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 Chapter
One

 


Jay watched
the trees zipping past the car window. He so rarely got out of the
city that this camping trip was the highlight of his summer — and
the fact that he was going with his best friend, Mike, and Mike’s
dad, Mr. Carter, only made it better. “A camping trip to turn you
into men,” Mr. Carter had called it, a celebration of the two of
them turning eighteen.

He sat in the
back seat, mostly ignoring the idle chatter between father and son.
He looked at the back of Mr. Carter’s head — there were a number of
silver hairs that were starting to appear in his buzz-cut brown.
Mr. Carter had aged over the years he’d known him — and aged for
the better.

“How you doing back there, Jay?” Mr. Carter asked.

Jay found the
man’s gaze in the rear-view mirror — he’d been caught staring at
the back of his head. “Doing good. How much longer, Mr. Carter?” As
he asked that, Mr. Carter slowed the car and exited off the highway
onto a gravel road.

“Not that much further,” he said, slamming on the brakes as a
deer leapt across the road. When it was clear, he continued
forward. “It’s been a number of years since I’ve been out here —
I’m really looking forward to it.”

Their
destination was a secluded piece of property that one of Mr.
Carter’s friends owned. He apparently felt that it was manlier than
a family campground in a public park — out here, they’d have to
scrounge for wood, dig a hole for the bathroom, and make do with
absolutely no link to civilization for two nights. Jay was looking
forward to it — partly for the challenge, but partly for getting to
know Mr. Carter a little better.

Jay grew up
with a single mom — no dad in the picture — and so he spent a lot
of time at Mike’s house while his mom picked up extra shifts in the
evening and weekend. Because of that, he’d grown to think of Mr.
Carter as a father figure of sorts — he was the one that took Jay
to his driver’s test, he came to all of Jay’s basketball games
(even though Mike wasn’t on the team in grade 12), and he was also
the most supportive person when Jay came out as gay. And over the
years, Jay had gotten to know him as a person, too; Mr. Carter
taught him the rules of football and golf and he often asked Jay to
help out with repairs around his house.

A couple
months ago, Jay realised he had a crush on him — he knew he could
never have Mr. Carter as he was married and also his best friend’s
dad ... and there was still that iffy feeling about his crush since
he always looked up to him like a father. But he couldn’t deny what
his cock told him — he always got hard around Mr. Carter. Jay
wanted to be wrapped in his beefy arms and feel Mr. Carter’s meaty
cock push into his ass.

“You want some chilli fries?” Mike said, snapping Jay out of
his erotic thoughts of Mr. Carter. Mike angled himself around his
seat and held out his plastic container of chilli fries, drenched
with cheese and grease, which they’d picked up just before leaving
town. How Mike could stomach that, Jay would never know.

Jay nudged the
“food” back in his direction. “No, thanks.”

Mike winked at
Jay — he knew Jay complained about his food choices all the time.
Jay didn’t think Mike seriously expected him to take one of the
fries; he probably just wanted to see if Jay would make a face.

Mike and Jay
were close — like brothers — and they even looked kind of alike.
Pretty much every teacher had asked them if they were related at
one point or another.

He and his dad
returned to their idle chatter in the front seat and Jay looked out
the window again, watching the trees get thicker and darker. Jay
had to get the dirty thoughts of Mr. Carter out of his mind — after
all, this wasn’t a sex vacation, this was a camping trip. Mr.
Carter was obviously straight given that he’d been married to
Mike’s mom for over twenty years. Besides all that, he would
probably just be too weirded out because he surely saw Jay like a
son as much as Jay saw him like a father.

There was a
loud guffaw from the guys in the front. Jay turned to hear what was
so funny, but had missed the punch line. Mr. Carter caught Jay’s
eye in the rear-view mirror. Jay smiled back, brushing a few
strands of hair behind his ear, and turned back to the window.

* * *

Another thirty
minutes of driving and Mr. Carter pulled the car off the gravel
road and onto one that was little more than parallel ruts in the
dried mud. The trees came in closer, scraping against the sides of
the car. The path angled around a bend and then ended in a small
clearing.

Mr. Carter
shut off the car. “Here we are!”

Jay looked
around and tried to mask his disappointment. He had been told of
beautiful hiking paths along cliffs, a pristine lake with a sandy
beach, and all of nature at its finest. So far, none of those
seemed apparent.

“This is it?” Mike asked, with the same incredulity that Jay
felt. “It’s just a clearing in the woods, dad.”

Mr. Carter
looked at his son, then back at Jay. “Cheer up, boys! This spot is
better than you think it is. A two minute walk through those
trees,” he pointed out Mike’s window, “takes you down to the beach.
It’s sandy, the water is clear, and there’s almost never another
soul there. And through the trees over here,” he pointed straight
ahead, “is a hiking path that takes you along the lake’s edge, up
the cliffs and everything. And this clearing offers the best view
of the stars you’ll find anywhere within fifty miles.”

Mike and Jay
looked in each of the directions that Mr. Carter had pointed.

“All right,” Mike said, “I believe you.”

Jay smiled to
himself — it seemed this trip was still going to be as amazing as
he’d hoped.

Mr. Carter got
out of the car and Mike and Jay followed. They unloaded the
supplies from the trunk — the tent, sleeping bags, and food. Mike
and his dad seemed to know what they were doing, so Jay just helped
when needed in setting up the tent. Though Jay had gone camping
before, it was a far rarer experience for him than it seemed to be
for Mike and Mr. Carter.

With the
tent erected — a small thing that would just barely accommodate the
three of them — Jay grabbed their sleeping bags and laid them out
in the tent for everyone, while the other guys set up lawn chairs
to rest for a few minutes. Jay wanted to put his sleeping bag in
the middle, so he could still be buddy-buddy with Mike, but so that
he could also press himself tight against Mr. Carter in the cold of
the night. He figured, though, that the others might find that
layout a little odd, so Mike’s sleeping bag went in the middle.
Jay’s attraction to Mr. Carter would have to remain a distant and
unacknowledged one.

With that task
done, Jay clambered out of the tent and walked over to the
remaining lawn chair, beside Mike.

“I can hear the water,” Mike said, looking toward where his
father had earlier indicated the beach was.

Jay strained
to hear it — and could just barely make out the lapping of waves.
He also heard the calls of an assortment of birds and the buzz of
different insects. What he didn’t hear, though, was any sign of
human life other than themselves. Maybe this was as secluded as Mr.
Carter had said.

“Mike ... are you feeling okay?” Mr. Carter said.

Jay looked at
Mike — his skin had a sheen to it that didn’t seem to be sweat. His
colour looked a little off, too.

“I’m okay. I think. The chilli fries probably weren’t the best
choice,” he said, putting a hand on his stomach. Mike grimaced in a
way that told Jay his friend was feeling a lot worse than he was
letting on. He knew Mike well and knew when he was telling a white
lie.

“Do you want some water?” Mr. Carter asked, getting up and
heading to the cooler. He grabbed a bottle for everyone.

Jay took a
deep swig of the water, enjoying the cool liquid in the heat of the
day. He looked over at Mike and saw how he tentatively took a sip —
something was definitely off with his friend’s stomach. But his
attention was diverted from Mike to Mr. Carter when he saw the man
kick his head back for a deep gulp of water — only to have some of
it roll down his jaw and sweaty neck, soaking into the collar of
his shirt. Jay had to take another sip of water just to cool
himself down.

Mike suddenly
bolted from his chair, running across the clearing to the stand of
trees on the other side of the tent. He bent over behind a tree and
retched. The sound was loud and it went on and on. Mr. Carter and
Jay got up and walked over to Mike.

“You okay, son?” Mr. Carter said, putting a hand on Mike’s
back. He had stopped vomiting, but was now coughing, settling his
stomach.

“I will be,” he said, wiping his hand across his
lips.

“Maybe a walk will help you feel better — get some air into
your lungs. What do you say?” asked Mr. Carter.

“Sure,” Mike said. “Let me put on some better
shoes.”

Mr. Carter
tossed a few water bottles and granola bars in a backpack and threw
it over his shoulder. By the time he was done, Mike had swapped out
his flip-flops for sneakers and came up to them. Richard led Mike
and Jay across their little campsite to the wall of trees
beyond.

“I told you the fries were a bad idea,” Jay said, with an elbow
in Mike’s ribs.

“Next time, I’ll listen to you, I swear.”

“Come on, boys — I mean, come on, men. Just through here. We’ll
find the path in a moment,” Mr. Carter said. Jay watched him lead
the way, trying not to make it too obvious to Mike that he was
staring at his dad’s ass. Mr. Carter wore a baggy pair of black
basketball shorts, a light blue t-shirt that hugged him in all the
right places, and a pair of worn-in sneakers. He had the older man
body that Jay craved — the bulk of muscle from a life of manual
labour with just the slightest padding of a life of good living and
good eating. And he was taller and thicker than Jay — exactly what
he liked in his men.

Beside him,
Mike groaned. Fearing he’d been caught staring at Mr. Carter’s ass,
he looked at Mike. But it wasn’t a groan over his wandering eyes —
it was a groan over Mike’s stomach. He held an arm across his gut
and groaned again, slowing his pace to a crawl.

“Uh, Mr. Carter, hang on a moment,” Jay called
ahead.

Mr. Carter
turned around just in time to see Mike lean against a tree and
vomit again. He rested his forehead against the bark and groaned,
visibly holding back another retch.

“Mike,” Mr. Carter said, coming over and putting a hand on his
son’s shoulder, “maybe we should just go home. You’ve probably got
food poisoning.”

Jay saw the
look of panic in Mike’s eyes — and knew that his own eyes probably
reflected the same thing. Both of them had been looking forward to
this trip for months — though they could always do it again, this
“camping trip to become men” had been built up so much that neither
one of them wanted to head back early.

“No, I’ll be okay,” Mike said. “But I think I should go lie
down in the tent.”

Jay tried not
to let his face fall; he’d been looking forward to the hike, to
grunting and sweating with Mr. Carter. Mike seemed to catch Jay’s
crestfallen expression, though likely not the true reason why.

“You guys go ahead. I’ll rest and we can have a campfire when
you get back.”

Mr. Carter
looked at Jay. “What do you think? Still up for a hike?”

Jay’s heart thudded against his ribs. While he had been
looking forward to spending bonding time with Mr. Carter, he hadn’t
considered such time happening without Mike coming along.
Maybe we’ll kiss in
the woods or he’ll demand I suck his cock or something,
Jay thought, but
then he chastised himself. He’s married, he’s straight, and he’s Mike’s dad.
I’ve got to get over this crush!

Jay nodded. “Sure! I’d love to.” I hope I didn’t sound too
eager.

Mr. Carter
gave Mike a quick fatherly hug and patted him on the back as Mike
turned and walked back to camp. Jay watched his friend retreat
through the trees. Once he was safely back in the clearing, he
turned around to face Mr. Carter.

“Well,” Mr. Carter said, “we should head on.”

“Sounds great, Mr. Carter.”

The corners of
his lips curled up in a small smile. “I think it’s time you called
me Richard. Mr. Carter is so formal and now that you’re no longer a
kid, well, it seems out of place.”

“Okay ... Richard. Thanks.” Using his first name felt so
strange after calling him Mr. Carter for as long as Jay could
remember. To be allowed to use his first name all of a sudden felt
so ... so intimate.

“Great,” Mr. Carter — Richard — said, and slapped Jay on the
back. “I think it’s just through here.” He led the way through
another tight stand of trees and Jay followed, squeezing past a
tight copse, and they suddenly found themselves on a well-trodden
path. “The lake is public property, so there are some great hiking
paths around its perimeter.”

“I think I can see the lake through there,” Jay said, pointing
at the trees on the other side of the path. Though they were thick,
he could see glimpses of sparkling blue water. The water was still,
almost glass-like, and there didn’t seem to be anybody swimming or
boating across its surface that he could see.

“Yeah, but just wait until we climb the cliff — the view from
there is spectacular.” He tore his eyes from the narrow view of the
lake to look down at Jay — and in any other circumstance, Jay would
have wondered if Richard was appraising him, like he was measuring
if he was a good fuck or something. Suddenly, Richard looked away
and started up the path.

That was odd, Jay thought. But it’s just my hormones misreading everything —
I’m sure of it. He followed Richard, staying a few paces behind as the path
was a little too narrow here to walk side by side. While the narrow
glimpses of the lake were calling to him, Richard’s ass, clad in
those basketball shorts, were the real siren call. Jay watched
those two muscular globes shift side to side as Richard’s
determined walk ate up the distances ahead of them.

I wonder what his ass looks like ... hairy? Smooth? Tan?
Pale? This
guessing game kept Jay occupied as they walked on in silence. But
as his mind moved on from the questions to actually visualizing
what his ass might look like, he gave his head a shake.
Fuck, I have to get
over this real quick, or this weekend is going to be a
disaster.

Suddenly, the
line of trees broke and fell away behind them. Richard slowed to a
stop and Jay came up beside him.

“Wow...” Jay said. The path had taken them on a slight incline,
so that they were now a good fifty feet above the water. And with
the trees now behind them, he had an uninterrupted view of the lake
— it was huge and potato-shaped, filled with placid blue water that
reflected the sun and clouds above.

“I know, eh? I love coming out here.” He put his arm around
Jay’s shoulder in a fatherly gesture. “I just wish that Mike were
with us, too.”

The heady
scent of Richard’s body odour and deodorant, along with the sheer
warmth and weight of his arm, almost made Jay’s knees buckle. He
took a deep breath to steady himself, but only inhaled more of that
luxurious smell. He let his breath out slowly through his mouth and
inhaled again. The haze clouding his brain began to fade and he
could look at the lake with clarity again.

“We can come back tomorrow,” Jay said. “I’m sure Mike will be
better by then.”

Richard
gave Jay’s shoulder a squeeze. “You’re right. I just wish I
could’ve brought both of you here at the same time — with how
breathtaking the view of the lake is, it would’ve been a special
moment for the three of us.” Jay didn’t know what to say, but then
Richard smiled and squeezed his shoulder again, then added, “But
it’ll be a special moment for just you and me, then.”
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