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Men in Uniform #1

Rain started falling, making Greg's life even more miserable. He had been sent to the bench to cool off. The coach had pulled him from the football game for a play or two. Greg had been running the risk of committing a foul. His mind was in chaos. Everything was pissing him off.

His college scholarship was on the line if he didn't smarten up. His grades were falling, and his playing was suffering from the amount of stress he was under. His girlfriend since middle school had finally given him the heave-ho. Greg had never been capable of living up to her expectations. When she had started talking about marriage, he had freaked out.

In response, she had walked out on him. 

He wasn't prepared for the loneliness that had ensued.

Greg scrubbed his hand across his face. He just couldn't see himself with her long-term. Sure, she had been fun in high school ... even the first couple of years of college, but he'd had no intention of settling down with her and starting a family.

There was so much he wanted to do first.

"Okay ... head on in," the coach said. "But watch yourself. Play clean."

Greg grunted, hauled his helmet onto his head, and jogged onto the field. It was the last quarter, and they were tied 37:37. The other team had possession. Greg's position was outside linebacker. He was a big guy. Six-four, two-hundred-fifty pounds. Built like a truck. Their center tossed the ball back to their quarterback, and Greg started moving, checking their tight end. When the ball was passed to his check, Greg burst forward and nailed him to the field.

He rolled off the guy and leaped to his feet. No whistle—no foul. Clean tackle. For the rest of the game, Greg behaved himself. The score ended with a win for them 45:37.

The locker room afterward was in full celebration. The volume of boisterous voices, the smell of sweat-soaked equipment—the increasing flashes of skin as everyone loaded into the showers.

Greg held back. The group showering facilities made him anxious. The sight of all those naked men churned up his insides. It was a side of himself he didn't want to admit to, his attraction to men. Especially, when it came to his teammates. That felt even more wrong.

After some time passed, he yanked off his gear and threw it into the bin to be cleaned. Grabbing a towel off the rack, he headed for the large, tiled room with a multitude of showerheads. Some of the guys were sharing, their bodies bumping against each other as they washed.

Greg sighed.

Their flesh glistening and wet, covered in suds.

He concentrated on the task at hand. He doubled up with the quarterback, Devin, and stood under the spray then stepped out and started washing his hair and skin with body wash.

"Great game," Devin said before stepping under the water to rinse his face and hair. His eyes were shut, his mouth popping open and closed as the water cascaded over his full lips.

Greg sighed. "Yeah ... sure was." He couldn't take his eyes off Devin. He looked away when his cock decided to respond to where his mind was taking him. The last thing he needed was to sport a boner in the shower. Sure, it sometimes happened to any one of them. Usually when the guys were engaged in talk about what they were going to do to their girlfriends later.

Now, he didn't have that excuse. Everyone knew he had been dumped.

"You were hitting them hard out there," Devin continued.

"Coach thinks a little too hard." Greg grinned while scrubbing under his arms. "I think he thought I was going to decapitate someone today."

"Nah ... you know to keep your hands low."

Greg glanced down at Devin's abs then back to his eyes. Keeping his hands low on Devin's body would lead to some interesting places.

Devin smirked. "Don't think I didn't just catch that."

Greg furrowed his brow. "What?"

"Nothing." Devin went back to rinsing off then wandered out of the showers. Greg was the last one in the shower room. He decided to take his time—enjoy the hot water.

He emerged from the water and wiped his hands across his face, clearing his eyes. When he opened them, Devin was standing at the opening of the showers. He was still in his towel. It was wrapped around his waist, slung low, exposing the cut of his lower abs above his groin.

"Forget something?" Greg asked.

"You could say that." Devin let his towel fall to the floor. He stood there in the nude, waiting—watching. Greg shut off the water, unsure of what Devin was suggesting.

"What are you doing?" Greg thought it best to ask.

"Everyone has gone." Devin took a step toward him. "I've been watching you—watching."

"What do you mean?"

"The way you sneak glances at the guys." Devin stepped closer. "The way you try to distract yourself from reacting to their flesh."

Greg's chest rose and fell, exhaling an exhausted breath. He was tired of hiding. His gaze wandered over Devin's body. He was lean and muscular, his semi-hard cock thick.

"And ..."

"And ..." Devin smiled. "I would like to help you with that."

Greg relaxed against the wall; his heart beating double-time. He turned the shower back on. Without the hot water, it would get cold in the shower room.

He cocked his head, indicating Devin should join him.

Devin walked into the spray with him; one hand stroked Greg's chest, headed for his throat. Devin gripped Greg's thick neck with his powerful fingers until Greg tipped his head back.

Devin's lips and tongue cruised up and down Greg's bared throat then traveled to the sensitive skin beneath his ear. Greg groaned and grabbed Devin's shoulders as Devin nibbled his earlobe, tugging and sucking on it. "You want this," Devin whispered. "You've been waiting for this."

Greg ran a hand down the center of Devin's back to his tailbone. He wasn't sure if he should dare ... but it was right there beneath his grasp. He reached further and clutched a handful of Devin's ass in his hand. Devin shifted toward him, his hard cock pressing against Greg's hip.

His own cock straining and tight, Greg jammed his against Devin's belly. 

"That's it," Devin whispered. "Go ahead ... take what you want."

Need furled in Greg's gut. His heart in his throat. He had only dreamed of something like this. A man's body beneath his touch. Exposed and wanting him. Devin kissed his neck then brushed his lips down Greg's skin to his shoulder. He set his teeth to it then kissed it.

Greg threw his head back against the tiles, clutching the hair at his temples, as Devin dropped to his knees. A man on his knees at his feet. Devin lifted Greg's hard cock and licked the underside. The water poured down on Devin, plastering his hair to his head. Greg turned off the taps. He didn't want anything taking away from the sensation of Devin's mouth on his cock.

Devin licked all sides of his cock, supporting it in one hand. He pressed it against Greg's belly and sunk lower to take Greg's balls into his mouth. He sucked each one of the sacs into the warmth, in turn, turning them over with his tongue. Sucking hard on them as he released them.

His tongue, flat and wide, Devin laid a swath of sensation up Greg's shaft. Devin pulled the skin tight to Greg's body within a closed fist, then toyed with Greg's cockhead, sucking, and dipping into the slit. Circling its thick ridge with his tongue.

Greg groaned, deep and throaty, as Devin descended onto his cock. He jammed his hands into Devin's hair and tugged him close to his groin until Devin's nose was pressed to Greg's pubes.

Devin peered up at him, the hint of a dare in his eyes.

He was on.

Greg gripped Devin's head and thrust his cock further into his mouth. In and out, smooth as silk, the warmth of Devin's tongue and throat caressing him. Devin gripped Greg's thighs and adjusted his position. Greg took it as a sign. He increased the pace and ferocity of his hips, battering the back of Devin's throat. Devin just took it—every single glorious inch of it.

Devin coughed and spat on the floor of the shower when Greg decided to give him a reprieve. He grabbed a fistful of Devin's hair and turned his face to look up at him. His lips were puffy and pink—and he was shivering. Greg placed his hand beneath Devin's chin and lifted it. Devin rose to his feet, his gaze fixed on Greg's. Those full lips needed some attention.

Greg wrapped his hand around the back of Devin's neck and hauled him close, taking his mouth. The tongue that had been riding his cock surged into Greg's mouth, seeking to be subdued. Greg could feel it in his bones. He pushed back, battling for dominance until Devin's tongue retreated, tangling with Greg's behind Devin's lips.

Devin reached down and encircled Greg's cock with his fist, pumping it. He pulled away from Greg's mouth. "I want you to fuck me with this."

Greg's heart stammered in his chest. The most he had ever wished for was a blow job from a guy. Being sucked until he came. Filling some guy's throat with his cum.

This was so much better.

He charged at Devin, shuffling him out of the shower and into the locker room. He had been told to do it by Devin ... so he was going to take what he wanted—what he craved.

Devin went to his locker and rooted around in his sports bag. He turned around with a handful of condoms and a bottle of lube. Greg launched toward him, grabbed the supplies from his hands, tossed them at the bench, and pinned Devin to the lockers.

He attacked Devin's mouth, conquering it, his clenched fist hauling on Devin's hard, thick cock. He was like a man possessed. Wanting more—and more. Not having to worry about being rough with Devin, Greg fulfilled his desire to overpower a lover.

Devin could take it.

Unlike any woman he had ever been with—Devin could take it.

Greg spun Devin around to face the bench and pushed him toward it.

"Bend
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