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​ Bachelor Party

 


The ring tone on my cell phone was
Tchaikovsky’s B-flat concerto. Whenever it rang, my mind thundered
the lyric to the full orchestral version: Tonight we love, while
the moon beams down… I interrupted the melody and said,
“Hello.”

A man’s voice: “Hi. Wade Bennett?”

“That’s me. Who’s calling?”

“You don’t know me. We go to the same
gym…”

“Yes…?”

“You’re gay.”

“Yes? How do you know that?”

“I see the rainbow decal on your car in the
lot, and I asked around.”

“Asked around?” I doubted anyone points
after me and says there goes a gay man.

“Well, you play racquetball with openly—or
obviously gay guys.”

With growing irritation: “Can we get to the
point?”

“Yes, well. I’m getting married next
week…”

“And you called to invite me to the
wedding!”

“No, not exactly. I called to invite you to
have sex with me.”

I took the phone from my ear and held it in
front of me. Did I just hear those words come out of this
device?

“Wade, are you there?”

“Still here, but slightly stunned. You want
to explain?”

“Yeah, sure. Just give me a moment. This is
hard to do.”

“Take your time. I’m just sitting here with
the paper and my morning coffee.”

“Lexi, my fiancé—I love her very much and
after we’re married I don’t ever intend to cheat on her, but…but,
well, I’ve always had this desire to have sex with an older
man—”

I started to interrupt, but he was clearly
on a roll and rushing headlong.

“—and I wanted to do it now, this week,
before I’m married. Get it out of my system so I can stop thinking
about it, and I won’t have to break my vows afterwards.”

“Just who is this?”

“We’ve never met, but you know me.”

“Do you have a name?”

“I’d rather not give my name unless you
agree to my request.”

“I can’t buy a pig in a poke.”

“It’s not that at all. I’ve seen you looking
at me while I work out. I know you like me. What you don’t know is
that I like you.”

Well, I was damned curious, and flattered as
well. I had an idea who it might be, but there were several
good-looking young men I admired at the gym. “How old are you?”

“Twenty-seven.”

That didn’t help. I gathered my wits
together. Despite my curiosity, I took the high road and said, “I
know how hard it must have been for you to make this call, but I
don’t think it’s a very smart thing you’re wanting to do.”

“Why not?”

“Because you waited too long. If you like
it, you won’t have your mind on getting married. There’ll be no
time to evaluate your feelings.”

“Maybe I won’t like it.”

“Maybe. But if you were moved to make this
call, you’ve been thinking about it for a long time. None of it’s
new to you except the actual contact. You’ve already been through
it a hundred times in your fantasies.”

That gave him pause. “You’re right. You’ve
been fucking me for two years, since I first saw you.”

I had to look at the phone again in
disbelief. “There are other drawbacks. Sex is something that
improves with experience. A first encounter won’t really give you
what you want—you’ll want more, later. You’d be better off sticking
to the script. Then, maybe in fifteen years, when the urge rears
its head again, you can do what other married men do, and take a
lover.”

“I can’t wait; I have to know now. It’s
something I’ve got to do before I have to add the label
‘unfaithful’ to it. Besides, my friends are planning a bachelor
party for me, and you know the purpose of a bachelor party. You
hire a stripper and maybe a few call girls, and you get drunk out
of your mind and screw someone other than your intended for the
last time—your final opportunity to swing. I look at this as just a
different flavor bachelor party. Please, will you help me?”

That put things in a more acceptable
perspective. I could see the connection. The idea of a bachelor
party had always struck me as stupidly counterproductive, and I,
perhaps wrongly, assumed that nowadays the tradition had given way
to a lot of drinking with a minimum of carousing. But if you were
going to do it, sex with a guy didn’t sound any worse than sex with
a strange girl.

“OK. I’ll give it a try, but let me say up
front that I’m agreeing mostly because I’m curious to see who you
are. What day, and when?”

“Can we strike while the iron is hot? Can it
be today? I have a tuxedo fitting at one. I could be there right
after that.”

 


The doorbell chimed at two-fifteen and, when
I opened it, a young man I recognized from the gym was standing
there, sheepishly looking up at me. It was Andy, the guy who always
wore the oversized, red, salt-stained tank top that had the
armholes cut so low you could see his pecs from the side; the
cocktease I’d complained about to my writer friend, who based a
story named The Roadrunner on him and published it in
a collection called Out of the Box. In addition to driving
me bonkers, I had twice seen Andy bring a girl to the gym. She had
been inexperienced with gym equipment so, instead of lifting free
weights, he stayed with her in the machine room where I work out.
He was clearly smitten with her, thus affording me plenty of
opportunity to observe him at my leisure. But I had no idea they
were getting married.

He stuck out his hand. I shook it, and drew
him inside. “I’m Wade.”

“Andy. Thanks for agreeing to see me.”

“You’re right, I have had my eye on you.
You’ve got a beautiful body, a great physique.” Andy was handsome,
about five-ten, with thinning hair and a prematurely receding
hairline. “And now I know why you always looked away.”

He grinned. “Right. I was afraid you’d catch
me looking back.”

He had a wide-eyed appearance as though he’d
just been surprised, or was expecting a surprise, and it gave him a
somewhat vacant look, but nothing was further from the truth. He
was a smart young man with a purpose. He knew exactly what he
wanted, but not how to get started. “What do we do now?” he asked,
raising his palms to the side to demonstrate willingness to
surrender.

“That depends on how much time you’ve
allotted.”

“I’ve nothing planned after this until a
rehearsal dinner at eight p.m. I told Lexi I had things to clear up
at work.”

“You are sandwiching your first homosexual
experience between a tux fitting and your rehearsal dinner?”

“Yeah, sure; I’m good at multi-tasking.
That’s plenty of time, isn’t it?”

“Right. Plenty of time, but what about the
emotional stress?”

“None. This is what I want to do. It’s just
a compartment in my head I have to deal with, and close the door
on.”

I doubted things could be that simple, but
that was his problem, not mine. “Then I suggest you relax, and we
get to know one another.” He glanced at my crotch. “I mean
verbally.”

“Couldn’t we…?” He pointed at my fly.

“Man, slow down, you’re way too hot to
trot.”

“I’ve been waiting so long. Twenty-four
years.”

“Since you were three?”

“Yeah. It was my Uncle Burt. My mom’s
brother was a hairy mountain of a man—a mountain that had seen a
few landslides in its day. I would sit on his lap with my ear
pressed against his belly and listen to it gurgle. I used to climb
all over him and perch on his shoulders, but my favorite spot was
standing on his thigh with my head nestled against his soft cheek.
My mom used to say that men have soft skin because they lather it
daily and then seal their pores with after-shave. He smelled and
felt wonderful to me. Later, my thoughts about him turned sexual. I
was always looking for that same aroma on a big, hairy man.”

“Whoops.” I brushed my cheek. “I didn’t
shave today.”

“No matter. I got over it. It’s body hair
that turns me on now.”

“I’ve got plenty of that. New topic: how
about we start with a kiss?”

He pushed away in distaste. “Oh God, do we
have to? I’ve never kissed a man.”

“Try it, you might like it.”

Andy turned back to me and puckered as
though expecting a persimmon. I gently touched my lips to his. The
kiss held; he didn’t back away. Our breathing mixed, his faster
than mine. I inhaled the freshness of his skin and added a little
pressure. My tongue slipped out and lightly grazed his dry lips. My
experience was quite enjoyable. I had often imagined this sort of
moment with him, never expecting it to happen. I don’t know what he
felt, but after a moment his lips relaxed and I was able to part
them with my tongue. I judged that sufficiently adventurous for the
first foray and backed away.

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

He thought about it. “Actually, it was nice.
I liked it. I like the way the edge of your mustache feels. It’s
really different. No lipstick flavor.”

“I should hope not.” I smiled. “Let’s try it
a second time.”

When my tongue worked past his lips, I found
myself in an empty space. He had plastered his tongue to the rear
of his mouth so that I couldn't reach it. His phone rang. It was
Lohengrin: Here comes the bride, all dressed in
white…

“I better get that. It’s Lexi. Hi, doll.”
Andy broke away and stepped into the living room. She was calling
to tell him she missed him, and how much she loved him. He made
similar statements on this end, then folded the phone and put it
back in his trouser pocket. “Sorry about that,” he said as he
returned.

Andy tried to drop to one knee, but I
restrained him by holding his upper arms firmly. “There’s more to
gay sex than sucking and fucking. Approach it the same way you
would with a woman.” Our lips came together again. This time he
allowed his tongue to relax. Then I placed one hand behind his head
and kissed Andy fully.

“Wow,” he muttered when I let him up for
air. His eyes were dreamy with lust. I opened two buttons on his
shirt and slipped the back of my hand inside against his firm
chest. The backs of my fingers brushed across his nipple, which
hardened on contact. I knew there was a direct connection to his
dick when, in another outrush of air, he repeated, “Wow,” but this
time with wide-eyed excitement.

Picture a stop-motion film: we kissed fully
clothed; then his shirt was gone, then mine; shoes went missing,
socks were off; his trousers, mine; and still we kissed. He had
gotten the hang of it, and was pressing deeply into my mouth, his
tongue in search of mine, and he was enjoying every moment of it.
We were embracing, arms in constant motion. I felt the play of
muscles in his back. He was wonderfully solid to my touch. I let
him work slowly down my body, without instruction—he knew where he
was going and what he wanted.

We were both darkly tanned because it was
summer, and we were vain enough to think it improved our
appearances. But while his dusting of brown hair got lost in his
tan, my dark skin-tone made my chest hair stand out even whiter by
contrast. This was clearly what had attracted him to me because he
lingered over my chest, ecstatically rubbing his face against my
fur, burying his nose between my pecs, licking the thick pelt as
though he were one animal grooming another. I assumed that was
exactly what was going on for him; he could finally have Uncle Burt
the way he had always dreamed.

I pushed on his thick shoulders and guided
him to lap gently with his tongue as he moved lower on my body. He
got the picture. Finally, he engulfed my throbbing appendage. I
gazed down on this beautiful young man’s head. Andy’s broad
shoulders and heavy chest masked his body from me as his high
forehead and thinning locks rocked back and forth. He was
practiced, or doing things instinctively. Either way, I was getting
lots of pleasure from his efforts.

I gently raised him up and reversed our
positions. His reactions to my ministrations took the form of tiny
spasms, which made his body quake. Apparently, my touch was like
mild electric shocks to Andy’s nerves: he couldn't hold still. I
had to pause frequently because he built quickly to climax, and
then I stood up because I didn’t want to pre-empt our next
step.

“Had enough? Want to stop now?” I asked.

Big grin: “Not on your life. I want it
all.”

We talked about his preparation; he didn’t
have a clue. He was a straight man, and he thought like one. I took
him into the shower and instructed him on the finer points of
cleanliness. Then, with soap as a lubricant, I played with his
sphincter for a while to accustom him to what might have been his
first feeling of fullness.

We enjoyed toweling each other off. If
nothing else were to happen, I’d have judged the liaison a success
because he was now totally at ease. I loved handling the perfection
of his body, seeing the lightly scattered soft dark hairs across
his chest and belly spring to life as the towel blotted them dry.
And he was no slouch. He took full advantage of having a naked
older man within reach. One could not say Andy was shy.

“Are you certain you want to be fucked?”

“I’d have wasted my time if I backed out
now.”

“Kneel on the bed.” I spread some towels and
backed Andy up to the edge of the mattress. I spent a great deal of
time in foreplay. I don’t believe the first time should, or needs
to, hurt. A new receiver may not get the exquisite sensations of an
experienced bottom, but he should be left wanting more,
understanding the possibilities. I was very excited. “You’re a
beauty, my friend. Lexi’s a lucky girl.”

“You should see her; she’s the beauty.”

“I have seen her, at the gym. You two are
going to make beautiful babies.”

“I hope the kids get her hair.”

I placed the head of my erection against his
virgin anus and encouraged him to relax. My condom-covered member
slowly and inexorably disappeared into him. I waited until he was
comfortable and then began the smallest of oscillations, growing
inevitably in amplitude. Andy soon took the lead. He slammed back
against me and did all the work. He picked up the pace and I found
I was riding a bronco or, at least, a spirited mustang. I leaned
forward and grabbed hold of one solid trapezius muscle with each
hand to prevent him from throwing me off, so violently was he
bucking. Andy was rhythmically and repeatedly singing the usual,
“oh yeah, oh yeah,” when the strains of Wagner intruded on our ears
once again. He stopped dead.

On his elbows and knees, Andy said, “My
master’s voice. Can you hand me my cell, please, Wade.”

His trousers lay on the bed in easy reach so
I didn’t have to pull out to get his phone. He reached behind him
and flipped it open against his ear. “Hi darling, you’ve really
caught me at a busy moment; can I call you back? Just a few
minutes…Marylou? Yeah, sure, I can pick her up on the way. Uh-huh.
Uh-huh…” and so it went, interminably. I decided to be wicked, and
began to stroke while he listened. Hell, I had to do something
to maintain my hard. “Oh, yeah,” Andy exclaimed with the wrong
emotion—I wondered what Lexi made of it. After another minute, he
said to her, “Look babe, I’m in the middle of something important.
It’s got to be finished today or we don’t get to go on our
honeymoon… Please babe, don’t call back for at least an hour. I
really need to concentrate on what I’m doing. Love you, too.” She
hung up.

“More,” Andy said, bracing his shoulders and
head against the mattress. “Harder. Really lay into me.”

I obliged.

 


Fifteen minutes later I climaxed, and that
pushed Andy over the edge. One of the advantages of sex with an
older man is that nothing happens in a rush. He had had plenty of
time to analyze what he was feeling. We cleaned up with the towels
and I relaxed behind him in the spoon position, my flaccid penis
against his firm, muscled butt. I slipped one arm under his neck
and the other around his body. My hand toyed with his bulging
pecs.

“Well, what do you think? Did you get what
you came for?”

“Yes. In spades.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Are you still getting married?”

He paused. “If I don’t do anything, this
time next week I’ll be on my honeymoon.”

“So what are you going to do?”

His response was delayed so long I wondered
if he had heard me. Then he shifted gears and said, “I’m going to
tear myself away from this wonderfully warm bed and the great guy
in it, get myself dressed, pick up Marylou and go to my rehearsal
dinner. Mission accomplished. It was super; I got it out of my
system, but I’ll never forget it. I’m grateful and in your debt. I
chose the right man, and I’ll remember you and the experience
forever.”

I expressed doubt. “I hope it will be that
easy.”

At the door, Andy reached up, held my head
between his hands, and gave me a peck on the lips. Then he stepped
back and shook my hand in so formal and butch a way, it was
comical. He put his free hand on my upper arm as he pumped,
communicating the distinct message that I would be very happy with
the stock portfolio he had just sold me. “Great to meet you, Wade.
Thanks a million.”

“Goodbye, Andy. I wish you and Lexi every
happiness.”

As I closed the door behind him, I was not
speaking for myself—after all, I would be in my eighties by
then—but for all my gay brethren-to-come when I said out loud, “See
you again, Andy, in about fifteen years.”


 


Ooze

​


They met as freshmen in high school.
Gretchen was attracted to Adam who thought he was attracted to her
twin brother, Jay, which gave them all reason to hang together. By
sophomore year they were referred to as The Three
Musketeers, liked or envied by most of their classmates.
Gretchen flirted with Adam although he never encouraged her; Jay
went after every girl he could find; and Adam decided he was into
older men: a potpourri of frustrated hormones. Junior year was the
most fun. Jay and Adam made the football team and Gretchen joined
the cheerleaders. Adam was the lighter, faster of the two, who
could run and catch; Jay, the taller, heavier one, could withstand
a jostling in the backfield and still get off a pass. Gretchen’s
figure developed so enviably that at times the boys had to beat her
admirers off with a stick. The three musketeers were inseparable;
so tightly bound, so special in their close friendship.

After school, Chu, the twins’ chauffeur, a
handsome Asian who couldn't find enough work in Hollywood as an
extra, whisked them back to the Krasners' palatial estate to eat,
do homework, and hang out together. Adam enjoyed the luxury of
being with the twins because they had both a father and mother as
well as tennis courts, a billiard table, and a movie theater, while
he lived in a broken home that barely provided shelter for him and
his mother. Chu drove Adam back to his house when he didn’t spend
the night, so they got to know each other. On those trips, alone in
the Bentley, Adam liked sitting in the front seat next to the
chauffeur. They had an affinity for each other because each felt he
was a stray who had found family to take him in. They were very
grateful to the Krasners, although Chu preferred the wife to her
husband. He confided to Adam that, whereas he respected Cassie as a
talented and capable lady, Chuck Krasner was something of a flake.
He chased every skirt in Hollywood and much of his business was
carried on in the Bentley’s back seat.

On Chu’s nights off, he moonlighted as a
ladies' escort. It was an open secret that cloaked him in a certain
aura of excitement. One night, on the way to Adam's house, Chu
noticed Adam’s hand had suddenly sprouted a ring embedded with
diamonds.

"Nice bling, kid. Is that real?"

"Yeah." Adam turned the ring on his finger
with a feeling of satisfaction; he was still getting used to it. It
was unusual for him to have an expensive piece of jewelry, but not
out of the ordinary among his wealthy classmates.

"Where'd you get it?"

Flattered that someone had finally noticed,
Adam carelessly blurted, "One of my johns gave it to me." He wanted
to take the words back, but his secret was already out.

Chu shot him a sideways glance, "You telling
me you're in the escort business, too? How long you been at
it?"

In for a penny… "Just a couple of months
now," Adam lied.

Immediately Chu recognized a
comrade-in-arms. "Way to go, man!" He held out his hand, palm
upward, and Adam, greatly relieved that his revelation was well
received, sealed their bond by swiping his palm against Chu's.
After that, on subsequent trips, they traded stories: Chu's rich
bitches against Adam's well-heeled johns. The drive home was always
full of laughter.

Adam was glad someone else knew how he was
spending his nights away from the Krasners. He wanted to tell Jay,
who was his best friend, but he didn’t think Jay’s mind was open
enough to understand why he was selling himself. Being gay was no
big deal in high school, but he didn’t care to be known as a
rent-boy. He saw himself as a caped crusader––sophisticated
man-about-town by night (sometimes sophisticated sex-machine,
sometimes just plain sex-machine), and mild-mannered high school
jock by day. His aim was to bring home five hundred bucks a week,
both for himself and to help his mother out. Sometimes he made that
in one trick, sometimes more; but often less. It afforded him the
pocket money that let him keep up with his friends, and that made
him happy. After all, he was getting paid for doing something he
enjoyed.

The three musketeers sailed through their
senior year, turning eighteen a month before graduation. Chuck
Krasner bought his kids a Range Rover which allowed them to tool
around at will. He would’ve bought Adam his own wheels except his
wife drew a line in the sand. Cassie told him, “Chuck, that’s over
the top. It’s not your place. You’ll embarrass the boy and his
mother.” Chuck thought that a shame because he was awash in money,
and it meant nothing to him. Money had come suddenly, frequently,
and in great globs.

He and Cassie had invaded Hollywood straight
from Carnegie Mellon in Pittsburgh and were determined to do big
things in film. Cassie took a studio office job to support them and
Chuck went to work for a producer for peanuts so he could learn the
movie business firsthand. The early years passed in constant
excitement, culminating in the birth of the twins; and then life
inevitably slowed. By then, Chuck was able to support Cassie’s
staying home with the kids, and their youthful dreams matured into
the daily routines of parenting, partying, and paying bills. One
night in 1993, to celebrate Steve McQueen’s birthday, AMC showed
The Blob on TV. Chuck remembered not liking the film, not
thinking McQueen had any talent or looks, and being totally
unimpressed by the title character, which had no personality; but
they sat down to watch it anyway, with a bowl of popcorn between
them, both as a tribute to their carefree early years and because
they hadn’t been able to find a babysitter.

That night Ooze was born. Inspired by
The Blob, Ooze had character and personality—everything but
a voice. With a budget of ten thousand dollars, which quickly
escalated to sixty-seven, Ooze opened across the country in
a midnight showing on Halloween ’95 as a lead-in for Rocky
Horror. In several theaters, Rocky never showed; the
audiences stamped and howled until Ooze was played a second
time and, in some theaters, the film ran continuously for three
days.

The sixty-seven thousand grossed four
million. Ooze 2 cost four-hundred thousand and grossed ten
million. Ooze 3 had a budget of $1.5 mil and brought in
twelve. The ratios were never so high again, but Chuck made more
money on the bad sequels than he did on the original because he no
longer had to give away pieces of profit up front to get the films
made.

While Chuck was writing the Ooze
scripts, Cassie puttered in the kitchen as his special effects man.
She used lime Jell-O for liquid and solid Ooze, and various
mixtures of mint jelly and cornstarch for oozing Ooze. As a lark,
Chuck wrote an immortal line for one of his unsuspecting teen
victims: “Tastes like lime.” Dragging his finger a second time
through Ooze’s slimy trail, the actor licked it, and revised his
opinion: “No, wait, maybe mint.”

Cadbury pounced on it. Bags of shapeless
green lumps called Oozies, in two flavors, swept the country. Kids
could sit in theaters and taste what they were watching. Sales of
chocolate kisses plunged while Chuck made a dime on every bag of
Oozies sold. At the request of the confectioner, Ooze flowed over a
paint factory in Ooze 4. Sure enough, it split into
multi-colored segments, giving rise to colored Oozies. But no
matter the color, Chuck insisted that all candies continue to come
in the two original flavors. Then McDonald’s outbid its competitors
for Ooze meals, and each tray included a bag of Oozies. A
generation was hooked. Ooze entered the teen vernacular,
first replacing ooh, but soon acquired a multi-use verb form
as in ooze me, baby that meant let’s kiss, or
don’t ooze me which meant tell it to me straight.
Ultimately, ooze threatened to supplant fuck and
shit in the teen vocabulary.

 


One evening, Chuck sat in his office
plotting locations for Ooze 7, while on the grounds out back
the three musketeers hosted a party for their graduating class. He
was seeking to depart from the standard formula of “glob gets girl,
guy gets glob,” to add a gay element for Adam’s benefit. Watching
Adam one day, horsing around with the twins in the pool, Chuck got
the brainstorm that a lot of sympathy could be generated if Adam
were attacked and his lover saved his ass. He knew he was
daydreaming about the kid, but that was OK because daydreaming was
how he made his money. Teens would see the lovers as a
misunderstood minority, and empathize like crazy. He was toying
with writing a part for Adam—he certainly was cute enough: that
cloud of blond hair that hovered lightly over his eyes drove Chuck
to distraction. At first Chuck thought he was admiring a boy
maturing into an adult, much as his son was, but as Adam’s muscles
firmed and his boyish frame took on an adult allure, Chuck had to
accept that he was bewitched by his children’s best friend.

In the beginning there had been three kids
playing in the pool, three stick figures differentiated only by
height. Then Gretchen began to blossom: overnight she sprouted
projectiles from her chest and gained curves over the rest of her
body. She took to wearing string bikinis while the boys continued
to swim in the nude. Jay grew a head taller and started to fill
out—hair invaded his broadening chest and sneaked onto his
legs—while Adam lagged behind as though he were trying to stay
young. That’s when Chuck first noticed him. His voice had deepened,
his blue eyes gained depth, but his slender, ripped body remained
graceful and hairless: he had become a golden god. For Chuck, he
seemed to develop out of a fog like Polaroid prints used to
do. As each feature clarified, he became freshly aware of Adam’s
eyes, then his brows, his lips, limbs…until the intensity of the
finished image threatened to block out the sun, the moon and the
stars.

The party had been an easy thing for the
kids to do: invitations online through social networking, and kegs
of beer hauled in. Yard-long hoagies, each sliced into either two
or four sections to suit male and female appetites, were provided
by a caterer. The day before the party, Cassie’s mother came down
with pneumonia. Chu drove Cassie to the airport so she could fly to
Duluth to take care of her father while her mother was in the
hospital. She left Chuck in charge of minding the store.

Maybe fifty teenagers surrounded the pool
and walked along the garden paths. Keeping tab of their number was
impossible because cars, scooters and crotch rockets arrived and
departed in a steady stream. The sandwiches disappeared and were
reordered. The beer flowed steadily. Although nobody seemed to
lead, a continuous volleyball game with ever-changing teams was in
progress in the pool for most of the night.

“How you doin’, Adam?” Jay asked. “Can you
give me a hand with the kegs?”

“Sure thing, bro. Let’s ooze them over.”

They each took an empty and rolled it on its
side to the rear driveway; it quickly became a race. Adam was
lower-slung and won handily. But returning with the full kegs was
another story. Jay’s larger frame made it much easier for him to
keep his keg balanced on its rim while he guided it toward the
pool.

“Hey, bro, you’re losing it, Adam. Watch
your toes, man. OK. I’ll be magnanimous and say it’s a tie—on the
average.” They laughed and tussled with each other. Jay grabbed
Adam’s upper arms and held him still. “Seriously, you having
fun?”

“Yeah. I am.”

“What doing?”

“Hanging with the girls, the ones that
aren’t spoken for.”

“There’s a group of gay guys down the
shallow end. Why don’t you hang with them?”

“Don’t have much in common with them.
Remember, I go for older men. They hit on me and I don’t
reciprocate. Then they think I think I’m too good for them.”

“Hey, Mark Sanger brought his older brother.
He’s practically twenty-four, for ooze sake.”

“C’mon Jay, you of all guys, you gotta
believe me. I keep telling you, it’s gotta have gray hair and maybe
a soft belly.”

“That’s hard to find with so many hot bodies
available.”

“I need someone like your dad.”

“My dad?” A picture flashed in Jay’s brain
of French fries dipped in ice cream—two things that didn’t go
together. “Go for it, bro! Break your neck.”

“Really?” Adam laughed. “Too bad he’s not
gay.”

“You never know with my dad. Not today, but
maybe tomorrow.”

Jay ran off to drag Sheila Burns into the
pool. He liked doing that because there were plenty of chances to
feel her tits while he was pretending to rescue her. Funny, all the
girls suddenly got helpless when he jumped in with them. Their
struggle to keep their hair dry conveniently left their bodies
totally vulnerable.

Gretchen was dramatically lit by the
flickering pool light as she stood alone sipping beer through a
straw. She offered Adam her plastic cup and, while he took a
swallow, she asked him straight to his face. “Do you think I’m
hot?”

He slipped his hetero movie-viewing filter
over his eyes—the one he used when he watched romantic comedies, so
he could appreciate the ingénue through the eyes of her
boyfriend—and took a hard look at her. “Sure. You’re hot.”

“Do guys go for me?”

“Of course, they do. Why not?”

“Do you go for me?” She slipped the trick
question in like a knife between the ribs.

“Ooze, Gretch, unfair. I’m gay. There are
lots of straight guys out there to work your wiles on. Just pass me
by.”

But she had prepared a zinger behind the
zinger. “Then you must be here for Jay.”

Adam pulled back on one foot, his body in a
Balinese-dancer’s pose, so off-balance it could only last for a
second. His hands came up with twisted fingers in a mock pretense
of trying to ward off Ooze approaching fast. “No way! Gross. Can’t
two guys just hang, be friends?”

Gretchen was satisfied she had her answers.
“I dunno. You tell me.” She turned her decidedly stacked body
sideways, showed Adam her Baywatch silhouette, and sauntered
off.

 


Chuck doodled storyboard layouts and cost
estimates with his right hand while his left massaged his crotch.
His right hand was occupied by Ooze, but his left was preoccupied
with Adam. He was never blind to the ticklishness of the situation,
but whenever common sense told him to lay off, he found his hand
moving toward his groin to stroke a solid erection. He couldn't
stop thinking of the smooth tan skin, the wide blue eyes, the grace
of the athletic young body. He wanted to hold him close, protect
and provide for him, but he openly admitted to himself that he
lusted for Adam as well. If there had been fewer obstacles between
them, Chuck might have given up his quest, but the path leading to
Adam was fraught with so many moats and barriers that it seemed
impossible to succeed, and that, in some perverse way, empowered
Chuck and strengthened his purpose.

He threw down his pencil—it was already
3am—and went to check on the kids, which was another way of saying
he wanted to be near Adam. He found the pool quiet. The three
musketeers were sitting alone in the hot tub, gingerly passing a
joint around, each holding one hand out of the water in an attempt
to keep it dry.

“Everybody gone?”

Jay answered. “Yeah, Dad. Good party. C’mon
in.”

“Nah. I don’t wanna get these shorts
wet.”

“Like we’re wearing pants?”

Gretchen’s voice: “C’mon in, Dad. I’ve seen
your baby-maker before.”

Chuck shrugged assent. Going for casual, he
dropped his shorts and stepped into the water. The kids had it
adjusted just warm enough to compensate for the night air. Adam
passed him the joint. Taking it from Adam’s fingers was almost a
religious ceremony for Chuck. “Thanks.”

“How you doin’, Dad? Make any progress?”

“I’m thinking we’ll set it in Hawaii. Maybe
lure Ooze into Kilauea or push him over Waimea Falls.”

“What’s the title?”

“Well, I’m liking the dance-movie craze. How
about Ooze Steps Up?”

“Great idea. Ooze could break up a
break-dance party.”

“Now there’s a thought.”

“A good one,” Gretchen said. She took a drag
and yawned. “Hey, I’m getting sleepy. C’mon Jay, let’s clean up;
make sure there’s no weed laying around.”

“I’ll come too,” said Adam.

“Two Krasners can do the job. Keep Dad
company. We’ll be right back.” With one giant step, Jay exited the
tub.

They took a few hits in silence. Chuck moved
closer to facilitate the pass. “What are your plans after school,
Adam?”

“Dunno, sir. Take the summer off. Then look
for a job, I guess.”

Chuck paused because it said to do that in
the script he had written, and he knew his lines by heart because
he had already run them in his head before coming out to the tub.
“Come work for me; learn the business like I did. On the job.”

Adam drew in a breath so quickly he gagged
on the smoke. “That would be awesome. You mean it?”

“Of course, I mean it. Don’t you know I’d do
anything for you? Would you like that?”

“Fuck, yes. Sorry, sir, I’m a little high.”
He passed the roach to Chuck who grabbed Adam’s thigh underwater
and squeezed it. “Then it’s a deal.”

“Ooze, yes, that’s great…er, Mr. Krasner,
your hand. You’re making me hot.” He giggled.

Chuck massaged the inside of Adam’s thigh
with a firm hand. “If there’s something there you’d like me to take
care of, come to my room later, after the twins turn in.”

It was too much to absorb. Adam thought his
heart would burst; certainly his cock was going to. A job, a man,
an offer of sex: all in thirty seconds—he couldn't take it all in.
He wished his head were straight even if his body wasn’t. Things
seemed sharp, but were they real? “Do you mean it? Are you
gay?”

“Doesn’t matter what I am. I want you.”

Chuck took a lengthy toke, and for a moment
his face was lit. Adam tried to concentrate on it, but couldn't
quite focus. “I…I’ll be there, sir.”

“Then maybe you should start calling me
Chuck.”

Returning, Gretchen announced, “Everything’s
in order. If I can find my string, I’m going to bed. ’Night
all.”

Jay, right behind her, stepped back into the
tub. “What have you two been up to?”

“I just offered Adam a job working on
7.”

“Ooze, that’s great, Dad. Wonderful.” He
clasped Adam’s shoulder. “That way you’ll be around when we get
back on school breaks, and we won’t lose touch. Congratulations.”
He searched underwater for a hand to shake. Adam lurched away for
fear Jay would touch the rigid cock pressed up against his belly.
He shifted his ass in Chuck’s direction and was almost sitting on
his new employer’s lap when his hand connected with Jay’s.
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