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LOCKER ROOM LOVE
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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 wanted to see if I had left my clothes in here,” Morgan said.

Brad laughed and folded his arms. “Forgive me but you don’t exactly seem like the sporty type. I know all the other sport captains at the uni, they often try to set me up with any gay or bi members of their teams and your name has never popped up,”

“I play on the-”

Brad waved him silent. As much as he would love to see Morgan in a tight-fitting gym shirt that left none of his body to the imagination, he wanted to see if Morgan was actually a creep, a stalker or if he had a crush on him.

He was definitely hoping for the latter.

“Fine, I wanted to see if my friend, Luke, had some notes for my assignment,” 

Brad nodded, took out his phone and showed Morgan that he was about to call Luke. Of course it wouldn’t work because Luke never took his phone out onto the field, but the fearful drop of sweat on Morgan’s forehead was worth it.

“Oh, I didn’t know you and Luke were friends. You know he invited all of them to his massive house party last weekend, what did you think of it?” Brad asked.

He was pretty sure Morgan followed all his social media profiles and Brad didn’t like to admit it but a cute guy had taken some topless photos of them both dancing in the living room of someone’s house. Yet it wasn’t Luke’s.

“I liked it and his pool’s really good,” Morgan said.

Brad laughed. “There wasn’t a house party last week, so please tell me, what are you doing in here,”

Morgan took a few steps back towards the shower, Brad went towards him and placed his hands on his hips.

“Listen, if you have a crush on me that’s okay. You’re gay, I’m gay. It’s okay for two guys to have a crush on each other,”

“I’m not gay,” Morgan said way too quickly.

Brad was about to comment when his phone buzzed and Aaron was asking him what was taking so long.

Morgan looked like he wanted the ground to swallow him up.
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Morgan flat out couldn’t believe this was happening. He didn’t want to be caught, he didn’t want the entire Nerf team to know he was gay and he had a crush on Brad. Hell, he didn’t even want Brad to know he had a crush on him.

And now Brad had to tell his teammates what was happening.

Morgan looked around the locker room was there was no way out. The only door was behind Brad and he had no doubt Brad was so much faster than him and he played Nerf so he was used to jumping, leaping and sliding over all types of surfaces.

Brad could tackle him to the ground before Morgan had even moved a muscle. He was sure of it. 

He couldn’t deny that Brad smelt great with his faint traces of floral perfume, his sweat and wonderful manly musk. He was so hot, seductive and all he wanted to do was just confess and ask him out on a date.

Brad laughed, gestured back to his phone and started typing a message.

“Please don’t tell them I’m the thief and that I’m gay,” Morgan said taking a step closer. “I don’t want to be bullied. I’ve heard a lot of sports teams and I don’t want them to pick on me,”

“Aw,” Morgan said typing a little faster. “That’s sweet, but the team isn’t like that. They know I’m gay, we aren’t like other teams that make you do weird initiations and whatnot. If they find out that you’re the thief and you’re gay, I’m the one who’s going to be picked on,”

“I don’t want that for you,” Morgan said.

He wasn’t exactly sure why he said that, but he realised it was true. He didn’t want Brad to be picked on because of his actions. From all the times he had watched Brad in class, type elegantly away on his computer and help out other classmates, he was lovely.

Kind, lovely and hot people didn’t deserve to be treated badly.

Brad came closer, so close Morgan could feel his warm body against his, and his wayward part flared to life. 

“I don’t mind, and I think you’re worth it,” Brad said running a finger through his own hair. “I know you’ve watched me in class a few times, I’ve helped you with your code once or twice even though you don’t need help and I know you’re lovely,”

Morgan held his stomach. He thought he had been so careful, so discreet and so mindful about not getting caught. 

Brad placed a firm hand on his hand and Morgan flat out loved the warm feeling of attraction, chemistry and electricity that flowed between them. 

“I don’t mind it and you are cute, fit and really nice,” Brad said.

Morgan shook his head. This couldn’t be right. He had never had a guy say nice things about him before, a guy had never expressed interest in him and definitely not someone he was already attracted to.

Maybe this was some kind of joke, maybe his sports team had put him up to this and maybe Brad wasn’t even gay.

“Do you really find me cute?” Morgan asked still not daring to look into his eyes.

Brad lifted Morgan’s chin with his finger and Morgan forced himself not to moan at how great it felt to have Brad touch him, even slightly. His hands were so smooth, gentle and kind.

“Yes, I really like you. I watch you too in class at times, and I completely understand why you looked so confused in the computer logic modules last year. I had to pay for a private tutor. That professor is awful at teaching,”

Morgan laughed. “Yeah, he wasn’t the best and somehow I still managed to pass,”

“Are you going to confess you have a crush on me too?” Brad asked as his phone buzzed again and he typed a message and clicked send. “All done and I told them I caught the thief and he was a cute twink like they guessed,”

Morgan shivered, forced himself to calm down and he looked into Brad’s stunning eyes. “Are you going to tell them it was me?”

Brad shrugged. “I could but that’s not fair. Only if you want me too, but I would like to go on a date with you after practice. You are free for dinner tonight,”

“Don’t you all normally go out for burgers after practice?” Morgan asked.

As soon as he said the words, he really wanted there to be an earthquake and the ceiling to collapse on him. He didn’t want Brad to know he cyberstalked the team on social media.

“Wow, you really are a fan of me. Yeah, but I would much rather go out with you on a date,” Brad said. “What do you think?”

Morgan still wasn’t sure. What if this was all a game? What if none of this was real? What if everything was just staged and this was some kind of sports banter that he didn’t understand?

But what if it wasn’t.

“Yes,” Morgan said grinning like a teenage boy.

Brad hugged him and Morgan’s wayward part was rock hard as the attraction, chemistry and pure electricity shot them through both. Brad was so hot and he had seriously sweated a lot during practice.

Morgan didn’t mind one bit.

Brad took him by the hand. “Can you watch practice for another 10 minutes then we’ll get changed and go out for dinner?”

Morgan opened his mouth, nothing came out and he was just too shocked for words. This was actually happening. He was actually going on a date with a beautiful, sexy guy that he had been into for months.

Morgan only nodded, Brad fist bumped the air and took him by the hand towards the door. 

Then he stopped. “Oh, and apologies but when we’re getting changed you will have to wait outside, but don’t worry. I’m sure there’ll be plenty of chances for you to see me get changed in the future,”

Morgan just grinned like a teenage boy as his new hot date took him by the hand.

He was so looking forward to the future. A future filled with romance, hot dates and great conversations. 

And it was only possible because he was the locker room thief.
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A few hours later, after the most amazing steak Brad had ever had with creamy mash potatoes, spicy peppercorn sauce and melt-in-your-mouth steak, Brad flat out couldn’t deny he had loved his first date with Morgan. Brad held Morgan’s soft, smooth hand as he took Morgan home along the little river that ran through Canterbury.

There was no one else on the little footpath, the birds were singing overhead and Brad’s stomach filled with butterflies. He hadn’t had that much fun on a date for ages. 

The sound of the birds, the distant cars and the running stream next to them made Brad smile even more. He had been smiling so much his face was actually hurting now, because this was everything he had ever wanted.

The past few hours as him and Morgan had sat in a comfortable little booth with iced Diet Cokes with some weird jazz music playing in the background and the laughter of his teammates on the other side of the restaurant had been great. He squeezed Morgan’s hands. He had never expected them to share so many interests from anime, to computing to personal projects and more.

Of course, he knew they both liked computing because of their degrees but they liked similar areas, hated other areas and really loved certain academics. The computer logic module thankfully wasn’t spoken about once. 

He took his hand away from Morgan’s and placed it firmly on Morgan’s fit waist, and he was so looking forward to exploring more with Morgan in the future. Their interests, their lives and hopefully their bodies.

Brad grinned at the very idea because whilst he always loved the person themselves instead of sex, physical attraction, kissing and sex was hardly a bad thing at times.

And he was so looking forward to the future. A future filled with laughter, fun dates and hopefully plenty of physical things too.
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LOVE OVER HELPING
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University Student Ambassador Mark Peter was so excited for today’s work and he hadn’t even dared to tell anyone why, not even his best friends in the entire world. He was going to see someone he had been wanting to meet again for ages.

He was driving down a rather narrow road  in Maidstone, England that would take him directly to the school he was working at today. He definitely would have preferred the road to be wider but there were so many little black, blue and white cars parked along it.

He wasn’t too sure on the different models but some of the cars looked really nice. He recognised a few BMWs, some Fiats and some other makes but he had never been great with cars. Mark so wasn’t going to tell his dad about this little road, because his dad would only tell him to learn more about cars.

And Mark really didn’t like his dad being right. His ego hardly needed any more inflating.

Mark wanted to go faster so he could get to the school sooner but he just couldn’t do it. If he went any faster he might hit one of the cars or something, the road was just too damn narrow.

Mark had to admit there were tons of pretty little semi-detached houses lining the road. Each of the houses were clearly new and only recently moved into. The large windows were perfectly clean, the bright white paint of the houses were fresh and didn’t have a hint of dirt on them. The houses were just great all round.

It just would have been nice if they had had some driveways so the road was a little less busy.

Mark shook the idea away and smiled to himself, because he liked driving and the road wasn’t really that bad. It meant he could continue listening to the radio show he was listening too (only because he couldn’t turn the silly radio off). It was currently playing some new hip-hop song that Mark rather liked.

His car smelt great with hints of apples, vanilla and dark chocolate because of his somewhat unhealthy breakfast pastry. But he didn’t care, the pastry had tasted amazing and it meant he didn’t have to wait in line at a university café to get a meal when he didn’t want to cook.

And it meant he could see Oliver Page even sooner.

Mark had been so damn excited when he had been sent an email from Kent University’s Outreach department about today’s activity and Oliver had been sent the email too.

He had only met Oliver a few months ago but Mark had always wanted to talk to that hot, sexy, insanely fit man again. He had only seen Oliver from a distance and he was just stunning across a room.

Oliver had the most beautiful blond hair parted to the left, the fittest body and he just seemed so perfect. Mark had wanted to talk to him badly at that particular Outreach event but he hadn’t managed too, which was a massive shame but he was so glad he was going to have a chance to talk to him now.

A whiff of dark chocolate hit Mark’s nose as he braked a little harshly to stop himself “kissing” another car’s wing mirror.

He wanted this road to get wider sooner rather than later.

Mark had to admit that this work opportunity as a student ambassador was probably the best one to meet Oliver at, because it was called Work Ready Interviews. Mark hadn’t worked one before but it was based at a local college where he would have to be a mock interviewer for the college students and give them feedback.

Mark had always liked working in colleges because they were so relaxed, the students were even easier-going than university students and everything was a lot less formal. Meaning there would hopefully be even more opportunities to talk to cute Oliver.

That was the hope at least. 

He so badly wanted Oliver to still be as beautiful as he was a few months ago and he hoped beyond hope that he was into guys and single. And Mark supposed if Oliver had a boyfriend then he could understand that and he would have to be okay with it.

But he was seriously hoping that wasn’t going to be the case.

Mark kept driving through the awful little road and hissed a little as his car got a lot closer to a white Ford Explorer SUV that seemed to pop out of nowhere than he wanted to.

After a few more moments, Mark just grinned as the road got wider and he managed to actually drive at the speed limit. He felt like he was driving at 70 miles per hour instead of 30 but it was so much better than going at 5.

Mark got even more excited as his stomach filled with butterflies because he was one step closer to the college and that meant he was one step closer to seeing and meeting Oliver Page for the first time.

Little did Mark realise just how much this was going to change his life. 
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Student Ambassador Oliver Page leant back in his grey plastic chair that all schools and colleges in England seemed absolutely obsessed with. They must have had some kind of immense bulk discount on the ugly little chairs but they were somewhat comfortable if not a little too cold for Oliver’s liking.

He had arrived a little early to the college but that was all part of the fun, especially because this was the college he had gone to when he was 16 to 18 years old. And it seemed that nothing had really changed too much.

The long corridors were still as wide, loud and filled with sweaty scents as when he had been here. The teachers were still either smiling and happy to see students or old and grumpy like they always had been. And the dirty white walls of the corridors were still covered in half-ripped posters so it was great to see that some stuff never changed.

Oliver rather liked the large classroom the school had given Outreach for the day. Oliver sat closest to the blue fire door (another bulk-discount item for sure in schools and colleges) and he could see everything in the classroom, which wasn’t a lot, but it would definitely do. 

The other ambassadors were all sat round the white table with them just waiting on one more to turn up. Oliver liked how they all looked like Smurfs in their blue Outreach t-shirts, and he couldn’t deny some of the guys looked hot as hell. 

That was definitely a great benefit of the Outreach t-shirts. They certainly highlighted how fit a guy was and he might not have known or worked with any of these ambassadors before but Oliver had to admit they were hot.

There was one guy on the other side of the room with short brown hair, a fit body and a rather nice ass talking to some girl that really caught Oliver’s eye. He seemed confident, passionate and his smile wasn’t too bad. 

Then he kissed the girl he was talking to and Oliver just smiled for a moment. He was definitely going to talk to the guy later like he did with everyone, because Outreach work was a great way to meet people but at least nothing gay could happen sadly. 

Oliver really wanted a boyfriend.

The Outreach staff member, Gill, in her long black dress, beautiful purple scarf and bright pink shoes had moved all the white tables into little groups of two, so a student could come into the classroom for their interview. They would be on one side of the table and then an ambassador would be on the other side looking down at them.

That part wasn’t in the official briefing but Oliver wanted to pretend to look down at some students, to give them a taste of real-life interviews.

It was actually part the reason why he had signed up to this event. A lot of his friends had said they learnt a lot about interviews by seeing other people do it, and Oliver badly needed the interview help. He just got so nervous, so anxious and he had even vomited in interviews before.

Oliver was hardly surprised Outreach work was the only paid work he could get. 

“Morning everyone,” a little old lady said as she came in with a trolley of tea, coffee and orange juice for all of them.

Oliver was half-tempted to stand up but then all the other ambassadors got up first and swarmed the little old lady. Oliver laughed as the lady tried to dive out the way but clearly she had never met university students before. 

If the others were like him then his entire diet was made up of sugar, coffee and whatever fast food he could find. Thankfully he went to the gym every day and Oliver really liked the gym. 

Oliver mainly liked the gym for the cardio, hot guys and the intense aroma of sweat and manly musk but he just liked the exercise really. It was a great way to escape the university grind and just relax.

Oliver moved nervously in his seat at the idea of hot guys at the gym. He normally loved it but considering he had only just split up with his boyfriend, a massive gym bro, a few weeks before. Oliver wasn’t sure he wanted to find someone at the gym again so soon. It was why he went as soon as he woke up and just before he went to bed. They were always the quietest hours and most of the gym bro sort of guys were never there.

Including his ex. 

“Here’s our last one,” Gill said.

Oliver stood up as the swarm of other university students stepped away from the coffee trolley to let the fire door open again and a new ambassador stepped into the classroom.

Wow.

Oliver couldn’t help but grin to himself as he looked at the fit, sexy, striking man that had just came in. Oliver had no idea what he liked more about him. His tight blue ambassador t-shirt certainly highlighted how lean and extremely fit he was.

Oliver really liked the man’s strong jawline and short brown hair that had been styled enough to be parted to the right so he looked even cuter. And Oliver just liked the man’s smile as they both looked at each other.

The cutie seemed a little nervous and Oliver was surprised how cute he found that. He knew Gill was going to give them a briefing in a few minutes and he really didn’t want this cute man to sit somewhere else.

“Did you want to sit down?” Oliver asked just hoping beyond hope the answer would be yes.

Yes to sitting down and a yes to all the other questions Oliver so badly wanted to ask him.
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Mark was so damn excited as he went over to the small plastic chair next to beautiful, sexy Oliver. He was so glad that Oliver was still as hot, confident and just as beautiful as he had been all those months ago when he had first seen him.

Mark seriously liked Oliver’s fit, lean body without a gram of fat on it. His longish blond hair parted to the left was so striking and stunning that Mark just wanted to run his fingers through it and Oliver’s soft, large lips were beyond perfect.

Mark really wanted to kiss him, badly.

He had never really been to this particular college before but it seemed nice enough even if it was a little rough around the edges. But that was why he really enjoyed Outreach work, because Kent University only worked with schools that had a below-average number of pupils that went onto university.

This might have been a so-called rough college as his parents would have put it, but Mark wanted to help these students realise that university, higher education and whatever else they wanted to do with their lives was a good choice. And a choice they had regardless of their background.

Even the classroom wasn’t that bad considering the state of some of the posters in the corridor. The classroom was large, clean and he liked the layout with the rows upon rows of tables so a student and an ambassador could sit on opposite sides of it.

Mark was looking forward to today, it was going to be fun.

He took a seat next to Oliver and really liked the strong hints of coffee, cedarwood and some other spice he couldn’t name from Oliver’s aftershave. He smelt amazing and was so beautiful that Mark didn’t really care how strong the aftershave was.

Mark wasn’t a massive fan of how cold the chair was but as long as he was next to Oliver he really didn’t care too much.

“Everyone,” Gill said as she clicked her fingers and the other ambassadors sat down round the table with their cups of coffee and some weird people only had tea. 

Mark was so having coffee in a moment. He needed it after driving through that awful road.

“Today we’re doing Work-Ready Interviews so like I said on the email, you get given these sheets, you interview the student and at the end you give them feedback using the feedback form,”

“Seems simple enough,” Oliver said clearly mocking Gill. 

Mark smiled. “These briefings are always pointless,”

“No,” Oliver said, “they mean we get paid an extra 15 minutes. I’m not the sort of guy to knock that, but I knock other things,”

Mark just grinned and he felt his face got bright red as he seriously hoped that meant Oliver was open to “knocking” up guys. 

“Any questions?” Gill asked.

“No thanks,” Mark said and everyone else just shook their heads.

A moment later, Mark took a few feedback forms and a sheet of questions from Gill as she passed them around. This definitely wasn’t going to be hard work but it should be useful to the students coming along today, and that was all that he really cared about.

“Tables everyone,” Gill said.

Mark got up a little before Oliver could so he could subtly look at Oliver’s ass as he got up, it was so worth the effort of getting up sooner, and him and Mark went over to a row of tables before realising there was only one table left for both of them.

Mark saw Gill was over by the coffee trolley pouring herself a lukewarm cup of coffee judging by the lack of steam. 

“Gill,” Mark said, “you okay if me and Oliver pair up?”

Gill looked at the rows. “Yeah sure. Some people say pairing’s more fun anyway,”

Mark smiled. That was great news and it meant he was going to be able to spend even more time with hot, sexy Oliver and hopefully have a chance at forming a real relationship with him. Something that might turn into friendship and then maybe something more.

He was seriously hoping it would turn into more.

Mark and Oliver sat down and he watched Oliver write their names on the top of the feedback forms. Oliver definitely had awful handwriting but so did he so he couldn’t complain too much.

“It’s been ages since I’ve written anything,” Oliver said smiling. “Why can’t they just give us laptops?”

Mark laughed. “I know right,”

Mark was about to keep talking to sexy Oliver but the fire door to the classroom opened and a long line of college students in all their different clothes, heights and ages poured in and Mark realised talking to Oliver was going to have to wait.

He had a job to do and as the first person sat down he had a feeling this was going to be really really fun.
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Oliver couldn’t believe how great he was at interviews compared to the guy they had just done a mock one for. He knew he should have read the Briefing email closer but no one read those emails, but these were all engineering students.

He had only found out by reading the top of the feedback form, because he never would have worked that out from the student they just interviewed. He didn’t seem to understand some engineering questions, he didn’t know how to communicate his skills and what he could bring to a company and it was just dire.

Oliver was really pleased he could at least answer those questions in an interview.

“Good thank you for coming,” Mark said shaking the guy’s hand and then Oliver did the same.

He was surprised he was jealous of the student of getting the chance to touch Mark in a small way. Oliver wanted to shake his hand, get to know him and just enjoy this work opportunity a little more.

“How long til the next one?” Mark asked.

Oliver looked around the large classroom and saw that the crowd of college students in jeans, dresses and business suits had died down a little, and a lot of the other ambassadors were finishing up their mock interviews too. Chances where Gill would fill up those tables first and do them later.

Oliver was perfectly fine with that, because it meant he got to spend some time with cute Mark.

“You been doing Ambassador work for long?” Oliver asked knowing it was the easiest question to break the ice.

“Since I started my Physics course, so about two years. I’m in my third year now and I like it. It’s good pay, you meet good students and it’s always a laugh,” Mark said.

Oliver nodded. “True. I still find it a shock when we actually have to do something,”

“Yeah tell me about it. Like even today, we’re getting paid for sitting, talking to each other and having to talk to students for twenty minutes at a time. That isn’t work, and it’s nice. Especially when you’re in good company,”

Oliver smiled. He really liked Mark, he was relaxed, sweet and he just knew he was going to enjoy the next few hours for sure.

“You aren’t so bad yourself I suppose,” Oliver said grinning. “What’s your favourite Outreach work?”

“Mythbusters for sure,” Mark said grinning. “I flat out love going into schools, talking about queer myths and misconceptions and just telling students about life, university and being queer,”

Oliver didn’t even care that his face was hurting from smiling so much. That was the best, most amazing news he had heard all day because the Mythbusters programme was only for queer students and that meant Mark was queer too.

That was perfect.

Oliver’s stomach tightened into a painful knot as the image of his ex-boyfriend flashed across his mind. He wasn’t ready to date yet, he wasn’t ready to move on and possibly get hurt again.

He just couldn’t date someone that was somewhat similar to his ex, Toby. Toby had been an ambassador, loved the gym and loved the Mythbuster programme. He wasn’t sure if Mark liked the gym but he was close enough.

Oliver just shook the silly thought away because Mark was nice and sweet and he shouldn’t have allowed thoughts about Toby to disrupt the moment.

“You okay?” Mark asked going to put an arm on Oliver’s shoulder but he stopped himself.

Oliver really wished Mark had put a hand on his shoulder.

He noticed Gill next to the coffee trolley was starting to talk and direct more students towards different ambassadors. Oliver wasn’t sure how much more free time him and Mark would have to talk unfortunately. 

“It’s okay. I was just thinking about my ex-boyfriend. He also loved the Mythbusters programme too. Do you know Toby? Toby Longsworth,”

“Oh,” Mark said, “I’ve met Toby a few times and... I’m sorry why would a guy like you date a guy like him,”

Oliver wasn’t exactly sure how to take the question but it was actually a rather good one. Toby wasn’t that confident, he certainly wasn’t sweet but he was kind. Oliver frowned as he realised they really didn’t have that much in common after all, and it was strange that it sounded like Mark wanted to say more.

A lot more.

“Here you go,” Gill said coming over to them both with a young 17-year-old girl wearing a very formal black and white dress that made her look like a zebra.

Oliver smiled because he was just hoping beyond hope she was going to be better than the last and he could get back to talking to Mark as soon as possible.
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About half an hour later, Mark shook the young woman’s hand firmly and he couldn’t have been happier for her. She had been a little nervous at first but now she was calm, confident and she had given an amazing interview. Hell, Mark really wanted to employ her because she was a hell of a worker and she would be brilliant.

As Mark stood up and stretched a little, he realised it was great moments like that that made him want to do Outreach Work, talk to students and continue to help students realise all the different options they had at their fingertips if someone told them it was all possible. 

Mark really wanted that young woman to go far in life.

“You want a coffee?” Mark asked.

“Yeah sure,” Oliver said, “I’ll come too,”

Mark wasn’t really sure both of them needed to go to the little coffee trolley that was barely ten metres from them, but it meant he would be close to stunning Oliver for a little longer. 

And that was hardly a problem.

The two of them glided past the other ambassadors at their tables doing their interviews. Mark smiled at some of the Ambassadors he had seen at other Work Opportunities before and they smiled back.

He really wanted to catch up with them later on.

Especially Jake who was tucked away in a corner with a very grumpy-looking student in a black business student, and as much as Jake was smiling and talking, Mark could just tell this wasn’t his idea of fun.

He was far tempted to go and save him but Mark just wanted to talk to Oliver a little more about his ex-boyfriend.

“Here you go,” Oliver said passing him a small coffee cup.

Mark took it and made sure their fingers grazed a little. Mark was expecting Oliver to move his fingers away but he didn’t and Oliver even rubbed their fingers together a bit.

Mark flat out loved the wonderful warmth and smoothness that flowed between them so much so Mark’s wayward parts pressed against his jeans. Oliver was brilliant.

Oliver poured himself a mug of coffee but nothing was coming out so he shook the decanter and it was basically full. 

“So we were talking about Toby before,” Oliver said messing about with the lid of the decanter, “you can say whatever. It hurts but I wouldn’t mind bitching about him,”

Mark wasn’t sure if talking to Oliver about an ex was a good idea, but he seemed okay about it. 

“He just seems a little odd at times, and he makes rather sexist and dodgy comments and tries to pass them off as jokes. He makes me uncomfortable to be honest and I don’t really know anyone who truly likes him,”

“Yeah... I definitely didn’t like that about him and you’re right,” Oliver said knowing his own friends had been uncomfortable about Toby and avoided hanging out with them both. “When he made those comments I would just tune it all out because it wasn’t right and it was disgusting,”

After a few more moments of watching Oliver mess around with the decanter, Mark gently took it from him and twisted the lid a little more and the coffee came out.

“Thanks,” Oliver said a little embarrassed.

“Why did you break up? Of course, if you don’t mind me asking,” Mark said,

“We broke up a few weeks ago,” Oliver said liking how caring Mark was, “because he didn’t like me anymore and he thought he could do better,”

“Rubbish,” Mark said. “Um sorry, I mean-”

“It’s okay,” Oliver said taking Mark’s coffee mug and filling it up for him.

Mark really liked seeing Oliver’s beautiful smile that reached his soft, green eyes. Then Mark really focused on Oliver’s beautiful, handsome face for the first time and he realised he really was beautiful. His soft green eyes were perfectly accented by his milky white skin, his blond hair and his beautiful smile.

Oliver was perfect.

“Toby’s an idiot and just an awful person,” Mark said. “He never should have made those jokes and he’s just weird,”

Oliver stood perfectly straight and frowned a little. “But does it make me a bad person that I wanted to date him?” 

Mark was about to protest but Gill came over with a 16-year-old boy in black jeans, a white untucked shirt and a massive frown on his face. This was going to be the interview from hell.

Especially if Oliver believed Mark was calling him a bad person for liking Toby as much as he once did.
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Oliver was rather glad Mark had taken control of that particular interview because the kid really wasn’t interested, he didn’t have the work experience or any skills he could apply to the job role and Oliver just couldn’t understand why he was even here.

He shook the kid’s hand firmly and was glad when he left. He was a little annoyed at Mark for implying he was a bad person for wanting to date Toby in the first place, but he supposed he had just taken it the wrong way.

“Afternoon everyone. I hope you’re hungry,” the little old lady said as she brought in a large silver trolley with sandwiches, little pork pies and other sweet things that Oliver couldn’t quite see from where he was sitting.

Oliver got up and weakly smiled at Mark as they all went over to the group of tables they had been sitting at earlier. It was a college so Oliver didn’t bother sitting down on the awfully cold plastic chairs, he sat on the table and was really glad when Mark sat next to him.

The swarm of other ambassadors swarmed over to the trolley to grab their own paper plates, sandwiches and whatever other goodies the college had been kind enough to give them as a thank you.

“I hope there’s something left for you,” Mark said smiling.

Oliver nodded. “I doubt it,” 

They both laughed and Oliver just looked at Mark and smiled. 

The sweet aromas of vanilla, puff pastries and chocolate chip cookies filled the classroom as Oliver noticed someone take off some cling film off a foil tray. 

It might have been a good few years since he had come here, but Oliver couldn’t deny his college wasn’t bad at cooking. It had a hell of a lot of problems but cooking thankfully wasn’t one of them.

“I don’t think you’re a bad person, you know,” Mark said. 

Oliver smiled. He really had been too quick to judge that comment, and Mark was right about everything really. Toby wasn’t the best guy and there were times when he didn’t even treat Oliver very well. His parents, his family and a few random people in Toby’s lectures had said the same.

He had ignored it all in the name of love.

“No, honestly it’s okay,” Oliver said. “I think, I just think I’ve been hurting at times because the breakup and you made me realise why I’ve been hurting so much,”

Oliver liked how Mark subtly moved a little closer he really liked the subtle scent of Mark’s flowery aftershave that mixed perfectly with the hints of chocolate in the air. 

Oliver was never going to get tired of Mark’s smell.

“Why?” Mark asked.

Oliver took a deep breath. “Because he was a dick to me and other people. I feel bad okay, I feel bad that I was so blinded by having a boyfriend I didn’t challenge him when he was sexist and everything else he did,”

“Okay,” Mark said nodding. “It doesn’t make you a bad person, it means you were in love and that’s all in the past. It’s what you do going forward that matters,”

Oliver cocked his head and was glad the swarm of other ambassadors were starting to move away from the trolley. He wanted his lunch.

“What do you mean?” Oliver asked.

Mark gestured to the classroom. “As Student Ambassadors, we see hundreds of students each year because being general here and saying stuff I shouldn’t say, because of their backgrounds each of these students have been told they shouldn’t go to university,”

Oliver nodded. He had definitely been told that by his teachers, his parents and wider family.

“And,” Mark said, “each of these students believed it and they never thought university was an option. Until we come in, we talk to them and show them if they want to go to university then it’s an option. And all that negativity and doubt can remain in the past because these students have the power to do whatever they want in the future,”

Oliver nodded. He understood the point. It was a weird way to put it but Oliver really appreciated it how Mark was saying it didn’t matter what Oliver did or didn’t do in the past about challenging Toby, it was what he wanted to do now and in the future.

“I’ll challenge sexism more in the future I promise,” Oliver said.

“Good,” Mark said getting up, “because I want some lunch,”

Oliver was about to get up to but he didn’t. Instead he just watched hot, sexy, beautiful Mark artfully glide towards the trolley. Then he picked up a paper plate and started talking, laughing and smiling with the other ambassadors.

And Oliver realised that Mark really was special and beautiful. He could talk to anyone, he was confident and there was just something so sweet and cute about him that Oliver really, really wanted to explore a relationship after today.

They still had another three hours left of the interviews to do, and Oliver fully intended to use those three hours as much as he could.

And then he was going to ask out Mark on a real date and he so badly wanted him to say yes. 

Thankfully, Oliver seriously doubted Mark would say no and he sort of had
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