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Le Berceau

 Ben considers
himself lucky. He found Gabriel early in life and he is loved.

 


But at twenty-one, he’s beginning to question if the
boat of youthful independence will soon set sail without him. Will
his devotion to Gabriel prevent him from exploring with other guys?
Will he ever get to experience the heart-wavering thrill of falling
in love again?

 


Vacationing on Gabriel’s family boat on the French
Riviera, Ben is unprepared for the arrival of Leo, a beautiful
adolescent thriving in the noontide of carefree nonchalance. Over
the course of a single day, Ben battles his burgeoning lust and
intensifying guilt.

 


Will he betray Gabriel, who has done nothing but love
him? Or can he resist the carnal temptation of the most beautiful
boy he has ever seen?
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Part 1

 The Gulf of Lion
rocked me to sleep. Nothing quite compares to sleeping on a boat.
The water takes a comforting grip of the hull and gently cradles
it.

These summer nights on land are nearing unbearable.
The smothering of hot air around my neck seems like a distant
memory now as I suck in the salty freshness of the Lion’s breath.
Both windows in this little cabin are open, one on either side of
this little room. The air draws through one and out the other as I
am cradled beneath it by the growing currents, not forecast this
morning.

Thank God Gabriel has sea legs. He’s spent many
summers on the sea, so a little rocking won’t do him any harm. If
it was me in his current condition, on the other hand, I think I
would rather take my chances of being strangled by the summer heat.
Nonetheless, he slept outside the cabin so as not to spread his
germs to us.

He slept on a small camping mattress on the floor
next to the bathroom, just in case he needed to jump up in the
night to vomit. His younger sister, Ava, slept next to me, but I
felt like I was all alone in this cabin with the sea breeze as my
only company. She slept so softly, tucked away in her corner of the
cabin as if she was being swallowed by the wood panelling. A narrow
door divided us from Gabriel, who I hoped was able to sleep well on
the floor. The more I savoured each refreshing breath of briny air,
the more I felt guilty Gabriel had to sleep on a makeshift bed next
to the toilet.

We would wake up in a new place in the morning. We
would be stirred by the sound of the boat’s engines roaring to
life. Their father was a notoriously early riser, and we would
surely be out of port before first light. The boat would bounce as
we skipped over the waves en route to some secluded bay only he and
other avid boaters would know about. We wouldn’t even know
ourselves where he was taking us until we arrived.

We would try to sleep through the journey, but the
stillness of a night spent sleeping in port would inevitably feel
like a luxury in comparison to what seemed like a military
awakening. Poor Gabriel would be the first up because his father
would have to stumble over him in the dark.

Before we left port, the usual cohort of guests
would come aboard to spend the day with us. More often than not, it
would be friends of Gabriel and Ava’s parents from church. The
occasional priest would also join us.

They would rise early and make their own way to
port, lumbering their sleep-deprived bodies and light baggage along
the pontoon under faint lights overhead. They would inevitably
bring far too much for a simple, relaxing day at sea. But feeling
duty bound, they would bring the usual contributions of olives,
cheeses, and wine along with their beach towels, sun creams, and
bathing costumes. I can tell you now, nothing is more disorienting
than being awakened by the grinding of a noisy engine and then
emerging to find a priest in the kitchenette wearing nothing but a
beach towel, covered in white lotion.

Gabriel’s parents and Ava would then spend the day
on deck with him, shaded under the awning, talking about God or the
most recent sermon whilst snacking on bread and olives. In the
meantime, Gabriel and I would spend as much time in the sea as
possible in order to prevent our eyes from rolling into the back of
our heads. But with Gabriel unwell, I would have to play the role
of the polite guest and join in the conversation today.

Even though I found the theological discussions
thoroughly boring and affected, I was nevertheless grateful
Gabriel’s parents kept the company of the more liberal-minded
clergy. These particular priests accepted me and Gabriel for who we
were and never pushed a conservative agenda of any sort. I must
admit I was curious to see how I would react when forced to spend
the day in their company instead of swimming off to the shore with
Gabriel.

His parents weren’t always accepting of us. When
Gabriel came out at fifteen, it seemed as though he was condemned
to a life of eternal confessions and guilt-ridden blowjobs in the
school bathroom. In fact, that was how we started out.

We shared a desk at the back of our science class.
We rarely spoke, but that doesn’t mean we ignored each other. Most
of the time, our communications consisted of shallow giggles and
various clumsy immaturities that came so naturally to most
fifteen-year-olds. No conversations, but a series of pranks played
on the desk in front of us, or whispering in each other’s ears when
the teacher turned her back.

It took some time until I realised just how much I
loved it when he would lean in and whisper something totally stupid
in my ear. I felt his breath on my earlobe as he mocked the
teacher’s sagging buttocks. The corners of my mouth would turn up,
my lips sealed tightly together, moulding my face into the ugliest
contortion in an attempt to stifle a subtle giggle. Anything to
keep the teacher’s back and her sagging arse turned in our
direction so he could lean in once more and breathe in my ear.

I would tilt my head toward him, anticipating he
might lean in just a few inches closer, brushing the bridge of his
nose across my cheek. The tingling. The hairs standing up on my
arms. The bulge in my underwear.

Feeling daring, disguising my lustful intentions as
a playful joke, I placed my hand on his lower back, walking each
finger down until I passed the waistband of his underwear, which
overlapped the waist of his school trousers. I grabbed his arse,
squeezing it tightly whilst imagining how it would feel to press
the underside of my cock against it. He forcibly recoiled as I
tightened my grip. “Not as saggy as yours,” I whispered in his
ear.

He giggled—thank God—and the teacher turned around
to face the class again. We swiftly recalibrated ourselves to the
most neutral position we could manage in that split second. There
was clearly a moment, just before I threw his mockery right back at
him, when he questioned my intentions. His reaction was one of
alarm, like any teenage boy’s defense mechanism when his sexuality
is challenged.

But now that we had crossed a particularly
incalculable boundary, a new terrain had opened up for us. Our body
language was different now, and I relished it. I explored this new
terrain with fresh excitement. What would a subtle placing of my
hand on his knee mean to him? I knew exactly what it meant to
me. Or on his thigh? It was like an aeroplane taxiing on the
runway, waiting to take off. How long would I have to wait? Will
I ever take off?

Each contact I made from now on would be like
dipping my toe into increasingly hot water. Each time I touched his
thigh had two meanings: the one I knew and craved and lusted over,
and the buffoonery, mockery, and impishness that covered it.

Each science class we sat next to each other became
an experiment in exploring our internal chemical reactions. Pushing
the boundaries of what we knew and accepted a little bit more.
When I finally get to his cock, what will I do? How
could I convey the grabbing of his genitals through his school
trousers as innocent horseplay? I wondered if he was thinking the
same thing as he, in turn, navigated my thigh from the subtle
privacy of the underside of our desk.

I soon learned his thought process was at least a
few steps ahead of mine as he drew his hand slowly up my thigh,
inch by inch, searching for my crotch, before reaching out and
flicking my testicles with force. I collapsed forward, pressing my
thighs together, the edge of the desk bisecting my stomach.

I saw him bouncing with suffocated laughter in my
peripheral vision. I was in pain. My testicles throbbed, and I felt
sick to my stomach, but I desperately tried to conceal it so as not
to disturb the class—not only to mask my embarrassment, but also to
not interrupt this very moment in which, one way or another, his
hand and my groin had met. It wasn’t sexual, but in my head, it was
a coming together of body parts that demanded I retaliate. I had to
grab his cock. I had to grab his testicles and inflict pain on him.
I had to squeeze
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