David was tired and weary after a hard days training with the England team. Had he pushed himself too far? It was true that recent criticism about his performances of late had driven him to train even harder than usual. But was that really what worried him? Or was it the fact that he couldn’t keep his eyes off one of his England team mates? The blond spiked hair, the muscular physique and a bouncing bulge in his shorts which rivalled his own. Surely Alan Smith had noticed how much attention his captain had been giving him? And now they were all heading back to the changing rooms….

What was making this occasion particularly difficult was that Alan had removed his shirt on the training ground and David was walking just a few paces behind him. He found it impossible to take his eyes off the broad, muscled and sweating back. Almost against his better judgement he found his pace quickening so that he was soon alongside the

blond. His eyes flashed towards the half naked man and, as he saw those perfectly developed abdominals, pronounced pectorals and, seemingly, permanently erect nipples, he felt a sudden lurch in his shorts. In a moment

Davids cock was erect in his shorts and he knew only too well how difficult it was to hide something of that size.

You OK Dave? asked Alan, looking David in the eyes. There was no answer, at least not an audible one. Davids eyes were fixed on those nipples and imagining his tongue, lips and teeth working them over with aggressive lust.

