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THE LONG RUN

 


IT'S HARD TO KEEP MY EYES ON THE TRACK
WITH SO MANY SHORT STORTED MEN RUNNING AHEAD.

It's Texas '09 and I'm running the
Death Grill Mud Warrior Run. This year the expected (and desired)
rains were a lot heavier than prior years. The mud is so thick that
my feet are sinking about 30cm down into the forest path that I am
struggling upwards to the small summit that signifies the half-way
point.

Up ahead, Jeremy, my team mate hits the
dirt for the third time so far.

"You alright?" I ask, dragging him up
from where he the ground.

"Barely. This run is nuts."

Jeremy is a good guy, but he's not
really a fitness nut and it's showing. My big body is hard from
many tough hours in the gym pumping huge weight. Jeremy is a skinny
guy (admittedly still quite attractive) and skinny doesn't cut it
out here in the unforgiving bush.

"Do your best, kid. We only have
another 10kms to go."

The younger man grins at me.

"10, eh? You sure know how to make a
guy's day, Hank."

He tears on ahead and I get back to
churning up the hill. I bet money on whether I'd be carrying him to
the finish line with our boss back at the company. At the pace that
he's setting right now, it's going to be a long carry.

Time passes as my body struggles and
strains. The run is hard and men are slipping and sliding about all
around me as they try to find traction and move just that little
bit faster. I ignore it. My way has always been slow and steady. I
know that these guys might put in better times, but I'll make it to
the finish line - there's no doubt of that for me. These guys? I
don't know. Do they have the guts to push through? It's a question
only they can answer.

I get to the top about 20 minutes
later. Jeremy is crashed out on the muddy grass and one of the race
representatives is trying to talk him out of going on. He looks
like he's about to fall apart; I'm on half a tank myself. It could
get messy from here on out.

"You ok?" I ask, sitting down next to
him and kicking off my mud covered sports shoes to change socks, so
my feet don't give out before my muscles do.

"Huh? I think so. My heart should have
stopped awhile ago, though. That hill was a monster."

I chuckle. It's a deep masculine
rumble.

"You know that there's an even bigger
one before we reach the end, right?"

"Really? I thought we had gone up as
high as we could."

I point through the bush. He probably
hasn't noticed the other peak yet.

"Damn. This is one tough
race."

I shrug my shoulders and start putting
on my shoes again. There are worse runs than this out there. I've
done a few of the more tough ones. This is not so bad.

"You going to head out?" he
asks.

"Yeah. They say it might rain again. I
don't want to get caught out here if I can avoid it."

Jeremy looks up. The sky is rumbling
around like it might burst into rain any second. It's just another
feature of the race.

"I'll tag along."

He gets up and jumps up and down a
little to settle his shoes and knock some mud off. I follow him
out, admiring his slim and sexy legs. The man really has a nice
body for a skinny guy. It's not that he's that athletic, but that
the man has been blessed with a nice muscle tone that seems fairly
even all over. I find it hard not to admire him hungrily as he
stomps off down the hill. That man is hot.

Jogging out, I keep a solid pace behind
Jeremy for an hour. We run on into the deeper forest towards the
second peak. It always seems to be drawing nearer, but the pace is
so slow that its more my mind playing tricks on me than actually
progress.

A crack of lightning above makes us
both stop.

"That was pretty big," Jeremy says in
concern.

I nod my head and wait. The first few
droplets of rain flow down through the leaves above us.

"It looks heavy," I say.

As soon as the words are out of my
mouth, the rain really hits. 'Heavy' doesn't really describe the
intensity of the force that the water above powers down at. I'm
pushed to my knees as the mud becomes suddenly much
thicker.

"We need to get out of this," I yell at
Jeremy. "It can get dangerous out here when the rain is this
heavy."

I can't tell if he heard me, but he
follows me regardless. We struggle back up the hill for about 200
meters to a small stash of equipment by the trail. Someone has
taken two of the packs that the race organizers have left in place
for situations like this - a good idea given that there is no way
we can walk out in this weather.

I take the last one and grab Jeremy by
the shoulder, pointing him in the direction of the trees. We stomp
into even worse mud until we come to a small rise that is mostly
solid. I stop and point to the ground. The rain is so hard that I
can't even open my mouth and my clothing is nearly being ripped off
my body by the force of it. Jeremy gets the idea and helps me yank
out the small tent that is packed into the top of the bag.
Thankfully, it is one of those easy setup ones.

Working around the edges to unhook the
catches on the sides, I unfold it and the tent pops into shape. The
pegs are inside and Jeremy gets in to retrieve them so I can slam
them into the ground with my bare palm before pulling a log
alongside the tent and tying the tent to it with the rope connected
to the top as a kind of anchor.

Inside, the young man has the framework
set and locked in place. I flip out a torch and set it on the
ground. Jeremy is white as a sheet when I turn it on.

"Are you ok?" I ask him in
concern.

He shakes his head.

"I'm freezing."

It occurs to me that with his size that
the rain must feel like ice. My big body can take a hell of a lot
more punishment than his smaller one. This isn't good.

"There's a sleeping bag. Hold
out."

Yanking it out, I lay it out on the
ground and let him slip in. There's some food and a gas burner
inside. I set the heat proof plate down and turn the burner to high
while I pour some soup into the small pot from the pack and
anything else I can find to give it some substance from our
supplies.

Jeremy shivers in the sleeping bag
until I can get the food ready.

"You keep your hands inside," I tell
him. "I'll feed you."

Bring the spoon to his mouth, he eats
some and turns from white to a light pink, which makes me relax a
little.

"I'm still really cold, Hank. Can you
get in with me?"

Gritting my teeth, I nod my head. It's
not that I don't want to - I get that this could be a pretty
dangerous situation Jeremy is in - but more that I'm worried about
my body's response to being near to a sexy man. Jeremy doesn't know
that I'm gay (a well kept secret) and I'd rather he didn't
know.

Pulling off my tank top, I dry off with
our only towel and slip in with him. Unfortunately for me, the
sleeping bag wasn't made for two and it nearly breaks at the seams.
There's no way that I can hide any 'problems' from him. I can't
even turn around.

"Do you feel better,
Jeremy?"

"A little. I can't believe the change
in the weather. I've never experienced anything like that
before."

"It happens. Last time I did the run,
it rained towards the end. They sort of expect it, so everything is
prepared."

"How long do you think it will last
for?"

He shuffles around a little in the sack
and I try VERY hard to concentrate on the rain hammering the tent
fabric above us.

"Hours. It usually won't last all
night. If that happens then we'll need to move to higher
ground."

He looks over his shoulder. It presses
his firm butt cheeks into my groin even further. To my great
concern the slightest amount of blood starts working its way into
my thing.

"Isn't that going to be dangerous? We
barely got this far."

"Yeah, it's not safe, but a mudslide
taking us out in the night would be worse. We would only have to go
back up the hill."

He sucks in a breath.

"That's a few kilometers, isn't
it?"

I nod and start doing math equations.
His sea blue eyes are making my blood boil. The mix of fear and his
complete lack of knowledge of my situation are turning me on like
crazy.

"I'd be pretty worried if we have to go
back up the hill," Jeremy continues. "That would be..."

He stops and I gulp.

"I should probably get out," I tell
him.

"Um... Before you do is that what I
think it is?"

"Sorry. Can't help it."

To his credit, he doesn't try to escape
out of the sleeping bag or anything.

"I didn't realize you swung that way,"
Jeremy comments, sounding quite calm considering my manhood is
pressing to his butt quite firmly.

"I do. Now, hold on a second while I
slip out. I don't want to break the bag."

Jeremy glances over his
shoulder.

"Why? I didn't say that I don't like
it."

That stops me mid-movement.

"Sorry?"

"What? Do you think you're the only one
in this tent who likes guys?"

"You are gay?" I ask in
shock.

"Yeah, of course."

"But what about your girlfriend
Sandy?"

The younger man chuckles and runs his
fingers up and down my side slowly.

"Sandy is a code name for many men.
They come and they go, you know. What about Janet?"

I actually








































































cover.jpg





