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          George

        

      

    

    
      It was a beautiful day that marked the ending of something old and the beginning of something new for dozens of young adults.

      George Bennett was excited and proud as he stood with his graduating class, standing tall before the sea of family and friends. He adjusted his glasses, blinded by the flashes from cameras as family and friends captured the moment.

      Boy, he was hot beneath those robes as he smiled away until his mouth hurt. The lighting above and all the bodies so close to him had him sweating. The feeling of his shirt clinging to his back was gross.

      But those hot lights beaming down on him weren't the only things causing his body to overheat.

      His friend Nick Morgan slung his arm over his shoulders as the two stood next to each other on the risers. While the teenage years were not proving to be kind to George, who was very much a scrawny geek, they’d treated Nick well. Nick was strong and popular. He could hang around with anyone he wanted. Yet, for some reason, Nick chose to hang around with him.

      “Hey, you're coming to the grad party tonight, right?” Nick asked, bopping him on the head with his diploma.

      George honestly wasn't excited at the thought of going out and partying with his classmates. They all liked to drink themselves stupid and get up to all kinds of things. He had no desire to drink, smoke, or bang, so those types of parties really weren't appealing to him. Well... maybe that wasn't entirely true. George, like any other hotblooded teenager, wanted to explore his sexuality, but he wasn't brave enough to pursue it.

      Especially when the one he wanted to explore with was none other than Nick.

      “No, I don't think so...” George murmured, his cheeks warm as the weight of Nick's arm made him tingle.

      “Oh, come on! Soon we're all going to be off to college and might never see each other again. Don't you want to see everyone one last time?”

      George's heart skipped a beat as dread sunk in. That was true. After today, everyone was going to be out in the world and doing their own thing. He might not see many of these faces ever again; not that he'd miss very many people. The thought of never seeing Nick again, though, made him sick.

      “You know what? I'll come,” George said, puffing out his chest and raising his shoulders to try and build his confidence.

      “Awesome!” Nick enthused as he clapped George on the back. “This party's going to be great.”

      George beamed back at Nick, then stumbled as he was nudged from behind. It was time for them to walk single-file off the stage and conclude the ceremony as traditional, inspiring music blared in the background.

      As George walked behind Nick, admiring his tall, confident posture, his heart fluttered. Maybe now that they'd soon be out of the toxic high school environment, George would finally have the chance to tell Nick how he really felt.

      Would Nick return those feelings? He always acted straight, but there were little signs there, too, that maybe he wasn't. The way he got chummy with a lot of guys made George's gaydar ping, but he was young and didn't fully trust his instincts yet.

      Either way, tonight at that party, he was going to confront Nick with his feelings once and for all.
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          Nick

        

      

    

    
      That Saturday afternoon, Nick Morgan's childhood home was filled to the brim with family and friends alike. It was a lively affair with people eating, drinking, and being merry. His parents, Hazel and Peter, were glowing as they were showered with affection and presents on their special day.

      It'd been nearly a decade since his high school graduation, and Nick thought he was doing pretty well in life. He had a fairly steady job as a cover artist, although he had dabbled in other careers over the years as well. It'd been difficult finding something that he truly loved since he had so many creative urges and ideas but very little time. His income had been steady enough that he'd been able to explore the world a bit, although it seemed these days that the money didn't stretch as much as it used to.

      “Nick, my boy! How have you been?” Nick's Aunt Sandra greeted as he made his way into the kitchen to grab himself a beer.

      “Hey, Aunt Sandra,” Nick greeted with a smile as he opened the fridge and snagged a couple of beers, offering one to his aunt. When she held up her hand to politely refuse the beer, he put the second one back. “I've been pretty good, thanks. Just got in about a half hour ago.”

      “You're still living in San Fransisco then?”

      “I am. I love it there.”

      “And you're still working from home?”

      “I am,” Nick said again as he took a swig from his beer. “Business is still doing well enough.”

      “That's good to hear. Have you been seeing anyone?”

      His Aunt Sandra meant well as she asked the question, but Nick tensed. She was the first one to ask about any relationships but wasn't going to be the last. That was why Nick didn't enjoy attending family functions, but how could he miss his parents' anniversary?

      “No, I haven't,” Nick answered as his grip on the beer tightened.

      “Oh, I'm sorry to hear. I just think it's a shame that no one has scooped you up yet!”

      Nick relaxed slightly at the warmth of his aunt's tone, flashing her a smile. “Anyway, how have you been?” he asked, wanting to change the topic.

      “Oh, about the same as always. Did you hear about the reunion tonight for your high school?”

      “I have, yeah,” Nick responded.

      “Did you get yourself a ticket?”

      “No, I was busy.”

      It was true that he'd known the reunion was coming up for months. He'd been invited into various Facebook groups about it but mostly lurked. High school seemed like forever ago, and while he had mostly positive memories of high school in general, he'd moved on. He wouldn't have even been in town as it were if not for his parents' anniversary.

      “Oh, that's a shame. Maybe the next reunion,” Aunt Sandra said as she patted Nick's arm, then moved along to the next person.

      Nick chuckled to himself, shaking his head as he sipped his beer. Really, what was holding him back from going to the reunion? It might've been nice to catch up with some people. Then again, he'd drifted away from a lot of people after school. The thought of that awkwardness upon meeting them again was one thing that turned him off from the reunion.

      Besides, he was here for his parents. This trip was supposed to be about them.

      “Nick! Care to help me fire up the barbecue?” Nick's father, Peter, greeted in his booming voice as he strode up to him.

      “Sure,” Nick responded as he was clapped on the shoulder.

      “Everyone's glad to see you here, kid,” Peter said as they moved to the barbecuer.

      “I'm glad to be here,” Nick said as he lifted his beer. “Even if I'm bound to be asked the same questions over and over.”

      “That's what happens when you don't see family awhile,” Peter chuckled as he fired up the grill. “Or keep up with family stuff. You barely use Facebook.”

      “You don't even use Facebook,” Nick countered with a raised brow.

      “No, but your mother does and she passes everything along to me, so I use it by proxy,” Peter laughed. “She told me that there's a reunion going on at the high school for your class.”

      “Yeah, I'm aware.” Nick wasn't surprised that everyone knew of the reunion since it was a small town. “I don't have a ticket, though. Besides, I'm here for you guys.”

      “We're not keeping you hostage all day and night,” Peter laughed richly. “If you want to go meet up with some old friends, we're not stopping you.”

      A part of him was a little curious about meeting up with old classmates, but another part was in avoidance mode. He hadn't seen these people in years, so why start now?

      “I don't know...” Nick hummed.

      “Hey, Nick!” The sharp voice of his cousin, Barney, startled Nick and almost earned Barney a black eye.

      “Hey!” Nick greeted, making a slightly choked sound as the large man hauled him in for a rib-crushing hug. When he was released, Nick straightened up and brushed himself off. “What's happening?”

      “Oh, the same as always,” Barney said with a dramatic wave of his arm with a beer in his hand. “What about you? Still playing for the other team?”

      Nick exchanged looks with Peter. “You know what? I think I will go to that reunion after all.”
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          George

        

      

    

    
      George was so happy to be back in his hometown but nervous as hell as well, as evident by the jitteriness that he couldn't shake. Having a break away from the city was nice but coming back home was always weird. Of course, it didn't really feel like home now that his parents lived elsewhere. He didn't have many friends and none of them were still in the sleepy little town.

      Although he went back and forth about whether or not he should come back for the ten-year high school reunion, he gave in. Truth be told, there was something romantic about the thought of meeting up with people not seen for a decade. There'd be so many stories to share. Who knows, maybe there was the chance of making new friends there as well. After all, they were no longer in high school, so the dynamics should be different, right?

      As George admired himself in the full-length mirror in his motel room, he took a deep breath. He filled out a lot since high school, although he still thought he looked pretty nerdy. He’d thought about contacts once or twice but when he’d tried trial pairs, they dried out his eyes too much. The extra discomfort wasn't worth it.

      “Looking good,” he murmured to himself as he straightened the sleeves on his blazer and adjusted his tie. At least he thought he looked good. He wasn't really aware of today's fashion trends.

      He withdrew his phone from his pocket to check the time. It was almost six, although the venue for the night's event wasn't that far from the motel. Since he intended to drink and the place was nearby, he was going to leave his car behind and walk. He pocketed his phone, checked for the room key, then took one more look at himself in the mirror. After taking a steadying breath, he headed out.

      The venue was a community center that was regularly used for hosting large events. It had lots of tables, a small stage and dance floor, and a bar. Plenty of people were already packed inside by the time George showed up.

      A woman named Laura, whom he vaguely remembered from one of his classes, was at a checkin desk upon entering the school lobby. He greeted her, exchanging some pleasantries, then was given his name tag. As soon as he pinned it to his shirt, nerves kicked in. Being there alone was overwhelming. He did have the option to bring a plus one but his friend and coworker, Davin, couldn't take the time off. He’d landed himself in a lot of student debt and was busting his balls trying to clear it all, so George couldn't blame him.

      He wrung his hands together a bit and rolled his shoulders, tense because of nerves. He headed straight for the bar to grab something to drink to calm down a bit. He wasn't really a drinker but now and again, he liked something sweet. Piña coladas were his favorite whenever he did indulge.

      As he waited at the bar behind other people, he was truly amazed. While some people hadn’t changed a bit, there were others that he didn’t recognize at all. So many people were there with their spouses, too, which made George's hurt heart a little.

      George loved romance. He loved the idea of being with your soulmate and exploring life together. He was raised on his mother's Harlequins. Even though he'd known he was gay ever since he was a kid, he still enjoyed reading the books as a teen and soaking in all the sappy stuff. When he’d discovered gay romance as a young adult, he’d been over the moon. He’d borrowed and bought as many books as he could get his hands on, and was a proud member of many ARC teams.

      As much as George loved romance, he sucked at finding any for himself. He wasn't an idiot. He knew the difference between romantic fantasy and reality. It was just taking him longer to find that special someone, that's all. There was no shame in it. Everyone moved at their own pace.

      When he got and paid for his drink, he gazed around at the sea of people.

      “Hey, George! Long time no see!” a woman with pink hair called as she approached, who seemed happy enough to see him.

      “Hey!” George greeted happily, although he was screaming inside. He had no idea who this woman was but she clearly remembered him. George never figured he was a memorable person but this woman knew him. Maybe it was through Facebook. Although he didn't have that many friends in real life, his Facebook teemed with them.

      “How have you been?” the woman asked and it was now that George stole a quick look at her name tag. Roxy Alders. Nope, still no idea who she was. Either way, he had to keep up the charade. He did take comfort in the fact that he surely wasn't the only one bluffing his way through the reunion that night.

      “Pretty good. Yourself?” George asked, trying to keep attention away from himself.

      “Not too bad. Finally getting my figure back from my second kid!”

      “Oh, that's great!” George exclaimed, doing his best to respond appropriately to these kinds of things.

      Then, all of a sudden, he caught a familiar face from the corner of his eye. Even in the middle of a crowd, there was no mistaking who the man was:

      Nick Morgan.

      George's heart skipped a beat and his cheeks instantly flushed red. He cleared his throat and nodded to Roxy. “It was great seeing you, but if you'll excuse me...”

      “Go ahead! See you around,” Roxy said easily as she wandered off to the next person.

      George swallowed hard, his throat dry as he stared at the man standing before him and talking to a couple of other guys.

      Nick was even more handsome than George remembered, and time stood still as the world around them faded away. Nick obviously took care of himself over the years. His wavy brown hair was a bit longer and his shoulders were broader, but he still looked like the jock type. It was so dim that George couldn't see all the details, though, like Nick’s beautiful eyes.

      He had to get closer to see his old friend, although his shoes were cemented to the floor.

      Come on, you can do this, he told himself, his grip on the piña colada glass tightening. After taking one or two steadying breaths, he took the first brave step forward as he strode through the crowd and toward his target.

      But as he approached and those beautiful eyes turned to him, they were blank.
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          Nick

        

      

    

    
      The party was easy to get into. He just snuck in through a side door when he spotted one of the bar staff heading back in after a smoke break. He probably could've paid at the door without issue, but this reminded him of his old school days where he snuck around more, and it was exciting.

      Nick was so relieved to be in this atmosphere now. While his parents' anniversary went well enough, fielding all of those questions was a pain in the ass. At least here he was amongst peers. It was already louder and wilder than the anniversary, so Nick was right at home. Back in the city, he did enjoy hitting the clubs whenever he could, although those nights were far and few between these days. The high school reunion was nowhere near as exciting as a gay dance club, but it still had its pickings of handsome people.

      Almost immediately, people came up to him and clapped him on the back. Even without his name tag, which he claimed already broke and was in his pocket, people recognized him. In high school, he was never alone. He’d always been surrounded by people, although there were only one or two people he would have called his close friends at the time. Even so, despite trying to keep in contact with people in the beginning, life went on and conversations died off.

      “Hey, Nick! I didn't know you were coming! I didn't see you in any of the Facebook discussions,” a classmate named Daryl greeted.

      “I saw that you were a part of the groups, though,” another classmate named Josh commented.

      “Yeah, I know. I'm terrible for lurking,” Nick said. In reality, he just didn't use his personal Facebook much these days. His life revolved around his work, so he spent a lot more of his time using his professional aliases. Most of his Facebook conversations revolved around romance books and the art of marketing them.

      “Do you have a special someone in your life yet?” Daryl asked with a grin.

      Nick shifted, glancing away briefly while shrugging. “Nah, man.”

      “Why not?”

      “I just haven't found anyone yet,” Nick said more sharply than he intended. He already endured all of these questions at the family reunion. He had hoped that the school reunion would open up some new conversations.

      “Ah, well, join the club,” Daryl said while clapping him on the shoulder. “A lot of us here are probably single. It seems to be like that nowadays with our generation and younger.”

      “You make us sound so old!” Nick laughed as he shoved Daryl and took a sip from his drink. His eyes washed over the crowd as he drank everyone in. How many of them were single? Did they enjoy being single? Nick thought he enjoyed being single but now and again, something scratched at him.

      It was then that his eyes fell upon a gorgeous man standing close to the bar. The guy was well-dressed with his light hair brushed back. He looked like he was a shy guy type, although why the hell would he be with those stunning looks?

      “Excuse me,” Nick said as he parted from Daryl and Josh to make his way to this stranger. Even as he got closer, something nagged at the back of his mind. This guy looked familiar, but Nick wasn't quite sure how.

      “Hey,” he greeted the stranger as he stopped in front of him. “How's it going?” He tried to play it cool for now until he figured out how exactly he knew this guy.

      The guy raised a brow. “Nick Morgan, you don't know who I am, do you?”

      The question was a dangerous one, and Nick had no real way to get out of it. His heart pounded and he wracked his brain while still trying to remain casual. “Of course I do! You're, uh...”

      “George Bennett.”

      It was like someone took a sledgehammer to Nick's face. His jaw dropped as he stared at George.

      This man was George? Now that he had the name, the rush of memories helped him fill in the blanks. George was bulkier now than when they'd known each other in high school, that was for sure. While he wasn't huge by any stretch of the imagination, he'd always been scrawny, so any muscle mass was more than what Nick had seen on him before.

      His shoulders had filled out as well, filling out that blazer nicely. His neck was thick, his facial structure more squarish. Those eyes behind his glasses were the same and should've been all Nick needed to tell who it was. Guilt hit him now since there was obvious hurt reflected back to him.

      “Sorry, man. With the lighting and the drinks...” Nick tried to excuse himself.

      “Forget about it,” George grunted.

      “You look great,” Nick said without missing a beat. He had to recover from this. “I just didn't recognize you right away. You changed a lot since high school.”

      “In a good way, I hope.”

      “In a very good way,” Nick agreed, his tone more suggestive than he meant.

      George really did look amazing. Nick's heart pounded as something deep inside was triggered by seeing George after all of this time. He wasn't entirely sure how to sort out exactly what he was feeling but he went with it. It just felt incredible to see him again.

      George opened his mouth as though to protest but closed it. He looked very much like a deer caught in the headlights. “Are you hitting on me?”

      Was he hitting on George? “Uhh...”

      “How about we catch up first?” George said, his eyebrow still raised high with skepticism.

      “Oh, yeah, sure,” Nick agreed easily, pushing down the fleeting moment of lust to focus on his friend. They had been so close once before, and it'd be nice to catch up with him after all these years. Guilt hit him, too, that he'd let George fall out of his life over the years. “How are you?”

      “I'm doing pretty good,” George said as he sipped his drink. “I just came in for the reunion.”

      “Me, too. Well, it's also my parents' thirtieth anniversary.”

      “Oh, wow! Congratulations.”

      “I'm not the one that should be congratulated, but I'll pass it along,” Nick laughed. “Have you met very many people here yet?”

      “Not many. I haven't been here long. I feel kind of bad because I've already ran into at least one person that I don't remember,” George moaned. “It was so bad. By the way, when did you decide to come? I didn't see your name anywhere.”

      “It was a spur of the moment thing,” Nick explained, just before someone bumped into him from behind. He tried to catch himself before he slammed into George, but it happened too quickly.

      Their bodies collided, and heat flashed through Nick despite the chill of George’s piña colada spilling between them.

      “Oh, shoot!” George lamented as he stepped back and stared down at his front where the drink had splashed. It was all over his shirt. Although it was dark, Nick spotted redness to George's cheeks. Was the color from embarrassment, or had George felt that spark, too, when their fronts were pressed briefly together?

      “Sorry,” came a gruff voice behind them. Nick glanced back. The guy who’d bumped into him was already wasted.

      “Don't worry about it,” Nick said. These things happened. It wasn't the end of the world.

      “I've got to go wash this out and change my shirt,” George said as he set his near empty piña colada glass down on a nearby table.

      “Are you staying nearby?” Nick asked.

      “I'm staying at a motel down the street. I'll be back as quick as I can so that we can keep catching up,” George insisted.

      “How about I go with you?” Nick suggested before he'd even thought the offer through. “Might be easier to catch up away from the crowd.”

      George's eyes widened and his cheeks grew pink. “Sure,” he agreed easily as he adjusted his glasses and straightened up. As he worked his way through the crowd, Nick wasn't far behind.
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          George

        

      

    

    
      Holy crap, things were intense. At least it felt that way to George.

      His mind was still racing. Had Nick really been hitting on him just moments earlier? He'd never acted that way when they were teens. Sure, playful comments were made and sometimes Nick's arm lingered around his shoulder too long, but it never felt like Nick was really coming onto him.

      But tonight...

      George's heart pounded as he led Nick through the crowd of the high school and through the front doors. It was much cooler outside than it had been in the community center, giving his overheated body some comfort. “The motel isn't much further,” he said as they strolled.

      “Your parents aren't here anymore?” Nick asked. George both admired and was annoyed by the fact that Nick was as cool as a cucumber. Maybe flirting casually with people like that was the norm for Nick, but it wasn't for George.

      “No, they moved out not long after I graduated high school,” George answered. “They didn't waste much time exploring the world.”

      “Did you go with them anywhere?” Nick asked.

      “I went with them once or twice on short trips, but nowhere major.”

      “Why not?” Nick's voice was curious.

      “Ahh, I never had the money,” George responded with a shrug. Over the years, he'd made excuses not to venture out to mask the truth: that he was simply afraid. Moving to San Fran was the biggest risk he'd taken, and it had felt like forever before he was settled and comfortable.

      “What about you?” George questioned, wanting to keep up the conversation for the short walk back. After all, they were trying to get to know each other again, right? The heat building up down south each time he met Nick's eyes made him want to get to know Nick in another way, too.

      “I've done some traveling,” Nick answered, his hands tucked into his pockets. “Mostly for work. Conventions and meetings, mostly.”

      “What's your favorite place?”

      “I really enjoyed Barcelona,” Nick said without missing a beat.

      George's heart fluttered. Everything about Barcelona screamed warmth and romance. It was one of those places that he wanted to go to someday if he had the guts to. “Barcelona always sounds so amazing...”

      “It really is. I went during the late winter, so it wasn't that warm, but warm enough that some people were still on the beach,” Nick relayed. “Going out with everyone to the bars and enjoying the nightlife was fun, though.”

      Bars were not George's idea of fun, but he didn't say anything. There was something appealing about barhopping, but, again, he just never had the courage to go. It was all too loud and predatory for his liking.

      As they entered the motel and made their way to his room, George's mind reeled. In that moment, he was reminded of everything he didn't experience because he didn't push himself. So many perfect opportunities to experience life to the fullest passed him by because he was more contented kicking back with a book. He was too young to pass up adventures.

      “Is everything all right?” Nick asked once they were in the motel room.

      “Huh? Oh, yeah, sure!” George lied, mentally cursing himself for becoming distracted. “I'm just going to change my shirt.”

      “Should I run out and grab us a 6-pack?” Nick offered as he remained standing by the door.

      “I-If you want,” George said as he grabbed his backpack and dug out a clean shirt. “You don't want to go back to the reunion later?”

      “I'd rather hang out here and catch up with you,” Nick admitted.

      George's heart skipped a beat as he clutched the fresh shirt. His eyes flickered to Nick, who was watching him with such an attentive expression. It was a stark difference to the blank stare George had gotten not long ago. He willed away the sting and cleared his throat. “I'm cool with that.”

      “Right. I'll be back in a few,” Nick said with a quick smile before leaving.

      As soon as Nick was gone, George let out a breath. He hurried into the bathroom to change out of his stained shirt, using the cheap soap to try and minimize the damage. It also kept him busy, although his mind was racing.

      Nick, his old friend and crush, was gone to get beer. The two of them alone in the motel room drinking together... Anything could happen. For someone that normally liked to play it very safe and predictably, the thought of letting loose was thrilling. He needed to step outside his comfort zone.

      As soon as he had his new shirt on, he stepped back out into the room, sitting down on the edge of the bed to wait for Nick to return. He nervously patted his knees with his hands, nipping at his bottom lip as he glanced to the window.

      What if those beers led to more than just catching up?

      “Would that really be a bad thing?” George scolded himself under his breath. It'd been ages since he last got laid. He rarely dated and one-night stands were typically not his thing. He'd gotten spooked before when one guy he went home with ended up having a girlfriend. He unknowingly helped the guy cheat. George hadn't gotten with anyone since.

      Rap! Rap! Rap!

      The knock on the door made George jump, though he bounced to his feet and answered the door.

      “Got the beer,” Nick announced as he held up the 6-pack and stepped inside.

      “Excellent!” George accepted the can that was handed to him and cracked it open.

      Nick followed suit while grabbing a chair from the desk. “Listen, I'm still really sorry about earlier...”

      George sipped his beer and shrugged his shoulders. “Not gonna lie—it stung, but I'll survive.” Saying that it only stung was an understatement. He and Nick had been so close once, so seeing the lack of recognition across Nick's face...

      “I've thought about you over the years,” Nick admitted as he leaned back in his chair, the beer can held against his leg.

      “You fell out of touch almost as soon as we graduated,” George murmured. “What was that about? Did I do something wrong?” He hadn't meant to get heavy, but it just happened. He'd spent many sleepless nights wondering if he'd scared Nick off.

      “It wasn't you at all,” Nick said so quickly that George was touched, and it helped take away some of the old pain. A small wave of relief washed through George and tension was released that he never knew he'd been holding.

      “What was it, then?” George asked.

      Nick opened his mouth as though to speak, but his brows pinched as he hesitated. His grip on the can tightened, the light crunching sound loud to George's ears. Nick shook his head and there was no missing the wall that suddenly went up. “I don't really want to talk about it right now, but just know that it wasn't because of you.”

      George didn't completely buy this. Even if whatever happened didn't have anything to do with him, he got the shitty end of the stick. He frowned and picked at the tab on the can, unsure what he wanted to say or do next.

      Nick rose from the chair and put aside his beer. He sat down next to George and lightly squeezed his knee, causing George to quiver. “I'm really sorry, George. I never meant to let us drift. I was an idiot.”

      George's breath caught in his throat and before he knew it, he surged forward, crashing their mouths together.

      This was his first kiss with Nick. He'd dreamt about this moment a lot when he was younger, though this wasn't at all how he expected it to happen.

      He abruptly pulled back, his face burning hotly and his eyes wide. “Shoot! I-I didn't mean...” he stammered. Where the heck did this come from? He definitely hadn't had enough to drink to use that as an excuse. As soon as he met Nick's eyes, he was stunned into breathlessness. Nick's eyes were sharp and focused on only him. In that instant, that intense look and their close proximity made George feel like he was on fire.

      Just go for it. Take a chance. Live in the moment, George thought to himself. He didn't want to dwell on exactly why this was happening.

      Suddenly, Nick's mouth crushed his own, their bodies pressed together as Nick went in for the kill. The jolts that tore through George made his head spin as he gripped tightly onto Nick to ground himself. Without missing a beat, he kissed back with everything he had. He hoped Nick wouldn't judge him too harshly. George didn't kiss much.

      His mouth was dry, although not for long once Nick leaned down and captured his lips. The moment their lips met, it was like a lightning strike. A jolt seared through him from the top of his head down to his toes. An involuntary moan escaped him as he gave back into the kiss.

      When Nick parted the kiss for them both to come back up for air, George shook with anticipation. They locked eyes and the way Nick's eyes flickered back and forth was as though he were asking for permission to go forward. With a wordless nod, George gave him permission, nothing but pure animal lust taking over.

      He shivered as Nick's strong hands brushed over his body and unbuttoned the new shirt George had just put on. He was transfixed as he was undressed, although didn't even think to raise his hands and undress Nick yet. No, he let Nick do his thing, his hands working more quickly now as the buttons for his shirt were popped free.

      By the time Nick worked his way down to his pants, George had begun to blush. His cock was already pressed up against the fabric, the bulge more than evident. This drew a deep and appreciative chuckle from Nick as he started undoing the belt.
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