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Chapter One

 


John waded into the slightly cool surf
before diving in and swimming out to the sandbar. The tide hadn’t
receded far enough yet to let him sit on the sand and still have
his head out of the water, but he could walk here easily. Instead
of walking, though, he stared out to the horizon, remembering a
lifetime of summer vacations here at Rocky Point Beach with his
mother, his uncle and his uncle’s partner, and with his mom’s best
friend, AJ, and her two men.

Talk about a nontraditional family! He’d
been named for his dad, who had been killed by a hit-and-run driver
when he was on the way to the hospital the day John was born. His
father had been dead before the paramedics had arrived at the
scene. However, his mom had always believed her husband’s spirit
was in an aquamarine pendant her brother, Edmund, had found here at
this very sandbar, and in a strange way, John believed that too.
He’d always felt his dad was nearby, looking out for him.

Between his Uncle Edmund, Edmund’s partner,
Utah, and AJ’s two partners, Drew and Kristien, John had never felt
the lack of male companionship. But he’d also never really been
interested in girls. Unlike Drew, he wasn’t bisexual, and unlike
his mom and AJ, he wasn’t straight. He was gay. And also hopelessly
in love with Coll.

But Coll wasn’t interested in the beach.
When he asked, and then begged, Coll to come here with him, even
for just a few days, Coll had raised his eyebrow and asked, “But
what for? Whatever would we do there? I bet there’s not one decent
nightclub in the entire town.”

John didn’t want noise and a wild social
life. He wanted time alone with Coll. Time for them to get to know
each other. Time to talk and share and find out if they were suited
for each other. On the surface, maybe they weren’t. He wasn’t
really interested in clubbing and partying. But deep down he
thought Coll was putting on an act. Underneath it all, John
believed—really, truly believed—Coll was searching for the exact
same thing as he was: a man with whom to build a deep and
meaningful relationship. It’s just that he wasn’t sure whether Coll
even wanted him.

Well, he’d given Coll the address of the
holiday house his mom had rented for him this week. Coll had his
cell phone number and his e-mail address. Coll knew John was hoping
he’d visit and stay.

Now it was in the lap of the gods.

Uncle Edmond and Utah had found Mom’s
aquamarine here. AJ, Drew, and Kristien had fallen in love here.
Would the magic work for him?

“Fuck if I know.”

John dived off the side of the sandbank and
into deeper water, swimming hard and fast around the rocks and into
the tiny secluded cove next to the beach. No one would be here.
It’d be quite private. He could think and relax all he wanted
there.

 


****

 


Coll stood on the headland of Rocky Point
Beach. The beach itself was maybe a mile of golden sand, with cool,
clear water for two hundred yards, then a long sandbar with much
deeper water the other side. There were jet-skiers, wind surfers,
parasailers, and people in boats on the far side of the sandbar.
Even a few swimmers. But most people stayed on the beach side. When
the tide was out, he guessed people would go to the sandbar. He’d
seen a lusty, naughty look in John’s eyes when he talked about that
sandbar and supposed a couple might hug and kiss there. Most people
on the beach wouldn’t notice. But why bother going all the way out
there to hug? He could lie on a towel on the sand and do that in
comfort. Hell, why even come here? He had a perfectly good bed in
his apartment. Not that he’d ever invited John back there. His
relationship with John was, in the words of Facebook,
complicated.

Coll continued to stare at the beach. At the
south end was a high cliff wall. At the north end was a rocky
promontory that extended out past the sand bar. On the other side
of all these rocks was a much smaller, sheltered cove. From where
he was standing, Coll couldn’t see anyone on that beach at all.

He screwed up his eyes and measured
distances. Any decent swimmer would be able to get there. He’d have
to swim to the sandbar and then go across it, out to the deeper
water until he’d passed the rocks, and then back into the smaller
beach.

Despite his telling John he didn’t want to
come here, it wasn’t that he couldn’t swim. The middle school he’d
attended had offered students a choice of swimming or football.
Those eighth grade boys had looked enormous to a fifth grader, so
he’d chosen swimming and stuck with it as his sport until he went
to high school.

Coll walked over to a bench and sat down.
Why had he even come here? He was so mixed up in his emotions about
John, but one thing was clear. He needed to stay away from the
tall, lean, blond with his pale blue eyes and a grin that made his
heart beat faster and his cock grow longer ever time John looked at
him.

But when John had asked him to come here,
had practically begged him to spend even a few days here at the
beach, Coll hadn’t been able to stay away. His heart and his cock
wanted John even though his head kept telling him only pain and
agony could come from opening himself up to John. From getting to
know the other man much better. From sharing the deep, dark,
terrible secret that he could never share with anyone, especially
not with John.


Chapter Two

 


The first thing John did when he got back to
the beach cottage was check his cell phone for any messages from
Coll. Nothing. He showered and put on clean shorts and a white
T-shirt, then checked again. Still nothing. John wandered into the
kitchen, which was the biggest room of the little cottage, and took
a can of soda out of the refrigerator before sitting at the table
with his ass on one chair and his feet on the other. While he
sipped his drink, he pulled out his cell phone to look again.

And forced himself to stop.

“I’m at the beach. My favorite beach. I have
no chores, no schoolwork, no shift at work I need to rush off to. I
can rest and do as I please. I don’t need to spend the entire week
pining for Coll. I need to think about what I want myself.”

A voice deep inside himself whined, “But I
want to be with Coll.”

He made himself switch his phone off and
relax into his chair. He’d sat exactly like this a thousand times
before, either watching his mom make them a meal, trying to decide
how to spend his day, or simply relaxing while other family members
were still asleep.

This cottage had two incredibly small
bedrooms, a shower and toilet too tiny even to be termed a
half-bathroom, and this large kitchen and living area. It’d been
perfect for himself and his mom, since they spent almost every day
on the beach, and the room had only been needed on the rare days
when it had rained too much for him to talk his mom into going to
the beach anyway.

John had hoped Coll would share his bedroom,
if he came, but that was still up in the air. They’d never slept
together, never even kissed properly, but even Coll couldn’t deny
the attraction between them. Sometimes John wondered if that’s why
Coll always had to be off doing something. And Coll’s idea of
“doing something” invariably meant going to a party or club. Lately
John had started to wonder if Coll’s incessant need to be in a
crowd was his way of denying the attraction between them.

Neither of them had ever been in the closet
about their sexuality, and the college they’d both recently
graduated from was active in the Gay Rights Movement. So why
wouldn’t Coll act on their attraction? What was holding him back?
And did he genuinely want to party 24/7? Or was it as John was
starting to think? That there was some other reason holding Coll
back. Something between them?

Ah fuck! Was Coll in a relationship with
someone who was still in the closet? Was that the
problem?

 


****

 


Coll stayed on the headland until the sun
set, watching the sky gradually darken as the sun slipped lower and
lower. First there were reds among the clouds, then blues and
purples, until finally there was just a golden glow left and then
nothing. Coll sighed and stretched. He’d run out of time to make a
decision. He hadn’t brought a flashlight with him, and if he didn’t
walk back right now, he’d likely break an ankle on the rough,
scrubby, sandy soil in the dark.

He had two options. Three if he considered
driving straight back to town. But starting a four-hour trip at
this time of night really wouldn’t be smart. So, he could take a
room at the hotel or he could go to the cottage where John was
staying. Coll’s cock wanted to be with John. Hell, his entire body
wanted that. But his brain kept telling him a relationship between
them was impossible, so spending a night together, even if they
were in separate rooms, was a really bad idea.

Too bad his dick wasn’t listening to his
mind. Would John be a bottom or a top? Coll thought likely John
would top him, but he was quite flexible and sometimes needed to
top. Right now, though, the thought of taking John’s cock inside
his ass was making him harder than the cliff wall he’d been looking
at.

He walked back toward town, his gaze
directed mostly at the ground so he didn’t trip over a tuft of
grass or a stray rock. But his mind was still mulling over how he
could be
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