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Wedding Heat

Book 3

By Giselle Renarde

“Go slow, man.”  Keith wrapped a hand around Joey’s wrist and pulled the large bottle of vodka away from his mouth.  “We’ve got all weekend to drink.  Go overboard now and you’ll be hurting tomorrow.”

“Yeah, thanks Dad,” Joey said with a laugh, but he felt wobbly already and considered that maybe this guy was right.

“Where’d you get this?” Luke asked as he took the bottle from Joey and enjoyed a long pull on it.

“Swiped it when the bartender wasn’t looking,” Joey admitted, hoping these guys, whom he’d only just met, would be impressed by the theft.  He’d gravitated to the group because they seemed to be the only guys his own age at this entire pre-wedding cocktail party.

The third guy, Greg, was standing with one hip popped and his elbow pressed against it.  He was the only one of them who was still drinking from a glass, sipping, not glugging. “Could you swipe some Glenfiddich for me next time, please?”

Joey cackled.  He couldn’t help it.  “Glenfuckit?”

Greg rolled his eyes.  “Yes, that’s right—Glenfuckit.  That’s what I’d like to drink please.”

“Glenfiddich is really good scotch,” Keith explained to Joey.  “It’s super-expensive.”

Joey felt pretty stupid for not knowing that, and when the guys all went quiet it got so awkward he asked the first question that popped into his head: “So, what brings you guys to the wedding?”

They all looked at each other, and Keith explained that he was the groom’s younger brother.  The other guys, Luke and Greg, were the groom’s cousins, just like Joey was the bride’s cousin.  One thing they all had in common was that they were staying at this froufrou resort all weekend with no friends, only family.  Whoop-dee-doo.

After that, they got quiet again and Joey downed another swig of vodka, waiting for something to happen.

“I’m bored,” Luke moaned, wandering toward the water.

Everybody else was at the bar, the Boathouse as the resort called it, except for the smokers and anyone else who was too claustrophobic to stay in that packed room.  It was a great night, all warm and moonlit.  The resort was built around an oval lake, dark as black glass, and the guys all gravitated toward it.

Keith looked up at the sky.  “Wow, look at all the stars.  You never see stars in the city.”

“So what?  Are you a boy scout or something?”  Luke traced a path along the narrow strip of beach.  “Fuckin’ stars...”

“Dude, are you okay?”  Keith raced to join his cousin, and Joey followed along because he had nothing better to do.

“I’d better not get sand in my socks,” Greg muttered, joining the group.

“I’m fine,” Luke growled up ahead.  “Just leave me the fuck alone, okay?  I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Talk about what?” Keith prodded.  “Dude, what’s wrong?”

“Did they have hors d’oeuvres at the Boathouse?” Greg asked. “I haven’t eaten since luncheon and I think my stomach’s starting to consume itself.”  He spoke like he didn’t care about his cousin’s pain.  Or maybe he just couldn’t hear from the back of the line.

“Shhhh!” Joey hissed.  He wanted to hear what was wrong with Luke.

But Luke picked up speed, trudging faster around the curve of the lake like he was running away from the rest of them.

“Dude, slow the fuck down,” Keith shouted, dodging the tide in some places, rocks in others.

It wasn’t easy walking through sand, especially after all he’d had to drink, but Joey persevered.  He’d been drawn in now and he couldn’t possibly extricate himself from the conversation.  Anyway, when his cousin and Luke’s cousin got married, wouldn’t they be family?  Like, cousins-in-law or something?

Suddenly, Luke took off in a sprint.  Keith followed suit. Joey certainly tried, but an amble was all he could manage.

It was quite a surprise when Greg snagged his shoulder, panting, “Hey, wait up.”

“Jesus!”  Joey just about jumped out of his shoes.  “I forgot you were behind me.”

“Thanks,” Greg moaned.  “Glad to know I made an impression.”

Joey shook his head, but his brain felt like a loose nut inside its shell.  “No, I mean I thought you’d have given up by now and gone back for your Glenfuckit.”

Greg tossed his long-ish black bangs to one side and laughed.  “You’re so dumb.”

If anyone else had called him dumb, Joey would have clocked the guy, but there was something about Greg that made him think twice.  Maybe it was the fact that Greg was so scrawny, or maybe he didn’t want to ruin that chic suit Greg had on.  Or it could have just been that teasing smile, that smirk that said, “I’m kidding. Don’t get all serious on me.”

Luke had really taken off.  He was way up ahead now, and he and Keith seemed to be shouting at each other.  Joey could hear their tone, but not their words.

“Oh, don’t tell me!”  Greg strung an arm around Joey’s shoulder, pulling him around the curve of the beach.

“What?” Joey asked, following Greg’s gaze to the other guys.

Greg shook his head, gazing down into the empty glass that was still in his hand.  “If they’re arguing about what I think they’re arguing about... oh, this is not going to be pretty.”

It looked as if Keith and Luke had stopped arguing now.  Luke stomped onto the big wooden dock that was almost directly across the lake from the Boathouse where they’d started this little trip.  As for Keith, he stormed off into the darkness and came back with what looked like an armful of firewood.  Joey could just make out a fire pit now.

“Is it just me, or did I walk into some crazy family drama?” Joey asked.

“The craziest,” Greg said with a laugh.  He lowered his voice, even though there wasn’t a soul within earshot.  “It’s not true, obviously, but ever since Keith’s dad died the family gossip has been that he’s taken over as man of the house, if you know what I mean.”

Joey puzzled over that statement, his head still swimming enough that it was hard to think.  And then it dawned on him what Greg meant, and he said, “No!  Keith is fucking his own mother?”

“No, no, no.”  Greg shook his head, leading Joey down the beach.  “Rumour, family gossip spread by people who are just jealous of all the money my uncle left Keith and his mom.”

“Wow, and I thought my family was catty.”  Joey stumbled along the sand.  “Yours takes the fucking cake.”

“And it’s not just the money they’re jealous of—my mom and my aunts, especially.  Have you seen the mother of the groom?”

Joey shook his head no.

“I realize she’s my aunt and all, but the woman’s a fucking bombshell.”  Greg laughed, squeezing Joey’s shoulder.  “Fuck, I’m gay and even I think she’s a total MILF.”

Joey’s heart stopped.  At least, that’s what it felt like.  Maybe his heart was still beating somewhere in his chest, but all he sensed was icy cold competing with the blazing heat where Greg’s hand and arm pressed against his shoulder.  “Oh...”

“It’s a stupid rumour, about Keith and his mom.  I don’t believe it for a minute.  I mean, sure they’re a little lovey-dovey, but that’s only compared the rest of these unemotional British mutts.  If we were Italian nobody would think twice to see a son kiss his mother.  It’s all relative.”  And then Greg laughed.  “Hehe—it’s all relative.  Get it?”

“Yeah.”  Joey forced a laugh, but his head was swimming, and it wasn’t just the alcohol this time.  “Funny.”

Greg kept talking, and Joey kept telling himself to pull away, but he couldn’t.  He didn’t have anything against gay people, really he didn’t, but he didn’t want to give Greg the wrong idea.  At the same time, he didn’t want to offend the guy.  Fuck, why did he have to drink so much?  He couldn’t think straight.

“What’s the story, morning glory?” Greg asked when they reached Keith at last.  Luke was still sitting alone at the end of the dock.  “We saw you and Luke fighting.”

Keith exhaled, sounding frustrated, but he didn’t comment about the argument.  He just asked, “Do you have a lighter?  I want to get this fire going.”

“I don’t know,” Greg teased, handing Joey his glass so he could fish through the man-purse hanging over his shoulder.  “Weren’t you the one making fun of my European Men’s Satchel?  And now you want to borrow something from it?”

“I’m not in the mood,” Keith grumbled.

“I’m always in the mood,” Greg replied, winking at Joey.

Joey gulped, then laughed nervously.  What the hell had he gotten himself into?

“Luke’s all upset about something, but he won’t say what.”  Keith took the lighter from Greg and sank to his knees beside the fire pit.  Little sparks flicked from the lighter, but nothing caught flame.  “Fuck, I need some newspaper or something to get this going.”

“Birch bark,” Joey said, remembering his camp-out days as a boy scout.  “But scavenge from the ground, don’t tear it off the trees.”

“I’m not an idiot,” Keith shot back as he tramped to the wooded area beyond the manicured clearing.  Loudly enough for Luke to hear, Keith shouted, “I wish he would say why he’s in such a pissy mood.”

Turning briefly, Luke called back, “Maybe it’s none of your business!” The poor guy looked like he’d been hit by a Mac truck.  “Just fuck off and leave me alone.”

Even though he’d just met these guys, Joey was really curious about them now.  Still, he knew the only way to find out a guy’s secret was just to shut the hell up about it.  The more they prodded, the more Luke was bound to clam up, and he shared that opinion with Greg and Keith.

They agreed.

“How’s this for birch bark?”  Keith shoved a whole bunch of the stuff under the nest of twigs and teetering tepee of split logs.  He lit the paper-white bark and it sizzled, sparked, popped, setting fire to the kindling and soon to the wood.  “Woo-hoo!  We did it!”

Keith clapped Joey on the back and the three of them stood around the fire, silent and staring.  It wasn’t easy to forget that aroma, the smell of a wood fire, much less the crackle of it.  Fire could be anything.  Tonight it brought comfort.

“Dude, I’m getting fucking hot.”  Keith unbuttoned his shirt, tugging it from the waist of his pants.  Joey watched him unbuckle his belt and unzip his fly.  His pants hit the ground with a thud.  “Ugh, that’s better.”

Joey tugged at his collar, eyes on Keith.  “You’re, like, subliminal messaging me or something.  I’m sweating like a motherfucker over here.”

Greg made a gasping, choking sort of noise, and it took Joey a minute before he realized what he’d said: motherfucker.  But Greg quickly covered the tension by unbuttoning his suit jacket and vest.  “Yeah, me too.  What do you think the water’s like?”

“Cold,” Keith guessed, peeling off his undershirt and tossing it on the lumpy pile of his clothes.

“Never know.  We had such a mild winter this year.”  Greg undressed slowly and deliberately, making meticulous folds in his garments before setting them down
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