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Warren Delaney hopped on the nearly empty city bus.  He chose a deserted spot one row from the back.  He dumped his books on the seat next to him and stared out the window as the bus pulled away from his college campus.

He smiled when he remembered that it was Thursday afternoon which meant two things – the beginning of the weekend since he had no classes on Friday this semester and a foot worshipping session with his best friend Connor after Connor's soccer practice.

Warren Delaney had been in heaven servicing his "straight-ish" best friend's dirty, sweaty jock feet after every soccer game and practice.  That gave him several opportunities a week to live out his fantasies of being dominated by an alpha male foot master.

Warren loved being a sub foot-slave.  Every time he caressed Connor's soles with his fingertips, his cock pulsed.  Each time Connor stuck a toe in his mouth, he sucked on it until the precum leaked out of his dick.  Whenever Connor ordered him to stuff the dirty socks into his mouth, he all but creamed his pants instantly.

His heart sank when the bus passed the empty campus soccer field.  He'd momentarily forgotten what had happened last Thursday after a particularly intense foot-worshipping session.

Connor had finished off his buddy's cock with an intense footjob that made Warren erupt like a volcano.  The hot cum spewed all over Connor's feet.  He shoved his foot into Warren's mouth and forced Warren to lick up every last drop.

As Warren lay naked on his back on the floor, Connor continued to slap his friend's cheeks between his toes, treating his friend's face like a tennis ball being batted back and forth between rackets.

"Dude, I got some good news and some bad news for ya," Connor said.  

Warren hoped he would hear the good news first.  He didn't want anything negative to interrupt the moment of staring up at his friend's feet while he played with his own still semi-hard cock.

"Our soccer team has been selected for a special two week training camp at a university in Colorado," Warren told him.

"Colorado?  That's like two thousand miles away!"

"Yep.  That's the bad news part."

Warren instinctively grabbed ahold of his buddy's feet as if that would keep them and the rest of the hot jock from taking the long trip.

"Just think about how dirty my feet will be when I get back from two weeks of all day training sessions," Connor teased.

That sure perked Warren's cock up a bit.  Still, he couldn't get the thought of two whole footless weeks out of his mind.

He kneeled on the floor in front of the couch.  Warren took Connor's strong legs and placed them on his shoulders.  He gently massaged Connor's feet as he spoke in the meekest and mildest of voices.  "Sir, may I ask you a special favor?"

"I suppose," Connor said taking on an air of superiority in his voice as if Warren's mere presence disturbed him.

"Since you'll be gone for two whole weeks spending time with a bunch of other masculine studs like yourself and I'll be here all alone with nothing but a bunch of website photos to jack over..."

"Go on," Connor urged.

"I was thinking, that maybe I could, well, would it be alright if-"

"Get to the point, bitch," Connor ordered while delivering a smack upside Warren's head with his left foot.

"Can I play with another guy's feet?" Warren spit out so fast that the whole sentence practically sounded like one word.

"Are you fucking serious with this shit?" Connor roared.

"No, Sir.  I mean, yes, Sir,  I think so, Sir," the foot-slave stammered.

"I didn't know you had it in you."

"Sir?"

"You've sure come a long way from the birthday boy who was afraid his best friend would find out about his 'secret' foot fetish web surfing.  Now you have the nerve to ask me if you can service another man's feet when I'm not around."

Warren cast his eyes down.

"Raise your head.  Look at me," Connor commanded.

Their eyes met.  Warren melted inside.  He wanted to please the naked jock in front of him in every way possible.

Connor didn't break the stare. "Is that what you do on days I'm not around or after I leave?  Huh?  Do you fucking go down on other guy's feet?"

"No, no, Sir.  I swear."  Warren's heart raced.  Beads of sweat formed on his forehead.

Connor leaned back on the couch with his hands behind his head.  "Hmmm.  Maybe you should."

"Sir?" Warren gulped.

Connor grinned.  "Yes, now that I think about it.  That's exactly what you should do.  While I'm gone, you'll have exactly two weeks to find another jock and see if you can get him to let you service his big feet.  Then maybe you'll fucking learn how to do it right.  Let's see if some other dude can whip you into foot-worshipping shape."

Warren played that conversation over and over in his head as he stared out of the bus's dirty window.  The tires hit a pothole and the noise snapped Warren out of his memory.  The jolt knocked a couple of his books to the floor.

Warren winced at the sound of the brakes squealing.  The bus pulled over in front of a fitness center to pick up the solitary man waiting on the wooden bench under the Transit Authority sign.

The tall man balanced a duffel bag on his arm as he dropped his coins into the fare box.  They clinked their way through the mechanism.

The man made his way towards the back of the bus as it pulled away from the curb.  He held his nylon duffel bag out in front of him as he walked down the aisle, careful not to accidentally whack one of the few passengers sitting in the first couple rows.

Warren couldn't take his eyes off the muscular legs which were accented by the loosely swinging shorts.  The tight t-shirt had some sweaty spots, including the areas under the armpits.

"Hey, dude," he said with a slight lift of his square jaw in acknowledgment of Warren.  He headed directly for the space behind Warren, which was the long continuous seat that took up the entire end of the bus.

He threw his duffel bag down on one end and plopped his large-framed body down lengthwise on the seat.  He stretched and said aloud, "I thought this bus would never get here.  The hot sun has been beating down on me for, like, twenty minutes."

The stud's hair was shaved all around the sides but thick on top.  He ran his fingers through it saying, "I must look like crap."

"No, you look great!" Warren blurted out.  He had to sit on his hands to stifle the urge to use one of them to cover his mouth in surprise at his own boldness.  Of course, it was too late to push the words back in now anyway.

"Thanks," the man smiled and laughed a little.  "That's nice of you to say."

"It's true!" Warren spit out right before his face turned red with embarrassment.

"I'm Victor.  Victor Rhee," the man said as he held out his hand.

"Warren Delaney," Warren replied as he reached around the seat extending his own hand.

Warren felt his pulse racing as soon as his hand disappeared into the stud's firm grip.

"So go ahead and laugh.  Victor Rhee as in 'victory' – I've heard it a thousand times."

"I would never laugh at you," Warren said seriously as he stared into Victor's eyes.  He forgot that he was still shaking Victor's hand.

"I believe you, too.  Anyway, my friends call me Vic.  I have a feeling you could be my friend."

"My friends call me...Warren," he said slowly, realizing how silly it was to say that.  He also realized that he was late in picking up on a cue that Vic had just given him.  Wait!  Was this hot stranger really flirting with him?

"OK, Warren, it is then," Vic winked.  He reached up and put his hand against his neck.  He leaned back into it.

"Did you hurt yourself?" Warren asked.

"I always overdo it at the gym.  I push myself too hard, strain a muscle here and there.  It's all good.  Without that, I wouldn't be able to do this."  Vic held out his arm at Warren's eye level.  The  t-shirt hugged his bulging bicep like tight jeans on a bubble butt ass.

Warren was just about to comment when he noticed that Vic hadn't even flexed yet!  That big muscle was just in its natural resting state.

Vic clenched his fist and tightened his arm.  The bicep seemed like it would pop right off his body.

"Wow!  That's awesome," Warren practically drooled.

"You like it, huh?"  Victor gave his protruding muscle a slap with his other hand.  The snapping sound caused an old lady at the front of the bus to turn around.  She peered over her glasses, squinting to see what was going on.

Victor laughed.  "Guess I don't know my own strength."  He leaned back on the seat again.  "Normally I wouldn't do this on the bus, but since, it's just us two guys back here..."

Warren held his breath and stared at Victor's crotch.  Was the stud about to pull his prick out on the bus?

"There that's better," Vic said as he kicked his sneaker off.  He propped his socked foot up on the ripped seat.

Warren let out a big sigh.  He was simultaneously relieved as well as disappointed that the jock's big prick hadn't come tumbling out of his shorts.  On the other hand, the wriggling toes on the huge foot beneath the white athletic sock caused a lump in his throat.

The foot-lover swallowed audibly trying to clear it.  He clenched his hands to stop them from reaching out towards the covered foot.

"Oh, dude, I'm sorry, I completely forgot for a second that the showers at the gym were out.  That's where I was before I got on the bus, working out at the gym.  Anyway, since the showers were out, I just changed my outer clothes after my workout.  I didn't want to put my clean socks and underwear on a sweaty body so I just kept the same ones I used while exercising and lifting weights.  I wasn't even thinking.  I bet
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