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Part One:  Jeremy Bardon


Chapter 1
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Devon took the unfinished manuscript, handed it to Steve, and went to his backyard deck to listen to animals. Steve watched him leave the room then began reading.

Jeremy Bardon in Seventeen Acts

Act I

It is not a great idea to sleep beneath a fan, Jeremy was thinking. For one thing, the whirling ecstasy of the blades might eventually loosen the screws that hold the thing in place, and perhaps the screws on one side fall out before the others, sending that side of the fan still turning and falling and finally a blade coming smack up against your face as you sleep, breaking your nose with a loud crack, sending your head springing up just in time for a second blade to slap you into unconsciousness so that you bleed to death into the sheets.

There are other reasons, Jeremy knew, but that one stood out.

“Can I lick you?” Jeremy asked.

Stock wouldn’t have called him out on his grammar even if he’d had time to answer, which he didn’t. Immediately after asking the question, Jeremy’s prodigious tongue—a tongue any bloodhound might envy—was slurping the side of Stock’s face. Stock could see in the mirror directly opposite them that Jeremy’s eyes were closed but he was grinning, enjoying this act of generosity. It was impossible for Stock to know if Jeremy actually enjoyed licking his face or merely took pleasure in knowing Stock enjoyed it. Licking had become their thing. After sporadically bumping into each other on the track for four years during early adolescence, happy as a lottery winner just to be in each other’s presence, Jeremy had attempted to kiss Stock one night when he was sleeping over at Jeremy’s house, sharing his bed. Stock had jerked his face away and grabbed Jeremy’s head with his hand, gently laying it back on a pillow. They had been tongue-tied for several minutes after that, neither knowing what to say.

“You want me?” Stock asked, at length, staring straight up at the ceiling, perhaps observing the fan.

Thinking an honest answer might just possibly get him what he craved, Jeremy said he did.

“I’ve thought so for a while,” Stock said. “Now I know.”

That wasn’t what Jeremy had hoped to hear, and still having no idea what to say, he maintained his silence.

“How about if you just lick my face?” Stock had offered. “Just stay away from my lips.”

“That works,” Jeremy said.

“Have at it,” Stock said.

Stock closed his eyes and kept them closed as Jeremy’s tongue licked his cheeks, traced his jawline, and licked his eyelids. Jeremy licked the milk line between his nose and upper lip, thinking that would get a reaction, thinking Stock might wipe off the wetness, grin, and say, “That tickles,” but Stock remained stoic, allowing this to happen with no indication of what he thought about it.

After Jeremy had licked every conceivable part of Stock’s face except his lips, some parts more than once, Stock asked, “Is that enough?”

“Sure,” Jeremy said.

To Jeremy’s surprise, Stock immediately launched into an animated conversation about one of the many topics they frequently discussed, as if nothing unusual had transpired, as if licking the face of one’s friend all over was what teenage boys normally did when they slept over. Jeremy fell into the rhythm of the conversation easily, his mind divided between what they were saying and the thrill of knowing he had licked Stock’s face.

Dying to repeat the experience, Jeremy invited Stock over to spend the night sooner than he might have normally. Stock didn’t hesitate to say yes, and in bed that night, they talked as usual, but when a silence ensured, it was Stock who asked, “You want to lick me again, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy admitted. “Of course. And more.”

Stock was quiet for too long a time for Jeremy’s liking, but then he said the magic words: “You can lick me.”

Noting that this time Stock had not specified where he was allowed to lick, after Jeremy finished with his face, he moved his tongue down Stock’s neck. Stock, who usually slept in his underwear and a t-shirt, lifted himself from the bed and, saying nothing, but looking Jeremy in the eyes, removed the shirt. Jeremy was in heaven. Now, there was so much more Stock to lick!

They had showered before bed, so there wasn’t much fragrance to Stock’s body, but what there was excited Jeremy beyond his expectations, which had been high. This was far from the first time he had enjoyed a type of sex with someone—for his age, Jeremy was stunningly experienced—but the explosion of pleasure throughout his body made him shiver. Stock’s armpits contained the most essence of Stock, so Jeremy spent some time with them, getting a few hairs in his mouth while thinking of another place on Stock’s body where he would like to pick up a few hairs.

It took a while to lick all of that body that wasn’t covered by underwear, but Jeremy did, including Stock’s arms, hands, legs, and feet. Stock turned over, allowing Jeremy to repeat the licking on his back. Alternating from the top and the bottom, Jeremy licked toward the middle until his tongue hit Stock’s underwear band. Jeremy licked the skin next to the band, top and bottom, then stopped, expecting nothing else was allowed. Stock flipped back over and asked, “You done?”

“Can I lick underneath your underwear?” Jeremy asked.

“No,” Stock said.

Jeremy licked Stock’s face again then indicated he was through. Jeremy realized he had been licking Stock a long time when, instead of picking up a line of conversation as he had previously, Stock simply said, “Good night,” and turned over on his side, facing away from his friend.

Jeremy feared he had gone too far, so he didn’t ask Stock to sleep over again, waiting patiently for Stock to make the next move. Eventually, Stock did, and Jeremy licked him much as before, but only the front side. This continued about once every two weeks for several months, then one night Jeremy noticed as he was licking that Stock had gotten a hard-on, something he hadn’t seen happen before. Tentatively, he placed his tongue against the top band of Stock’s underwear and edged it underneath.

“You want them off?” Stock asked.

“Yeah.”

Stock lifted himself from the bed, and Jeremy took the band of his underwear, lifted the cloth over and off of his impressive cock, and pulled the underwear down to his feet, then off. Stock, for the first time, was laying completely naked in bed with Jeremy.

Jeremy took in the view then immediately went for the cock, thinking surely he had been given permission, but Stock caught his head in midair and whispered, “Some things are off limits. Lips, cock, balls, ass crack.”

“All right.”

Still, Jeremy was happy with this beautiful new territory to explore, and he did get Stock’s pubic hair in his mouth and was happy for the first time in his life about having pubes in his mouth.

The next time they were in bed together, Stock removed all his clothes almost immediately and said, “Lick.” He had a hard-on again even before Jeremy started. Still, Jeremy spent as much time licking Stock’s face—his favorite part of him—as he always did before moving to his armpits, his nipples, his pecs, his six-pack and his navel, and then moving down to his pubes. Jeremy placed his mouth as close to Stock’s cock as he could without breaking Stock’s rules, and whispered, “I haven’t licked that part of you underneath your cock.”

Stock was silent for a few seconds, then, without speaking, he lifted his cock from his body so that Jeremy’s tongue could fit underneath. As Jeremy licked that area, the back of Stock’s hand was flat upon Jeremy’s face, and he knew on the other side of that hand was Stock’s cock. It was thrilling.

The next time they were together in bed, they repeated this dance of intimacy, but after Jeremy had licked the area beneath Stock’s cock, Stock reached down with his hand then said, “Here. I’ve got something for you,” as he moved his fingers to Jeremy’s lips. The taste of Stock’s pre-cum was the most delicious taste Jeremy had ever experienced, even better than his mom’s homemade ice cream, which he loved beyond all reason. He wanted more. He had to have more.

“Please, sir. I want more,” he said, knowing Stock would laugh at the reference since they had both been in the community play when they were younger, although not in any of the lead rolls, just two of Fagin’s boys.

Stock did laugh, but he kept his eyes closed. “More?” he asked, doing his best Mr. Bumble, then quickly adding, “All right. Here. Put your head on my stomach and watch.”

Jeremy did as instructed and had the world’s best view of Stock stroking himself to orgasm. Jeremy could hear Stock’s breath, his whispered pants and gasps, and he could feel Stock’s stomach muscles beneath his head. He could see Stock’s loins rise and fall. Finally, Jeremy saw the jets of semen spew from the head of Stock’s dick, the first few flying over Jeremy’s head, the next bunch landing on Jeremy’s face, and the last of the lot landing on Stock.

Stock’s breathing slowly relaxed, the tension in his body slowly released. Jeremy wondered if Stock was thinking, “What have I done?” Maybe. Maybe not. Jeremy hoped Stock had no regrets.

Jeremy began licking the cum from Stock’s stomach before Stock did something wasteful with it, saving the cum on his own body for afterward, knowing it wasn’t going anywhere until he ate it, and wondering if Stock would stop him from lapping it up. Stock didn’t. Jeremy then remembered Stock’s jisms that had flown over his head, and he turned around to lick the puddles and streams from Stock’s neck and chest.

Jeremy checked out Stock’s face, hoping maybe some had caught his lips, but no such luck. The only thing left was his own face and Stock’s cock.

“You want me to clean you up?” Jeremy asked.

Stock said nothing, but gave Jeremy one single nod. Thus, for the first time, Stock’s cock entered Jeremy’s mouth, and, with more of Stock’s cum still covering the right side of Jeremy’s face, Jeremy licked all the cum from it, including the opening, where he tried to insert his tongue. Jeremy hoped maybe Stock would get hard again with all the warmth of Jeremy’s mouth surrounding his cock, but that didn’t happen.

“That’s good,” Stock whispered. “Can you throw me my underwear?”

Now, he’s feeling naked, Jeremy thought to myself. Jeremy hoped again that Stock felt no regrets. Only time would tell. Jeremy expected they wouldn’t be talking about this. He wasn’t even sure he wanted to. Talking about it might mess it up.

Jeremy started to hand Stock his t-shirt, but Stock said, “That’s all right. I’m good,” and turned over to go to sleep. Stock never wore a t-shirt in bed with Jeremy again after that night. Jeremy had never worn one since he was eleven.

With his finger, Jeremy helped himself to a dessert of the last of Stock’s cum, the cum that was on his own face. Stockton Davenport, he said to himself as he enjoyed the now-cold pudding. I’m eating Stockton Davenport.

The next time in bed together, Stock gave Jeremy permission to suck him off, but Jeremy had other ideas and licked his friend to orgasm. He quite enjoyed watching Stock writhing on the mattress, sometimes putting his arm in his mouth to stifle himself from verbalizing his pleasure, and sometimes a pillow. His body did a dance on the sheets, muscles showing up everywhere, and because Jeremy was licking from the bottom up, he had a view of Stock’s entire torso and also a view of Stock raising his loins a foot in the air and shooting so forcefully that the jism shot over his head and hit the bed board with an audible splat.

“Damn,” they both said.

Jeremy quickly licked up the cum before it ran out of reach, and in doing so, his own body was pressed against Stock, his cock resting on Stock’s face. Stock did nothing to prevent it, but neither did he open his mouth to suck or to speak. After Jeremy had lapped up the cum, Stock grabbed him on either side of his loins and lifted him up and over. The boys could see each other’s eyes in the darkness.

“Good night,” said Stock.

“Good night, Stock,” said Jeremy. “That was fun.”

“Just something else we do together,” said Stock.

“Is that all it is to you?”

“What do you mean all? I wouldn’t do it with any other boy.”

Jeremy could not lie, could not say “me neither,” so he said nothing although he wanted to say a lot.

From that time forward, Stock let Jeremy suck him off each time they were in bed together. Still, Jeremy always began the evening licking Stock’s face. Stock’s lips remained off limits, and Jeremy had no interest in putting his tongue in an ass crack, so those were the two areas of Stock he never licked. Everything else was fair game, and Jeremy enjoyed licking his friend for years. They were roommates in college, both on the track team. Stock was popular with the girls and had a girl in their room on many occasions. Jeremy would watch his friend’s body move up and down on the girl, watch Stock’s loins stiffen, watch Stock place his hand gently over the girl’s mouth so people up and down the hall wouldn’t hear her moans, and sometimes Stock would catch his eye while doing it, smile at him, and look away. Jeremy was never creepy about it, but there was no way he couldn’t look at the beauty happening on the other side of the room.

On the nights they were alone, they shared a bed, and Jeremy sucked off his friend. Sometimes Stock would turn away from him to sleep when they had finished, but just as often, Stock would turn Jeremy over to face away from him then wrap himself around his friend and fall asleep while hugging him, his face pressed against Jeremy’s body so Jeremy could feel his breath. He knew without asking that Jeremy liked that.

Even after Stock married, he slept with Jeremy as often as he could, always letting Jeremy enjoy him. They were in their thirties before Stock finally let Jeremy kiss him, but when that kiss occurred, Stock kissed Jeremy back with passion, his tongue engaging that very generous tongue that he had felt lapping up his face in his youth, and then his body, and then his cum. Now Stock’s tongue was lapping around Jeremy’s mouth, toying with Jeremy’s tongue, and behaving as if it were happy.

And yes, there came a day when Stock acted upon the desire to take Jeremy up on a long-standing but never spoken invitation to slide his cock into Jeremy and make love to him, for that’s exactly what Stock was doing—making love—and Jeremy was keen enough to notice that while Stock treated him with the same gentleness and courtesy with which he had always treated his girls, and that there wasn’t much difference really in the way Stock moved inside him and the way Stock had moved inside them, there was a difference. Stock had never loved those girls, but Jeremy knew that Stock loved him. Stock’s body knew it too and behaved accordingly. There was one time when Stock even... 

But, my!—haven’t we gotten ahead of ourselves! Let’s pull back the domino-falling years and look at the beginning.

Act II

The first time Stock saw Jeremy, he saw him naked, as Stock entered an unfamiliar locker room at an unfamiliar school in a part of town he knew only because the state fair was held nearby every October. He had come to run, both individually for his school and also to anchor the relay team in both the boys’ 4 x 100 and 4 x 200. It would be an awful lot of running, but as the best runner at his school, he thought he was up for it. The first scheduled event was the individual boys 200 meters, and he was the only boy from his school competing in the second heat. Thus, his first visit to the locker room found it uninhabited by any familiar face and full of boys in various stages of dress and undress, including a handful who were totally nude. Stock’s quick sweep of the room with his eyes to locate anyone familiar had turned up nothing, but one boy had registered not only because he was wearing no clothes, but also because he was the most handsome boy Stock had ever seen. Jeremy, who had grown accustomed to being admired quite some time ago, had nevertheless noticed the latecomer enter the room, look around, and then look once more at himself before finding his locker. Jeremy stood up full length, looking at the boy, seeing if he would look again. He did. Jeremy smiled and nodded a hello, which Stock eagerly returned. Both boys then got their heads back where they had to be, focusing on the race, but their focus wasn’t quite as narrow as was usually their habit because in both cases there was this other boy in the room who somehow wouldn’t skedaddle from consciousness. Stock stole one more glance at Jeremy, saw the lean, taut strip of pale abdomen flesh reflecting the overhead light, saw the muscles stretch, contract. A quick glance at Jeremy’s loins and legs provided proof the boy was built to run. Stock watched as Jeremy exited the room, making his way to the track.

Stock tried not to think about Jeremy once he made his own way outside, but his will was weak. Jeremy was the first person he looked for and the first person he saw. In an assembly of lean, athletic runners adorned in brilliantly-colored shorts and shirts, most of whom were not without their own considerable appeal, Jeremy nevertheless stood out so crushingly that he made the other runners invisible. Jeremy caught Stock’s eye and acknowledged him, this time taking in Stock’s close-cropped, dark brown hair reflecting sunlight atop a body of indeterminate but undeniably beautiful ethnicity in which it seemed that all the skin colors of the human race had come together in some impossible perfect harmony, creating a skin tone that was nothing short of astonishing. Maybe this is what the aliens intended, Stock thought, when they placed Asian humanoids in Asia, blacks in Africa, and whites in Europe in their Earth project: to see if the races would comingle and create a super race. After a few seconds, each boy looked away, completed his warmups, and headed for his respective lane. They didn’t think hard about each other or notice each other again until the end of the race, when, running first and second and putting some distance between themselves and the rest of the field, each ascertained that it was the other who was keeping pace, who would join him in the final.

Unless the runners are on the same team, it doesn’t always happen that the winners of a heat acknowledge each other the way the winners of an event final might, with a handshake, a fist bump, a chest bump, or an arm around a shoulder, but as Jeremy and Stock, both panting and dripping seat, slowed down their pace after crossing the finish line, they both knew they would do something physical; they just didn’t know what. Each felt a need to touch. Stock looked to Jeremy for guidance, and Jeremy didn’t fail him, walking over and hugging him close, mussing his hair, quietly saying, “good heat” in his ear, then pulling away as he said louder, “See you in the final!” Stock had no time to respond before Jeremy ran to his coach and then to his family and friends in the stands to reap their congratulations. Stock jogged over to his coach and teammates for congratulations and instruction then made his way to the contingent of family and friends who had come to cheer him on. He stole a glance at Jeremy, who was high-fiving one guy while hugging another guy close, while several girls, some children, and an older couple who were likely his parents looked on. Seeing Jeremy break from his pack and start to make his way back to the locker room, Stock gave his entourage only a few seconds of his time, calling out, “I smell! Need a shower!”

“You always smell,” his friend Andrew yelled back. “Did you win or were you second?”

Stock had to admit that he had no idea, but a voice behind him called out, “He beat me! Dude can run!”

That had to be Jeremy. He stopped and turned around. Stock wasn’t quite sure who said what after that; all he knew was that various members of his squad were congratulating Jeremy on making the final and Jeremy was pleasantly engaged with his parents. The only thing Stock could remember was the only thing that mattered: His father unexpectedly saying, “You boys should train together,” then Jeremy turning to Stock, smiling, and saying, “Maybe we should.”

Stock looked around him, saw everyone admiring the youth standing beside him, and it suddenly hit him. His father, who never showed much interest in any of his friends, wanted to see Jeremy around himself. Looking from face to face, Stock could see that everyone did. The boy had something that one doesn’t find except a few times in one’s life, and life was a big part of what he had, along with charisma, charm, a playful grin, and mischievous eyes. Jeremy was handsomely masculine and adorably pretty all at once, radiant, completely captivating. Adults and girls were going to love him for his beauty. Guys might love him for that, as well, and if not, they would love him for his friskiness and promise of adventure.

“Sure,” Stock said. “Anytime.”

Stock grabbed Jeremy by his tank top and pulled him away toward the locker room.

“Quite a fan club,” Jeremy said, smiling.

“I saw you have one too,” Stock replied.

“I guess the man who suggested we train together is your father?”

“That’s right.”

“Doesn’t look like you.”

“I’m adopted.”

“Which country?”

“The United States of America. I was adopted at birth. My biological mother gave me up. I’ve never met her or my biological father, but that couple you just saw are my parents. I wouldn’t trade them.”

“Awesome. I mean, that’s awesome if you like white parents. I like mine.”

The boys both laughed.

“I love them,” Stock admitted. “They’re pretty cool.”

Jeremy looked Stock over again.

“I like your skin.”

This wasn’t something Stock was used to hearing. For most of his life, Stock had no idea what his ancestry was, although it was obvious to himself and everyone who saw him that it had produced an unusual skin tone that was itself an unusual pleasure to behold, that was itself something one might come across only a few times in life, if ever.

“Thanks,” Stock said. “I like yours, too.”

They laughed again.

The previous Christmas, Stock had asked his parents for a DNA kit because he was tired of not being able to answer the question he was asked too often: “What are you?” Some people thought he must be Hispanic, some said Native American. Others noted similarities with Greeks and Italians and Arabs and Persians and Southeast Asians, and as it turned out, all were correct. He was half Southern European, and his other half spanned the globe, with more or less equal shares of Native American, North African and Middle Eastern, Sub-Saharan African, Malay, Filipino, and Anatolian rounding out the intriguing mix. His other reason for wanting to take the test was a hope of finding a close relative, but the test showed no one closer than third cousins in Spain, with shared DNA registering below two percent.

So, now he knew. Now he could answer the question.

“I was born here,” Stock said, “but my ethnic mix is what you were asking about, right?”

“I guess so.”

“I’m a mongrel. The boy from nowhere.”

Jeremy shoved his shoulder playfully. “You hardly look like a mongrel. Anyway, I’ve seen some mutts that are pretty darn cute, especially when they’re puppies.”

“Thanks?” Stock answered. “I guess a cute mongrel puppy isn’t a bad thing to be.”

“I didn’t say you were a mongrel or a puppy, and I didn’t say you’re cute.”

The boys were staring at each other eye-to-eye now. Jeremy wasn’t sure he had ever known anyone with eyes as dark as Stock’s, each black iris surrounded by the most beautiful sea of brilliant white, so that staring into them straight on, one almost felt as if one was being pulled into them, and watching them give a sideways glance was almost alarming, an enticing danger. No, he couldn’t remember anyone with eyes like these. If he knew anyone who possessed them, he didn’t know the person well enough to have ever noticed the eyes.

“You should have,” Stock said.

“Should have what?”

“Said I’m cute. It’s what you’re thinking. You want to say it.”

Jeremy wanted to say, “Your eyes are amazing,” but having already told Stock he liked his skin, he felt another compliment on appearance might be a bridge too far, even given the invitation to tell Stock the obvious. In any case, he wasn’t the only one who had been captured by their mutual gaze. Stock had seen eyes as blue as Jeremy’s before, sure, but never attached to a boy so astonishing otherwise as well.

“I like your eyes,” Stock said.

Jeremy smiled.

“I was just admiring yours,” he said. Then he added, “And you are cute, mutt.” He mussed Stock’s hair, noting the difference in texture from his own.

“Mutt,” he said again, with the biggest grin, because he liked the word and especially liked applying it to this boy. “Are you happy now? You made me say it, as if you didn’t know.”

Stock felt himself blushing. He didn’t know what to say, even though he had started it, and nothing came out of his mouth, but the look he gave Jeremy said it all, and the look Jeremy gave back to him told him, as well, everything he needed to know.

“Mutt,” Jeremy said again softly, and he felt his loins stir and knew he couldn’t say it again because he was about to undress.

The boys entered the locker room, clothes came off, and they shared a shower since only one showerhead wasn’t in use. They took their time and stole enough glances to know each other’s body fairly well by the time they were toweling off.

“So,” Jeremy said. “You really want to train together?”

“Definitely!” Stock said, and Jeremy broke into another laugh. It was infectious. As they put on their clothes, they continued to look at each other and talk, all the while grinning from ear to ear and frequently breaking into laughter.

“I like your dad,” Jeremy said.

“Why?”

“He practically invited me to be your friend. I was wanting an excuse, and he made it easy.”

“And if he hadn’t said anything?”

Jeremy frowned.

“Never do that,” he said. “When something positive happens, never waste time imagining if it didn’t. Ride the wave and try to stay on the board.”

“You surf?”

“I have. It’s awesome. Do you?”

“In Little Rock? Hard to do.”

“You can travel, can’t you? Don’t you ever take vacations?”

Stock imagined surfing with Jeremy.

“Will you teach me?”

“Sure, I will! But first we’ve got to win some races, then you’ve got to come over and spend the night, then we’ve got to become inseparable so that when we’re not in school, every time my family sees me, they see you, and every time your family sees you, they see me. Then the next time my family hits the beach, there will be no question that you’ll be coming along.”

Stock was astounded.

“Are you serious?”

“Some part of that you don’t like?”

“No,” Stock said. “I like it all. I like it a lot. But don’t you already have a lot of friends? It sure looked like it.”

“I do,” Jeremy confessed. “I do. That’s not a problem, is it?”

“No,” Stock answered, knowing no other reply was possible. He felt something tighten in his stomach as he looked at Jeremy. It hurt a little, which wasn’t good, because he did in fact have more races to run that day. As if the thought made them appear, the other members of his relay team came walking in to change for their race. Seeing them approach, Jeremy got up and joined his own teammates who had set up camp in another part of the room.

“See you on the track, Mutt,” he said. “You anchoring?”

“Yeah.”

“I figured. Then I guess you’ll be seeing me up close. Or at least my backside.”

“You wish.”

Jeremy was walking away and no longer looking at him when he answered, “Of course I do. That means I’m winning.”

Stock thought about his reply before he said it, and he thought he shouldn’t say it, but he said it anyway, even though his teammates had joined him now, and even though Jeremy was almost out of earshot, so he had to say it loud.

“It could mean something else.”

Jeremy laughed and turned around.

“You wish, Mutt! Keep dreaming!”

“Who’s that?” one of Stock’s teammates asked.

“Someone we’re about to beat,” Stock responded.

Act III

When the races were settled, Stock had won two individual races and been a part of one winning relay team. Jeremy had won one individual race—the race Stock wasn’t in—and was part of one winning team. Stock’s school had won the meet, mostly thanks to Stock.

There wasn’t much sunlight left in the day as the teams packed up their gear to go home. The locker room was crowded since the last race had been a relay and no coach wanted sweaty, stinking boys riding on the bus. Not every boy was riding the buses, however, and both Stock and Jeremy were among those who planned to leave with their family. Laughing with his teammates because it was the final relay they had finally won, Jeremy undressed and walked to the shower. Stock was just wrapping a towel around his waist when Jeremy saw him, and Jeremy stared at Stock good while he wasn’t being noticed. He saw the big smile spread across Stock’s face when he first saw Jeremy, and Jeremy, though naked, walked up to Stock and put an arm around him, hugging him close.

“You were awesome today, man!” he congratulated. “You beat me twice!”

“Thanks,” Stock replied. “Your silvers will shine almost as bright, and I saw you take the gold in the 400. That was a great run. I was pulling for you!”

“You’re supposed to pull for the guys on your team!”

“Couldn’t help myself.”

It was a stunning admission and deserved further comment, but they couldn’t carry on a conversation at the entrance to the showers.

“Don’t leave before we talk,” Jeremy said.

“Hurry then.”

“I will!”

Although both boys were surrounded by teammates as they exited the locker room, they soon were able to join up with each other after boys scattered to catch their rides. Jeremy, however, had two hangers-on, so they weren’t alone. He introduced his friends to Stock, and the boys, Hayden and Zeke, recognized him easily enough from his victories. They were eager to know him, but seemed even more eager not to let Jeremy out of their sight.

“You guys ride together?” Stock asked.

“We did!” Jeremy confirmed, a neutral tone to his voice so as not to offend anyone. Then a thought occurred to him.

“Hey, you guys want to spend the night?”

“Sure!” his friends said at once, and one of them, Zeke, added, “Won’t your parents mind so many?”

“I don’t know,” Jeremy admitted. “I’ll have to ask.”

“I can’t sleep that many,” was his mother’s reply.

“We can set up the tent.”

“It’s too late for that. Some other time.”

“Can I have just one?”

“Well, maybe Hayden.”

“No. Stock. Hayden stays over all the time. I just met Stock.”

His mother sighed and didn’t answer.

“Let’s go,” she said. “We can talk about it in the car.”

“But Mom...”

“Don’t argue with your mother, Son,” Jeremy’s dad said then. He turned to look at Stock and said, “You ran well today. Now, I’m sure your family’s waiting to celebrate with you. Nice meeting you. Goodbye.”

Stock’s smile disappeared, and his eyes looked hurt as they caught Zeke’s eyes. Zeke wasn’t looking too happy either.

“I’ll see ya,” Stock said to Jeremy. Out of respectful habit, he started to say “Nice to meet you” to Jeremy’s parents, but besides being respectful, he also had been brought up to be honest, and saying that wouldn’t be the truth. Meeting them hadn’t been a nice experience at all.

“It was so nice to meet you,” Jeremy’s mother said enthusiastically, but Stock saw that it was fake. He nodded, tried to force a smile, then quickly turned to go.

He had taken ten strides when Jeremy grabbed his arm and said, “Give me your number.”

As Stock watched Jeremy punch in the numbers, he said quietly, “You could come home with me.”

Jeremy considered.

“Your folks won’t mind?”

“I’m sure they won’t.”

“Mine wouldn’t either, if it hadn’t been so many. I couldn’t ask you without asking the others. Mom would have said yes if it had just been you.”

Stock was looking at the ground, not Jeremy.

“You sure about that?”

There was an awkward silence.

“I want to stay over,” Jeremy said. “It’s just that my friends are with me, so...”

Stock could hear the sincerity in his voice. He looked up, saw blue eyes, swam in them.

“It’s all right.”

“I’ll call you later,” Jeremy said. “Tonight. Promise.”

“You might be busy with your friends.”

Jeremy smiled. He had been here before.

“I’ll call you,” he said again. “Besides, I only asked to have everyone over because I wanted to spend more time with you. Now that you’re not coming, I won’t mention it again.”

“Jeremy!” his father called. “Let’s go!”

He looked at Stock’s dark eyes one last time, and his final impression of Stock were those eyes turned sideways as he turned to leave. That sideward glance, those whites of the eyes, that skin, that face, that boy.

What on earth was happening? Jeremy pretended he didn’t know.

Hayden did spend the night with him, and after their usual evening of fun and games, as they settled in to their ritual of catching up on social media at the end of their day, Jeremy wondered if it was too late to call Stock. He decided to take a chance, even though he’d rather have done it in private, without Hayden in the room. When he scrolled through his contacts, however, he found that someone had deleted his potential new friend.

Jeremy and Hayden were lying on two separate single beds. Jeremy studied his friend.

“You want to sleep with me?” he asked.

“Sure,” Hayden said. “You ready?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy said, standing up to remove his clothes.

Hayden lifted himself, stretched, stripped himself down to his underwear, and climbed into Jeremy’s bed. The two boys silently did the things they usually did when they were in bed together, but at one point Jeremy asked, “Were you messing with my phone?”

“No. Why?”

“Someone deleted Stock’s number.”

Hayden propped himself up on an elbow.

“You think I did it?” he asked, seeming both offended and surprised. “You think I’m jealous or something? Heck no! I want you to become friends with him. I’d like to shag him myself if I ever get the chance. I’m the one who needs a butt-boy. You already got one.”

This was different. Indeed, it was an extreme departure. In the past, they had talked about these matters with their bodies, never with their vocal cords. For Hayden to say what he said was astonishing, a betrayal almost. Jeremy was stunned into silence for a moment, then he said, “Good to know. I think.”

Hayden laughed. 

“Don’t worry, stud. I’ll promise not to go for him, if you want me to, but there’s no need. He’d go for you over me. I saw the way he looked at you, and the way you were looking at him. You and me, man, we’re best friends and bed buddies, but you and Stock, man, that might be love.”

“Seriously, dude, shut up,” Jeremy said.

Hayden laughed. But he did shut up. Once again, he talked with his body, to see if Jeremy was still in the mood. Jeremy was. He’s probably pretending I’m Stock, Hayden thought to himself, not minding. He decided he would pretend Jeremy was Stock as well. It wasn’t that Stock was more attractive. It was just that Stock was new.

The next morning when Jeremy’s mother opened the bedroom door to call them to breakfast, she found the two boys sleeping side by side in Jeremy’s bed.

“Wake up!” she said loudly. “Breakfast is ready!”

“Mom! Can’t you knock?” Jeremy protested.

His mother didn’t answer at first, then she replied, “There’s another bed right over there, you know. You boys are getting too big to sleep together.”

“Never, Mrs. Bardon! Never!” Hayden called back cheerfully.

“I’m serious,” she said quickly.

“So am I!” Hayden replied, just as quickly, laughing, and glancing up at her over his shoulder. “I’m sorry, but your son’s hot!”

She closed the door behind her so the boys could get up and get dressed. She could hear the boys burst into laughter as she began to walk away.

Act IV

Coach: “Your face is so beautiful.”

Jeremy looks him in the eye, hesitates, then says, “Thank you.”

Coach: “Don’t tell your parents I said so. They’ll think I’m trying to seduce you.”

Jeremy: “Aren’t you?”

Coach: “You want me to give you a blow job?”

Jeremy: “You would like that?”

Coach: “Yeah.”

Jeremy: “Then I guess that’s something we both might enjoy.”

Act V

When he returned to the bedroom, the older boy who had moved in next door and who he was spending the night with for the first time was naked on his bed, lying on his back with a hard-on and his arms crossed under his head.

“You want me inside you?” Jeremy asked calmly. “Or is it the other way around?”

The older boy studied him. He was so fucking beautiful.

“Come here,” he said.

Jeremy stared into the boy’s eyes as he slowly walked across the room.

“If I only had one wish that could come true, my wish would be to have sex with you, the boy said.”

“Really. That would be your one wish?”

“Yes.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not.”

Jeremy thought about it. He decided he had to do it even if he didn’t want to.

It was an act of kindness that would be repeated many times over.

Act VI

“You want to have sex with me, don’t you?” Jeremy asked Zeke, who had been dropping hints all evening. This was new. Jeremy had always seen the longing in Zeke’s eyes and knew that was the reason Zeke followed him around like Hayden, but Zeke appeared to like girls more than a little and had never made a move on him in any fashion whatsoever.

“I want to be intimate with you. It doesn’t have to be sex. It doesn’t even have to be physical. But I want intimacy. I want you to love me. I want you to be the friend I can count on for the rest of my life. I want you to share your secrets with me, to hold nothing back. When someone breaks your heart, I want you to break my heart telling me the story.”

Jeremy felt his eyes watering. It was dark. No light was reaching his bed.

“You are my friend, Zeke. You and Hayden are my best friends. You know that.”

“I know,” Zeke admitted. “I guess I just want to touch you.”

Jeremy was so used to this, from everybody. No way he was going to let Zeke feel left out.

“Come here,” he said.

Act VII

“Ho, ho, ho,” Jeremy said when Hayden entered his room.

“Is that your three Christmas wishes?”

“Looks like I got one of them. You’re here.”

“I’m only a ho for you, studmuffin.”

“I appreciate it.”

Act VIII

“Are you gay?”

“Do you want to have sex with me?”

“No way!”

“Then why do you care?”

They stared at each other. The boy, who Jeremy didn’t much like, looked uneasy.

“I mean, maybe I wouldn’t mind, with you. Would you want to?”

“No way!” Jeremy said back.

The boy looked crestfallen.

“Come here,” Jeremy said. “I’ve done charity cases a lot less attractive than you. You’re actually kind of studly.”

‘Studly.”

“Yeah, studly. A rough and rowdy kind of guy, with a cute face, a nice neck, and a body I wouldn’t mind checking out.”

“You always talk this way to people you don’t know?”

“It’s usually the other way around. I just felt bad for making you sad for a second. But I meant it. You’re hot.”

“You’re hot.”

“So I’ve been told. Over and over and over and...”

“Over.”

“And out.”

“Out?”

“Yeah, let’s get out of here and have some fun. I want to explore you.”

The boy chuckled.

“O-kay.” he said, with just the right amount of enthusiasm, not an exclamatory okay but one suggesting a willingness for adventure.

Act IX

Because Jeremy’s mother liked to sample foods from around the world and thus sometimes shopped at a local international foods store, he and Hayden were sitting at her kitchen table eating savoiardi imported from Italy. The sugar in the ladyfingers had crossed the ocean twice. They were drinking horchata, a Mexican beverage that had frightened them at first with its light beige appearance and cinnamon infusion but which they had quickly come to love.

They also had quickly come to love the nights they got to spend in bed together.

When Mrs. Bardon opened Jeremy’s bedroom door the next morning, what she saw across the room was Jeremy’s head sticking up from the cover, but she could also see that his entire body was elevated, as if levitating under the comforter.

“Mom!” Jeremy shouted. “Can’t you knock?”

“I’m sor...” Mrs. Bardon began, but changed her mind halfway through the word. She felt strongly that she should not be the one apologizing. She started to go, then had another change of mind. She wanted confirmation.

“Is that Hayden under there?” she asked.

There was a pause, then a muffled voice from under Jeremy’s body replied, “Hello, Mrs. Bardon.”

She gave Jeremy a look and left, but Jeremy knew he would be hearing more from her later. For the moment, he debated whether to get up or finish what he had been doing. He decided to finish.

“You think she’ll call my dad?” Hayden asked, feeling Jeremy’s loins push into him again.

“I don’t think so,” Jeremy said. “You want me to stop?”

“No.”

Jeremy continued what he was doing.

“That was a stupid question,” Hayden said.

“Her asking if it was you?”

“Well, yes, that was stupid too. She knew I had spent the night. But I meant you asking if I wanted you to finish.”

Mrs. Bardon waited until the evening meal to bring the subject up. As he sat down to eat, Jeremy could tell by the look his father gave him that he had been discussed.

“Does Hayden’s father know what you and Hayden are doing?” Mrs. Bardon asked.

“No.”

“I have a good mind to have your father tell him.”

“That would just cause trouble.”

“Why are you doing it?”

“Because it feels good, and because he likes it and always wants me to, and because we’re best friends, so why shouldn’t we?”

Mrs. Bardon didn’t have an immediate response to that, so Mr. Bardon stepped in with his usual lack of candor.

“You plan to just fuck boys the rest of your life?”

“You want me to fuck a girl?”

“Preferably!”

“Harold!”

“Well, goddamn it, Martha, it’s the truth, isn’t it?”

“I could do that,” Jeremy replied respectfully. “If you want.”

Mr. and Mrs. Bardon looked at each other, nonplussed.

“Let’s just drop it,” Mr. Bardon said. “If he’s willing to hump girls, that’s good enough for me.”

“Do you need to see me do it?” Jeremy asked. “For proof?”

“No!” both parents exclaimed at once, and his mother added, “What’s wrong with you?”

Jeremy didn’t know what a rhetorical question was, but he correctly surmised this question did not require an answer. He filled his plate with food, thankful as always that his mother was an excellent cook. After a few bites, he said, “This is great, Mom.”

“Thank you,” his mother responded, reminded again at how Jeremy somehow knew to always thank her for his meals while her husband somehow had never learned that particular manner. Still, she couldn’t quite let the previous subject drop.

“Which do you find more attractive, girls or boys?”

Jeremy shrugged.

“Do I have to choose?”

“Eventually,” his father said.

His mother thought about saying “Harold!” again, but she didn’t. Jeremy thought it over. He knew what his father meant. He just wasn’t sure his father would be pleased with his choice. Still, he would give girls a try. He had more or less promised to do that, and besides, he was pretty darn sure he would like sex with girls too.

“Well?” his father asked, still wanting an answer.

“Do I have to tell you now? I’m just starting!”

All three people at the table were now blushing from the discomfort.

“Let’s just drop it,” Jeremy’s mom suggested. “I mean, look at him, Harold! The boy’s going to have sex, probably even sometimes when he’s not that thrilled about it. He doesn’t have to tell us who with. That wouldn’t tell us much at all.”

“It would tell us if he’s gay.”

“What if he is?”

Jeremy looked from one parent to another.

“Probably am,” he said, “but I’ll fuck a few girls for you, Dad, just to be sure.”

“Jeremy!”

“That’s going to be quite a pick-up line. ‘Hi. I’m Jeremy Bardon and my dad would be mighty proud if I fucked you.”

“That’s enough!” his father said loudly.

Jeremy thought it was too. There was another topic on his mind.

“Hey, can either of you think of any reason other than racism for a parent to not allow Stock to come over and then delete his number from my phone?”

The awkwardness that followed surpassed any awkwardness that had ever occurred at the dining table. Jeremy said nothing further and didn’t plan to. Both of his parents struggled to find a plausible explanation, and it was Mrs. Bardon who eventually offered one.

“It wasn’t racism,” she said. “When have you ever known us to be racist?”

Jeremy thought he could think of a time or two, but he wasn’t sure and he didn’t want to change the subject, so he waited.

“I saw the way you looked at him, and he at you. It wasn’t the way you and Hayden look at each other, or you and Zeke.”

“No,” Jeremy confirmed. “It wasn’t. This will be hard to forgive.”

His parents struggled again for something to say but decided to leave it. They didn’t apologize. They stood up and took their half-eaten dinners to the disposal.

Jeremy continued to eat, still looking beautiful even with his mouth full.

Act X

Hayden’s mother: “Jeremy, do you like the salmon?”

Jeremy: “I love it.”

Hayden: “It probably liked you too until you ate it.”

Hayden’s mother: “Hayden!”

Act XI

“You’re fucking Emily?” Hayden asked.

“I am.”

“Why?”

“Because fucking a woman makes me feel like a man.”

“What the fuck do you feel like when you’re not fucking her?”

“I feel like a man, but when I fuck Emily, I feel like a man’s man.”

“Wouldn’t the best way to feel like a man’s man be to be a man’s man?

“No. You don’t understand.”

“I do understand, and that’s why my opinion of you just dropped so low I heard it hit the ground.”

“Stop quoting Emily.”

“Stop fucking Emily.”

“No. I love the way it makes me feel. All masculine and studly.”

“I don’t think studs use studly as an adverb.”

“Maybe not.”

“Definitely not.”

“Okay, definitely not.”

“But you are studly, even when your dick’s not in a vagina.”

“You think so?”

“I do. I do think so.”

Act XII

“If you could be reincarnated as anything, what would you want to be?” Zeke asked.

“An inanimate object would be fine.”

“You don’t need to be reincarnated for that! You’ll already by carbon or dust or something.”

“That’s fine.”

Act XIII

Jeremy was looking at Hayden’s dolphin tattoo and reached out to touch it, but Hayden quickly withdrew his arm.

“I was just going to touch it!” Jeremy said, surprised.

“Tit for tat,” Hayden replied.

“What?”

“I touch your tit; you can touch my tat. Tit for tat.”

“O-kay. Sure. But why would you want to touch my tit?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

Hayden and Jeremy stared each other in the eye. Jeremy slowly lifted his shirt, not dropping the stare.

Act XIV

The man opened the door and saw him immediately as he was coming down the stairs to his front left. His face broke into a broad smile as their eyes met, and the man was surprised the young man didn't return the smile. Then he noticed that a half-step behind him was a man a few years older, taller, not very attractive in the face but possessing the broad body and deeper voice that attract young men. He was a young professional type, and not the man’s type, but quite possibly Stock's. The man didn’t catch the key words as Stock was speaking, but the other man with Stock was telling Stock that if he ever needed something, he knew where to find “it.” Yes, he had said “it,” not “him.” Stock looked embarrassed, and the man couldn’t hear his reply. Within a few seconds, Stock and the other man had parted and Stock was standing in front of the man alone, not much emotion on his face.

What to say? "Good to see you!" "How are you?" "Who was that?" "I'm glad you made it here safely!" “What is the ‘it’ you might find with that man?” "Are you being safe?"

"You hungry?" the man asked.

"No," Stock replied, motioning back to the direction from which he'd come. "We just ate."

There he was all over again, the perfect young man, such rugged beauty, such manners, the visible soft mustache above his lip, the dark brown hair, not long, not short, always tussled, the broad shoulders for his size, all five-foot-nine of him and possibly still developing, and dressed in a way that would be comfortable anywhere outdoors or in a cabin, some denim at the bottom, some flannel at the top, worn running shoes, and a soft t-shirt up against his body, where the man wanted to be. Most of all, the complexion and the eyes. Cajun was the man’s guess. A mix of everything. The eyes dark as night, and even the eye sockets always dark and gorgeous.

For the man, it had been love at first sight, and the man had never loved Stock more than he did at that moment, full of jealousy. Their friendship had begun in jealousy. When the man met Stock, Stock was with several girls and boys his age, and it was obvious from their conversation that things had been going on. There was both a girl and a boy tugging on Stock at various times, teasing him, wanting his sole attention. But Stock had been obliging to both and to the group as a whole, spreading his attention around when called upon but rarely starting a topic himself. He had stared into the man’s eyes while kissing a girl and teasingly asked the man if he wanted to join them.

"How old are you?" the man had asked, to get that out of the way.

"Eighteen five days ago."

Stock showed the man his driver’s license for proof.

"Happy birthday," the man said.

"So I'm old enough to fuck," Stock said, and his friends all laughed.

"I didn't mean..." the man started to say, but Stock interrupted.

"Everyone wants to fuck me," he said. 

His friends didn't argue.

"But no one ever gets to," the boy who had been tugging on him said. Stock smiled, still looking at the man.

“At least not to your knowledge,” the man said to the boy, and everyone laughed approvingly with their eyes shining, as if to say it could be true and also to say “this is our kind of guy!”

If the man had been asked to guess if Stock was into girls or boys, he would have said he wasn't sure, but that he would have thought girls except for the boy tugging on him and acting as if there had been some recent intimacy. But it didn't matter to the man. He didn't mind if Stock was straight and romance was out of the question. He just wanted to know him. He had been jealous then too of whomever had enjoyed Stock’s company, but as he didn't know him, it was a generalized jealousy that it wasn't him. This was different. He had seen the man Stock had been with, he wasn't Stock's age, and he wasn't him.

"Did you get our room?" They were in the Italian Alps and had become separated when Bob left the train to see about something in the station and the train had left without him. It had been the last train for the day going in the direction they were headed.

Stock fidgeted. "I wasn't sure how. He was in the lobby and he offered his. He had an extra bed.

"Did you sleep in it?"

More fidgeting, and no longer looking the man in the eye.

"I thought I would. I wanted to."

"Were you safe?"

"I think so."

"Condom?"

"It wasn't like that."

"How was it like?"

"Not that great. He just blew me. But he wanted to sleep with me, so I slept in his bed. Look, can we talk about something else? I'm sorry it wasn't you who blew me. I know you want to. You can tonight."

"Not because you think you owe me. Only when and if you ever want me to."

"I'm still thinking about that."

The man started to say something along the lines of "well, let me know when you decide," but he didn't want to sound like the guy Stock had just slept with, so he let it go.

But Stock didn't.

"I'll always owe you," Stock said. "You're paying for this trip. I shouldn't have done anything with that guy. It's not right."

"We'll forget about it."

"I won't. You'll be my first."

"How can I be your first?"

"I mean the first person I let fuck me. When I'm ready."

The man looked at Stock carefully. Stock was still averting his eyes, but the man—let’s call him Bob—kept staring at him and eventually, with his head bowed and cocked sideways, Stock looked up at Bob.

"It was love at first sight," Bob told him. 

"I know."

"But that's not an unusual experience for you, is it?"

"I guess not."

"How do you usually handle it?"

"Different ways."

Stock looked down again, but then suddenly looked back up.

"But not that. I've never let anyone do that."

Bob wasn't sure what to say.

"Do you believe me?" Stock asked.

"Of course."

"Plenty have wanted to," Stock said, although Bob thought they already had covered that.

"I can imagine."

"I've done other things."

"Obviously."

"Maybe we can start with something simple like that. We can start tonight if you want."

"You're really wanting to make this up to me, aren't you?"

"Yeah. I am. I feel like a no-good tramp."

"Well, you're not."

"I know I'm not. That's what's pissing me off. I've turned down a hundred advances for every one I've accepted. I have done things with quite a few people, but percentage wise, it's very small. I've never been easy. And last night I let myself be easy, and I have no idea why. Just please believe me that I'm so sorry. I'm sorry I let him touch me. I'm sorry I hurt you. Especially that."

Once again, Bob was speechless. And once again, Stock asked, "Do you believe me?"

"I do," Bob said again. "I really do."

"Good," Stock said. "Now, really, let's please talk about something else."

"Did you eat here?" I asked. "Is it any good?"

"We went to a place across the street. It's not bad, but let's not go there."

Bob understood.

They were silent. Bob embraced him, but Stock was facing away from him, and what Bob wanted more than anything was to kiss him. Bob wondered if that was allowed. He wasn't going to ask at this moment of vulnerability, so he tugged on Stock’s shoulder and thigh so he would know Bob wanted him to turn around, and as soon as he did, Stock’s lips were on his. Then Bob’s tongue was on Stock’s lips, then inside his mouth. Bob felt Stock’s tongue on his. It was an inquisitive tongue, wanting to please and also to take pleasure. It was a very enjoyable first kiss. And the boy in Bob’s arms was the stuff of legends. Antinous. Adonis. Apollo. 

Bob adored him.

Then it hit Bob—Stock’s was an experienced tongue. Why wouldn't it be? Stock hadn't been afraid to let him know it.

"One of every hundred," Bob mused.

Stock knew what he meant.

"About that."

"So I'm 99th percentile. Good to know."

Stock laughed but told Bob to shut up.

"So how many hundreds or thousands we talking about? Like five hundred approaches, and five got the green light? Or more like five thousand, with fifty enjoying success?"

"Do you really want to know these things?"

"I do."

"I generally get hit on several times a day. Sometimes several times an hour."

"We're not talking millions, are we?"

Stock laughed. "I don't think so, but how could I possibly know? Too many to count."

"But as far as actual experiences, about how many?"

"I don't know. But I think I could count them if I tried."

"Try."

"I don't want to. I'm with you now, so this is the only one that matters."

"At the moment."

"You trying to ruin this? We’re here on vacation, and it’s beautiful here!"

Stock was right.

"I've just never been with someone so handsome," Bob offered as a reason. "I'm trying to imagine your experience."

"My experience is always getting what I want, but trying not to want too much, and constantly denying others what they want."

Bob thought about it. "Well said."

Bob thought about it some more. "And yet no one's ever..."

"No," Stock cut him off. "Never. I've never wanted to. I've only wanted to fuck and get blow jobs. Very selfish. But there's so many decent-looking people who want me to fuck them or want to blow me, so I've never considered doing something I don't want to do. Until last night. I didn't want that blow job, and he didn't ask permission, just did it.”

"But, I mean, you went to his room..."

"Like I told you, he said he had an extra bed. I thought I'd save you some money."

"Everything's prepaid."

"Didn't know that."

"You found the right hotel, so you knew we had a reservation here. That is not the reason you did it."

Stock, for some reason, licked Bob’s face.

"You're probably right. I really don't know why I did it,” Stock said. I guess I thought his body would be hot to fuck face down, if he would let me. But that didn't happen. He just gave me a blow job, wanted me to come on his face then feed it to him with my finger, and then he was ready to sleep but wanted to hug me through the night."

Bob was silent a long time, then he said, "Stock? Now I want to fuck you. You deserve it."

"I know," Stock replied. "But really, I want you to."

In their hotel room, both Bob and Stock began undressing to make that happen. Bob could have popped Stock’s cherry in five minutes he was so horny for him, but he took an hour. He guided himself inside Stock while staring into his eyes, and his expression as he penetrated Stock and then made love to him is a sight Stock would never forget.

So beautiful. So beautiful.

After a while, Stock asked, "How is it?" It was the first time Bob had ever heard him sounding unsure of himself regarding sex. But this was new for him, Bob remembered. This particular thing they were doing was new.

"Perfect, like everything else about you," Bob answered.

His tongue. His breath. His heat. His skin. His heart. Bob put his hand over Stock’s heart, felt the wild beating, and kept it there.

Act XV

At the hotel, Louisa—an intriguing woman whose past and present was nobody’s business but her own—paid a pretty but muscular bellboy to carry Daniel, a handsome young man, by a back route to her room, then she turned her attention to Daniel, bathing him and putting him, limb by limb, into fresh clothes. She had given Daniel pills to make him relax—well, put him to sleep, actually—because he was in a sad state after murdering his father, who deserved it. She called the airline she had flown in on and asked at what time there was a plane going east with two available seats. They told her Atlanta in an hour. She called the concierge and asked for the same bellboy to be sent to her room. She gave him more money to carry Daniel back to her car. She carried her own luggage. She wished she had time to have sex with the bellboy, but she was in a hurry. Well, damn, she thought. Not that big of a hurry. Daniel would be just fine sleeping in the car.

“Let’s go back to my room,” she told the young man.

“That costs more than my shoulders,” he replied.

“No worries,” she said, and off they went.

The bellboy was gorgeous from head to toe. He made love perfectly. Louisa fell in love. She always did. She wanted to stay in Little Rock and continue the relationship, but there was Daniel and his issues.

“Would you like to go to Paris?” she asked the bellboy as they put on their clothes.

“I beg your pardon?”

“I’m going to Paris. Would you like to come along?”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“I’d love to. When?”

“Now. Do you have a passport?”

“I do!”

“Why?”

The bellboy was noticeably startled by the impertinent question, but he answered it.

“I was in Aruba with one of our guests last summer.”

“A gentleman or a lady?”

The bellboy smiled.

“In this case, a gentleman.”

“Good for you,” said Louisa. “Now meet me at the airport as soon as you can. In front of the ticket counters.”

Louisa returned the rental car at the airport while Daniel slept nearby in a cab. She had given the driver a large bill and told him to wait. Then, not seeing how she would ever get a comatose Daniel on a plane without drawing attention, something she certainly should have thought about earlier, she rented another car from another company, asked the taxi driver to help her put Daniel into the car, then parked the car in short term parking in order to pick up the bellboy. She didn’t have to wait long.

“Come,” she said, taking him by the elbow. “We’re driving, not flying.”

“To Paris?”

She looked at him.

“No. To Nashville. We’ll fly to Paris from there.”

“Would you like to drive?” she asked the young man when they reached the car. “I’m exhausted.”

“Don’t mind at all,” he said.

They began the drive east, Louisa hoping Daniel had not told anyone her real name—she had told anyone who asked that her name was Betty Ruble—so the car would not be traced, and the bellboy wondering if he should ask about the teenager in the backseat.

“What’s with him?” he asked when he couldn’t stand not knowing any longer.

“Just a boy in trouble,” Louisa replied. “We’ve come to his rescue.”

She looked at the handsome bellboy.

“By the way,” she asked. “What is your name?”

“Jeremy,” the young man replied. “Jeremy Bardon.”

“That’s a good name,” Louisa said. “It’s lovely. I think you should keep it.”

Jeremy gave Louisa a look that only he himself could disentangle, but somehow the look made him even more attractive, more stunning. He said nothing and continued to drive.

When Daniel woke up, he was in Nashville. Two days later, he was, according to his passport, Bernard Bardon, and he was back in France. He had a new brother, it seemed, who was twenty-two and named Jeremy.

Daniel was not looking forward to the inevitable bedtime with Louisa. He wondered if the presence of the new boy might save him from that. It did. Louisa no longer requested Daniel in her bed. She requested Jeremy.

“Hello, brother,” Jeremy said the first time Louisa was away on business and the boys were left alone.

“Hi,” Daniel replied. With Jeremy staring at him, he couldn’t help but blush. He felt stupid, doing that.

“Why do I get the feeling you used to do the work I’m doing now?” Jeremy asked.

Daniel said nothing at first, then he simply said, “Don’t leave.”

“I won’t,” Jeremy said to comfort him. “We’re brothers now, and you’ve got the birth certificate and the passport to prove it. I always wanted a brother. Besides, I like Louisa. She treats me nice.”

“I like her too,” Daniel said. “Just not like that.”

Jeremy looked at him, reading his mind.

“But you like me like that, don’t you?”

Daniel didn’t answer.

“Don’t worry, brother. It’s cool.”

“It is?”

“It is.”

Act XVI

Back from her business trip and attending a Paris social event with Jeremy, Louisa motioned for him to come over to the group of people surrounding her. Jeremy didn’t go, so Louisa excused herself and came to him.

“Why didn’t you come? I want to introduce you to a few people.”

Jeremy looked at the group of men and saw the way they were looking at him.

“I’ve met enough people,” he said.

Jeremy saw the sights of Paris, took it all in, and when Louisa was out of town, he made some money on the side to save for a plane ticket home. The day he left, he said to Daniel, “I’d take you with me, but I hear you’re in some trouble back home. It’s probably better for you to stay here.”

Daniel reminded him that he said he wouldn’t leave.

“I have to. I have family and friends back home, and I have to think about my future. I like Louisa, but I’m not in love with her. I don’t want to live with her forever, and I doubt if she




































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
Watersgreen






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





