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ALL ABOUT THE BOY

A Collection of Short Stories

P.A. Friday


Dedication

Fandom friends, this one’s for you.
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Pretty Little Straight Boy

 

Stefan and the others sat around the campsite, passing the vodka bottle to and fro. Robbie was raving about Claire—as per usual. Mike was getting drunk at a rate of knots, and Stefan wondered how long it would be before he got to the sleeping or puking stage. It always happened, and Mike never learned. Rufus was sitting quietly, watching the others. Rufus always had been the quiet, mild one of the bunch. Robbie and Stefan were up for anything, and Mike always did his best to join in. Rufus…Rufus was the gentle one, putting the brakes on the worst of Robbie and Stefan’s pranks.

“She’s so gorgeous. Don’t you think?” Robbie demanded, waving the vodka bottle around as if it would help him make his point.

“Damned if we do—damned if we don’t,” Stefan retorted. “If I say she’s hot, you’ll think I want to hit on her; if I say she isn’t, you’ll be the one hitting me, in a very different sense. I’d like to point out, however, that I have the mobile numbers of three equally hot girls in my possession, and don’t need your girlfriend’s as well.”

“I’ve only got eyes for Josephine,” added Mike, whose relationship was only a month old and who tried to drop her name into every conversation, no matter what the topic.

“I think she’s beautiful,” Rufus said, smiling.

It was all very well for Rufus, of course, thought Stefan. He’d come out to them three years ago, so Robbie was hardly going to accuse him of wanting to get into Claire’s knickers.

“Thank you,” Robbie said expansively, passing Rufus the bottle as if he’d won it with his words. “See? Beautiful. Your man here said it.”

“And he, of course, is the expert on all things female,” Stefan retorted, grabbing the bottle from Rufus and necking it.

Stefan had been camping with his mates every summer since they were sixteen and had just taken their GCSEs. That year, they got drunk for the first time and boasted about the girls they’d dated and how far they’d gone with them—Stefan with rather more truth than the others. He got the girls almost without trying—always had.

At seventeen, Robbie had confessed his massive crush on Claire Alcott—as though it were any kind of secret. Four years later, the couple was still together, having started dating at the beginning of their final year of school.

At eighteen, their school days behind them, Rufus had come out to them.

“The girls don’t know how lucky they are!” Stefan had teased.

“And we’re safe anyway,” Robbie had added. “No one in their right mind would want Stef or Mike, and Claire would cut off your balls as well as mine if you made a move on me.”

The conversation had degenerated into chaos at that point, Stefan and Mike assaulting Robbie for the insult while Rufus just grinned. They might not have shown their support in the most conventional way, but he understood they were okay with it.

At nineteen, a year into uni, they’d looked at each other a bit nervously, wondering whether the year apart had made them different people, less close friends. It hadn’t. Mike still couldn’t hold his alcohol, Robbie had joined five different societies, Rufus was still quiet and steady, and Stefan… Stefan was enjoying the “all you can eat” buffet of girls at university.

Come twenty, Mike had admitted sheepishly that he had his first girlfriend. By the end of the summer, the relationship was over, but they’d had fun teasing him nonetheless.

And now they were twenty-one, uni was over, and this was a kind of last hurrah—the final burst of freedom before Robbie moved in with Claire and took up his computing tech job, Mike went into teaching, Rufus started his Masters—“still a student, then,” they’d teased him—and Stefan… Stefan still wasn’t sure what he was going to do. Maybe take a gap year—work for a bit and then see the world. See if he could find a new girl in every country.

The first vodka bottle was empty and the second far from full when Robbie said, “Hey, let’s play hide and seek!”

There was scoffing from the others.

“Yeah, ’cause we’re twelve, not twenty-one,” Stefan barracked.

“Come on, it’ll be fun. We always used to; you know we did.”

“When we were twelve,” Stefan repeated.

“You still are,” Robbie retorted. “Anyway, go on. Rufe can be ‘it,’ and the rest of us’ll hide.”

“When I catch you, you get a forfeit, right?” Rufus asked, bowing to the inevitable. Robbie always got his way—they all knew that by now.

Robbie laughed, raising the vodka bottle and downing a mouthful. “If you catch us, sure.”

Rufus rolled his eyes, then turned to face the tents and started counting. “When I get to fifty, I’m coming after you, so get going.”

The other three split up, heading in different directions. Stefan took shelter in the lower branches of a tree, some distance away from the camp. He didn’t know where Robbie and Mike had gone, but it wasn’t too long before he heard Rufus crashing through the forest; shortly after that, Rufus had clearly found Mike.

“Okay, forfeit time,” Stefan heard Rufus say. “Twenty sit-ups while clucking like a chicken.”

Stefan grinned. That was the thing about Rufus—he might be quiet, but he had a pretty daft imagination under all that. Mike groaned. “’S a joke, right?”

“Get started,” Rufus said in return.

Stefan grinned as he heard rustling and clucking, and then, a few moments later, he stopped grinning as the noise changed to a less amusing one.

“Oh, jeez,” he heard Mike say.

“Not again, Mike!” Rufus sounded sympathetic rather than pissed off, despite his words. They were all resigned to Mike’s love-hate relationship with alcohol. “Come on. I’ll take you back to the camp.”

Mike groaned. From the sound of it, Rufus was half carrying his friend. The noises faded into the distance, and then there were the footsteps of one man returning. Stefan waited to be found, but it seemed Robbie was next on Rufus’s hit list.

“Get out of that bush, Robbie,” came the order, followed by, “As Claire is probably always telling you.”

It was Robbie’s turn to groan—this time at the bad joke rather than as a result of illness. “Hilarious, Rufe. Like you’d know anything about girls anyway.”

“Forfeit time.”

“Yeah, yeah, go on.”

“You’re going to run the length of Forest Road.” Stefan laughed to himself. Forest was the road nearest to their camp, stretching half a mile.

“That’s a shite forfeit,” Robbie objected.

“You’re going to do it naked.”

“What the fuck…?”

“Your suggestion to play; take the consequences. You can strip here, so I know you’ve done it. And for God’s sake, Robbie—when you’re done, go back to the camp and look after Mike.”

“Sick again?”

Rufus didn’t even bother to answer. Mike’s intolerance for alcohol had been a running theme in too many of their get-togethers. There was a bit of a shuffle, and then Stefan heard Robbie jogging away. Which meant that the footsteps coming towards him were…

“See you, Stefan.” Rufus looked up at him in the tree, swaying slightly from the amount of alcohol he’d consumed. “Come on down.”

Stefan swung himself out of the tree, falling forward clumsily onto hands and knees. Fuck, alcohol played hell with his reflexes. “Going to give me a forfeit too, then?”

A smile flitted across Rufus’s face.

“Hey, pretty little straight boy, suck my dick.”

The words were slightly slurred; Stefan couldn’t imagine Rufus saying anything like this when sober. He must be just as drunk as Stefan. Stefan waited for the moment when Rufus laughed and said he didn’t mean it. Mike was back at the campsite, and Robbie was presumably still doing his run, out of sight and earshot. It was just Stefan and Rufus, alone in the dark.

“Huh?”

Rufus smiled. “Your forfeit. You heard. And you’re already on your knees. You look good on your knees, Stef.”

Stefan realised with a sudden jolt that he actually wanted to do it. Maybe it was the alcohol, but Rufus stood there looking at him, and Stefan looked back, an unspoken challenge passing between them. Stefan knew perfectly well that Rufus didn’t expect him to do any such thing. And yet…and yet… He’d said it, hadn’t he? Which meant that Stefan had the perfect excuse—because Stefan realised suddenly that he was, indeed, going to do this—put his mouth round Rufus’s cock and take him at his word. Deliberately, keeping his eyes locked with Rufus’s, Stefan reached up to the zipper on Rufus’s trousers and pulled it down, pushing the material apart.
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