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To my mother, who inspires me.


 


 




August 25, 2007


Cory


 


 


I’VE never lived a particularly conventional lifestyle; why start now?


I glanced around at all of the preppy coeds, accompanied by their equally preppy siblings and, if possible, even preppier parents. (Let me tell you, that added up to one heck of a lot of Madras and seersucker, and there was no shortage of those little ponies in the vicinity, either.) Clearly, it was an inherited gene, one that had completely bypassed my family tree. And like a J. Crew fall fashion show, parading up and down the staircase of my new apartment building, they carried floral Lilly Pulitzer garment bags, Lands’ End totes, and groceries from Trader Joe’s, not to mention that what looked like professional moving men cautiously lifted their brand new L.L.Bean furniture. 


Now, I could appreciate the simplicity and timelessness of classic preppy décor. Really, I could. But at that particular moment, I didn’t have much time to debate the merits of sailboat striped canvas vs. full-grain, hand-sanded leather couch fabric, as I was perched rather precariously midway up the first flight of stairs, opposite my wild-haired and even wilder-eyed boyfriend, wrestling with a queen-size mattress. And losing. Badly.


Hard to believe that the very same Cory Butana, who had never really belonged anywhere, was moving to live as male partners with his boyfriend of one month (or four years and one month, depending upon how you looked at it) into a tiny studio in the three-story brick apartment building just across the street from the Leighton University campus. Once again, not even slightly typical. And I certainly didn’t give a hoot; I wouldn’t switch places with a single one of those soon-to-be-yuppies who were swarming past me sporting Brooks Brothers chinos.


Just then, the unlikely pair that we must have made, struggling for dominance over a queen-size mattress, caught the eye of a discerning underclassman. The dude stepped out of the doorway of his apartment, hair rather tousled, looking more as if he’d just stepped off a sailboat, and stared down at us in a clear attempt to surmise just exactly how the unpolished bad boy and the unassuming schoolboy fit together as roommates at L.U. But it didn’t take long for the gawker to snap out of his musings, readjust the sweater he wore loosely tied around his popped-up collar, and return his attention to the rolling Ralph Lauren duffel bag waiting for him in the hall, and most probably whom he was going to get to buy beer for him that night.


“Well, dear, the scenery around here certainly deserves a five-star rating.” All right, I was already accustomed to the appreciative glances Brett received from the female student population. But a middle-aged mother had actually just snagged her daughter’s arm and nodded less-than-subtly in Brett’s direction. “If you like that rough-around-the-edges type.”


Her daughter was a very agreeable girl. “Mom, all he really needs is a Kennedy-ish haircut and an IZOD shirt, and he’d be good to go.”


Well, I wasn’t blind; I could admit it: the woman and her acquiescent spawn were correct in their appraisals. Brett Taylor was freaking gorgeous. And when he stopped briefly on the landing to rip off his sweaty T-shirt in a single inelegant stroke, exposing six foot three inches of solid, sculpted male muscle, that cougar nearly dropped her blender.


But neither was I particularly worried. Brett was now, and had always been, completely devoted to me. There was a lot to be said for “unconventional,” I supposed. So now, if all of those middle-aged moms and their pretty daughters would just pick their jaws up off of the dusty floor of the staircase, extricate their eyeballs from my boyfriend’s spectacular pecs, and put one boat-shoed foot in front of another, we could all get on with moving day.


“Hey, kid, yer real quiet up there. This thing ain’t too heavy for ya, is it?” Brett’s sexy drawl rose up from beneath the mattress, a few steps below.


“No, I’ve got it. Just a couple more steps, and I’ll be on the second floor.” I felt the mattress jerk and then practically lift up out of my hands. As usual Brett was overcompensating for my lack of—“Okay, okay, Brett, I’m here!”


The two of us turned the mattress sideways to wedge it down the narrow hallway that led to our apartment. I pushed open the door with my backside and directed our burden to the center of the floor.


“Well, that’s everything from the truck, baby.” Brett tipped the mattress until it dropped down on the floor. Then we flopped down on it flat on our backs, our chests heaving from exertion. Grabbing my sweaty palm with his own and squeezing, Brett turned on his side to focus his green eyes on me. “Welcome home, kid.”


I squeezed right back. “I’m starving. How about we order a couple of pizzas to celebrate?”


“Sure thing. I wonder if they make a decent Greek pie anywhere ’round here?”




August 26, 2007


Cory


 


 


“GOTTA say, I fuckin’ love that Walmart Super Store—the place ain’t nothin’ short of a miracle!” Brett was unpacking groceries in our little kitchenette. I could hear the cabinets snapping open and closed. “We got us our sheets, towels, pots, furniture, an’ groceries all in one stop, and mostly on sale, they all was!”


Yes, we were indeed bargain shoppers, but it couldn’t be denied: our studio apartment was little more than a cubby hole, but we had set it up so it looked really cute, like a miniature home. I glanced around our new place from where I stood by the bed. The rather large bed. The focal point of our apartment, actually, as it took up at least half of the floor space. And I was sort of proud of the fact that I had found this shiny purple comforter in the very bottom of the sale bin, underneath a couple of outdated Barney & Friends beanbag chairs, in the bed and bath section of Walmart. Maybe it looked very gay, but it was still so pretty, and after I’d put on crisp new sheets, I’d draped my prize over the bed.


“What do you think?” I pointed with pride at my handiwork.


“Uh… that there’s real nice. It looks super, uh, super invitin’.” Every time Brett so much as looked at that bed, I would swear that the man blushed like he was the schoolboy. And I had to admit that I probably turned an interesting shade of pink, myself, each time I considered exactly how close the two of us would someday become on that very surface.


Time to open a window; it’s getting hot in here.


Other than our enormous bed, we’d managed to squeeze in a reclining chair, a tall bureau, and a nightstand on the three sides of the bed, a slim futon folded into the shape of a couch, and a small white table with two matching chairs in the kitchen area. And all of that didn’t break the bank. Yeah, Brett is right—thank you, Super Walmart!


“Hey, buddy! Catch this!” Brett tossed a single matching purple throw pillow, the only one that’d been left in the 75-percent-off bin, across the room into my waiting hands.


Propping it carefully on the bed next to the stuffed bear my father had given me as a “good luck at school” gift, I said rather suggestively, “Come here, Brett.”


Brett took a few seconds to snap the cabinets shut and a few more to drag all of the empty plastic bags into a single pile, and then he very slowly crossed the room, tugging awkwardly at his shaggy blond curls as he walked.


“Ta da! Our bed—want to try it out?” Now I was sure of it; Brett was blushing like a schoolboy. “What’s the matter? Scared of a shiny purple comforter? It’s not gonna bite you!”


Before I knew it, I’d been playfully tackled onto my back on that silky bedspread and was gazing up into laughing emerald eyes. “This fluffy purple cloud might not bite me, but I might just take a bite outta you!” Brett’s nose playfully nuzzled into the hollow of my neck, his teeth grazing my throat.


A bite outta me?


Well, that thought certainly brought me back to less jovial times, didn’t it? Last summer’s assault on me by the rather legendary (especially in his own mind) rock drummer, Steven Percy, was never very far from the front of my brain. But I managed to shrug away the disturbing memories as I angled my neck in such a way that Brett’s shiny teeth could nip me in that sensitive place behind my ear. Nothing was going to ruin this moment for us. I wouldn’t let it.




September 26, 2007


Brett


 


 


LOOKED like Cory’d got himself a bodyguard. A full-time one, at that. And it looked like I had got myself a second full-time job. But don’t think I was complainin’ none, ’cause I wasn’t. No, sir. This here arrangement ’tween me and Cory’d got set up just exactly the way I wanted it. More’n that, it was the way I fuckin’ needed it.


Turnin’ down the main hallway in Welch Hall, Leighton University’s largest academic buildin’, I glanced at my watch and felt a smile creepin’ onto my lips. Cory’d be in his biology lecture and then his lab for the next three hours. Nice ’n’ safe. If I jogged back to the Bar and Grill across campus, I’d have more’n two hours to place food, linen, and glassware orders before I had to head back to pick up Cory and walk him to the library. Yes, sir. Sounded like a plan.


The very second I pushed through the restaurant’s front door, my assistant, Barry Janek, spotted me and waved me over to the bar where he was countin’ glasses. “You placing an order today, Boss? We seem to be down about eleven beer glasses.”


“Shit! Eleven glasses in a week?” I slipped behind the bar and popped open the cash register drawer. “Yeah, I gotta put glasses on the list fer sure. How busy was the lunch rush after I left?” I picked up the pile of twenties to count ’em.


“It eased up as soon as you were out the door. And that’s already done. I counted the cash and wrote the totals on a sticky note—it’s on your desk.”


“Mr. Get-’er-done, huh? You’s gonna put me outta a job if I ain’t careful.” I winked so’s he knew I was just givin’ him a ration o’ shit. 


See, Barry was a great dude. A Business and Management major at L.U., Barry spent as much time workin’ at the B&G as he did in his classes and studyin’ at the library put together. I personally thought he liked the live action at the bar much more than the readin’ and writin’ and memorizin’ kinda action he got in the classroom. And he’d do anythin’ that needed to get done; he was a hands-on sorta guy. Kinda reminded me of the way it’d been ’tween me and Brian Deacon at the Downtown Pub back in Belton. Yup, Brian’d taught me how to be his right-hand man when I’d worked at the pub. In fact, the man’d taught me everythin’ that I knew ’bout how to run a restaurant and bar. Plus Brian’s excellent recommendation’d led me right to landin’ the job I got now. And life sure was good up here at Leighton University.


Christ, I sound like one of them touristy T-shirts. Life is good, huh?


“What’s your schedule look like for the rest of today, Boss?”


Rinsin’ off my hands in the little sink behind the bar, I barely even had to stop and think. “Well, Cory’s got class ’til four, and then I’m gonna bring him over to the library ’til after the dinner rush.”


“Are you bringing him here to eat afterwards? I wouldn’t mind seeing him; it’s been a while since he’s hung out here.”


“Yeah, after dinnertime, I’m gonna go get him at the library and bring ’im over here so’s he can eat, an’ then we’ll be off to the Sports Complex. We’s gonna work out tonight.” I suddenly had a vision of my baby wearin’ them slippery joggin’ shorts, runnin’ laps ’round the weight-liftin’ equipment on the indoor track. Some nights it was alls I could do to keep my brain on pumpin’ iron and not on what it’d be like to be pumpin’ on Cory’s cute little ass, which teased me without no friggin’ mercy each and every time the kid ran by.


Sure hope I ain’t droolin’ none.


“Sounds good, man. Where do you want me?” Barry nodded, his long dark red bangs fallin’ into his eyes.


Didn’t take me too much thought to answer that question, neither. “How’s about you stay at the bar ’til dinner starts an’ then head out back to help with the cookin’ ’til supper’s done? One of them work-study fry cooks called in sick for tonight.”


“Consider it done.” Barry turned back to where he’d been hangin’ glasses without no comments or complaints. “And tell Cory to come say hello when he gets here, okay?”


“Will do.” Come to think of it, Barry never questioned the way I ran around helter-skelter ’tween the academic buildin’s, the library, and the Bar and Grill, escortin’ my boyfriend every place he needed to be so’s that he didn’t never have to walk nowhere alone. And I sure appreciated my employee’s closed mouth about that shit, as well as the way Barry could be counted on to cover for me whenever I hadta take off without no notice. Number one employee, for goddamned sure, Barry was.


So it looked like them T-shirts had it right. With friends like Barry and a boyfriend like Cory, life surely was good.




September 28, 2012


Brett


 


 


IT WAS fuckin’ late, and I was more’n ready to hit the hay. And before noddin’ off to sleep, I’d get me a chance to visit heaven, or, in plainer words, I’d get to hold my baby tight in my arms in our big purple bed. So’s I didn’t have no worries at all, did I?


Usually on weekend nights, Cory’d come to the B&G and hang out while I worked late, but this week he’d got swamped with homework, so’s he’d stayed home to study. Gotta say, I’d sorely missed him. I wondered if I’d find Cory all tucked up snug in our bed, or if he’d be bent over the kitchen table, nose still stuck in them books.


Well, as folks say, wonders never cease, or somethin’ on that line, ’cause the instant my key touched the lock, that there door flung wide open as if by magic. Seemed that the kid’d been hoverin’ by the door, waitin’ for his man to come home from work. And that there was a real nice ego boost, ain’t gonna deny it.


Cory stood in the doorway. Silky-smooth bare chest with them perfect little muscles and just a tiny bit of scattered dark hair leadin’ my wanderin’ eyes downward, narrow waist and slim hips, and legs with a runner’s definition, well-shaped arms in the perfect proportion and—


Oh, man.


I surely hadn’t never seen my baby wearin’ them silky royal-blue boxer shorts before. Snug, shiny, beggin’ to be touched, them things was. Real nice.


What the hell is my boy up to?


“Uh, I’d better go hop in the shower, Cory. Gotta scrub off all o’ the beer stickiness on me, y’know?”


Cory licked his lips kinda slow, and he just stood there gazin’ at me, not sayin’ nothin’.


Lickety-split, and I was in the shower, streams of hot water shootin’ at the back of my head. Had to bend down a bit so’s I could soak my whole mop of hair. Sometimes it seemed like everythin’ in our studio was undersized, like this here shower. (And even Cory.) Everythin’ but me. Uh-huh, once in a while I even felt like I was starrin’ in a real-life Gulliver’s Travels when I was in our apartment. Whatever. The warm spray of water still felt good but not nearly as good as Cory and them silky shorts was gonna feel pressed up against me in our bed.


Blue. Silky. Boxers.


Blue. Silky. Boxers.


So’s maybe I didn’t completely rinse all o’ the suds from outta my hair.


That there ain’t no crime, far as I know.


And it didn’t take more’n a minute to scrub down there where the sun don’t shine. Then I was done. Clean as a whistle.


Blue silky boxers, here I come.


Emergin’ from the bathroom with nothin’ but a towel wrapped around my middle, I glanced over toward the bed to see if Cory was waitin’ on it for me. And he was. Oh Jesus, was he ever.


Draped like some kinda fallen angel over a puffy purple cloud was my baby. Cory’s arms was flung out wide on that there shiny bedspread, and his legs was spread just enough, and the look in his eyes was more’n a little bit naughty. Had come and get me written all over him, head to toe, he sure did. And so’s I just stood there gawkin’ at the picture-perfect gift on the bed that was my Cory, my fingers tinglin’ with a fierce need to touch.


“Come here, Brett.”


I can do that. Ain’t no problem whatsoever.


Climbin’ over the foot of the bed, I kinda lost my towel, but that was okay. And the closer I moved to Cory, the better it got, ’cause the kid smelled like he’d soaked himself in a big tub o’ peach iced tea. He just smelled so damn good. Downright temptin’, yes, sir.


I s’posed it was well past time that my hands got busy. So’s in one swift move, I dropped down beside Cory and pulled the kid right on top of me, so’s we was belly-to-belly, my palms drawn like magnets to that there silk-covered ass. Then my lips found Cory’s neck real quick and my nose pressed into them sweet, silky locks of hair; uh-huh, my senses got overloaded, yes, sir, they did. In a good way.


Wanna be insida him.


I pulled Cory’s head down so’s my mouth could meet with them pouty lips; alls I could manage to do was get a quick taste of that wiggly little tongue ’fore it wriggled outta my reach. So’s I pulled that there tongue ’tween my teeth to keep it still, and I sucked on it ’til my boy couldn’t keep still no more. And then before either of us even had a chance to blink, I’d seemed to’ve already flipped Cory underneath me, yanked them pretty boxers down his legs, and slipped ’em right offa his feet. Bare-naked, the two of us was soon grindin’ our privates together without no shame. Only problem was that tonight I wanted more’n that.


Wanna get inside.


“Gettin’ real tough for me to hold back.” Them words slipped out like some kinda guilty confession. “Just wanna be insida ya so bad.”


Soft, blue eyes lifted up and met my own lovin’ gaze, not even a speck of fear to be seen there. “Then don’t hold back.”


In order for me to see my baby’s whole face, which was super important to me just then, I pushed up offa the bed a measure, suspendin’ myself over Cory without nothin’ but the strength in my forearms. See, more’n almost anythin’ in the whole entire world, I wanted to take what Cory’d just offered, but it just wasn’t that damned simple. “You been through so much, y’know, when that bastard nearly raped ya over the summer, and, well… well, the truth is—baby, I can’t hurt you and live with myself afterwards.”


Like always, Cory’s hands found the sides of my face underneath my mop of curls that was hangin’ down. He looked right up at me and said, “The first time is always a little bit uncomfortable, Brett. I’m not afraid of that.”


But I still remembered the bloody water I’d seen drippin’ down the backs of Cory’s legs in the shower after Steven Percy’d hurt him in July. That there memory had me sorta slumpin’ offa Cory; I fell to my boy’s side on the bed, my burnin’ hot fire of passion all cooled down. “I ain’t never gonna hurt you. I’m s’posed to be here to protect you from pain, see?”


This here ain’t no joke: it almost sounded like Cory’d giggled at me a little. “But I know that you’d never try to hurt me—that’s why it would be different.” And then the kid smiled so bright, well, them blue eyes pretty much glowed. “And so what? Maybe it’ll hurt a bit in the beginning, but making love will bring us closer than we’ve ever been.” Cory’s soft fingers pushed against my chin so’s I’d turn my head and look at him. “I want us to make love. Please… please, Brett.”


Now, I didn’t need to have sex with Cory to be satisfied; I was already as happy as a man could ever be by just lovin’ the kid with my whole heart and soul. But it sounded like maybe Cory had some needs of his own. “I do wanna… I wanna make love to you too.” I sorta panted a coupla times ’cause I was scared of what I was gonna say next. “All o’ the time I dream o’ being joined up with you.” Finally, I let my eyes meet Cory’s.


Shimmerin’ and hopeful and filled up with love, them blue eyes was. “I’m already joined with you, Brett. We eat, sleep, and do about everything else together. I just want to feel you inside me.”


Before Cory’s lovin’ words could carry me away, I made my brain remember the real important shit. In fact, the most important shit of all. I pushed myself up so’s I was sittin’, which made Cory look kinda confused, along with a touch disappointed. “Sex. Well, it ain’t no small step to take, you know, Cory. Ya see, it ain’t just about our bodies feelin’ good.”


I could tell that Cory had absolutely no idea where I was goin’ with this here little speech, and who the fuck could blame him? So’s I got offa the bed, helped Cory up too, and led him to the foot of the bed in front of that there futon-couch where there was a little space to stand. “Stay here for a second.” I scrambled over to the bureau and pulled open my underwear drawer, and after riflin’ around a bit, my hand popped out clutchin’ a small black velvet box.


Yeah, you heard that right—a velvet box.


When I returned to Cory, I dropped right down onto one knee. My boyfriend’s baby blues got real wide.


“Before we make love to each other, I wanna get somethin’ straight ’tween us, ’kay?”


Them eyes grew wider. But I was pretty sure Cory nodded, if only just a hair.


Lookin’ up at Cory, with all of the hope I held in my heart written plain right there on my face, I said these words: “I wanna offer you a commitment.”


Them eyes got still even wider, they did. And the kid’s head’d tilted a measure.


“Wanna give you my whole future and wanna ask for the same outta you.”


Now them real wide eyes got kinda wet.


At this point, I couldn’t do nothin’ but pray, so’s that’s just exactly what I did. Didn’t know just exactly who I was prayin’ to, but that there wasn’t the point.


Cory banged his forehead with his hand a coupla times as if he was tryin’ to knock some cobwebs outta his brain. But on the good side, he didn’t look disgusted at all. He spoke real quiet. “What exactly are you asking me, Brett?”


I figured that the best way to answer would most probably be to just go ahead and open up the damned box. So’s that’s what I did. A thin gold band studded with four tiny chips of sapphire and emerald (kinda reminded me of Cory’s blue eyes and my green ones all lined up in a row) sparkled up at Cory. “Cory, I wanna keep you forever. I’m asking for ya to say you’ll… that you’ll, uh, you’ll m-marry me.”


Truth be told, I hadn’t never seen eyes so wide and wet as Cory’s was at that very moment. (Betcha mine was pretty wide and wet right then too.)


“W-wear my ring.” Had me some trouble talkin’; couldn’t breathe too good, neither.


The kid just gawked at me. And not likin’ the sound of silence that was settin’ in around us one bit, I decided it might be best to keep on explainin’. “See, it’s like this: once we make love, it’s gonna be like we already gone and took our vows.”


Cory nodded. A real small nod, but I s’posed that I was makin’ progress.


“When our bodies get joined up, so will our whole entire lives, honey, and we’ll be married.”


One tiny teardrop spilled outta Cory’s left eye and rolled slowly down his check, kinda detourin’ around that scar that Percy had left there. (Which totally pissed me off, but I pushed them feelin’s aside for the moment.)


“So’s, uh, what do ya say, baby?”


Cory cleared his throat. “I say my future is already yours.”


“Once I make love to you, you’ll be my husband?” My voice sounded like I was askin’ a question, but really I was more givin’ a warnin’. ’Cause truth was, folks shouldna be engagin’ in sex acts unless they had forever in their hearts, y’see? And forever was sure as shit fillin’ up my whole heart.


“I know.”


“And so I’ll be your husband, huh? Partners forever. I want this so fuckin’ bad, can’t hardly even think of nothin’ else lately.”


Oops. Was that there too much information?


“Yes.” Cory looked down at the floor a bit.


“Yes?” So’s I bent right on down so that I could search Cory’s face for signs of truth. When I was satisfied that Cory’s “yes” was for real, I lifted my boy’s left hand super gentle-like and slid the sparkly jeweled band onto his ring finger. (Stopped for a moment and kinda stared at Cory’s hand with my ring on it, I did. Wanted to burn that there awesome sight into my mind real good.) “Gonna have to tell everybody else that we got us engaged and we’s gonna get hitched this summer. And we can have us a big fancy wedding ceremony then. But just you and me’ll know the real truth: that us two got married tonight.”


Cory looked kinda flustered at this point, but it didn’t change things none. I stood up and grasped both of Cory’s shakin’ hands in mine. “After tonight, there ain’t no goin’ back.”


Cory didn’t try to pull his hands away. “Who s-said anything about going back?”


That there reply made me smile wide. “I love you, Cory.”


“I love you too… and we’ll be husbands tonight.”


And so’s our promise got sealed with a simple kiss.


 


 


“I GOT me some condoms, just in case, y’know? Think we oughta use ’em?” Naked as the day we was born, the two of us climbed over the futon onto the foot of the bed and then crawled into the center.


“I don’t think so. It’s the first time for both of us.” Cory was still actin’ real serious, super quiet, and was fiddlin’ with his new ring like a kid with his first necktie. “I don’t want anything between us. Just you… inside me.”


Goose bumps popped up all over my scarred forearms. If Cory kept talkin’ like that, well, it could all be over ’fore it even started, if ya catch my meanin’. Just sayin’. So’s I leaned across Cory to grab a tube of lotion that I’d stuck in the drawer of the nightstand. “You ready to get this here show on the road, baby?”


Christ, could I’ve said somethin’ less romantic if I’d tried?


Shit! Ain’t no smile on that there pretty face now.


“I’ve been ready, Brett, for a long while now.”


Oh.


“Well, alright then….” Nervous as a rat in a corner at being wholly intimate with this person I’d pretty much worshipped for forever, my arms wasn’t none too steady when I pulled Cory against me.


Then that sweet soft voice rose up from beneath me. “Don’t worry, Brett. This is gonna be beautiful—because it’s us.”


Them lovin’ words bolstered up my confidence enough so that I could make my move. And as always, just kissin’ my baby made me feel like I was the closest to heaven I was ever gonna get. When I bent my head and pressed my hungry lips to Cory’s sweet-smellin’ neck and then slid my lips down to his smooth chest, well, I was lost.


Finally, I reached around behind and readied Cory’s private place with gentle lubed-up fingers, that just so happened to be as fuckin’ nervous as the whole rest o’ me. Alls I heard outta my boy was a coupla staggered gasps and maybe a teensy whimper, but when I put ’em all together, I was pretty sure them little sounds spelled out:


D-O-N-T S-T-O-P.


 


 


WELL, a gentleman don’t spill all o’ the details, and to be sure, I ain’t braggin’ none, but I’d have to say that our lovemakin’ was fuckin’ unreal. Sunk deep in my brand new husband’s body, I’d felt so fuckin’ right. Like I was really and truly home, y’know? And an added bonus: the whole time I was doin’ my thing (sexually speakin’, that is), I could feel them fragile little fingers, one of ’em now wearin’ my ring, tenderly strokin’ the skin of my back, my shoulders, my ass. And sometimes, them hands’d got to clutchin’ at me and the kid’s breath was raspin’ in my ear, like maybe it hurt some, but then a second later, I’d heard a murmured, “Please don’t stop.” So’s I didn’t stop.


Lookin’ down at Cory during our lovemakin’, his head throwed back and that there silky dark hair spilled out all over our bargain-bin, purple throw pillow, I knew that the kid was as lost as me. (In a super good way.) Them misty eyes of my lover’d got all glazed over, but still they was locked right onto mine. And in them eyes, I could see my whole future.


Love and trust and friendship and desire and forever all wrapped up in a beautiful shade of blue. Yes, sir, that’s just what I seen.


Thinkin’ back on it, even though I was pretty much swimmin’ around in a pool of total ecstasy, and for that matter barely keepin’ my head above water, I’d just hadta speak right then. “Mine, Cory. Now, you’s all mine. Gonna love ya for the rest of my life.”


And if I’da thought I’d visited heaven with Cory before, well, I musta been mistaken, ’cause that there particular moment, my body all joined up with Cory’s and his manhood tight against my palm, both of us reachin’ our peaks together was—well shit, it was kinda like meetin’ God. In plainer words? That there perfect moment’d been the cherry on top of our whole relationship—all o’ the friendship and the love and the desire that we’d built over the past four years. The friggin’ cherry on top.


Okay, so’s what I did expect was pure physical ecstasy when I was buried deep insida my lover’s body. And there wasn’t no surprises in that department. No, sir. What I did not expect, though, was the expression on Cory’s face as he’d clung onto me, all lost in passion. How to put it into words, huh? How ’bout “200 percent pleasure-filled”? Nah, that there made it sound kinda like I was talkin’ about a stick o’ chewin’ gum. Or maybe the way to say it was “blissed-out.” Tough to stick a label on the look on my baby’s face when I’d been lovin’ him, it surely was. And maybe our lovin’d started out with Cory doin’ some jaw clenchin’ and eye squintin’, which mighta indicated pain (truth be told, that nearly had me pullin’ my part right the hell outta my boy), but it didn’t take long for things to change and for sheer fuckin’ joy to take over.


And lookin’ beside me now at Cory—who was busy sighin’ like a cat at a cream bowl, stretchin’ out his legs and then relaxin’ them over and over again, twistin’ his fingers all lazy-like in my hair—I was fairly sure that the kid showed all the signs of being satisfied. Had I done that to Cory with my untried body and all of its clumsy moves? Sure as shit looked that way.


“I really liked that.”


Huh? Come again? Guess I’d been lost in my thoughts for a long while now. I turned on my side so as to study my lover’s flushed face.


“I mean, I really, really liked it.”


And before I could even blink, the kid was bawlin’.


Shit on a shingle—my boy’s crying!


To put it plain, right about then I couldn’t barely fuckin’ breathe. I’d been pattin’ myself on the back like I was some kinda sexual superhero, and clearly I’d hurt Cory. I was actually more like a sexual arch-fuckin’-villain! “Hey, hey, baby, did I hurt you or somethin’?”


Them sobs kept barrelin’ outta that there slight chest, and now, Cory was also shakin’ his head back and forth.


What the fu—?


“You gotta talk to me, baby. Tell me what the hell I done wrong! I’ll fix it for ya. I’ll fix it right up!” Not a good time to vomit, no, sir, so’s I battled down my urge to barf.


Sniffin’ real loud, Cory wiped at his drippin’ eyes with the insides of his wrists. “I’m not sad, and I’m not hurt.” The kid gulped, or maybe it was more of a hiccup.


“Tell. Me. What’s. Wrong.”


Them sobs started up again, as fuckin’ ginormous as ever. “I’m crying ’cause… I’m crying ’cause it was soooo perfect!”


I felt my chest let out all o’ the air it was holdin’ in a huge whoosh of relief and then puff right back up again with pure pride, ’cause I’d made my boy cry tears of joy. I somehow managed to grin at my little buddy. “So’s makin’ love’s somethin’ you might wanna do again, y’know, sometime?”


Cory nodded, suddenly all quiet and shy. “Only with my husband, of course.”


I got me everythin’.


Sure did look like I had everythin’ that I’d never expected in life—and everythin’ that I ever coulda dreamed of, but hadn’t never let myself. Got me a life partner, a regular paycheck, a home, a coupla friends, and even a measure of respect.


Pulling the peach-smellin’ bundle of boneless, satisfied man beside me into my arms, I sighed real deep and uttered, “Yup. You’s all mine.”


 


 


SMALL hands gently shakin’ my shoulders woke me up in what musta been the super early hours of the mornin’. A spike of fear speared right up my spine, ’cause mostly when I got woke up in the middle of the night it was on account of me havin’ just had a horrifyin’ fuckin’ nightmare. Not the case tonight. “Cory, everythin’ okay, kid?”


Oh. Them small hands wasn’t shakin’ my shoulders no more. ’Cause now they was sinkin’ down lower, underneath the blanket. Oh.


“Things are better than okay.” A coupla Cory’s fingers’d found their way to my privates. Hmmm. “But I woke up, and I can’t get back to sleep.”


In the dim light of early mornin’, alls I could see was them tiny twin glows of reflected light shinin’ outta Cory’s eyes. I stifled a yawn. “Roll on over an’ I’ll rub your back; that might help ya catch some more Zs.”


“I had a different idea.”


Shit! I hoped like hell his butt wasn’t hurtin’ none on account o’ what we’d done last night. “Well… uh, sure. Tell me what you want me to do.”


Cory suddenly sat up so’s the light comin’ in the window lit up his whole face. And he sure didn’t look like he was hurtin’ none. No, sir. But I did recognize that expression—I usually called it Cory’s “kid who’s goin’ to Disneyland” face.


“Well, Brett… I wanted to know that… or if….”


Huh?


“What d’you want, kid? Tell me and it’s yours!”


Glancin’ outta the window in this fuckin’ adorable Bambi-like way, Cory spoke again, but it was quiet. In fact, it was too quiet.


“Speak up; can’t hear ya real good.”


The kid sucked in a big breath. “I wanted to know if you might wanna do it again? You know, make love… again… with me?”


Silence ruled, and that there’s a fact.


Cory shrugged and then continued. “As in, right now?” Them soft hands that I knew so well grabbed onto one of my big mitts and squeezed. “I really liked it.”


If a simple smile coulda took over a room, then my fuckin’ huge grin coulda prob’ly conquered the entire planet!


“Well?” Impatient. My baby couldn’t hardly wait for more o’ my lovin’.


Pullin’ Cory back down so’s he was beside me, I finally found the right words. “There ain’t nothin’ I’d rather do right now than make love to my beautiful husband.” And takin’ Cory in my now steady arms, I set out to show him just how fuckin’ deep my love ran.




October 3, 2007


Brett


 


 


THE Leighton University Bar and Grill was definitely the place on campus to see and be seen, so to speak. Not that I gave a crap about that kinda shit. The establishment made its home on the entire first floor of the Food Services Buildin’, which was conveniently located smack-dab in the middle of the six sorta squareish brick academic buildin’s.


Now, the B&G certainly wasn’t no hole-in-the-wall bar. It’s two square-shaped rooms: the pub with the ginormous oak bar all surrounded by high tables and stools, air hockey games, one hell of a nice pool table, and a coupla wide-screen televisions, and the classy dinin’ area full o’ sturdy tables and old-fashioned chairs; took me most of a full minute to walk from end to end. Behind them two public rooms was what got called a state-of-the-art (but personally, I kinda thought of it more as fancy-assed) kitchen and my own personal cozy office, which I gotta come clean about; I fuckin’ loved it.


But right now I wasn’t sittin’ on my ass on my comfy leather chair in my quiet office, no, sir. See, earlier in the week the Food Services Department’s head honcho (aka, my big boss, Ralph Feder) had told me to report to his office upstairs at 11:00 a.m. today for my very first job review. And so’s that is just exactly where I was, and to make a good impression, I’d even showed up maybe three or so minutes early.


Now Ralph Feder wasn’t no hulkin’ Brian Deacon or nothin’; he was just a short, chubby, baldin’ dude with a pair of them little half-eye glasses perched on the end of a kinda puffy, reddish nose. And truth be told, the guy couldn’t sit still for the life of him; he was always fidgetin’. If he wasn’t wigglin’ around in his chair, he was scratchin’ his head or chewin’ his nails like he was some-kinda nervous.


Peerin’ through the cracked-open doorway of Feder’s office, my fist all set to knock a coupla times, I caught me a glimpse of my boss rollin’ his chair back a measure so as to unwedge the desk from his big round belly. Noticin’ me, he glanced down at his black rubber wristwatch and said, “Oh… oh, Mr. Taylor, you’re here. Very good. Yes, yes, very good. Please, uh, sit down.” The man gestured across his cluttered office to a gray foldin’ chair that was jammed between four stacks of what looked like business ledgers and a statue of a giant milk shake, maybe. Hard to say, but I thought it was most prob’ly strawberry.


“Yes, sir. I’m pretty sure ya told me to be here at eleven, yeah?”


“Well, yes… yes, I believe that is what I said.” Feder reached over and shuffled the papers around on his messy desk until his pudgy pink fingers emerged from the crap pile, holdin’ a clipboard. “Aaah, yes, let’s see… where am I?”


Okay, that dude was a heart attack waitin’ to happen, if I’d ever saw me one. Not that nobody’d asked my opinion on it, ’cause they sure hadn’t. I was just sayin’. And besides, that there wasn’t my concern, now, was it? My single concern was makin’ a livin’ so’s I could take care of Cory. So’s I sat up real straight in my chair and looked at Feder right in them spectacled eyes, just like Brian’d taught me to do, back at the Downtown Pub.


Feder shifted his narrow eyes back and forth from the paper-covered floor to me, until he found his train of thought. While chewin’ on the cap of his pen, he mumbled, “Sho Mishter Taywa,” then removed the pen cap from his mouth and started again. “Uh, rather, so Mr. Taylor, or, do you mind if I call you Brett?”
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