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      Fall late 1980’s

      

      The scent of fresh cut grass wafted across the field, following the boys as they ran, chasing the soccer ball from one goal to the other, trying like crazy to score. Randy Williams wanted to join in, always had, but saying he had two left feet was putting it nicely. Awkward was his comfort zone, and if by some minor miracle he happened to have a moment of cool moves, it surely meant he was about to find himself face first in the mud. Ever since he'd started growing, his arms and legs had betrayed him, leaving him unable to coordinate his body without extreme effort. Of course everyone told him he'd grow into his height, but at seventeen, he didn't want to hear how he would eventually get used to his limbs, he wanted to be smooth and cool. Someone others would look at with attraction firing in their eyes, someone like Greg Scott.

      No one used ungainly, clumsy, klutzy, gawky, or ungraceful to describe Greg. Of course the words other kids used to describe Randy weren't quite so nice, well except Greg. Greg was always nice to him even when he didn't need to be. Greg was the main reason he was here. If asked, he'd use the excuse of needing the sun, or maybe he was meeting a friend and he picked the soccer field, or it was peace and quiet—that was always a hard sell, but the real reason was Greg. It was always Greg.

      The ball soared towards him and he ducked, covering his face and head with his arms, sure that if he didn't hide, the ball would smash him in the face. The thud next to him scared the crap out of him and he jumped, almost falling off the bench. He grabbed on tight to the metal seat, his breath coming in gasps as he looked up, searching for who had shot the ball at him.

      Greg.

      The air grew thick and his lungs stalled as the object of his desire neared, coming closer with each passing second. The boys were playing shirts versus skins. Of course the beautiful Gregory Scott had been chosen for the skins team. The boy had muscles like nobody's business and all Randy wanted to do was make it his business.

      "Hey Randy, sorry about that." Greg ran up the bleachers, stopping right in front of him, placing one foot on the bench next to Randy's foot, almost brushing their shoes together. The smile on Greg's face could light up a dark cave. The wind blew over his sweat soaked skin, sending the scent straight to Randy's nose. He groaned, praying Greg couldn’t see how turned on he was. Of course that made Randy blush, and unlike Greg the god, Randy's skin was about the color of cooked egg whites, maybe a shade darker, but he wasn't sure anyone else could see the difference. Unless of course he was blushing, then he turned redder than a shiny new apple.

      "It's okay. Here you go." Randy picked up the ball and handed it to Greg. Their fingers brushed against each other and a thousand pinpricks danced over his skin. His heart hammered and his head spun. His eyes widened and their gazes caught, they stared at each other for a beat longer than necessary, long enough for Randy to feel like something special had passed between them.

      Greg stepped back, glancing over his shoulder at the boys on the field. "Come on. Play with me."

      "What?" Randy squeaked. His gaze darted around making sure no one else heard anything.

      Greg's lips turned up in a lopsided smile, his eyelids closing halfway. "Soccer, come play soccer with me."

      There was no mistaking the attraction sizzling between them. Real fear filled Randy now. No one could know. Fuck, they all suspected, but suspecting and knowing were two different things.

      "I don't⁠—"

      "Oh no, you don't get to say no. We need another player. Come on." Greg grabbed his hand, tugging him out of the stands and onto the field. Randy towered over Greg by a good four inches. "We're skins," Greg said as he grabbed Randy's shirt and tugged, exposing his belly.

      Randy stiffened, his arms wrapping protectively around his sides, holding his shirt close. "No, I can't."

      Greg looked up at him, batting his eyelashes in such an alluring way Randy would have done anything for the guy. Greg lifted one eyebrow, merriment twinkling in his eyes. Randy sucked in a breath and lifted his arms. Greg pushed Randy's shirt up and pulled it over his head. Randy swore he heard Greg suck in a breath, but he had to be imagining it. They were worlds apart. Greg had muscles that were tanned, his torso sloped into a V. His skin was beautiful and hairless. Randy bet that if he touched Greg, the guy would feel like silk. He, on the other hand, was a skinny stick, straight as a beanpole. He had a smattering of hair on his body and a thick patch of dark black hair that ran from his bellybutton down below his waistband and then lower. Randy wondered what Greg's hand would feel like running through that hair. He gritted his teeth and took a step back, trying like hell to get his reactions under control.

      "Come on, let's play." Greg turned and walked away.

      A bead of sweat ran down his back, his body already overheating. Randy kept his eyes on Greg's back as he stumbled out onto the field. He didn't want to embarrass himself so he looked away and gulped. Eleven other guys watched him, their eyes narrowed as he approached. No one said anything. His heart was in his throat and he thought tossing his cookies would be appropriate. Of course he'd not eaten since lunch so he had nothing in him to toss so he was safe on that account, but in terms of playing soccer, he was screwed.

      He turned to Greg, ready to leave, when Greg shot him a magnificent smile that turned his body inside out. Almost blinded by Greg's radiance, he found himself smiling stupidly, waiting for Greg to tell him what to do.

      "Let's play." Greg tossed the ball in the air and the other boys whooped and hollered.

      Randy had watched soccer, even played when he was six and his mother forced him out onto the field, but even then he was more interested in the other boys than the game. He tried desperately to follow what was going on, luckily the ball stayed on the other side of the field for the longest time. He was able to watch Greg move across the grass, his body honed to a perfect performance machine, bending and twisting when needed, perfectly balanced and totally beautiful.

      Suddenly he found himself in the middle of the fray, the ball at his feet. He kicked the ball and ran up the field toward his goal—he'd been paying enough attention to get that right—his arms held loose at his sides as he raced forward, his long legs allowing him to cover a huge distance. Midway up the field to the goal another boy challenged him, but he skirted around him, the ball still under his control. A funny feeling hit Randy in the pit of his stomach as he approached the goal. Good lord, was he going to score?

      He raced forward, his eyes darting to the left and the right, amazed that there was no one near. How had he outrun them all? Maybe his height was an advantage. He turned his head enough to look back over his shoulder. That had been his first mistake. Had he kept running straight, everything would have been fine. The first indication of failure came when he had to swing his arm wide to keep from losing his balance. Then he missed a step, his foot coming down hard in the wrong direction. His knees went wild and he felt all wobbly. The ball connected with his foot, but he wasn't ready to punt it in. Everything went to hell. He flailed his arms, but that didn't help.

      Suddenly he was on his back, staring up at the sky, noticing for the first time that if he squinted he could see stars in the middle of the day. Greg was there, laughing above him. Then the rest of the boys gathered around, their laughter like tiny pinpricks on his skin, hurting enough to wound.

      "Fuck, that was great Randy. You scored."

      His brows pinched together as Greg's words sunk in. "What?"

      "Game winning goal," one of the other boys shouted.

      "You coming, Greg?" someone yelled.

      "Go ahead. I'll be around in a bit."

      The rest of the boys took off across the field and Greg plunked down on the grass beside him. Greg carded his fingers through his dark hair, his gaze everywhere but on Randy. Randy knew he should sit up but he liked lying on his back next to Greg. It felt intimate, almost like they were together and he wasn't just lying on the field because he'd had a Randy moment and fell on his ass.

      He studied the object of his interest, noticing the thin scar on his right side below his ribs and another scar under his chin. The desire to touch the thin marks wove through Randy, leaving him gasping for breath.

      Greg looked down, his gaze connected with Randy's. They stared at each other for a long moment. The world melted away as they shared secrets in that stare. A cold wind blew across the field and over his body, cooling him through and through. He shivered and Greg leaned closer, his hand almost touching Randy's arm. Greg flicked his gaze lower, licking his lips as he took in the rest of Randy's physique. Their gaze connected again and Greg quirked a smile, only the left side of his mouth curving up, leaving him looking more like a rakish devil than a high school boy.

      "Come on. I'm starving." Greg jumped up and held out his hand, his fingers lingering longer than necessary on Randy's wrist before dropping the connection. Greg took off toward Randy's book bag, his gait confident.

      Randy didn't know what to say or do. The whole reason he did his homework in the stands of the soccer field was to watch Greg run around half naked in his tiny yellow athletic shorts and Nike shoes. Never in a million years had he believed that the guy was interested in him. Randy glanced over at Greg, making sure he was still there. Greg caught his movement and winked, his fingers brushing over Randy's as they walked side by side.

      He started shaking, wondering if Greg was playing him. Hell, he'd been hiding behind a wall of indifference, dating in groups but never kissing a girl. He always picked socially awkward girls, ones no other boys wanted to date. Another criteria he had for dating was the girl had to be a dedicated Christian. Not that her salvation was of any importance to him, but Christian girls wouldn't be as likely to want sex and there was no way he could do that with a girl. Of course thinking about sex with Greg standing right beside him made him feel funny and he feared embarrassing himself.

      He looked away then ran the last few steps to his bag, trying to get away from the halo of allure surrounding Greg.

      "By the way, thanks." Greg's voice slid over him, warming him from the inside out.

      Randy fisted his shirt and turned, gasping as he saw the heat in Greg's gaze. "For what?"

      "Playing."

      "Sure."

      "I mean you did score the game winning goal and with style like I've never seen." Greg chuckled, his eyes twinkling with merriment. "I was just trying to get you out of your shirt."

      The air grew too thin to breathe. Randy felt light headed. Then he remembered they were in public and he glanced around nervously, making sure no one had heard them.

      "Relax, no one is out here. I've been watching you for a while, but I swear I thought you didn't like me at all."

      Randy plopped down on the bench, his head between his knees as he sucked in air, praying that what Greg was saying was true and not just another boy trying to tease him.

      Greg sat down next to him, his fingers skimming Randy's knee. "Hey, are you okay?"

      Randy's head shot up which was a mistake. He was already dizzy and looking around half crazed wasn't good.

      "Greg, I'm… Fuck." He screwed up his face, confusion filling him. "Are you gay?"

      Panic filled Greg's face and he backed away. Greg glanced around nervously, his face going pale. "I thought you were."

      Randy reached out, placing his hand on Greg's arm. "I am. I just didn't think…didn't dream that you would be… Are you?"

      "I need you as my study partner."

      Randy sat up straight, his eyes narrowing. "Really, you're not doing bad in school."

      Greg laughed and tapped his knee against Randy's. "We need some excuse for hanging out. No one would believe we're friends just because of this one game."

      "Maybe my awesome soccer skills impressed them today."

      Greg burst out laughing and leaned in quickly, placing a peck on Randy's cheek before glancing around nervously. They sobered, both of them standing and separating.

      They pulled on their shirts and took off across the field, Randy happy to be beside Greg. This morning when he woke up, if anyone had told him he would be walking home with Greg Scott, he would have told them to get real. He touched his cheek where Greg had kissed him, his skin still tingling.

      "Come over to my place, we can get something to eat." Greg moved away from Randy and went serious. "Hey man, thanks for helping me with that class. You've really been helping me improve my grades."

      At first he didn't follow Greg's words, then he saw the group of girls standing at the corner of the gym. Randy nodded and smiled. "Any time dude."

      "So you’re coming over this afternoon, right?" Greg asked.

      "Greg." A short, buxom blonde that Greg sometimes dated called out.

      Greg waved, his smile huge. Randy wondered how this was going to work. A pang of jealousy shot straight to his gut, leaving him feeling angry and weak. But this was life as a gay teenager. Hell, that Greg had even said anything to him was a miracle.

      "You can't just walk away." The girl called to them. Her name was Crissy, or Cassy. Randy looked at her, taking in her ponytail and tight sweater. Yep, that was Cassy. "I want to go out on Friday and I want you to take me." Cassy had that kind of power. She was a cheerleader, popular, and had the hair and boobs to carry it off. Randy had never liked her and now that she was flirting with his man, he really didn't like her.

      "Sorry, Cassy, Randy and I need to study on Friday night. There's this test we're taking in a few weeks and I have to do well. My parents have kind of grounded me until this test is over."

      Cassy put her hands on her hips and pushed her breasts out. Her mouth turned down in a frown and instead of looking angry, she looked comical. Randy did his best not to laugh.

      "Are you turning me down?" she sassed.

      "Cassy, I'm busy. You know this year is big time for me."

      "I thought I was big time for you? I won't give you another chance at this." She waved her hand down her body, her thin bracelets tinkling. She batted her eyelashes that were thick with black makeup. The other girls were giggling and flirting, their chests stuck out trying to entice other boys who were streaming past.

      "Sorry, I have to think about my future.”

      Greg continued walking and Randy followed him, rounding the corner of the gym and heading straight to the senior parking lot. In seven and a half months they'd be out of here, on their own and away from the silliness that was high school. Panic filled him, would he ever see Greg again after graduation? He didn't want to sound like some overly clingy bitch so he kept quiet, saying nothing to Greg about his fears.

      "Did you drive?" Greg asked.

      "No, I don't have a car."

      "Come on." Greg headed to a big tan Silverado and unlocked the passenger door. He moved around to his side of the vehicle, climbed in, and turned the engine over. The bench seat was massive, separating them by what felt like a huge expanse though it was probably only two feet. They drove in silence, Randy feeling totally exposed in the cab of the truck. They pulled down a quiet street on the other side of town from his parents' place. Here the streets were lined with trees, the lawns were thick and lush, flowers gracing the beds at the front of the houses. His lawn was scrubby and dirt filled. He didn't think any flowers grew on his street.

      Greg cut the engine in front of a house with buttercup yellow siding. Small white flowers filled the beds and the lawn was thick with green grass that had started to turn a little brown from the cold days that had snuck up on them. A few leaves were on the ground and the rest were beginning to change, but summer had lasted longer than normal, delaying the start of true fall weather. "Grab your bag and come in. My parents won't be home for a few hours."

      Randy followed Greg inside, his brain spinning so fast he didn't know what to think. He wanted to be cool about this, to be able to walk in to Greg's house and not feel like he was about to throw up, but all of his fears of being found out as gay were in full swing as they climbed the three steps up to Greg's front door.

      Greg glanced over his shoulder, smirking as he grabbed the knob and turned, opening them both up to a different world, one where they could be themselves and not worry about who found out. With the door shut behind them, Greg turned to Randy, his eyes wide and full of desire.

      "Mom, you home?" Greg called out as he set his bag down. His gaze was glued to Randy's lips. "Mom—Dad—Anyone?"

      The place was silent, total privacy abounded and they could touch all they wanted. Randy glanced around, seeing that the curtains were drawn at the front of the house, cloaking the rooms in semi-darkness.

      Greg reached out and took Randy's hand, drawing him near. They were both shaking and Randy wondered if he was dreaming. Greg glanced up at the ceiling and laughed nervously. "I've thought about how to get you here for a long time. Honestly, I didn't think I would ever have a chance to be alone with you."

      Every errant thought, every dream and fantasy he'd ever had didn't come close to how he felt right at that moment. He reached out, his fingers skimming over Greg's arm, making sure he was real.

      "You feel it too, don't you?" Greg asked.

      "I'm afraid," Randy squeaked out.

      "I know. We need to hide this."

      Greg stepped close and Randy backed up, fear still making this all seem so unreal he didn't know what to do. Greg didn't let up, he kept coming at Randy until he was backed into a corner with nowhere to go.

      "If you don't want me to kiss you, I need to know now." Greg licked his lips.

      Randy couldn’t speak, his tongue so thick he wondered if he'd ever be able to say anything else ever again. His gaze darted to Greg's lips, and he slid his tongue out, trying to moisten his parched lips. How would Greg taste? Last year, when he'd gone to a dance with a girl, he'd kissed her. It did nothing for him. With Greg it would be different.

      "So, Randy, can I kiss you?"

      He nodded but didn't move otherwise. The seconds ticked by as Greg drew closer, his hands plastered on the wall beside Randy's head. Randy spread his legs and slid down a few inches against the hard surface, making their lips about the same height. Greg stepped closer, standing between Randy's legs, plastering his hips against Randy's. Slowly, he leaned in. Heat enveloped Randy and sweat ran down between his shoulder blades. Greg's stomach was against his, then his chest. They were a hairsbreadth away from each other, their lips almost touching.

      "Randy," Greg whispered before closing the distance. The sweet brush of lips against lips sent chills down Randy's spine. He gasped, opening his mouth just a little. Greg smiled against his lips and deepened the kiss, pressing harder. Suddenly their mouths were both open, tongues deep, twining and twisting against each other. Greg's hands roved, touching him in places no one had ever touched him before. He wove his finger through Greg's hair, grasping on tight, every muscle shaking as they explored each other’s mouths.

      Greg pulled back, his breath coming in gasps, his eyes wide and searching. He reached up and touched his lips, wonder on his face.

      "Oh God. That was amazing. I mean I've kissed girls before, but hell Randy, you—Damn." Greg leaned in again, his lips seeking out Randy's, his tongue sliding along his mouth, demanding to taste again.

      Randy moaned and opened to him. This kiss was slower, more gentle but full of passion that knocked him for a loop. After a long time, they separated, both breathing hard.

      "Come on, I need to eat." Greg grabbed Randy's hand and knitted their fingers together, leading him into the kitchen.

      "Nice place."

      Greg looked around as if he'd never noticed how nice it was. "Yeah, I guess."

      "Are you sure your parents won't be home for a while?"

      "Yeah, they get off of work closer to five thirty. So they'll be home at about six."

      "Okay."

      "You nervous?"

      Randy nodded. Greg shut the refrigerator door and leaned against the appliance. Randy wanted to go to him, to take him in his arms and kiss him again, but he was so unused to dealing with attraction that fear swamped him. He didn't want to say or do the wrong thing and he felt so awkward he knew he would mess up.

      "It's strange, I'll admit it. I don't know why I'm so attracted to you, but I have been for a long time. When you were out there running on the soccer field with your shirt off, I thought I would die. You are so beautiful, so pale. I just want to touch you everywhere."

      Randy swallowed hard, his whole body shaking. It amazed him that a man as beautiful as Greg felt that way about him. "I'm nothing compared to you."

      "You’re so wrong about that." Greg advanced on him, his gaze staying on Randy's. "Take off your shirt. Let me touch you."

      Heat filled his face and he knew he was blushing. Excitement raced all over his body and down to his cock. If Greg started touching him he didn't know if he could keep his dick under control. He wanted to be with Greg, hell he'd jerked off enough times to thoughts of Greg, but he sure as hell wasn't ready to go to that step. It frightened the heck out of him.

      Greg touched the hem of his shirt and lifted it a little. Randy choked on his own breath and had to cover his mouth to cough. He turned away from Greg, his knees so weak he feared he would topple over. Glancing back, he saw a dejected look on his face. Randy hated that look. He never wanted Greg to feel that way because of him so he hooked his thumbs into his shirt and peeled it off, tossing the material to the ground. He grabbed Greg's hand and placed it on his chest.

      Greg's eyes went wide and he licked his lips. For a long moment Greg didn't move, then he traced his hand over Randy's chest to his left nipple. Greg’s finger grazed the sensitive pebble causing Randy to gasp.

      "You like that?" Greg asked.

      "Hell yeah."

      Greg smiled and moved his hand over to Randy's other nipple, teasing him with soft brushes of flesh against flesh. Then Greg squeezed his thumb and forefinger together, pinching Randy's nipple. Randy's balls squeezed tight against his body and he groaned.

      "Shit, Randy, you feel so good. Can I kiss you there?"

      "Yes," Randy hissed.

      Greg lowered his head, his gaze staying locked with Randy's. His lips were so close, his breath warming Randy's skin. Greg slid his tongue out, licking his nipple. He grasped on tight to Greg's hips, digging his fingers into the muscled flesh.

      Greg licked at Randy again, causing a swirling mass of desire to bring him to the edge. The licking and biting was so amazing that Randy felt his balls pull up tight. He couldn’t come in his pants, not and survive the humiliation.

      "Oh God, you have to stop." Randy pushed him away, his whole body shaking.

      "What's wrong?" Greg asked.

      "Shit, that was too good."

      "Randy?"

      "Please, I can't… Shit, I'm going to blow my load if you keep that up."

      The smile on Greg's face could only be described as smug. They were at an impasse until Greg stepped back, the cocky grin still plastered on his face. "It's okay. I don't think I'm ready to have sex either. Well, I mean I'm ready, but yeah, waiting until we know each other a little better would probably be wise."

      Randy glanced at his watch. "It's five thirty."

      "Shit, really?" Greg looked around, the smile falling from his face. "Damn, I'm glad you stopped me. My mom…she'll be home soon. That would have been embarrassing."

      "Yeah, to say the least."
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      Greg couldn’t take his eyes off of Randy. When his tongue had raked over Randy's nipple he thought he'd gone to heaven. The boy tasted so sweet and delicious. He'd do anything for another lick, but with his mother coming home soon it was too risky. His parents might be okay with him being gay, but he wasn't sure. He knew his mom was freaked out about AIDS. Hell, he was too. The doctors seemed to be clueless about what caused it other than gay sex. Not that anyone in Tennessee had the disease, but he was scared. That, more than anything, kept him from pushing Randy to the floor and screwing him. His balls still ached and he knew what he'd be doing in the shower tonight.

      No one would suspect that he and Randy were a couple. They could become study partners, spending time locked in Greg or Randy's room for hours. He smiled to himself thinking about how lucky he'd been to see Randy earlier.

      "What are you smiling about?" Randy pulled his shirt on, covering his beautiful pale chest.

      "I can't believe you were in the stands today. I was so nervous when I came over to talk to you."

      "Really?" Randy screwed up his face, looking at Greg like he was crazy.

      "Yeah, I've been wanting to talk to you, you know, get to know you, for a long time. You're so smart, I thought for sure you wouldn’t like a dumb jock like me."

      Randy stepped closer, his body heat warming Greg. He loved how Randy towered over him. With a huge smile on his face, he leaned into Randy's space. Excitement zipped through him. He sniffed, taking in the spicy, cool scent that was all Randy.

      "You aren't a dumb jock. You're smart."

      Greg shook his head. "Not anywhere as smart as you. You probably don't remember this, but in our freshman year we were in class together."

      Randy swallowed hard, his eyes going round and his face turned pink. Greg narrowed his eyes, suddenly feeling like Randy knew exactly what he was going to say.

      "You do remember, don't you?"

      "Yeah. I'm so sorry."

      "God, you scarred me for life." Greg laughed to soften his words.

      Randy ducked his head, and didn't look back up. Greg stepped closer, placing his fingers under Randy's chin and lifting it so Randy had to look at him. "It's okay, really."

      "I've always felt bad about that."

      "Hey, you were young and we picked on you all the time. I deserved it."

      "You and your friends did pick on me a lot. Back in eighth grade, I thought you hated me."

      "Never. I wanted you so much, wanted your attention but you had your friends and I knew I would never be part of that."

      Greg couldn’t keep his lips off of Randy. He dove in for another kiss, pulling Randy's head down so their lips met. This time the kiss was soft, gentle, closing Greg's throat with emotions. Their lips parted but they stayed close, their foreheads bent together.

      Randy feathered his fingers over Greg's hip. "I embarrassed you and it was a cheap shot. I really am sorry."

      Greg loved that Randy felt bad for leading him to make such a stupid mistake, letting everyone in the class know just how ignorant he was. "You know, after that incident, I really took to the role as the dumb jock."

      Randy groaned. "I feel so bad."

      "It's okay. You know why?"

      "No."

      "I started getting seriously into sports. I'm stronger and I have more coordination. I'm happy."

      "I do like what sports has done for your body." A gleam filled Randy's eyes and his goofy grin made Greg's heart lurch.

      "So you think I'm sexy?"

      Randy traced his hand down Greg's chest. Being with Randy was more exciting than he’d thought it would be. How could touching Randy be so much more arousing than being with a girl? Maybe he was wrong, twisted or sick. So many people were against what he was. How could he stand up against the people who told him he was wicked?

      "Hey, babe, why the frown?"

      Greg shook off his confusion. "It's nothing."

      "Sure didn't look like nothing to me."

      The sound of the automatic garage door cranking hard sent a sliver of fear through him. Randy's eyes were wide and he backed away. Greg wished he could stay close. If it were a girl with him, he'd hold her hand when he introduced her to his mother. Of course with girls, his mother would never allow him to go to his room and spend time with the door closed. Because Randy was a guy, he could almost guarantee his mom would ask Randy to stay for dinner and tell them to study together in Greg's room with the door firmly shut.

      Greg smiled to himself and grabbed a soda out of the refrigerator. "Want something to drink?"

      "No, I'm good."

      "Come on, you have to be thirsty."

      "Water." Randy's gaze darted around and he'd gone pale.

      For a moment he thought Randy was going to run out of his house, trying to escape before Greg’s mother came in. Then the door from the garage pushed open and his mother walked in, her smile broad when she saw he had company.

      "Well goodness, I don't think I've ever met you. I'm Helen, Greg's mother, and you are?"

      "Hello, Mrs. Scott. I'm Randy Williams."

      "Oh, call me mom or Helen, no missus here."

      Randy's eyes were wide, his breathing fast. Greg loved how pink his face had turned. He should rescue Randy from his mother's niceness, but he wanted Randy to see how wonderful his mom was, to love her like he did. Men didn't get married to each other, one day they might, but he didn't care about that. He and Randy could be together for a long time, living with each other and no one would question why they were roommates. If Randy and his mom got along, it would make his life easier.

      "Now then, Greg, why are you smiling like that? I need you to grab the bag of potatoes out of the car. Randy, you must stay for dinner. I have a new recipe that I want an honest opinion on and if I know my boys they will try like hell to be nice but not truthful." His mom walked straight up to Randy and grabbed both of his hands, staring him straight in the eyes. "Randy, will you be honest with me?"

      Randy glanced at Greg, panic evident on his face. "Um, yes, ma'am Mis—um Helen—mom."

      "Oh, aren't you a sweet one. Those girls must be smitten with you. What a handsome couple of boys. Greg, what are you still doing here? Go get my potatoes. I need to start on dinner."

      "Yes, ma'am. I'm going." He raced out the door to the car, loving how his mother was getting along with Randy. One day, sometime after graduation, he'd let his mom know that he was dating Randy. She'd handle it well enough. Hope filled his heart and he felt lighter than he had in ages. That Randy liked him too was more than he'd hoped for. When he'd made his move today, he'd been shaking so hard. Then their gazes connected and he'd known. After all the other guys had left the field and he
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