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Chapter 1







“So, you’re dating a porn star. What’s that like?’”

This was a question that I had become well-acquainted with. Mostly, it came to me through Twitter. Like everyone else on the planet, I had an account that I was fairly active on. Nevertheless, I have been stopped on the street by total strangers more than once and they all wanted to know one thing.

What is he like in bed? Don’t you get jealous? How long do you think the relationship will last? Does it count as cheating if he has sex in front of the camera? How many orgasms has he given you in one round? Can I borrow him for the weekend and will you take a check?

Yes, that was several questions, not just one. I was paraphrasing. One woman—yes, woman—blurted all of them out in a single breath while I was waiting at a bus stop. It looked like she was going to pass out afterward. I seized the opportunity and jumped on to the bus before she could recover.

It was definitely one of my more “salty bitch” moments, but I’d been having a bad day. She was being rude too, asking me all that without so much as an introduction.

First of all, though, my boyfriend has retired. I feel like we ought to get that out of the way right now. However, it is true. My boyfriend used to do gay porn—quite a lot of it, in fact.

His name is Jean Locke Holmes, and that is his actual name. He didn’t do porn under a pseudonym like most performers. I’ve never been able to get the reason why out of him beyond the fact that he simply isn’t ashamed and saw no reason to hide it.

My name, on the other hand, is Rafael Vásquez—“Raf” for short. Mine was the story of a poor gay Latino boy from The Mission who made good by getting a college scholarship out of several swimming championships in high school. I had actually known about Jean for many years, long before we ever met. Jean was my very first porn crush. His movies were my guide through the confusing adolescent period where I was figuring out who I was and what I found attractive.

A hairy, muscled, long-haired, gay, Greek-Italian-Puerto Rican man is a rare thing to behold. In the porn industry, it’s practically a unicorn!

But yes, I watched Jean’s movies through a free streaming service as a teenager, way before I was old enough to be viewing porn on the Internet. Lots of teens—gay and straight—watch porn at that age. I’m sure teenagers were looking at porn back when cable was the main way to view it. Before that, it was probably magazines.

The point is, teenagers get horny and they watch porn. That’s the horrible truth, and we should probably all get on with our lives. Watching porn didn’t turn me gay. It just made me realize that I was gay.

Someone once said that gay men take their porn way more seriously than straight men do. I think there’s some truth in that. Name a Pride event that doesn’t have gay porn stars at it. Sure, we have guest speakers and the odd gay celebrity show up.

But the ones who get the real rock star treatment—posters, red carpet, and all that? Those go to the men who spend their work hours in front of a camera showing off their dick and ass. The long and thick of it is, if gay men are honest, porn means something special to us all.

And I was no different. Long after getting into college, I remembered Jean’s films. His earliest hits were back in the mid-nineties. They were campy, cheesy, pseudo-horror exploitation-style flicks. According to Jean, the budget was nonexistent, and the special effects had been put together by some poor slob living in his parent’s garage.

And yet, I had loved them. They were what got me through my lonely adolescent years. Seeing a half-Latino gay man on my computer screen gave me hope that I would find my way in the world after all.

Plus, Jean’s body was to die for, and that did not change over the years!

However, real life isn’t a porn movie, even though we might wish it could be some of the time. I got older and found my first boyfriend in college. We dated for a while and it got serious. After graduation, we found a small apartment and started making plans for the future.

Then, the quarantine happened.

One thing that got overlooked during the crisis was the effect that COVID-19 had on relationships. Intimacy hadn’t been such a high-risk factor since the early days of HIV. Simply being near someone you loved put them in danger.

Months and months went by, with false reassurances that sounded hollow even to some of our then-president’s most ardent defenders. One good thing that came from it was the veil being torn away. The next election was close, but enough people had seen the true face of horror in the walking Cheeto Cancer.

The empire had fallen, and many of us were glad of it.

In the meantime, however, life with Nik—my then-boyfriend—had become strained. I had studied to be a massage therapist. I liked helping people and the money seemed good. In California, wine mothers love their massages. Something catastrophic would have to happen to get that to stop.

And, it had.

Nik, my now-ex-boyfriend, had an office job downtown, but he was able to work from home most of the time. They only called him into the main building in the financial district when it was absolutely necessary. For myself and the rest of San Francisco, however, things looked dire.

The streets were deserted during the day, something once believed impossible. Businesses closed up left and right, many of which never reopened. People went mad from being locked away inside of their homes.

And yes, dear Karen needed a haircut.

The six-foot social distancing rule meant I could go nowhere near any of my clients. The spa I had been working for shut its doors. The government bailouts didn’t trickle down that far, shockingly. This was just one of the many places that closed down and stayed that way.

I was left cooling my heels and running up high scores on the Nintendo Switch while Nik worked his ass off. I felt like garbage and hated how my life had turned out. Whatever may have happened between us, Nik didn’t deserve to be crushed under the weight of so much responsibility.

In the end, I did find a job—working part-time in the Castro at a used bookstore, the Dog-Eared Doorstopper. It was really more of a used “whatever” store, since the second floor carried magazines, VHS tapes, and old DVDs. The owner was amazing and I got along very well with the rest of the staff.

Hell, if the pay wasn’t so low, I’d have called it the best job ever.

During that time, Nik and I became strangers. We hardly ever saw one another anymore despite living in the same place. When he was home, Nik stayed locked up in the office—our spare bedroom—for hours at a time.

I used to ask myself if it was really all my fault. I could have tried harder, or done a better job of keeping the place clean, or gone out looking for jobs farther away. I didn’t know it at the time, but Nik was in some financial trouble as well. The stress became too much for him and we broke up.

Actually, he dumped me via text message while I was on my way to work one morning.

Whether or not anyone believes I wasn’t at fault, that was taking the coward’s way out. Nik and I didn’t speak again for several weeks. During that time, I met Jean Locke Holmes, retired porn star extraordinaire.

Jean had come into the Dog-Eared Doorstopper on a whim. I was upstairs placing used DVDs on the shelves and had come across several of his original porn titles—from before he made the jump to Internet videos in the Aughties. I was facing the possibility of homelessness soon, but couldn’t resist picking up a few of my favorites.

Imagine my surprise when I came downstairs to find him standing beside the counter, calm as he pleased. I won’t lie by saying that our first encounter was like something from an old movie. I made a right fool of myself, going so far as to drop the DVDs I’d been carrying.

I may have also fainted.

For whatever the reason, Jean saw something in me. That part was like a fairy tale. He came back to the bookstore again and again. We started talking, and not long afterward, he asked me out.

Jean was coming out of retirement to do a special performance at the Nob Hill Theater for a charity was hoping they could stir up interest in the old place. They wanted someone to invest and re-open the city’s most famous male strip club for gay men. Jean agreed to do a one-night engagement since it was for charity and Pride month.

That, unfortunately, was when the trouble started.

One of the dancers was almost killed by a falling stage fixture. A fire broke out during a rehearsal not long afterward. Someone vandalized a poster featuring Jean’s face.

And, one of the main acts of the charity event was murdered, leaving Jean as the main suspect.

It was not as bad as it sounds, though. Actually, on second thought, it was a lot worse than I made it sound, but there was one saving grace. Jean, it turned out, was quite the amateur sleuth. He demonstrated a keen eye for details and a razor-sharp mind when it came to unraveling the mystery.

We made it out alive in the end and the real culprit was caught. I ended up getting kidnapped—by Nik no less—who then committed suicide. He claimed that someone had paid him to hurt Jean.

Personally, I think he had lost his mind by that point. Nothing about what he said to me during the kidnapping made any kind of sense. He admitted that breaking up with me—via text message I wanna reiterate—was the wrong thing to do.

Nik wanted me to come back to him, but what we had was over. The kidnapping was just the final nail in the coffin, and even if I hadn’t been with Jean by that point, our relationship was finished. Jean had seemed worried at first, but things calmed down soon afterward, so I guess there wasn’t anything to be made from Nik’s crazy ramblings.

Since then, we have settled into a pretty comfortable life. Jean lives with a woman whom he has claimed as his aunt. Auntie Mags wrote best-selling murder mysteries in her spare time. She also played aggressively violent survival horror games online.

More than once, Jean and I were roused from our sleep late at night by unearthly wails. Jean always pulls the pillow down over his head and goes back to sleep. I usually end up getting dressed to go join her.

She always kicks my ass at Death Mark IV: The Culling.

Our lives have been peaceful. The cool temperatures of San Francisco June weather gave way to a hot summer. We all prayed for the survival of our extended surrogate gay families in Portland, who were in danger of melting like the Wicked Witch due to a severe heat wave.

October had come, bringing with it the promise that things would cool down again soon. The city was slowly recovering, inch by every snail’s crawl of an inch. There was hope that life might one day return to what it once was.

But life has a way of being unpredictable. I learned that the hard way when Jean and I found ourselves face to face with a brand-new mystery. And it all started while we were out on a hunt for Halloween candy.

Even with the danger, though, I wouldn’t trade the happiness that I’ve found with Jean for anything. Through him, I’ve come to understand with love really is. A part of me will cherish the time I spent with Nik—minus the stalking and kidnapping part, of course. It is with Jean, though, that I have found bliss and contentment.

And yes, the sex has been phenomenal.

Were you really expecting anything less?




• • •




One thing that no one warned me about when it came to being a new couple was the adjustment period.

There are those early months—usually about two or so—where new couples are still getting used to one another. I have heard straight people call this the “nine-and-a-half weeks” phase. It’s when things are all lovey-dovey and you feel like your new partner is just the greatest thing ever.

Then those rose-colored glasses come off and you start seeing the warts. Someone chews their food too loudly. Or they hog the covers in the wee hours of the morning. Maybe they don’t know when to let the other person speak during a conversation.

Normally, when this kicks in, a couple has to decide whether or not they are in it for the long haul. Some choices have to be made. Some old living habits have to be tossed out. They might have to change their schedules to make time for one another.

Jean and I skipped most of that. With all that happened between Nik and I, including a kidnapping, I was left with no place to call home. Since I didn’t have a roof over my head, Jean let me crash at his. I wound up living with him and his Auntie Mags. She was a godsend, welcoming me into her home with open arms.

Of course, we were also dealing with the Nob Hill Theater case and the fact that the police pinpointed Jean as the chief person-of-interest in the case. Thinking back, there was a lot happening during the early days of our courtship. Therefore, a lot of the things that normal couples go through got shuffled around.

I had to adjust to living in a new place with two other people, neither of whom I knew all that well, and one of whom I was in the early stages of a relationship with. As such, Jean and I tended to alternate between making goo-goo eyes at one another, which would typically then be followed by him getting on my nerves.

Of course, that meant we had great make-up sex afterward, so it wasn’t as if this were a no-win situation for me.

One thing I learned about Jean in the wake of the murder was that he tended to be an early riser. Weekends were the days when we slept in. During the week, though, he would be up at the crack of dawn.

I, of course, had to fall in love with a morning person.

Even worse, he seemed to think that I should get up with him. The bed would be all cozy and warm from our shared body heat. The bed gravity would be nice and strong, further encouraging me to remain under the soft, silky covers.

All of that would end the moment Jean’s eyes opened. He was a big man, so rolling out of bed created a seismic event on our mattress. I would be fast asleep when the quake started. The memory foam supporting my vertebrae even moved in the same pattern each time as though it had memorized it.

My body would bounce up and down. I was much smaller than Jean so it was easy for him to jostle me around like that. Once that happened, I would be awake, but in no way happy about the fact.

There was also Jean’s morning routine. He did the usual shit, shower, and shave, but Jean also practiced yoga and calisthenics. I had a few minutes of peace while he dashed to the restroom down the hallway to relieve himself. My eyes would close each time. I would feel myself beginning to drift back to the serenity of dreamland where the fire-breathing cyclops was about to eat me.

And then, Jean’s big size-fourteen feet would come stomping down the hallway, waking me up again. I knew each time that he would poke and prod me until I got out from under the covers. I knew that he would shoo me out the door toward the restroom so that I could do the same. I knew that he would come and find me if I didn’t emerge from the restroom in a timely manner.

Knowing all of that didn’t make going through it each morning any easier.

“Just a little bit more,” Jean said insistently as I pushed.

“I can’t…” My teeth grit together. “I can’t take anymore.”

“You can do it.” Jean’s voice was patient, but he never let up. “I know you can do it. You’ve just got to will yourself to.”

He sounded like an instructor. It occurred to me that, given his profession, Jean most likely had given tutorials on this sort of thing before. I was most likely not his first pupil.

I tuned out the jealous spike that flared up inside of me and concentrated. “I really can’t,” I said after a moment more. “My body…just wasn’t meant to take it.”

“You can take it,” Jean pressed, his voice never losing the persistent patience that I found so annoying. “I’ve been with other people who managed. Your body will adjust.”

I opened my mouth to fire off a sarcastic retort, but Jean cut me off. “You just need to give it time,” he added at that precise moment.

It was so hard to be rude when he was speaking so kindly. I suspected that was on purpose. If I lashed out, it made me look like the bad guy. Jean was only trying to help, after all.

“Fine,” I relented, though I raised back up. “But we’re taking a ten-minute break so I can recover.”

Jean frowned, but didn’t stop me when I moved to get a towel. “You’re just giving your body time to tighten back up,” he protested.

I dabbed the sweat away and scowled. “No,” I insisted, refusing to give in to him this time. “I’m giving my body a reason to not hate me for ten minutes. We’ll pick this up again once my leg muscles quit screaming.”

Jean looked at me for a moment and shook his head. “You are the first massage therapist,” he said, sounding amused, “that I’ve ever met who had this much trouble doing yoga.”

I glared. “Not all massage therapists are new age retro-hippies looking for peace and love.” I hesitated then, considering my words. “Not that I don’t want peace and love, but that’s beside the point.”

Jean leveled his gaze at me. “You were the one who wanted to get in better shape,” he reminded me.

Those words hung in the air. I actually cringed a little bit at them. It felt like Jean’s eyes were trying to drill through me.

My shoulders slumped in defeat, mainly because I couldn’t think of a valid argument. “You win,” I said, moving back onto the expensive yoga mat that Jean insisted on using.

My boyfriend, whom I love dearly, practically radiated a smug confidence. “Good,” he said, joining me on the mat next to mine. “We’ll start over from the beginning.”

“Oh, joy.” My voice sounded as sour as I felt. “What fun!”

Nevertheless, I got down on my knees. The mat was admittedly very comfortable. I just hate sitting on my legs. The weight of my body pressing down on them caused my muscles to cramp up.

“I think your body needs more time to adjust,” Jean advised, getting into the same position. “We’ll go slower this time. Sorry for pushing you, by the way.”

The apology helped. “Sorry for being such a bitch,” I replied, meaning it. “You’re right, just for the record. I did ask for this.”

Back in high school, I was a skinny little twig. Puberty had not been kind to me. I joined the swim team because the guidance counselor thought I needed to be more social. The rat fink went so far as to contact my mother when I didn’t warm to the idea right away. Mom heard the counselor out and decided that she was right.

The problem, however, was that I was ill-suited for most sports. Football was out of the question. I lacked the hand-eye coordination to play baseball. I didn’t like to run, so that meant track and field were out as well.

I had always loved swimming, though. My younger brother and I practically lived at the community pool during the summers. Neither Mom nor the guidance counselor relented, so I signed up for the swim team.

It did have an effect on me. I wasn’t the most popular jock in school, but I did make a couple of friends there. There were a couple nerdy gamers who shared my love of roleplaying and survival horror games. It was also how I was able to afford college. The scholarship paid just enough for me to attend a local university and get my massage therapy certification.

But I never fully developed the “swimmer’s bod” that so many of my teammates did. That bothered me more than I cared to admit. Long after college ended, I still wasn’t comfortable showing my body off to people.

Jean was patient with me. In the end, I opened up to him. We spent over an hour cuddling in bed. He ran his hands all over me, assuring me with his touch that he loved me, that he thought I was gorgeous.

I disagreed, of course. Jean was the gorgeous one. He was well over six feet tall with muscles in places that I could only fantasize about. A fantastic carpet of fur crowned his rich, brown skin. I loved running my fingers through it, and through the thick, curly mane of hair that cascaded down past his shoulders.

“One step at a time,” Jean reminded me, bringing my mind back to the present. “Ready?”

I nodded, taking a deep breath to steel myself for the inevitable failure.

“Child’s Pose,” Jean said, holding his arms forward. “Knees wide in a V-shape. Make sure your toes touch and your ass rests on your heels.”

I did as Jean instructed. Perhaps it was simply my acquiescence, but the weight resting on my legs didn’t hurt as much this time. My feet fit into the curve of my butt much easier as well.

“Lengthen your spine,” Jean went on, keeping my attention squarely on the present. “Then stretch forward between your thighs with your arms out in front of you.”

True to his word, we went more slowly this time. I concentrated on my body, keeping my focus on doing this simple act. When I was nearly to the floor, something popped loudly in my vertebrae.

“Uh-oh!” I said, feeling a surge of panic.

“Ignore it,” Jean advised, sensing my shift in mood. “Your body isn’t used to it yet. That’s all. If it needs to pop, it will.”

I didn’t move, despite how calm Jean sounded. “Keep going,” he told me, using a gentler tone than last time. “You’ve got this.”

My body complied after a moment of further protest. My lower thigh popped as well, sending a sharp pain up through me. I grit my teeth and focused. The pain vanished after a second. To my surprise, I was stretched out on my stomach with both legs curled up underneath me.

“You did it,” Jean said, pleased. “Okay, hold that position for as long as you can. Up to sixty seconds, if you can make it.”

I began counting, using “Mississippi” to space out each number. Jean counted aloud right alongside me. We had barely passed the tens when my body started spasming. I wanted out of this pose more than anything else in life.

“I used to swim laps every day,” I grumbled aloud. “How am I this bad at yoga?”

“When was the last time you kept a regular workout regimen?” Jean asked.

I had to think about that for a moment. “Before quarantine,” I confessed, not happy with the answer. “Back in college when I was still on the school’s swim team.”

“Tell me about it,” Jean encouraged. “Also, let’s move to the Downward-Facing Dog pose now.”

Jean and I moved to our hands and knees. This felt a little bit more familiar to me. One did not fall for a porn star of Jean’s caliber without becoming better acquainted with being on all fours.

“It was…” I paused long enough to move my body into an A-figure, mimicking Jean’s movements. “Required. I had to stay in shape to stay on the team. Being on the team was what paid for school.”

Sweat dripped down my face. Through the sheen, I saw Jean eyeing me.

“So you had to work out,” he said thoughtfully. “It was a necessity—don’t forget to count, remember?”

Counting in my head while carrying on a conversation as my body stretched past what felt like were its limits wasn’t easy.

“Right.” I wondered where Jean was going with this train of thought. “I would get up, go to the campus gym, work out for an hour and swim laps. Then it was time for classes.”

“But you had a goal in mind—Upward-Facing Dog next!” Jean continued to talk while I brought my body down so that my arms were tight at my side and parallel with the bedroom wall. “You wanted to graduate and staying in shape helped you do that.”

I hadn’t thought of it that way. Granted, it was harder to concentrate while my spine was bent, and the upper half of my body was raised up off the floor. I powered through it anyhow while counting quietly to myself.

“I guess it did,” I realized.

“Cobra,” Jean said, which confused me. “I mean, move into the Cobra Pose next.”

“Oh, of course.” My face flushed slightly from embarrassment as I rested the lower half of my body onto the mat. Moving into his position was much easier. “Sorry, but where are you…?”

I made the mistake of turning toward Jean. Sweat was beading on his forehead. He had taken his shirt off at some point. I didn’t know when, but the sight of him half-naked on the floor next to me made my brain go into four-oh-four blue screen mode.

“Ahhh…” My face burned brighter as I jerked my head away. “My bad. Had a brain fart there for a moment. You were saying?”

“Bridge Pose.” Jean waited until I was resting on my shoulders with my body arched up off the mat using my toe tips. “It’s all about motivation. About assessing what it is that you really want.”

I was having a hard time following Jean’s meaning. This position was usually when my body gave up. Muscles I didn’t know I had—and I had to study human anatomy extensively for my degree—screamed in protest.

“What I want,” I said, desperate for something to distract me, “is to not snap in half like a twig.”

“Focus on my voice,” Jean cooed. He knew this was the part that I struggled with the most. “You need to find that motivation again. You wanted something back when you were in college. You can find that again now if you look for it.”

I breathed deep, tuned out the pain, and focused on Jean’s words. “Makes sense, I guess,” I said, thinking back. “I wanted…needed to do better. I saw what Mom went through, trying to raise two sons.”

“Right,” Jean encouraged. “Keep going. Follow that feeling. Verbalize it if you can.”

He and I stood up and moved into the Chair Pose. I had never gotten this far before. It looked simple enough in the diagram that Jean showed me. The problem was that my body gave out beforehand.

I should have felt proud, but I was too busy thinking about what Jean said. “She worked her ass off,” I continued, holding my arms and my upper body at a diagonal angle with my knees bent. “We had next to nothing. Growing up in the Mission… It was hard.”

I remembered how hard everyone else had it in our old neighborhood. My brother and I got good enough grades to warrant being sent to a better school than the one the other kids in our area attended.

He and I were some of a few Latino students there. Most of the alumni were white. I saw how good everyone else had it. Nobody else wore second-hand clothes or cheap shoes. It was hard fitting in there.

“I wanted more out of life,” I admitted. “Mom couldn’t give me that. Maybe I resented her a little…”

“It’s okay.” Jean’s voice stayed soothing and calm. “You were a kid. Let’s move to Warrior One now.”

“I was a spoiled teenager,” I said, disgruntled with myself. My weight rested easily on one knee, stretching forward with both arms raised above my head. “I should’ve…known better.”

Jean shook his head. “Wanting to do well in life isn’t a sin, you know,” he chided me tenderly. “People don’t always find a way to make their dreams happen.”

“Yeah, right.” I shot Jean a look and made a face. “My ‘dream’ ended up being a tiny apartment. Then quarantine happened and I lost my job.”

“So?” Jean pressed. “Warrior Two, please.”

Each arm burned as I stretched them out in front and behind me. “Spent months sitting on my ass thinking things would improve on their own.”

I didn’t like where this was going. There were a lot of bad memories from that time. It was during the first year of COVID that my relationship with Nik fell apart.

“I told myself,” I said, straining. “…there was nothing I could do but wait. But the whole time…” I hesitated, but Jean said nothing. “I wondered…if maybe I didn’t try hard enough.”

“Really?” Jean’s voice sounded condescending. “Did you have the cure for COVID?”

“No,” I snapped, irritated. “You know that. No one had a cure for COVID. Hell, it was another year before the vaccinations were available.”

Jean and I had both gotten our vaccinations around the same time. We went to different pharmacies for them, but we were only a day apart from one another. I was surprised when I found that out.

“Then why do you punish yourself?” he asked me, looking me straight in the eye. “Tree Pose.”

The conversation stalled for a bit. I had a hard time keeping my balance on one foot. As I wobbled there on the mat, Jean’s question rattled in my mind.

“I don’t know,” I admitted at last once the sixty seconds were up.

“You worked hard,” Jean pointed out. “Triangle.”

The conversation stalled again. Jean had to help me get into the Triangle yoga position. I had never done this one before either. On the one hand, I got to use both of my legs. The problem was that I was little better at staying balanced while my body was twisted in such an awkward position.

“Maybe we should finish this later,” I offered, worried I was becoming a pretzel—or a human centipede.

“You’re doing great,” Jean encouraged. “We’ve never gotten this far before. You should feel proud of yourself.”

I hadn’t let myself feel that way just yet. We were too busy going through an impromptu psych evaluation. Jean was right, though.

I was doing good, and that bothered me.

“I did work hard,” I admitted, more to myself than him as we moved into the High Plank position—which was essentially a glorified push-up that didn’t end. “I pushed myself to get good enough grades to go to college. I competed in swim tournaments to pay for school.”

“You did all the right things,” Jean said, putting it together for me. “Made all the right moves. Hell, you even found yourself a boyfriend while you were still in school.”

“We got a place to live together.” I was breathing hard, but it wasn’t because of the yoga position I was in. “Everything was going great. So…”

“So,” Jean finished. “Why did it end?”

I thought about his question while we stood on the mats in the Standing Fold, the last position in our routine. Blood rushed to my head from me bending my body in half. I felt dizzy from pointing my head toward the floor. My arms burned while Jean counted.

“I don’t know,” I confessed once the time was up. “I thought I did everything right. I thought everything was right. But…”

“That’s life,” Jean said, standing with me. “You can do everything right and still have everything go horribly wrong.”

Hearing that was like having a load of bricks fall on me. In that moment, I wanted to cry. My face must have given that away. Jean was suddenly there, wrapping both arms securely around me.

“I just…” My body shook as I sobbed. “I thought I…was better than this.”

“Shhh…” Jean said, rubbing my back with one hand. “You did good, my love. Hell, you survived through a pandemic.”

He raised back, brushing my eyes clear with his thumbs so that I could see him. “Speaking as someone who grew up in the Dark Ages—when HIV was everywhere and the treatments were worse than the disease—that is saying something.”

I was reminded again that Jean was twice my age. He had grown up when being gay was a death sentence. Coming out for him was far more traumatic than it had been for me. My mother just sort of hummed and hawed for a bit, then made me swear that I would use protection when I finally did have sex.

For a single Puerto Rican mom, she handled her oldest son’s sexual orientation spectacularly.

“And you’re coming back from all of that,” he went on, holding me close to his chest again. I could feel his heart beating—such an amazing sound. “You have plenty to feel proud of, lover.”

“Thanks.” Gently, I pressed both hands against him. “But none of that means you’re getting out of lunch today.”

Speaking of my mother, she had been anxious to meet the new man in my life. The fact that she found out about him from reading that he was being accused of murder didn’t go over well at first. Once the news died down, however, Mom was willing to hear my version of events.

It helped that Nik had turned out to be such a huge mistake. Mom had liked Nik a lot. They got along well before we were all forced inside of our homes for a year. I had to explain in painstaking detail how Nik dumped me via text and then spent a month stalking my new boyfriend.

The final nail in the coffin was when I explained to her how Nik kidnapped me. Mom spent the next half-hour cussing up a storm in Spanish. She must have forgotten that Jean was half-Puerto Rican himself. He was very impressed by her knowledge of swear words.

Mom had been so ashamed. Jean had understood every word she said, something she wasn’t as accustomed to. She actually hung up on me!

Of course, she called right back to continue our conversation, but learning that Jean had rescued me earned him brownie points.

The problem with that, however, was she wanted to meet him. Jean seemed reluctant to make nice with my family. It took quite a bit of prodding to find out why.

“I told you,” Jean said while we changed. “Parents don’t like me. It’s been like that for most of my life.”

I was in the midst of selecting a shirt that Mom wouldn’t hate. “Because you did porn?” I asked, turning halfway around to study Jean.

He was sliding into a pair of jeans. They fit over his hairy legs like a second skin. The sight of him, along with that perfect muscular ass disappearing out of sight, made me drool.

“That’s a huge part of it,” he answered, adjusting himself as he turned around to face me. “I didn’t exactly date in high school. Not guys, anyway.”

“No,” I admitted, staring for too long at his bulge. “I imagine you wouldn’t have.”

Granted, I hadn’t dated in high school either. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. Rumors had circulated about me for a while. I had said that I would come out after graduation, but that plan fell through a month into my senior year.

A girl in my class was making tasteless jokes about gay guys. I had to sit in front of her every day and listen to the people around us laugh. Finally, I turned around in my seat and flat-out said to her face that she was wrong, that I was gay, and she could keep her collagen-soaked lips shut if she couldn't get her facts straight.

The teacher told the principal, who then called my mom. Fortunately, Mom already knew that I was gay. I had told her the truth after she found several of Jean’s movies on my laptop.

It was going to be quite the experience having Jean over at her place for lunch. After all, the first time both of us saw him was on my laptop screen watching him plow some poor twink’s ass senseless.

That wasn’t something that a lot of gay men could brag about.

“Did you?” Jean asked, coming up behind me to wrap both of his arms around my smaller, skinnier frame.

“Mm?” I couldn’t resist leaning back into him. “Sorry, someone is distracting me. I’m trying to pick the right shirt out.”

Jean let go with one arm. His hand slid into the closet—into my side of the closet—pulling out a dark blue button-up with Pokémon characters printed all over it.

“This one,” he declared with certainty. “If your mother doesn’t know you by now, she never will.”

I didn’t take the shirt from him. “I want to look nice,” I protested, giving Jean a glare. “Not like…”

“Like yourself?” Jean asked knowingly. He held the shirt close to me, insistently. “You should be comfortable around your mother. I am the one who is going to get grilled with questions, after all.”

He had a good point there. “It’s not like I haven’t embarrassed her with my nerdiness before,” I agreed at last, sliding the shirt over the light blue one I already had on. “Same goes for my brother.”

“It suits you,” Jean said, eyeing me up and down. “Now, what was this about you dating in high school?”

Jean sounded jealous, which was absurd. “It was my senior prom,” I explained, reaching into the closet again to find a shirt for him to wear. “Samantha—the girlfriend of one of my buddies on the swim team—set me up. She had a cousin in college who was out.”

“Dating an older man.” Jean smirked at me as he took the black dress shirt from my hand. “I’m sensing a theme here.”

“We kept in touch,” I said while watching with lustful eyes as Jean slid the shirt over his white tank top, leaving it unbuttoned. “He wasn’t interested in anything long-term, though.”

“His loss,” Jean said, checking himself in the mirror. “Did anyone give you a hard time?”

I shrugged, thinking back on that night. “Not really,” I admitted. “I mean, we got a couple of looks, but nothing bad happened. Honestly, the prom was boring and we ended up leaving early.”

The jealous look was back in Jean’s eyes again. “To do what?” he teased, poking me in the ribs. “Go stargazing? Hang out by the lake?”

“Ow!” I recoiled from the assault on my poor sensitive ribs. “No fair! And no, it wasn’t anything like that.”

Jean clearly didn’t believe me. “Right,” he scoffed, pulling me back into his embrace. “Two gay teenagers—one of whom is older, I wanna point out—leave a chaperoned dance to be alone together. And nothing salacious at all happened?”

Jean leaned forward into me. I could feel his thick bush of a beard against the sensitive skin of my neck. A pair of moist, hot lips planted a kiss there, which sent shivers through me.

“Totally innocent,” he whispered huskily between kisses. “I’m sure he was on his best behavior.”

“You have an active imagination,” I said, blushing from how aroused Jean felt. His cock was snaking down one leg of his pants, and yet it still managed to poke me in the hip.

“I would’ve made a move,” Jean replied unabashedly, moving his head around to kiss me properly on the lips. “You’d have gone home the next morning walking funny.”

I reached down to feel the silk steel hiding in his jeans. “If you were packing this back in high school,” I said, savoring the chance to tease him now. “I’d have gone to the emergency room.”

“That would’ve taken some explaining,” Jean admitted, chuckling.

I moved away, mainly because thinking while making out with Jean Locke Holmes didn’t go well together.

“He didn’t have your bravery,” I revealed, somewhat disappointed in myself for cutting Jean off. “We got fake IDs and snuck into a beercade with some friends.”

Jean smiled. I could see his mouth twitch underneath the thick beard he wore. Clearly, this story amused him.

“It’s true,” I insisted. “That’s how I found out that I am not good at Donkey Kong when I’m drunk. We stayed there until they chased us out.”

Jean wasn’t willing to let the subject die. I suspected he was hoping to distract me so that we missed lunch. This was confirmed when he moved in close again, trying to kiss me.

“And?” he pressed, bending his head downward. He was so much taller than me. “What happened next?”

I held a hand up, cutting him off. “I’ll tell you about it in the car,” I said, stepping back so as not to fall into his sneaky, sexy trap. “You drive while I regale you about my teen years. Deal?”

Jean made a face, but didn’t protest. “You drive a hard bargain,” he said, going for his wallet and keys. “Fine, we’ll do it your way.”

I patted him on the back as we headed for the stairs. “You’ll get through this,” I assured him, taking each step at the same time he did. “Anyone who can win an award for a triple penetration scene can get through lunch with their boyfriend’s mother.”

Jean was still laughing when we walked out the front door. “Can I bring that up during the meal?” he asked teasingly. “There’s a very funny story surrounding that, actually. See—”

“No,” I said flatly, cutting him off. “Mom won’t find it funny. No matter how good of a spin you put on it.”

Jean and I lived with Auntie Mags on California Street. It was one of the sections of San Francisco where all of the nice townhouses were located. None of these were brightly colored, unlike the famous Painted Ladies in Alamo Square Park.

Our home was called Sherrinford House on account of the owner’s surname. Auntie Mags had christened it as such long before Jean moved in with her. It was painted an off-white color and had dark shutters framing the windows.

The most impressive thing about it was the balcony located on the top floor. It jutted out slightly from a pair of French doors. I smiled at the sight while Jean and I made our way over to the garage. That was where Jean kept his studio. Since retiring from porn, he had taken up painting. Jean would post pictures of his work online and auction them off for sale. So far, he hadn’t set the world on fire, but did well enough that neither of us were freeloaders.
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