
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Although they’re torn apart, they still hold a piece of each other’s heart.

	 

	 

	After receiving his grade twelve diploma and marking his eighteenth birthday, René Oshawee cannot fight the temptation seventeen-year-old high school junior Billy Redsky blatantly offers now that what they share has become taboo.

	When their secret romance is blown into the open, Billy’s foster parents send René to Toronto to complete the last of his schooling under the supervision of a family friend, leaving Billy behind at their Ojibway community.

	Now Billy and René must make the biggest decision of their lives—fight for the true love they know they’ll never find with anyone else or go their separate ways.
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Chapter One: I’m Ready

	 

	 

	January 8, 1998

	Thunder Mountain First Nation, Thunder Bay, ON

	 

	The possibilities of turning seventeen today were endless. Possibilities such as... finally doing what had hounded Billy’s crotch for the past six months.

	Sex.

	Not sex with any ol’ dork, either.

	Sex with René.

	René Randall Oshawee.

	Billy snatched his backpack off the dresser. He closed the door to his walk-in closet. Before leaving his bedroom, he cast another long look at the mural he’d finished of Pumpkin, the great makwa of Thunder Mountain.

	His painting had captured the bear’s magnificent color of burnt cinnamon and light tangerine. Since he’d used an autumn theme to paint, the wall burst with bold shades of red, purple, and orange. Pumpkin’s mighty paw scuffed a couple of cones fallen from the pine trees.

	Billy raised his thumb.

	Thanks to the Oshawee family, life was a bowl of ketchup chips instead of stale popcorn. This was the second birthday he’d celebrate in style, not like his first fifteen Mom had destroyed. The moccasin telegraph was saying the pathetic lush was currently in rehab. As if she’d permanently cork the bottle and close her nostrils to blow.

	Enough thinking about his useless biological mother and brother. Today was a day for Billy to celebrate with his real family. He shuffled down the stairs.

	The maid stood at the kitchen island, readying breakfast. She used to clean two days a week, but Mrs. O had hired Lucy on full-time after her husband had left her alone to feed three mouths in grades five, six, and seven.

	“Happy birthday,” Lucy called out. Her black hair was tied back in a braid. A full apron covered her big boobs. “Your pancakes are ready.”

	“You’re tops, baby.” Billy scooped his plate off the island.

	A hint of wryness invaded Lucy’s giggle. “I should be. I was your supervisor for almost a year.”

	Before landing in foster care, Billy had done a lot of break and entry he’d admitted to. As part of his punishment, he’d helped a family friend with the cleaning business she owned. Working off the money his foster dad had laid out to purchase new items for the people Billy had robbed was a better deal, considering he could’ve been charged with the offenses, and his career as a cop would have gone tits up before he’d finished high school.

	“The best supervisor a guy could ask for.” Billy set his plate on the table in the breakfast nook. He reached for the maple syrup.

	“I cooked them exactly how you enjoy them. A bit crisp and extra blueberries.” Lucy readied another plate. “Mrs. Oshawee said she’d call tonight. I think she feels bad not being here for your big day.”

	“It’s cool.” Billy cut into the stack. “All I care about is getting my license. Those two are always jetting off on biz trips.”

	“Is René taking you out tonight?”

	“Yeppers. It’s Thursday. No shift at the video store for him. We’re doing dinner.” Billy shoveled a helping of pancakes into his mouth.

	Dates with René were the cherry on top of this new life Billy was loving. Hell, he’d take a simple drive up the mountain and be finer than a baby sucking on a soother. All that mattered was spending time with the guy he loved.

	More than loved.

	Totally horny for.

	Major wood for.

	A total boner for.

	This waiting until grade twelve to hit the sheets René had insisted on blew chunks. Billy had started his second semester of grade eleven after the Christmas break. He was more than ready to do the horizontal nasty. Just because René had been in grade twelve when he got to sink the pink didn’t mean Billy had to wait. Shit, all he heard in the boys’ locker room was the latest home run some dude had scored.

	“I guess it’s a good thing I asked.” Lucy strolled over, hand on her generous hip.

	“Err... asked?”

	“You’re supposed to tell me if you won’t be home for supper, according to the rules laid out by Mr. and Mrs. Oshawee,” she reminded him.

	Oops. Billy’s mouth molded into a sheepish grin. “Sorry. I know for sure René would’ve told you.”

	“I know so.” A hint of teasing was in her tone. She meandered back to the island.

	Maybe informing Lucy of his every little move was one of those supposed responsibility tests the Oshawees loved laying out for Billy. Since René’s elder brother was also on a business trip, there was nobody to check in on them. Not that a babysitter was necessary after René had turned eighteen at the end of December.

	They had the house to themselves. Billy smacked his lips together. Free from The General, Colonel, and Sergeant until Sunday night. The Oshawees were staying on in Toronto for the hockey game. Daniel’s business meetings in Winnipeg ended late this afternoon, but he planned on taking his girlfriend to something Billy couldn’t remember.

	For sure this was the weekend he’d get laid—that was if he could con the guy he loved into taking the bait.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	René gasped. He leaned on the tiled wall wet from the spray of the hot water. His breathing remained quick and short. The shower washed away the result of jacking off. He ran his tongue along his lower lip. This was definitely getting old, but he was sticking to his guns. Especially now that he’d turned eighteen two weeks ago.

	The legality of seeing Billy kept poking the back of René’s head. Although two grades separated them, technically, they were only a year apart, as Billy reminded anyone who bothered listening.

	René reached for the shampoo. Since last June, he was a high school graduate but had stayed another year to earn his Ontario Academic Credit, something every person who chose to pursue their post-secondary schooling did. He was hardly enrolled at Lakeside University. That wouldn’t happen until September.

	So attending high school had to count for something while seeing a guy under the age of eighteen. Every year a couple of students pursuing their OAC dated a junior or senior.

	He lathered up his hair. With the exception of Matt Gerhard, the rest of the rocker clique had moved on to the local college or trade institution.

	Ian and Moxy had gone a step further. They’d split in his van for Toronto to attend The Franklin College of Music, the very place René had applied to before changing his mind at the eleventh hour to become a lawyer.

	Ian and Moxy had returned for the Christmas holidays. René had jammed with them in the rehearsal space in the basement. They’d gone on and on, excitement in their eyes, about how much they were loving the music college.

	That was another problem. Last May, René had been gung-ho about pursuing a career to help troubled youth like Billy. Now? René stood under the spray and washed the shampoo from his hair. Maybe this was why he was majoring in music for his undergraduate degree? Part of him couldn’t shake his biggest dream—writing songs and drumming for a living.

	Why had he assumed on his eighteenth birthday answers to his most urgent questions would magically appear? If anything, he was more confused now than when he’d been a minor.

	Was he pursuing this new career for Billy’s sake? Or did this stem from guilt because René had popped from the womb holding a silver spoon, therefore, feeling obliged to help others who didn’t share his privileged upbringing? Or the biggie—he plain out didn’t want to leave Billy behind?

	Emptiness would fill his life without the guy who’d changed René’s way of thinking, no matter if music earned him a gold record.

	He snatched the soap and gripped the slippery bar. Big deal Ian and Moxy were chasing his dream for him. Love was about sacrificing everything for the person a guy had given his heart to. For Billy, René would do anything.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Billy sat in the driver’s side of René’s truck. His license was classed a G2, which meant major restrictions. Oh well, driving was driving. According to the new rules, only one person was allowed in the vehicle if he didn’t have a full Class G on board, which René was.

	“It’s still a license,” Billy said, more to himself.

	“Yeah, it got kind of confusing when the new law was implemented this summer after you got your learner’s permit,” René replied.

	“I coulda had my full G last February if your dad didn’t make me wait until today.”

	“It was part of your punishment for breaking into those houses. He said no driver’s license until you turned seventeen.”

	“I know.” Billy could accept this, even understand Mr. O’s reasoning, but the punishment still sucked ass.

	René laid his hand over Billy’s resting on the stick shift. “In a year, you’ll have a valid Class G.”

	“The government’s getting too strict. Now they’re nailing everyone for seat belts.” Billy drew the strap away from his chest. The constricting material bounced back just as fast.

	“I’m wearing mine.” René patted his.

	“You’re only wearing yours ‘cause you’re shotgunning with a G2.”

	“Try no. If I’m caught unbuckled, I get two demerit points on my license. Not going there. Mom and Dad already pay enough to insure me.”

	“How’s insurance gonna work for me?” Billy downshifted for the lights at James Street and Arthur. The city was lit because the sun went to bed early at around five. He’d keep driving. Their destination was Port Arthur.

	“You’ll go on as a secondary driver for Mom’s car.”

	“I don’t get to drive your dad’s boss truck?” Billy stuck his hand in front of the vent blasting hot air. Tonight was a crisp minus twenty-five Celsius.

	René guffawed. “Nope.”

	“That’s one lethal machine. What’s he got under the hood, anyway?”

	“More than you can handle—why he won’t let you drive it.” Teasing snuck into René’s rebuttal.

	“Aww, suck it.” Billy half joked and half grumbled. “He only lets you ‘cause you’re his son.”

	“Of course he does.” René pointed at the street up ahead. “Turn here.”

	“Where’re we going why you asked me to lay out some wicked threads?” Billy hit his blinker and moved into the right lane.

	“The Steakhouse.”

	“Hey...” Billy held out his palm for five. “That’s a fancy place. You’re going Fifth Avenue, aren’t you?”

	“Why not? You’re my guy.” René’s straight white teeth brightened under the light coming in from the streetlamps. He was damn yummy in his three-piece suit while obliging Billy his five.

	He should ask Mrs. O if she could buy him a suit. He had turned seventeen today. Every upperclassman owned one. “What about my present? I don’t see you packing anything.”

	“You’ll get your present. Later...” There was a hint of mystery in René’s silky voice that always skimmed Billy’s skin.

	“Later?” Billy lifted his fingers off the stick shift and set them on René’s firm thigh hidden beneath dress pants. “Is it on you?”

	“The present?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Why would you think it’s on me?” René stared straight ahead.

	If Billy had to draw the guy a picture, he was all for whipping out his sketchpad. While keeping one eye on the street, he walked his fingers until he reached the nest of warmth between René’s gorgeous, long legs. “I figured your present’s in here.”

	René softly chuckled. “You got a one-track mind. Then again, every guy in grade eleven is the same.” He seized Billy’s wrist.

	“What’s that s’posed to mean?” If anything, wasn’t a dude supposed to get turned on when someone made a play for the goods?

	“Horny city.” René’s chuckle became a rare snicker.

	“Oh? You had sex on the brain in grade eleven?”

	“I was no different from my classmates.” Dry ice was moister than René’s tone. “You hit sixteen and a switch gets flicked. Every homie I knew was wanking to skin mags.”

	“You included?”

	“Uh-huh.”

	“Me and my old buds used to watch a lot of humping. Hoyt was always renting the stuff.” Billy couldn’t help his grin. “Hey, question. How’d you get your dick mags? It’s not like you could borrow Daniel’s since pussy does nothing for you.”

	“Doesn’t matter.”

	Billy snuck a quick peek. In the dark interior, he couldn’t spy if René was blushing. “You lifted them?”

	“No. I never stole anything in my life.”

	There was only one other way René could have gotten gay porn magazines. “Keith sent them to you, didn’t he?”

	Instead of continuing to stare straight ahead, René looked out the passenger window.

	“Seriously? He’s eight years older than you. I never heard of—”

	“I never stopped bugging him about it. Okay?” Irritation and a hint of embarrassment crept into René’s admittance. “I kept on until he caved—”

	“Where did he mail them to? Your parents for sure would’ve—”

	“He didn’t mail them. He brought them when he came home for Christmas. The year I turned sixteen.” René shook back his bangs.

	“So you got ‘em when you were still fifteen?” Billy snorted.

	“Hey, I can’t help that I was born at the end of the year. I was in grade eleven. Every guy in their junior year has porn on stash,” René replied with a hint of defensiveness.

	“I don’t have any. It’s at my old crib. Not that I owned any. It was Hoyt’s.”

	“I’m eighteen now. If you want me to get you some—”

	“Pass. I had all the X-rated shit I could take ‘cause of Hoyt. I want—” René’s finger came over Billy’s lips. A soft finger. A sexy long finger Billy enjoyed kissing. He glided his mouth over the slightly chafed pad.

	“I know what you want.” René’s soft-spoken voice was a whisper. “You don’t think I feel the same way?”

	“Then why’re we waiting?” Billy downshifted for the red light up ahead. “It’s not like you made a promise to anyone other than yourself.”

	“Maybe that’s what’s important to me. Keeping my own promise.” René had returned to staring straight ahead.

	“Okay. Cool. I respect your promise.”

	René’s stare slithered in Billy’s direction.

	“What?”

	“I’m used to you always pushing.” René’s perfectly arched brows crinkled. “This is a first.”

	Billy shrugged. “Then tell me why the promise. Remember, you can’t keep everything up here anymore.” He tapped his head. “We’re a couple. That means we gotta act like a couple. I’d say it’s why I’m not firing a million questions at you anymore and giving you a good push. Well, maybe I am in some ways. I’m pushing about sex. Hah.”

	“Yeah...” René must have clucked his tongue, because a popping sound came from his mouth. “You’re right. I’ve been working hard at sharing. I’m not doing too shabby, hey?”

	“Yep. I’d say so.” Billy waggled his brows. “Well?”

	“Remember, I’m new at this talking stuff.” René reached for a pen clipped to the driver’s visor. “You had a pretty rough life up until we got together. It’s only been a year and a half since you’ve been in foster care. You deserve...”

	From the corner of Billy’s eye, he caught René bouncing the pen on his knee.

	“You deserve the ultimate respect.” René’s words were lighter than snow.

	And light enough for goosebumps to jump up from beneath Billy’s skin. He shivered. “Making us wait until I hit grade twelve is showing me respect? How so?”

	René grasped Billy’s fingers. “Because you deserve respect. Nobody showed you any up until you went into emergency care with Uncle Ned and Aunt Ellen.” He squeezed Billy’s hand. “Don’t think this is easy for me. It isn’t.”

	“Then if it isn’t...” Billy squeezed back.

	“If I give you the Keith said spiel, you’re gonna get ticked.” René used the thumb of his right hand to click the end of the pen, even though he was a southpaw.

	A sliver of annoyance gathered at the back of Billy’s neck. Not Keith Harlow again. Enduring his visit during the Christmas break had been trying enough, because René had gone for coffee with Mr. Toothpaste Smile. Twenty-six or not, and one year left to acquire his master’s in art history, Keith didn’t have any right butting his nose into their relationship.

	“Has he figured out what’s going on with us?”

	“Of course, but y’know I won’t confirm anything to him. I said the guy I’m seeing isn’t out. He won’t push. I mean, he’s gay, too. He’s very respectful of people who’re in the closet.”

	“So what advice did he dole out about seeing the kid this time?”

	“You’re hardly a kid.” René let out a low whistle of approval. “Them’s are some serious guns.” He clasped one of Billy’s biceps. “Shit, you got bigger guns than I do.”

	A warm heap of flattery tickled Billy’s insides. “Wanna find out who’s got the other bigger one?”

	René cracked a half smile. “I told you, I’d rather wait—”

	“I don’t wanna. Okay, now I’m going into pushy mode.” Billy snatched René’s hand again. “I want you.” His words were pleading, even begging.

	“Oh man...” René’s head fell against the headrest. “Do you know how hard you’re making—”

	“Yeah, that’s it. I want you hard. Major hard.” All this talk about boners stroked Billy’s crotch.

	“I meant how hard you’re making this for me.” There was a hiss to René’s voice.

	“Well?” Using his thumb, Billy caressed René’s palm.

	“If it’s gonna happen, let’s let it happen naturally. Okay? That’s all I’m asking.”

	“And right now isn’t natural?” Billy almost sputtered.

	“Let’s have dinner, first. Afterward...”

	 


Chapter Two: Let’s Play Two

	 

	 

	The waitress wove her way through the crowded restaurant. She held a slice of birthday cake. Under the dim lighting, people dined at the many tables covered in white cloths and the chairs outfitted in red felt coverings.

	René curled his fingers together and set his elbows on his place setting. The flickering candle in the yellow holder caught the glow of Billy’s smooth skin. He was seventeen but passing for nineteen because the hostess, at the beginning of their meal, had asked if they’d wanted anything from the bar.

	With his hair cropped over his ears and light spikes to his bangs gelled slightly to the side, there was a true maturity to Billy now. The sprinkling of whiskers above his mouth offered a masculine depth to his boyish looks.

	“Here you go. Happy birthday,” the waitress announced.

	“Thanks.” Billy flashed her his cheeky grin. “Great meal. The best prime rib I’ve ever had.”

	“I’ll be sure to tell the chef. Now, are you sure you don’t want anything from the bar for an after-dinner drink? You turned nineteen today.”

	“It’s okay,” René replied. “Some coffee would be nice, though.”

	“Right away.” The waitress left.

	“C’mon, we could’ve had some beers.” By the twinkle in Billy’s dark eyes, he was jesting.

	“You’re driving. Neither of us is old enough. With the luck you generate, the bartender would’ve told her to card us, anyway. Coffee’ll suffice.” An itch to reach across and take Billy’s hand crawled along René’s palm. God, this sucked having to hide what they felt for each other.

	In the past, he hadn’t minded. Why playing closet this evening irritated him, René wasn’t sure. “Your present.” He reached insides the breast pocket of his suit and withdrew the small, wrapped package.

	“You did have it on you.” Billy moved his chair in closer, since they sat on opposite sides of the table instead of adjacent from each other. Another way to hide their secret. “Let’s see.”

	René placed the package down.

	Still grinning, Billy scooped up the gift. He peeled away the blue paper the clerk at the jewelry store had used for wrapping.

	The intensity of René’s beating heart was his foot triggering his kick drum in the basement.

	Next, Billy cracked open the white box. His lips formed into an O. He gaped at the black velvet case.

	A hint of sweat rose at the nape of René’s neck.

	Using his thumb, Billy tipped back the lid, then slapped his hand over his mouth. “What the... “ His fingers held the sterling silver chain. The locket in the shape of an army dog tag dangled in the air. “What is... “

	“See for yourself.” Gushes of delight sprinted through René’s veins.

	“Seriously? You got me this shape ‘cause of—”

	“You did say we were good little soldiers in Oshawee Army, didn’t you?” René couldn’t help the supple laugh gliding from his throat.

	The waitress strode over carrying their coffees. Bad timing. Heat of annoyance gathered on René’s face.

	“Oh... a present.” The waitress giggled.

	“Um... yeah...” Billy palmed the gift.

	Once she’d left, he clicked open the locket. His reddish-brown skin morphed to the shade of pink excitement. “It’s... it’s us. This was taken at Christmas. Downstairs. In the rehearsal room. Moxy took it.”

	“Yeah. I asked her to give me a copy when she got the film developed.” Pride filled René, pure satisfaction over Billy loving and understanding what the gift meant.

	“Is that why you rested your chin on my shoulder? I see the metal horns you flashed are missing. It’s only our faces.” Billy kept inspecting the locket.

	“C’mon, she would’ve wondered why I leaned in the way I did.” Again, the urge to stroke Billy’s hand and caress his fingers impaled René like a sword.

	“I’m putting it on right now.” Billy unfastened the clasp. Even with a collar, he managed to secure the chain around his neck. Regret flickered in his gaze, as if he loathed tucking the locket beneath his navy-blue shirt.

	“Remember, it stays hidden.” The same regret hovering around their table coated René’s tongue with its bitter essence.

	“I understand.” Billy rubbed his chest where the locket lay. “They’d wanna check out whose picture is inside. I...” His eyes finished what he couldn’t say in the restaurant. I love you.

	“Me, too,” René whispered. He lifted his coffee. If only the world was different and they could behave like a true couple.

	He glanced around at the straight couples holding hands, gazing lovingly at one another, sitting adjacent with their knees brushing. Longing tugged at his heart.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Billy rode shotgun. During the drive home, he’d unfastened a few buttons to his shirt so he could keep touching the locket. So much thought had gone into the gift, from the picture René had tricked Moxy into snapping to picking out the perfect design symbolizing a cherished secret only they understood.

	The truck rolled into the garage.

	René switched off the engine. A wool dress coat swathed his upper body Billy would give anything to peel off. The guy sure didn’t resemble a high school student in his three-piece black suit, red tie, and starched white shirt. No wonder the waitress kept offering them drinks from the bar. René had tucked his bangs behind his ears. The ends of his almost-black hair flipped up on his shoulders that weren’t broad but a sexy square shape instead of rounded.

	“I had a really great time.” René pocketed his keys. He leaned over, stretching his arm across the back of Billy’s seat.

	Having the distance closed between them was being sucked into a wet dream full of hot steam. Billy kept toying with the locket. His underwear had suddenly grown a tad too sticky and prickly.

	René’s lips brushed Billy’s mouth. The familiar scent of crisp, clean cologne wafted under Billy’s nostrils. The most luxurious palms to ever caress him claimed his face. René’s tongue searched out Billy’s. Gladly, he swapped some spit. He matched René’s lush strokes of sensual twirls and delicious licks. The taste was potent, a combination of the mint René had sucked on after the dinner with a smidgen of tobacco.

	They’d made out too many times to count, starting with their first kiss up on the mountain two falls ago, but whenever René laid one on Billy, he was transported back at the lookout point, both standing by the railing and the reserve below them.

	Maybe he’d never stop being the fifteen-year-old punk who’d been ready to burst from his running shoes, overcome by the most popular guy in school, his very dream dude, smothering his lips with a silky kiss.

	The wet heat of René’s tongue slipped from Billy’s mouth. “We should get inside.” His palm remained on Billy’s face.

	Still searching for air, Billy managed a nod. He’d never con René into getting sideways, not when the man—yeppers, not boy—he loved had this much self-control.

	Billy worked his jelly legs from the truck. He followed René’s confident strides from the garage to the back steps.

	René fished his keys from his coat. He reached the top of the deck. His dress boots left prints in the dusting of snow on the shoveled stairs.

	“I got some nasty wood,” Billy muttered. “Man, you always do this to me.”

	“Seriously?” René stood beneath the outdoor light. He hiked a brow and unlocked the door.

	“Yeah.” The groan was lodged in Billy’s throat. “Not surprised you don’t have one.”

	“That’s because I take care of biz in the shower.”

	Billy edged into the mudroom. He removed his parka and hung the heavy jacket on the hook. Fuck hiding his boner.

	René’s gaze flicked over Billy. He settled the focus of his delicious chocolate-brown eyes on Billy’s crotch, and his casual stare intensified. “Guess you weren’t needling me.” He let out a low whistle.

	“It’s yours if you want it, but you don’t want it,” Billy muttered. He set his boots on the rack. “I’m gonna change.”

	“Into something more comfortable?” There wasn’t teasing in René’s question. His voice was pure sandpaper, tormenting every goosebump Billy possessed.

	The silver locket resting on his skin reminded Billy he owned René’s heart. “I get it. I do.”

	“Get what?”

	“Why it ended in your truck.” Billy withdrew the gift from beneath his shirt and rubbed the warm metal. “I’m not gonna rag on you about always following what your parents say. I respect it. Seriously. This is your first time watching the house without Daniel hanging around. I know you wanna ace their test.”

	“Test?” René’s eyes crinkled.

	“Yeah. They’re always testing us.”

	“It’s not a matter of acing a test. It’s about making an adult decision.”

	“Hey, you’ve only been an adult for two weeks. Cut yourself a break.” Billy turned to go change his clothes. Just as he spun on his heel, René’s fingers wrapped his wrist.

	He glanced over his shoulder at the same look that had almost drowned him in the truck.

	“Y’know, maybe the way you’re acting is what’s the turn-on.” René’s voice was the same sandpaper scratching along Billy’s skin.

	“What d’you mean?” Any sass Billy had left in him died under the potent stare.

	“Again, you’re not giving me your usual spiel or twenty questions. You haven’t for a long time...” In two steps, René closed the distance between them.

	“I...” The words crumpled in Billy’s throat. “I...” He coughed. “Maybe I’m learning how to respect your point of view. I get it. I do. Does it mean I’m down with it? Fuck no. But I can accept it.

	“When I woke up this morning, I was going to...” Using his finger, Billy drew a line down René’s chest buried beneath the vest and shirt. “... try figure out a way to con you into bed.”

	Shameful heat claimed Billy’s cheeks, especially at the amusement flickering in René’s gaze. “Something tells me nobody can... con you into bed—unless you’re willing to be conned.”

	“You make me sound like I’m made of steel. Hey, even Superman had his Kryptonite.” The slight rasp to René’s voice continued to scrape Billy’s goosepimples in the most seductive way.

	“It doesn’t matter. Take Olivia. She blackmailed you. You only agreed to her proposition to save my ass. Nothing more.”

	“True. And... proposition?” René’s eyes twinkled.

	“What?”

	“You don’t use as much slang as you used to. I mean, you’re still a slang monster, and will probably always be.” René reached out and ran his finger along Billy’s cheekbone.

	“Maybe ‘cause the advanced classes have us writing essays and reports.” Billy folded his arms. “Hey, I was a good little soldier and took your advice. I’m learning lots on the debate team. It’s a great class.”

	“I know you are.” René’s lips tugged at the corners. “They teach you different techniques. Are you using one of them now?”

	“Nope.” Maybe Billy should.

	“I see the horns sprouting out of your head.” Although René lightly chuckled, a smoldering campfire danced in his irises, flames ready to stretch out and burn Billy. “What’re you cooking up?”

	“Nothing. Honestly.” Attempting to seduce René had been a dumb idea. Where was Billy’s pride? Probably on the floor where his tongue sat from this constant stroking on his cheekbone. If he had any dignity, he’d wait for René to give in to his feelings.

	Aww, screw his pride. “You wanna fuck or not?”

	“You know it’s what I want more than anything.” René’s confession was pure heat to Billy’s crotch.

	“But your promise...” Billy gripped René’s finger still gliding along his cheekbone.

	“It hasn’t been easy, that’s for sure.” There was something in René’s expression Billy couldn’t read.

	Whatever lurked there was enough to massage Billy beneath his pants. He laced their fingers together and steered René to the basement stairs.

	Billy took the steps one by one, moving carefully so he didn’t trip. There was nothing to worry about, though, because René kept a tight grip

	Something waited for them down there. Something Billy could almost smell, because he was drawing in the deep scent of excitement. The same unfathomable expression simmered in René’s dark-brown eyes.

	Anticipation boomed in Billy’s chest. He ached to lick his dry lips, but he had no saliva. His spittle had drained away on maybe the eighth step.

	His socked feet brushed the cool ceramic tile on the floor. Not only was excitement ripening the atmosphere, fear was present. His own fear. He’d asked for this. He’d begged for this. Now that he clutched what he’d constantly hounded René for, a red alert siren wailed in Billy’s brain. Maybe the continuous impenetrability in René’s eyes was responsible. Perhaps this was how he’d feasted upon Olivia when he’d taken her to bed.

	Billy’s knees became rubber, ready to give out under him. “Were you s-s-cared?” he sputtered through clacking teeth.

	“Scared?” Even René’s voice was undistinguishable. He spoke in his soft tenor, but there wasn’t a trace of emotion.

	“When you first did it?”

	René finally peeled his peepers from Billy, but still held his hands. At least this brief moment of respite offered Billy a chance to gulp a helping of air. As for his rubber knees, they were hopeless.

	Too soon, René glanced back with the same ambiguous gaze. He released one of their hands and unknotted the red tie.

	Heart a roaring fire, Billy gaped.

	René cast aside his tie. He worked on the buttons to his vest. One by one, with the flick of his thumb and index finger, he unfastened them. Sure, Billy had witnessed René removing his rocker apparel after the day was done and then slipping into his sweatpants, white t-shirt, and boring socks, but he sure hadn’t observed the guy shedding his clothes in such a determined yet suggestive fashion before.

	“Are... are you gonna answer me?” Billy’s knees jittered.

	“My first time doesn’t count.” René let go of Billy’s other hand. He slipped out of his jacket and vest. Then he draped the garments over the chair at the fancy phone desk by the staircase.

	“It-it doesn’t?”

	“No.” Very slowly, René shook his head. He worked on the buttons to his dress shirt.

	If Billy’s heart kept going from a raging fire to pounding thunder, the crazy thing might stop beating.

	“What about you?” René’s question was gentle yet seductive.

	“Wh-what about me?” The cold never ceased, even with fine linen covering Billy’s arms.

	“Am I the only one who’s gonna strip?”

	“Uh...” First a too-dry mouth, and now Billy’s tongue was thicker than Pumpkin’s rump.

	“If you’re not ready, say so. I don’t want you to do anything—”

	The anxiety coursing through Billy’s veins died. “I am. I’m more than ready.” The words dribbling from his mouth had more courage than what trickled inside him.

	“You sure?” René removed his cuff links. His voice remained smoother than satin.

	“Aren’t you nervous?” Billy spit out through his still-clacking teeth.

	“Of course I am. You don’t think I thought about this moment in the shower all the time?”

	If René kept speaking in his cotton-caressing tone, Billy might melt all over the floor.

	René finished with the cuffs. Those were also set on the small table. He curled his finger in a gentle come here.

	Rubbing his biceps, Billy managed the one step to seal the tiny gap separating them.

	René laid his palm on Billy’s face. This time his gaze was readable. Tender. “I love you,” he quietly said. “I love you so much. It hasn’t been easy for me, although you think otherwise.”

	“It’s been about me, hasn’t it?” The cracks in Billy’s voice was reminiscent of puberty.

	“Yeah, it has. I don’t want to hurt you again. When you dumped me after I...” René kept stroking Billy’s face. “Being dumped wasn’t the kicker. It was why you dumped me. I never wanna let you down again. Ever. I won’t let myself be the person responsible for your pain. Your family and buddies fed you enough of that crap.”

	“Oh man...” Billy croaked out. “I got more than your heart, don’t I?”

	“Yeah, you do.” René’s mouth came down on Billy’s.

	He was enveloped in a kiss gentler than the brilliant white clouds he’d painted the other day that had floated by on the azure sky. René’s lips were plusher than the puffy pillows Billy rested his head on every night. He locked his arms around René’s shoulders.

	His first time wouldn’t be the disaster he’d heard about from a couple of guys in the boys’ locker room, one confessing he’d had no idea where to put it. When love was in play, each took care of the other. And René was cherishing Billy, even though the guy admitted he was also nervous.

	With his mouth still being dusted with delicate kisses, Billy glided along the ceramic floor and past the pool table. His socked feet hit the carpet just as René’s tongue slipped between Billy’s lips. The licks weren’t deep or probing. They were as gentle as the kisses lavished on him moments ago.

	This was dreamier than a dream. Sweeter and softer than cotton candy. The guys in the locker room were wrong to do the deed without love involved. Holding someone’s heart was a guarantee of tender care during a time of apprehension and fear.

	René was going to make this the best experience of Billy’s life. He knew it. Felt it deep in his bones. He lavished René’s tongue with bold strokes. The saliva Billy needed after his mouth had gone dry was replenished by René’s offering.

	The backs of his knees bumped the sectional in the TV viewing area. He was guided onto the smooth fabric, straight onto his back with René following Billy downward.

	 


Chapter Three: Hands Are Tied

	 

	 

	In the past, René had constantly practiced self-discipline, drilled into him by his parents, his uncles, his aunts, his elder brother... everyone. So taking his sweet time with Billy should be a simple piece of birthday cake. Try no.

	His fingers had morphed into eagle talons, ready to tear off Billy’s clothes and devour his naked flesh. In the shower, René had jerked off to different scenarios of claiming Billy, but fucking was not on the agenda. Not tonight. Billy deserved to be eased into sex. So keeping the kisses slow and gentle was imperative.

	Although Billy had wheedled and nagged to get between the sheets, from his sweating, hiccups, and stiffer-than-a-board tongue, it was clear terror had claimed him. The kind of scared everyone faced during their first time. Neither did Billy have the benefit of tipping back a few beers and snorting a couple of lines of coke, like René had.

	Billy’s boner pressing on René’s own hard dick said the guy he loved wanted this bad, though. The ache in René’s underwear became unbearable. So much for beating off this morning to maintain some level of control, because having his tongue deep between Billy’s lips sure wasn’t helping.

	Only high school boys shucked the foreplay and went greedily for the goods. As a graduate and OAC student, René wasn’t about to do that. He was a man, and must take Billy like a man would, which meant lots of touches and caresses until Billy begged for an undressing.

	Finally, and much to René’s aching relief, Billy’s tongue got in on the action. The time had come for René to remove his damned shirt that stuck to his back. He slipped his hand between their rising and falling chests. Before he could touch the button, Billy laid claim to René’s wrist. He broke their kiss.

	Billy blinked a few times. Fear still lurked in his dilated pupils, but also excitement. “I... let me... let me.”

	To have each button unfastened, no matter how clumsily by Billy, was what René had longed for. When the tips of Billy’s shaking fingers brushed René’s bare chest, he couldn’t help the hiss leaving his throat. He fisted his knuckles into the sofa for leverage since he lay over Billy. There was a tug and another to René’ shirt. The hem slid from the waist of his pants. Billy squeezed his eyes shut.

	René leaned in and feathered his lips along Billy’s hot cheek that was ripe with fever. Sweat pimpled his unruly hairline.

	“It’s okay,” he murmured. “We can stop any time you want.” He nuzzled Billy’s just-as-hot ear.

	“N-no.” Billy’s voice crackled. “Not a chance.”

	“Oh man...” Another groan left René’s throat. He managed to wiggle off the rest of his shirt. The linen material fell to the carpet.

	Billy reached up and draped his arms around René, forcing him back on his chest.

	The ache in René’s underwear had vanished and was now rushes of pleasure stroking him. His skin was smothered by the softness of Billy’s shirt. Being almost the same height, their crotches were pressed tight. The hard excitement beneath Billy’s pants tugged at René. He yearned to slip his hand inside and grip Billy’s boner. But the guy he loved was still a bit nervous, given the heavy breaths coming from his nostrils. So René kept rubbing his groin along Billy’s.

	Their hips moved in the same rocking rhythm, producing luxurious sensations jerking off in the shower had never created before.

	Billy inched his hand between their chests. From the twisting of his fingers, he was trying to undo his shirt buttons.

	René slipped his tongue from Billy’s mouth.

	Panic filled Billy’s eyes. “What’re you—?”

	“Easy...” René pecked his lips. “Just giving you a hand.”

	Their mouths continued to feast on one another’s tongues. The saliva René tasted was pure heaven. He used his other hand to prop himself slightly. Now he was able to reach a very stiff Billy and unfasten his shirt.

	“You okay?” he murmured. His fingers rested on the first button. He kissed Billy’s neck that was pure silk to his lips.

	Billy managed an even stiffer nod.

	“Any time you wanna stop, just say so.” René undid the third button since the first two were already open.

	“Quit saying that. I’m no blue-baller
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