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            William

          

        

      

    

    
      There’s something about the sound of ice cubes clinking together against a glass that always gives people the sense of feeling refreshed. Was it psychological? Knowing that ice cubes represented coldness? Or was it physical? The simple transfer of coolness from the glass to the person’s fingers causing their body temperatures to drop?

      That was too deep a question for someone who was on vacation. Vacationing meant turning off one's brain, letting loose, and enjoying some relaxing downtime.

      He swirled his glass once again, listening to the ice cubes crash into the sides of their glass prison. Even in the stifling heat, somehow hearing that sound made William feel cool and relaxed.

      It’s sad to think that in a few minutes, the ice cubes in his drink will have disappeared and taken on another form in the H2O cycle of life. Do ice cubes realize just how short their lives really are? Depressing when you think about it.

      William placed his gin and tonic down on the tiny table that sat next to each of the lounge chairs lining the deck. Rows and rows of white and blue chairs, all waiting to be filled by passengers seeking an escape from their everyday lives.

      He leaned back in his chair and placed an arm behind his head. He stared out into the pool in front of him and enjoyed the view.

      Man, this was the life! He could get used to this. Sun, booze, and relaxation. Oh, yeah… and loads of hot, half-naked men walking around in tiny Speedos.

      Nothing says “gay vacation” like having gorgeous, hard bodies with massive packages parading by you all day long. Yes, it might be a bit of a cliché, but he was all about the eye candy this vacation.

      He had to admire all these men walking around in their skimpy little Speedos, nothing more than a thin layer of fabric pulled tight against their impressive bodies. He himself would never have the courage that these men did to wear something so revealing. Not that he wasn’t a good-looking man himself; he just had more of a dad bod and enjoyed keeping that treasure to himself.

      Watching these men parade by as he sipped his drink, he was thankful to these men who did have the balls… and the body… to flaunt what they worked so hard to get. On behalf of all gay men with dad bods, we salute you! William mentally raised his glass to honor the men and their hard work.

      William, on the other hand, was happy, lying in his swim trunks, sipping on a fruity drink. He was a man who worked hard, and had finally come to terms with the body he inhabited. He was never going to have a six-pack, or bulging muscles, and he was fine with that.

      He was one of those guys who never felt comfortable being the center of attention and, quite frankly, preferred to watch the action from the sidelines.

      Even as a child, he was always happy to let his friends take the spotlight. He preferred to fade into the background, where there was no pressure to stand out and perform for people. It was safer there. Fewer expectations and no disappointments.

      William had come a long way from that shy, timid little boy. Now, he had a career that he loved, made a shit ton of money, and enjoyed traveling the world… well, at least that’s what his dating profile said.

      Truthfully, it was brought to William’s attention recently that he was what others would commonly refer to as a “workaholic.”

      Friends argued that they never saw him anymore, and that he never came out for drinks when invited. They even went so far as to point out that on the rare occasions when he did attend a group function, he had a tendency to slip away after only an hour or two.

      William couldn’t argue with this. He worked long hours, and rarely got a break during the day, so when he came home at night, he was exhausted. The last thing he wanted to do was hang out at a loud and crowded bar, watching people get sloppy, telling their whole life stories.

      No thanks. Not his cup of tea.

      Then, of course, there were his parents. The human entities that breathed life into his lungs and wiped his butt when he was a baby. These all-powerful beings claimed that he never visited or called them to make sure that they were still alive and breathing.

      William, of course, didn’t see it. He loved his job and saw his friends and family for the appropriate amount of time that was needed to maintain a civilized relationship.

      But when his last relationship ended due to neglect – apparently, he had only seen his boyfriend three times in the one month they were dating – William began to wonder if perhaps there might be some truth to what everyone else was saying.

      So, here he was on a ten-day Caribbean Cruise, sailing on one of America’s newest gay cruise lines, Adonis Cruises. This week was all about sun, fun, and relaxation!

      And getting your dick wet...

      William rolled his eyes. How long had it been since he last got laid? Three? Four months? If he was being honest with himself, it was probably more like six.

      This was one of the main reasons he had decided to take a gay cruise. Lots of hot and horny men looking for a good time with no attachments. He had never taken a gay cruise before. Sure, he had seen the ads and heard the stories, but he never had the courage – or time – to take a cruise himself.

      A smile emerged on William’s face. He was excited. It was going to be ten days he would never forget.

      It was at that moment that William’s breath caught in his chest. He quickly lowered his sunglasses so that he could get a better view of the stunning vision that had entered his line of sight.

      There, across the pool, was one of the sexiest creatures he had ever laid eyes on. One could only describe this vision as the love child between an angel and a unicorn. His beauty was unworldly.

      The world around William seemed to stand still as he watched this smooth-skinned sexy blond with tight abs, and a tiny pink Speedo, slowly make his way out of the pool. Each step he took was an experience in itself.

      It was as though Mother Nature herself were guiding the boy. The sun’s rays beamed down on his flawless skin, causing the water that clung to his perfectly sculpted abs to glisten.

      The front of William’s swim trunks tightened as another part of William took notice. Six months was a long time to be celibate.

      Reaching for his drink, he took a sip as he watched the boy’s perky tight ass jiggle as he walked along the other side of the pool.

      God, what he wouldn’t do to that ass if he had the chance.

      He felt his mouth begin to water while he imagined burying his face in between those perfectly delicious cheeks. Eating ass was one of William’s favorite pastimes – well, when he got the chance to indulge – which, okay, fine, was not that often. But in his mind, it happened every fucking night in bed, and sometimes even at work while he was reviewing a client's file.

      Fuck, he could eat that ass all night!

      Then reality set in.

      A guy like that would never be interested in a man like him. A man in his forties, with a dad bod, who worked way too much.

      Boys like him only chased after muscle jocks with Olympic-sized cocks… the ones that only existed in the wonderful world of porn and gay men’s fantasies.

      Feeling the heat from the sun bearing down on him, he adjusted the uncomfortable hard-on that was now pressing painfully against his swimsuit.

      All around him, other onlookers were taking notice of the angel in the pink Speedo. Apparently, someone was going to be very popular during this ten-day cruise.

      Taking a sip of his drink, William continued to watch the boy as he flagged down a server and ordered a drink. He watched with curiosity as the object of his next jerk-off fantasy reached into a turquoise string bag and pulled out a magazine. He was too far away to see, but wondered what sort of magazine would capture the attention of such a beautiful man. Was it some sort of fashion magazine? Or perhaps a Hollywood gossip rag of some sorts?

      Either way, his curiosity was piqued. Who was this gorgeous creature that sat all alone, seemingly in his own enchanting world?
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      The water glistened against the sun as each teasing drop slid down his deliciously smooth skin. Those watching around the pool would swear that time slowed as his sexy, toned body broke through the water’s surface.

      It was like watching a mythical creature emerge from the glory of the calming waters, they would tell their friends.

      It’s amazing how horny men will remember things.

      Austin was beginning to see why people traveled to the Caribbean every year. Relaxing in the sun, while feeling the sun’s warmth against one’s almost naked body. Yup, major endorphin rush. There was no better natural high.

      Except for orgasms.

      Orgasms were always a much better high.

      Unfortunately, orgasms were also what got him into this mess in the first place, so orgasms were on probation. Those guys better behave themselves, or Austin was going to have to cut orgasms from his diet.

      Who was he kidding? He fucking loved orgasms! And at twenty-three, orgasms loved him as well. Perhaps a little too much…

      Austin waited for the water to clear from his eyes before he finally opened them. He blinked a few times while his eyes adjusted to the brightness of his surroundings. Yes, he was human – although others might argue otherwise – and affected by temporary blindness from the sun.

      When his eyes finally adjusted, he was met with a cocky grin plastered on some golden-haired muscle jock standing two feet away. The guy was seriously eye-fucking him, and not being discreet about it in any way.

      What a douche.

      Austin rolled his eyes and pretended not to notice the steroid-fueled wall of muscle gaping at him.

      No chance in hell, buddy.

      Austin turned to his left to avoid eye contact, and instead locked eyes with a chubby man in his fifties, pretending not to stare. The bashful man sat along the edge of the pool with his legs dangling over the side. This man was more his type. Gentle, discreet, and not overly confident.

      He decided to test the waters, so to speak. He raised his arms above his head and stretched out his tense back muscles. Austin watched as the quiet man’s eyes dilated, taking in every inch of Austin’s wet torso.

      The man adjusted his bathing suit as his cheeks flushed.

      Yeah… you’re so hooked.

      Perhaps later. For now, Austin just wanted to relax and unwind. He would save the prowling for when the sun went down. Right now, he had other ways to get what he wanted.

      Austin made his way to the side of the pool and adjusted his tiny pink Speedo as he exited the water. He stepped out slowly, giving people extra time to admire the goods he was blessed with. He also wanted to give potential marks an opportunity to lick their lips and begin to fantasize.

      Always tease the goods when marketing.

      He tried not to smirk as he walked past a group of European men who were grabbing their crotches as he passed them by.

      Hmmm, he hadn’t had Spanish or Italian in quite some time. Perhaps he would order a midnight snack. Nothing like an uncut European sandwich to put a smile on a horny twink’s face. Those European men were skillful in so many ways.

      Austin laid down on his lounge chair and waved to one of the servers, hoping to grab his attention. It only took a minute before a smiling young man came running.

      “Hi, can I get a passion fruit martini, please? Oh, and a bottle of water.”

      “No problem, sir. Would you like to start a tab or charge it to your room?” the server asked in the cheeriest voice known to man.

      “Oh, you can charge that to my room, 346, please. Actually, can I also get a chicken salad, and a side of fruit as well?”

      Austin figured he should probably eat something to soak up some of the alcohol. The last thing he wanted was to be a “messy gay” this early in the afternoon – he wasn’t nineteen and in Cancun on spring break.

      “Of course, sir. I’ll be right back with your order.” The man disappeared, leaving Austin alone with his thoughts and several ogling men.

      He figured that whoever was in Room 346 would not notice the charges until they went to check out at the end of the cruise. He better keep track of room numbers, though. He didn’t want to accidentally use the same one twice.

      The key to these scams was keeping track of marks and keeping activity low to reduce detection. One extra charge on a bill might be seen as an “accident” but multiple charges was a pattern.

      Austin pulled out his magazine and made himself comfortable. This was going to be a difficult week. Yes, he would have fun and party his sexy little ass off, but by the end of the week, he needed to make some decisions.

      “Here you go, sir,” the cheery young server sang as he placed his drink down on the small table.

      Austin pulled out two five-dollar bills from his bag and handed it to the man.

      “Oh, that’s not necessary, sir. We don’t accept tips during the cruise.”

      “Please. Take it. I know how hard working in service can be. Plus, I like your smile.” Austin was not always the cold-hearted monster that people came to see him as. Deep down… somewhere… was the beaten, broken heart of a Southern boy.

      The man smiled as he discreetly took the tip and walked away.

      “Well, here’s to one hell of a trip.” Austin raised his drink to no one in particular, then took a sip.
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      A stream of orange and red filtered in through the cabin window as the sun began to set over the North Atlantic Ocean. The cruise was traveling from Miami to Saint Martin, with stops in Saint Thomas, Barbados, and Saint Kitts, before heading back to Miami. Ten days of sun and hot men. The perfect holiday. Then it was back to reality.

      Back to the wonderful world of mergers and acquisitions. William loved his job. Finding viable companies, creating deals that were mutually beneficial, and then watching companies grow and thrive.

      He had joined Maxwell Enterprises about ten years ago and quickly moved up the ranks. William was now Vice President of Acquisitions and was overseeing four major acquisitions currently underway. He was a busy man, but he loved what he did.

      William straightened the aqua-blue button-up shirt he wore as he checked himself out in the mirror. Everyone loved this shirt on him. They claimed it made his eyes look fiercely blue, and everyone else weak in the knees.

      His eyes were his most valuable asset – his ex, David, used to say – back when they were actually talking, and back before David accidentally fell on Keith, the twenty-year-old barista’s, dick.

      His eyes were also his secret weapon. One look from his baby blues, and he could win just about any argument. This skill came in handy, especially when trying to negotiate a deal with a less-than-willing participant. Having the ability to disarm the person and persuade them to see things your way was a skill that got him far in his career.

      William glanced at his reflection in the mirror and turned quickly to check out his butt. The black shorts he was wearing were snug, but hugged his butt with just the right amount of tension to make his ass pop. He wasn’t a bottom, but who didn’t love the look of a nice butt on a guy?

      “Yeah, you still got it,” he said to himself, admiring himself in the mirror.

      While his abs may have softened over the years, William kept his legs and butt in relatively good shape by running on weekends. Well… every other weekend… actually it was more like those weekends when he wasn’t exhausted from working a sixty-hour work week. He was determined to win the war against gravity that all men of a certain age face.

      He was forty, which translated to fifty-eight in gay years. He didn’t make up the logic. Apparently, some gay god decided long ago on the gay to straight year conversion. All he knew was that when he turned thirty, a twenty-five-year-old called him daddy. Then, when he turned forty, he suddenly jumped ahead in time and fell into the “old man” category. If he remembered correctly, the app profile stated “searching for guys eighteen to thirty-nine. No old men.” He wasn’t sure how much a thirty-five-year-old would have in common dating an eighteen-year-old, but hey, in five years the guy will move to his category, and perhaps then, they can date. William was no longer a spring chicken in the gay world.

      Staring at his reflection, he was both excited and nervous. He was excited at the opportunity of meeting new people, and having fun, but nervous at the thought of being judged and rejected because he didn’t have the rock-hard abs or toned physique that some of the other passengers had.

      Fuck it. He was who he was.

      Hopefully, someone would see the sexy demon hiding behind the soft belly and want to drag him back to their room at the end of the night. One could fantasize, couldn’t they?

      William grabbed his wallet and room key from the nightstand, then headed out for dinner.

      As he made his way through the ship, he couldn’t help but admire the detailed architecture all around him.

      In the center of the ship stood a grand staircase that led up to the second level. It reminded William of the opulent staircase found at the Palais Garnier, the French Opera house in Paris. There was something about gay men and opulence that always seemed to go hand in hand.

      In addition to the grand staircase, the hallways were lined with various pieces of art, shrines to gay icons – Judy, Cher, Gaga, Madonna – and, of course, hundreds of sculptures capturing the male form in all its glory and sexual possibilities.

      The cruise was adults only, catering to gay men, so the ambiance was a delicate balance between class and sexual depravity. Perfect for the average gay man looking to enjoy himself on one of America’s hottest gay cruises.

      William walked into the Sapphire Club, one of the ship’s restaurant/lounges, and glanced around the room. The problem with traveling alone is that you are constantly trying to locate the best places to sit and hang out whenever you walk into a new establishment.

      First, you never want to look like that pathetic loser who is on vacation alone because no one likes him. How does one let strangers know that you are not an odd and awkward man, and that the only reason you are traveling alone is because you wanted some me time to relax and unwind? This was very important, as it would determine whether people approached you or avoided you.

      Second, you want to find a location near a guy or group of guys that you think is attractive, and that you would like to get to know more on a personal level… if the opportunity presents itself. There is nothing like having a cute guy lean over and ask you to join him and his friends at their table.

      This was also how William got invited to his first orgy while on vacation in Spain a few years ago. Nothing like five sweaty Spanish men groaning and panting to get the blood pumping… and boy, was it pumping! All night and into the early morning hours. There must be something in the water because Spanish men can go for days.

      Looking around the Sapphire Club, William noted that the restaurant was mostly filled with gentlemen ranging from fifty to eighty. He guessed that most of the younger men were probably still in their rooms primping and prepping for the evening’s festivities.

      Oh, God. Did this mean that he was getting old?

      William couldn’t decide on a location as all options seemed to point to a lonely night alone with his hand. No one caught his eye.

      He decided that his best option was to take a seat at the bar and enjoy a few cocktails while he waited for the rest of the passengers to emerge from their cabins.

      “What can I get you, sir?” a young man with a square jaw and jet-black hair asked from behind the bar. The man leaned across the bar, getting a little too close for William’s comfort.

      The bartender placed a hand on William’s arm and gave it a soft caress. William’s eyes fell on the young man’s hand. Was the bartender flirting with him? Probably not. He probably did that to all his customers. Get in close and let them see how ruggedly handsome he was.

      It was a smart business tactic. Most customers would enjoy the desired attention and keep ordering drinks, hoping to get the same level of attention or more as the night progressed. Men often fell victim to the rod between their legs.

      William glanced up at the bottles displayed, trying to decide what to start with.

      “Can I get a scotch, please?” William asked as he pulled out one of the stools at the end of the bar. From here, he could scope out the crowd as they walked in, then decide on his flight path for the evening.

      William thanked the bartender for the drink and turned his attention back to the crowd. Some of the men he recognized, either from the pool or from the hour-long orientation all passengers were required to attend. Fun and safety were paramount, according to the chipper captain.

      Most guests were either couples or traveling in small groups, but there were a few solo travelers sprinkled in between.

      Then he spotted him.

      The boy in the pink Speedo.

      It was like watching an angel enter the Pearly Gates. His skin seemed to glow as his golden locks surrounded his face like a halo. His soft blue eyes shimmered like sapphires in the afternoon sunlight.

      The boy paused momentarily, looking around the room, as if searching for someone. His eyes landed on William and he smiled.

      William’s breath caught in his chest as he momentarily forgot how to breathe. He was mesmerized by the boy’s captivating eyes; they seemed to trap him in the moment, making him a slave to the boy’s beauty.

      The boy released William from his gaze, as he glanced around the room one last time, seeming unable to locate his mystery companion. Giving up, he made his way over to the bar.

      William watched as the boy pulled out a stool and sat just two seats away from him. The boy smelled like vanilla and lavender, scents one might associate with the stunning vision before him.

      The boy glanced at William before turning his attention back to the bartender.

      “Can I get a Cosmopolitan, please?” the boy asked, then glanced over at William once again.

      The game of bashful glances was on. Who would make the first move? William felt his heart rate speed up.

      “How’s your night going?” William asked, half expecting the human embodiment of sex to either ignore him or get up and walk away.

      To his surprise, the boy answered.

      “It’s going okay so far. Umm, well, I guess.”

      William’s face twisted. “What do you mean? Not having a good time so far?” It was odd that the young man would not be having a good time considering he was on an amazing cruise and, secondly, he was gorgeous. Good-looking people always seem to have a better time than everyone else. Was he stereotyping by making such an assumption?

      “Well, it’s just that today is my birthday. And I was so excited to be celebrating my twenty-third birthday on a cruise with my boyfriend…”

      Shit, there it was. The one word that could kill any boner for William… boyfriend.

      Of course. A hot guy like Mr. Pink Speedo would be here with his boyfriend. Guys like him did not travel alone or without an entourage. Why was William surprised?

      “…but my boyfriend ended up dumping me a week ago. Apparently, he met someone else.”

      William almost choked on his drink. His attention suddenly perked up. Mr. Hot and Sexy was single. Now his cock was interested!

      Then his other brain focused on the last bit of the conversation – the boy had been dumped right before the cruise.

      “So, here I am now, celebrating my birthday all alone on this cruise. Can it get any more depressing than that?” The boy stared at his glass as his fingers absently circled the rim. His eyes were filled with such sadness.

      William’s heart went out to the boy. Poor guy. Having your heart broken was bad enough, but then having to travel and celebrate your birthday all alone was even more painful.

      He was not going to allow this. It all seemed wrong.

      “Well, I’m truly sorry to hear about you and your boyfriend breaking up. Heartache is never a fun thing. But on a more positive note, Happy Birthday!” William lifted his glass toward the boy.

      A tiny smile threatened to emerge on the boy’s lips. His eyes lifted slightly to meet William’s. It was a bashful smile that melted William’s heart and made his dick hard.

      As William stared into the young man’s eyes, he couldn’t help but notice the flicker of flames as they danced in the boy’s eyes.

      Was this a shimmer of hope burning through the young man’s eyes or a message of warning sent in disguise?

      “And seeing as it’s your birthday, I would love to treat you to dinner and drinks. My way of helping you celebrate your twenty-third birthday.” William felt his heart expand as he watched the boy’s face light up with excitement. The pure joy on his face filled William’s heart.

      “Seriously? You would want to do that for me?”

      “Yes, of course. No man should be alone on their birthday. Plus, you seem like nice company. As you can tell, I’m also traveling alone, so it would be nice to have some company as well. Keep me from getting sad looks all night.” William winked, hoping he was sounding more charming than he felt.

      The boy smiled and extended his hand toward William.

      “That sounds like an amazing time. I’m Austin, by the way. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

      William wrapped his large hand around Austin’s.

      “I’m William,” he replied.

      The young man’s hands were so soft and smooth. It was like shaking hands with a hand model.

      He quickly pulled his hand away when he felt his dick thicken. His shorts weren’t tight enough to hide a bulging boner if things got out of control. He needed to think of something other than Austin’s
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COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
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