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Campus Cravings

 

SACKING THE QUARTERBACK

 

 

Carol Lynne


 

Book three in the Campus Cravings series

Julian Malono loves his job as conditioning coach for the university football team. When he meets incoming freshman quarterback Koby McIntire, he's instantly attracted and offers to help with Koby's conditioning regime.

Koby is thrilled when his all-time favourite player agrees to help him. Not only can they work on Koby's upper body strength, but maybe on the growing attraction between them.

 

 


Dedication

 

 

To Drew Hunt for your continued wisdom and support.

 


Chapter One

 

 

 

“Hey,” Koby said as his mom answered the phone.

“How’re you doing up there by yourself?”

“Good. Coach invited me to his house yesterday for a barbecue and I got to meet Julian Malono. Oh, Mom, he was so cool. He’s the new conditioning trainer at the university and he told me he’d work with me to bulk up. He even thinks by next year, I’ll have a chance at starting quarterback. How cool is that!” Koby was practically vibrating in his enthusiasm.

“It’s nice that this Julian boy thinks you have that kind of talent,” his mom said dryly.

“I do have that kind of talent.” His mom had always downplayed his ability. “I’ll talk to you later.”

“Now, don’t pout, it’s just that Gerald could really use you here at the ranch. Why you think you need to play sports all the time is beyond me. You know you’ll never be good enough to go pro, so I just don’t see the point in wasting your life playing a game.”

“Of course you don’t understand, you never did.” Koby took a deep breath and ran his fingers through his shoulder-length blond hair. “Look, I really gotta go. You can try and call next week, if you want.”

“I love you.”

“Yeah, sure. Talk to you later.” Koby hung up and set the phone back on his desk. He looked around at the overly crowded room. He felt claustrophobic already, what would it be like with a roommate?

Deciding he needed some exercise to help his mood, Koby picked up an elastic band and put his hair into a short ponytail. Grabbing his keys off the desk and slipping them into his pocket, he picked up his gym bag then left the tiny room.

Jogging down the steps, he thought about the conversation with his mom. God, what would it be like if he had supportive parents? His mom was too wrapped up in his stepfather, and his real dad was too busy with his career and a long line of airheaded-bimbo girlfriends.

No, Koby thought, none of his relations cared about his football career. The fans in the stadium had been the only ones to cheer for him, never a family member among them. That’s who Koby played football for, the fans, complete strangers who thought he was more special than his own parents. This year he’d be playing for North-Central University, but the school didn’t matter as much as the fans. Here, the fans were football fanatics and Koby couldn’t wait to hear them screaming his name.

Walking into the empty locker room, Koby changed his clothes then went out onto the track that circled the practice field. Stretching, he thought of what Julian had told him the previous day. He knew he was good enough to take the top spot away from the present quarterback, Vic, but Julian had been right, he needed to get in better shape.

As he started running around the track, he decided he’d spend every available second getting into condition. He’d show his folks that he was good enough, even if it killed him.

After his muscles began to loosen, he picked up the pace, going into the quiet place in his head. He’d used this technique often, when life at home got to be too much. When he was in his zone, nothing could touch him. He first learned how to do it when he was only fourteen. Right after he’d heard his mom on the phone with his dad discussing custody. Unlike most kids, neither of his parents wanted him. They actually had a custody battle over who would be saddled with a fourteen-year-old boy.

The judge had finally decided that the record business wouldn’t be conducive to raising a child, so he’d been ordered to live with his mom. Two months later, his mom married Gerald, with whom she’d been having a long-term affair. Gerald hated Koby, and made no secret of it. To Gerald, if you weren’t working breaking a sweat, you were doing the devils business. Koby never understood how his mom could live with a man who worked from sun up to sundown, six days a week. Sunday, Gerald believed, was a day of rest and of paying one’s respects to the Lord. Gerald and his mom spent half of every Sunday in church, and the other half visiting neighbors.

After coming out to them, Koby had no longer been welcomed in Gerald’s church. He hadn’t really been welcome in Gerald’s house either, but until he turned eighteen, Gerald didn’t have much choice. So, in the meantime, Gerald made sure he gave Koby every shitty job on the ranch to do on Sundays.

Running as fast as he could, Koby started to feel the burn, but he wasn’t ready to stop. He was so far in the zone, he almost ran over the hulking shape in front of him. Strong hands reached out to brace him as he skidded to a stop. He stared at Julian, trying to bring himself back to the present.

“Koby? You okay, man?” Julian said, still holding onto his arms.

He shook his head, trying to break his trance-like state. 

“Koby?” Julian said again.

Blinking several times, he finally nodded. “Yeah, yeah, I’m okay, just you know…in the zone.”

Julian seemed to examine him closely. “You’re not on something, are you?”

“No, God no. It’s just something I do when life gets too much, ya know?” He motioned toward the track. “I run, empty my mind of everything but me and the ground under my feet.” He shrugged his shoulders as Julian dropped his hands. “It’s how I cope.”

Julian nodded.

“So, did you want something?” Koby started walking to cool down his muscles so they wouldn’t cramp.

Julian turned and walked beside him. “Not really. I saw your bag in the locker room and thought maybe you’d feel like working out, but from the way you were burning up the track a minute ago, I’d say, you’ve had your workout.”

“No, I’d like to work out. I was just thinking that I’m going to spend every spare moment getting into better condition.” He pulled the elastic band out of his hair and ran his hands through it. The slight breeze in the air felt nice against his heated skin.

Chuckling, Julian patted him on the back. “Well from what I saw, your running speed is just fine, but maybe we could start working on your upper body strength. That’s if you really think you’re up to it today?”

“Oh, I’m fine. I do this almost every day.” He grinned at Julian. “It’s a cheap version of therapy. I would like to rest a few and grab a bottle of water first though.” After circling the track, they headed back toward the locker room.

Julian opened the door and checked his watch. “What about a light lunch before we get started?”

“Sounds good, let me take a quick shower to wash the stink off and then I’ll be ready.” He grabbed a towel from the shelf, and started undressing.

Julian pointed toward the door. “I’m going to turn off the lights in the weight room. I’ll be back in a few.”

“Okay,” Koby said as he pulled his T-shirt off. He watched Julian leave and breathed a sigh of relief. Any longer in the presence of that Grade A beef and he would have embarrassed himself. Deciding not to take any chances, Koby quickly stripped and headed for the shower.

 

* * * *

 

Julian turned off the lights, talking to himself the entire time. “Get a grip on yourself, man. You’re almost twenty-four years old. Stop thinking about someone just this side of jailbait.”

He picked up a few dirty towels someone had left on the floor and carried them to the locker room. Putting them into the laundry bin, he sat on a bench and rested his forearms on his thighs. He didn’t know if it was wise to work with Koby, given the way his cock took notice of the kid, but for the first time, he actually wanted to get to know someone. The fact that the someone he wanted to spend time with was presently naked in the shower tortured him even more.

Other than his once a month trips into the city, he never thought about sex. In the backroom of his favorite bar, he fucked anything with a hole. No emotion, no commitment, just fucking. He was in charge, the master of his own fate. Julian’s head popped up when he heard bare feet slapping on the concrete. Oh shit, this was going to be a problem.

Koby smiled at him as he picked up his duffle and pulled out clean clothes. Clad only in a small towel wrapped around his waist, there was too much skin showing for Julian’s comfort. Damn, that man had a killer body. “Nice tan,” he mumbled, trying to find something to say after he was caught staring.

Looking down at his nearly naked torso, Koby shrugged. “A natural by-product of spending all day, every day, surfing. Nothing else to do at my dad’s.” Looking straight at him, Koby dropped his towel and went to put his underwear on.

Julian didn’t quite get his head turned fast enough to miss Koby’s package. Oh, holy fuck, the man had a nice size cock. That image had already burned itself into his brain. At least he’d have something to beat off to now. He felt his dick trying like hell to break through the restraints of his jeans. Thank goodness he wasn’t wearing his customary workout clothes. No way would Koby be able to miss a hard-on in his jersey shorts.

Looking at the floor, he was surprised when a tanned pair of legs entered his field of vision. “You ready?” Koby said, towering over him.

Lifting his head to look at the whitest smile he’d ever seen, he nodded. “Let’s go.” They walked out of the building, and Julian pointed to his red pickup. “I’ll drive.”

“That’s good, because I don’t have a car,” Koby said climbing in.

“Oh that sucks, man.” Julian said fastening his seat belt. He motioned toward Koby’s unfastened belt. “Buckle up.”

“Oh, okay, sorry. I’m not used to wearing one. When you live out in the middle of nowhere there’s not much use for it.” Koby pulled his safety belt around and snapped it.

“Well, surely you’ve heard the story of Nick Anderson and Max Henley since you’ve been here, haven’t you?” Julian started the truck and pulled out of the parking lot. “Then, just a couple of months ago, poor Max had to go through almost the same thing when he witnessed his partner Alec’s wreck.” Shaking his head, Julian glanced back at Koby. “I learned my lesson. No more starting the truck without being buckled up. So you’d better get used to it.”

Koby smiled at him. “Does that mean I’ll be riding in your truck again after today?”

“Well, it does if you’re still planning on spending all your free time training with me. A man’s gotta eat sometime.” He smiled and winked at Koby. Shit, what had he just done? Flirting? Julian had never flirted in his life. What the hell was happening to him? It was like he was a different person around Koby.

“You feel like a steak and salad?” he asked as he glanced again at his passenger.

Koby ran his hands up and down his body. “No, I don’t think I feel like a steak or salad.”

“Smart ass,” he chuckled. “I know of a pretty good place. The steaks aren’t so big that they weigh you down for the rest of the day, and the protein would be good for you.”

That got another chuckle out of Koby. He reached across and gave him a playful punch in the arm. Then he laughed along. He suddenly realized he’d laughed more in the past two days, since meeting Koby, than he had in the last ten years. What the hell was going on?


Chapter Two

 

 

 

By the time he returned to his dorm that evening, Koby was worn out. He barely managed to undress before slipping into bed. The next day was the first official pre-season practice, and he knew he’d have to be at his best. He’d heard a lot about Vic Winters, but he’d yet to meet him. Most people detested the pompous first-string quarterback who’d taken Nick Anderson’s spot after his death.

As he slept, dreams of Julian brought him awake more than once. Finally, at four-thirty, he decided to give up and go for an early-morning run before practice. He was a little disturbed by the way Julian had pulled away the longer they’d worked-out the previous day.

After slipping on a pair of sweats over his running shorts, Koby picked up his bag and left the room. Walking across campus, he thought about his dreams from the previous night. He knew he’d sensed a mutual attraction between Julian and himself, so what had he done to make the older man pull away? Going back through the afternoon, he couldn’t think of a thing. It had started when Julian was spotting him on the free-weights. Maybe he’d become uncomfortable by the erection evident in his sweats. Although, why would it make him uncomfortable? They’d been getting along great before then. He still remembered the will-power it had taken not to brush his hand across the prominent bulge. From the look of it, Julian had a cock to rival his own.

Relieved the door to the athletic facility was unlocked, Koby walked down the hall to the locker room. He spotted Julian already working out on the band machine. “Hey,” he called as he continued walking. If Julian thought he was getting too close, too fast, he’d just cool it for a while.

“You’re here early,” Julian said as he continued his workout.

“Couldn’t sleep, so I thought I’d go for a run before practice. Are you always here this early?”

“Not quite this early. I couldn’t sleep either,” Julian said with a funny look on his face.

Deciding it would be better just to get the hell out of there, Koby nodded. “Well I’ll see you at practice, I guess.”

“Koby!” Julian yelled after him.

He stopped and looked back over his shoulder. “Thought I’d give you a heads up, Vic’s on the track. He always runs this time of day.”

“Well I guess our first meeting will be when I pass him then.” He smiled at Julian.

“Just watch yourself,” he called as he went back to his workout.

“Will do,” Koby said as he opened the locker room door.

He quickly stripped out of his sweats and stowed his bag in the locker Coach had already assigned him. Walking out to the edge of the track he started stretching. He watched as Vic jogged around the far side of the track. He smiled to himself and shook his head. He should have guessed, Vic was the type of guy he hated. He could tell just by looking at him. Vic had short brown hair with longer, artificially highlighted strands on top. He looked to be a couple of inches taller than his own five foot ten frame, but that didn’t bother Koby a bit. He could take whatever bullshit Vic could dish out. He’d been eating bullshit for breakfast for years, so why should college life be any different. He knew he’d never be able to get into his zone with someone else running, but he’d at least be able to burn some energy.

Deciding he was stretched enough, Koby started out running at a decent pace. He noticed Vic looking over at him, but decided to ignore him as much as possible. He wasn’t afraid of him, but he didn’t see a need to confront him until it was absolutely necessary.

Clearing his mind, his speed picked up measurably. A shout to his right got his attention and he looked over, surprised to see Vic running beside him.

“Who the hell are you?” Vic said.

“Koby McIntire,” he said slowing his pace a little. “Incoming freshman quarterback.”

“Well I don’t give a fuck who you are, this is my time on the track, so get the hell off.”

“I’ll try to remember that, but for now, I’ll just finish my run and then hit the shower,” Koby said, picking up speed and shooting past Vic. He smiled to himself as Vic grunted and tried to keep up with him. One thing he was sure of, his speed far surpassed Vic’s, and once he built up his upper body and worked on his throwing arm, he’d take Vic on.

Two more laps around the track, and he decided he’d warmed up enough. After one more lap to cool down, he headed toward the showers. He undressed and grabbed a towel off the shelf. Turning the water on, he decided he liked the challenge that he’d set for himself. That reminded him, he’d need to talk to Julian as soon as he got dressed.

Turning off the water, he swiped himself dry, and wrapped the towel around his waist. As he walked toward his locker, he heard the outside door open and close. Great, he hadn’t gotten out fast enough.

“Hey, asswipe, maybe you don’t know who I am, but around here, I’m top dog.” Vic pointed his finger at Koby’s nude chest. “When I say jump, you ask how high? Got it?”

Rolling his eyes, he tried to turn away, but Vic grabbed his arm. “Don’t even think of turning your back on me.”

Koby looked at him and shook Vic’s hand off. “Get lost. You have no hold over me.”

“Is there a problem?” Julian said from the doorway.

“No problem, as long as this newbie stays out of my way and off my track in the mornings.” Vic walked past him, shoving him sideways in the process. As Koby tried to hold his ground his towel fell off and slid to the floor. Vic laughed on his way to the shower.

Koby noticed the way Julian’s eyes ate up his nakedness. He gave Julian a slow smile and turned to his locker, not bothering with the towel. “Thanks,” he said. “The rumors I heard are most definitely true regarding that meathead.” He retrieved his clean clothes out of his bag and started to dress, well aware that Julian was still watching him. The more he thought about it, the harder his cock became until it was totally hard, bobbing against his stomach.

He heard what sounded like a moan coming from the door way, he glanced over and was surprised to see that Julian had taken several steps toward him.
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