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Chapter One | Jacob
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Jacob slammed his Human Anatomy textbook shut and nearly threw it at the wall. His eyes were stinging, and he needed more coffee. The lack of proper sleep was wearing him down, but he had to pass his next exam. Burning the midnight oil had become the norm. He was almost finished his first year of his BSc in Nursing at UVIC in Victoria, BC, on Vancouver Island. It was his dream to work in one of the local emergency rooms someday. He had to keep that in mind. That and the forthcoming end of term. Summer would soon be here, allowing him to work more.

He needed the money.

Typically, Jacob struggled throughout the school year to pay for his rent and food. Trying to work, go to school, and study required tremendous time-management skills. He wasn't like other students whose parents had paid their way. This venture was all on him.

Problems for another day.

Right now, he had to figure out how he was going to cram all the information he was reading into his head for next week's midterm exam. The test was worth half his mark.

A knock at his door shifted his focus and made him smile.

It was midnight. It would be Ethan.

Ethan cracked the door open, slipped into the room, and pressed the door closed as quietly as he could. "You ready for a break?"

Jacob rose to his feet, wandered over to his bed, and stretched out on the bedding. He settled a pillow behind his head. "Absolutely." This was the time of night he longed for.

12 am—their alone time.

Ethan grinned. "Good. I've been aching for you for the past hour."

"Are the other guys asleep?"

"There's no one in the living room or the kitchen. I checked."

Jacob sat up and stripped his shirt off. He threw it onto the floor. Ethan's shirt soon joined his. This was a nightly routine. Study their brains out ... then fuck them out.

That was the agreement.

Simple.

Jacob had met Ethan when he first moved into the split-level, turned boarding house at the beginning of the school year. They shared the house with four other guys. Three bedrooms up—three down. Jacob's bedroom was in the basement. Ethan's upstairs.

The sex ... it had all started when they'd decided it was a good idea to watch porn in Jacob's room one night about four months back. Their hormones and libido had taken over, and they'd ended up jerking each other off. Things had progressed from there.

It was a casual arrangement.

Jacob had never been with anyone sexually before. Ethan had loads of experience—with women. Or so he said. He seemed to know what he was doing. Jacob hadn't told Ethan he was a virgin the first time they'd touched each other. He was twenty. It was embarrassing.

Ethan pushed Jacob over onto the bed and went to work on Jacob's pants. He soon had them hauled off Jacob's hips down to his ankles. Jacob shuffled the bunched pants and underwear off his feet. His heart thundered in his ears. Ethan towered above him, breathing hard—anxious to take him. Ethan stroked Jacob's stiffening cock a few times before attending to his own pants.

Jacob rolled onto his hands and knees. They would take turns, but he was always the first to be fucked. A drawer opened and closed, some ripping and squirting noises, then Ethan's sheathed and lubed cock pressed between the cheeks of his ass.

Ethan would take it slow until Jacob's body adjusted. They'd watched a bit of gay porn to make sure they were getting it right. They'd decided it wasn't the best resource.

Those guys could fuck each other for an hour.

He and Ethan rarely lasted ten minutes, but it was enough to make Jacob feel stretched and full for hours after. Ethan held Jacob's waist and slid home.

Jacob groaned as quietly as he could. It would be hell if the other guys in the house found out about them. At least two of the guys were adamant homophobes. They'd never understand that what he and Ethan were doing was just a way to relieve a little stress.

He gripped his pillow and set his arms to steady himself as Ethan hammered into him. He closed his eyes and rode the wave of pleasure flooding through his body. As soon as Ethan came, they'd switch places. He stroked his cock to make sure he was ready. Sometimes he would cum before it was his turn ... just from the feel of Ethan's cock dragging back and forth over the gland they'd learned was there. Ethan had made a point of figuring out how to do it. Altering his angle until Jacob cried out that he had it right. Yeah, right there.

Ethan didn't so much like being fucked.

That's why he had made the effort to learn about cumming hands-free. Or encouraged Jacob to jerk off while he was being fucked.

Ethan was irrefutably straight.

This was a kick for him. A walk on the wild side while he was in university.

A time to experiment. Have a bit of fun.

He had no idea that Jacob's feelings had been growing for him for the past few weeks. As a closeted gay guy, Jacob would never even dream of bringing up his emotions with Ethan.

"Jacob ...," Ethan whispered, then grunted and came. He gripped Jacob's hips and pumped slowly into him until his body was spent. He patted Jacob on the back. "Did you cum?"

The fact that Ethan hadn't noticed if he came or not left Jacob overwhelmed with despair. Ethan wasn't in tune with him at all during their nightly visits. They'd never even kissed. Ethan had tried to give him a blowjob one time, but he'd hated it. He had no trouble with Jacob giving him one, though. Sometimes Jacob preferred it to bottoming for him.

Jacob sighed.

There was no real connection between them other than the physical one. 

Sure, they were friends out in the real world. Many hours had been spent talking, cooking together, playing video games, watching TV, and throwing a football around outside.

Truthfully, they were just good roommates.

At least from Ethan's perspective.

Jacob lay down. "I'm good."

Ethan slipped off the condom, tied a knot in it, tossed it in the direction of the garbage pail, and flopped down beside him. "You sure? I could jerk you off."

Jacob shook his head.

"Okay." Ethan placed his hand on Jacob's stomach and tugged at him. "Come here."

Jacob shifted his body until his back was up against Ethan's chest—ass to his groin. This here—this was the thing they did that brought warmth to the experience—cuddled afterward.

He breathed into the kiss Ethan placed at the base of his neck. Ethan hugged Jacob to him with his smooth, muscular arm. Sometimes they would fall asleep like that.

That always led to panic in the morning. Making up some kind of reason why Ethan was downstairs at that time of day. But for now, Jacob was going to soak it in.

The closeness.

Jacob gripped Ethan's hand and closed his eyes.

He'd done the stupidest thing.

He'd fallen in love with Ethan Cornell.
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Chapter Two | Ethan
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Sixteen years later

Ethan started at the left side of the kitchen and flicked open every single door, looking for the plastic sandwich holder with purple stripes. He was going to be late for the first day of his new job, but his daughter would refuse to eat her sandwich unless it came in that container.

It was hectic, unpacking from the recent move, and keeping track of the kids for the weekend, but his ex-wife, Joanne, would be there to pick them up for school any moment now.

She had the bigger job when it came to unpacking. She had the kids all week. They shared custody, but he only saw the kids on weekends. His duties typically included ferrying kids to soccer games and sleepovers and hosting pizza nights. Her house contained most of the kids' belongings.

He slammed the last cupboard door closed.

Fuck.

He checked the dishwasher.

Nope.

Ethan couldn't believe he was back in Victoria after so many years away. The change was a good thing. Eleven years working as a lawyer for the federal government in Ottawa had nearly burned him out. When his ex-wife had announced she was moving back home for work, he'd jumped at the chance to follow her. He needed a change, and he'd wanted to stay near his kids.

His new position was as the Senior Legal Analyst for the provincial government in the office of the police complaint commissioner. His job would be to oversee and monitor complaints and investigations involving municipal police in British Columbia under the Police Act.

When he'd told Joanne he'd landed his dream job, she had rolled her eyes. She had never understood what he saw in such dry, tedious jobs—her words. For the federal government, he'd been working with criminal and social policies. He had thought it was interesting stuff.

"Dad!"

"Yes, Oliver." Ethan squatted to be at eye level with his son.

"Can't find my shoes."

Ethan scrubbed a hand across his face. They could be anywhere. He'd asked the kids to put the shoes they were most likely to wear into the front hall closet. It probably hadn't been done. At the ages of eight and twelve, the brother-sister duo weren't good listeners.

"Where did you see them last?"

Oliver furrowed his brow. "On my feet."

Ethan sighed. "Not helpful." He rose to his feet and headed for the front hall. They were likely piled up by the front door. He dug around. Sure enough, that's where they were.

"Oliver ... seriously." He tossed them onto the floor at the foot of the stairs. "Put them on. Your mom is going to be here any second." He looked up the stairs. "Laura ... you coming?"

Laura came thundering down the stairs. She was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt emblazoned with the latest popular logo, but she had a handful of clothes in one hand.

"What are those for?" Ethan asked.

"I don't know what to wear."

"Does it really matter?"

"Dad ... this is grade seven."

One hand went to Laura's hip, and her voice turned condescending. "I'm not in grade two like Oliver. I'm not a little kid anymore. It matters what I wear."

Ethan smirked.

Well ... she had certainly told him.

Laura had changed so much in the last two years. From a giggly little girl playing with pink ponies to the beginnings of a young woman.

"I think the outfit you're wearing looks nice."

Laura sighed and rolled her eyes. "What do you know? You're a boy. I need Mom."

"She'll be here any minute."

On cue, Joanne knocked on the door. Ethan was glad to swing it open and see her face. She was a beautiful woman. Intelligent—caring. And so good with the kids.

But it hadn't been enough.

They just weren't compatible. They had met in their final year of university in Kingston, Ontario, and were married soon after when Joanne announced she was pregnant.

They'd been way too young to launch into a life together. They hadn't had any idea who they were yet or what they wanted from life.

The divorce was in its fifth year.

They were still good friends.

"Are they ready?" Joanne closed the door behind her. It was a bit cool out. November usually brought cold rain and wind to the west coast of Vancouver Island. They'd been getting off easy.

"Just figuring out the lunch situation. Sandwiches are made."

Joanne held up the plastic container Ethan had been looking for. "Does this help?"

"Oh ... thank God." Ethan grabbed it from her and finished packing the lunches. By the time he arrived back in the front hall, the kids were ready to go. Passed off for another week.

Kisses and hugs were dolled out to the kids. After they left, Ethan leaned against the closed door. He placed his forehead on it. Tonight, it would be all about Daddy. There wasn't much happening on a Monday night, but a small theatre/lounge downtown offered reliable entertainment. He'd checked the schedule. This evening: a trio of musicians who took contemporary pop music and turned the songs into heavy rock renditions.

It would either be horrendous or an absolute riot.

Either way, he was going.

Ethan's first day of work came to an end. He was exhausted. Almost tired enough to keep him in for the night, except he had no choice regarding his plans. He'd told a few people in his new office what he was up to tonight, and they had jumped on board, wanting to join him.

They were a friendly bunch, his immediate coworkers. Everyone had been incredibly helpful in guiding him through the computer systems. Everything was new to him. He'd spent most of his day going over his list of job duties and trying to find the files on his computer associated with those tasks. And how to fill them out. A massive learning curve was an understatement.

He was placing that far behind everything in his mind for the night.

The entertainment venue was in a quaint part of downtown. Lots of original buildings. Brick and stone structures from the 1800s. It was possible that the venue they were going to was only a few years older than that. You had to climb a set of well-worn stairs to get to the stage area.

They found a table halfway back from the action. There were four of them. Two women. One guy. And him. It looked like they were on a double date.

Ethan settled into his seat and ordered a drink when the server came by. He'd taken a cab. He wasn't too worried about having a few tonight. Anything to relax him.

Waiting for the band to start, he looked around the room. You never knew. He grew up in Victoria. Chances were, he might know someone. One face caught his attention. He had almost passed over him. He looked so different from the last time he'd seen him.

Mature—refined.

His breath caught.

Jacob.

He couldn't take his eyes off him.

On the last day of term in their first year, he'd let Jacob know he planned to head to Ontario to finish his degree. That he was packed and heading out that afternoon.

The usual cheery light had gone out in Jacob's eyes. He'd hurt Jacob by not telling him earlier. They'd spent their last night together without Jacob knowing it would be their last.

The guilt of that night
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