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I had always known this moment would come, and I had always wondered what I would do. What I wanted to do. What I would allow myself to do. What I would offer. What I had to offer.

I had seen or read a number of interviews with straight actors playing gay roles, and every time they were asked what the kissing scenes were like, they had replied that the feel of whisker stubble had taken them aback. Well, Nathan was about as smooth bodied and smooth faced as guys come, so that wasn’t particularly a problem. I knew he didn’t have to shave. He had spent the night at my house enough times, waking up with his face still smooth, that finally I just asked.

“Have you ever shaved?” We were the same age, and I had been shaving fairly regularly for two years when I asked the question.

“No. I did once just to see what it felt like since everyone else was doing it, but no. Never needed to.”

Anyway, the actors were only acting, and they were kissing on the set of a movie. This was not a movie. This was real. And I wasn’t an actor–or was I? Was this really me or was I just doing this for Nathan? Was I apprehensive? Hell yes, but I couldn’t deny the excitement. I had thought about this a million times. Thought about it because I had known, for a long time now, that Nathan wanted it more than anything and that the time would come when he would test his luck or just ask me. He had certainly taken his damn time, leaving me sweating this moment for years. But, of course, it wasn’t always on my mind, though I always knew down deep that most of the time it was on his. He was my best friend, and I knew him well. Because he was my best friend, lived on the same street, went to the same school, and went to the same church, we did just about everything together.

I had other friends over the years but never one as good as Nathan Cernoch. Not even close. In fact, only after I became friends with Nathan did I feel like I knew what having a friend felt like. I never had experienced that total comfort, total joy, total trust. Not with anyone. Other guys whom I thought were my friends would try to steal my girl, talk behind my back, or get jealous and envious if I did anything worthwhile, had even the slightest bit of good fortune. Not Nathan. He was my biggest cheerleader in life along with my parents, and he was happy for me even though I had a lot more to cheer about, most of the time, than he did. It never seemed to bother him that I had a lot of things he didn’t. Like a dirt bike. Like a girlfriend. Like a father. Not that he didn’t possess a few things I wouldn’t mind having as well. He was smarter in a lot of ways, and I thought he was better looking, although I am not bad looking myself. I was glad he was smarter. I could be a total idiot at times, and he had saved my ass from a lot of trouble more times than I care to remem­ber. Not that he didn’t mind a little trouble from time to time, just the two of us tempting fate, doing something idiotic together. But nothing all that serious, just bonding stuff to laugh about later. As for being better looking, he just was in my opinion. I didn’t mind because, well, because he was nice to look at. Besides, like I said, I wasn’t too far behind him in the looks department, and I thought I might be sexier. He thought so too. But the best thing about Nathan to me wasn’t his looks, it was his joy in seeing me happy, and the fact that I could trust him. He could keep any secret. He was the only person who knew I had been having sex with Mary, my girlfriend, for about two years now, and he hadn’t told a soul. He had trusted me with his biggest secret, as well, and I had been a good friend too. I had kept it. Although if people believed the rumors about him, then everybody already knew.

Tonight, I could tell there was something different in the air. I knew he wasn’t sleeping, and he knew the same about me. We were lying in our respective beds, me in mine, Nathan in the other bed in my room that had hardly been used since I was ten. That was the year my brother Matt, who was two years older and who had shared a room with me my entire life, had forced the issue of having his own room to the point that my father caved and turned our garage into bedroom number three for Matt. He had also asked for a bigger bed, so his old bed stayed in what was now my room and became a seldom-used guest bed. Well, seldom-used until Nathan and his mom moved in down the street. When Matt abandoned me for more privacy, I had been disappointed and insulted. I had liked sharing a room with him, and at first, I had missed him fiercely and also angrily, knowing he didn’t want to be with me anymore. But as I got older, I was glad to have my own room and understood why Matt had wanted his. I still missed him sometimes though. It seemed the older we got, the less I knew him. That was his choice, not mine.

Some trippy, atmospheric music was playing quietly in the background on my sound system. We were both lying in our beds in our underwear, the way we always slept. The military dog tag that everyone always saw me wearing was lying on the table beside my bed. I only took it off to sleep, shower, and swim. It had belonged to my uncle, my father’s twin brother. He had joined the army after finishing high school and was given a tour of duty with a United Nations peacekeeping force. He was killed by sniper fire at age twenty-one. Never married. I was named after him, so the dog tag read John Parker, just as if it had always been mine. I didn’t share its story with many people. Somehow it just seemed like a private matter.

Nathan and I talked for a while, quietly and softly, then the words began to disappear. I knew Nathan wanted something. Me. Always had. I changed positions, to let him know I was still awake. And restless. Stirred. It was time to give this a try and see if I liked it. I heard him snap the elastic on the top of his underwear. Silence. I knew he was waiting for a response.

I snapped mine back.

Another period of quiet. Then I heard him get out of bed and walk toward me. I didn’t move. My heart was racing. He quietly lie down beside me, but since I didn’t move over to the side like anyone considerate would have, like anyone not afraid to totally accept that he was going to be a willing participant would have, he was half lying on top of me so he wouldn’t fall off the bed. I could feel his breath warm on my neck. Then I felt his hand on my head, his fingers combing through my very short hair. I kept it cut military style to go with the dog tag. I also thought I looked best that way. I had found a good barber who ran a little shop in the shady part of town and who practically cut each hair separately. It took him a while, but my hair looked like a masterpiece when he was finished. He was unbelievably cheap for the effort he put in. I should have given him business by telling everyone who cut my hair (a lot of people asked), but I was selfish. I liked having the best haircut at school and didn’t want to share him. Only Nathan knew, and Nathan didn’t use him because his mom cut his hair to save money. But Nathan did like my hair, like everyone else, so he was using this moment of intimacy to get better acquainted with the way it felt when he ran his fingers through it. I got the feeling he had wanted to do this for a while. He should have asked. Or just done it. After maybe a minute I felt his hand leaving my head and moving to my chest, then slowly moving down my chest and over my stomach. I had a nice stomach, so I wasn’t surprised that this was the next place his fingers lingered. Suddenly, I felt the hand, quickly, on my underwear, and then it was back on the stomach. Wow. He had really done that. And I knew he wasn’t disappointed. He had checked to make sure I was into this, and now he knew I was. There was no going back. But still I just lie there, forcing him to make all the decisions and all the moves, letting him do what he wanted. To me. He didn’t want much, not that first time. I think he just wanted to touch me, to know I would let him. He didn’t attempt a kiss. But he did put his hand back on my underwear, softly stroking me through the cloth. The head of my cock was sticking out of the underwear. Sticking out a lot, actually. He found it and couldn’t get enough of it, stroking the two or three inches that were exposed until I thought I was going to shoot before he had even undressed me. But no, he was trying to remove my underwear now, only he couldn’t. Not without my help. I was being forced to do something. I did. I lifted my butt off the mattress just enough for him to free the underwear, then I was back to playing dead. He pulled the underwear all the way down my legs and removed them from my feet. I was com­pletely nude. Nice. I was glad he was seducing me properly.

Nathan returned his attention to my cock, using his hand. He played with it, stroked it, then using both hands got serious with it. He wanted to see me shoot. I’d had hand jobs before, from girls. This was way different. This was my best friend. Larger hands. No one had ever used both hands before. I knew I was big, but Nathan’s two-handed approach made me feel gigantic. I liked it.

I could tell I was going to shoot quite a load, even though it hadn’t been but a day since I had last come. I hoped it would all land on me and Nathan and not all over the sheets. As I felt the explosion approaching, I couldn’t resist a bit of rhythm. Dead no longer, I arched my back and shot a bucket load of cum all over my chest. Some of the initial squirts landed on my face and hair. I knew cum was all over Nathan’s arm, as well. I wasn’t sure about his face. Then, the awkward­ness and the stickiness. Fortunately, I had something close at hand to clean off with. We took turns wiping the sticky goo from our bodies, Nathan first since there wasn’t so much on him. And then the room was filled with silence. Until Nathan whispered:

“Can we talk about this?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I started laughing. I couldn’t help myself. Nathan was still lying curled up into a ball, his head down around my waist. I finally scooted over, making room for him, and pulled him up beside me, my arm around his neck. He was laughing too, but it was a nervous laughter, and I realized he was afraid that he had gone too far. 

“Relax,” I said. “You’re tense.”

“Yeah,” he said, and I could feel him relaxing a little even as he said it. “I am.” A bit of silence, then, “I loved doing that to you.” Then he asked, “Did you like it?”

Did I? Like it? Judging from the amount of cum I had produced, I was pretty sure some part of me had liked it a lot. But I didn’t know what to say because I didn’t know exactly how I felt about it. I was still processing.

“It felt good,” I said, and that was true, unless understatements are lies of omission. 

Nathan struggled to find whatever it was he wanted to ask me next. For me, on the other hand, there was nothing I really needed to know. I had all the information, even if I couldn’t quite decipher it.

“Well then,” he asked slowly, “will it ever happen again?”

I hesitated, not sure how encouraging I wanted to be, but also not wanting to totally rain on his parade. “Maybe,” I said. “If you make it happen.”

“You know I want to, and I will if you let me.”

“Yes. I know.”

“And you’ll let me?”

Pause. “Probably. Sometimes.”

“Does that mean you’re bisexual?”

Oh, Jesus Fucking Christ! Did we have to put a label on it? I was disappointed and annoyed with him for asking, although I knew he had a right to know where things stood with me. We had always been honest and up front with each other. This shouldn’t be any different.

“I think I’m just normal,” I answered. “I mean, I know I’m attracted to girls. And you know that too because you’ve put up with my obsessions over them. Besides, you just asked me if I am bisexual, not if I am gay, so yeah, you know that.” I was rambling but also scrambling, to get the answer right. “I mean, I’ve never even thought about having sex with any other guy besides you, so I don’t think you could call me bisexual. But I did just have sex with you, so on the other hand, I guess you could.” What I had just said was the truth, I thought, implausible as it must have sounded to Nathan. I couldn’t explain it. That’s just how it was with me.

We didn’t talk for a while. I knew he was thinking over what I said. I would have been too. “Thanks,” he said eventually. “That is quite a compliment.”

“No problem,” I said. “I’m glad you believe me.” I knew I didn’t have to say that, but I just wanted him to know how great it felt to know he never doubted me.

“Somebody might make that shit up,” he replied, “but not you. And besides, it just proves what I already knew. You’re my best friend.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I am.”

Nathan raised his head from the pillow, leaned closer, and kissed me. But not on the lips or even the face, just on my shoulder.

“I love your body,” Nathan said. “It’s perfect.”

“Shut up,” I replied. I felt a little embarrassed, but also a lot proud. I was, in fact, proud of my body, and I didn’t mind Nathan acknowledging that he liked it too. As it happened, I thought Nathan’s body was perfect even if it wasn’t quite as muscular as mine. There were things about it I just liked better, especially his shoulders. He had broad, flat shoulders whereas mine sloped at an angle just like my father’s and my brother’s. I loved the look of his body. I wouldn’t have changed anything about it. But I didn’t tell him that. I should have.

“And your eyes.”

“No way. My eyes are just two brown dots.”

“Yes, and they’re beautiful.”

“No way.”

Girls had said this to me too. I guess my eyes were attractive, or maybe just my eyelashes. Some girls had commented on the lashes. But Nathan’s eyes were a beautiful blue and were one of the things that made him so cute. Looking into his eyes was like looking at robins’ eggs. It was crazy for him to be complimenting me on my eyes. Brown eyes are a dime a dozen. I would have died for eyes like his. Still, I didn’t tell him that.

I was getting sleepy. “Let’s get some sleep and do something crazy tomorrow,” I suggested.

“Crazier than what we just did?”

“Who knows?” I laughed again. “Besides, that wasn’t crazy. That was fun.”

Now it was his turn to laugh. Nathan kissed me again on my shoulder, same spot, then got up and went to his bed. As I listened to him pulling the cover over him, I thought of something I needed to say.

“One more thing.”

“Yeah?”

“If it’s going to happen again, you can’t ask me. I’ll say no.”

“O-kay . . .”

“So, if you want it, just go for it. I’ll let you know if I don’t want it.”

This was important, although I wasn’t sure why. I had given him permission to seduce me and let him know that for now that’s the way it had to happen. I had removed myself from responsibility. Was I a coward? No, it wasn’t that. I didn’t feel particu­larly scared of this. It was Nathan, after all. Nothing scary about Nathan. Did I just like the idea of being used for Nathan’s pleasure without being asked?

Maybe.

Probably.

“Good night, Nathan.”

“Good night, John Boy.”
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The next morning, we ate breakfast with my parents, then Nathan went home to put on his church clothes. That’s where we first had met, actually—at church. When Nathan and his mom moved in across the street and a few houses up the hill, a somewhat better house than my family’s, but not by much, I had been out at a ranch riding horses. My father had picked me up Saturday evening at the ranch and on the way back into Weston, where we lived, had mentioned that a woman and her son had moved into the house that had stood vacant for two months, and that the boy looked about my age. Turns out he was almost exactly my age. We were both thirteen at the time, both about to start eighth grade, and we were born one month apart on the same day of the month. I met him the next morning in Sunday school. From the start, his belonging to my church made everything easier. Not only did we get to spend more time together, but my parents trusted my friends from church more than my friends from town or school, so they were more likely to let me hang out with him. With Nathan, however, I don’t think it would have mattered. My parents loved Nathan.

Nathan and his mom had not moved far. Weston was surrounded by a bunch of little towns in which the ancestry was mostly east European, mainly Czech. Most of the families had been Catholic for generations. Nathan Cernoch’s great grandparents had been Czech immigrants. Nathan’s mom, Mrs. Cernoch, had moved to Weston because she worked here now and didn’t like the long commute, but she still went to visit relatives in the small town she had come from just about every weekend. Her family had left the Catholic Church before she was born–Nathan didn’t know why–and joined a church similar to ours. When my parents walked up to meet the new family the Saturday they moved in, my mom invited Mrs. Cernoch to our church and was surprised when she replied that she already had intended to go. A friend back home had visited our church once and recommended it to her. So, the next morning, there was a new boy in my Sunday school class. Mom had told me to expect him there, so when I saw him and saw an empty seat next to him, I sat down and asked, “What’s your name?”

“Nathan.”

“I’m John. I live on your street, just down the hill.”

Nathan was looking in my eyes, not saying anything. Whatever. He seemed shy, but nice, and when Sunday school was over I asked him to sit by me in church. He thanked me but said he had better sit with his mom since she didn’t know anybody yet. He didn’t want her to be sitting alone.

“Then I’ll sit with you,” I offered.

“All right,” he said, smiling brightly. I liked the way he looked. Those eyes. That smile. It was so genuine. He had obviously liked me right off the bat. That made me feel good. And I liked that he had been considerate of his mom. Not all guys were. During church I kept thinking about the way he had stared into my eyes when I introduced myself. There was something, but I didn’t know what. After church and after lunch, I went up to his house at his invitation and helped him and his mom get things in order. There were still boxes everywhere, of course, as well as furniture to move around. She had hired movers to load and unload the truck for her, but now she was realizing some things would better go some­where else than where the movers put them. That always happens. I was glad to help. It gave me a chance to get to know Nathan. By the time I left their house that first day with them, I couldn’t believe how much I already liked him. Even though I was tired from lifting boxes and furniture, I had trouble going to sleep that night because I was so excited about the prospect of having a good friend living that close.

Mrs. Cernoch continued to go to our church at times, but she found that she preferred her home church, and she liked visiting her parents on weekends, so she often went back to her hometown on Saturday morning and stayed there until early evening on Sunday. Nathan went with her a lot at first, so I hardly saw him on weekends. This was a huge disap­pointment, but as his ties to his hometown grew thinner and his ties to Weston and specifically me grew stronger, he gradually got in the habit of staying in town and hanging out with me instead. His mom was good about letting him spend the night with my family after she got to know us, and my parents didn’t mind at all. The only thing we were prohibited from doing was hanging out at Nathan’s house when his mother was gone. Nathan didn’t even have a key.

I asked Nathan twice about his father. The first time he just stared at me and didn’t answer, and eventually I asked him about something else. I never asked him again until maybe two years later when we were both buzzed from having a bit of spiked punch at a classmate’s party, and I got up the courage to ask as we were walking home.

“Why do you never mention your dad?”

Nathan may have been buzzed, but not enough, apparently. He gave me exactly the same response he had before. Embarrassed, I just murmured, “Sorry,” and dropped it. For good. To this day, I know absolutely nothing about Nathan’s dad, and I’ve never heard either Nathan or his mother refer to him. I looked through some of his mom’s old family photos with him once, and a certain man kept reap­pearing from time to time in the photos. The man was not very attractive, and I could not detect much resemblance between him and Nathan, so I had resisted asking, “Is that your dad?” or even “Who is that?” Nathan had volunteered no information. So maybe I’ve seen his dad’s photo. Maybe not.

Nathan looks like a cross between a Texas League baseball player and one of those attractive East European boys you see in the summer at amusement parks all over America working for nothing. Good-looking boys with smooth skin and handsome faces. I had talked to a few of them when we were on vacation, while waiting in line to ride something, and they all said they were being ripped off. They thought they would be making more money and would have a chance to see America while they were here. Instead, they were working ten or twelve hours a day, seven days a week and had to spend most of the money they made on their room and board. It sounded to me like slave labor, and I wondered how it was legal. I had noticed that a lot of East Europeans were showing up in online porn videos too. Although I didn’t make a habit of checking out gay porn sites, I had browsed some a time or two and had noticed a guy who looked a lot like Nathan. The features were so similar that I guessed he must have been from the Czech Republic. In any case, like Nathan, he was excep­tionally attractive. I hadn’t gotten off looking at him, if that’s what you’re thinking, but I had been curious and had looked at several of his photos and videos to see what he did to people or what people did to him. It was mostly people doing stuff to him. I wondered if I would have even thought twice about them if I wasn’t friends with Nathan and knew he was Czech. At first, I thought probably not, then I realized that I hadn’t seen anyone else besides me talking to them at the amusement parks, and I was doing that well before I met Nathan. I guess I did have a habit of noticing things that didn’t seem quite right, even when I was just a kid.

Nathan definitely looks Czech, but he also definitely looks like a Czech boy who has spent his entire life in the American heartland, no mistake about it. He loves baseball, talks baseball constantly, and looks like a baseball player. Only thing is, he doesn’t actually play baseball. Well, he said he had played in Little League, as had I, but that was before we met. He is lean and agile like a baseball player. He always wears a baseball cap and keeps wearing the same cap well after most people would have thrown it away. He wears his hair cut short like most baseball players, and it turns from a medium-brown in the winter to a blondish brown in the summer because in the summer he does take off the baseball cap to go swimming with me. As I mentioned, he has blue eyes that are amazing to look into even for a guy. They just kind of capture you. His skin is lighter than mine, especially in the winter when his skin turns pale and pink like a North European. In the summer he is always tanned from being outside with me. I suppose in the summer he looks kind of like I do in the winter. Nathan’s lips, nose, ears, and eyes are all in perfect proportion to his face. I love his ears. He also has a nice long neck. Nice body, too, completely smooth and hairless. Mine is smooth and hairless as well, although as I said, I do shave my face whereas Nathan doesn’t need to. Although I am taller, he is of good height. His chest is wide, his nipples perfectly small and cute. His abs are defined, and his navel is as perfect as his nipples. His body makes a “V” shape, wide shoulders, slim waist. He lifts weights at home but isn’t a fanatic about it. Oh, and did I mention he has perfect teeth? He has perfect teeth.

Not much not to like. Nothing, in fact.
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For the first time in my life, I really didn’t mind going to church. I could have a good time anywhere with Nathan, even church. We always sat near the back, away from our parents, and we would spend our time going through the racier sections of Song of Solomon, which read like bisexual love poetry to me and must have been nice for Nathan. It occurred to me that I had never heard our pastor preach from that particular book.

Later Nathan discovered the passages on David and Jonathan, which excited him, and I read them. Sure sounded like they were lovers to me. I couldn’t remember if our pastor had ever preached on those two, but if he did, he sure didn’t emphasize the passage Nathan showed me about David’s love for Jonathan surpassing his love for women.

This Sunday, Nathan found something else that interested him. Or maybe he had found it before and was just now showing it to me.

“Look at this,” he whispered.

I looked. John 13:23. Now there was leaning on Jesus’ bosom one of his disciples, whom Jesus loved.

Okay.

“Didn’t he love any of the others?” Nathan asked.

I shrugged. “Why don’t you ask Brother Jim after the sermon?” This was what everyone called our pastor, even the kids. Visitors from other churches called him Brother Ste­phens. I had never heard anyone call him “reverend” and wasn’t sure what credentials he had. No one at our church ever worried about credentials when it came to preachers.

Nathan knitted his eyebrows. “Yeah, right. I don’t think he would appreciate the question.”

He was right. I wouldn’t have dared ask about it either.

“It’s cool that it’s John,” Nathan said.

“How do you know it’s John?”

“It says so at the end of the book.”

He flipped to the last chapter of John and showed me. I didn’t say anything. Yes, he had looked this one up before­hand.

I knew what he was thinking. I hoped that wasn’t going to be all he thought about for a while. Maybe I shouldn’t have let him have sex with me. I wanted our friendship to be exactly as it had been. No changes. No weird emotional stuff. I had agreed to let him mess with my body thinking I was doing him a favor. Maybe I had made a mistake.

After church, however, the day was just like any other Sunday. Since Nathan had spent Saturday night with me and eaten dinner at my house, I had lunch at his house with him and his Mom, who had not gone out of town. She wasn’t doing that nearly as much as she used to, but Nathan had gotten so used to spending Saturday nights at my house that the tradition had continued even when she was at home. I wondered sometimes if she didn’t get lonely, but she never seemed to mind. She reminded me of my brother Matt in some ways. They both seemed perfectly content in their own world and never seemed that interested in interacting with me. On the other hand, they were sensible, fair, polite, and pleasant, and I liked them. It was just disappointing how little interest either of them took in me. I was used to people taking interest, especially when I encouraged them to.

After lunch, we watched TV while our meal settled, then shot some hoops in Nathan’s driveway, just passing time. I preferred shooting hopes at my own house because we lived on the flat section of the street. Because Nathan lived halfway up the hill, when the ball got away we sometimes had to chase it practically to my house to retrieve it. But I didn’t want to insult him by suggesting we play at my house all the time, so sometimes we played at his. Nathan must have known that my place was less of a hassle too, but since we did almost every­thing at my house, not his, I expect he was trying to make himself believe that his house was just as good. His house was nicer to look at, but that’s about it.

We didn’t talk much after lunch, but that wasn’t unusual. We had long ago learned to be comfortable in silence with each other, and although I’m sure we were both thinking about what happened the previous night, and maybe about Jesus and John, neither of us saw a need to bring either subject up again for discussion. Besides, we both knew we would soon be on another great adventure together, because every Sunday around two o’clock and almost every school day right after school, we got on my dirt bike and headed for the trails.

I sometimes wished Nathan had his own bike, but often I was glad he didn’t because this way we were always completely together, doing exactly the same thing. When I leaned left, he leaned left. When I leaned forward to gun the bike up a hill, Nathan leaned with me. Before I knew for certain he was gay, back when I had first gotten the bike, I had told him to wrap his arms around my waist and double clutch his arms when I attempted the hills. I didn’t want to lose him. To be honest, I loved his arms around me. When I could get my girlfriend Mary on the bike with me and coax her into letting me try a hill, which wasn’t often, I liked it in a more sexual way, although she never held as tight or put her body against me with quite as much weight as did Nathan. With Nathan, I loved the comradery of it. It was like we were one person, and that’s what a person needs when attempting a dangerous climb. Mary never quite
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