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“Hey, Max,” greeted Abe, fresh from the garden, dirt still darkening the creases of his knuckles. He headed for the kitchen sink as the screen door thumped shut against its frame. At the table, his head bowed over an open textbook and a spread of worksheets; Max grunted a reply without looking up. Abe shrugged and elbowed the faucet until a stream of water spilled forth. 

“Got much homework to do before practice?” Abe cheerfully asked over his shoulder. He scrubbed his hands under water, squeezing soap into a palm. Max only grunted again as if his task at hand required too much of his concentration to spare for a genuine reply. Abe might have been convinced this was so if Max ever replied to anything Abe said to him, but the most the boy had said to him in the three years since marrying his mother amounted to a handful of inarticulate sneers, rude gestures, and rolling sighs of disdain. The boy did indeed speak to his mother, but only insofar as an eighteen-year-old boy can communicate meaningfully with anyone. He was a mystery to both parents, especially Abe. 

Finished with his ablutions, Abe steered a course across the kitchen that would let him survey Max’s excuse for ignoring him. No matter the boy’s disinterest in him, Abe kept abreast of his school work and participation in the high school’s football team. Single and childless until meeting and subsequently marrying Annalee after a two-year courtship, the previous five years of familial life had been the best of his life. 

“Greek history, huh? That’s an odd course, isn’t it?” Abe cocked his head to meet the textbook’s angle, spying the classical forms of Greek athletes interlocked on the page. Max’s head was bowed so low over the remaining text that Abe couldn’t read it. The boy’s left arm circled the book and slid it closer to his torso, his long, wavy brown hair obscuring even the picture. Abe sighed internally and backed away, catching sight of the boy’s shoulders trembling as it passed down his spine. “You okay, kid?” 

Max hunched his shoulders, and the chair creaked at his movements. Puzzled, Abe reached for the boy’s shoulder, hand brushing over muscles inexplicably tense. To his shock, Max jerked away from the contact, hissing, “Don’t touch me!” 

Abe flung his hand away. “Max?” 

Max spun his thick frame up and out of the chair to stand with his broad back to Abe. Half-dressed for practice in a white jersey and athletic shorts, he was taller than his step-father by a full head and outweighed Abe by fifty pounds. Annalee was just barely five-foot-seven, and the pictures Abe had seen of Michael, Max’s father, showed a man even taller and broader than Max, telling Abe everything he needed to know about his stepson’s DNA. Abe lingered in the boy’s shadow, intrigued and concerned by the boy’s twitching shoulders. 

“Hey man, what’s up?” Abe queried, reaching out again to touch him. This time, his hand landed halfway up Max’s spine. The boy stiffened. 

“I said Don’t touch me.” It came out strangled and strained. He shrugged off the offending hand. 

“Why?” 

The boy sighed so deeply that his buttocks flexed under the silky material. What a strange detail to notice, Abe thought. 

Max hesitated, half-turning to Abe. Then, he froze before lunging for the table to scoop up his homework. He clasped his burden to his midriff and bolted from the kitchen. Abe heard the thunder of his flight up the stairs to his bedroom, where the door slammed with enough force to rattle the dishes in the cabinets. 

Stymied, Abe could only shake his head and wonder if he’d ever figured out the source of Max’s problem with him. 
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“HE DOESN’T HATE YOU, honey.” 

Abe snuggled up to Annalee from behind, snaring her with his arm beneath the blankets. She giggled that sugary giggle that had stolen his heart all those years ago and bumped her butt back at him. 

“I’m not his father. That’s reason enough to hate me,” he insisted while nosing her strawberry blond curls from her neck. She smelled like roses, his favorite. His entire body flushed warm at contact with her curves. 

“Do you want to talk about this now?” She worked her nightgown up to her hips as he moved into position. 

“No, but today in the kitchen, he freaked out when I touched him,” Abe said. He slid his hand across her belly, thumb just brushing the undersides of her breasts. Why was he talking about this now? Annalee was wet and waiting for him, her nipples taut and straining. Her opening was but inches away, hidden by the numerous sheets and blankets Abe insisted they keep on the bed, but he didn’t need to see it to know it was there. Little Abe had his head tucked into the rounded cavity of Annalee’s buttocks, his one eye weeping. So why was he thinking and worrying about Max? 

He saw again the way Max’s butt had flexed in his shorts on that mighty sigh. Little Abe jumped and squirmed. Annalee cooed and bumped her hips into his. 

“I’m going to freak out if you don’t touch me, Abraham.” She pushed his hand down. His fingertips brushed the delicate curls between her thighs. She lifted a leg just enough to grant him access, and he went for it. He found her wetness and dipped into it, dragging liquid up to the nub poking free of its hood. “Oh yes, that’s it. Now come on inside, lover boy.” 

Abe groaned and eased forward, breaching her and sinking deep. Max’s newest mysterious behavior would have to wait til morning. 
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ABE WAITED OUTSIDE the bathroom door, bladder aching. It was five AM, a full hour before he needed to be up for work at the nursery. He’d stumbled, clad only in boxers, out to the hall, only to find the bathroom door shut, a thin beam of light showing underneath. Ten minutes later, he was still waiting, his need to urinate so strident he was half-erect. 

What to do? He knew it wasn’t Annalee in there; he’d had to untangle their limbs to get out of bed. That meant the bathroom’s occupant could only be Max. Did he dare knock and announce his presence? He couldn’t hear the shower running. No noise at all came from the room on the other side of the door. Had Max fallen asleep in there?

Abe leaned against the door frame and put his ear to the wood, intently listening. Errantly, his hand moved to cover his erection, brushing it ever so slightly. 

There was still no sound, not even breathing. Abe sighed and was just about to retreat when a whispered sigh said his name. He froze and pressed his ear harder to the door. The same whispered sigh came again, followed by a louder grunt. Then, inexplicably, he heard a click and a distinct buzzing hum. 

Shaving, of course. Max was shaving. Abe sucked in a breath and realized his heart was racing. The force of his pulse shook him. His bladder ached fiercely. His cock strained against his boxers, Little Abe’s head just inches shy of poking out of the gap. If he hadn’t needed to pee so badly, he would have woken Annalee up for an early morning romp, her favorite. 

Screw it, he’d have to pee in the kitchen sink and wash it down thoroughly afterward. He couldn’t wait any longer. He had to go now. 

“Ah fuck yeah,” Max abruptly moaned, his voice low but amplified by the acoustics. Abe stiffened. The buzzing sound had changed, turning almost rhythmical while he’d mentally meandered. He now heard whimpers and grunts.  

Shit. Those were not the sounds of a boy shaving his fledgling beard. Abe knew he should beat a hasty retreat and leave the boy to his privacy. Yet he remained rooted to the spot, the hardwood underfoot now warm from his extended presence. Strangely, his erection surged to new lengths and girth. 

“Oh, Abe, harder. Fuck me harder,” Max suddenly groaned, and the buzzing sound increased, its rhythm increasing in speed. A new rhythm met Abe’s ear, a dull thumping working counterpoint to the buzzing. 

Abe stopped breathing. Max had said his name, commanding something so foreign to Abe’s comprehension of the boy he was lost to confusion. Max hated him. Wasn’t that what he’d said to Annalee? What he’d just heard made no sense. None at all. Max wasn’t gay; he couldn’t be. Since joining the team freshman year, he’d paraded cheerleader after cheerleader through the house. 

The sounds coming from the other side of the door said otherwise. The thumping increased in time with the buzzing. Max continued to grunt and gasp, Abe’s name uttered in a list of demands that made the older man blush in embarrassment. Yet, he didn’t move away from the door, his bladder forgotten. 

His erection, however, was first and foremost on Abe’s mind. Annalee loved sex more than any other woman Abe had ever known. Her attraction to him had always left him wondering what she particularly enjoyed about his average height and slightly pudgy middle, chicken thighs, and stick-thin calves. He was far from being the male specimen of her ex-husband or his son, but the opposite. Yet she climbed into his bed every night, downed his cock like a stiff martini, and made sweet, passionate love to him, the nerdy gardener from upstate New York. If her love and attraction to him were a mystery, this discovery about Max blew his mind. 

Like mother, like son? 

Comprehension dawned. Horrified, he fumbled at his arousal and succeeded not in dampening it but freeing it from constraint. Little Abe popped out of the gap in his boxers and stared up at him, growing even as Abe looked on, aghast. 

Like mother, like son? The question took on a new tilt as Abe ventured down an avenue of thought he’d never considered. 

Raising his hand to the knob, he gently twisted it, expecting to encounter the resistance of the lock. Instead, to his horrified thrill, it twisted
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