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Apparition

By Iyana Jenna

“Hey, Richards! You coming with us tonight?”
Someone rapped at Drew’s door. That must be his classmate staying
next door, the one who kept trying to get him to come to the
Halloween party at Phi Theta Gamma. In a way, he reminded Drew of
Zach, his boyfriend—always making sure that he was taken care of.
Drew hated to be babied but he just couldn’t seem to stop them.

Drew missed Zach so much. Here he was at Ohio
State, while Zach was over at MIT. They didn’t dare hope Zach would
manage to get in when he’d almost failed to graduate, but Zach was
a genius. He could get anything he wanted when he set his heart on
it. Like when he’d wanted Drew and, yeah, he got him. Drew felt his
cheeks burning. He still blushed whenever his mind wandered to the
first time they fucked. It’d been almost a year, but he still felt
as if it were yesterday.

So, to answer his friend’s question, no, Drew
was not going. He had no interest in that, no interest in parties
in general. In fact, not having Zach around meant parties had no
redeeming value whatsoever. Still, that jerk was not going to be
satisfied until he got his answer.

“No, dude, I’m not coming,” Drew yelled after
the guy rained another string of knockings on his door. “I told you
a week ago.”

His friend cried out in disappointment and
Drew couldn’t help but giggle.

“Fuck you, Richards.”

“Yeah, you wish.”

The man went on his way and Drew went to the
shower. He’d planned his night alone with Zach on Skype. He
couldn’t think of anything better than that when his boyfriend was
away. Sometimes cam sex could be better than the real thing. Well,
by ten percent or less. And Drew loved to make sure he’d cleaned up
when he was meeting Zach. Even in cyberspace.

Drew stripped and turned on the water,
checking the temperature. Perfect. He stepped in and let the water
run down his hair and his eyes. He rubbed himself down and had
another jet of water wash his body. Drew thought of the times Zach
joined him in the shower.

And suddenly he felt it. Zach patted Drew’s
backside and draped both arms around his damp, naked midriff. Drew
sucked in a breath. What’s going on? He froze, but promptly
dismissed the weird thoughts coming to his mind. He missed Zach so
much, that was all. Drew moaned and pressed back.

“Zach…” He closed his eyes, snaked his arms
up, and wrapped them around Zach’s neck. Zach nuzzled into Drew’s
armpit, kissed his nipple, and bit it lightly, eliciting a deep
growl from Drew’s throat.

“Christ, you’re so hot. I want you so much.”
Zach’s hand slithered down and took Drew’s length and slowly
stroked it up and down. Drew threw his head back to rest on Zach’s
shoulder, moaning and gasping as the orgasm built in his cock. His
hands ran through Zach’s hair, grasping it, taking Zach’s face down
to his own, seeking out Zach’s lips and kissing them.

“I want you too,” Drew said, breathing into
Zach’s mouth. “I want you inside me. Please.” He took Zach’s hands,
sniffing, licking them, tasting himself there, and he got harder.
Zach kissed him more intensely, their tongues dueling inside as if
wanting to melt them into one. Zach pressed his hard-on against
Drew, who mewled wantonly and began to rub himself shamelessly.
“Yes, oh yes. Like that, Zach.”

To Drew’s dismay, though, Zach seemed to fade
until what was holding Drew was merely a wet trail of shadows. A
whisper breathed in Drew’s ear, “Later.” Zach was gone.

Drew froze. Small hairs rose on his neck and
he began to shiver, slightly at first, and then more violently. He
ended up shaking, his hands trembling so badly he found it
difficult to turn off the water. He hugged himself, stumbled
backwards until he hit the wall, and slid down the wet marble
tiles. What was going on?

Drew wiped at his tears with the back of his
hand. His mind screamed at him to call Zach, but he was too weak to
move. He couldn’t get onto his feet. He struggled to get on all
fours, still trembling, naked with water dripping from his body,
and began to crawl back to his bedroom. His laptop was open and
ready, but when he checked, Zach still hadn’t signed in. His
boyfriend was late for their dates. Drew thought of his bizarre
experience and suddenly he had a sinking feeling. He fumbled about
in his bag and found his cell phone. He dialed Zach’s number but
almost dropped the phone when someone else answered.

“Hello?”

“Z-Zach?”

“Sorry, is this Drew Richards? Your name
showed up.”

“Where—where is he?” Drew held his
breath.

“Mr. Richards, I’m Nurse Priest at Boston
General. Mr. Gray was involved in a car crash…”

“Car crash! Is he okay?”

“Mr. Richards, are you family?”

“I’m his boyfriend.”

“All right. Do you know any family members we
can contact for Mr. Gray?”

“No, I don’t know anyone I can tell about
him. His parents are always abroad. They’re busy people. Please,
tell me he’s okay.”

“Mr. Gray is in a coma. Having someone with
him here will help him a lot.”

Oh, God.

Zach was in a coma. Drew was wrong when he
ignored the eerie sensation he got when Zach touched him. He didn’t
just miss his boyfriend, and it wasn’t a dream or a fantasy at all.
Zach did come to him. Perhaps it was a cry for help, or…or a
way for him to say goodbye…

No. Just, no.

“I’ll be right there,” said Drew. He got
dressed in record time and packed some clothes into his backpack.
He was flying to Boston tonight on whatever flight was available.
His dad could ask later about the credit card charge.

It was not easy to find a non-stop flight
from Columbus to Boston, but Drew managed to secure a seat. He
typed in his dad’s credit card number, rapped the table impatiently
as he waited for the validation, and finally received the email
sending him his ticket. Drew was almost beside himself waiting for
his snail-sluggish printer to finish, but it gave his taxi time to
arrive. He made sure he had enough cash for the cab fare and
re-checked that he’d put the credit card back in his wallet. He
knew Zach’s surgery and treatment must have been taken care of by
his insurance. Yet, Drew wanted to be sure he could help if
needed.

Zach. Whatever had happened to his boyfriend?
How bad was his condition? The nurse told Drew that Zach was
stable, but he was in a coma. Damn it. Zach shouldn’t be in
a coma if he was really stable. What if—what if he wasn’t
going to wake up again?

Drew let out a sob and rubbed his eyes that
suddenly got damp again. No. He had to be strong and really
couldn’t break apart now. He needed to get to Zach and be beside
him. Drew headed out of his room with his backpack slung on his
shoulder, locked the door, and dashed down the stairs. His cab was
waiting right in front of the dorm.

The rest of the trip passed in a blur. Drew
didn’t mean
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