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Chapter One:


He Has to Behave


 


SOMETIMES I think Sonny forgets that he’s my ex. As in past tense. Done and over. Finished and moved on. In the past. And by ex I mean ex-boyfriend, not ex-husband. If it’d been legal for us to do so, do I think I’d have ever married him and made that particular legal commitment? Taken that big step and harnessed myself to him, heart and soul—in for the long run, the whole for better and for worse thing?


God help me, I think I would’ve.


Luckily, I saw the “for worse” thing happen before my very eyes, even as the “for better” thing shrank into a reality so infinitely tiny it would have taken the largest emotional microscope in the world, with a magnification capacity that even I did not possess, to find it. It shriveled up and died and submersed itself somewhere deep inside my chest, within this overabused, underappreciated muscle known as my heart. Unfortunately, it’s still there, ’cause I can feel it, and it hurts a helluva lot.


So let me get back to my point. Sonny is undoubtedly my ex. If I don’t make that clear, then nothing else I say will ever make any sense, and for a writer, that would be the supreme tragedy indeed.


Well, other than the whole broken heart thing. But I think I just covered that.


Who am I? Timothy Austin Mansfield, but don’t be thrown off by that big moniker. Just call me Tim. My mother, whom I love dearly, and whom I wouldn’t trade for anything in the world, although at times I’d consider renting her out—Just kidding, Ma!—has more variations on my name than I can count, but I let her get away with it, just because. Father Michael is allowed to call me Timothy, and he does. But honestly, I prefer Tim.


Sonny, during our baker’s dozen of years together, acquired the unfortunate habit of calling me Tim-tim. When I was flush in the throes of our heated love, I ground my teeth and bore it, but deep inside, I truly hated it. Now that we’re done, I don’t allow it. I’m a grown man; I think I should have a say in what people call me. Sonny never seems to get that particular lesson through his thick head. At least that’s what I have to assume, ’cause I tell him constantly that’s not my name.


I know what you’re thinking. He’s your ex, as you’ve made painfully clear, why do you talk to him so much? Or at all? Not like we have children together, right? Of course not. Neither one of us is physically equipped for that. We did have a dog, a beautiful dog. He was a Doberman pinscher, a purebred, complete with papers. The gentlest dog I ever knew. There are so many stereotypes about Dobermans being cruel and vicious creatures. Not true. Jared was sweet and loving and affectionate. He got old, though, as animals and people are wont to do, and I had to make the difficult decision to put him out of his misery.


It was shortly after that Sonny became my ex.


He moved out of our apartment and back into his mother’s house. She was overjoyed, believe it or not, to have her little boy home again. Maybe that’s part of his problem. At the age of twenty-eight, Sonny’s hardly a little boy. And trust me when I say he doesn’t look like one either.


Sonny’s real name is Mario, but he’s been called Sonny since he was a small bambino, as his mother puts it, so Sonny it is. Sonny stands almost six foot tall in his bare feet, which are surprisingly small for a man, almost dainty. He has chocolate brown hair that grows thick but not long, and generally looks tousled; blue eyes so dark that sometimes they look purple in the proper light, framed behind silver wire spectacles; a generous nose and wide sweet lips that have been known to give the most amazing head this side of anywhere. Put that with the body of an Adonis, and you have Sonny.


I had Sonny, but not anymore. He seems not to realize that, though. At least not most of the time. Hence the part where I see him more often than should be considered normal for someone who’s my ex. Which is where I began.


Sometimes I think he forgets that he has indeed attained that past participle ex-boyfriend status. Granted, it’s only been six months. His mother tells me he just needs time to adjust, please don’t be too hard on her boy. Yes, I still see her too. On a rather regular basis, in fact. Hard not to, when she’s my mother’s best friend. Lucky me. Lia’s a nice lady, I love her to death. But she has this deep-seated belief that Sonny and I are going to get back together again, a belief he seems to share. Along with my mother. And most of our friends.


No one seems to listen to me when I say snowballs rolling along the floor of Hell have a better chance of survival than our relationship. Least of all Sonny. I guess that’s why he keeps coming over here, because in some strange deranged naïve corner of his mind, there’s still an us, and he isn’t an ex. So he wanders over whenever he wants. Sometimes he calls, sometimes he doesn’t. Today he called.


Sometimes I just get tired of telling him no. Some days I don’t even get that far. Today, I didn’t want to waste my breath, so I just said, “Fine. As long as you promise to behave.”


By behave, I mean quit assuming we’re going to have sex. Even if sometimes we do. I know, I know, he’s my ex, right?


Sometimes I just don’t know where to draw that fine line, I think. No wonder the boy’s confused.




Chapter Two:


Slow Learner


 


EXPERIENCE IS a wonderful teacher. It’s taught me that if I want to keep my sanity, I need to keep my front door locked at all times. Otherwise, Sonny thinks he has an open invitation to walk through that door whenever he’s in the neighborhood and so inclined. The hell he will is my attitude. What would happen if I were in the middle of a date or something? Think how embarrassing that would be. Hey, it could happen. It does happen, on rare occasions. I’m not a monk or anything. I have needs too.


He did that once. Walked in on me in the middle of a date. I think the guy’s name was Kevin. Or Brad. I forget. That’s not the point, anyway. There we were, eating dinner. Okay, it was a carryout pizza, but it counts, it’s food. So what if I didn’t do the sweating over the stove thing? I am capable of doing it when I choose.


So we’re set up on the couch, my ultracomfortable blue couch, the one Sonny and I picked up off the street on bulk trash day. All it really needed was a little TLC—a little upholstering by my mom, and it was good as new. We’re watching some Arnold Schwarzenegger movie—Eraser, I think—chewing on cheesy Italian love food, and having a civilized conversation in between watching people get erased–something Sonny is totally incapable of, by the way. The civilized conversation, I mean, not the erasing. Not that he’s capable of that either. Never mind. At any rate, in waltzes Sonny himself, like he owns the place, carrying a twelve-pack of cold beer and wearing a shit-eating grin. He plops his ass down on my sofa—never mind that the cushions still hold a Sonny-shaped imprint of that delectable derriere—and he helps himself to pizza and asks how we’re doing as he proceeds to dole out the beer.


Suddenly, the movie’s forgotten, and the floodgates have been opened in entirely the wrong direction. I can’t seem to get a word in edgewise—I’ve become the Invisible Man. By the end of the evening, my date leaves—with Sonny. ’Nuff said. See why he drives me crazy? Neither one of us saw or heard from Kevin/Brad again. Small loss.


I hear the rattle of the knob first, then the thump of Sonny clonking his head against the door. He must have expected it to open just because he wanted it to. Serves him right, idiota. I give him a minute to figure it out before I take pity on him and open the door. He’s rubbing his temple, wearing a why-did-that-just-happen look.


“Hey Tim-tim,” he greets me, his momentary frown melting into a sweet smile. Damn that man, anyway.


“Don’t call me that.” My automatic response. He has no beer in his hands today. Or anything else that I can see. “Can you find your way in, or do I need to draw you a map?” I snark, walking away and taking a seat on what is still my sofa. I deliberately stretch my legs out so that I take up the entire space, and my thick white-socked feet are sitting on what was once Sonny’s favorite pillow—the one with the two cherubs on it. Mine too. He can take a chair.


But he doesn’t.


He simply picks up my legs as if they were breadsticks and slides beneath them. Great. Now I’m half on Sonny’s lap. Not a good place to be. I’m all too aware of his thighs, and I can’t help but picture them naked—with me between them.


Time to change the subject. Or start one rather, before I find myself sliding inside of him and giving in to him, no matter what he wants.


What does he want? Good place to start. “Why are you here?”


He’s giving me that half-lidded sultry Sonny look, the one I know only too well. Picking up one of my feet in his hand, he begins to rub it through the thick sock. Damn him.


“No,” I quickly interject. Before my second brain overrules my first.


“No what?” Look at him, pretending to be Mr. Innocent. Suddenly he raises his hips, fumbling in his pocket. My legs are pressed against his groin. Damn. I can feel his cock rising already, just like mine. Before I can reply, he has his wallet in hand and is pulling out a photograph. He thrusts it at me—I’ve no choice but to take it.


It’s a picture of a sleazy motel with me standing in front of a door marked 17, jacket hood pulled down, trying to hide my face, growling at the camera. Our first time at a motel. I remember it well. Not because it was so good or anything. Other reasons. I scowl at the memory.


“I found this today,” Sonny burbles, oblivious to my mood. “I was wondering if they’re still that cheap, ya know?”


Is he for real? I stare at him in open-mouthed amazement. “I should hope the Department of Health’s got them shut down by now.”


“Whaddya mean?”


“What do you mean, what do I mean? The hotel was $19.99 for a reason, Sonny.” To myself, I add, and you were there for reasons of your own… but not the kind everyone might think. How could I forget? He asked me to go ’cause he’d gotten the room but his intended date was a no-show. So he called me.


“Oh. I was thinking maybe we could go back there. You know. Relive old memories?” He tosses my foot aside before I have a chance to shake it loose from his warm grasp. Suddenly he’s on top of me, his length on mine, his eyes burrowing into mine.


He wants to relive old memories of a night when he made me second choice because some himbo dumped him? What fucking nerve. I see red at that moment, and I shove him off as hard as I can. He drops like a sack of shit, onto his back.


Idiota.




Chapter Three:


Sometimes the Truth Hurts


 


DON’T ASK me why I did it. Not why I pushed Sonny off the couch—that part, I understand. That’s because he’s an insensitive lout who can be totally clueless at times. No, I mean why did I, after heaving him off me as hard as I could, do a complete turnaround and not only help him up but allow him to place his head in my lap, in an utter reversal of our previous position, despite all the alarm bells going off in my own head?


Maybe it was the whimpering. I hate to hear a grown man cry, you know? All right, maybe it was more than that. Maybe it was because deep, deep down inside, I really can’t find it in myself to hurt him, no matter how many times he’s hurt me. I’m just too soft for my own good, and I know it.


“Tim-tim, why are you mad at me?” He’s turning those doe eyes on me, those sweetly sad puppy eyes that make my insides turn into meaningless goo. Like caramel, but less tasty.


“Sonny, when will you get it into your thick head I’m not in love with you anymore? We aren’t together, and it’s time you moved on? Read my lips, Sonny. I… don’t… love… you…. Capisce?”


For a moment, nothing is said between us, as if he’s actually mulling over my words.


“I’ve told you this before,” I add. My voice sounds weak, even to me.


“Tim,” he says at last, his momentary deliberations at an end. “It’s funny how your eyes always look away when you say that.”


The boy is smarter than I give him credit for.


He rolls over in my lap, until he’s facing my crotch. Right away, I know this can’t end well. But his breath is so warm against my jeans it’s making my cock swell again. He reaches up, catching the zipper between the thumb and forefinger of his left hand—unfortunately for me, he’s quite ambidextrous. He begins to tug at it, and the teeth begin to release.


Why aren’t I stopping this? Damned if I know.


“Sonny, what are you doing?”


“Can’t you tell?”


“Well, yes, but I mean why are you doing that?”


“That’s a different question, then.”


I groan at his sudden grasp of logic, my zipper down, and my briefs showing an embarrassing stain already, my growing cock clearly defined. If I don’t find a way to fight this, I’m doomed and I know it.


He’s breathing into the fabric, pressing his lips against my erection, caressing it. His fingers are headed toward the waistband, and I know I should stop him, know I should make him behave, but there’s a part of me that just wants to enjoy this, wants him to cater to me, to make me feel good, for once. I mean he owes me, right? It won’t mean anything. Just a blow job between friends.


Maybe that’s what we really are—friends with benefits.


I moan, making the mistake of moving. Only instead of moving away from him, I’ve actually made it easier for him to take my cloth-covered dick into his mouth. I attempt to speak, but the sounds that emerge can in no way be classified as a verifiable language, much less English.


His fingers tug at my underwear, pulling it down. The trouble with that is my jeans are still there. So he isn’t going to get very far that way. Maybe it’s just as well, I think, but my cock protests, asking me can’t I do something to mitigate the circumstances so Sonny can proceed in his obvious plans to have his way with me?


How hard would it be for me to raise my hips, slide down my pants, and let nature take her course? His tongue is swirling around the head of my cock, which is peeping out of my briefs, complaining about the lack of comfortable space therein. His lips encompass the head, taking it in, eliciting an anticipatory shiver from yours truly.


Oh yes, Sonny, more, take more, please, please, please take more.


I’m going down for the count now, and I know it. One hand grips the arm of the sofa; the fingers of the other are tightly entwined in Sonny’s hair. My hips are rising of their own volition, as if begging him to strip me of my pants—and my dignity. He slides his mouth farther down my need. Oh damn, it feels so good, so warm, so wonderful. I feel myself about to say something stupid, something Sonny-induced, despite my protestations to the contrary mere moments ago. See what effect he has on me?


But before the ill-fated syllables can make their escape, I hear music. No, it’s not the music in my heart. To be more precise, I’m hearing Yo Ho Sebastian, the Cosmo Jarvis song. That’s Sonny’s ringtone; I’d know it anywhere.


I’ll give him credit for not diving for it immediately, for continuing to pay attention to my aching hard-on as long as he does. But seriously, as much as I love the song, it’s just not conducive to getting my cock sucked.


So with a sigh, and knowing I’ll regret it, I push his head back gently. “You should take that, Sonny.”


Why not? The mood’s broken, and common sense is flooding back into my extremities. Well, except for one, which is furious with me and curling up to prove it.


He manages to reach his phone, twisting himself up and off me in the process, flipping it open. Listens intently for all of ten seconds, then shuts it.


“Sorry, Tim-tim, gotta go.” A quick kiss on my lips before I even have time to think, much less react, and he’s gone. Out the fucking door.


Seriously? Now who’s the slow learner? I zip myself up, feeling an ache in my chest that just won’t quit.




Chapter Four:


Slow Learner


 


IT’S BEEN two weeks since Sonny went out that door, two weeks since a damned phone call interrupted a potentially intimate moment between us.


All right, it was just a blow job, but that’s beside the point. It was mine, and I wanted it.


It’s been two weeks, that’s the point. Two weeks with no sign of Sonny, either in person or on the phone. Not an e-mail or a postcard. No flowers, nothing. No, he doesn’t usually send flowers; I’m being sarcastic. That’s my way of coping, that’s what that is.


I should be happy, right? I should be able to see the writing on the wall; it’s written in large enough letters, isn’t it? He’s finally gotten it into his thick head that he’s my ex, and he’s gone. Now I’m free to move on myself, instead of always waiting for him to show up; I’m free to live my own life. No more waiting for that other shoe to drop. Not that I wasn’t free before, but having Sonny always potentially underfoot does put a definite crimp in one’s love life.


So why do I feel so uneasy? No, more than that, why do I feel so damn miserable that I haven’t seen him or heard from him? Am I just a glutton for punishment? Or do I just want to see him that badly?


You know, it’s not like he hasn’t stopped coming around before. Usually after episodes when he drives me so crazy I tell him to fuck off and die. No, I never mean it. Just kind of mean it. Temporarily. But then he lays low for a few days—or a week—and comes waltzing back into my life like everything’s hunky dory. Mr. Oblivious.


But it’s been two weeks. I’ve got a bad feeling about it this time.


The easiest thing to do would be to call Sonny. But wouldn’t that be defeating the purpose? I’d just be opening that can of worms all over again.


On the other hand, maybe I’d stop seeing him everywhere I go. I thought I saw him walking just ahead of me today when I was leaving work. I’d already locked the office up for the night. My office, that is. I don’t think I’ve mentioned this before, but I own my own company, one where I do payroll and accounting for small businesses. It’s what I went to school for, what my degree’s in. The rent’s low, the building isn’t fancy, but the neighborhood’s pretty cool. Right next door to me there’s a fortune-teller named Sue. She reads Tarot cards, I think. Or crystals. I’m not really sure. But she’s pretty nice.


So anyway, I lock up, tell Sue good night, and I’m heading toward the parking lot to get into my car when I see this guy, and I think it’s Sonny. And before I even have time to think about what I’m doing, my hand’s on his shoulder, and my heart’s beating rapidly, and I’m about to yell at the schmuck, I’m that happy to see him. ’Til he turns around and I realize it’s not Sonny, not even close. I apologize, of course, and the stranger—for of course that’s what he is, no one I’ve ever seen before—just gives me a weird look before he walks on, while I want to crawl into a hole somewhere and die.


That wasn’t the only time I thought I saw him, but it’s the only time I made an idiot out of myself. More than usual, that is. After that incident, I used a bit more discretion and took a second look before figuring out it wasn’t really Sonny.


Enough is enough.


It’s time for me to pull my head out of my ass and move on, I decide. Which is about the time my phone rings, as I’m sitting there in my apartment, having this self-serving pity party, debating with myself on whether or not I feel like cooking, and definitely leaning toward not. It’s my mom, and she’s inviting me to dinner. Says she’s made lasagna, and a salad, and cheese garlic bread, and would I like to come over. My grumbling stomach decides for me so I accede to her wishes. I don’t mind spending time with my mother, not at all. I actually enjoy her company. I feel guilty I haven’t even talked to her since Sonny disappeared, being rather distracted by his not being around. To somewhat make amends, I pick up a bottle of wine on my way to her house so I don’t show up empty-handed. White, ’cause it’s what she likes. I don’t care what it goes with or doesn’t go with. Who made those rules? Seriously.


It isn’t until I’m at the door that something hits me, and I start to wonder if maybe I haven’t been set up. Maybe I’m being played for some sort of a schmuck by my mother, the matchmaker. I’ll walk in that door, and there he’ll be—sitting at the dining room table, leaning back in one of the chairs, balancing it on two legs. It’s what he does, all the damn time. Why he doesn’t fall backward onto his thick head is beyond me, but he never does. She wants us back together, I know she does. So what better way to do it than over Sonny’s favorite Italian food? Boy, am I dumb.
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