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The warm afternoon breeze with hints of sweat, lavender and freshly cut grass made university student Brad Higgins just grin to himself as he watched his teammates spread out on the massive sports field. He ran a hand through his brown hair and he just watched his teammates jump, slide and leapt over each other as they played competitive Nerf.

Brad folded his arms and watched as all ten of his squad practised their running, jumping and shooting as they practised a free-for-all all type battle. There was no cover on the soft green grass and there was no one else on the massive field.

There were a lot of other university students in short-shorts, white crop-tops and bare feet sunbathing on the far edges of the field. He waved at them and one of the women waved back but the rest of the group didn’t bother.

They were probably too focused on all his teammates, and he couldn’t say he blamed them.

The hot, fit men in their tight black, red and blue sportswear was one of the reasons why he joined the Nerf team in the first place. The men were hot as hell, they were friendly and they were really cute.

Brad couldn’t blame the women in the slightest, not one bit.

One of his best friends, Aaron a short guy who was lightning fast leapt over a large bulkier player, Luke, and shot him in the back of the head. 

Not technically allowed in the official rules but it was cool to watch. He couldn’t help but smile. The team really had come a long way this year. 

Brad looked at his black sports watch that his parents had got him last week. He wasn’t exactly sure he liked it because it was a bit too tight on his wrist, but it was the thought that counted. 

He needed to go in a few minutes to try and catch the locker room thief. He was sure someone was going through his gym bag whilst the team was practising. His clothes weren’t in the right order, his gym shirts had gone missing and something was just off.

No one else on the team was impacted, only him, so he wanted to try and catch the thief today. More than anything he just wanted to know he wasn’t going mad and making everything up.

Why would someone go through his stuff, take his clothes and do other stuff to his gym bag? It made no sense.

He shook away the silly thought and watched Luke shoot Callum, an insanely tall young man who was easily 7 feet in the stomach. That was impressive too, not as impressive as Aaron but still. 

He still had no idea why different universities had come together to form a large Nerf league. When he had first come to university, Nerf was just a kid’s game that involved running after each other with plastic guns that shot foam bullets at your friends.

He played it a lot as a teen with his friends, a few boyfriends and it was how he first realised he was gay. One of his friends had tackled him to the ground and he realised just how much he enjoyed the feeling of having another guy on top of him.

Even now he could still smell his first crush’s coconut shampoo mixed with his manly musk and boyish smile. He was so cute. 

Brad shook away the memory as Luke came over with a massive frown on his face, and Brad couldn’t help smiling. His parents had never understood why he focused so much on being captain of the Nerf team instead of his computer science degree, but this was where his friends were, he loved it and Nerf was just brilliant.

“Cap, are you really going to allow this?” Luke asked folding his arms. “I know you’re going to but you can’t let standards slip,”

Brad shook his head. “Standards? Really Luke? I understand you also play in Football society and they are a lot stricter. The Nerf league is just a bit of fun and it is nowhere near as well funded as the other societies,” 

“If we keep winning, we get more money,” Luke said.

Brad couldn’t deny he had a point. At first the Nerf team only got £100 from the student union but after they started winning and Kent University got a bit more famous because of the Nerf team, they now received £500 a year from the student union. Luke wasn’t completely wrong.

Brad looked at his watch. Practise would be finishing up in thirty minutes so if he was the locker room thief, this was when he would strike. 

“I need to go,” Brad said. “Need to try and catch this thief,”

Luke laughed. “I hope there is a thief and you simply aren’t forgetting where you put your t-shirts. What if it’s a cute twink?”

Brad grinned. He certainly wouldn’t mind meeting a cute guy because of it and he might even be flattered.

He didn’t answer Luke, he simply waved goodbye and he ran towards the massive white building behind them where the locker rooms were.

And he hoped beyond hope he wasn’t going mad.

Little did he realise he was about to meet the cutest twink alive and that was hardly a bad thing.

Not bad at all. 
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The first time Morgan Fields had sneaked into the locker room, he had only done it as a dare with his best friend to steal a guy’s gym shirts. He still didn’t want to admit as much as he enjoyed the fear of being caught, the sneaking around and just being a rebel for a change instead of the perfect student he had always been.

At that first time, he hadn’t expected the locker room to be so large with two long rows of wooden benches in the middle, rows upon rows of grey lockers lining the walls and there were three showers without any doors at the end.

Morgan would have loved to join a sports team just to see the hot sporty men taking naked showers after a hard practice. Even now he couldn’t help but smile at the idea. 

It was so hot. 

The second time he had sneaked into the locker room, as much as he didn’t want to admit it even to himself, was because Brad’s gym shirt smelt amazing. It was the perfect mixture of manly musk, floral perfume and Brad was always hot. He just wanted to see if there was any evidence that Brad wasn’t completely straight.

His search had been interrupted by a cleaner.

Now this was the last time, he promised himself. He couldn’t keep sneaking into the locker room because this was getting weird, unhealthy and just flat out unhelpful. Brad was so hot though and he really wanted to know if Brad was into guys at all. 

Morgan shook the silly thought away as he went into the large locker room and thankfully there was no one inside. All the grey lockers were closed and all the Nerf team’s gym bags in their blues, blacks and reds were left on the benches.

The locker room smelt great of manly musk, sweat with a nice hint of floral perfume. That had to belong to Brad as Captain so Morgan went straight over to his gym bag near the showers. 

He shook his head as he picked up the dark blue gym bag. His stomach tightened into a painful knot and filled with butterflies at the same time, a bead of sweat rolled down his back and his breathing quickened. He knew this was wrong but he just wanted to know.

A lot of girls and guys he knew at secondary school had done this as teenagers, so it was normal. That was the hill he was going to die on if anyone ever questioned him. 

He just hoped beyond hope that was never going to happen.

The sheer silence of the locker room was a little unnerving as he unzipped the bag and the subtle hint of floral perfume filled his senses as did sweat and manly musk. Morgan hated himself as he grinned and he picked up a t-shirt of Brad.

It was warm, a little damp and he was definitely a little ripe, but it smelt really good. He couldn’t blame Brad too much for keeping a gym shirt like this in his bag because he had been so hot earlier, Brad had probably sweat through a shirt coming here and changed before practice.

Lucky him.

Morgan bit his lower lip. This was wrong on so many levels. He might have been a sheltered, semi-isolated young man who had never had a boyfriend, never asked someone out and never even told a guy that he liked him but this was wrong.

He shook his head, put the gym shirt back in the bag and turned to leave.

“So there is a thief,” Brad said.

Morgan stopped dead in his tracks, his eyes widened and all the butterflies in his stomach died to be replaced with a painful knot. He wiped his forehead and as much as he wanted to run away, he couldn’t.

Brad was stunning.

All he could do was just stare at Brad’s lean, fit body without a gram of fat on it. His narrow shoulders, slightly hairy legs and longish brown hair parted to the left were just really cute.

Brad’s warm smile made Morgan’s heart skip a beat, Morgan couldn’t help but smile as Brad took a few steps closer to him and he could see the beads of sweat running down Brad’s forehead. 

He was so cute, so stunning and his killer smile was so seductive.

“Are you going to tell me why you’re stealing my clothes?” Brad asked smiling.

Morgan opened his mouth and realised this was exactly what he had been fearing.

There was no escape, nothing that made him look good and certainly nothing he could do to save himself.

He was done for.
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Brad seriously couldn’t help but smile at the beautiful, fit and cute young man standing in front of him. He took a few steps closer and Morgan really was so cute when he was scared. 

Morgan’s sapphire, piercing eyes were staring at him like a deer in headlights, his fit, slim body looked good in his white t-shirt and his skinny legs and his wayward parts looked great in his skin-tight denim shorts. 

He hadn’t really expected it to be Morgan of all people. Everyone in their computer science cohort just knew Morgan as a kind, quiet guy that kept mostly to himself and his anime friends. No one was certain he was gay but people had guessed.

At least the rumours were confirmed now Brad didn’t mind that in the slightest.

Not one bit.

Brad looked at the rest of the red, blue and black gym bags resting on the wooden benches. He focused on his teammates’ bags. Luke’s red bag was always as neat, Aaron’s black bag was a gentle mess and Callum’s red bag was just a bombsite. Half his clothes were littering the space around it.

As always, Morgan had only touched his bag.

“I’m waiting,” Brad said smiling. “Why do you keep stealing my clothes? You know they’re unwashed right. Oh, of course, you do. That’s probably why you take them,”

Morgan looked at the ground and Brad just laughed. He didn’t want to see Morgan in pain, stressed and panicked but considering he had had to order more Nerf team shirts because of him, each costing £15. He didn’t mind Morgan suffering just a little.

“I
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