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      Oh, God. Jason was drunk. He was so drunk he couldn’t stand. He was so not driving. Which, as he didn’t have a car, was probably a good thing. Plus the so drunk he couldn’t see thing. Or was that stand?

      He opened his eyes, the world sort of spinning, people with amazing auras wandering around, merging, dancing. One of them was waving at him, or pointing or something. Okay, he could see. Mostly. Sort of. And he was on the couch, so he was sitting. Not standing. Then he was too drunk to stand, which made him too drunk to drive and he’d just stay right here.

      He’d be happier staying right here if it wasn’t so loud. Who knew graduation could be so loud? He did. Now.

      Graduation. Him. Done. All graduated. Him.

      Cool.

      He had his little fake diploma somewhere. Back at his little apartment, he thought. He’d gone there first, before coming to the Phi Beta Delta Gamma Quadrant Fraternity House. Wait. Was that what it was called? Hell, he wasn’t rushing for it; the name didn’t matter. He was just here for the party. Which was really loud, and kind of incoherent. And he’d only been drinking beer.

      He looked down at the beer in his hand. Only it wasn’t a beer it was a high ball tumbler and it was empty but for a cherry at the bottom. Maraschino cherry. He liked those. He started fishing for it, letting the party fade out around him. He nearly had the fucker, too, when everything got loud again -- a not ignorable loud, at that.

      A face pushed suddenly into his. “You have to go!” shouted the face. “The cops are coming.”

      He tried to figure out just how those two things were related. The cops were coming so he had to go... but he wasn’t sure why. Sure he was drunk, but he was legal -- he’d turned twenty one the week before. So it couldn’t be that. And he wasn’t making any noise -- he was just sitting here, feeling groovy from his head to his toes. He wiggled his toes -- yeah, them.

      No, he didn’t have to go. He’d just sit here and if the cops came, well good for them.

      People came and went and the music disappeared and he just sat there and watched the cops. For they had indeed come, and damn, a couple of them were hot. It was probably the uniform. They said everyone loved a man in uniform and he’d certainly lusted after his fair share of them.

      There was one cop in particular he was lusting aft-- looking at. The guy was big. Not just tall, but buff. And he had short blond hair. And he was hot. He was a stud. Man, he had to be way over six feet tall, Jason thought, tilting his head to look up and up.

      He was even hotter close up and hey. When had the stud cop gotten so close?

      Jason grinned and raised one hand waving his fingers. “Hi there, Officer.”
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      Jason tapped his pencil against his desk and turned the page back on his book on educational development in preteens. He read the last two paragraphs a second time, and then a third.

      Sighing he scrubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands.

      He loved his classes, he really did, and he was an A student all the way through, but finals always gave him hives.

      Jason could hear his bed calling to him. Hell, this room was small enough, all he’d have to do really was lean too far back in his desk chair and he’d land on one of the little single beds crammed into the room along with his dresser, desk and overflowing bookcase.

      He’d been studying since six this morning, nearly twelve hours with only bathroom and snack breaks. Surely a short nap wouldn’t hurt anything...

      He must have dozed off, because the next thing he knew, his lap was full of wiggling, laughing, over-caffeinated Sammy.

      “Jase! Honey!” He was given a hard, happy kiss. “You were sleeping!” Those black button eyes just gleamed, shining at him.

      He laughed and rubbed their noses together, beaming at Sammy. It was impossible not to respond in kind when Sammy was happy, he just let all the happy hang out. “I was not. I was studying.”

      “With your eyes closed?” Those fingers found his ribs, started tickling good and hard, making him squeal.

      “I was... studying... my eyelids,” he managed between gasping breaths and laughter, his own fingers trying to find Sammy’s ribs so he could retaliate.

      “Such smart eyelids...” Sammy knew exactly where he was ticklish.

      His laughter pealed out of him and his chair made an ominous noise before collapsing under him, spilling both of them out sideways onto the floor.

      “Dude! We have cheaptastic chairs!” Sammy sat up, quick as a flash, and blew a raspberry on his belly.

      “Oh, fuck, Sammy!” He was going to hurt something he was laughing so hard. He pushed halfheartedly to get Sammy away from his belly and another raspberry, but mostly he just laughed and wheezed and tried to catch his breath.

      It wasn’t long before Sammy was resting, cheek on his belly, long black hair soft on him.

      He stroked Sammy’s hair. “Oh, I think I needed that, Sammy.”

      “Yeah. Finals make you all goofy.” Sammy kissed his belly, lips warm.

      “Finals are supposed to make you goofy. They’re hard and horrible and oh... that feels nice Sammy.” He blinked down his body, hand still petting Sammy’s soft hair as his cock started filling.

      “Yeah. I only have one left. I turned all my papers in.” Sammy kept kissing, the caress warm, soothing. Sweet.

      “Oh, you’re lucky. I have all four left. Four! But then I’ll be finished. I can’t quite believe it.” His eyes closed and he hummed softly, enjoying Sammy’s attention.

      “Yeah. Yeah, I don’t... I don’t have any idea what I’m going to do after graduation. Do you?”

      “I’ve got meetings with some schools. If I can’t find something full time, I can try substitute teaching for a couple places. Oh, don’t stop.” He spread, legs moving restlessly.

      “You still want to be roomies, though, right?” The soft, gentle kisses continued, making his toes curl, Sammy’s lips heading down toward his cock.

      “Of course! You’re my very best friend and I love you, Sammy -- that’s not going to change just because...” He started losing focus on what he was saying as Sammy got closer and closer to his prick. “Um...”

      “Undo your jeans, honey. I’ll suck you off.” Oh. Oh, Sammy was good to him.

      He tugged the button open and then slid down the zipper, the sound loud, almost as loud as his breathing was becoming. He wasn’t wearing any underwear -- not just for staying in and studying -- and his prick pushed out eagerly.

      “Mmm.” Sammy hummed and slid down, lips parting for the tip of his cock, the skin rubbing on Sammy’s tongue.

      “Oh!” He cried out, hands sliding into Sammy’s hair, brushing it with his fingers as he bit his lower lip. Sammy’s lips pushed farther down, the suction soft and sweet, gentle enough to make his toes curl. Jase whimpered. “Oh, Sammy, it’s so good. You’re so good.”

      “Mmmhmm.” The sound vibrated around his prick and Sammy just let him in. Oh. So sweet. Such a good mouth.

      He moved his hips a little, not trying to make Sammy do anything, just needing, oh, yes, for his cock to slip along Sammy’s tongue just like that. His eyes closed and his hands opened and closed in Sammy’s hair. It was so good and easy, just warmed him through and through.

      As Sammy’s head began to bob, Jase pushed with his hips, cock sliding between those lips, pushing into Sammy’s throat. “Soon,” he whispered.

      Sammy’s hand slid down his thigh, petting him a little, letting him know it was good, it was okay.

      “Sammy!” He cried out, hips bucking hard as he came, his balls emptying, cock shooting his come down Sammy’s throat.

      Licking him clean, Sammy teased the tip of his cock until he jerked away, the sensation too much.

      “You’re so good to me, Sammy.” He petted Sammy’s cheek, feeling so much more relaxed now. “What do you need, honey?”

      “Touch me, huh? Please?” Sammy scooted up, cheek on his shoulder.

      “Uh-huh.” Sammy’s prick was hard and hot against his hip, and it was the easiest thing in the world to turn his hand and wrap it around that heat. He started off nice and slowly, just how Sammy liked it.

      “Thank you.” Sammy hummed, rocking a little. “You’ve got sweet hands.”

      He squeezed gently, smiling, and then angling his head so he could give Sammy a kiss. It was still soft, they were still moving slowly, his thumb playing over the head.

      “Mmm. You have plans for a midnight snack, honey? After this? I’ll buy pancakes?”

      “Sounds good, Sammy.” He moved his hand a little faster, thumb playing with the slit just a tiny bit.

      “Uh. Uh. Uh-huh. Jase. Please.”

      Squeezing Sammy’s cock, he sped his hand, letting it fly and slap against his thigh on each upward stroke. He watched Sammy’s face, smiling into those dark eyes.

      “Oh. Dude. So nice.” Sammy came, grinning at him like the world’s biggest dork.

      Laughing softly, he kissed Sammy, and then snuggled, not even minding really that they were on the floor.

      “See? You look more relaxed already.” Sammy’s eyes were twinkling, dancing for him. “So, how about it? Pancake? Coffee? Crispy bacon?”

      “Yeah, that sounds awesome.” Sammy loved feeding him -- it was how his best friend dealt with stress.

      “Cool. Cool.” Sammy looked all sparkly and too-hyped around the edges. They’d been best friends from the very beginning and now...

      Well, Jase thought Sammy was worried this was the end.

      He pulled Sammy close, hugging him hard. “You’re always going to be my best friend, Sammy. No matter what. You know that, right?”

      “Yeah? You promise, Jase? You... I don’t want to lose you, huh?”

      “You aren’t going to lose me you silly goose.” He gave Sammy a hard kiss. “I promise. I do.”

      “Oh, good.” Sammy leaned in, hard. “Jack told me he was in love with that TA from the Van Gogh class.”

      Oh. Oh, asshole. Jase held on tighter. “He was a jerk anyway, Sammy. He wasn’t treating you right. You can do way better than him.”

      “Yeah. I guess. I just... He was hot, huh?” Those dark eyes laughed for him.

      “Well sure, he had a great six-pack. He was an idiot, though. Even more of one than I thought if he gave you up.” Damn it, why did Sammy keep going for guys who walked all over his self-esteem?

      “Well, that TA, Corey -- he’s tall and comes from money and he, uh, has a job.” Sammy did too, sort of. Sammy was already working on his master’s, already doing some weird work for a professor about chairs.

      “He’s tall?” Jase started giggling. “Sweetie, if that’s the best reason you can come up with...”

      “Well, he is!” Sammy laughed with him, leaning hard. “He’s like a giant!”

      He just loved that laughter. “That doesn’t sound like a reason to go out with someone. Unless it’s like a fetish or something. Oh, was Jack a size queen? ‘Cause I mean did you ever see Corey’s feet?”

      “I didn’t notice? Is that true? Let me see your feet...”

      Giggling some more, Jase tried to hide his feet. Sammy started digging for them, tickling and tugging, making him laugh.

      He rolled and they slammed up against the dresser. “Ow!” He was still laughing, though, and he finally offered his feet over.

      Sammy took them, rubbing nice and easy. “Not too big. Not too small. Perfect sized for a school teacher.”

      “Oh... oh, Sammy you’re so good to me.” He pulled Sammy back into his arms and held on. “I’m not ever letting you go, ever.”

      “Good deal.” Sammy kissed his cheek, resting. “Come on. Pancakes are calling. I’ll help you study.”

      “Oh, good.” He stood up and held his hand out to Sammy. “That’s going to make all the difference.”

      “You know it.” A soft kiss was pressed against his wrist.

      “I do.”

      Sammy grabbed his hand and he tugged his best friend in the world up and, arm in arm, they headed out.
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      Two down and two to go.

      And they had to pack because they had to be out of here mid-week next week. Which was fine, really, because it was small and cramped and they couldn’t stay here after they graduated, but where exactly were they going to go? Jase had visions of his and Sammy’s stuff at the edge of the curb, the two of them sitting on it, hoping it wouldn’t rain. It would be funny, except it could happen and he was starting to panic about it, just a little.

      And he still had two exams to write.

      Studying was not going well; he kept thinking about their living situation. Or rather their lack of it.

      “Jase! Jase, love!” Sammy came through the door, waving a newspaper. “I found us something! I did! One bedroom with an office, kitchen. Even a balcony. I could walk to the art building and it’s not scary. Well, it’s not really, really scary...”

      “Really? Did you see it?” He bounded up, jumping at the chance to stop going in circles in his own mind. He’d be fine, really, once finals were over, it was just with everything on top of everything else...

      “I saw one. They have two open. I have enough for the deposit.”

      “Yeah? Want me to go see it again with you? I could use the break from studying. If it’s good we could sign the papers and everything.” It would be such a relief to have somewhere they could call home.

      “Yes. Yes, please. Come on. Let’s go see.” Sammy barely let him slip his shoes on. “There’s decent windows and tile. It’s not a big complex -- just a little set of eight and I like the upstairs one.”

      “You liked it a lot.” He pulled the door closed and followed Sammy down the hall. “What if I hate it?” he teased.

      “Then we’ll find something else, of course.”

      “I bet I like it, though, if you do.”

      Sammy had parked his temperamental old clunker right outside, obviously counting on not being gone long enough to get a ticket. “Want me to drive?” he asked.

      “Yep. Come on. It’s only up Harding Street behind the art building.” Sammy tossed him the keys, bouncing into the passenger seat.

      He all but ran around to the driver’s side, Sammy’s eagerness infectious.

      “Come on, sweetie, you can do it.” He coaxed the car gently as he turned the key and grinned over at Sammy as the engine coughed into life.

      “See? She wants to go back, too.”

      “It’s a good sign.” He drove over to Harding Street, Sammy all but vibrating in the passenger seat. “What’s the address?”

      “405. See that bright blue place? That’s it -- there’s four in there and four in the bright yellow.” Oh, clever and cute -- a little rundown, but homey.

      “The one you saw was in the blue one?” The windows were pretty big and there were some trees on the grounds, actual grass on the lawn.

      He pulled around to the little parking area behind the buildings.

      “Yeah. Yeah, see the one on the second floor with the little green curtains? That’s the one I saw.”

      “Is it empty?” Places looked different without furniture than they did all dressed up with people living in them.

      “Yes. The landlady -- she’s a drag queen, honey. It’s amazing -- says we can move in this weekend.” Sammy bounced up the sidewalk. “Rita! Rita, I brought Jason!”

      Jason giggled. Only Sammy would find the perfect place and the landlady would be a drag queen.  He followed Sammy, curious about Rita, about the house, happy to see Sammy so bouncy so soon after getting dumped by that asshole.

      This huge, tall, linebacker-sized man in a pink housecoat came out. “Oh, you did. He’s a doll baby, just like you said. You’re going to be a teacher?”

      Jase had to look up. A lot. But he nodded. “I hope so.”

      “Well, I support the arts and education. Let me get you the key and y’all can go explore.”

      “They have a little courtyard with a grill, Jase. The bathtub’s big enough for both of us.”

      “Oh, you should have said that from the start, honey.” Jase laughed, beginning to get excited himself.

      Rita reappeared with a key and Sammy took it, arm sliding around him. “Come on, Jase. Let’s go look. An apartment. For us.”

      He slipped his own arm around Sammy’s waist and looked around as they walked, taking everything in. The place was older and you could see there were places it was fairly rundown, but it had also been cared for. Repainted and patched and Jase was willing to bet that with a landlady like Rita on the premises there were very few break-ins.

      “How much is the rent, honey?”

      “About eighty dollars more a month than the dorm, but we’ll have a real kitchen, so we can cook. Noodles are cheap.” Sammy led him up the stairs, to a little wooden door with a welcome mat.

      “Oh, wow. We could swing this, Sammy. We really could.”

      “I thought so.” The door opened into a tiny, sun-lit main room with rainbow painted built-ins. There was a little office area, a huge bedroom and a decent bath.

      “Oh, look at the tub -- it would fit us both!” He wandered from room to room, imagining a bed in the bedroom, Sammy’s crazy quilts on it. “We’ll need a bit of furniture, honey.”

      “We’ll figure it, you and me. I have connections.” Connections and the pickiest streak about furniture that Jase had ever seen.

      “You got a line on a bed? That’s what we’re going to need first.” It would be nice to have a double bed to cuddle up in. They managed on their two singles, but those belonged the dorm and if they had a choice...

      “I can get a good bed at a discount.” Those pretty eyes danced. “I got the job at Terry’s. I start Monday -- the hours suck, but they like that I know furniture.” God, five years of art history and Sammy was going to work in a furniture store.

      He touched Sammy’s cheek. “I like the place, honey. If it’s what you want we can sign the lease today. I’m not going to be much help with more than rent and food until I’m working, but once I am I’ll help with furniture and stuff.”

      “We’ll figure it, Jase. We will. We’ll go garage sale-ing.” Sammy turned his head, kissed Jason’s palm.

      He looked around the place, picturing it with Sammy’s special touches here and there, and then he smiled into Sammy’s eyes. “We will figure it. Welcome home, honey.”

      “Yeah? Really?” Sammy grabbed him, kissed him hard. “Oh, Jase. Our own place!”

      “Just like we planned when we first became roomies. You remember? We planned it all out.”

      “Yeah.” Sammy nodded. “We can put a big bed in the bedroom and a futon in this little office, in case one of us... has a sleepover.”

      He giggled and nodded, rubbing noses with Sammy. “Yeah. Oh, honey, it’s a huge relief to have a place, you know? And one we both really like.”

      “Yeah. Just somewhere safe and ours and good. A kitchen, Jase!”

      “Are you going to cook for me, Sammy?” As if he didn’t know; he was going to get fat if he wasn’t careful.

      “God, yes. I can go get my kitchen stuff out of the little storage building and we can bring the microwave and the coffee maker...” He chuckled. Sammy’d been on his own for a few years before college -- hell, Sammy was four years older than he was, escaping foster care when he was fourteen.

      “Come on, let’s go find Rita and get everything signed so it’s really, really ours.”

      “Works for me.” They headed down, meeting Rita on the stairs, papers in her hands.

      “You like it?”

      Jase nodded at the papers she had. “I think you already know the answer to that.” He grinned at Sammy, hugged his best friend tight again. “It’s perfect.”

      “I’m just glad to get family in the spot. Come on into the office, we’ll sign the papers.”

      He took Sammy’s hand and they followed the broad shouldered drag queen into a little office with the most amazing purple couch.

      It was easier than he’d expected -- Sammy had saved up enough money for first and last month’s rent, plus deposit, his own credit was okay. They had themselves a place.

      He waited until they were back at the car before throwing his arms around Sammy’s neck and squealing happily. “Soon as I have the money I’ll give you half of everything, I promise.”

      “We’ll need so much, but we’ll figure it out, huh?”

      “As soon as I finish my finals I’m yours.”  Just two more to go and he could really enjoy this.

      “I’ll start packing our stuff.”

      He took a last look at the blue building before getting into the car and coaxing it back into life.

      Him and Sammy had a home.

      Cool.

      Now all he had to do was survive his last two finals.
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      Oh, God, he was tired.

      Jase had thought finals were bad, but that was before he and Sammy had started moving. At least this was a different bad. Finals took it out of him mentally, this was entirely physical, and how the hell had they managed to fit all this stuff in their tiny little dorm room? It didn’t seem possible.

      This was the last box to take up, though, and while it might have taken them five thousand, three hundred and forty seven trips in the old girl, there was just this one last trip to make.

      Thank God.

      Sammy looked exhausted, worn, and somehow incredibly fucking happy. The man needed a place to decorate.

      “Hey. This is the last box, hon. We’re almost done.”

      “Go us.” They stomped up the stairs, carrying the last load. “Good thing we didn’t get anything smaller, huh?”

      “I know! Our dorm room must have been a Tardis or something. I’m gonna spring for pizza, ‘kay?” Although they were going to have to borrow Rita’s phone -- theirs wasn’t being turned on until Monday.

      “Yeah. Yeah, that would rock.” Sammy came over, kissed him on the cheek. “Welcome home.”

      “Oh, yeah, honey. You, too.” He dumped the box on the floor and looked around. Boxes, pitifully little furniture, but it was theirs. Theirs. He laughed and hugged Sammy tight. “It’s awesome.”

      “It is. It so is.” They just leaned together, grinning like monkeys.

      “You know the minute I sit down, that’s it.” He could feel it, feel how he was just about done.

      “You know it. We could wave Rita down from the window...”

      “Oh, let’s try that. Because I’m really hungry and I want that pizza, but I’m not sure I can do those stairs one more time.”

      They supported each other over to the window that overlooked the courtyard and Jase cheered as he caught sight of that linebacker figure. “Hey there, Rita!”

      “Hey, honey! Are y’all moved in?”

      “We are.” He looked back at all the boxes. “Not unpacked, but yeah, moved in. Our phone’s not on yet, though. Do you think you could call for a pizza for us?”

      “Surely. What do you want?”

      He looked at Sammy. “Large everything double cheese?” At Sammy’s nod he called the order down to Rita. “And thank you!”

      They stumbled to the little used futon couch that Sammy’d found, crashing down onto it. “We’re home.”

      He nodded, leaning his head on Sammy’s shoulder, feeling like he could just stay there for about twenty four hours. Maybe forty eight. “You did good, finding us this place.”

      “Thanks, honey. I’m glad you like it.” Sammy’s eyes closed.

      He nudged Sammy with his elbow. “No sleeping. We have pizza coming.”

      “Hmm?” Sammy curled closer. “I like pizza.”

      “Me, too.” He looked around, feeling really blinky. “This is our place.” It was still kind of surreal. His finals all done. Moved from the dorm room to their own place. All he needed now was a job. And he didn’t have to think about that today. All he needed to think about was pizza.

      “Yep. We’re in.” Sammy slid down, landing in his lap.

      He stroked the long hair and rubbed Sammy’s temples. “Tell me what you want to do with this room.”

      “I think a little loveseat, maybe a heavy-duty coffee table that we can eat on. Then somewhere to put the TV and stereo.”

      He nodded. “I guess the bedroom’s our priority, though, huh? And then the kitchen, and then in here?” Once he got a job and could help out with the money more than just his half the rent.

      “Yeah. Yeah, I think so. I’m watching at the store. Marge says I can buy a slightly off mattress for more than half off.”

      He giggled. “Slightly off? What does that mean?”

      “Well, you know -- the stitching isn’t perfect, there’s a place in the binding that was double stitched. Slight imperfections.”

      “Oh, we can live with that. I had visions of us sliding off it as we lay on it because one side was thinner than the other or something.”

      Sammy chuckled, kissed his belly. “Nah, it’s all just cosmetic. Still. We could share a bed. We have a full-sized fridge, even. We might sell the little one, buy a toaster oven...”

      “Of course we’re sharing a bed.” He petted Sammy’s head. “

      “Mmm. That feels good.” Sammy relaxed, hummed softly. “Mark and Ros want me to come back to the bakery part-time, too.”

      “That’s a lot of working, honey. I’ll find something I can do until the school year starts.” Sammy took such good care of him without even realizing it.

      “I know you will. I’m not worried.” And that wasn’t a lie. Sammy believed in him, through and through.

      He bent his back double to give Sammy a quick kiss. “I love you, honey.”

      “I know.” Sammy nodded. “I know.”

      “Cool.” He relaxed back into the futon.

      He must have dozed off, because the next thing he knew there was a loud knock at the door, startling him and making him jump.

      “Oh. Pizza.” Sammy rolled off the couch, stumbling toward the door, not even awake yet.

      He hauled himself up and followed Sammy, digging into his wallet. He figured he should have enough.

      Sammy paid for it, waving him off. “You buy some groceries, honey. Oh, God. It smells good.”

      “It does! I don’t suppose we should invite Rita up?”

      “We should, but I’m tired and dirty and things are a wreck.” Sammy winked. “We’ll invite her when I can cook.”

      “Oh, cool. I was hoping you’d say some other time, I’m not sure I’m up to being polite.” He sank back onto the couch, using a box as a table as he opened the pizza box. “We got Cokes, right?”

      “Uh-huh. You want one?” Sammy headed for the kitchen.

      “Yeah. Bring us each a couple and then we won’t have to move again.”

      “Sounds perfect.” Sammy took off his shirt on the way, jeans just barely hanging on the skinny hips.

      He patted the seat next to him, cuddling into Sammy as soon as his friend sat, and they pounced on the pizza, devouring slice after slice. Before he knew it, they were stuffed, leaning on each other, flipping channels on the TV and laughing together.

      He glanced around the apartment, then looked over at Sammy, and smiled.

      Oh, he had a good life. He did.
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      “Oh, wow, they’ve really done the place up!” Jase looked around as he and Sammy headed up the walkway of the Phi Beta Kappa frat house. The place was all lit up with fairy lights, streamers everywhere. And the party was in full swing, guests spilling out onto the lawn.

      “One last big bash.” He grinned over at Sammy, his ticket into most of the parties he’d gone to. “Thanks for bringing me.”

      “Any time, honey.” Sammy kissed his cheek, eyes reflecting the light. Sammy was meeting someone -- some big leather-daddy type. Scary.

      “You could just stay with me tonight. Dance the night away.”

      “You think?” Sammy leaned in, hands wrapping around his waist.

      They went up the stairs together and someone Jase didn’t recognize bumped into them. “Dude! Gradu-a-tion! High five!”

      Laughing, Jase high-fived the guy, and then he and Sammy went in.

      “I do think,” he shouted into Sammy’s ear.

      “I can do that, for a while.” Sammy tugged him onto the little dance floor, bumping and grinding against him.

      He threw his arms up in the air, waving them a little as he bumped and grinded right on back. It was his first party with no more school ahead of him and it felt great. They danced through one song, two, and then one more.

      “Let’s find something to drink,” he shouted into Sammy’s ear.

      “Sure! There’s a bar set up...” Sammy went up on tip-toe, looked around. “There! By the stairs!”

      “Cool!” He grabbed Sammy’s hand and held on as they made their way in the right general direction.

      They hadn’t reached the bar yet when they bumped into Sammy’s big leather daddy guy. At least that’s who Jase assumed it was, the guy tall and buff and wearing the tightest pair of leather pants Jase had ever seen. Holy cow. There was no way those were comfortable.

      “I was waiting for you.”

      Sammy blushed dark. “Sorry, I was dancing.”

      Jase hated this shit, guys making Sammy stressed out. “We were celebrating my graduation today,” he told the guy. “I’m Jason.”

      “Congratulations. Deke.” The man had a hand the size of a ham.

      He shook it, trying not to cringe when the asshole did that squeeze real tight to prove he was a man thing.

      Jase looked at Sammy when he finally got his hand back. “I’m not that thirsty after all, hon. How about another dance?” How about coming home with me instead of this big lug?

      “You’re not? You’re sure?” Sammy turned toward him, frowning, and wonder-guy’s hand landed on Sammy’s shoulder.

      Hard.

      “I’m sure! Come on, just one more.” He looked up and gave Deke his best vacant smile. “You don’t mind, do you?”
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