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      The sprinklers on Cherry Blossom Lane fired up one by one, like synchronized divers swanning from their platforms. Tiny rainbows glittered through the jets of spouting water, and the fresh-cut lawns, so trim and neat behind the white picket fences that lined the lane, seemed to brighten instantly. Birds chirped in the trees. On the hill, church bells sang, beckoning the faithful to Sunday service. And as Clark, the paperboy, pedaled down the street, he took a deep breath, smiled with the sun on his face and sighed, “Another perfect day in Perfection.”

      But it wasn’t just another perfect day in Perfection.

      It was Clark’s last.

      After spending his entire life in Perfection, Clark was about to pack his bags and get on a big old Greyhound bus bound for Massachusetts where the hard-working young man would begin earning a degree in journalism. The thought of it was something that both excited and terrified him. Yes, he was ready to take on the next big adventure in his life, but in doing so, he would be leaving behind everything he had ever known.

      “It’s time to be brave,” he told himself. “Time to open your mind and broaden your horizons, Clark.”

      The little pep-talk instantly helped spark up the always-sparky young man, and with a confident swing of his arm, he hurled another rolled-up newspaper into the air.

      Pruning the roses along her front hedge, Mrs. Hazelton couldn’t help but notice that something other than Clark’s horizons had broadened. Her eyes were fixed squarely on the young man’s shoulders as he tossed another paper.

      “Good morning, Mrs. Hazelton,” Clark smiled.

      “It certainly is,” Mrs. Hazelton replied, absently snipping off the head of a prize bud.

      A few houses down, Mrs. Kennelly ran one hand down the lapel of her dressing gown, her fingers slipping discreetly inside the robe as she watched Clark’s muscles flex with another toss.

      “Morning, Mrs. Kennelly,” Clark waved. “Beautiful day.”

      Mrs. Kennelly let out a happy shudder of a sigh. “Yes, there’s something beautiful about it all right.”

      A few doors down, another newspaper cleared the sprinkler on the lawn and landed on the front porch of local dentist Dr. Davenport, who had just stepped out of his home surgery dressed in his golf trousers and a white shirt.

      “Morning, Dr. Davenport,” Clark called enthusiastically, this time pulling up at the foot of the drive and setting both feet on the ground as he straddled his pushbike.

      “Morning, Clark. You’re looking mighty fit and healthy these days, and I’m not just talking about that winning smile of yours. Those shoulders and arms look like they’ve been getting a workout lately.”

      Clark blushed. “Jeepers. Thanks, Dr. Davenport. Now that I’m eighteen, I guess I’m filling out a little.”

      “Looking at those strapping thighs, I’d say you’re filling out a lot.”

      Indeed, in his snug blue-striped shorts with the neatly folded hem, Clark’s strong young thighs were impossible to miss. His tight white T-shirt announced biceps that Dr. Davenport hadn’t noticed before either. It was fair to say that almost overnight, Perfection’s paperboy had turned into a perfect young man.

      Dr. Davenport scooped his paper off the porch but couldn’t take his eyes off his paperboy. “So what’s in the news today, huh?”

      “All news is good news, as always,” Clark beamed cheerfully. “NASA’s about to launch a chimp into space. Can you believe that?”

      “I sure can. When it comes to the space race, that President Kennedy doesn’t monkey around.”

      As Dr. Davenport winked, Clark laughed out loud. “Oh, Dr. Davenport, you’re a real blast. I’m gonna miss you. I’m gonna miss everyone in Perfection.”

      “Don’t tell me you’re leaving us!”

      “I’m afraid so. I got into journalism school at Harvard. Today’s my last day in Perfection. I’m excited…but sad at the same time.”

      “Well, we’re gonna miss the heck out of you, too. Say, why don’t you come inside for a nice glass of freshly squeezed orange juice? It’s the least I can offer you before you say goodbye and take on the world.”

      “Geez, thanks, that’d be swell. I could use a drink, and freshly squeezed orange juice is my favorite.”

      Clark leaned his bike against Dr. Davenport’s picket fence and raced inside.

      In a kitchen shiny with all the latest mod cons, Dr. Davenport squeezed a bunch of oranges while Clark admired the photos on the living room mantle.

      “You and Mrs. Davenport sure do make a handsome couple,” Clark called out to the kitchen. Of course, he was staring mostly at Dr. Davenport in the portrait. He had always thought of the town’s dentist as somewhat dashing. Even now in his mid-forties, with his full head of hair going silver at the sides, Dr. Davenport looked more distinguished than ever.

      Before Clark even realized it was happening, the image of the man in the photo filled his stomach with butterflies and ignited that warm and wonderful sparkle and buzz in his loins. It was a sensation that Clark had begun to truly enjoy throughout his late teens, but one he simply couldn’t control. Quickly he glanced down to see his shorts had become even snugger, the blue stripes like prison bars straining from the bulge inside.

      Clark jumped a little when a hand gripped his shoulder.

      “Here you go. Freshly squeezed.” Dr. Davenport gave Clark’s broad young shoulder a firm squeeze as he said it, as if to emphasize the point, while handing him the glass with the other hand.

      “Gee thanks!” Clark gulped the juice down fast, as though trying to put out a fire inside. It didn’t work.

      “My, you really are thirsty,” Dr. Davenport said. With a glimpse down he saw Clark’s bulging crotch and uttered to himself, “Come to think of it, so am I.”

      “Where’s Mrs. Davenport?” Clark asked nervously. Like the pulsing of the package inside his shorts, the suggestion behind his question was impossible to hide.

      “In church,” Dr. Davenport replied. “Praying for the souls of the wicked.”

      He gave another squeeze of Clark’s shoulder. Only then did Clark realize that Dr. Davenport’s hand was still resting there. He liked it. He didn’t want to move in case Dr. Davenport took his hand away. He could feel his cock press even harder against the fabric of his shorts, desperate to escape those blue-striped bars. Before he could stop himself, he shot a glance down at Dr. Davenport’s crotch, happy to see a similar rise taking place in his plaid golfing trousers.

      “You’re off to hit some balls?” Clark asked, trying to make conversation, not sure what else to do. “I’d love to learn how to play someday.”

      Dr. Davenport smiled easily, and Clark was at once envious and in awe of the man’s calm, collected nature. “Maybe when you return to town as a big-shot newspaper editor, I’ll teach you. That way we can play together. The trick is to get your swing right. Here, let me show you.”

      With that Dr. Davenport gripped Clark’s shoulder and turned him around, so that the paperboy’s back was to him. He nuzzled in close and Clark could feel the bulge of Dr. Davenport’s crotch push
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