
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The courage of a warrior is a must on their new path, or they’ll never grasp their happily ever after.

	 

	 

	Just when eighteen-year-old Billy Redsky believes he’s holding his happily ever after in the palm of his hand, he must practice what he’s learned in ceremony to face two more tests—share with the world his love for René, and let go of the past.

	But that’s not so easy. René is terrified of exposing their secret to anyone but his family. As for Billy’s brother, he has no intention of changing his criminal ways.

	Only a miracle can help Billy reach his final destination on the red road his Ojibway ancestors once walked. For his dream to come true, he must look deep inside himself and trust the creator he follows.
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Chapter One: Heaven’s Already Here

	 

	 

	April 1999

	Thunder Bay, Ontario

	 

	Talk about being blue-balled. Yeah, Billy understood René’s point. Waiting to finally do the deed would be more special when they were officially together, but a guy could only hold his nuts on ice for so long before they froze.

	He stared out the airplane window. The Dash Eight couldn’t compare to the jet René always caught to Toronto. Instead, Billy was on a half-full forty passenger tube of meh status. On the plus side, they did offer free pop and peanuts. Not too shabby.

	René had urged Billy to take this flight because the plane landed on the island, a car-ferry ride across the lake to downtown Toronto where René resided.

	Having never flown before, Billy had spent his time staring out at towns, cars, and people who resembled the tiny toys he used to play with as a kid—anything to keep his mind busy after René’s visit at the end of February.

	Billy was making the trip to help pack René’s belongings, give the city that had taken the guy he loved from him the middle finger, and then haul René back to Thunder Bay where he belonged.

	Okay, checking out Church and Wellesley, aka the gayborhood, might be cool. Keith and his lover, Brooks, were taking them out for dinner at the restaurant where René joined the couple once a week that catered to the LGBT community.

	Warmth filled Billy. No more hiding... for a couple of days. They’d get to hold hands or walk with their arms around each other. Complete and utter freedom. He could proudly let the city know René Oshawee belonged to him.

	 

	Billy couldn’t stop craning his neck in every direction. They were on the Gardner Expressway, making their way to René’s crib. The fully lit CN Tower stood before them. To snatch a better view of what Billy had only caught on TV, he leaned in closer to the windshield. “Can we go up it?”

	“I don’t think we’ll have time. We gotta be back by Sunday. You got school. And I’m starting my new job.”

	Mr. O had some serious connections. He’d scored René summer employment at the law firm the reserve always used.

	Friday night. Tomorrow, they’d leave around ten to make the fifteen-hour jaunt back to Thunder Bay. If they stayed on schedule, they’d arrive around four or five on Sunday morning, since they’d banked in pit stops. Plus, they’d be towing the rental U-Haul that waited at René’s place, courtesy of Mr. O’s arrangements.

	“Moving the stuff shouldn’t be too shabby.” Billy should’ve borrowed Mrs. O’s camera. The lit skyscrapers were beautiful.

	“I got most of everything packed. It’s just a matter of lugging it outside.” With the sun beginning to set, René was sans his specs. He stared straight ahead. Once in a while he eyed his rearview and side mirrors.

	The skyscrapers indicated they were closing in on the downtown core. Soon, they were beneath one of the highways, or whatever the roads were called that ran above the street they were on.

	René steered them into the left lane and slowed for the set of traffic lights. The light turned green. They drove beneath the highway above them. A rushing type of sound filled the interior. Billy had never witnessed roads on top of roads before.

	“Where are we?”

	“Lower Jarvis.” The sexy lines beneath René’s cheekbones appeared. “Heading for my ‘hood.”

	The city was buzzing more than The Busy Bee back home on welfare day. Even at seven, people had somewhere to go. “You ever wonder what they’re up to?”

	“Who?”

	“All this traffic. All these people.”

	“No. You get used to it pretty quick. Feels good to get out of T. Bay, huh?”

	“Yeah.” Billy could’ve high-fived the Oshawees for allowing him to miss his afternoon classes. This was his first trip out of town.

	They went beneath an overpass and then came upon another highway above them.

	“It’s an easy route from the airport. You simply go up Jarvis. Then turn left on Gloucester.”

	They passed over a block and a half of green space dedicated to a park.

	René pointed. “Check it out. My former school.”

	Billy craned his neck. At the speed they were driving, all he glimpsed was a big brick building.

	They went left on a side street full of Victorian houses and brick apartment buildings. Then they popped out on Church Street, where the crossings were painted the color of the rainbow flag.

	The Gloucester Street sign came into view, but they drove by and veered left down an alley.

	“Chunk’s willing to get up early and help. He usually doesn’t see his bed until two in the morning.” René pulled into a two-spot parking space.

	Jammed in tight was the U-Haul. How they were going to hitch the thing and maneuver their way out from the snug space was beyond Billy, but René was an experienced enough driver to worm them through anything.

	They vacated the truck.

	From the box of the vehicle, Billy retrieved his duffel bag he used for gym class. The Oshawees had mentioned getting him proper luggage.

	Although the air still nipped his exposed skin back home, in Toronto the temperature had to be about ten degrees warmer.

	René led them through a wrought-iron gate to a patio and flower garden.

	There were three stories to the brick house, plus the basement. Nestled beside Brooks’ pad was a crib almost identical. Next to that house was a brick apartment building. To the left was a nice spread of grass, and then a contemporary apartment building.

	“This is pretty cool.” Billy kept glancing around.

	“Yeah, it is.” René strode by the patio and flower beds, where furniture was set up to enjoy a cup of coffee on a warm afternoon.

	Once he unlocked the back door, Billy pushed his way inside to finally view where René had spent his last year and a half. He went down a flight of stairs leading into a hall. There was a stackable washer and dryer. A storage place for boots and jackets. He darted into the kitchen. “What about your furniture?”

	“Mr. and Mrs. Bradley bought it for Chunk. He’s staying on. Matt’s moving in.”

	“Oh yeah, Matt’s crashing at Ian and Moxy’s crib.” Billy kept glancing around. Although there wasn’t a dining room, a small table and two chairs offered a place to eat or study. The living room faced the street.

	“Kenny’s moving in with them, and the new drummer.” Carrying Billy’s duffel bag, René slipped into the bedroom.

	“What’s his name?”

	“George,” René called back.

	“You’re still not bummed, are you?” Billy shifted his hips back and forth.

	The band had auditioned for Rockfest ‘99 and had won. Come July, Madame Moxy would play the B stage. Not René, though. He’d be in Thunder Bay.

	“No.” René rested on the bedroom doorframe.

	“Not at all?” Billy swept his hand across the air. “You won’t miss your own pad? The city?”

	“In a way I’ll miss it, but like I said for the hundredth time, it doesn’t contain you.”

	“Same here. Thunder Bay sucked. Same for the rez.” Billy strolled across the kitchen, hands in pockets. He stood before René, one inch taller than the guy he loved. He locked his arms around René’s firm shoulders. “I really missed you.”

	“I missed you, too.” René’s voice was silk on Billy’s skin. “Fuck, did I ever miss you.”

	“What’d your mom say about the phone bill?”

	René chuckled. “She wasn’t impressed. But hey, this is what they wanted.”

	“True. Guess they weren’t down with you dragging me to the big bad gayborhood and corrupting me, huh?”

	René slapped Billy’s butt. “Riiiiight. As if you could be corrupted. You’re the one always corrupting lil ol’ innocent me.”

	Just as Billy was about to steal a kiss, the phone rang. “I bet it’s your mom. She knows what we’re up to. She’s trying to save your lil ol’ innocent virtue.”

	They both laughed.

	René broke their embrace and picked up the cordless in the living room.

	Billy drank in the double bed and waggled his brows. Hubba, hubba. Tonight was going to rock. Maybe René had been right about waiting.

	“That was Keith. We gotta meet them upstairs. They wanna head out. They saw us pull up. Let’s go.” He reached for Billy’s hand.

	When their fingers tangled, the warmth of René’s skin and smoothness of his palm was enough to melt Billy all over the floor.

	 

	Billy wasn’t sure about Brooks Avery. There was something smug about the older man in designer threads. Or maybe Billy’s imagination had run amuck, because given René’s light laughter, he enjoyed the duo’s company.

	They walked down Church Street, heading for the restaurant where the trio always dined.

	“I’m grateful Trent held your going away party last weekend. Having one this weekend would’ve proved too demanding. Truly kind of him. Thoughtful.” Even Brooks’ voice held an air of arrogance.

	Though he clocked in around the same age as Mr. and Mrs. O, there was a youthfulness to Brooks the Oshawees lacked. Perhaps because he was boning a guy young enough to be his son.

	They entered the restaurant to a typical eating establishment tricked out in chrome and steel for the hipsters. The maître d’ greeted them by their names, except for Billy, and led them to their regular spot up on a tier.

	“The ribs are delish.” René glanced over the menu.

	“I hear you’re graduating in June.” Brooks eyeballed Billy with the scrutiny of a lawyer tearing a witness on the stand a new asshole.

	Billy thrust his chin forward. “Yep. Then I’m sticking around for my OAC.”

	A waiter arrived and filled the water glasses on the table. “The usual from the bar, gentlemen?”

	“Yes.” Brooks then added with an air of authority, “No alcohol for this one. He’s still in high school.”

	A shock of heat peppered Billy’s face. What was this old geezer’s problem? What a shitty thing to say. Billy had come here with no intention of ordering booze. Alcohol could kiss his ass after the pathetic fire water had destroyed Mom and laid her out in dirt. “I don’t need alcohol—a lot of my ancestors found it offensive when white people almost shoved it down their throats. A root beer’s fine.”

	A tinge of pink coated Brooks’ smug face.

	Keith stole a sidelong glance René’s way.

	“I’ll get a cream soda.” René shut his menu.

	Brooks lifted a perfectly waxed brow. “You’re not having a beer?”

	“No.” René shook his head.

	“Congratulations on your father finding you another position. We’ll miss you this year. You’re a studious worker.” Brooks sat back. The dim lighting above reflected off the salt-and-pepper wavy hair styled off his slim face. He folded his arms.

	“Yeah, I lucked out. I wasn’t sure where I was gonna work. Dad pulled a few strings, though.” René’s grin said he didn’t mind having his father coming to the rescue.

	Billy stared at his hands. Naturally, René didn’t mind his dad stepping in. His family had aided him from the day he was born. Not that Billy held René’s privileged upbringing against him. If he’d been birthed into the same opportunities and awesome family, he’d use their connections to his advantage, too.

	“I’d say your family taught you to work extremely hard. And where are you working this summer?” Brooks steeled his cold gray eyes on Billy.

	“The police. I worked there last summer.” Billy held Brooks’ icy stare.

	“René told me you wish to pursue law enforcement as a First Nations constable. My deepest condolences on your mother’s passing.” There wasn’t a hint of sympathy in Brooks’ offering.

	Billy peeked at René. Just what did this snotty oldster know about his family? Keith had probably blabbed about Billy’s sorry-for-an-excuse life before the Oshawees had saved him. What a bunch of bullshit.

	A three hundred watt light bulb went off in Billy’s brain. The man was prejudiced against reds. More than reds. Anyone who wasn’t white. But the jerk-off allowed so-called successful ethnic people to hang if they met his high and mighty standards, like this Trent guy who came from a great family since he was studying to become a veterinarian.

	Again, Billy stole a peek. Ten bucks, the middle-aged jerk thought Billy wasn’t good enough and was wrecking René’s chance at having an A-plus career.

	“It’s really too bad about Rockfest.” Brooks made a tsking sound. “You and your band worked hard to win the contest.”

	Was this dumb dinner supposed to plant seeds of doubt in René’s mind? Or tell Billy to let go of René? Well, he wasn’t letting go. He set his arm on the back of René’s chair.

	Hugging René in public after holding hands on their way to the restaurant spread a heaping of fuzzies along Billy’s skin. He moved his chair in closer. René slid his hand onto Billy’s thigh. A chuckle started in Billy’s belly and rolled from his throat.

	“Young love...” Brooks had pasted on a phony smile.

	“It’s awesome when you find it right away,” Billy couldn’t help boasting. “I knew he was the one when I saw him trucking down the road on his bicycle, delivering newspapers.”

	“Really?” Brooks took the tumbler of scotch from the waiter.

	“I wasn’t sure what it was at the time. After we served detention together, I had a damned good idea.” Billy pecked René’s cheek. More fuzzies seeped across his skin. If only they could do this in Thunder Bay.

	By the widening of René’s grin, he didn’t mind, either. “I’d say it’s when you fell on me in the hall.”

	“Yeah? You dug that?” Billy waggled his brows.

	“Not our dustup.” René grasped the cream soda the waiter handed over. “But afterward...”

	“It’s about darn time I saw you with someone. I was beginning to wonder if you’re even gay,” a voice rougher than sandpaper intruded.

	Billy looked over his shoulder.

	Done up in full leather, a big bear of a man strutted up to the table. “How you doing? We’re gonna miss having you around.”

	“Awesome. Super-awesome. I’ll miss you guys, too.” René motioned at Billy. “This is my boyfriend. Billy Redsky. Billy, this is Armando Vendetti.”

	Armando held out his hand. “It’s great to finally meet the guy who’s hauling René back to Thunder Bay. You must be pretty special.”

	Billy shook the palm rougher than the leather and tattoos the man sported. “Thanks. It’s good to meet you, too.”

	“We watched René slowly crawl out from his shell over the past year. Lookit him now.” Armando’s thick mustache straight out of a seventies porno stretched with his big grin. “Fitting right in.”

	“I owe you guys a lot.” René kept staring up at Armando. “I’ll miss this place.”

	“If you’re gonna miss it, then you should tell him to move here.” Teasing littered Armando’s suggestion.

	“Y’know, it’d be cool and all, but we’re better off back home.”

	“Then come have one last cig with me. Let’s go.” Without waiting for a reply, Armando sauntered off.

	René rose. “I’ll be right back.” Love filled the smile he directed at Billy. The gaze he pinned on Keith and Brooks said take good care of him for me.

	“Okay.” Billy kept his ass in the chair. René might want to speak privately to Armando, who came across as a chill guy. Maybe he planned on thanking the man in black leather for his help.

	The restaurant door opened. A dude with dreadlocks and honed muscles straight from a gym strode inside. He had clear-cut features, perfect for sketching—bold cheekbones, strong nose, thick lips, a square jawline. Much to Billy’s surprise, the dude beelined for their table.

	The dull overcast sky in Brooks’ eyes brightened to gray-blue.

	“I hope you don’t mind.” The guy’s voice was deeper than the depths of the ocean with a matching tone of rich aquamarine.

	“Not at all.” Brooks motioned at a chair from another table. “Join us.” He focused on Billy. “This is Trent Johnson. A very good friend of René’s. Trent, this is Billy Redsky. I think you have an idea of where he fits into René’s life.”

	Trent’s black eyes didn’t darken. Instead, curiosity flickered in his irises. “So you’re the guy I heard shitloads about. Great meeting you.”

	Billy had never done so much handshaking in his life. Nor could he help the niggle of jealousy. He pushed away the glop of green, because Trent had helped René like a true friend should. “René’s out back having a smoke with Armando.”

	“That’s their fave spot.” Trent’s laugh matched the gusto in his gaze. “I’ll be honest. I had to see René one last time and meet the homie responsible for his downer dogging.”

	“He was that bummed, eh?” Billy didn’t wish to be liable for René’s suffering. Still, he couldn’t help the bright spot of flattery from rearing up.

	“I’m betting he’s not down anymore.” Trent reached over and poked Billy’s arm. “Ten bucks he’s up. Way up. Hahaha.” He winked.

	Billy burst into a fit of laughter.

	René had been right about Toronto. Here, a guy could be himself. Not that Billy wanted to hide their relationship. Somehow, he had to find a way to do what these great people had done for René back in Thunder Bay.

	 


Chapter Two: Tremble for My Beloved

	 

	 

	“So Chunk won’t be back until two?” Billy set the doggie bags on the kitchen table.

	“Nope. Sometimes he’s not even home until four.” René entered the kitchen. He’d paused to hang up his jacket.

	Billy spun on his heel. Maybe the devilish glint coursing through his veins reflected in his gaze. “C’mere.” He wiggled his finger.

	René’s long legs coasted one in front of the other. His slightly broad chin was tilted a smidgen downward. The delicious grin he flashed said anything you want.

	“I ought to throw you over my knee for making me wait this long.” To hell with pausing for a witty comeback. Billy snaked his fingers around the lapels of René’s shirt and tugged. He melted his mouth on René’s satin lips.

	The kiss was slow and sensual, not the urgency Billy had anticipated after being apart for two months, but closer to savoring a favorite drink. He was being steered to the bedroom. His socked feet brushed the linoleum floor. The beat of his heart was loud enough to break through his shirt.

	Sure, they’d made out tons of times. But feeling each other up on the sectional in the basement back home had never led to what was always forbidden until they’d gotten busted last January. When Daniel had caught them, René had been leading them, because Billy had been too nervous. This time, he stomped down his trickles of fear so he could become part of each stroke and delicious pucker bestowed on him.

	He was laid out on the double bed, his mouth still filled by René’s tongue that licked and tasted. The plush comforter smothered Billy’s back. Each touch lavished on him was silk whispering along his skin.

	A fog of confusion unfurled through Billy’s mind, tossing him into a whirlpool of pleasure that sucked him downward. His body became a sensation of tingles and responded to every caress.

	Each shoulder received a tender kiss. Goosebumps spread across Billy’s flesh. His neck was suckled so lovingly that his beating heart came close to bursting through his ribs. He received a helping hand easing the t-shirt over his head.

	René’s smooth flesh vanished on Billy’s skin, leaving him shivering, silently begging for the blanket of warmth to cover him again. Standing before him, René peeled back the hem of his shirt. He displayed his hard abs Billy had caressed with his eyes too many times to count. The determination in René’s gaze was fingers claiming Billy’s shoulders. René unsnapped the button to his jeans, where a long, thick outline of his boner was buried beneath.

	A good helping of saliva overfilled Billy’s mouth. He fumbled with his own jeans, attempting to unfasten the button and lower the zipper to free the deep ache caged in his underwear. When he slipped his hand inside his shorts, the sticky mess his crotch had become saturated his palm.

	He’d watched and re-watched the gay porn René had snuck home in February so Billy could better understand how two guys got busy. Although he’d done his best to coach himself, nothing prepared him for the unveiling of René’s dick. Light hairs dusted his sexy thighs, yet Billy couldn’t stop zeroing in on what stood proud and strong, hidden from him until today.

	With René’s help, the last of Billy’s jeans were wriggled from around his ankles. His socks also went along for the ride. His heart no longer beat but threatened to explode into a million pieces from being under René’s potent stare that ate Billy from top to bottom.

	His crotch was at a melting point, pleading for a spec of mercy.

	René lay back over Billy. Their warm skin reconnecting was a hot gush of excitement roaring through Billy’s veins. The sensations spun him into a trance where he could only follow what René did. His arm was feathered with soft strokes. He drew his finger up and down one of René’s biceps. Their feet were tangled, and Billy used his big toe to trace René’s calf.

	Never had he been so aware of someone else’s body. Their hips moved in sync, both grinding and pushing. René’s mouth claimed Billy’s throat. His skin was drawn between René’s teeth and received a light nip. A groan of delight escaped from Billy’s mouth, followed by a hiss.

	“It takes time,” René murmured while still nipping at Billy’s throat. “We can’t just jump on each other.” His fingers glided back and forth along Billy’s tense thigh. “Or it’ll hurt, really bad. I only wanna make you feel good.”

	“You-you al-already d-do.” Gosh, even speaking through clattering teeth proved effortful.

	“Hmm... and so do you.” René’s lips melted against Billy’s.

	He was coaxed into the same sensual trance where his body had complete control. The fever ordered him to lick René’s tongue, sample the hot saliva and heat in his mouth.

	The most sensual sensations erupted beneath Billy’s skin. His flesh was too sensitive. Even the comforter beneath him was awakening his backside to heady pleasure.

	René shifted to his side. He still fed Billy his tongue. Their crotches remained one, grinding back and forth. René slithered his hand between their melted-together bodies. When he gripped Billy, volts of electricity seemed to shoot outward along his limbs. The slick heat coming from his boner was being slathered about by René’s thumb.

	Billy was spun into a web of bliss that was beyond what he’d played out in his head while beating off.

	“Oh God,” he gasped in between kisses and having his tongue licked. “Oh fuck, that feels good.” He had to jerk René.

	He eased his hand between them and locked his fingers around what he’d yearned to claim starting from last year. René’s excitement was all over Billy’s palm, slick and hot. His gasps in Billy’s ear were steamy and teased his lobe.

	Billy reclaimed René’s tongue. He had to keep kissing while being beaten off. His balls were ready to explode. His throat hummed on its own. Their gyrating hips moved in the same rhythm of their fisted pumping hands.

	The eruption began in Billy’s crotch and shot through his limbs. Sure, he’d done the deed on himself, but having René stroke Billy into submission was the best feeling in the world.

	Only René could take him far from Earth. Only René could produce Heaven on Earth.

	René’s cum slathered Billy’s palm, and he groaned and held tight.

	Finally, they were one.

	 

	Sometime during the night, Billy had kicked off the comforter. The additional warmth coming from René made blankets moot, because his silky flesh generated enough heat to swamp Billy from head to toe. Even though the temperature was overbearing, he refused to claim another spot, not while they were still tangled.

	Since they were spooning, he pecked the nape of René’s neck. The skin was soft against Billy’s lips. René’s deep breaths were luxurious kneads on Billy’s shoulders.

	His heart wouldn’t stop squealing with delight. They were truly together. Even though they’d given each other hand jobs, jerking each other off beat sex with someone else any ol’ day. He couldn’t resist and gently moved his hips. His crotch brushed René’s buttocks.

	The cuff to Billy’s head was a smack of water at full force. Err... wrong response he’d hoped to create. This time he let his fingers trail along René’s stomach that flexed beneath the tips. René twitched and mumbled something. Billy kept exploring the warm skin. He didn’t stop his trailing until he came upon the nest of hairs leading to René’s crotch.

	Billy received another cuff, followed by a mumble. He gently gripped what he’d held a few hours earlier. God, he couldn’t stop touching René’s long, thick dick. Or kissing him. He pecked René’s exposed shoulder.

	Billy’s sight adjusted to the darkness even though there wasn’t any moonlight or a streetlight flashing in the window, since they were in the basement and the room faced the neighbor’s house.

	René’s groan was not only sensual but full of excitement. The slipperiness coming from his growing boner made easy gliding for Billy’s hand. Again he thrust against René’s buttocks. The newly familiar bursting shivers roared down Billy’s spine.

	They moved in sync. René kept pumping between Billy’s fingers. His gasps and groans filled the room. He never ceased grinding until he stiffened and bathed Billy’s palm with warm jizz.

	Still panting, René rolled over. He positioned himself between Billy’s thighs. Shots of electricity erupted below Billy’s skin. His heart almost held its breath. When he was sucked into René’s mouth, the most wonderful pleasure consumed Billy. He moved his hips, greedily pushing himself back and forth between René’s sucking lips. His erection was immersed in saliva and hot flesh. Never had Billy imagined a blow job could feel this good. No wonder why the guys in the locker room bragged about getting sucked off all the time. The spit and heat he was plunging into was demanding he release everything he possessed.

	René’s fingers explored all parts of Billy’s crotch. His index and thumb slithered between his buttocks. Billy stiffened.

	“Easy.” René’s head popped up. His breath dusted Billy’s tip. “You gotta relax.”

	Nodding, Billy expelled the air he held and sank deep into the pillow. He kept his legs apart where René’s head bobbed. Fuck, he could’ve watched René blow him for the rest of his life.

	The top of René’s finger penetrated Billy. At first, the foreign object was extremely uncomfortable. His butt said to squirm the fuck away. The more René gently thrust, the more the knots in Billy’s stomach unwound. He closed his eyes to savor the mouth sliding up and down him and the finger slowly opening him.

	He licked at the air. Who would’ve thought his fifteen-year-old punk self would finally be between the sheets with his dream guy and getting blown? He tangled his fingers into René’s hair and stroked the silken strands.

	Too soon—even though Billy did his best to hold off—the familiar excitement captured him. He squeezed his eyes shut and let the lush pleasure take him far away. For a few moments, he clung to the erotic sensations produced by René’s lips and finger.

	Weight shifted on top of him. Billy opened his eyes.

	They were face to face.

	René melted his mouth on Billy’s. The kiss wasn’t meant to seduce. Cozy. Fuzzy. An I love you kiss.

	“It’s late. Four. We’d better get back to sleep,” René whispered. He reached over, snatched a t-shirt off the floor that he wiped his stomach with, and crawled back under the sheets.

	“Hmm... yeah. I’m tired.” Billy yawned. He took the offered shirt and cleaned up his hand. Whereas he’d been wide awake a minute ago, his body heavier than wet cement cracked the whip for sleep. He wrapped himself around René.

	A door opened and closed.

	“That’s Chunk. I’m sure he doesn’t wanna hear us. I sure don’t dig hearing him whenever Shantelle’s over.” René’s chuckle was quiet.

	“I wouldn’t wanna hear Chunk getting his rocks off, either.” Billy almost laughed.

	They cuddled up. Billy quickly fell asleep.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	A country song blasted into René’s ears.

	He scrambled to shut off the alarm before he heard any more of that cringe-worthy bullshit Mom, Dad, aunties, uncles, and even some of his cousins called music. He couldn’t complain, because setting the radio dial to pure shit always got him out of bed without hitting the snooze button.

	Moving day. Seven-thirty. They had time to shower and dress. Then they’d lug the boxes outside and split for Thunder Bay.

	Billy remained wrapped around René, lightly snoring. The comforter had fallen to the floor. Someone sure had gone into coma-mode.

	“I really hate to wake you. We gotta get up.” He traced Billy’s jawline.

	Billy’s lashes fluttered. “Mmm... do we have time to shower together?”

	René couldn’t help his soft laugh. What a horny bugger. Even wiped-out Billy still wanted dick. “Chunk’ll hear us.”

	“No, he won’t.” Billy’s grin was impish, and his devilish twinkle sparkled in his sleepy eyes. “Guy got home about three hours ago. He’s sawing major logs.”

	Okay, René could admit he was damned horny, too. After getting to not only jerk Billy, but also blow him, he was itching for more action. “Let’s do it. Remember, we gotta be quiet. C’mon.”

	They donned their bathrobes, peeked out into the kitchen to silence, and shimmied to the hall where the bathroom was located.

	René made sure to lock the door so Chunk didn’t stumble in half asleep to piss.

	“Ten bucks Chunk and his girlfriend did this, too, while you were trying to saw some serious logs.” Billy turned on the water.

	“Too many times to count. He can’t get enough of her.” René hung their robes on the hook attached to the door. He pivoted to Billy’s full backside on display, seeming to dare a good penetration of what he wonderfully presented.

	René tiptoed over, attempting to swallow his chuckle. With Billy’s wrist under the flowing water to check the temperature, René grasped him by the hips and rubbed his crotch between Billy’s buttocks. He was met with tightening cheeks and a fast craning of the neck. Excitement glittered in Billy’s stare.

	“Man, I’d give anything to get into you right now.” René wrapped his arms around Billy’s waist and drew him to an upright position. His buttocks remained pressed against René’s crotch.

	He licked the nape of Billy’s neck.

	“Are we gonna have anything when we do finally do the deed?” There was a moan in Billy’s question.

	“I made sure and stocked up at the sex shop on Yonge. Got us plenty of stuff,” René murmured while still kissing Billy’s neck.

	The freedom to let his hands roam and unleash his lust instead of bracing himself as he’d done last night—because he’d wanted Billy’s first time to be perfect—was pure pleasure. The payoff had been well worth the effort, too, since there hadn’t been any fear in Billy’s eyes like the night Danny had busted them.

	God, René loved this guy so much. He’d never imagined loving someone with so much feeling. If only they could stay in Toronto and the freedom this city offered. In a matter of two hours, they’d be driving away from their special spot. His stomach sank.

	Billy had turned around and was pecking René’s shoulder. “Damn, you got the sexiest delts. Not broad. They’re square. A straight line. Just the sexiest shoulders I’ve ever laid eyes on.” He stopped kissing. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

	“Hmm, nothing... it’s cool.” René pushed aside the thought and guided them into the shower. He pulled the valve up. The spray jutted from the head, saturating them in water.

	Soaping up together was a dream come true. Washing one another’s hair. Cleaning one another’s skin. René couldn’t help softly laughing, and neither could Billy.

	The suds swirled down the drain. Some pooled around their feet.

	“Man, if waking up every morning to you is like this, I’d rather wake up then keep hitting snooze.” Billy rubbed his nose on the tip of René’s.

	“Me, too.” René’s heart tightened.

	“You’re doing it again. What’s bugging you?”

	René couldn’t tell Billy the truth, because his own self was their problem. If Billy had his way, they’d be engaging in major PDA at The Steakhouse in Thunder Bay. From the get-go, Billy’d had no qualms about their taboo relationship. Somehow, René had to find his balls and give Billy what he truly craved.

	Dammit, why did René’s nuts have to be the size of dimes? His cowardice was stopping him from taking Billy to the senior prom.

	“I’m cool. Seriously.” Now wasn’t the time to reveal what was bouncing around inside his head. “Hey, did you ask the committee if they’d consider alumni playing prom, then?”

	“Yep. They told me they don’t have the budget for a live band. I’m sure they’ll figure something out. Said they’ll let me know on Monday morning. I’m betting they’ll find a way to hire you guys. C’mon, Anarchic Aggregation is Sir Wil Collegiate.” Water pebbled along Billy’s nape and shoulders.

	“Are you taking Carla, then?” René finished washing Billy’s back, who faced the showerhead.

	“We talked about this already.” There was a hint of whining in Billy’s voice. “Y’know we made a pact at the beginning of the school year to go together.”

	“I don’t mind.” René pecked Billy’s wet head. “I was only asking ‘cause I really wanna play the dance.”

	“Itching to pull your sticks out, hey?” Billy peeked over his shoulder.

	“You betcha. My turn.” René swiveled so he could enjoy a back scrub.

	“I’m gonna be honest about something.” Billy’s hands glided along René’s spine.

	“What’s that?” The steam enveloping them was enough to untie any knot René possessed.

	“As much as I wanted Madame Moxy to land the Rockfest gig, I’m sort of... well, sort of glad you won’t be playing.” A helping of sheepishness permeated Billy’s confession.

	Shock enveloped René. “Huh? Why?”

	“‘Cause...’cause I was scared you’d kick me to the curb once you became a rock star.” There was a slight wound in Billy’s confession.

	“Kick you to the curb?” René sputtered. “I’d never do that. Ever. Shit, man, I sat in misery by myself here.”

	“I know. I know. And I’m sorry for feeling that way. I didn’t wanna. I really didn’t.”

	“It’s cool. It is.” René couldn’t help the humming in his throat the longer Billy’s palms kept spreading across his back with the most potent massage. “I get it. I do. Keep in mind, becoming a lawyer is my priority. We’re creating a life together. A life that’s gonna help others. That’s what we originally agreed on. Right?”

	“Yep.”

	“Sure, I’ll admit a part of me is bummed about not playing music for a living. Shit, my major is music. But I can’t do both. It’s one or the other. And to have you, and for us to do what we planned, it’s gotta be law.”

	“You won’t regret it? You’re not just doing this for me, are you?”

	Of course not. What scared the shit out of René was if he failed to meet Billy’s expectations by not having the courage to build the dream Billy was no doubt envisioning in his head.


Chapter Three: Perfect Day

	 

	 

	After receiving a quick peck on the cheek from René, who’d sauntered inside to pay for the gas, Billy finished running the squeegee over the windshield of the truck. They’d said goodbye to the gayborhood and Chunk and were now in Lawrence Heights—wherever that was—getting coffee and snacks, besides petrol.

	Once they left Allen Road, they’d merge onto the most notorious highway in Canada—the four-o-one. Thank fuck Billy wasn’t driving. He’d heard all kinds of crazy stories about the aggressive drivers. Thunder Bay was Hick City compared to Toronto. Billy could admit he was a sore thumb sticking out in the cosmopolitan metropolis. Naturally René had easily assimilated, because he was as stylish and hip as they came.

	Billy got in the passenger seat. His turn at the wheel wouldn’t happen until they were far from the GTA. Maybe at Sudbury they could switch.

	René returned with a bag and two cups of coffee. He offered another sweet kiss to Billy’s mouth, and they were off.

	During the drive, Billy ogled the infinite sea of neighborhoods until René got them off the four-o-one and onto the four hundred.

	Billy couldn’t get over the numerous highways twisting around each other. No wonder people experienced road rage, having to commute in this mess every day. That was probably why a guy had to shell out an arm, a leg, and both balls to live in downtown Toronto.

	The neighborhoods never ended. The maze of highways was bookended by different communities. Every now and then there was nothing to the left or the right, and then they’d experience the same bookends of neighborhoods.

	Finally, they were upon fields and grass, with the odd business appearing here and there. Barrie came into view, throwing them back into city life. Once they left the big town behind, they were in the fields and grass again, passing the odd town, and even going over water. The thickening of the trees was reminiscent of the Thunder Bay area. Then the scenery changed, resembling the moon, since the many rocks had red and peach tinges to them. He should’ve kept his sketchpad on hand, because what was before his eyes would make a beautiful painting.

	As they drew closer to Parry Sound, a sea of green welcomed them. The time on the clock stereo was closing in on twelve-thirty.

	René turned down the volume that had been blasting. He’d humored Billy by letting him play the Goo Goo Dolls. “We gotta stop somewhere. I need to use the john, and my taste buds are dying for a ciggie.”

	“Sure. I need another coffee.” Over an hour ago, Billy had polished off his large cup of joe.

	“It’ll be about another two hours before we reach Sudbury.” René checked the dashboard. “Fuel’s still good. We can fill up again there. This U-Haul is gonna really eat up the stuff once we get deep into the Shield.”

	“I get to drive once we’re out of Sudbury, right?”

	“Yeah. I know you’re itching to try out some highway cruising.” René softly chuckled.

	“You read my mind.” Billy reached over and locked their fingers together, since René didn’t have to shift gears yet.

	They bypassed Parry Sound and made their pit stop at a mom-and-pop operation about fifteen minutes out. The place was locally owned by an Ojibway couple who told them the reserve was nearby.

	“You fellas coming from the city? Which rez you from?” The man’s baseball cap was slung on backward.

	“Yep. T-O. We’re from Thunder Mountain. It’s a hop, skip, and a jump from Thunder Bay.” Billy leaned against the truck.

	“You fellas are a long way from home. Heading back for the summer?” The sun shone down on the man’s many wrinkles and bronzed skin.

	“Heading home permanently.” The area was peaceful. Tons of trees and far from the craziness of the city.

	“Permanently? Not gonna finish your education?” The old man frowned.

	“Yeah. In Thunder Bay. My boyfriend’s starting his second year of university in the fall.”

	“Eh? Boyfriend?” The old man’s eyebrows thrust upward and then relaxed.

	René emerged from the store. He carried two more cups of coffee and another bag of food. They’d eaten their muffins. Billy’s stomach grumbled for lunch.

	“What’cha got there? By the way, name’s Quentin.”

	René approached them. “René Oshawee
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