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      Finding a guy was easy. Keeping him might be harder than running up a tree.

      Kevin McCollum is a high school junior with the usual things on his mind: getting good grades, having fun, and finding a boyfriend. The last one always eluded him until he noticed the “parkour guy.” After several days of pretending to study while watching the attractive teen jump on rocks, run up trees, and do flips, Shin finally comes over to introduce himself. As they start dating, Kevin should’ve known it wouldn’t be that easy.

      Shin’s parents only want their son to date Japanese boys. When cultures clash and pressures mount, Kevin has no idea how to subvert traditions and Shin’s parents to keep the boy he cares about.

      Kevin will need to clear some tricky obstacles to make his modern love story a reality.
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      Kevin enjoyed cutting through Central Park on his way home from school in the afternoons. Usually he’d go through at 72nd Street traveling east to west, taking a direct route if he was in a hurry or going downstairs by Bethesda Fountain if he had some time to kill.

      Since it was a warm, sunny day he took the fountain route and then cut north around the lake. It was a spectacular day for early March and despite being a weekday afternoon, plenty of folks were out taking advantage of the nice weather. Kevin went past the lake into a clearing lined with trees and scattered with several clusters of rocks. This was one of his favorite spots in the city because it had a great view of the residential buildings lining Central Park West, featuring some exceptional architecture. Sometimes he would sketch nearby buildings, as the clearing got great light on sunny days.

      Today he only had one thing on his mind. Warming himself in the sun.

      Kevin craved the heat, as his thin frame was easily chilled. He didn’t look emaciated, but at six-two and one hundred-eighty pounds he was certainly lanky. His metabolism burned up food so quickly that his weight hadn’t fluctuated more than five pounds since his growth spurt at fourteen. Now sixteen, he had a thin but okay body. While it would’ve been easy to add some definition by hitting the weights, he preferred running over going to the gym.

      Running was his first love. Track caught his eye while watching the summer Olympics when he was ten. Seeing those guys tear through the hundred meters with tremendous bursts of speed was thrilling. They reminded him of the Flash, and what ten-year-old doesn’t want to be a superhero? Kevin had the same red hair as the comic book hero, so he sort of looked the part, too. Running was also how he fell in love with the park. He lived only a few blocks away, and would often take a morning run around one of the loops.

      Kevin wasn’t alone. Several others had the same idea, and were lying in the grass or on the rocks. It wasn’t surprising since it was the first decent spring-like day after the deep-freeze of winter. He hopped up onto his favorite boulder. It was big enough so that when he laid down his feet wouldn’t hang off the edge. He put his hands on the surface of the stone and felt the warmth. He removed the blue school blazer, folded it and placed it in his backpack. He did the same with his white button-down shirt. After wearing multiple layers for the past five months, he was glad to be out of them and enjoying the sun.

      He stretched out, closed his eyes and listened to the park. Birds chirped, no doubt thrilled at the sudden turn of the weather as well. Kids laughed and played in the distance. Periodically, the crack of a softball against a bat came from the nearby ballfields.

      Despite the welcome sounds of spring, Kevin was preoccupied. He needed to get busy on the big college hunt. The guidance counselors were bugging him about picking colleges since he was well into the second half of his junior year. Even his parents had brought it up recently. He wanted to stay in the city and was hopeful NYU would take him. He had solid grades, decent extracurriculars and expected high SAT scores.

      Nevertheless, NYU wasn’t a sure thing. Competition was fierce. He needed to have backup options that had the drawing and architecture programs he wanted.

      His mind drifted, and, as it usually did, it settled on Javier. He’d met Javier the first day of their sophomore year. His jet black hair, bushy eyebrows and dark brown eyes had caught Kevin’s attention immediately. His thick legs from playing soccer didn’t hurt either. He also packed a lot of muscle into his five-six frame, and the way the regulation button-down hung off his built chest drove Kevin wild. Kevin dreamed about his pecs and longed to get him out of that shirt. Kevin even considered joining the soccer team as a way to see more of Javier.

      Fortunately they shared three classes so they were around each other a lot. Four weeks into the semester, Kevin missed a day of school coming back late from a trip and used that opportunity to ask Javier about missed notes and assignments. That started a friendship. Several pings on his gaydar later, Kevin took the leap and asked Javier on a date.

      Javier’s “hell yeah” thrilled Kevin and just like that they were couple. It wasn’t long after the first date that Kevin got Javier out of his shirt—and everything else—to mess around. For both of them it was the first time, but they quickly figured out what they liked.

      Unfortunately, Javier moved away this past summer, just two weeks before junior year began. They knew the move was coming at the end of June because Javier’s father accepted a transfer to Seattle. It was a crazy ten weeks between the announcement and the move as Kevin and Javier spent every hour they could together. Kevin considered himself lucky that Javier remained a friend.

      The sun felt good beating down on Kevin’s chest as the warm rock heated up his back. He opened an eye to check his watch. He’d been lying here for almost fifteen minutes. Being fair-skinned, he sat up, crossed his legs under himself and pulled his shirt back on. He left it unbuttoned, but he covered his back and arms and adjusted so the sun was behind him. The last thing he wanted was to burn.

      Looking across the grass, Kevin saw a guy jumping, almost bouncing, around on some rocks. He jumped from the ground up onto a rock and then jumped quickly from rock to rock. If the next boulder was too far away, he’d hit the ground, and do a few flips until he was close enough to jump up onto another one. After jumping around a bit more, he ran towards a tree where he grabbed a low branch and pushed off the trunk with his feet. Once he was away from the tree, he released the limb and tried to do a flip to land on his feet. Unfortunately, he hit the ground before the flip was complete. He ended up on his side, landing hard.

      That had to hurt.

      The guy didn’t seem to care. He quickly jumped up, charged at another tree and ran about half way up before he tried a backflip. He ended up on the ground again, just like the first time. He’d tweaked his technique a bit, but the result was the same.

      Kevin knew about parkour and loved watching it on TV. He thought it might be cool to try out for one of those shows, but he had no idea how to train for it. And he’d never seen anyone do it in person. Until now.

      This guy was pretty good, too.

      Kevin seemed to be the only one paying attention, which was a shame since the guy was putting on quite a show. He must’ve been practicing a particular routine because he kept doing it, even though the final move kept crashing him to the ground.

      From Kevin’s perspective, it looked like the guy wasn’t getting enough height off the ground to be able to finish the flip. Clearly he could do flips. This one was just not quite working yet. The tenacity was impressive, and finally paid off as he did the swing, pushed off from the tree, flipped and landed on his feet. It wasn’t a perfect landing, but it was a landing rather than a crash. The guy let out a whoop of excitement. Kevin grinned. He was thrilled for the guy, and psyched he’d seen it happen.

      The guy stripped out of his shirt and wiped the sweat from his brow. Kevin had been so busy watching him execute his moves that he hadn’t really paid attention to what he looked like.

      The guy was hot.

      His thick black hair, styled just a bit, reminded Kevin of Javier. His chest, shoulders and abs were chiseled and he imagined they’d be rock hard to the touch. Kevin thought that Javier had been ripped, but this guy went beyond that. His body was smooth. While he usually liked guys with some hair, every now and then a smooth guy caught Kevin’s eye.

      The guy trotted over to a backpack leaning against a nearby tree. Kevin couldn’t keep his eyes off him as he put his t-shirt in the bag and pulled out a bottle of water. Watching him lift the bottle to his lips, with the small flex in his arm and the glimpse of dark hair under his armpit made Kevin catch his breath. He hadn’t felt like this in months.

      Kevin’s phone rang, pulling him out of his trance. He slid down the rock and pulled his phone from his pack.

      “Marshall,” he said as he picked up the call, “what’s goin’ on man?”

      “Not much,” Kevin’s best friend said. “Just got home, stopped by your place but you weren’t there yet. Wanna hit the first show of X-Men tonight with some of the guys?”

      “Yeah, man. Where and when?”

      Marshall rattled off the details. They were headed to Kevin’s favorite theatre in Chelsea where the popcorn was always fresh and the seats comfortable. He’d have to get home and blaze through some homework so he’d be done before showtime. Tomorrow might be rough since there wouldn’t be much sleep tonight, but it was worth it to see this movie early. At least he hoped it would be. You could never be too sure with movies these days.

      “Cool,” Kevin said. “I’ll buy the ticket now. Stop by my place when you head out.”

      “Will do. Later, Kev.”

      Kevin ended the call and looked up to see the runner moving through another rotation of the same sequence. He nailed the difficult flip again. Kevin smiled, glad to see the guy’s confidence grow. He’d only been watching for, at most, twenty minutes but there was already great improvement in the technique.

      Kevin quickly used his phone to buy a ticket so he wouldn’t have to worry about the theater selling out. It only took a minute, but when he looked back to the rocks, the guy was gone.

      “Damnit,” Kevin muttered to himself.

      Kevin was disappointed, but he didn’t have time to linger. He buttoned up his shirt and grabbed his pack. Taking off towards his place on 76th Street, he tried to keep an eye out for the guy. If he ever saw him again, Kevin resolved to tell him how much he enjoyed watching his moves.
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      “Where are we going?” Marshall asked as he walked with Kevin through the park after school. They rarely finished school at the same time but when they did they usually walked home together.

      “I thought we’d cut through the park here. It’s a nice day, so why not?”

      “Um, okay. But I thought we were going to get meatballs, which is south and you’re taking us north.”

      Kevin considered this. It’d been almost a week since he’d been back to the spot where he’d seen parkour guy--yes, that was the name Kevin bestowed on him--do his routine. Between study group, homework and a couple of rainy days, there’d been no time.

      “I need to see something,” he said, nonchalantly as they rounded the lake. “It’ll only take a second.”

      If the guy was there, he’d want to stay much longer than that, and he’d have to figure out a way to stall Marshall, which wouldn’t be easy.

      Marshall was as straight as they come, and while Kevin had done a fine job serving as his wingman, as evidenced by an upcoming first date with Cassie, Marshall was not as adept at playing that role for Kevin. In the time since Javier left, Marshall had tried to point out guys he thought Kevin might be interested in. It was amusing that this big football linebacker, so large Kevin could almost hide behind him, was trying to play matchmaker for his gay best friend. Kevin appreciated the effort, though the results were often mixed.

      As soon as they cleared the trees, Kevin realized their little side trip would be brief. Parkour guy wasn’t there. Instead, a couple kids jumped and played on the rocks where Kevin first saw him. Kevin glanced at his watch. He knew it was a long shot but had hoped the guy would be out practicing around the same time as before. But no such luck.

      “Okay, I’m good. Let’s go.”

      Kevin spun around and headed back in the direction they’d come.

      “That’s it?” Marshall asked as he caught up with Kevin. “We didn’t even stop.”

      “I told you, it’d only be a second.”

      “Sometimes you’re weird.”

      “This coming from the guy who’ll go eight blocks out of his way for meatballs.”

      “That’s different. That’s food. Plus, I know exactly where the meatball truck is. We just went to some random spot in the park and that was it.”

      “But you…” Kevin stopped in his tracks.

      Parkour guy was walking towards them. He wore sweat pants and a long sleeve workout shirt this time, but Kevin recognized him immediately. The muscles that teased from afar, where eye-poppingly impressive at close range under the tight shirt. The biceps and pecs pulled the fabric taut. Kevin wanted to run his hands all over him.

      “What the hell, Kev?” Marshall asked as he bumped into Kevin just as parkour guy passed them, nodding and smiling. Kevin wondered if that smile was for him. He couldn’t tell.

      Up close the guy looked incredible. Everything about him exuded self-confidence, without a trace of arrogance, and his gate was comfortable and easy. Kevin turned as parkour guy passed and let his eyes drift down to his butt, admiring how perfect it looked.

      “Oh shit,” Marshall said through a laugh, “you’re completely into that guy.”

      Kevin thrust an elbow into Marshall’s stomach to shut him up.

      “You don’t need to tell the whole park,” Kevin said without looking at his friend.

      If parkour guy heard Marshall he didn’t let on. Kevin watched him go over to the rocks and drop his pack in the same spot. One of the kids who’d been climbing came over and bumped fists with him. Clearly a sign that this was parkour guy’s spot.

      The two boys and one girl gathered around and parkour guy talked to them as he went through some stretches. It was obvious they all knew each other. Kevin guessed the kids were around ten years old. He was impressed that parkour guy interacted with them so easily while most guys his age could not. Even Kevin would’ve been uncomfortable.

      “So you drug me over here to watch a guy do some stretches?”

      “What if I did? I’ve stalked girls with you,” Kevin said while keeping his eyes locked on parkour guy.

      “True. But I
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