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This short story is the first in a five-part short-form erotica anthology. It will focus primarily on gay male scenarios, though will include various other elements depending on the episode, and those will always be listed on the title page of each episode. Each episode will be made available as singles upon completion, and the full set of five episodes will be available as a discounted five-part anthology upon completion of the final episode. All characters depicted are entirely fictional, and all are over the age of eighteen. All engage in entirely consensually, and none of them are related, either by blood or by marriage. That out of the way, I hope you enjoy! 

I still remember the day I realized I could throw a football better than anybody else I’d ever seen. 

Better is the right word. Farther, more accurately. The ball just moved through the air faster, in a much tighter spiral. Left my hand faster. I could be falling down backwards and throw a farther, more accurate pass than anybody else I knew. Seems like ‘better’ is a good word to cover all those things. And when I say ‘anybody else I’d ever seen,’ I mean it. Better than my friends, better than my dad, better than my older brothers, better than any high school quarterback in my town or any town within a hundred miles. 

At the time I was in fifth grade. 

I was pretty fast, too; not the fastest by any stretch, but I could place in a track meet. I wasn’t a world beater in that regard, certainly nowhere near the talent of my golden right arm, but I could make the sprinting team at a community college. 

It was the arm, though. The arm was my future. 

My family knew I was one of those mutant super-athletes when I was about ten years old. It took the rest of the world a few more years to notice. My name started showing up in those national magazines, the small print in the back at first but gradually, over the course of high school, working my way into the articles in the early pages and finally all the way up to getting pictures printed in magazines that were distributed from one shining sea to the other, both my junior and senior years. 

I don’t think I became one of this big-headed ego trip jerks over that. I was probably wrong. Tough to keep your head when literally everyone in your life is telling you how great you are from the time you’re fourteen. 

As a nineteen-year-old, college football was a foregone conclusion and a professional career three or four years down the road was already being heavily discussed. I had offers from major programs all across the country. I won’t tell you the one I picked. Not important. I was the crown jewel of a recruiting class that said we had the chance to be really good. Potentially great. I was the eleventh-highest ranked recruit in the nation coming out of high school, second-highest quarterback. 

And so, now that you have the context, this story really begins on the first day of our first training camp, the day I first laid eyes on Riley Tanner. 

My new college’s facilities were absolutely top-notch and the ‘freshmen dorms’ where we were staying while at training camp would be more accurately described as luxury hotel rooms. They had been converted from an old red-brick warehouse, but everything between those old walls was brand new with no expense spared. The coach’s assistant led me through the hallways of the large complex, pointing out the ice machine and the sauna room, finally ending at my third-floor room looking down over the practice field. I was kinda-sorta paying attention, making an effort not to make a face when he told me we’d each have a roommate. 

I unlocked the door and went inside. The first thing I saw of him was a pair of bare feet, crossed at the end of the bed nearer the door, the rest of his body obscured by the bathroom wall. 

“Knock knock,” I said, coming around the corner. 

“Hey,” Riley said, “It’s Mister Eleven. Come on in.”

When he came into view, I stopped for just an instant. I hoped he hadn’t noticed, but later I came to think that he probably did. It was that little hitch in your step when you see something just goddamned beautiful. 

And my god, this dude was goddamned beautiful. 

To be clear, to the best of my knowledge, I’d never had a gay thought in my entire life. I can remember being obsessed with girls for almost as far back as my memory went—whatever qualified as flirting on the playground, chasing them and pushing them down or whatever, I did that exclusively with “girls.” All throughout my teen years, I never, ever had trouble getting girlfriends. I liked women, quite a lot. 

But Riley Tanner... My god. 

First there was how he occupied space—there was just something absurdly, lewdly sexual about he was reclined there on the bed, ankles crossed but knees spread halfway to a lotus position, muscular arms crossed behind his head, exposing the chiseled sculpture of his eight-pack and that V of Adonis lines just above the groin that seemed to point directly... well, you know where. He was a few inches past six feet, with the lithe perfectly muscular body of a swimmer, almost cat-like in its grace, and there didn’t appear to be a single hair on his torso, not even his exposed armpits. His smooth and beautiful skin bore not quite the tan of a surfer, but close to that. His shoulder-length brown hair framed a pretty, almost feminine face, perfectly cleanshaven with high cheekbones, an angular jaw and liquid green eyes. 

To top all that off, all he was wearing was a pair of power-blue-and-yellow basketball shorts, the colors of our new university. It was plainly obvious he wasn’t wearing any kind of underwear, based on the clear outline of his fairly impressive junk. Is he semi-hard? The thought came suddenly into my mind before I knew what was happening, causing a little stir in my jeans. I shook my head slightly to try to force the thought away. What the hell was that? I’m not gay! 

Does he shave all the way down? Another thought that seemed to come from somebody else, but was snuck into my own mind. Another twinge in my jeans. I was suddenly thankful that I was wearing jeans. Good lord, what is going on with me?

I haven’t told you yet what I look like. Sorry, slipped my mind. 

Physically I was pretty close to Riley—about the same height, similarly muscular but just a little thicker-bodied. I didn’t have his exquisite tan, though I was well-built and my torso was what most women would find pleasantly hairy—not overly so but definitely not perfectly-waxed like Riley. My hair was short and blond, my beard perfectly trimmed at all times, and I spent a lot on my haircuts. Where Riley’s green eyes were big and vulnerable, almost seductive, I’d been told that my ice-blues had a dangerous, scowling cast to them even when at rest. 

I don’t mean to sound like a jerk when I say this, but I was what most women would call a nine or a ten, if you subscribe to such things. Riley was certainly a ten in my eyes, but in spite of his muscular graceful body, there was something oddly effeminate in his disposition—we were like two sides of the same coin, one aggressively masculine and the other feminine but still beautifully manly. It was hard to explain. 

“Evan Jones, meet hopefully your new number one receiver, Riley Tanner,” said the nerdy little coach’s assistant, the presence of whom I had utterly forgotten. “Riley Tanner, meet Evan Jones, hopefully your new starting quarterback.”

“Hopefully?” Riley scoffed. “Show some respect. Eleventh ranked recruit in the country you’re talking to. Speaking of, Eleven, can you name mine?”

“Nope,” I said, walking to the bed nearest the window and dropping my two bags. I was doing my absolute damndest to seem nonchalant. Fact was, I knew his ranking exactly. I’d looked up the rankings of every player in my recruiting class. Obviously, I hadn’t studied the pictures too carefully, or else I’d have discovered my man-crush months earlier. “Sorry. Don’t take it personal.”

“No offense taken,” Riley said with a grin. God, he even has a beautiful smile, said that secret little voice in my mind. “Eighty-four. You probably stopped reading after fifty.”

I thanked the coach’s assistant and he left us, and I stretched out on the other bed beside Riley’s. There was a sauna, pool, hot tub, and full gym, but we had both been travelling all day and were both on the same page of just wanting to spend the afternoon vegging out. We watched sports and got to know each other, mostly trading stories about high school and football. Even his personality was magnetic—he was quick-witted with an easy laugh and a quirky sense of humor; I felt like I’d known him for years. 

As far as I could tell his eyes remained focused on the television across from us. On the other hand, I couldn’t help but look at him every chance I got. It was just at the edge of my vision, quick enough that I thought I was being sneaky. Frankly I couldn’t help myself. Even from the side his semi-hard junk was visible, beneath that thin layer of blue-and-yellow fabric on the front of those basketball shorts. 

Afternoon turned to night and we’d done nothing but watch sports and chat. Time honestly flew past and before either of us realized it was definitely lights-out time. Morning came early for a college training camp. We took turns in the bathroom for our respective get-to-bed routines, and Riley went to sleep in the same basketball shorts he’d worn all day while I stripped down to my boxers while he was in the bathroom, and slipped under the covers, falling asleep easily after that long day. 

I woke up abruptly, disoriented, not sure if it was day or night
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