TV, but this night homework had been surprisingly easy. He was taking Calculus and Analytic Geometry and the class was turning out to be a real nut breaker. Homework usually consisted of twenty problems, which twenty problems took twenty pages—and a good couple of hours—to complete. This night, however, he had whipped out the homework like it was nothing.

But it was something. It was pages of calculations and digging through formulas and taking all manner of potentials into account. 

But when he had sat down, the homework had just seemed to evaporate. He hadn’t equivocated, he hadn’t stalled, he hadn’t done anything but the work, and he had completed his assignment in record time. 

Interestingly, he actually felt a little brighter, like he was smarter, or something. More likely, he rationalized, he was just on the upswing after being down from the cold that had almost nailed him.

“Hey, Nick! Whacha doin’?”

Chuck came in and flopped on the couch.

“Watchin’ TV.”

“What’s on?”

“I dunno.”

Chuck looked at the TV. It was off.

“Why is it off if it’s on?”

Nick looked at the TV. “Oh, I guess I got bored.”

“So you decided to do something exciting like watching a turned off appliance. Nickie! Nickie! Nickie! I think you got the brain damage!”

Nick grinned, stood up.

“You wanna go get a pizza?”

“With extra meat?” Nickie blurted.

“Lots of extra meat!” Chuck pronounced savagely.

In a trice they were up and moving lithely out of the apartment.

“Hey,” asked Nick as they walked down the front steps of the apartment building. “Why weren’t you at practice?”

“Coach wanted me to go see some doctor.”

Nick didn’t look then, so much as smell. His nostrils tested the air, and he found a strange odor emanating from his friend. It was a pleasant odor, and he suddenly found himself liking Chuck. Not love, or some touchie-feelie emotion, but just a close, brotherly affection.

He was unaware that he had the same odor emanating from his body.

Muncha Buncha Pizza is on third street near San Antonio Rd. It is a big hall with bench tables and booths, lots of video games, and ESPN on the big screen TV. It is a favorite hang out, not just for kids from the college, but for the local high schoolers.

Nick and Chuck found a booth and sat down. Comfortable without talking, they stared at the wood paneling and large pictures of important sports moments. Soon their pizzas arrived, and the demolishment began. Nick wasn’t surprised to see that he was no longer out eating his large friend. 

“You guys get us some beer?” Chuck asked a couple of businessmen at the next table. Shortly they were pouring Miller’s Draft from a sweating pitcher. Interestingly, though they felt like they were sipping, the beer disappeared rather quickly. The businessmen bought them another pitcher, then Nickie sauntered up to the barman and ordered a third pitcher. For a long moment the barman considered Nickie, who looked too young to be buying beer. There was such a friendly confidence coming from Nickie, however, that the barman found himself tilting a spigot and filling a pitcher. 

Back at the table, Nickie tilted the pitcher and drank nearly half the thing in one draught. 

“Christ, Nickie!” Chuck muttered in awe. “I know we ain’t got practice tomorrow, but—”

Nick slammed the pitcher down like it was a mere mug. Damn! He felt good! 

“Ur...urrr!” Nickie made sounds like he was going to throw up.

“Oh no,” Chuck said.

“Urrr...urrr....”

Chuck readied himself to get out of the way of the forthcoming spew.

“Urrr...UrrrOOOOO HOOOOO HOOOOO!” Nick changed the sound into a laughing howl.

Chuck, realizing that he had been taken, laughed. 

“OWOOOOOOO HOOOOOOO HOOOOOOOOO!” Nickie howled.

People at other tables turned to see who was howling like Lon Chaney with a furball.

Chuck laughed. “Okay, man, I’m the designated driver.”

No. I drink no more tonight. I full. Nick thought, sitting back expansively, staring about the pizzeria.

“Let’s play a video game.” Chuck suggested.

“Wanna dance,” stated Nick.

“Without Sally? And where’s the dance floor?”

Nick, his head tilting then straightening as he turned it, looked for a place to dance. No. There wasn’t a dance floor, but there was empty space that could be used for one.

But how could he dance without Sally? He couldn’t just go ask girls to dance, could he? Sally’s not my personal moon. How do I find my personal moon without looking? Funny, he had never worried about cheating before. But it wasn’t cheating if she wasn’t his personal moon. He smiled at the resolution of his dilemma.

“I can dance with somebody without being interested.” But could he? He already had an erection. Heck, he’d had an erection most of the day. He’d even had to forgo a shower after practice because of his damned hard on.

“Well, if you want to live dangerously.” Chuck slid out of the booth and walked over to a Mortal Kombat machine. In short order he was hitting buttons and actually growling at the stupid game.

Nick looked around the large room.

He had drunk; he had erection; he had no
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