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Chapter 1

	"Oh, this is bad." Grant Hayes covered his mouth with his hand as he watched the provocative video on his phone. It was his best friend getting fucked by the quarterback of their football team. "Oh, my God, this is bad. Ryan will never live this down." Grant turned off the video. He had seen enough. He tried to find out who had posted this to the university's social media channel for everyone to see.

	Grant prepared to leave the office supply store where he'd been faxing his project back to his professor at the Massachusetts University. It was supposed to be due two days ago before Grant had left for spring break. But the college had lost power during a thunder storm and most of the students couldn't get their assignments printed in time to pass it in. This would teach him for waiting to the last minute. Grant got the response from the professor's fax machine that his submission had been received.

	Grant gathered his things. He had to get back to the beach house where he was staying. And he had to get to Ryan before he saw that video. Grant got back into the rented car and headed to the beach resort area. The traffic was hellacious, as could be expected. This was one of the busiest times of the year in Key West, Florida.

	It was late when Grant arrived. Several parties were going on in full swing. This included loud music and lots of loud talking.

	Two of his friends, Collin Robbins and Jason Murphy, hurried over to him.

	"Did you see the video?" Collin asked, nervously.

	"Yes," Grant answered, closing the car door and setting the alarm on it. "Where's Ryan?" All four of them shared a dorm back in Boston.

	Jason shrugged. "We haven't seen him." He paused. "Do you think he has seen it?"

	"I don't know," Grant answered.

	"Did you know he was gay?" Jason asked, following Grant and Collin to the beach house.

	"Yes," Grant answered. "He was honest from the beginning."

	"Did you know that Jake was gay, too?" Collin asked.

	"No."

	"It didn't look like it was Jake's first rodeo," Jason said. Jason was a black medical student. He and Collin were in a romantic relationship.

	All three guys entered the beach house. It was dark inside.

	Grant flipped on the wall switch. It lit up the living room. He heard water running. Then he heard what sounded like someone crying. "Ryan?"

	He entered the suite he and Ryan shared. He turned the knob. Someone had the radio blasting and someone was definitely in the bathroom. Water flooded out into the bedroom. Grant rushed over and turned the other knob. He opened the bathroom door. A towel or something blocked it. Grant got down on his knees and tried to move whatever it was. "Ryan. Open the door."

	The person in the bathroom was crying so hard he sounded like a wounded animal.

	"Do you think he's okay?" Jason asked.

	"Ryan it's me, Grant. Please open the door."

	The crying stopped, followed by a hiccup.

	Grant managed to move the towel enough to open the door. He pushed the door open. More water rushed into the bedroom. He hurried in.

	Ryan was seated with his back against the cabinet. His body was arched over his knees with his head down.

	Collin entered and turned off the faucet and pulled the stopper out of the drain.

	Jason went in search of a mop and bucket.

	"Look at me, Ryan," Grant said to the distraught young man.

	Ryan lifted his head. His eyes were red and his face was tear-stained. "My father is going to kill me," he sobbed.

	Grant noticed blood on Ryan's wrist. There was a steak knife on the floor. Grant kicked it aside. "What did you do?" He grabbed a towel and tried to stop the bleeding. He went down on his knees. "Everything is going to be okay." He needed gauze. "Collin, can you get the first aid kit for me? It's under the sink."

	"What do you need the kit for?" Collin asked. His gaze landed on Ryan's wrist. "Oh, shit." He moved quickly. He got the box and handed it to Grant. "Is he going to be okay? Should I call an ambulance?"

	"No. the bleeding has stopped." He disinfected the wound, then bandaged it.

	"Did you see? Did you see the video?" Ryan asked, looking at him with big watery gray eyes.

	"Yes. You and Jake?"

	Ryan nodded. "I've always liked him, even as a freshman. He never seemed to notice me. So, when he called me out of the blue, and invited me aboard his family's yacht, I jumped at the chance, thinking he finally saw me."

	"Did you know he was taping you?"

	"No." Ryan started crying again. "Why would someone do something like that?"

	"Did you know that Jake was gay?" Grant asked, putting the gauze back into the first aid kit, then putting the box away.

	"No, not really. He's a football player, and as far as I knew he only dated girls."

	"And him inviting you on the boat didn't seem strange to you?"

	Jake shook his head. "I just thought that maybe he was bi-curious. But it didn't take me long to figure out that it wasn't his first time with a guy."

	"I'm not surprised," Jason said. "No one is that good at knowing how to perform gay sex their first time."

	"Why do you supposed he filmed it?" Grant asked.

	"To humiliate me," Ryan answered. The tears started to appear in his eyes again.

	"Was it your first time?" Collin asked Ryan.

	Ryan nodded.

	"How was it?" Jason asked.

	Collin, Grant, and Ryan looked at him oddly.

	"It hurt like crazy," Ryan admitted.

	There was no audio in the video, but he was sure Ryan must have been crying out in pain. Jake was a pretty big guy.

	Ryan continued. "But it was Jake Freakin' Francis. If I was going to lose my virginity, why not lose it on the guy I've had a crush on since freshman year?"

	"So, what's with the cut on the wrist?" Grant asked, suddenly turning serious.

	Ryan got upset again. "I was trying to make the hurt go away. The entire campus now knows I'm gay and I'm a bottom."

	"What's wrong with being a bottom?" Collin asked.

	It was a question only another bottom would ask. Collin was cute with red hair and green eyes. He had freckles across the bridge of his nose.

	Though manly, both Collin and Ryan had some feminine qualities. They were both well-groomed, knew about fashion and makeup, and cried at the drop of a hat. Collin was studying cosmetology. Ryan was an English major.

	Ryan was shy, socially awkward, and a bit of a wallflower. Collin, on the other hand, was outgoing and had great people skills. Grant put his attention back on Ryan.

	"What am I going to do?" Ryan asked aloud, but to no one in particular.

	"About what?" Jason asked.

	"The video," Ryan answered.

	"It's been taken down," Collin told him.

	"He could have at least kept your identity a secret," Jason said angrily.

	"Why would he let his own identity be known?" Grant asked. "He has a lot more to lose than Ryan. He is the football team's glorified quarterback." He helped Ryan to his feet. "What did he have to gain by outing himself?"

	"What if he isn't the one who posted the video?" Collin asked. "What if he didn't know the camera was on the boat either?"

	"You think someone knew we were going to be there?" Ryan asked.

	"Could be. Maybe they were trying to get something on Jake and you just got caught in on the evidence gathering."

	"You mean, like a jealous lover?" Jason asked.

	"Or a sibling, since you guys were on the Jake's family's yacht." Jake was originally from Key West, but probably came home to see his family during spring break. "I'm sure there is going to be an investigation since it was uploaded on the school's private social media site," Grant said. Maybe he could call his friend, Vince McCullen, who was responsible for social media and other stuff like that for the university. Maybe he could learn whose IP address had been used to post the video.

	"What if Jake did know and it turns out it was him who filmed you and uploaded it?" Jason asked Ryan. "Are you going to confront him?"

	"Maybe," Ryan answered. "What do I have to lose?"

	"Your sanity," Collin answered. "Now everyone knows that the shy little son of a Momon preacher is gay. Do you think your family will be too upset when they hear about this?"

	Ryan looked at him oddly. "What do you think? I was supposed to lose my virginity on my wedding night to my wife."

	"That was so never going to happen," Collin mumbled.

	Ryan frowned at him. "You're not helping."

	"So what if everyone knows you're gay. It's no reason to take the coward's way out," Collin said, pointing to Ryan's wrist. "Look at the positive side."

	"Which is?" Ryan asked.

	"You lost your virginity to Jake Francis, Massachusetts University's award-winning quarterback. Just think of the power you now wield. Every gay bottom at the university will be envious of you," Collin teased.

	"Yeah, if the dean doesn't kick me out first," Ryan said. "You know they are going to question both him and me about this when we return."

	"Listen, don't worry about that now," Jason said. "We came to Key West to enjoy spring break. Hopefully this will all blow over by the time we fly back Boston."

	Grant hoped Jason was right about this, but he had his doubts.

	* * * *

	"I want my payment in cash," Jake Francis said to Cameron Peters, a line-backer on his football team.

	Some of the other fellows laughed and high-fived him.

	Cameron handled Jake an envelope loaded with money.

	Jake stuffed it into his back pocket.

	"Aren't you going to count it?" Cameron asked.

	"No, I trust you," Jake answered. "We've known each other all of our lives." Like him, Cameron was also from Key West.

	Teddy Brown, another football player, tossed Jake a beer. Jake caught it, popped the tab, then sipped from the opening. "Ah, this tastes good."
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