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Dedications


 


This book is dedicated to all my LGBT students past, present, and future. I am here for you. I always have been and always will be.


 


Joseph, I love you! You will always be my Grecian poet.


Wilf, you inspired me! You are not forgotten!


 


October 6 – 12, 1998


 


The world must NEVER FORGET what happened to Matthew Wayne Shepard!




















Reviews







Editor’s Choice for September, 2013, So So Gay, London, UK


Five Star Review “Beautiful, heart-wrenchingly poignant, and brilliantly conceived” Jake Basford, So So Gay, London, UK


“Hadrian’s Lover inspires internal debate and thought. As a text in a high school classroom it would do wonders and possibly change the world.” Drew Rowsome, My Gay Toronto
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WARNING!





This is a novel about sexual awakenings and sexual discrimination. You will be reading some sexually explicit material. Two thirteen year old boys begin sexual experimentation; a fifteen year old boy is caught masturbating; a sixteen year old boy wants his boyfriend to have sex; a seventeen year old boy and girl have sex; and a married male couple have sex on more than one occasion. If this warning offends you put the book back on the shelf, do not buy it, do not read it. The odds are you aren’t ready to handle the truth. And yet, ironically enough, you are the reason why this book had to be written!


-pmb-
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Prologue: Crystal’s Report


A Treatise Validating Hadrian’s Sexual Preference and Method of Procreation


by Crystal Albright


submitted to: Ms. Sterne





Homosexuality is the sexual norm in Hadrian while all forms of heterosexual behavior are illegal. Hadrian’s citizens have chosen a homosexual lifestyle side-by-side with in vitro fertilization, to create a stable human population within the confines of our borders. It had been determined by the founding families—and is approved every decade, on our country’s day of birth by our citizens through a referendum—that Hadrian’s population shall never exceed ten million.


Our small country was founded three generations ago. My great-grandmother, Ester Stiles, was among the first families to buy land in the Hudson Bay region of Northern Manitoba with the express purpose of creating a safe and stable home for homosexuals as well as a rigidly monitored and controlled human population. For this luxurious lifestyle, we have the five founding families to thank: Stiles, Stuttgart, Birtwistle, Nasser, and Reznikoff. It was they who, in the early years of Canada’s decline, purchased the land of our good country. It was they who established the cornerstones of Hadrian’s constitution: that Hadrian’s chosen lifestyle is homosexual; that Hadrian will be a safe haven for homosexuals from around the globe; that Hadrian’s central focus is the creation and maintenance of a stable human population; that Hadrian will create an ecologically sound balance between humanity and nature. The key focuses of this treatise are the cornerstones reflecting Hadrian’s sexual preference and the stabilization of the human population without which humanity will most certainly decline as surely as the Roman Empire did.


As late as the twentieth century, it was reasonable, perhaps even essential, that humans should prefer heterosexuality as the sexual norm. Heterosexual sex is designed specifically for procreation. Humanity no longer requires such methods, yet the multitudes outside Hadrian’s walls are still reproducing at an astronomical rate. Outside Hadrian’s walls, close to twenty billion people are overpopulating this planet—nearly twenty billion people are starving and suffering from uncountable syndromes as a result. Millions of these people resorting to cannibalism just to survive! (Salve!, HNN—Melissa Eagleton Reporting, June 2, 21—). These poor unfortunates are forced to live in close quarters spreading disease at a rampant rate. Humanity has overrun the planet like a virus killing all of nature in its path. What food is available to these people is scarce. What medicines limited. Little space lies beyond our walls for farms to grow food and raise livestock. Hadrian, on the other hand, is self-sustaining. We have farms. We grow our own food. We raise fowl. We maintain freshwater fisheries. We house seawater fishery farms. Our people are fed. Our surplus stock accounts for 14 percent of Hadrian’s economic wealth as we export what we do not need to those in dire need. We have, in every sense of the word, created a utopia here in Hadrian.


Sometimes our citizens question why, if we are so adamant against heterosexuality, do we not simply allow these people to immigrate to other countries where their lifestyle is not only acceptable but also preferable? The answer to that question should be obvious. These are our children. We do not simply dismiss them—toss them into a torrent ocean of human disease, debris, and decay. Our love for our offspring does not permit us to act in so selfish and irresponsible a manner. Besides, no one born in Hadrian is a pure heterosexual.


One of Hadrian’s greatest advances, truly a leap in medical science, has been its work on the human genome project. In the past fifty years, our genetic scientists believe they have identified those chromosomes within our DNA that indicate a strong disposition toward homosexuality. Although the human animal is by nature a creature that needs to procreate, nature has also established its own checks and balances to overpopulation by ensuring some aspects of human DNA lean toward homosexual behavior. Hadrian’s scientists, who have worked to increase that component of our DNA, are believed to have successfully eradicated the pure heterosexual gene from Hadrian’s genetic database. Our geneticists scan each and every embryo to determine whether the homosexual gene exists before implanting it into a woman’s womb. If no signs of homosexuality are present in the embryo’s DNA, it is automatically destroyed. Thus, our geneticists ensure that every citizen born in Hadrian is homosexual (Doctoro, Hadrian’s Human Genome Project, page 882).


Here in Hadrian, we ascribe to the Kinsey scale. According to Alfred C. Kinsey (Sexual Behavior in the Human Male, page 638) human sexual preference can be divided into a scale from zero to six. A zero on this scale is said to be 100 percent heterosexual whereas a six is considered pure homosexual. The gradations between show individuals leaning more or less toward either side. Societies outside Hadrian’s walls have always elected to accept the leaning toward heterosexual behavior purely for the means of reproduction. Religion has both fostered and festered the “procreation fact” as the foundation for heterosexuality as the pure and natural sexual norm. Yet this choice has not served humanity well. Our small planet simply cannot sustain the burden of human population placed upon it. Our founding families recognized the futility of heterosexual preference and excessive procreation. Thus, upon foundation of our good country, the first article of justice states the need to enhance and nurture human homosexual tendencies as well as create strict procreation laws.


With modern medical advances, our geneticists boast having reduced the Kinsey scale by two points (Billington, The Homosexual Gene, page 32). Although our geneticists are, as yet, unable to distinguish between each of the gradations of Kinsey’s behavioral scale, they are confident enough to pronounce that no more zeros or ones exist among any of Hadrian’s citizens. Every child born into Hadrian society in the last twelve years is, at the very least, a two on the Kinsey scale. We do not deny that a two still has a stronger leaning toward heterosexual behavior; however, inside every two is a latent homosexual. It is our job as citizens of Hadrian to help these individuals release and embrace their true, and socially acceptable, inner desires. Until the day when our scientists have created the perfect human genome, where all who are born will be sixes, we must forever work with our children, reminding them why our country was founded and the critical need to maintain a stable human population.


For this reason, reeducation camps were formed: Not to harm and abuse our citizens but to remind our youth of our country’s founding families’ ideals and the necessity of maintaining strict vigilance. Many of today’s youth are unaware of our early immigration policy. In the beginning, Hadrian’s borders were open to immigrants, inviting homosexuals from around the world to join us. Many people swarmed to our gates, and not all of these people were homosexual. In fact, a large number, at least 15 percent, were people who believed themselves to be a one or two on the Kinsey scale. Two individuals who joined us, Mark and Julie Reiner, a pure heterosexual couple, agreed to sterilization in order to be part of our preferred community. Neither had wanted children anyway, viewing procreation in an overpopulated world as immoral. They also agreed to permanent separation, each locating to opposite ends of the country. They knew when they immigrated to Hadrian that they were entering a homosexual community, a community dedicated to restraining the human population growth, a country dedicated to putting into place the necessary checks and balances to create a stable human population. These noble people chose to deny their heterosexual tendencies, accepting celibacy in its place, for the sake of Hadrian’s future, for the sake of humanity. All of Hadrian’s citizens are asked to make such sacrifices, if indeed, one perceives being who we are as a sacrifice at all!


Perhaps the greatest sacrifice made by any Hadrian citizen is that of the surrogate goddess. These women open up their wombs, choosing to be the mothers of our men’s children. Without these women, our homosexual men would be bereft of the benefits of rearing many of Hadrian’s children. No wonder these women are treated like goddesses in our world. In fact, it is the expressed desire of this author to become a revered surrogate goddess.


It is also important to remind our youth that Hadrian’s first citizens swore an oath of fidelity to our founding principles. Although our children are not required to swear this oath until coming of age (twenty-one), it is expected of all Hadrian’s citizens to raise their children with a clear understanding of not only the world inside our walls, but of the dangerous world that surrounds us. That dangerous world batters against our walls daily as a reminder. Heterosexual barbarians are constantly threatening to overtake our country. Hadrian’s ballistic missile detection and tracking system is state of the art. It is terrifying to learn how many incoming missiles our military has protected us from. A virtual wasteland lies outside our walls where many of our intercept missiles have detonated those threats (Dodger, The Military Sciences, page 182). Although conscription of our youth into Hadrian’s military between eighteen and twenty-two years of age is undesirable, it is undeniably essential; we must defend Hadrian’s way of life at all costs.


The worst attack against our peoples occurred a mere eight years ago when an Evangelical Christian drove across our border, exploding a dirty nuclear device in Augustus City. The loss of Quadrant One’s southern grassland region and the devastation to our populace was the final straw that drove our people into exile from the outside world. No more are tourists from other countries allowed to visit our fair and spacious country. Although we retain fair trade with friendly countries through export and import, we no longer believe outsiders can be trusted to cross over our borders (Miller, The Resurgence of the Law, page 42).


Hadrian’s population must remain xenophobic. We cannot allow the ravages of disease to infect the only stable human population. Annually, hundreds of millions of outsiders die of disease and starvation; yet those numbers never seem to impact the ever-growing population. We, in Hadrian, will never send our children to live out there with them. No, it is much kinder, much safer to our wayward youth to be reclaimed through reeducation. Although some of our youth may believe themselves to be heterosexual, it is incumbent upon us to help them understand what it means to be a two on the Kinsey scale and help them awaken and embrace their latent homosexuality.


Hadrian is the savior of humanity. While the rest of the world procreates itself into excessive human waste and decay, our small population will live on. Hadrian’s values ensure the human race will survive.

















Salve!


December 31, 21___—11:53 PM


Hadrian’s National News (HNN)—Melissa Eagleton Reporting





As the clock counts down, Hadrian’s citizens await the very moment we can all shout gaily, “Happy New Year and Happy Fiftieth Birthday, Hadrian!” It is hard to believe that we have made it this far! Fifty years of gay freedom! Fifty years of a stable human population—maintaining ten million! Fifty years of showing the rest of the world how man and nature can commune as one. Considering all the trials and tribulations Hadrian has been through since we first established our borders, it is truly amazing we have come this far. The wall surrounding our borders is now one third complete, stretching for hundreds of miles on each side of the southeast and southwest gates.


This is it, folks; in less than seven minutes, when the chimes ring in the New Year, we will all shout out with joy, for Hadrian is the only country left standing between humanity and certain death—for without Hadrian, the human race would invariably become extinct! As we look outside our walls and daily witness man’s decay, although we are saddened by their sufferings and daily losses, their decline is a reminder of the value and importance of Hadrian’s society. Overpopulation is the planet killer. Overpopulation is man’s deadliest enemy. Homosexuality, population stability, communing with the earth (that small portion of which we have saved within the confines of our walls): these are Hadrian’s gifts to the future. Our scientists estimate that the dregs of the human race will wipe themselves out in the next fifty to one hundred years. But Hadrian will remain! Hadrian will fight for humanity’s survival.


Before the clock strikes that magic hour, let us take a moment to remember Hadrian’s soldiers, those brave men and women who patrol our borders and guard our wall from the outside world, and the endless attacks against our civilization by the heterosexual barbarians and religious fanatics Every year, we mourn the loss of another soldier dying to preserve our rights and freedoms. Every year, a grieving mother or father buries her or his only child. No one goes to the wall with illusions. To serve at the wall is to face certain death on a daily basis. To serve at the wall is to be in a constant state of readiness to repel desperate attacks by illegal immigrants threatening to swarm over our borders, threatening to infect us with any one of their endless plagues. To serve at the wall means to battle with organized armed forces determined to steal our land and destroy what little remains of the earth’s habitable land. To serve at the wall means to face the threat of religious terrorists who deem our chosen lifestyle as the devil’s menace. Our young men and women conscripted into our forces, who serve four years of their lives between the ages of eighteen and twenty-two, are our protectors and saviors from the outside world. Before the countdown begins, let us hold our traditional vigilance—one minute of silence for those of us who cannot enjoy this night’s revels—one minute of silence for those of us who may, at any moment, die while defending our very way of life and the right to celebrate the way we do tonight. One minute of silence and then one minute of bated anticipation to the final countdown. And then together, we will shout for joy our Happiest of New Years, for this year as we celebrate the fiftieth year of our country’s birth, we are also celebrating the rebirth of mankind!


Vale!

















New Year’s Eve





Facing south, with a convex dome encompassing east and west as well as the entire roof, the Hunter home is one of the most impressive dwellings in Antinous. The northern wall contains a glass bay window opening up to the view of a multi-tiered garden sloping down to the Nelson River. Very few buildings have open windows facing north in this manner. All windows are on the convex of every Hadrian building, designed to double as solar panels, obscuring the interior from the outside, but allowing those inside a beautiful tinted view of all that lies beyond. This design has also eliminated the need for window dressings. To have clear glass windows exposed to the outside denotes either wealth in a family home or a government complex.


The Hunters’ backyard is a sprawling garden that slopes down by tiers to the river. Right now, it is lightly dusted white from last evening’s snowfall. Come spring, Dean will begin the process of manual tilling, mixing in the mulch from last year’s compost, and seeding, weeding, and nurturing the garden. Gardening has been Dean’s job for the past two decades. More than just time-consuming, it acts as a relaxant, something Edgar, Dean’s psychiatrist, had recommended years ago. It also provides the Hunter family with income tax refunds on an annual basis. Every Hadrian citizen who makes the effort to work with, and not against, the earth is granted hefty tax rebates.


As well as showing pride in his garden, Dean is equally proud of the interior of his and Geoffrey’s house. There is little one can do with respect to the exterior. All homes in Hadrian look the same with a convex facing west, south, and east for solar panels and one flat wall facing north. There are no front doors, only a back door facing north. Only size and interior luxuries denote wealth. When you enter the Hunter home, the first thing you see is the wide expanse of the living room to your left and the glistening creams and beiges of the kitchen directly in front. To the right is the long hallway that leads to the central washroom, and four bedrooms, one being the master bedroom. Standing in the lobby closest to the hall entrance, Dean Hunter takes in the full view of the living room. Tall and lean, Dean is standing rigid as he stares at the room before him. Dean is anxious. Geoffrey is never any help when it comes to organizing a party. When asked, he will help, but with limited effectiveness. Sweeping a floor in Geoffrey’s mind means sweeping around things. It never occurs to him to move a couch or a chair, to get at the dirt underneath. “Nobody is going to look under the chairs, Dean. I swear.” He adds, “Sometimes I think you are more gay than I am!”


Dean finds this old joke annoying, but he knows Geoffrey means kindly by it, so he always shakes it off. Staying focused, Dean pipes up, “Tonight’s special, Geoffrey.” Although not needing to, he reminds him, “This is not just any New Year we’re celebrating! It’s also Hadrian’s fiftieth birthday!”


Geoffrey smiles fondly at his old lover. No, not old, he reminds himself. Dean is only forty years old. Not that there is a huge gap in their ages; Geoffrey is only forty-eight. No, he refers to Dean as his old lover because they have been together for over twenty-two years now (not including couple’s registration). So many changes have occurred in Dean over the years—from the frightened teenager Geoffrey met to the strong confident man standing before him. Smiling, Geoffrey still appreciates that Dean took his last name. Although he knows it wasn’t so much a choice on Dean’s part as it had been a necessity, at times like today, Geoffrey is able to convince himself that this is how Dean wanted it regardless. And Dean, he muses, is still so handsome. Geoffrey enjoys checking out his lover when Dean is unaware. Knowing Dean is self-conscious, Geoffrey doesn’t try to make Dean uncomfortable. Still, when opportunities like this arise, with Dean fixated on a problem and focused, Geoffrey will often stand back and admire his physique. Dean is tall and slim, no middle-age bulge. Unconsciously, Geoffrey gives his own protruding belly a slight shake. Geoffrey is short and stout next to Dean. And, unlike Dean’s thick dark brown hair, Geoffrey’s mousy brown curls have all but receded to a horseshoe patch around his head. Hadrian’s Lover, Geoffrey muses. Dean is still so good looking. Even the gray streaks that lace his temples are attractive. With his square jaw and thick eyebrows, he is the classic Marlboro man. No one smokes in Hadrian, but the old image hangs in the city’s central museum. When they first saw the original advertisement poster, Geoffrey teased Dean, saying, “All you need now is a cowboy hat.” Geoffrey was so taken by the resemblance that he surprised Dean with a week’s stay at The Cattle Ranch horseback riding that year. This, of course, was before their sons, Frank and Roger, Geoffrey’s genetic sons, were born.


Geoffrey’s musings are cut short by a sudden caustic remark, “I hate that wallpaper.” That wallpaper is the one point that takes Dean’s pride down a notch when it comes to his home’s interior! He despises it wholeheartedly. It doesn’t happen often, but every so often, Dean will utter a complaint about their living room décor. Although Dean was responsible for most of their home design, Geoffrey was given free rein with the living room. “Everyone is entitled to one room,” Geoffrey had insisted. Dean still regrets giving in to that logic. Besides, Geoffrey already had his study!


“Well, you should have said so fifteen years ago when I picked it out,” Geoffrey replies. “It’s too late now.”


“I wanted to say something, but we had agreed you got to decorate the living room.” They have been having this old argument for five years now. The use of wallpaper was still allowed fifteen years ago with the mandatory restriction that it not be replaced for a minimum of ten years. Its use became banned two years ago, three years after they could have replaced it! Geoffrey refused then, and he still refuses now, to change the décor. Wood walls maintained by oil or natural stone are the limited means of décor today. The less one adds to the world’s pollution, the greater the tax break. Wallpaper and most paint are now illegal.


Seeing defiance begin to glare in Dean’s eye, Geoffrey turns authoritative. “We are not adding to global waste by tearing off perfectly good wallpaper. We’ve kept it in good condition and it stays up as long as it lasts.”


Scowling, Dean says, “But we’ve kept it long past the ten-year minimum. Can’t we just get rid of it—it’s so dark!” The wallpaper is black with silver, laced patterns.


Shaking his head, Geoffrey has bragged to too many coworkers about having the same wallpaper up for fifteen years, adding how it will last at least another five. With wallpaper now being illegal, owning one of the few homes with the material still on its walls is a status symbol Geoffrey is not willing to give up. “The silver pattern brightens it up.”


“Only because the paper is so faded!”


“It’s not faded.” Geoffrey is determined to defend his choice to the death.


“It’s faded.”


“It’s staying up!”


Sulking, Dean repeats, “I have really grown to hate it.”


Unrelenting, Geoffrey replies, “Well, grow to liking it again because we are not changing it again for at least five years!” Wagging a pointed finger toward Dean, he adds, “And only then if it needs replacing,” and he cites a government slogan to end the argument, “Earth First!”


“Fine!” Dean huffs. Glancing down, he glares Geoffrey’s way. “Hand me the broom, please. I have to sweep up in here.”


Grimacing, Geoffrey bites back, I just finished sweeping up in there, but he knows better. Nothing is ever clean enough for Dean when company is expected. Rolling his eyes, he retrieves the broom and hands it to Dean.


Before Geoffrey can execute an escape down the hall to their room, Dean turns to scold him. “Geoffrey, I need your help here.” Reluctantly, Geoffrey crosses over and helps pull the couch out so Dean can sweep up the dust and excess dirt.


Appreciating the profile of Dean’s form as he leans forward to capture more dirt with the broom, Geoffrey wishes the man would let up with all this cleaning. After Dean finishes his task, Geoffrey leans in close, whispering hotly in his ear, “Anything else you need me to do?” Today’s observations have reminded Geoffrey how Dean has matured into a very sexy man, like fine wine, he muses. “Our guests won’t arrive for another two hours.” And, he whines inwardly, if you would just let up on all this cleaning, we could relax and enjoy ourselves in the shower.


Though no prude anymore, Dean has his mind on more practical matters. His eyes continue to scan the room, landing on the coffee table—it is cluttered. The coffee table—cheese tray! Turning, he orders Geoffrey, “Get the soya cheese out and start cutting slices.” Remembering the way Geoffrey put the last cheese tray together, he adds sternly, “Arrange it nicely this time. Use a little parsley as garnish, and put a small bowl of sweet pickles in the middle.” Suddenly, remembering an important detail, he concludes, “and set out the crackers I baked—arrange them nicely, too!”


“I don’t see why you get me to do these things. I can never meet the standards you set.”


“If I had time,” Dean answers crisply, “I would do it myself. But I don’t.” Hands sawing the air frantically, he admits, “I need you to help.”


Laughing, Geoffrey bows, “Your servant ever.”


Exasperated enough to roll his eyes, Dean sighs, “We only have two hours before the first guests arrive.” He points dramatically now toward the kitchen.


“I’m going.” Geoffrey’s hands go up in defense and he flashes his please don’t shoot me grin. “Soya cheese tray. Crackers. Pickles. At your will!”


After Geoffrey turns the hall corner, Dean shouts out a reminder, “Don’t forget the real cheese. I bought some cheddar and some Brie. Mike loves Brie.”


Calling from the kitchen, Geoffrey says, “I don’t know why you expect him every year. Mike Fulton never comes.”


“He promised me he’d come with Todd this year.”


“He never comes!” Geoffrey reminds him gently, but sternly.


“I messaged him through his wave link at work. He replied he was coming!” Dean refuses to see Mike Fulton for what he has become, choosing instead to remember the man he was before his husband passed on.


“Fine.” Geoffrey is no longer trying to mask his exasperation. “He’ll come. I’ll put out the Brie!”


“He promised me!” Dean insists. “He promised both Todd and me!”


Although Geoffrey had not meant to be heard, his low growl still makes its way from the kitchen into the living area. “He’s a good one for making promises.”


As much as Dean would like to defend Mike right now, deep down he knows Geoffrey is right. Mike Fulton is not the same man who married Dean’s best friend twenty-one years ago. That man died the same day his lover, Will Middleton, passed on. Dean and Will had been best friends since high school. Everyone, in those days, had expected Dean and Will to partner for life. But events happened, things changed, and then Dean met and married Geoffrey Hunter. Shortly after, Will Middleton met Mike Fulton in his first year at Antinous Uni; by the end of that year, the two men had married. Dean had always thought his friend had rushed things, but he understood why Will had chosen to marry so fast. Mike had proven to be the best of all partners for Will, and an amazing Papa to Todd.


Only in the last few years has the man changed, leaving Dean to worry about Todd. Mike Fulton is a grown man who can work things out for himself, but at fifteen, Todd is still too young and impressionable. He needs a father’s guidance to help him through the confusing years. Dean has done his best to offer Todd help, but his access to the young man is limited. “I wish Mike would let Todd live here with us,” Dean often laments to Geoffrey, who always answers, “He is not our son.” As if to impress his point, he always asks, “Would you let Frank go off to live with the Middletons if I had been the one to pass on instead of him?” Although partners keep their own surnames, it is traditional to refer to the family unit by the genetic parent’s last name. Since Todd was Will Middleton’s genetic offspring, his last name is that of his father. Since both of the Hunter boys are Geoffrey’s genetic offspring, they, too, go by the last name Hunter. Had Dean been able to keep his last name and provide the genetic material for a child of his own, that child would have borne Dean’s original last name. Hadrian’s reproduction laws, however, have denied Dean the responsibility and privilege of producing an offspring.


Today, Dean responds to Geoffrey’s question by placing his hands over his bowed head. “No! I could not—but I’m not like him!”


Geoffrey reenters the living room as Dean puts the final touches on the coffee table. He has rearranged the candle plates and is now holding a few stray magazines in one hand and a dust rag in the other. Dean remonstrates, “Mike Fulton is still the boy’s papa and he loves Todd!”


“But he’s never around when Todd needs him!” Dean is so exasperated he begins to weep. “And I promised Will that I’d look out for his boy.”


“And you do,” Geoffrey says. He wants to embrace Dean, but he knows when Dean is like this, any physical contact only causes him to revert back to old habits.


Oddly enough, it is Dean who reaches to Geoffrey for an embrace. “And he is so much like his father it scares me.” As Dean’s hands are full, he does not wrap his arms around Geoffrey so much as step in to allow his husband’s arms to wrap around his back and clasp the sides of his shoulder blades. Dean bends down to rest his head against Geoffrey’s shoulder.


“You don’t have to worry about Todd,” Geoffrey says reassuringly. “He and Frank are tight. And one day, I swear to you, those two will be a unit.”


“I hope so.” Dean nods his head against his partner’s shoulder. “You’re right. I worry too much.”


“All right.” Geoffrey gives Dean one more squeeze before releasing him and issuing a mock stern order. “We better finish getting ready for your party! It is Happy New Year after all!”


“And,” Dean adds gaily, “Hadrian’s fiftieth birthday!” The two men kiss briefly. Then, through misty eyes, Dean confesses, “I really love you, Geoffrey frey Hunter. I am grateful every day that I have you in my life.”


Moved by Dean’s honesty, Geoffrey kisses his lover passionately. As soon as Geoffrey releases him, Dean springs back into action. When Dean has a party to plan, there is no stopping the man!




*****




















Salve!


A Year in Review


HNN—Melissa Eagleton Reporting





This past year has been a quiet one for Hadrian with only four outsider attacks against the wall. According to Lieutenant-General Birtwistle, only one attack was from an organized force. The Alberta regiment, the Manitoba brigade (consisting mostly of descendants from what used to be southern Manitoba), continues to demand we return Hadrian’s land to them. Lieutenant-General Birtwistle is confident the losses incurred by the enemy were sufficient to deter any future attacks from this military force. “We had to use incendiary rockets against the enemy.” Sighing, he closed his eyes I’m sure in an attempt to block out grim memories. “We took out their entire squadron.” He then shook his head sadly. “It was the only way. They were clearly organized and had with them scaffolding apparatus. Hadrian’s war policy is very clear. No outsider is ever to enter Hadrian!” An understandable policy after June 13, now commonly known as 6-13, and considering the constant bombardment of plagues ravaging many outside countries. The last thing Hadrian needs is for a contaminated outsider to bring a plague inside our walls. Lieutenant-General Birtwistle feels Hadrian no longer need fear the Alberta regular army. As he reminded us in his interview, “Alberta’s Prime Minister has assured us, via wave link, it is no longer providing this regiment with additional forces. Remember,” Lieutenant-General Birtwistle said, “it has been over eight years since the Alberta army has sent any regiment besides the Manitoba Brigands to attack our borders.” The fact that Lieutenant-General Birtwistle refers to this particular regiment as bandits suggests that they are no longer regular army but are themselves becoming another desperate rabble, outsider victims fruitlessly trying to slip through our walls.


Lieutenant-General Birtwistle would also like Hadrian to recognize Private Katrina Jones, who was awarded the Antinous Sword, posthumously, for her brave actions. Prior to the incendiary rockets being used, she stood bravely at the wall repelling the invaders. She died of a gunshot to the head.


Inside our walls, new progress has been made in strengthening the firewalls that keep the outside net from infiltrating our wave link. Unfortunately, some noxious hate literature, written by Leigh F. Butler, brother of Jeremiah F. Butler, the notorious suicide bomber of 6-13, slipped through last month. In his hate statement, he declared the citizens of Hadrian to be devil spawn and blasphemous sinners. Unfortunately, he was able to spam his cruel words to all our high schools via wires, terrifying and confusing many of our youth. Quoting his antiquated Bible (my apologies to those Hadrian citizens who choose to believe in this God), he referred to us as the abominable villains of Sodom and Gomorrah and warned that the dirty nuclear device his brother exploded was really God raining fire upon us and that more such rain is destined to come our way. Leigh F. Butler and his message of hate is a brutal reminder of the need for vigilance at our borders. Estelle Ramones, head of Hadrian’s Institute of Computer Science, assures us that the latest version of the firewall will stave off future attacks of hate literature.


On a positive note, agricultural engineer Quintin Laugharne claims to have biologically engineered an even hardier soya bean than the one Will Middleton introduced to our southern grasslands fifteen years ago. Will Middleton’s revolutionary work helped usher Hadrian closer to a fully self-sustaining country. Using Middleton’s research as his base, Laugharne has now stabilized the bean’s genetics so it will grow even in our milder summer seasons. The soya bean, known for centuries as a life-saving plant with its high levels of protein, has saved Hadrian from over-dependency on food imports from the outside world.


Even prior to the addition of the soya bean industry, Hadrian had always been very close to self-sufficient. Because Hadrian’s borders include one quarter of the world’s largest inland freshwater lakes (believe it or not, Hudson Bay used to have a high concentration of saline that we harvest along its shores) and numerous bountiful rivers, we do not lack access to fresh water like many parts of the outside world. The boreal forest in our northernmost regions, with careful harvesting and a solid forest reclamation plan, provides us with all the pulp and paper we need. Our fishing industry and farms all boast bountiful harvests, and the mining of quartz and ore meet our basic metal needs. As we enter a new year in the life of Hadrian, we can happily claim the future is in our hands. Happy fiftieth birthday, Hadrian!


Vale!

















A New Year’s Kiss





The Hunter home is immaculate. You could run a finger into its deepest crevice and not pick up any dust. This obsessive cleaning trait of Dean’s only rears its ugly head when company is expected. He has also taken great pains to ensure that both party rooms, living room and kitchen, are decorated to match the evening’s festivities. All of the Hunters’ guests, when greeted at the door, are presented with one of Dean’s hand sewn (and starched!) conical hats. Using colorful scraps of hemp linen he produced over a dozen of these hats with tassels for his guests to wear. Every year he sews a new one, always for Geoffrey to wear. The living room is decorated with a rainbow of cheesecloth strung across the ceiling and others dripping down to the floor. Two of the three living room wall screens are turned on with festive imagery slide shows, the third reserved for the Salve! New Year count down. Dean also has a series of handmade noisemakers, including miniature drums, castanets, and whistles. Along with all the traditional New Year’s paraphernalia, Dean makes sure each guest starts the night with a glass of wine or his choice of liquor. With all the gaiety surrounding him, the multiple coos over his décor, and the layout of the food, one would expect Dean to be thrilled—but he isn’t. It is already ten-thirty and still no Mike and Todd. Frustrated at having no way of contacting Todd, Dean just paces in the front hallway, periodically looking toward the door.


“Dean,” Geoffrey whispers, placing a hand on his lover’s shoulder to settle him. “Our guests are in the living room, not the front hall.”


“I’m just—”


“Waiting for Todd; I know. But,” with gentle opposition, “if Mike were going to bring him, they’d be here by now.”


“I just hate the thought of that poor kid stuck at home alone on New Year’s Eve,” Dean laments.


“You don’t know that, though, do you?” Geoffrey reminds him.


Dean shakes his head angrily. “Oh, but I do! Mike Fulton is either working overtime for more credits, or he’s out with a new boyfriend.”


“You have no right to judge the man,” Geoffrey remonstrates.


“I’m going to take the bubble.” Seeing reservation in Geoffrey’s eyes, Dean attempts to justify his actions. “I just want to drive over there and see if Todd is home.”


“Dean,” Geoffrey reminds him, “the bubble won’t run right now. It’s been too cold. You know that.”


“It’s only minus five out there.”


“It was minus twenty yesterday,” Geoffrey reminds him. “The battery is dead.”


“It’s been out in the sun all day, it should be charged up by now.”


Geoffrey grimaces, “Dean—”


Before Geoffrey can finish Dean jumps in with, “I’ll take public transit then.”


“Dean!” Geoffrey grabs Dean’s arm before he can turn toward the closet. “You’re not thinking rationally.”


“Please, Geoffrey, let me go.”


“No, Dean. Your responsibility is to your guests.”


Just as Dean nods his reluctant assent, there is a knock at the front door. Dean rushes to answer it. Todd is standing outside. With his shoulders stooped and his body bundled inside an old black jacket, Todd looks stouter and shorter than he really is. In fact, Todd is 5’ 5” and quite muscular since he trains year round for his favorite sport, b-ball. He also likes to wrestle and plays v-ball on the offseason to stay in shape. In the summer, he swims in Hudson Bay. His wavy brown hair (hidden underneath a wool toque) is the same color as his eyes, which currently stand out against his thick frosty eyelashes. His hands are stuffed inside his jacket pockets because he lost his gloves a few weeks ago. “Hi, Papa Dean,” he stutters through shivers. “Can I come in? I’m freezing!”


“Of course you can.” Dean pops his head over Todd’s shoulder. “Where’s your Papa?” Seeing no sign of Mike Fulton, Dean asks, “Did you walk here?”


“Yes, sir,” Todd answers as he steps inside. Dean doesn’t even bother to ask why Todd never took public transit—no thumbprint, no credit, no access to public transit. He doesn’t remove his coat, though, since he is still cold. Although winters in Hadrian are relatively warm, never falling much below -15° C anymore and this New Year’s Eve is considered mild at -5, Todd still had to make the trek across town. Todd and his Papa Mike live in subsidized housing on the northern edge of Antinous, Hadrian’s capital city, whereas the Hunters live in a more posh region, along the Nelson riverbank.


Dean shoots Geoffrey an exasperated look before smiling for Todd and asking, “Is Papa Mike working overtime tonight?”


“Nah, he has a big date,” Todd says while shrugging off his coat.


The way Dean glares at Geoffrey over this piece of information one would think Geoffrey was to blame for Mike Fulton’s absence. Geoffrey chooses to ignore Dean’s pointed expression, welcoming Todd with a handshake. “Well, we’re glad you were able to join us, Todd.” Gesturing, he adds, “Go on into the kitchen and help yourself to some punch. Frank’s in there with Roger and a friend.” Following Todd with his eyes as he walks away, Dean calls, “Mind you take from the purple bowl. The crystal bowl is for adults only!”


“And tell Frank to quit eating all our food,” Dean adds as Todd disappears.


“Yes, sir,” Todd chimes back from the kitchen.




* * * * *





Frank, Anthony, and Roger are the only ones in the kitchen. The three boys are clustered together around the table filled with food. Like most teenage boys, Frank’s appetite is humongous, so he has spent most of the night standing at the kitchen table eating. Todd laughs, “Papa Dean wants you to quit pigging out!”


Frank smiles as soon as he sees Todd. He instantly steps forward and pulls Todd in for a bear hug. Being so much taller than Todd, standing 6’ 3”, he actually lifts his friend off his feet, holding him suspended briefly. “Glad you could make it, pal. We were ready to give up on you.” Frank is a very attractive youth. His oval face and reddish brown hair, although slightly feminine, do not detract from his obvious strength, for like Todd, Frank is muscular. He too enjoys playing v-ball, b-ball, and wrestling. He is even a long distance runner for track. His eyes are a speckled green, blue, and gray. When Frank smiles, his eyes always seem to light up.


Anthony scowls as soon as Frank greets Todd, instantly turning his back to concentrate on the cheese and crackers. Like all of Frank’s boyfriends, Anthony is short, standing only 5’ 5½”. He has a small wiry frame, almost too skinny. Although he stands by the food table and appears to pick at the cheese, he doesn’t eat anything.


“Hey, Todd,” Roger calls out happily. Todd is like an older brother to Roger, sometimes even more so than his real brother. Frank is great, but he doesn’t listen like Todd. Whenever Roger is upset and neither father is around, Todd is the next person Roger seeks out for help. Frank is a last resort because he seldom ever takes seriously anything Roger has to say. “Want some Brie? Papa Dean put it out for your Papa Mike. Is he here?”


Todd leans in between Anthony and Frank. “Excuse me, skinny,” he teases Anthony, who does not respond, refusing even to move out of the way for Todd. Frank grabs Anthony’s shirt collar and pulls him to his side. Anthony’s smile for Frank barely conceals his contempt for Todd. Todd is not oblivious; he knows Anthony is jealous, which is utterly stupid since he and Frank are just friends. Cutting off a huge chunk of Brie, Todd slathers it on a cracker before offering it to Anthony, “Here,” he teases, “let’s fatten you up a little so Frank has something he can grab onto.” Roger howls in laughter.


Anthony glowers at Todd; then peering up, he complains, “Frank, your friend is being mean to me.”


Todd chuckles along with Roger while Frank fights back the desire to join in. “Anthony, he’s just playing with you.” Sensing that his little boy is about to explode into one of his famous hissy fits, Frank calms Anthony down by kissing him. Although he still refuses to talk to Todd, Anthony is mollified. As they watch this display, Todd winks at Roger while stuffing the cheese and cracker into his mouth.




* * * * *





“Geoffrey! Geoffrey!” Dean cries out frantically. “Do you have the champagne ready? Melissa Eagleton is starting the countdown!” This bottle, Champagne Philipponnat Clos des Goisses, their last bottle of real French champagne, has been waiting patiently for over four years for tonight’s special celebration. With major cutbacks on imports, it is not likely they will ever have another such bottle to drink. They had ordered one case on their tenth anniversary, drinking a bottle each New Year and anniversary until 6-13 ended any chance that they could order more. Since then, their last remaining bottle has sat in solitary confinement inside its case in the far reaches of their cold storage awaiting Hadrian’s Fiftieth New Year’s Eve and Birthday celebration. As Melissa Eagleton’s voice drones along with the guests (all eyes glued to the Hunters’ wall screen), Dean calls out impatiently, “Geoffrey, please!”


Geoffrey enters the room with the champagne bottle in his hand and the cork teased halfway out. Smiling, he gives the bottle a slight shake—just enough to get the bubbles flowing, but not so much that any of the valuable wine will get wasted on the floor. “Cork ready to pop, dear.”


Dean sighs audibly, moving swiftly to the coffee table to retrieve the tray with one dozen crystal flutes, one for each of the eleven men present at their little New Year gathering. The extra flute, having been intended for Mike Fulton, will sit empty on the tray. As soon as the count hits one, everyone in the room cheers “Happy New Year!” along with Melissa Eagleton. Every man turns to his partner or neighbor, extending the traditional New Year’s kiss. Geoffrey and Dean kiss gingerly, due to the delicate nature of the tray held between them. Once the first round of kissing is complete, mostly moderate pecks since the only two couples present are Dean and Geoffrey and Frank and Anthony, Geoffrey pops open the champagne and pours everyone a drink. Although he gives full portions to the adults, the four teenage boys only garner a half glass each. Frank tosses his flute back, downing the expensive wine in one dramatic gulp. Geoffrey shakes his head. Dean wants to lecture him on such folly, considering how expensive this particular bottle is and how they are never likely to taste such luxury again, but before he or Geoffrey can express their displeasure, Frank turns Todd’s way and pulls him in for a kiss. And not just any kiss. Frank spins Todd as if in a dance, dipping his best friend low before diving down for his lips. It is a very romantic gesture, and as angry as Geoffrey and Dean are at Frank for having downed the expensive champagne, they are both pleased to see Frank engaging in a kiss with Todd. Neither man dislikes Anthony, but both men are hoping for a union between Frank and Todd. Smiling at the sight, Geoffrey feels the need to kiss his lover one more time, a little less gingerly now that the tray of flutes no longer hinders him.


After Frank releases Todd, he dips his flute into the punchbowl; then raising his flute high, he offers up another toast to honor Hadrian’s birthday! Anthony does not participate in this cheer. Having watched Frank kiss Todd, the young man boils over in anger and jealousy. Pushing through the small crowd, he stops briefly to glare at Todd. And then, intentionally banging into Todd’s shoulder, he pushes past him to storm out of the front room and down the hall to Frank’s bedroom. Frank shrugs his shoulders Todd’s way before following Anthony out to set things straight.


Todd turns to leave, figuring he’s overstayed his welcome, but Papa Dean catches him by the elbow. “Happy New Year, Todd.” Dean tussles Todd’s hair as he speaks.


Ducking away to avoid Dean messing his hair too much, Todd laughs in reply, “Happy New Year, Papa Dean.” Then, with a half-hearted smile, “and Happy Fiftieth Birthday, Hadrian.” He lifts his flute in a token toast.


“Fifty years. Pretty amazing, eh?” Dean is smiling, not having felt the tension yet.


“Uh-huh.” Todd is barely paying attention to Dean. He is staring in the direction Frank left in pursuit of Anthony.


Noticing the distant look in Todd’s eyes, assuming rightly it has something to do with Frank and Anthony, Dean comments, “That was some kiss you and Frank had.”


“You mean Frank had!” Exasperated, Todd exclaims, “I wish he’d stop doing things like that to me!”


“So tell me what was wrong with the kiss?”


“It was too much—over the top—Frank always goes overboard. I mean, that’s the way you kiss your boyfriend. And I’m not Frank’s boyfriend.”


“Why not, when the two of you get along so well?”


“Because Anthony is Frank’s boyfriend.”


“Does that bother you?”


“No.” Shaking his head, Todd reiterates, “Really, Papa Dean, I’m not jealous of Frank’s dating other guys.” Somewhat confused by the truth, he confesses, “I don’t know why,” and confirms with his eyes, “I love Frank. You know I do.”


Papa Dean places a hand on Todd’s shoulder. “I know.”


“It’s just, well, I’m not ready to date yet, and Frank obviously is.” He shrugs. “I can’t be angry at him for that. Besides,” he adds judiciously, “I have no time for that sort of thing. I have to concentrate on school and b-ball. Keep my average up and my game sharp so I can get into uni. That way I won’t have to be a soldier and can work toward being an agricultural engineer like my dad!” Excited by the prospect, Todd adds, “You know Dad introduced soya bean to Hadrian. I want to introduce rice. That’s the last food substance we still have to import. Can you imagine if we could grow our own?”


Dean smiles, pulling Todd in for a hug. “That’s an admirable goal, son. It would make your father proud.” Dean hugs Todd a little too hard but the young man doesn’t mind. Both men are re-experiencing the grief of loss: for Dean, the loss of a dear friend, and for Todd, the loss of a father. Releasing Todd, Dean takes a moment to brush a lock of hair out of the boy’s eye. “There is so much about you that reminds me of your father.”


Todd beams. He loved his dad. There are nights he will dream his father is still alive, only to wake up and suffer the crushing reality of his death all over again. The transition of joy to sorrow, though seemingly infinitesimal, is very real. The light in Todd’s eyes blurs and tears begin to fill. “Why did he have to die?”


Papa Dean re-submerges Todd in his arms. “I don’t know, son. Life is seldom fair. Sometimes all a man can do is make the best of it.”


“I want to make Dad proud of me. I want to be just like him.”


Todd breathes these words against Dean’s aching chest. “You are, Todd, like him in so many ways.” Perhaps too much, Dean worries. “But you have to be your own man, too. And I know,” he says, now pushing Todd back slightly so he can look him in the eye, “whatever you decide to do with your life, your father would be very proud of you!”


“Thanks, Papa Dean.”


Dean frowns. His little pep talk has not removed the shadow covering Todd’s mood. “All right, out with it.”


“Out with what?” Todd asks, shifting his eyes away.


“You are still upset about that kiss, aren’t you?”


“Sort of.”


Todd is evasive. Papa Dean will not let Todd escape telling him about his anxiety. “Why does the kiss bother you this much? It just looked like the two of you were having some fun.”


Todd’s eyes darken. “It may have looked like fun to you, but as sure as Hadrian was gay, it didn’t look that way to Anthony.”


“Ah, Anthony.”


“Yeah, Frank’s boyfriend. How could Frank kiss me like that in front of him? That’s the way you kiss your boyfriend! Not your best friend.”


“So, you’re worried about Anthony’s feelings, then?” Dean is not convinced.


“Yes—no.” Todd knows better than to lie to Dean. Papa Dean always has a way of wriggling the truth out of him. “I’m worried about all the hateful rumors he’s going to spread when we go back to school.”


Papa Dean is concerned. “Does this happen a lot?”


“Every time Frank does something stupid like that in front of one of his boyfriends.” Exasperated, Todd says, “Everybody he has ever dated hates me! And they have all called me horrible names behind my back. Last year, Iggy told everyone I was a strai.”


“A strai?” Dean asks, angered. “I hate that word! It’s so derogatory. It’s no one’s fault if he’s born straight. He’s to be pitied, not mocked.”


“And then,” Todd barges on to avoid discussing Iggy’s accusation, “Frank avoided me for six weeks because Iggy made him choose between him and me. The same thing is going to happen with Anthony; I just know it!”


Although sensitive about the topic, Dean will not let Todd pass over such a volatile accusation. “Whoa, back up, son. Have his boyfriends accused you of being straight?”


“Iggy told everyone I was a strai—a cu—cunt—hammer—.” Todd closes his eyes, trying not to cry. “And he’s not the only one. Just about every boy Frank’s ever dated has said that about me.” Shaking his head in disbelief, he adds, “They never say it to my face, of course, but Crystal tells me everything.”


“Is Frank aware of this?”


Todd shrugs.


“I plan to ask him,” Dean says.


Todd opens his eyes, fear evident. “Please, Papa Dean—no.” He sighs. “It’s going to be strained enough between Frank and me as it is. After he’s done talking to Anthony, I’m willing to bet you won’t be seeing me around here for a good month—at the very least.” Looking down at his feet, Todd concludes, “Anthony is not the type to put up with competition.”


Dean turns grim. “That explains all those times you’ve been absent from our house the past few years.” He shakes his head. “That is not to happen anymore.” Lifting Todd’s chin to look at him, Dean says, “I promised your father I’d keep an eye on you. How can I do that if you’re avoiding my house? Promise me you’ll come over at least once a week.”


“But—,” Todd stutters.


“No buts.” Papa Dean is stern. “Sunday dinner is the easiest. Promise me Sunday dinner at the very least.”


“Papa Dean—Frank’s boyfriend will nev—”


“Frank’s boyfriends come and go like the wind through foliage. You are a son to me.” Refusing any argument, Dean adds, “Frank can tell his boyfriends what he should have been telling them all along.” Todd looks up quizzically. “That you are like a brother to him!” Taking a moment to calm down, Dean finds his smile. “So, Sunday supper?”


Todd smiles, relieved he doesn’t have to lose touch with Papa Dean. “Thanks, Papa Dean!”


“Try not to let petty, jealous slurs hurt you. Surely you can see the irony?”


Todd expresses his gratitude by giving Dean a grizzly bear hug. “I love you, Papa Dean,” he blurts out unexpectedly.


Dean laughs and hugs the boy tighter. “I love you too, son.” Kissing the top of Todd’s head, he promises, “And I will always be here for you.”




* * * * *




















Salve!


Illegalizing Outsider Technology


HNN—Melissa Eagleton Reporting





As many of you are aware, Hadrian’s government officials have met numerous times to discuss whether or not outsider technology should be made illegal. The debate is proving to be a most volatile one, and our opinion polls show that many of Hadrian’s citizens are divided on the issue. For some, it is a matter of cost. Outsider technology comes cheaper than the contact vocal lens. For others, anything brought into Hadrian from the outside world could potentially be contaminated. We must remember that disease is rampant in the outside world, and the possibility that some deadly bacteria, for which there is no cure, can spread through such importation is very real. Yet, as my producer wisely puts it, “We still import rice, sugarcane, fruits, and vegetables that are unable to be grown this far north. Coffee and cocoa,” two of his favorite vices, “although nearing impossible to acquire except at exorbitant prices, are also among those items imported into Hadrian.” As these are items we consume, it seems, he claims, to be rather ironic—silly in fact—for Hadrian citizens to be over-zealous when it comes to the use of outsider technology. “These, after all,” he stated at our pre-production meeting, “we do not eat.” I must admit, what he says makes sense, yet it still sends a chill down my spine when I think of Hadrian’s citizens making use of outsider technology. When one citizen uses outsider technology to contact another connected by voc to our wave, the ramifications are frightening. Viruses intended to damage our wave network can do substantial damage to Hadrian’s businesses, government, and educational institutions. Then there are the numerous instances of spam messages, voicemails, and videos containing hate sent intentionally to destroy our citizens’ morale and frighten our children. Too many times have these insidious viruses littered our wave network. The importation of food items does none of these. As inconvenient as it might be for some


of our citizens to abandon the less expensive communication devices purchased through outside companies, remember, Hadrian’s government offers wall screens and tablets credits below the least expensive outsider tech. Everyone in Hadrian can still be connected to the wave. The potential ban of outsider technology will not see the less fortunate of Hadrian citizens bereft of communication. Government devices may be slower but they are definitely a lot safer for Hadrian.


Vale!

















Illicit Communication





The following Sunday, Todd fails to join the Hunters for their family dinner. Dean demands to know why. Frank’s answer is evasive, “Todd’s sick.”


Angered by Frank’s dismissive attitude, Dean stretches his hand across the table, demanding, “Give me your cell phone!”


Frank gasps, flabbergasted. “My what?” He has not told anyone that Todd, Crystal, and he own cell phones. No one knows they communicate through an outsider satellite phone service. Although using such a service is not illegal in Hadrian, it is certainly frowned upon.


Geoffrey looks up, dismayed and discontented. “You have outsider technology?” His voice is curt and solemn.


“No!” Frank protests.


“Don’t lie!” Dean insists, still holding out his hand, palm upward, waiting for the recalcitrant technology to be handed over to him. “It’s how you communicate with Todd, isn’t it?”


Geoffrey glares at his son. Frank shivers. Roger pales, suddenly very afraid for his older brother. Neither father has ever raised a hand against his children, but the look in Geoffrey’s eyes suggests he is fighting back the desire to cuff Frank right now. Frank, too, notes the rising anger in his genetic father. Continuing the lie will only land him in even more trouble, so Frank capitulates to the truth. “Please, Dad,” he begs, “Todd can’t afford a voc. No one knows, I swear!”


“Your Papa Dean knows! He found out, didn’t he?”


“It’s not like it’s illegal,” Frank mutters weakly.


Growling now, Geoffrey asks, “Are you aware that people are currently debating making use of all outside technology illegal in Hadrian?” Staring intently at his son, he continues, “And if it becomes a crime, that means one of only two punishments: exile or death.” Pausing to the let the gravity of the situation sink in, he concludes, “You know we have no prisons in Hadrian.”


“I know, sir,” Frank mutters into his chin. Frank is now pale with fear. Roger begins to cry.


“And,” Geoffrey adds, a little too cruelly, “they are suggesting anyone who would want to use outsider technology must be straight. To be caught with a cell phone could mean a one-way ticket to a reeducation camp. I do not want either of my boys to be thought of as a strai.”


“Don’t use that word, please,” says Dean, surprised by his husband’s word choice when Geoffrey knows how much he hates this commonly accepted slur.


“But,” a horror-stricken Roger cries out, “Frank’s not straight!”


Turning to his youngest, Dean attempts to calm him. “Roger, dear, dry your eyes. Frank is not in that kind of trouble.”


“But he could be,” Geoffrey growls.


Dean begins to regret that he brought up the subject in front of Geoffrey. “It is not necessary to frighten the boys, Geoffrey.”


Geoffrey gives Dean a knowing stare. “Yes, I think it is. You of all people should understand that.”


Neither boy catches the undertone of Geoffrey’s remark, but Dean feels its sting. He closes his eyes briefly before re-summoning his strength. “Well, owning outsider tech is not illegal yet, and we’ve caught the boy before anyone else has.” Waving his open palm as a reminder to Frank, he says, “As soon as he hands over the device, this whole uncomfortable business will be over.”


“You heard your Papa, Frank!” Geoffrey orders. “Give him the phone!”


“Give it to him, Frank. Give it to him,” Roger begs. Frank obeys.


“Now, Frank,” Geoffrey instructs, “you can forget about the rest of your supper. Go to your room and study.”


“Yes, sir,” Frank says as he stands and turns to leave.


Before Frank can walk past his father, though, Geoffrey grabs hold of his arm. “Promise me right now that you will never use outsider technology again.” When Frank’s response comes a second too late, Geoffrey tightens his grip and growls, “Promise!”


“Yes, sir,” Frank weeps. His only contact with Todd is lost now because Anthony won’t even let him look at his friend in school. “I promise.”


Geoffrey releases his grip. “All right, go to your room.”




* * * * *





Later that night, after Geoffrey retreats into his study to prepare for another week at the office, Dean sneaks up to Frank’s room. He brings the remains of Frank’s dinner with him. Because Frank is tall, he often gets lightheaded if he doesn’t eat properly. Dean often wonders where the boy gets his height since Geoffrey is so short by comparison. Obviously from his genetic mother, he reminds himself, and yet, Roger, Frank’s genetic sibling, is also short. Ah well, there really is no explaining the oddities of genetics, Dean muses. Knocking lightly on the door, Dean waits for Frank’s acknowledgment before entering. Frank is sitting at his desk studying (as his father had instructed). Dean crosses the room and places the plate next to the computer slate Frank uses for school. The Hunters are wealthy enough that they were able to purchase Frank his own slate rather than make do with the school’s slower version.


Frank smiles when he sees the food. “Thanks, Papa Dean. I’m starving.”


“I knew you would be, a big boy like you. You shouldn’t go without food.” Shaking his head, he adds, “But your father was angry, and he was right to send you to your room.”


Pulling Frank’s cell phone out of his pocket, he studies the ancient technology a moment. “Come over to the bed and sit down with me.” Shaking the phone slightly, he says, “I want to talk over a few things with you.” Frank complies and follows his papa to the bed. Dean pulls open the poster curtain and the two sit side-by-side on Frank’s king-sized mattress. “Whose idea was it to buy these things?”


“Mine, but Crystal agreed. I mean, without a voc, it’s really hard to keep in touch with Todd. And vocs are just too expensive. We couldn’t buy him one of those.”


“No,” Deans concurs. “That’s for certain.”


Pleading now, Frank says, “We’re the three gay caballeros, Papa Dean; we need these to communicate.”


Dean smiles briefly, “The three gay caballeros. I like that.” More sternly, now, he asks, “Do you understand why your father got so angry with you over this?”


“Not really,” Frank admits. “He went a little crazy if you ask me.”


“What you need to understand, Frank, is that Hadrian went a little crazy after 6-13.”


“I know 6-13 was bad, but that was eight years ago.”


“Yes, it was. Even so, fear of the outside world hasn’t abated. To have a dirty nuke explode in your borders, killing so many people, destroying so much of our fertile land—well, surely you understand there is a lot of distrust for anything outsider—especially technology.”


“I’m sorry, Papa Dean. I just wanted a way to keep in touch with Todd is all.”


“I understand. But we all have to make sacrifices for Hadrian’s lifestyle. You know that, right?”


“Yeah—I don’t know—I guess.”


“One of those sacrifices includes importation of many fruits and vegetables we used to enjoy and delicious items like coffee and chocolate and,” adding sternly, “outsider technology.”


“But it’s not illegal yet.”


“But it’s frowned upon and you know as well as I do that it’ll be illegal soon enough. Now,” handing the phone to Frank, he says, “show me how this thing works.”


“Huh?” Frank is flabbergasted. After getting into so much trouble, he can’t believe his papa wants to use the phone.


“I want to ask Todd why he didn’t come tonight.” Dean is matter-of-fact in his request. He understands that neither Mike Fulton nor his son, Todd Middleton, have vocs. There is no way of messaging them either since their wall screen broke down a few months ago.


Frank is uneasy about phoning Todd. He has been avoiding him to placate Anthony, and he knows how much he hurt his friend when he texted him not to come over tonight. “But, Papa Dean, Todd’s sick.”


“Really?” Papa Dean is not fooled. “Call him now!”


“But Dad said—”


“And, I’m telling you to phone him. Now!”


Frank takes the phone out of Dean’s hand and begins pressing different keys, “Yes, sir.” When the number starts to ring, he hands the phone back to Papa Dean. Listening intently, he can just make out Todd’s voice as he answers, “Hey, Frank, what’s up?”


“You don’t sound sick to me.”


“Huh?” Todd is confused. This is not Frank’s voice.


“It’s Papa Dean.”


“Papa Dean.” There is a moment of reflection. “How did you—?”


“Frank is not as circumspect as he thinks he is,” says Dean.


Frank lowers his head as if he can feel Todd glaring at him through the phone.


“Oh.” Todd remains silent, waiting for Dean to pass judgment.


“Don’t worry. I’m not going to tell on you.” Todd’s sigh of relief is audible even to Frank. “These little devices are not illegal—yet. But they are more conspicuous than the vocal contact lens so you boys have to be doubly careful.” When Dean stares intently at him, Frank nods in agreement, corresponding with Todd’s reply of, “Yes, sir.”


“Now, Todd,” says Dean, quickly changing the subject, “I have a bone to pick with you.”


“Sir?” Todd feigns confusion, but he knows exactly why Dean is upset.


“You promised me Sunday dinner—and,” he adds swiftly, “don’t pretend you’re sick!”


“I’m sorry, Papa Dean, but Frank—”


Dean cuts Todd off instantly with a curt remark directed at his son. “I know—Frank!” Dean is staring so intently at him that Frank begins to sweat. “I understand, but that doesn’t mean I am letting you off the hook. You promised me Sunday dinners, and if need be, I will pick you up and take you out to eat. That is until Frank gets his ‘love life’ settled.” Frank responds by staring at his feet. “So,” Dean states crisply, “I will be around to pick you up next Sunday; let’s say 6 p. m.”


“But Papa Mike, he’s so proud—he’ll say no.”


“You let me deal with Papa Mike. Does he know about this phone?”


“Yeah.” Then adding in his Papa Mike’s defense, Todd adds, “He doesn’t like it, but he understands.”


“Okay, put him on the phone, then. I’ll talk to him now.”


“He, uh…” There is an awkward silence.


“He’s not home, right?”


“No, sir.”


“On a date?” Dean is bitter at this news. It is not that he holds anything against Mike for forming a new relationship; it’s just he has been forming new relationships since, well, within weeks after Will died. It seems Mike turns to the arms of strange men to help him forget, and Dean suspects he also turns to whiskey. Sighing at circumstances beyond his control, Dean adds with determination, “I’ll get a hold of him at work this week. Papa Mike will agree.”


“Thanks, Papa Dean.” Todd is relieved. He is lonely right now. When he’s not at school or in b-ball, he’s stuck at home alone, with nothing but studying or the odd text with Crystal to keep him from dying of boredom.


“Now,” Dean is quite stern, “before I give this phone back to Frank, I want both of you boys to promise me to be more careful! No one—and I mean NO ONE, is ever to know the two of you are using these things. Is that understood?”


Although in separate rooms in different ends of the city, both boys answer in unison, “Yes, sir!”




* * * * *




















Salve!


Masturbation Rules


HNN—Melissa Eagleton Reporting





Earlier this week, we had quite the heated debate over the topic for tonight’s Salve! In all honesty, I was at first uncomfortable about discussing such an issue so openly on air. I suggested this topic be best left to the education system to deal with. Hadrian’s Sex Education Curriculum is one of the finest worldwide. However, my producer pointed out, quite correctly, that this topic is not something meant only for our children. Parents, too, need some coaching—not in terms of “how to”; most of us can figure that out quite nicely on our own—but rather in terms of how to talk to our children about this issue. So today’s topic is masturbation and what to do if you accidentally walk in on your child—doing—ahem—pleasuring him—or herself privately.


Often when a parent accidently walks in on his or her child masturbating, the moment becomes one filled with consternation and embarrassment for both parties. What is really important in this situation is not to allow our initial emotional reaction to take precedence. Allowing discomfiture and disquiet to dictate the now critical discussion, or worse yet, to allow these emotions to avoid the issue all together, is not instrumental in helping your child develop a healthy attitude toward his or her body and the act of masturbation. Clearly this is an act everyone has committed once or twice, perhaps many times over. The old religious myth fanatics used to scare their sons’ hands away from their penises. “You’ll go blind” is, as my producer succinctly put it, “hooey.” Therefore, the question begging to be asked is: Why do some parents still react badly upon the discovery of their child’s masturbatory acts? When we respond unfavorably to such a natural instinct, we are perpetuating the folly that masturbating is sinful. Again, to quote my producer, “That very notion is absurd.” As the parents of Hadrian’s children, we need to remind ourselves that masturbation does not hurt anyone! On the other hand, it is actually beneficial to both body and spirit. Masturbation is a great stress reliever, and the release of sexual tension is something every single human body demands.


In fact, masturbation is a great sexual alternative for our youth. The startling rate at which our teens become sexually active suggests the need for proactive measures. What better pro-active measure than masturbation? It allows your son or daughter to release built-up sexual tension without sexual bonding and forming of intense relationships prior to being emotionally ready. For, as we all know, the body is often ready for sexual release long before the average person is emotionally ready for a serious relationship.


Still, it is important that your child understand how masturbation, colloquially referred to as “petting the kitty” or “lengthening the leather,” is a very private act and not one to be shared with others—and no doubt, many a parent has been embarrassed by the accidental discovery of his or her child’s private affairs. But it is critical you step past these uncomfortable feelings—wait out enough time to allow the embarrassment to abate, and then discuss the issue with your teen. This is critical. Children of Hadrian should never feel wrong for committing such a natural, useful act. Murad Nasser, Hadrian’s top medical practitioner, recommends that we orgasm at least once a day, even if one does not have a sexual partner. Masturbation, he says, is a necessary act, possibly even vital to maintaining good physical and emotional health.


In fact, parents, don’t wait for that accidental moment; be pro-active. Sit your son or daughter down today and hold a frank discussion about this matter. Let your child know that it is okay to masturbate—just remember, it is a very private act that should never be expressed in public. As well as ensuring your child understands and accepts masturbation as a natural act, make sure he or she knows masturbation is something best done alone.


Vale!

















Images of Crystal





Todd’s room is actually a walk-in linen closet. Because his and Todd’s bungalow has only one bedroom, Papa Mike removed all the shelves in the closet and restructured the middle shelf as a bed with dresser drawers underneath. The shelf is long enough and wide enough for one single mattress. Screwed into the wall above the head of Todd’s bed is a small reading lamp so Todd has some light. The door to Todd’s room is the original folding door that came with the linen closet. About two feet are between the closet door and the bed shelf for Todd to move around in. More often than not, he leaves the folding door open to give the illusion of more space, but today, he has the door closed.


Currently, Todd is half-lying, half-sitting up on his bed, with his upper back and neck pressed against the wall. Images of Crystal Albright (his and Frank’s other best friend and fellow sport fanatic) moving in slow motion waft through Todd’s brain. He envisions her musky cinnamon scent and the way she looks in her tight green dress. The fingers of his one hand are actually caressing the smooth lacquered pages of a very old Hustler magazine, circa 2010. Open to the pullout image, the woman Todd pretends is real looks alarmingly like Crystal. Both women are tall, thin yet muscular, have short dark hair, stunning brown eyes, and big breasts.


Todd found the magazine in the recesses of Papa Mike’s closet. There a small box lay hidden, and curiosity, though deadly to the cat, is fodder to Todd’s desire. He doesn’t even question what contraband porn is doing hidden inside his papa’s closet. He simply found the match to ignite his wakening desires. Without being self-conscious, Todd returns with the magazine to his small bedroom.


Down the hall, Papa Mike is opening the door.


“Hey, Papa Mike, is Todd in?” Frank asks as he enters.


“Yeah. Was he expecting you?”


“No. I’m just hoping we can talk.”


“What’s wrong? You look distressed.”


“I just broke up with Anthony.”


“Break-ups,” Papa Mike replies conciliatorily, “are the worst at your age.”


“Yeah.”


“Well, come on in then. He’s in his room.” Gesturing, Mike adds, “Just head on down.”


It only takes a moment for Frank to walk to Todd’s room, open his door, and walk in on him in the act. Giddy at the sight, Frank blurts out, “Hadrian’s Lover, Todd! Are you jerking off?”


Todd gasps, quickly rolling over to face the wall, his actions immediately abandoned. Suddenly, all his heat is spent, and his sun collapsing pulls Todd’s psyche deep inside its black hole. One thought alone resonates: Thank Hadrian, my pants aren’t down. Fortunately, Todd did not bother removing his pants so he is not revealing an exposed buttock to his companion. Panic stricken, a second thought suddenly emerges: What if he finds out? Shaking, Todd tries desperately to hide the magazine clutched in his left hand.


Frank quickly slides the door shut behind him, hoping Todd’s Papa Mike didn’t hear his outburst. There is just enough room for Frank to stand in front of Todd’s shelf. “Oh, man,” he whispers. “That is the sexiest thing I have ever seen.”


Hoarse, Todd blurts out, “Go away, Frank.”


“No way.” Frank sits down beside Todd. Tickling his hand up Todd’s spine, slithering it over his shoulder, Frank’s hand begins to make its way back down Todd’s chest. Todd curdles, contorting into the fetal position, ironically bringing Frank’s hand closer to its mark.


“Please, Frank, don’t.”


“Just go with it, baby.” That is when Frank feels the magazine clutched in Todd’s hand. “Are you using porn?” Giggling. “I love it!” He clasps the magazine and gives it a gentle tug. Todd’s grip tightens. “Come on; let me see, too.”
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