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      David lay in bed and watched the sheer curtains streaming inward, pushed by the first wheezing gasp of autumn in New York City. The heat and the scent of garbage lingered, but he’d wanted the air. The house had felt too stale and close, his skin sticking to the sheets even with the air conditioning.

      He shifted and pushed back the covers. The plug in his ass rubbed against his prostate with every movement. Jazz was late. If he was much later, David was going to start and probably finish without him.

      It was frustrating to know, even as he thought it, that he wouldn’t. He’d wait because Jazz had told him to. He’d wait another half hour at least. At some point he’d need more lube. The heavy metal plug was a lot to take, stretching him so wide that he’d been unable to think of anything else since he’d put it in an hour ago. He was too stretched, too open, much too eager for Jazz to get back and get in him.

      The lock on the front door clicked as it turned over. The door opened and shut. Footsteps came up the stairs. David had the lights off, and he saw Jazz as a shadow against the faint light from the hall.

      Jazz stopped there, hands braced on either side of the door. “Shit, you look gorgeous.”

      “Get over here,” David said.

      Jazz crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. He laid a hand on David’s stomach. “Sorry I’m late.”

      “You smell like smoke. Go shower.”

      “You really want to wait that long?” Jazz bent over him. He brushed their lips together, and David lifted his head for more. Jazz held him still with one hand in his hair. His tongue pushed into David’s mouth.

      “At least you don’t taste like smoke,” David said.

      “Told you I quit, didn’t I? That was forever ago. Don’t you listen to anything I say?”

      “When it’s worth listening to.” The words softened and blurred as Jazz kissed his neck.

      Jazz drew a hand down to close around his cock. He spoke in David’s ear. “Do you want me to go shower, baby? Or do you want my dick in you?”

      David groaned, thighs flexing. He’d been waiting for this all day, since long before he put the plug in. Since they’d talked about it that morning at breakfast. Talked about Jazz coming in after his shift at the club, rolling David over and just pushing in. He turned onto his stomach in answer.

      Jazz moved behind him. The bed dipped and creaked. Jazz settled between his legs and pushed them wider, squeezed his ass hard and stroked his thighs. He took hold of the the base of the plug and fucked David with it. He pressed it deeper and pulled it back to the point where it started to widen before he pushed it in again.

      It sent sparks along David’s spine, and his cock was leaking onto the sheets. He rocked his hips, pressing into Jazz’s teasing thrusts and then down to rub himself against the bed. “Will you get on with it?” he said.

      Jazz smacked his ass lightly. “Yeah, when I feel like it. I’ve been thinking about this all night. Kept losing my place while I was playing and having to fake it. Thinking about your tight ass around my dick is too damn distracting.”

      “Try simpler songs,” David said. “‘Chopsticks.’ ‘Three Blind Mice.’”

      That earned him another smack and a snort of amusement. Jazz pressed the plug deep and turned it in little circles. Each movement rubbed it firmly over David’s prostate, and it didn’t take long to get him clutching at the sheets and the headboard, breathing hard.

      “Doing okay?” Jazz said. “Yellow to slow down, red to stop, right?”

      “Green,” David said between his teeth. Irritation flared alongside the arousal. “You really don’t need to ask every time.”

      Jazz pinched the back of his thigh. “Deal with it.” He dragged the plug back and forth and pressed harder.

      The smooth metal slid mercilessly inside David and he smacked a palm against the sheets. If he demanded more now, he knew he’d only get more teasing. He bit the side of his tongue to keep his mouth shut.

      “That’s better,” Jazz said. He moved a hand down David’s back in long, slow strokes. “That’s my good little slut. You want it?”

      David nodded, eyes closed.

      “Say please, baby.”

      “Please,” David said. “Please fuck me. I’ve been waiting. I was thinking about you too. All day.”

      Jazz started working the plug out. “Yeah? What did you think about?”

      David turned his head to the side, blinking slowly at the far wall with its Dutch woodcut of brooding clouds and windmills. He imagined having Jazz there, Amsterdam or Paris, somewhere far away from work. He’d spent his day on import forms and on the phone with vineyards in three countries, and his only clear memory of it now was locking himself in the bathroom at lunch and jerking off into the toilet until he came so hard he’d had to lean against the wall afterward.

      “Come on. Talk to me,” Jazz said. He squeezed David’s ass with one hand. The other was slowly easing the plug out to its widest point. He paused there and touched the slicked muscle as it tried to clench shut.

      “Don’t want to,” David said. “I can’t think. I’m so hot. I need—”

      “What do you need, baby? You need to get filled up and fucked? Is that it?”

      The plug slid out at last, and David could only sigh in contented agreement. He heard Jazz chuckle and shivered as a finger ran around the rim of his stretched hole. David heard the sound of a condom wrapper being opened.

      “Okay. I guess it’s not fair to expect you to talk right now, huh?” Jazz said. He pulled David’s hips up and pushed into him, a long frictionless glide. “Not when you’re so desperate for it.” He grunted and shoved in a little deeper. “Wonder what would happen if I didn’t give it to you for a few days. Or a few weeks.”

      “You’d never last,” David said. “Not even – God – a week.”

      “Yeah, maybe we’ll see about that sometime. But not right fucking now.” Jazz gripped his hips and started moving with a long, low groan of relief. “Fuck. Fuck, you feel good. All loosened up for me. So easy like this.”

      The thrusts grew harder. David slid against the bed and grabbed the headboard with both hands to brace himself. His cock pushed against the smooth sheets. He was getting close, feeling it build in his gut.

      Jazz stopped and pulled him up, sat back on his knees and held David to his chest. He licked at David’s neck, sloppy and wet, and David squirmed as he sunk still deeper. He clutched at Jazz’s arms around him, threw his head back on his shoulder, and panted.

      “Move,” Jazz said, harsh and breathless in his ear. “You wanted that dick so bad, you can fuck yourself on it.”

      David let out a shaky breath that he’d intended to be several expletives. It ended instead on a pathetic whine. He dug his knees into the bed and moved, feeling Jazz’s cock in him, thick and hard and wider than the plug. Jazz put a hand around him and stroked. David’s thighs shook. He fucked himself, sliding up and down and then bouncing in Jazz’s lap, wanting more and more, harder and deeper.

      He dug his nails into Jazz’s arm as he came and kept clutching him, making low, desperate sounds as Jazz fucked him through it, snapping his hips up, aiming for his oversensitive prostate until David was blind and begging, entirely lost.

      Jazz shuddered as he came a minute or two later. His hips slowed and ground to a stop. He wrapped David up in his arms and planted wet kisses on his neck. David turned as soon as he slid out of him and wound his arms around Jazz’s neck without thought.

      Jazz drew him down and pulled the sheet up over their heads, cut off from the world. He kissed him, held his jaw still and thrust into his mouth and sucked on his tongue until David felt as overwhelmed by that as he had by the fucking.

      The kisses slowed until they were only lying close together, feeling each other’s breath and body in the dark. Jazz pushed his nose into the curve of David’s neck. “Still want me to shower?”

      David shook his head, but he was starting to be aware of stickiness and fluid drying on his skin and lube in places he’d rather not have lube. “Towel,” he mumbled.

      “Yeah, hold on.”

      When they were clean and Jazz was naked, spooned behind him with his chin hooked over David’s shoulder, David closed his eyes and let out a sigh, perfectly ready for sleep.

      “Did you mean it when you said you’d fuck me?” Jazz said.

      David blinked his eyes open and stared across the room at the Dutch windmills again. “Yes,” he said cautiously.

      “Like, soon?”

      “Like, whenever you want,” David said, not as sarcastically as he’d intended. He yawned. “Not right now.”

      “Tomorrow?”

      David rolled over to look at him, though it was mostly a useless gesture. All he could see was the shine of Jazz’s eyes and the planes of his cheekbones skimmed in gold light from the hall. “We could start tomorrow if you want to,” he said.

      “What do you mean start?”

      “I mean start. With my fingers or a relatively small dildo. If you like that, we’ll move on to bigger and better things, and if you don’t, we won’t.”

      Jazz let out an amused breath through his nose. “Is this how it’s gonna be? You telling me what to do every step of the way?”

      “If you’re set on doing it, I want to make sure you enjoy it.”

      “Doesn’t look like it’s that hard to enjoy it from where I’m sitting.”

      “Not now. My first time could have gone better.”

      “Oh yeah?” Jazz said.

      “I was at boarding school. Poor planning, poor preparation, stolen butter from the cafeteria as lube. I absolutely do not recommend it. I liked pain even back then, but not that much.”

      “Butter,” Jazz said. “Really?”

      “It could have been worse. I know plenty of people who tried it with no lube at all their first time.”

      “But we did it without. A couple times.”

      “And I told you to go slow and to be careful. How many times have I said that to you?”

      “Yeah, okay. Point taken. Slow and steady dildos win the race, got it. Tomorrow?”

      “Tomorrow,” David said. “Go to sleep.”
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      David went into a sex shop to buy a set of graduated dildos. He’d meant to order them online, but Jazz had mentioned it again at breakfast and then texted him at lunch. When he got an idea in his head, he usually wanted to get started immediately if not sooner. David would’ve put it down to his youth – and did, out loud – but he couldn’t remember ever having been that impatient himself.

      He walked along aisles of brightly colored toys. The floor was black granite tile, and arty glass light fixtures hung from the ceiling. The last time he’d been in a sex shop was in the 1990s. It wasn’t the seediness of it that had bothered him, but the grunge, the dirt in the corners, the unpleasant customers fingering the wares. He’d bought less than he’d intended and washed it three times when he got it home.

      This was a marked improvement. Not only did they have the set of dildos he was looking for, they’d set it out next to a series of videos that was apparently meant to teach someone how to take it up the ass with minimal discomfort and fuss.

      “Can I help you with anything, sir?”

      David turned to the shop assistant with the bright smile and the snake tattoo wound around her neck. “No, thank you. These are all I needed.” He held up the dildos and followed her to the counter to pay while she told him with enthusiasm about the solid craftsmanship behind them, the silicone, the sizing, and did he need any lube?

      “We have plenty,” he said.

      “Carrying case?”

      He stared at her for a second. “Do they seriously make you try to upsell dildos or are you doing this on your own initiative?”

      She gave him a sheepish smile. “Well, bit of both? The case is pretty useful though. Otherwise they all just rattle around in the drawer and sometimes you lose the size you want.”

      “All right. Carrying case.”

      While she was getting it for him, his phone rang. “David Cross.”

      “Good afternoon, sir. This is Salter County Hospital. I have this number on file for a Mr. Jasper White?”

      David paused. “I’m sorry, he’s not here right now. Can I take a message?”

      “It’s about his father. Could you ask him to call us back as soon as possible?”

      David agreed that he would. The tone in the woman’s voice had been urgent. Alive then, and probably not critical or she would’ve stressed the time factor. David paid for his dildos and carrying case and walked out onto the street, already dialing.

      “What?” Jazz said when he answered. “Can’t talk. I’m unloading like a billion tubs of mayo.”

      “It’s important. Take a break.”

      “Hold on.”

      A couple of minutes passed while David walked back toward the office through the lunchtime crowds.

      “Okay, I told them I had to piss. What is it? I gotta get back to the sandwich mines. We’re fucking swamped in there.”

      “I got a call from Salter County Hospital. It’s about your father.”

      Silence.

      “Jazz? Are you all right?” David stepped out of the pedestrian traffic into the mouth of an alley and pressed his other hand against his ear to listen. He heard nothing but Jazz’s breath.

      “Did they say what’s wrong?” Jazz asked at last.

      “No. Just that they wanted you to call.”

      “Did they sound – how did they sound?”

      “Urgent, but I didn’t get the impression that he was in immediate danger.”

      Jazz breathed out. “Thanks. I’ll explain when I get home, okay? I gotta call them.”

      “All right. Go. I’ll see you later.”

      David walked slowly back to the office and loosened his tie as he rode up in the elevator. The summer heat was still with them, and he could feel sweat inside the collar of his shirt. He thought inevitably of the calls he and his mother had gotten when his father was dying in the hospital. He knew Jazz and his father weren’t close, but family was family, no matter how much one might occasionally wish otherwise.

      Ms. Forbes looked up as he entered the reception area of the office. Her widow’s peak was so sharp that he occasionally suspected her of shaving it. She looked him up and down, eyes just as sharp. “Problem, Mr. Cross?”

      “Maybe. I might need my schedule cleared for the week. Not sure yet. See what can be moved?”

      “Of course, sir.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Cleared for what?” Kevin said. He was standing in the doorway of David’s office with a Chinese takeout container, mouth half full of noodles.

      “Don’t drip on the floor,” David said. “Where’s Angie?”

      “Bathroom.”

      “I’ll tell you when she gets here. What’s for lunch?”

      David followed him in and surveyed the containers strewn across his desk and his papers while Kevin pointed them out. “General Tso’s chicken, beef lo mein, sweet and sour pork, and uh—” He peered into the last container. “Looks like veggie fried rice. Angie didn’t want meat.”

      “So don’t eat it. It’s mine,” Angie said, swooping in the door and scooping up the box to cradle it against her chest. “Who used all the chopsticks, Kevin?”

      “If you know it was me, why are you asking?” Kevin said.

      “Because I want to know what you did with six pairs of chopsticks.”

      “You don’t even use chopsticks with rice.”

      “He hoards them,” David said. “You didn’t know? He has a whole drawer full of chopsticks and plastic forks and sauce packets.”

      “Which has come in useful more than once, so you can both shut the hell up,” Kevin said calmly. “David has something to tell us.”

      “I might be going out of town for a while,” David said.

      Angie eyed him hard. “What for? I thought we were skipping that thing in LA. David. You said we were skipping it. If we’re not skipping it, I am the one who is going. I love LA. You hate LA. Why do you even want to—”

      “No one’s going to LA.” David forked lo mein into his mouth to give himself a second to think. He preferred a clear delineation between personal and professional. The more of a presence Jazz became in his life, the less he seemed able to keep that dividing line in place. “Jazz’s father is in the hospital. I don’t know if he’ll go out there or if he’ll want me along. Might be nothing. This is just planning ahead.”

      Angie sat on the edge of his desk while Kevin retreated to the window to stare out at the building across the street and avoid anything that resembled a personal conversation. “Did you offer to go with him?” Angie said.

      “I just said I don’t know if he’s going,” David said.

      “Are you going to offer to go with him?”

      David stirred his noodles, looking down, hunting for the few vegetables in the mass of starch. “Possibly.”

      “Sounds like you’re going to,” Angie said.

      He looked up from his noodles to frown at her. “Planning ahead. That’s all.”

      “She’s worried about the apocalypse,” Kevin said. “What with you acting like a decent, supportive boyfriend and all.”

      “I’m only a little worried about the apocalypse,” Angie said. “I’m mostly worried that you’ll assume he knows that you’d go with him if he wanted you to and so you won’t make the offer.”

      “I really preferred it when I had no personal life for the two of you to stick your noses into,” David said. “I will ask him. With words. Out loud. After I know if he’s actually going or not.”

      “What happened to Dad?” Kevin said. “Heart attack? I bet it’s a heart attack. Every time I see that kid he looks like he’s ready to pop a blood vessel. The one in his forehead was throbbing at the wedding. It’s a good thing you two can’t reproduce. Your baby would be so high-strung it’d stick to the ceiling.”

      “Don’t call Jazz a kid,” Angie said. “It makes David feel like a pervert.”

      “Why do you think I do it?”

      “Leave my office,” David said. “I’m keeping all the spring rolls.”
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      David braved the post-work crowds and narrow aisles at the local market to buy real food for dinner instead of bringing home takeout for the fifth time this week. Jazz wasn’t playing at the club tonight. Theoretically, they should be able to sit down together at a reasonable hour. And he’d be able to find out what was going on.

      Jazz hadn’t called him back. David hadn’t really expected him to, at least not until after work. He’d still checked his phone too many times. Allowed himself to be distracted. Allowed himself to wonder, for one, how the hospital had ended up with his number instead of Jazz’s. He hadn’t quite allowed himself to wonder what that said about Jazz’s trust in him. That seemed like a dangerous line of thought.

      Dinner was safer. He made salmon with tamarind sauce, a cucumber salad, and coconut rice. All of it ended up in the fridge as Jazz’s usual hour of arrival came and went and vanished into the distance. David texted him without much expectation of an answer and fixed himself a plate.

      He was finishing it up, curled into a corner of the couch, when Jazz slammed through the door and kicked off his boots. His bag hit the stairs and slithered down them to lie in a limp heap at the bottom.

      “There’s food in the fridge,” David said. “Wine on the counter.”

      “Not hungry,” Jazz said. He thumped heavily up the stairs. The door to his rarely-used room opened and closed. The bedsprings creaked.

      David finished eating and then went to make coffee. The smell brought Jazz down from his lair. He was wearing David’s college sweatshirt. The knuckles of his right hand were bruised.

      David took his hand and looked it over. “I hope that wasn’t my wall.”

      “The men’s room at work. Cement block.” Jazz slumped on a stool at the kitchen island, hunched over, hair in his face. He pulled at the ends of it and then ground his bruised knuckles against his teeth.

      David caught his hand again. “Don’t do that.”

      Jazz yanked his hand away. “Will if I want. Fuck.” He pushed his hair back and sat up. “I need money. I’m sorry. I gotta go see him. I’d hitch, but it’s too slow. And you freaked out last time I brought it up anyway.”

      “I’ll make reservations for the morning,” David said. “Is that all right?”

      Jazz looked at him, gnawing one ragged nail. “You coming?”

      He’d meant to ask, but it didn’t come out that way. “Yes, I’m coming.”

      Jazz looked relieved, so hopefully that had been the right way to do it. “Okay. I’m sorry you got the call. I didn’t have a phone when I gave Karen the number and I didn’t really think she’d ever need it. And then I forgot.”

      “Karen?”

      “She’s a doctor there and she was my mom’s best friend. I wanted somebody to know where I was. But. You know. Not my dad. So. I told her it was only for emergencies.”

      “I don’t mind. How is he?”

      “Not great, but I guess it could’ve been a lot worse. Heart attack. They did an angioplasty and put a – a thing in to keep his artery open?”

      “A stent.”

      “Yeah, that was it. I
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