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Abandoned to freeze to death in a winter
forest by his father because of his homosexuality, Jonathan
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Dan has been fighting his own demons since
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Chapter 1

DAN STARED INTO the fire burning in front of
him. Outside, the fall night was freezing cold. It hadn’t been
snowing yet, but the temperatures had dropped well below the
freezing point, and the fallout of moisture covered every tree,
every bush, every straw of grass, and every roof. Everything around
had a thick white coat. It looked quite lovely.

The moon was out, almost full, and shone its
bleak white light onto the landscape, assisted by the many stars
that were out that night.

Dan took the short walk with his dog a while
ago, leaving the comforts of his small house by the lake to take
Rascal out. The dog hadn’t been too thrilled about the prospect of
getting his paws wet and cold. He tried to do his business as
quickly as possible, turning back towards the house, but Dan kept
pressing on. They headed for the shore, which lay in the middle of
a local forest, and eventually, under protest, Rascal followed
suit, ever by his master’s side.

Despite the many layers of clothes that Dan
was wearing, his woolen beanie, thick gloves and boots, he still
froze immediately.

“I’m not made for this weather,” he mumbled
to himself, getting a look from Rascal indicating then what are
we doing out here?

They walked silently along the lakeshore,
which was covered by the season’s first layer of ice. Rascal picked
up the odd scent every now and then of a rabbit or a deer. The
wagging of his tail and sniffing was a clue of his find as he’d
walk off to various directions. But Rascal always came back quickly
as Dan walked on undeterred. No fun tonight.

As they reached the far side of the lake,
where he could see his house, lit up by a couple of lamps, he
stopped. He stood gazing out into the night, looking at the lake,
which really was more of a large pond about half a mile in
diameter, in the middle of a clearing in the forest. He and Sean
bought the log cabin five years earlier. It was an old fishing
cabin, owned by a distant relative of Sean’s, who had passed away
that year. The family hadn’t really known what to do with it, too
small for year-round living, too remote, too primitive.

Dan quietly looked over the lake at his
house. Sure, it may only be a modest cabin, but he lived there
year-round now. After officially becoming a couple, Sean moved in
with him into his city condo. It wasn’t long after that they bought
this escape of theirs. They started to renovate the cabin
immediately, making it their retreat whenever they could. Sean
loved to fish, loved to hunt, hunt…

The final thought seared through Dan’s
thoughts with a pain that cut off his breath. The hunt…

After a year of blood, sweat and more than a
few tears, they were done. The cabin was insulated for year-round
use, electricity was added thanks to a small generator, and their
local water well was connected to the kitchen and bathroom so that
they could take a hot shower and do the dishes without having to
leave the house. Our best decision…

Dan closed his eyes and let his imagination
drift away, overlooking the scenery with his inner eyes. He took a
deep breath, inhaling the scent of the cold, fresh air, the sounds
of the forest and the feel of frosty, snowy surroundings. He
imagined Sean out there on the lake with a small pole, sitting on a
short stool next to a hole in the ice, trying to catch something
for a romantic dinner.

The hope of actually seeing Sean forced Dan
to open his eyes again. The night looked so bright with all the
stars and the moon. The lake was frozen alright, but only barely.
It had only been cold for a few nights, and therefore no sign of
any tracks, human or otherwise.

Disillusioned, Dan kept walking, circling
the entire lake. Eventually he returned to the house, knowing that
he’d find some comfort there from a hot chocolate and the burning
fire that always made the small living room inviting, warm and
comfortable.

Back inside the house, he dried off Rascal
and removed his own outer clothes and boots. Rascal had joined
their small family shortly after they bought the house. Sean had
always wanted a pet, but living in the city, it hadn’t seemed fair
to keep a dog. No space, no forest, nowhere to really run and be a
dog. But out there, by the lake, Rascal could live a great life.
The young golden retriever seemed to agree, always jumping happily
as weekends approached, knowing his pack would take him to the
lake, where he would hunt frogs, chase ducks and run off the itch
of having been locked up all day in a city condo. No matter how
large the condo was, no matter that the boys took him on long walks
to a nearby park, it wasn’t the same as the lake. Rascal enjoyed
the cabin. His favorite spot was near the fireplace where he’d
stretch out on an old quilt that Sean inherited from an aunt.

The cabin was really small. A bedroom, a
small en-suite bathroom with a shower and sink, a living room, and
a kitchen with a small, round, wooden dining table hugged by four
chairs. It was tiny, but cozy. It was theirs. His.

Dan looked into the fire burning in front of
him. The logs he’d put in after coming back from his walk were
slowly dying. The orange, yellow and white flames were giving way
to a more reddish purple as the wood turned to coal, charred,
glowing faintly. It was still warm in the house, the stone hearth
radiating with heat from a fire that had been lit for a long
time.

As he watched the dying embers rising from
the fire, his thoughts drifted back to Sean, and that fateful
hunt.

Sean was out with a couple of friends to
hunt deer when one of the guns had gone off by accident, killing
him instantly. Dan eventually buried him right there, on the spot
where he had fallen, a mile from the house. He remembered hearing
the shot and wondering which of the boys had shot the deer. He felt
a sense of pride for his lover, for his hunting skills. Although
Dan himself couldn’t harm a fly, let alone fish or hunt, it had
always been Sean’s passion, to provide for himself, for Dan.

It’s been one year today.

Shortly after Sean’s death, Dan sold his
condo in the city, and moved out to the lake, permanently. He quit
his job at the paper and started to freelance, writing for various
journals and magazines around the country. It enabled him to stay
at the cabin with Rascal, near Sean.

His life had become quite solitary really,
but he didn’t mind. You only get one shot at the happiness I
had, he had convinced himself. He added a couple more logs to
the fire, still cold from his walk.

Dan lost track of time, his mind wandering
back to all the memories he’d shared with Sean. The laughter, the
midnight swims in the lake in the summer, waking up next to him in
the morning, Sean’s cooking.

One year, and I miss you so terribly…

He had really stopped living then. Without
Sean, his life was meaningless, empty. Not even Rascal could cheer
him up, despite his daily attempts, despite sleeping on the bed
every night, right where Sean would have slept… Dan knew the dog
meant well, as limited as his intellect was, guided by his
instincts alone.

Who knows, if it were not for Rascal,
then… He didn’t finish the thought, although he thought about
it often enough in the months after Sean’s funeral. In the end, he
couldn’t go through with it. Not just because of the dog, but he
couldn’t do it for Sean. His lover had been such a firm believer in
life, in taking chances, in making the most of every single
opportunity, just as he had with him.

Sean met him at a gay bar back in the city,
noticing Dan the second he walked through the doors. Not hesitating
for a moment, Sean walked over and introduced himself with the
corniest pickup line in the history of gay dating: “Hey, handsome,
where have you been all my life?” Sean flashed a smile that
could’ve melted steel, stretching out his hand for a casual
handshake.

They disappeared into a small bubble,
talking, drinking beer, talking, slowly moving closer. Eventually,
Sean’s hand found its way onto Dan’s thigh, resting there
comfortably, as if it belonged there.

They did take it slow, dating for almost a
year before Sean moved into Dan’s large condo in the city’s central
business district. Dan was a successful journalist who’d won
several awards for his writing, while Sean was taking his stab at
life a tad more casually. He was studying to become a lawyer,
working as a paralegal, making enough money to pay bills, but
spending every free minute at the beach or in the forest, fishing,
hunting, surfing, and enjoying life to the fullest. Dan had never
met a guy with such a huge appetite for life, and a large circle of
friends that shared the same passions. Dan was immediately
intimidated by the group, but Sean always made him feel
welcomed.

Dan was an introvert, shying away from
social interaction that wasn’t absolutely necessary. He often felt
at odds with the world, happy only when he had his head buried in
his writing, analyzing a project or taking long walks in solitude.
He’d often wondered why Sean sought him out, the loner in the back
of the bar, mulling quietly over his beer.

But he did, and it had been the best years
of his life. Until…

He didn’t hear the footsteps outside the
house, he was too deep in his own thoughts. He didn’t even hear the
first cautious knocks on the door, timid, trepidatious.

Rascal heard, jumping up from his place by
the fire, trotting over to the door, barking.

“What’s the matter, boy?” Dan wondered,
looking toward the door. Another knock, more barking, and Rascal’s
tail wagging as if an old friend was waiting on the other side.

“Coming…” Dan hollered across the room
towards whoever was waiting outside in the cold.

Why would anyone venture out there in the
middle of the night?

Dan was unnerved. This was not the night to
intrude upon his solitude, his grief, his memories of the one love
he’d been robbed of, the only love he’d ever had. No, tonight was
not a good night at all.

He walked across the small room to the door,
and opened it just enough to peer out and check on his visitor.
Outside in the cold, stood a young man. Just a boy really, dressed
in what looked like rags, too large to fit his lanky and thin
frame, his blond hair a mess. No beanie, no cap, nothing to protect
his head, no gloves.

The poor guy must be freezing!

“Come in!” Dan’s mouth spoke the words
without prior approval by his brain. “You look like you’re freezing
to death out there…” Dan’s body moved slightly away from the door,
his left arm opening it wide enough for his right arm to wave the
young man inside. Dan’s consciousness was appalled, watching the
scene in a sort of out of body experience you read about in sleazy
romance novels.

Not tonight, I need to be alone
tonight. Helplessly, Dan’s consciousness watched as his body
guided the young man into the house, closing and locking the door
behind him. The stench emanating from the visitor ended his odd
experience, making Dan acutely aware that his visitor stood several
inches taller than he was, when he finally looked at him through
his own eyes.

“My name is Dan, I live here.” Who are
you and what brings you out here? When are you leaving?

“Sorry to bother you, but I got lost in the
forest. I’ve been out here for several days when I suddenly saw the
lights of your house. I just…” The young man’s voice trailed.

“Can I get you something to drink? Some hot
chocolate maybe?” Dan asked. “Please come in, have a seat…” he
added, pointing towards the couch in front of the fireplace.

His visitor took off his coat and shoes,
sneakers? Underneath, he revealed a filthy shirt, worn far
too long, and a pair of jeans that had seen better days. The
clothes were too baggy and didn’t fit at all, his shirt hung
loosely from his shoulders, the jeans hung low on his hips, barely
held up by a thin leather belt.

He sat down on the sofa with a clunk that
reminded Dan of someone carrying the weight of the world on his
shoulders, and seeing as much in that sad face with bright, green
eyes. He brought him a cup of steaming hot chocolate and sat back
down in his own rocking chair, looking at the unexpected guest.

“Thank you. You’re very kind.” The young man
took a sip from the cup, careful not to burn his lips. He must’ve
been through quite an ordeal, Dan thought, looking at his chapped
lips, the bruises on his face, and his hanging shoulders.

“I don’t mean to be rude,” Dan started, “but
you could use a shower.” He didn’t dare say that his visitor was
stinking, but it was the truth. Instead, he worded it carefully,
hoping his guest would interpret it positively. “It might warm you
up more quickly. The bathroom is in the back, through the bedroom.
There are fresh towels on the shelves.” Dan once again felt a
disconnect between his heart, wanting to be left alone in his
grief, alone with his memories of Sean, and the words he spoke. Yet
something within him seemed determined to help his visitor.

“Thanks. I guess I must smell quite badly…”
His visitor looked at him, smiling, yet not granting Dan the
comfort of having bought the explanation, bringing a deep red blush
to Dan’s face. “And yes, I would love to take a shower, get the
grime off my body. I haven’t had one in weeks. Thank you.” Dan’s
arm raised itself, pointing with a finger towards the bedroom, his
face stern, and the corners of his mouth pointing in different
directions, mirroring the conflicting emotions raging in his
mind.

“By the way, I’m Jonathan.” The young man
got up, carefully placed the half-empty cup on the coffee table and
headed towards the bedroom, fatigue visible in every step he
took.

Dan followed Jonathan with his eyes, taking
pity on the young man and his unknown fate. What had happened to
him? Why was he out there in the middle of the night? What brought
him to my door? Slowly, as he mulled those questions, his mind
and his heart gave in to the actions taken instinctively by his
body earlier.

Of course, he couldn’t let Jonathan freeze
to death out there. Of course, he had to welcome him to his home,
help him. Of course… It’s what Sean would’ve done!

Sean, I miss you so…

Dan could hear the shower being turned on,
water splashing.

Jonathan seemed to be showering forever, or
so it seemed to Dan as his curiosity was getting the better of him.
When the young man emerged from the bedroom, wrapped in nothing but
a large towel, Dan almost lost it. His jaw dropped. He’s
gorgeous.

Jonathan’s blond hair, thoroughly washed and
combed, was hanging almost to his shoulders, his tall, thin frame
pale, the faintest hints of muscles discernible underneath his
skin, tiny dark nipples and not a hair on his chest. Oh my god,
he’s only a child…

“I borrowed your brush. I hope that’s okay,
but my hair was a mess…” Jonathan smiled, shaking his head, causing
his hair to partially cover his face, his green eyes. But he
smiled, for the first time. “Thanks for allowing me to use your
shower. I really needed it. Is it okay if I sit like this for a
while before I put my clothes back on? It feels so nice to be
clean, even if it’s only for a little while…” His voice trailed,
not daring to ask Dan for any additional favors.

“I’m so sorry, I’m such a miserable host!”
Dan practically jumped from his chair, dashing into the bedroom,
rummaging his closet for something Jonathan might be able to wear.
He was obviously way too thin for Dan’s clothes, but maybe some of
Sean’s old stuff might do the trick.

He found a pair of shorts, some socks, a
sweater and a pair of sweats that might fit the young man, boy. He
quickly returned to the living room with the clothes under his arm.
Jonathan was sitting down on the couch again, legs pulled up, the
cup back in his hands, clutching it as if to extract extra warmth
from it. The picture was heartwarming, stirring emotions in Dan
he’d thought he’d long lost.

Goose bumps were forming on Jonathan’s arms,
and Dan got worried that the boy was freezing. “Here, put these on.
They might fit you. They are my…” He couldn’t finish the sentence.
Jonathan glanced up at him, his eyes gleaming with thankfulness.
Setting the cup back on the table, he took the clothes and trotted
back to the bedroom. Reemerging a few instants later, dressed in
Sean’s old clothes, he almost broke Dan’s heart all over again.

“Thank you, you are so kind,” Jonathan said,
as he sat back down on the couch.

They sat quietly, watching the fire for a
long time. Dan added more logs to it, while Jonathan sat curled up
on the couch, cup still between his hands, as if it provided him
some sense of security and comfort. They both looked into the fire,
Dan not knowing what to say next, Jonathan not daring to say
anything, afraid of being thrown back out into the cold. Yet there
were so many things in the air. What about his old clothes?
Should I offer to wash them? They really need to be thrown away.
Who is he? How old is he? Why is he here?

Dan’s mind was racing, his emotions in an
uproar, Sean forgotten for the time being. His heart conflicted
with the attraction to Jonathan yet unable to give in, given his
young age. I’m not into kids, after all. How old is he
anyway?

How am I going to get out of this
mess, he wondered, but continued to stare into the fire.

“Go ahead, ask…” Jonathan whispered, his
voice weak. Dan could hear the fear in his voice. He glanced over
at his uninvited guest, and ended up looking straight into
Jonathan’s green eyes. He noticed the desperation, the fear.
Fear of what? Me?

“Uh, I don’t know,” Dan started. “I don’t
know what to ask really. I don’t want to pry…” His voice trailed
once again, feeling ashamed for being so easy to read. It had
always been Sean’s forte, to read his lover. He could sense Dan’s
needs, questions, objections long before Dan was aware of them
himself. It made their relationship so easy, so casual, like an old
sweater, comfortable. Dan never had to pretend, couldn’t, as Sean
would see right through it all…

“Is there anything you want me to know?” Dan
asked, trying desperately to turn the tables, not wanting to appear
insensitive. Obviously Jonathan was in distress. Why else would he
have turned up at his door, looking, smelling, the way he did? But
it wasn’t his place to ask, to pry.

Jonathan finally put the empty cup back on
the coffee table and turned to Dan. “It’s a long story. I don’t
even know where to start. I’m seventeen years old, I used to live
in the city with my parents. I was going to high school. Two weeks
ago, we were out here in the forest. My parents have a cabin just
off the main road. There was a fight, and they left me in the
forest, alone. I started walking, trying to leave, but I got lost.
I know it sounds stupid, but I just didn’t know what else to do, so
I kept walking. When I started to get cold a couple days ago, I had
already been lost for ten days, sleeping on the ground, trying to
find shelter, eating moss and nuts from the larger pine trees. At
least water wasn’t a problem. It was a pure coincidence that I
noticed your house today, and when I saw the lights on, I…”
Jonathan was fighting tears, clearly exhausted, desperate. Dan
could see how irresistible the lights from a cabin might be in the
current weather.

So young, Dan thought. At the age of
thirty-one, Dan had already seen his share of tragedy in life, but
it still seemed to pale against what Jonathan had endured. He felt
no need to press for more information, although it was pretty clear
Jonathan hadn’t shared everything. He was keeping some things to
himself. His secrets. “Do you want another hot chocolate?
You must be hungry.” Dan felt like an idiot when he realized the
subtext of what Jonathan had just told him.

A weak smile from the boy confirmed what
he’d thought. “I’ll make you a sandwich. Do you eat meat?” Dan
wondered.

“I’ll eat anything, thank you,” Jonathan
responded weakly.

Dan got up and walked over to the kitchen to
prepare the sandwich he’d just promised. He heard a thump from
behind him and just caught Rascal jumping up into the sofa to lie
down next to Jonathan. He was about to protest because he didn’t
like the dog on the couch, but when he saw the dog’s head buried in
the boy’s lap and Jonathan petting it, he couldn’t bring himself to
utter a syllable. Instead, he got to work on the sandwich, knowing
Jonathan must be starving. He made four of them, knowing that the
boy would probably want more later. He poured another cup of hot
chocolate, turned around and was about to invite Jonathan to the
table when he noticed that the boy had fallen asleep, right there
on the couch, with Rascal’s head still in his lap.

The picture of the boy sleeping so
peacefully in his living room, in front of his fireplace brought
tears to his eyes. He looked so beautiful, the whole scene so
serene with Rascal on his best protective behavior.

Feeling his own fatigue tugging at him, Dan
put the sandwiches on the coffee table, and turned off the kitchen
lights. Thank god for electricity, he thought, remembering
the oil lamps of their early days out there.

He crossed the few steps back into the
living room, trying to avoid making the wooden planks of his floor
screech, and picked up a blanket that was casually tossed over his
rocking chair. He unfolded it and spread it over Jonathan,
whispering to Rascal to make some space. The dog jumped from the
sofa and lay down just in front of it instead. The instant Rascal
left Jonathan’s lap, the boy stretched out on the sofa, fully
asleep, enabling Dan to cover him more easily.

“Sleep well, Jonathan. Sweet dreams,” he
whispered, and walked to his own bedroom, turning off the lights as
he left the living area. Dan never closed the door to his room
because Rascal usually wound up on the bed and he didn’t want to be
woken by the dog scratching on the door in the middle of the night.
He got undressed, keeping his shorts on for once, you’re not
alone, and slid under the warm covers of his bed, mine and
Sean’s.

His head had barely touched his pillow when
his consciousness retreated to make room for a deep sleep, pushing
all thoughts of Jonathan out of his mind. Along with the memories
of Sean, and the painful first anniversary of his death.
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Chapter 2

THE SCREAM WOKE Dan rudely from his sleep.
Scream? Who’s screaming in my house? Still half asleep, his
mind had momentarily lost track of the events from the evening
before. He had forgotten all about the boy, Jonathan, who
had shown up at his door, the stench, his story. He also forgot
that the boy, Jonathan, had fallen asleep on his couch,
guarded by Rascal, just before he himself had gone to bed.

Jonathan. Repeating the boy’s name as
if it were a mantra, slowly kicked Dan’s mind back into gear. He
sat up in his bed, moved his legs out over the side of it and
yawned. Maybe I just dreamt the scream? Then he heard the
tears, and it confirmed to him that something wasn’t right out
there in the living room. When Rascal came trotting into his room,
licking his feet, trying to coerce him into following him back with
him, Dan was finally wide awake and alarmed.

“Hey,” he said, as he walked into the dark
living room, “is everything okay with you?” Turning on the light,
he looked over to the sofa, where Jonathan was sitting, his head
stuck in his hands, his upper body bobbing up and down, crying. Dan
wasn’t sure how to deal with this. Sure, he’d seen Sean cry after
they fought or if something else had gone way wrong, but Sean was
an adult, and he’d never seen him in so much despair.

He walked over to the couch and sat down
next to Jonathan, unsure of what to do, what to say. “Did you have
a bad dream?”

He knew it sounded lame, wishing he could’ve
unsaid it the moment the words left his lips, but it was the only
thing he could think of. Dan was fighting demons of his own at that
very instant. Looking at Jonathan, unsure of how to deal with his
tears, yet at the same time he was attracted to this boy in a man’s
body while also being disgusted for having those thoughts. I’m
no freaking pedophile.

Jonathan’s response came muted, the syllable
stuck somewhere between a sob and a snivel. “Yeah.” No more
information, just ‘yeah.’ That was helpful. Dan was at a
loss on how to deal with this.

He remembered Sean’s closest call with
despair. The night he got the call from the hospital, informing him
that his grandmother had died. She had been ill for some time after
a series of mini strokes that left her more and more impaired.
Finally, she’d been unable to recognize Sean and Dan when they
visited her at the hospital. Sean said his goodbye to her, knowing,
after speaking to the doctors, that she wouldn’t last much longer.
Yet when the call had come a week later, Sean completely lost it.
Dan had never seen anything like it. The look on his lover’s face
when he heard the news, looking completely devoid of blood, his
mouth hanging open, barely articulating the responses necessary to
keep the call going, his eyes staring into nothingness as tears
flowed freely down his cheeks.

When he hung up, he collapsed. Right there
where he was standing, he just fell into this heap of flesh, lying
on the floor. First Dan thought he was unconscious, but when he
dashed out of bed to check on Sean, he noticed that he was shaking
lightly, crying. His eyes still stared to some distant place,
looking right past Dan, not acknowledging the hugs, the “ssssshs,”
the rocking Dan did to Sean’s body. Dan held him tight, trying to
tell him everything would be fine, because to Sean, at that very
moment, it felt like nothing would ever be fine again.

They had been extremely close, Sean and his
grandmother. Closer than Dan had ever been to any of his relatives,
parents included. In fact, Sean and his grandma had been closer
than any other pair of people Dan had ever known. Sean was in
despair and it’d taken him months to recover fully. He did, of
course, yet Dan forced himself not to think of that now, as the boy
was still sitting next to him, crying.

Can I hold him? Should I? Would he take it
the wrong way? Would he think I’m gay? Well, I am, after all, but
what if he’s not? Will he think I’m taking advantage of him?

Dan recalled the story that Jonathan had
told him the night before about the fight that had led to his
abandonment in the forest. Who does that? And why? Why would
parents just leave their child like that? It made absolutely no
sense to Dan. None at all, it just seemed too crazy. Too whacko,
and Jonathan hadn’t given any indication whatsoever as to what the
fight had been about.

Letting his instincts take over as his mind
was still racing, trying to make sense of what made none, Dan
extended his arm over Jonathan’s shoulder, trying to comfort the
boy, young man. Then the words came out of his mouth, before
he could do anything to stop them, he instantly regretted them.
“Were you dreaming about the fight with your parents?”

Jonathan’s reply, another heavy sobbing
attack, confirmed that he’d struck a nerve. Feeling miserable at
having provoked more sadness, he moved closer and took Jonathan in
his arms, rocking him gently, as he once had Sean, all those years
ago.

“Hey, listen, it’s the middle of the night.
You need to get some sleep. We can talk about this in the morning,
okay?” Dan tried hard to reach beyond the wall that was Jonathan’s
crying, the tears, the nightmare, whatever had woken him from his
sleep.

His next words thoroughly shocked him, and
he silently cursed himself for them, but then again, he almost
always spoke before he thought things through, it was who he was.
“Listen, if you’re afraid of being out here by yourself, you can
sleep in my bed. It’s king size, big enough for both of us…” Dan
felt himself blush. He blushed more than he had ever before,
leaving him feeling like a complete fool. Now you’re picking him
up, you idiot? What’s he going to think of you now? Huh? He’ll
probably leave, thinking he’s better off in the cold than stuck
with a horny old gay guy.

Dan was scared, afraid of how Jonathan might
react, something in him not wanting to lose him, unable to pinpoint
what that was. When Jonathan got up, moving like he was an old man,
Dan’s heart dropped to the floor. He was certain that Jonathan
would just walk over to his sneakers, put them on and leave him
sitting on the couch, gently closing the door behind him. The
freezing cold outside would be preferable to the disgusting
proposal of spending even a single night in a king size bed with a
stranger. What were you thinking?

Jonathan didn’t walk over to the door and he
didn’t pick up his sneakers. Instead, he slowly moved to the
bedroom, followed by Dan who, dumbfounded, trotted behind Jonathan
just like Rascal had all night, turning off the living room lights
behind them. Jonathan climbed into bed on Dan’s side, the side of
the bed that had already been in use that night, pulled the covers
almost over his head and closed his eyes, not saying a word.

Dan stood at his side, probably looking like
an idiot. You’re on my side, kid, move. I don’t sleep on that
side, ever. That’s Sean’s side. At the same time, his heart was
beating so hard that he felt it in his throat. It was suddenly dry.
He felt his heart beat on his temples, and he felt the oddest
sensation in his groin at seeing the boy in his bed. What was it
they said in the books? Down boy, down? Dan rolled his eyes,
annoyed at himself for yet again thinking the unthinkable.

Not having much of a choice, he moved around
the bed and climbed into it on Sean’s side, fully prepared for a
sleepless night. I can’t sleep on this side of the bed.

Next to him, almost anyway, he could hear
the regular breathing coming from Jonathan, fast asleep. Dan turned
to the side, away from the boy, trying to focus on his breathing.
Before long, sleep released him from his thoughts. Thoughts of
things that were, things that could have been, things that were
supposed to be, things that weren’t going to be, and hope. Dan
always thought of hope, no matter how hopeless things seemed.

 


***

 


Dan woke up to the first rays of sunlight
seeping into his bedroom through the cracks between the curtains.
Sean was lying behind him, his right arm locked tightly around his
body. He loved waking up to his lover lying behind him, it was
always so comforting to feel him like this, knowing that soon
enough, Sean’s morning wood would inevitably start to grind against
his butt cheeks, and you know where that would inevitably
lead…

Dan cherished the thought, the sensation of
his lover’s erection against his back, his arm around him.
Cherished the thought, loved it, baked in it, lost himself in it.
He could fall freely, and although nothing scared him more than
falling freely, he knew that Sean would be there, to catch him,
hold him, save him.

His hands moved to hold Sean’s hand, to hold
him tight and make sure he’d never let go. He just wanted to spend
eternity like this. That’s when Dan noticed that Sean’s hand was
odd. It was not as big as it was supposed to be, and it was
hairless, smooth, the fingers long, so different from Sean’s hands.
And come to think of it, why is Sean wearing clothes? He always
sleeps in the nude. And why does his boner feel too big? Not that
Sean hadn’t been well endowed, but this was insane…

The dawn of realization struck like
lightning, sending shivers down Dan’s spine. He almost fell out of
bed. Sean had been dead for a year, he couldn’t possibly lie behind
him, so who…? Jonathan!

Oh my god, what are you doing, he
thought to himself, unable to let go of Jonathan’s arm, afraid he’d
wake the boy.

Oh my god, Jonathan is spooning me, and
he has a boner! He’s huge! Dan grinned to himself, yet was
scared to death at the same time. This can’t happen, this may
not happen. He’s a fucking minor. Dan thought of all the gross
things he could think of to will his own dick back into submission.
I can’t have a boner now, nothing is ever going to happen. Oh my
god, what am I going to do about this?

Instead, Dan lay perfectly still, not moving
a muscle, barely breathing, afraid to wake Jonathan, afraid of the
consequences, whatever they might be.

At the same time, Dan felt good, oddly at
peace with himself. While part of him was nauseated by the thought
of a relationship, relationship? What’s wrong with you, with
Jonathan, the young man he didn’t know twelve hours ago, he felt
comfortable lying there, spooned by him. The warmth of his body
against Dan’s, his breath against his neck, sharing body heat. The
sensations were playing havoc with Dan’s brain, making synapses
fire that hadn’t been fired in over a year, creating sensations
from his small toe all the way up to his scalp, and along his neck,
where his hair stood on end. Jonathan’s regular, calm breathing,
blew along his back. He could feel Jonathan’s hard nipples through
the fabric of his t-shirt, and down to his ass where Jonathan’s
erection was rock hard in the sweat pants he wore, lined up
perfectly against his ass cheeks tucked in his boxers. Thank god
I wore them last night. He felt Jonathan’s legs against his
own. He couldn’t feel whether they were hairy, like his, or smooth,
like Jonathan’s arm, feeling only the soft fabric of the sweats
Jonathan was wearing.

Dan’s entire body was in a heightened state.
He could smell Jonathan. He could feel the heat emanating from his
body, and before he’d realized it, Dan fell…

Just like he had all those years ago, when
he’d first fallen in love with Sean. Dan fell, helplessly,
he fell. I can’t he protested silently, but couldn’t help
himself.

A shiver from behind him, and a change in
the rhythm of Jonathan’s breathing, finally pulled him from his
reveries. Jonathan untangled himself from him, ending the embrace,
ending that moment, leaving Dan shivering from the cold air that
rushed in where Jonathan had been a second earlier.

“Hey,” someone said. “Good morning,” someone
responded, but Dan wasn’t sure who had said what. But it did elicit
a response from the floor. Rascal took the opportunity to come to
his master’s rescue, jumping up on the bed from wherever he’d slept
that night, having been banned from Sean’s side of the bed, as Dan
was forced into it. The dog didn’t really care as long as Dan was
happy. Dogs sense these things, although they can’t really
articulate it. Rascal was a smart dog. He knew Dan was content, so
he was content sleeping on the floor.

Yet when master spoke, Rascal thought it was
time for his morning walk, not to mention food. Jumping up on the
bed was a not so subtle way of telling master Dan it was time.

“Get down, Rascal,” Dan scowled, a smirk on
his face, and thanks for saving me. Looking over to
Jonathan, he said, “Did you sleep well?” I love a good rhetorical
question, Dan mused. “I’ll have to let the dog out and feed him. Do
you want to join us?”
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