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      A note about the legal system in the U.S. regarding custody and sexuality: I spoke to several people and sought legal counsel to be sure I had facts correct with the scenarios in this story. While it’s not often a child is taken from a biological parent based solely on sexuality, it has happened. The legal advice given in this story comes from a lawyer practicing family law.

      Also, Jase is based on a real person and we don’t always agree with other people’s decisions. While Jase’s actions may not be what we think we’d do, keep in mind that none of us know exactly how we’d act and feel in any given situation. While some of Jase’s decisions are frustrating, he’s also just a fictional character based on a real person. Fictional characters and real people have flaws and make mistakes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bryan & Jase: The Beginning

          

        

      

    

    
      I watched him walk into the room we all used as a gathering place. God, I loved how his blue eyes sparkled as he laughed. I wished his smile was for me, but it was directed at something a friend had said. He didn’t see me. It’s not like he’d ignore me; he was one of my closest friends. But, selfishly, I wanted that smile all for myself.

      I’d known him for over a year. We were stationed together for a while before we were shipped overseas. We’d been at our particular location for almost nine months. Don’t ask our specific location, it’s classified. One of those I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you type of things.

      Anyway, Jase Rafferty was a great guy. I always had a good time when we were together. Having him around made being away from my family and friends a little bit easier. We’d hit up bars on base or in the surrounding towns. He was notorious for getting taken for free drinks by the local girls. They zeroed in on military guys the moment we walked into any establishment. The girls were good. They knew just how lonely many of us were. Their advances were wasted on me, but Jase always played right into buying them several drinks by the time the night was over.

      If we weren’t out on the town, we were playing one of many different games with our friends in the common room. Those games could last several hours. Or, Jase would hang out in my room, and we’d just chill.

      Like I said, having him as a friend made things a lot easier.

      Except when having him as a friend made things a lot harder.

      Jase was only slightly taller than my six foot. Bright blue eyes, charming smile, quick to laugh and joke around, and a great body. And totally, one hundred percent, completely straight.

      Or so he claimed.

      Yeah, that’s the one and only reason it was sometimes hard to be friends with Jase. His claim to being ‘straight’ was like a punch to the gut for me. Because I’m not. Not straight that is.

      My name is Bryan Keating. It’s not like I announce my sexuality to everyone I meet, but I don’t exactly hide it either. I think most people either assume I’m gay, or they figure it out pretty quickly. I don’t fly rainbow flags or go all campy around the base, but I won’t deny being gay when asked.

      And, just to bury any stereotypes, I don’t want to sleep with every guy I see. If heterosexuals don’t find every member of the opposite sex attractive, it would stand to reason that homosexuals aren’t wanting to jump every member of the same sex. Also, we aren’t trying to recruit your children. I promise, put me in a room with a kid, and I’m likely to piss myself from fear of cussing in front of a child, or huddle in a corner because I’m sort of terrified of kids. Don’t get me wrong, I know some great kids, but I most definitely have no agenda when it comes to them. No conversions or lessons on how to be gay. Now, if a kid comes to me someday and wants advice or help, I’ll be there as best I can, but I’m not trying to convert children to the dark side.

      So, Jase being straight shouldn’t be a problem, right? I mean, I’ve slept in the same bed as several male friends and never had visions of them pressing up against my ass. But, the issue with Jase is he’s told me some things. Some things he probably wishes he’d kept to himself.

      “Hey man, you know how you were talking about your excellent blow job skills?” Jase’s words slurred.

      “Yeah? Blow Job Queen of Texas 2013 right here. I totally should have gotten a trophy for that.” I laughed. The beer was making everything funnier.

      “What if I told you I have done a little experimenting?” His glassy eyes stared straight into mine, like he was looking into my soul.

      “Like, drugs?” I felt like there was a punchline I was missing.

      “No, Keating, not drugs. Experimenting with gay stuff. Like blowjobs and cocks.” He threw his head back like he was relieved to say the words, but also couldn’t believe he’d just admitted that.

      “Really? So, you’re bi?” I was having trouble wrapping my head around this information because I knew Jase had a wife back in his home state.

      “Nah, I’m straight. Just played around a bit with some cock.” He laughed.

      “But you didn’t enjoy it?” I knew right now would be a bad time to offer to show him my blow job skills, but hell if I didn’t want to drop to my knees.

      “Never said I didn’t enjoy it. But I’m not gay…” His words slurred and tapered off as his head dropped to my shoulder. He was out like a light.

      So, my ‘straight’ married friend had experimented with guys at some point and liked it. What the hell was I supposed to do with that information?

      Jase plopped himself down on the sofa in the common room pulling me quickly from my memories.

      “How’s it going?” He slammed a hand down on my leg and squeezed. It hurt like a bitch, but I’d never admit it.

      “Good. You?” I rubbed the spot where he’d grabbed my leg. It was crazy that a totally normal teasing gesture could put all kinds of crazy thoughts in my mind. “How’s the wife?”

      “Ugh, she’s a freakin’ bitch, man.” He laid his head back on the couch, sighing.

      I had a feeling Jase had married the girl as a cover before he joined up. They married young, too young if you ask me, and seemed to have very little in common. Since I’d known him, they’d had a whole lot more downs than ups in their marriage. Recently he’d found out she’d cheated on him several times and sold a bunch of his belongings out of spite.

      “She called to tell me she thinks she’s pregnant.” He covered his face with a hand.

      “The timing seems off, Jase.” The confusion was evident in my statement.

      “No shit, Sherlock.” Rubbing that hand over his face, he breathed out heavily. “First, she knows it’s next to impossible for me to get her pregnant. Second, even if I wasn’t shootin’ blanks, the timing is definitely questionable.”

      I knew there was some sort of medical stuff in Jase’s history that made him pretty positive he couldn’t father children. So, was his wife just fucking with him?

      “So, she called you to tell you she thinks she’s pregnant when it’s nearly physically and locationally impossible for a baby to be yours? Damn, man, that sucks. I’m sorry.”

      I wanted to wrap my arm around his shoulders. If we were in my room, I would have and he wouldn’t have pulled away. But in the common room, with friends gathering, he would have shifted from me if I’d made that move.

      “I know I screwed up by marrying her. I know she’s not any happier in the marriage than I am. But it sucks to be way over here and be pretty sure she’s fucking around on me and rubbing it in.” Leaning forward, elbows on his knees, he took a deep breath. “As soon as I’m back on U.S. soil, I’m filing for a divorce. Hell, maybe I’ll luck out, and she’ll serve me with the papers when we land.”

      We stood to join the game forming at the table. A definite shiver of satisfaction went through me when I saw the only two chairs left were right next to each other.

      As the night wore on and more alcohol was consumed, Jase got flirtier.

      He was often extra friendly when things were more screwed up with his wife than usual. Add in the drinks he was slamming back, and it made for a super enjoyable evening. If you can call sitting next to the object of my affection, trying to hide the tent in my pants, and attempting to remind myself over and over that he’s straight, enjoyable.

      When he laid his head on mine for the fifth time, I looked around the table. No one was watching thanks to their faces being stuck to their phones. Taking the opportunity before it was gone, I leaned over to whisper, “Want to make out? We could take a walk, hide behind the dumpster.”

      I made sure to keep the comment light, so I could easily laugh it off if it backfired.

      He just smiled at me with those damn gorgeous blue eyes.

      So, he didn’t say no to making out behind the dumpster.

      See my predicament? He’s supposedly straight, but he sets off my gaydar like walking through a Pride parade. He’s married, but if she’s anything more than his beard, I’ll cut off my pinky. He flirts like crazy and says things with just enough sexual innuendo that I can’t help but notice. Yet, he’s pretty much off limits.

      A friend of mine says I should just straight up tell him I like him. Ask him to make out before we head back to the U.S. But that’s just not my personality. I mean, if he was gay, I’d be bent over any and every surface available, offering myself up to him like a freakin’ pig on a platter. But, he’s straight. Or so he says.

      “Yeah, I couldn’t go any further than a few experiments with guys.” Another night of Alcohol Induced Confessions.

      “Because you’re straight?” I asked, thinking it was the obvious answer.

      “No, because my parents would disown me if I ever told them I’m gay.” He shook his head, disgusted. “I can hear my dad now, ‘No son of mine is going to disgrace our good name by being a fag.’”

      “So you are gay?” Wasn’t that what he’d just admitted?

      “What? No. Hell, I don’t know. Doesn’t matter even if I am. I can’t be. Ever. So some playing around a long time ago is all I’ll ever get.” His face looked sad and filled with longing.

      “Want to go make out behind the dumpster?” I cracked a smile as I asked my usual tension breaking question.

      My stomach continued to writhe in a jumble of heated butterflies because he once again didn’t say no.

      When the game broke up, we headed to our respective rooms. We all knew it was going to be a cold-ass bitch at PT in the morning. Might as well try to get a few hours of warm sleep before heading into the frozen tundra. Okay, so it wasn’t the tundra, but it was fucking cold. Too bad PT couldn’t be inside on the most frigid of days.
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      “Hey, Keating, there’s frost on your cap.” Jase was at my feet, assisting me in sit ups.

      “Because it’s colder than hell out here.” I knew my cheeks were bright red, my nose was likely dripping, and the words I spoke turned to frost as soon as I said them.

      When we stopped for a moment between sets, Jase used his finger to draw in the frost on my beanie cap.

      “Did you just draw a dick on my head?” I was freezing, but I couldn’t help but be amused and slightly turned on.

      “Yeah, you’re a dickhead now. Get it?” Jase laughed.

      “Fuck off, Rafferty,” was all I could mumble. Later, in my room alone, I’d come up with something snappy like, “I’ll give your dick head.” But at that moment, my mind was drawing a blank.
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      We had less than a month before we were scheduled to head back to the U.S. I was so fucking ready to be back home. Well, it wasn’t exactly home, but at least I’d be in the same country as my family. And once I was back, I had less than a year until my time in military service was done. As in completely over. Finished. Time to face the real world.

      Fuck.

      To say that wasn’t a shit-load of scary would be a complete and utter lie.

      But I had served my time. It’s not like I hated the military. Okay, yes, I hated a lot of the military, but I also had grown very accustomed to it. It wasn’t the easiest thing in the world, but I got a lot of training, room and board was all taken care of, I was on my own even if I wasn’t really out on my own. I had made some great friends, learned some valuable skills, traveled to some amazing places, and avoided being killed. Plus, I was damn good at what I did. I knew my superiors would be thrilled if I decided to stay in, make military my lifetime career. But it wasn’t happening. I was busting free of this joint.

      I had already made a lot of plans with a lot of people. I couldn’t wait to just hang out with my family with no schedule or departures looming. I promised a friend I’d introduce her to the world of drag queens. I even had plans to go to one of the biggest gaming conferences in the country in order to satisfy my inner gaming nerd. Hell, if my late night chats with guys on Grindr were any indication, I’d be traveling all over the world sucking cock.

      Haha, as a joke, a friend of mine mapped out a plan to take my blow job skills public.

      “Why settle for just being Blow Job Queen of Texas one year? Let’s take that talented mouth of yours to the country, hell, the whole world! We’ll get a bus, paint it like a big dick, and drive from state to state offering world class blow jobs. Well, you can suck ‘em, I’ll just collect the moola. You’ll be the most sought after cock sucker in the world.”

      We had laughed over that plan many times.

      But, I digress. My time was almost up. Which meant my time with Jase was almost up. Once we returned to our home base, he and most of the others would be moving to a completely different state. I’d be staying along with the others whose time in the military was up.

      So, if something was going to happen between us, it needed to be within the month.

      Shit. No pressure or anything.
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      Now, I should probably put a disclaimer out there.

      It’s not like I was in love with Jase. He could actually be a real prick sometimes. He’d flake out on me and other friends, leave us hanging when we all had plans. He knew I liked him. I’d as much as told him point blank one night while we were drinking. He played the straight and married card just as I’d known he would, then ignored me for a week. That shit hurt. So I laughed it all off as drunken ramblings, and went back to offering clandestine meetings behind the dumpster. He seemed more comfortable with the joking than with any serious talk of feelings.

      So, no plans of a future forever with Jase. Hell, if he ever did come out, and that was a huge IF, I didn’t know if we’d mesh all that well as boyfriends. We were great as friends when we were stationed away from most of humanity, but for dates and daily conversation and possible cohabitating in a totally sexual way? I’m not sure I saw him that way.

      Wow, so what I hear myself saying is I really just want to make out with him, suck his cock, and get his dick up my ass. And the sooner, the better. Too bad I only have my own awkward, stuttering, shy self to rely on to make that happen.

      Oh well, maybe it was better if nothing happened between us. I mean, it could make things extremely complicated.

      And just when I decided it was better if I just let things with Jase go, he went and got all flirty with me again. And I loved it. Shit.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Keating, you should sign up to go scuba diving with me.” Jase winked while we took care of maintenance on some of the vehicles.

      “And why would I want to go scuba diving with you, Rafferty?” I attempted to sound uninterested.

      “Because you’re dying to see me in a wet suit.” He laughed.

      “You’re not wrong.” I did my best to sound confident and flirty.

      Later, while Jase was elbows deep in his work, I sauntered up behind him. I’d been working up the courage for over an hour. Checking to be sure no one was around, I leaned in and whispered, “Actually, I’d rather see you out of a wet suit.”

      His head slammed up, banging on the steel above him.

      “Fuck, Keating, don’t say that type of shit to me.” He rubbed his head, looking both frustrated and turned on.

      “Or, we could just go make out behind the dumpster.” I winked before leaving him to finish his work.
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      A week later, the whole group was out on the town. We’d been eating, playing, dancing, and just having a good time. Even though all of us were chomping at the bit to get back home, it was evident we’d all formed some close friendships and would miss these times.

      Jase and I had been dancing with the group, but the club was extremely hot. He leaned in to my ear, “I’m heading out to smoke and cool off. Want to come?”

      “Always.”

      He shook his head at my lame-ass joke.

      Outside, the cold air bit at our sweaty skin, but it was a welcome relief from the inferno of the club.

      We crossed the street to a small park. Jase reached his hands up to grasp the top bar of a swing set. “Damn, I need a smoke, but airing myself out feels too fuckin’ good right now.” He smiled with his eyes closed as the cold air whipped around us.

      Boldly, probably spurred on by the alcohol more than anything, I walked up behind him.

      “Soldier, I have probable cause to believe you’re carrying illegal substances. I’m going to have to search you.” I tried to keep my voice firm, but laughter threatened to erupt.

      “Please, Officer, I didn’t do anything wrong. You can search me, you won’t find anything.” Rafferty played along, a smile in his voice.

      I started my hands on his shoulders and brushed them down along his torso. Back up his chest, pausing only momentarily to slightly pull him back towards me. He kept his hands gripped to the bar above his head.

      I quickly gave him a pat down on both legs, then just as quickly started my ascent up his body. When I got to his pockets, where I knew he kept his smokes, I accidentally-on-purpose let my roaming hands cup and caress just a split second longer than necessary on his junk.

      “Hey, Keating?” His voice was amused.

      “Yeah?”

      “I think you just grabbed my penis.”

      “Just a ‘lil bit.” I quipped as my hand fished into his pocket to find the pack of smokes I’d originally started out for.

      He dropped his arms, taking the pack of cigarettes from me.

      “Need me to look for your lighter?” I asked with a smirk.

      “Nah, I think I’m good. I’ve been molested enough tonight.” He winked, taking a deep drag.

      “You sure? We can always continue this search and seizure over behind the dumpster. There may be some body cavities in dire need of attention.” I couldn’t even keep a straight face as I spoke.

      “Fuck you, Keating. My body cavities and I are going back in to dance. You coming?” He headed back to the club.

      “In my dreams.” I said as he rolled his eyes.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Two weeks before we were scheduled to fly back to the U.S., departure preparations began. That meant we were still doing our usual day-to-day jobs, but other assignments had been tacked on. By Friday of that week, we were all draggin’ ass.

      “You guys get this last assignment finished up and you can all cut out early.”

      I nearly wept when my commanding officer’s words registered in my brain.

      Within an hour, I was home, showered, and ready to settle into bed for an exciting Friday night of Grindr chats, YouTube videos, and whatever else I stumbled upon.

      I had just returned to bed with some dinner and alcohol when my phone buzzed.

      

      Rafferty: You busy?

      Me: Not really, just chillin’. You?

      Rafferty: Come outside.

      

      Okay, it wasn’t completely unusual to get texts like that from Jase. He lived in a different building, but spent a lot of time at the building I lived in. He was likely bored while smoking outside.

      Taking a couple quick shot swallows from the bottle, I dragged my sweats on over my shorts and pulled a hoodie over my head. Grabbing my phone, I headed downstairs.

      The night was cold enough I could see my breath, but not too terribly bad. PT that morning had been much worse.

      I glanced around, but didn’t see Jase. Pulling up the text on my phone, I sent him a quick message.

      

      Me: Where the hell are you?

      Rafferty: Behind the building.

      

      I shook my head, wondering why I had let him drag my sorry ass all the way outside to hang around while he smoked.

      Reaching the back of the building, I glanced around. Still no Jase.

      

      Me: I don’t see you, asshole.

      Rafferty: Dumpster

      

      At that one word my heart seized in my chest. I think I forgot how to breathe. I threw a couple furtive glances over my shoulders, but no one else was around. The base was fairly quiet for a Friday night. Seemed a lot of people had opted to stay in like me.

      Dumpster? As in ‘behind the dumpster’ where I’ve offered to make out with him several times over the last nine months? Has to be a coincidence, right?

      With my heart pounding almost painfully in my chest, and blood roaring in my ears, not to mention another certain area blood was rushing to, I walked slowly towards the dumpster.

      He was there. Jase Rafferty, the object of my affection for over a year, was leaning against the corner where two walls of the building met behind the dumpster.

      My tongue swelled three times its normal size and all rational thought exited my body.

      “Hey.” I tried to speak, but it came out more like a squeak.

      “Hey.” His eyes held a question, Is this okay? Are we really doing this? Does your offer even still stand?

      Knowing how hard it was to come out to my friends and family, I understood Jase’s uncertainty. Wanting to make him feel better, I leaned against the wall next to him and bumped his shoulder.

      Our fingers brushed.

      Heat and electricity traveled between us.

      “So, the dumpster, huh?” I smirked.

      “Yeah. Figured it was the most obvious way to say what I wanted to say.” He glanced at me, then looked away quickly.

      “And what exactly were you wanting to say?” I knew I was being an ass, but I also didn’t want to misinterpret this as something it wasn’t.

      “Not sure, man. Maybe I’m thinking about those days of experimenting with other guys. Maybe I’m thinking about not seeing you once we’re back home, maybe not seeing you ever again. Maybe I’m just lonely.”

      “So what is it you called me out here for, Rafferty?”

      “Damn it, are you going to make me say it?” He turned to look at me then, right as I repositioned to face him.

      Chest to chest, eyes connected, my hand brushed his again.

      “Just need to know we’re on the same page here, Jase.”

      “We’re on the same page, Keating.” He leaned in to kiss me. Pulling back, his eyes smoldered as he looked first at my lips, then directly into my eyes. “The exact same page, I hope.” And he kissed me again, more forcefully this time.

      Turning our bodies so I was nestled into the corner of the building, Jase was all teeth and tongue as the kiss heated up. My arms went around his body while he curled one arm around my waist and the other around my neck.

      As far as kisses went, it wasn’t the most polished, but what it lacked in sophistication, it made up for in enthusiasm.

      Holy shit, I’m kissing Jase Rafferty.

      When one hand traveled lower to grasp my ass, I arched from the wall. When our cocks brushed against each other momentarily, Jase broke off to catch his breath.

      “Fuck, Keating, do that again.” He panted, pulling my body towards his and thrusting his cock against my own.

      After several moments of mouth on mouth, cock against cock, and hands roaming everywhere, laughter and shouting filtered into our semi-secret little alcove.

      Jase jumped back like he’d been shot when he heard those sounds.

      Looking at me like a deer in the headlights, his chest heaved with the effort of catching his breath.

      “Shit, Keating, I’m sorry. That was wrong. I thought I could do this, but I was wrong. I’m not gay. I shouldn’t have called you out here.” He turned on his heel and all but ran in the opposite direction.
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      One week left. We were scheduled to fly out in seven days. I had boxed all the things I needed to ship back home, and had packed as much as I could at that point.

      I’d had plenty of time to pack and clean while I’d been avoiding Jase.

      He’d texted a couple times to ask if I was okay, but I deleted the texts.

      I’d had one last twenty-four hour duty, so that helped to keep me away from him for a while.

      I wasn’t sure exactly how I felt about the whole situation. On one hand, I was pissed that Jase seemed to want to use me as his own little experimentation. On the other hand, those kisses weren’t the kisses of someone who was just trying things out. Jase kissed me like it was something he’d been thinking of doing for a long time.

      Make out with Jase behind the dumpster. Check.

      At least I could say I’d reached my goal. Although, if I was being honest, I really wanted more from him. I wanted skin on skin, tangled sheets, sweaty bodies.

      But with one week left, and the two of us avoiding each other, it didn’t appear anything more would happen.

      Knock, knock, knock.

      What the hell? I’d just gotten comfortable in bed. Screw it, I’d let my suitemate get the door.

      I heard voices out in the kitchen. Beers being opened and clinked together. Great, Murray is having a party. Am I more upset he’s having one, or that he didn’t invite me?

      Ignoring the voices, I attempted to lose myself in the music video I was watching.

      A door opened and shut. Oh great, more party goers.

      But then a light knock at my door. Feeling like a complete bitch, I shot from bed and opened the door ready to ream Murray a new one and tell him to keep the party quiet. I was in no mood for socializing.

      Jase stood on the other side, head ducked sheepishly. He held out a beer bottle.

      “Peace offering?”

      “How did you get here? Did Murray invite you to the party?” I popped my head out and looked into the main suite. I saw no one else.

      “What party? Murray just answered the door when I knocked. He said he was heading out for the night and he’d see you tomorrow. Mentioned something about needing to work together to clean the oven and fridge?”

      Jase looked around nervously.

      “Um, can I come in?”

      His words registered and I immediately moved from the doorway to allow him entrance.

      My room was dark except for the glow from the desk lamp. I took a swig from my beer and tried to figure out why the hell Jase had come over.

      “Listen, Keating, I need to apologize. The other night, behind the dumpster, I’m sorry for the way that played out.”

      “No worries, man. Wouldn’t have wanted you to do something you didn’t want to do.” I nodded and took another swig of the beer.

      “That’s the thing, Bry.” He moved closer to me, so close I could feel his breath on my neck. “It was something I very much wanted to do. And it’s something I have wanted to do over and over since that night. The moment I walked away from you, I wanted to turn around and make it right.”

      His lips brushed my neck, and I fought the urge to let my knees buckle.

      “So you came to tell me you’re sorry? Apology accepted.” My voice was breathless as his lips trailed kisses up my jawline.

      “To say I’m sorry, yes. But also to find out if you’d be interested in continuing what we started?” His eyes looked deep into mine.

      I struggled to breathe, struggled to decipher what I saw in his eyes. Fear? Hope? Desire?

      Fuck. One week left. Is getting involved with someone one week before you may never see him again a good idea?

      I tried to think logically. I wasn’t in love with Jase, I wouldn’t be heartbroken if he never called afterwards. Okay, yeah, I’d be pissed and a little hurt if he ignored me after one night, but I wouldn’t be shattered.

      I’d had one-time, no-strings-attached hookups plenty of times, even with good friends. So having sex with Jase, if that’s where it went, wouldn’t be the first and probably not the last time I got involved with a guy and had no intentions of taking it further.

      There was really no reason not to let this happen. Yes, Jase was married, but she was a lying, cheating bitch who tried to hurt him with a pregnancy scare. Yes, Jase said he was straight, but he was also a big boy and could make decisions on his own. Yes, Jase was drinking, but he wasn’t even buzzed, let alone drunk, so I trusted he was coherent in this situation.

      “Are you sure this is what you want?” I nuzzled my nose against his neck as I whispered.

      “No.”

      And with that I felt the whole damn situation start on repeat.

      “Fuck, Rafferty.”

      “No, I mean, this isn’t all I want.” He tried to salvage his blunder. Teeth and lips nipped and caressed my ear.

      “Then what do you want?” I wasn’t sure where this was going.

      “I want you. All of you. Your mouth, your cock, your body.” Jase’s mouth crashed down on mine with a fierceness that could have been scary had I not been feeling the same at the time.

      We stumbled to the bed. Standing beside it, I quickly removed Jase’s shirt. Mine followed. Watching them billow to the floor, I was struck with the thought of fuck, this is happening.

      I’d seen Jase without his shirt plenty of times over the past year, but having him shirtless, panting, standing beside my bed was pretty surreal.

      I stepped forward, burrowing my fingers into the waistband of his sweats. A slight tug and he stumbled just enough to brush our cocks together.

      “Fuck.” That was all he mumbled before taking my mouth in another blistering kiss and thrusting his hips against mine.

      I couldn’t stand it any longer, I pulled his sweats and boxer briefs down in one clean sweep, and dropped to my knees. Hands on his hips, I turned him so he’d have no choice but to sit on the bed when I pushed him just slightly. Having him right where I wanted him, right where I’d wanted him for several months, I nuzzled my nose against his thigh, his hip, his abs. And then I proceeded to show him just why I held the prestigious Blow Job Queen of Texas 2013 title.

      Later, he flopped back on the bed, out of breath. I shucked my pants as quickly as possible and climbed in beside him.

      “You’re pretty damn good at that.” He huffed.

      “Why thank you, kind sir.” I batted my lashes at him.

      His eyes grew sleepy, and I knew he needed a bit to recoup and sort his thoughts. It’s not every day you let your close friend suck you off.

      An hour or so later we had both drifted off to sleep. He shifted, I turned, and my leg draped over his. We both came to awareness when our hard heat brushed together.

      At some point he had put an arm around me, and he used it to draw me in. Running his nose along my cheek, he kissed me gently, then whispered in my ear. “Please tell me you have something we can use for this next part.”

      Next part? Something to use? Oh, wait, did he mean…?

      “Um, next part?” I had fantasized of more with Jase, but after getting on my knees for him, I figured my dreams had run their course.

      He smirked, “If I’m doing this, I’m doing it right. Condoms? Lube?” His hand traced down my ribs, over my hip, until he could take a firm hold on my ass. “I’m assuming you don’t mind bottoming?”

      “You’d assume correctly,” was all I could choke out.

      Scrambling for condoms and lube, thank God I’d brought some with me, I returned to the bed.

      Jase wasn’t experienced in having sex with men, so I didn’t mind that he didn’t take much time for preparations. I figured he was so caught up in what he was doing, he really didn’t give a whole lot of thought to it. Besides, I didn’t mind the sting, the burn. After such a long time wanting him, the twinge of pain as he took my body was almost a welcome relief.

      Our deployment had lasted forever. Our deployment with no sexual partners but my right hand had seemed even longer. Jase used and abused my body in a way I couldn’t help but love, and we both collapsed onto my bed exhausted.
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      Over the next week, Jase and I got together every chance we had. We never skipped out on group game nights, and we still hung out with friends we’d be sad to leave, but we took advantage of late nights, dark corners, and the occasional club restroom. What can I say? We
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