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      So, this was how I would die. A heart attack at age forty. Was a heart attack caused by your heart beating too fast? Or from stopping completely? Because mine was doing an odd combination of both.

      I stood at the door—a door I instantly regretted softly tapping on and gently pushing open without an invitation—and watched as Keegan danced. I’d come to ask the younger man—the much younger man, as in almost two decades younger—if he wanted dinner.

      I thought maybe he needed a break from homework. I thought maybe he needed a friend. What I hadn’t thought was that I’d find Keegan, dancing in my spare room, in only silky blue panties trimmed with lace.

      I must have gasped at what I saw because Keegan whipped around with a shocked look on his face.

      God damn, man. Stop looking at him. But I couldn’t look away from his pale, creamy skin. He wasn’t muscle-bound, but his chest, abs, and arms had definition. Keegan had a long, lithe body and it had been moving perfectly as he danced. His ass cupped in the silky panties as he moved had almost been too much. But the bulge in the front nearly brought me to my knees.

      With a mumbled apology, I backed away from the door and escaped the room with only a slight stumble. Since when had a nearly naked man, even one in silk panties, nearly done me in?

      I retreated to the kitchen and took a deep breath. Homemade pizzas were on stone slabs in the oven and I popped open a locally brewed cider to drink while I chopped up a salad. I needed to regroup and figure out a few things.

      First, what the hell had I just seen Keegan doing?

      Duh, dumbass. Pretty sure it looked like he was dancing in his room in silk and lace panties.

      I rolled my eyes and swigged the cider.

      I hadn’t known Keegan long. Correction, I’d known of him for quite a while. But I’d only met him in person within the last two days. Pinching the bridge of my nose, I let my scattered thoughts piece themselves together.

      Keegan was the son of my best friend.

      My best friend, Gary “Doc” Wilson hadn’t known about Keegan until a few years ago. Doc—who looked exactly like the character from Back to the Future, hence the nickname—had always been flighty, free-spirited, and extremely ungrounded. He’d take off to the ends of the earth on the slightest of whims. To say he wasn’t the most stable of parents was possibly the biggest understatement of the year.

      So, when Keegan’s mom passed away, Doc was thrilled to learn of his son. But within a few months of getting to know Keegan, Doc got that itch and started taking off on wild journeys while leaving his teen son with Doc’s sister or a housekeeper.

      A few years later, with twenty-two-year-old Keegan within a year of finishing his online degree in trauma informed care, Doc opted to sell his house and move to some remote island halfway across the world.

      “So, you’re just leaving your son on his own?” I’d asked my best friend of over three decades. I’d never been married, didn’t have kids, but even I could see that maybe this wasn’t the most parent-like thing to do.

      Doc had waved me off. “Keeg can come with me. I’d love it. If not, he can live with my sister.”

      I’d frowned. “Your sister now lives in one of the most crowded cities in the country.” I knew from what Doc had told me that Keegan didn’t do well in crowds and did best in peaceful, calm situations. “You’re asking him to leave his home or move somewhere he’d likely be extremely uncomfortable. He’s going to school, how’s he going to support himself?”

      Doc had grinned broadly, but I knew his mind was already on his future adventure. “My father left Keegan a large sum of money. Once he graduates, the money is his. He’s taking courses online, he can do that from anywhere.”

      “Neither of those choices seem to be best for Keegan based on what you’ve told me of him.” I was used to always trying to bring Doc down and make him think things through.

      Doc had gotten a wild look in his eyes. “Jake, my man, you’re so damn right. What was I thinking. You’ve got that big ol’ house out in the middle of nowhere. Keegan could stay with you. You’re my very best friend, no one I’d trust my son with more than you.”

      Even as a grown man, I had a hard time saying no to Doc. Would it be a hardship to let the kid—who Doc described as shy and quiet—stay in one of my spare rooms? I could let him finish his degree, get his feet under him, and inherit the money his grandfather left for him before pushing him out into the big, bad world.

      “Only if Keegan knows he has other options, I don’t want him thinking he’s being forced to live here,” I’d agreed. Although, between the three options, I had a feeling staying with me was likely the only one that wouldn’t scare the living daylights out of the kid.

      So, two days ago, Keegan had driven his vintage VW Bug—a gift from Doc before he left—up the long, winding lane to my house. The greetings had been awkward, but Keegan had been polite and appreciative.

      The first two days and nights he’d been there had been strange. He’d stayed in his room, snuck to the kitchen only when he didn’t think I was around, and never ventured to any other parts of the house.

      And now I’d walked in on him during what was clearly a private time.

      Dumbass. Barging into his room is probably the worst way in the world to make him feel welcome and comfortable.

      I huffed and drained the rest of my cider. So, Keegan liked to dance and wear silk and lace. Okay. I could deal.

      But I had to get a handle on things.

      Keegan and I needed to sit down and get some ground rules set.

      I wanted the kid to know he was welcome and safe in my home. I didn’t want the next year or so to consist of him hiding in his room.

      Why not? You hide in your studio most of the time.

      Rolling my eyes—again—I popped open a second cider and tossed the veggies into the salad I’d just chopped. I had no doubt that Keegan definitely wouldn’t be joining me for dinner, so I packaged up some of the pizza slices and put them in the front of the fridge so he’d be sure to find the leftovers when he ventured out late at night.

      Okay, I’d give both of us some time to get over the embarrassment of me walking in on him. Then we’d sit down and build some house rules. Hopefully, after a bit of time, Keegan would feel comfortable being around me and not just stuck in his room.

      After I’d finished my salad, pizza, and cider, I went to my studio and set to work on my newest carving. I worked for the local college writing curriculums and teaching online classes, but I also made hand-carved wood pieces and sold them online.

      Money had never been a huge issue for me—thanks to my parents leaving me every cent they had—but I made decent money at the college and I made more than I ever thought I would make with my carvings.

      I wasn’t sure when I’d stopped enjoying being in crowds and out in public. But I definitely preferred to stay home and only be around one or two people at a time. Online curriculum writing and teaching was perfect for me. I only had to go into the college from time-to-time and wood carving kept me calm and sane.

      An hour or so later, I put down the piece and stretched. I was done for the evening, but the earlier incident with Keegan was still weighing heavily on my mind. After getting a drink in the kitchen, I stood in the hallway for several moments. I could go to my room and face Keegan the next day. Or I could go set things straight before bed.

      I knew I wouldn’t sleep if I was worrying about Keegan.

      I padded toward his door and knocked.

      No answer.

      I knocked again. “Keegan?”

      A shuffling sounded behind the door and then a muffled voice came through. “Yeah?”

      “Hey, could we talk?”

      Silence.

      “Um, could we do it another time? I’m kinda tired right now,” Keegan’s soft voice answered.

      I frowned. “Okay, but I want us to talk and make sure we’re on the same page.”

      More silence. Then, “Yeah, okay. Later.”

      I sighed and walked to my room.

      I knew I wouldn’t sleep peacefully that night.

      Whether it was because I worried Keegan didn’t feel welcome and comfortable or because I couldn’t get the sight of Keegan dancing out of my head, I didn’t know. Probably a combination of the two.

      But I definitely dreamt of blue silk and lace panties.
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      I groaned and flopped onto my bed.

      Okay, it wasn’t really my bed. It was Jacob’s bed in Jacob’s house.

      Part of me wanted to march my sexy silk and lace clad ass out of the room, find my host, and tell him he deserved the eye-full he got since he barged in on me. Tell him I’m gay, sassy, and proud and I take no shit from anyone about who I am.

      The other part of me realized two things rather quickly. First, that was my personality online and in my head. In person? I became a meek and mild, scared of crowds, will do whatever it takes to avoid confrontation, please don’t speak to me, coward. No sass, no snark, no standing up and being proud.

      Online Keegan was a badass.

      Real-life Keegan was a limp noodle.

      Second, even if I had the balls to tell Jacob he could just accept me as I am—silk and lace and fabulous gay self—the man was doing me a huge favor by letting me stay. I needed this room, this remote location, this time to finish my schooling. If that meant apologizing to Jacob for what he saw and promising he’d never see that part of me again, I’d do it.

      As in, I’d grovel and make promises.

      I wouldn’t actually give up who I was. I’d just make sure the door was always locked and that I kept myself in check around Jacob.

      I’d been a fairly timid child, given to flights of fancy and drama. The fancy and drama had only increased as I got older, much to the dismay of my mother. Too girly. Too prissy. Too dramatic. Mom always indicated I was too fragile, that I needed to buck up. She hated the colorful me, the makeup-wearing me, the silk and lace me. Needless to say, Mom and I had a tumultuous relationship. She provided me with a place to stay and food, but that was the extent.

      Now, don’t get me wrong, Mom had a ton of her own issues. But she spent so much time focusing on all of what she thought was wrong with me, she never had time to get help for herself. So, when I found her overdosed in the bathtub, I wasn’t even surprised. Shaken, haunted, traumatized? Yes. But to be honest, I was likely all of those things because of my mom. Her death just added to my pile of issues.

      After Mom’s death was when my fear of crowds and going out in public got the worst. I was nearly eighteen, had just graduated from high school, and needed someplace to stay at least until I could legally rent an apartment. Of course, what I would do for a job was a mystery. Without much choice, I contacted the one person Mom had never wanted me to have contact with. Gary “Doc” Wilson. My father.

      Upon explaining to the man who I was—and honestly, who takes a stranger at their word and accepts them as their son with open arms—Doc had taken me in without hesitation. And yes, he insisted I called him Doc. Said he didn’t know a Gary. He drove from Florida and picked me up in Indiana. Said I could stay with him as long as I wanted. Staying with Doc meant whatever shack he could find to rent wherever he decided to point his car for about six months. Then he decided that we needed a real house. We settled with Doc’s father, my grandfather Cyrus, in central Indiana. Cyrus was a crotchety old man, but he liked me. When he died not long after we moved in, Cyrus left the house to Doc and a large amount of money to me. Which I could have after college.

      I set to work earning an online degree in trauma informed care—what better way to help myself and others than by understanding how trauma affects our brains? All was going great. Doc did a lot of ordering in when he was around—but he traveled a lot. At first, he spent a ton of time with me, but then he got antsy and started taking little trips. He’d have his sister stop in and check on me or make sure the housekeeper came around to keep an eye on me. When Doc wasn’t around, I’d order delivery. Sometimes of meals, sometimes of groceries so I could cook for myself.

      The few times I needed to go out, I had to psych myself up for it. Always turned out to not be as bad as I’d anticipated. Honestly, the anxiety and anticipation were the worst. But I preferred to stay in as much as possible.

      That didn’t mean I didn’t love outdoors. I did. Loved sitting in the sun, soft breeze on my face. I’d take walks as I could, but I got nervous about seeing people and having to make eye contact or even give a small smile. So, I got most of my exercise by dancing. I wasn’t a professional, I wouldn’t be winning any awards, but I loved it. Add in my silk and lace panties and I was a happy camper.

      I’d known I liked guys from a very young age. Despite my mom being very against me, I pretty much just shrugged her off and went about being me. I was accepted at school, but I started online home learning after sixth grade, so I likely missed out on prime bullying years.

      Silk and lace had always been textures I loved to have against my skin. I used to secretly purchase ladies’ underwear to wear in private until I realized I could buy men’s underwear in silk and lace. The cut was much better and allowed for more room up front.

      Silk, lace, panties, makeup, dancing, and school all brought me happiness. Oh, and my webcam show made me happy, too. But I’d just recently started that and I wasn’t completely sure it would last.

      For the time being, donning a mask, pulling on silky panties, and dancing for the camera was all kinds of fun. People paid to watch. They paid more to make requests. And eventually, they’d pay a higher fee if they wanted a private show.

      I’d taken a short hiatus from the webcam show when Doc decided to sell Cyrus’s place and go on some journey around the world. I liked Doc. He was a good person. Very intelligent and he treated me better than my mom ever had. Doc accepted me—well, sometimes I thought his head was so far in the clouds that he didn’t even realize I was different. Or maybe he was so different himself that my uniqueness didn’t even register. Either way, I liked Doc as a person. As a parent, he was iffy. He wasn’t bad, but I always got the feeling that having a kid was about ninety-nine on his list of one hundred things he was concerned about at any given time.

      I was upset when Doc decided to sell the house. Not so much surprised. And not angry he was leaving. Again. But I had zero desire to traipse across the world with him, especially while trying to earn my degree. Doc’s other suggestion of moving in with my aunt, Doc’s sister, who lived in fucking New York City, nearly brought me to panicked tears.

      So, when Doc said his best friend, Jacob Oakley—whom I’d heard a lot about—was willing to give me a place to stay, it didn’t take me long to say yes. Staying with a complete stranger in his very large home in the middle of nowhere Indiana was much better than traveling the world with Doc or dying from a panic attack in New York City.

      But now I was living in Jacob’s home and it was awkward as fuck.

      Sure, I’d made it bad by dancing nearly naked in my new room, but he’d made it worse by walking in on me. What the hell? I wasn’t embarrassed of my body. I knew I didn’t have lots of bulky muscles, but my arms, abs, and chest were somewhat defined. And I had an amazing ass—which was why I loved looking at it and dancing in the sexy panties. Men I hooked up with—okay, virtually hooked up with—always complimented me on how soft and smooth my body looked. The one sexual experience I had back before my mom overdosed was as bad of a memory as my mom was so I tried to block it out as much as possible.

      The thing with me was I loved love. I loved the idea of being in love. I loved the idea of being loved. I had almost zero experience with love, but knew what I wanted from a loving relationship. And I’d get one. Someday. When I found the right person who could accept the real me and love me for me. Until then, I’d continue studying people—human nature was fascinating—reading romance and erotica, watching porn, watching sappy romances, putting on shows for my webcam audience, dancing, wearing my silk and lace, applying makeup every time the mood hit, and learning how to get myself off with the large supply of sex toys I’d ordered online over the past few years.

      To say I had nearly zero experience with love and sex was one hundred percent true. To say I was well-versed in relationships—just not my own—was also accurate. To say I was the sluttiest, most self-satisfied, kinky virgin was also spot-on.

      Keegan Greer was nothing if not interesting. And I planned to keep it that way. No way I would ever get accused of being boring or plain.

      I only wished my outer persona could be as brash and brave as the inner me.

      Case in point. Jacob came to my door and wanted to talk.

      Inner me wanted to throw open the door, demand that he knock next time he wanted to speak to me, tell him no way would I change myself for him, and ask if he’d liked what he saw.

      Outer me hid behind the closed door and begged him to wait until the next day. And now I’d toss and turn all night in anxious anticipation of what Jacob might say. Would he be disgusted? Threaten to throw me out if I couldn’t control my predilection for silk and lace? I hadn’t even worn makeup around him. Would that be a deal-breaker?

      Jacob had to know I was gay. Doc was very open about it. He had no problem with my lingerie, makeup, dancing, any of it. To be fair, he wasn’t the most observant and had trouble focusing on any one thing, but I knew he’d seen me in makeup and there’s no way he could have missed my silk and lace hanging to dry on laundry day.

      Doc and Jacob were best friends—I had no idea how that friendship started, but it seemed long-lasting and genuine—so I was pretty sure my father told Jacob I was gay.

      If that had been a problem, surely Jacob wouldn’t have let me move in. Or maybe he was one of those I don’t care who you sleep with, just don’t flaunt it in my face type heterosexuals. To be fair, I didn’t know he was straight, so I shouldn’t assume. Inner me wanted to scream fuck you! I’m here, I’m queer, and I love what I see in the mirror! Outer me planned to apologize profusely, beg that Jacob let me stay, and just hide in my room even more than I already had been.

      As long as Jacob kept having delicious premade meals delivered or making the kick-ass pizza, I’d be set. Study and turn in assignments all day, sneak out for food from time to time, dance for exercise and the endorphin rush, and be the center of attention for my webcam show every night. Something about knowing guys were getting off on me was exhilarating. The thought of having guys getting off on me someday also turned my crank. Hard. But that fantasy required a lot of things to be in place. Namely, the ability to go out in public and be in a crowd. Kinda hard to make your fantasy of being a cum dump come true when you nearly hyperventilate thinking about being around more than one or two people.

      The plan seemed to work just fine in my head. I’d put it into motion tomorrow. Maybe even throw in some times to slip outside and enjoy the gorgeous land Jacob’s house was situated on. Yeah, I’d make it work. I only needed a place to stay for a year or so until I could get my degree. By then, I’d have a nice little sum saved up from my webcam show and I’d get Grandfather’s money. I could rent a tiny apartment and become the hermit I dreamed of being. In today’s day and age of online everything, I’d never have to leave my place or speak to anyone.

      But first, I had to get past the extreme awkwardness of Jacob seeing me almost naked. Maybe I could croak out my apology, get him to agree to letting me stay if I never got caught again, and then rush back to my room without things getting even more awkward.

      Maybe.

      Hopefully.

      Oh God, I was so screwed.
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      The next morning, I dragged myself from bed after tossing and turning all night. I could not get Keegan off my mind. I was embarrassed that I’d walked in on him. I was worried I’d made him uncomfortable. But more than anything, I kept seeing his pale skin, long, thin limbs, and a perfect ass cupped in blue silk.

      What the hell?

      He was twenty-two. I was forty.

      I was his dad’s best friend.

      And I wasn’t gay. Or bi. Or whatever.

      Sure about that?

      I pushed aside the niggling thought. I wasn’t ready to go there. Not now. Maybe not ever.

      Not bothering to put on a shirt or change from pajama pants—honestly, I figured I wouldn’t see Keegan unless I went to him and pulled him from his hiding place—I shuffled to the restroom to take a piss and then to my office. Setting up my one-cup coffee maker to brew, I went to Bucko’s cage.

      The damn bird was a menace. He was messy and mouthy. I’d inherited him from an old professor colleague several years ago. Bucko was an asshole if I was being honest. I’d gotten him a very nice cage, kept him supplied with food, water, a mirror, and toys. I cleaned his cage often, talked to him, and made sure his cage was covered when appropriate so he could rest. But all the damn bird did was squawk, curse, and say rude things. His list of words included fuck, fuck off, damn bird, shut your piehole. The nicest thing he said was, “What’s up, Bucko?” and luckily that was what he said the most often. He sometimes threw in a “Let’s go.”

      Since I lived by myself, it wasn’t too big of a deal to have a grumpy asshole bird as a pet. But I always had to be sure Bucko was covered when I was doing online teaching or he’d pepper squawks and curse words throughout my lesson.

      As if he knew I was thinking poorly of him, Bucko squawked. Loudly.

      “Yeah, yeah,” I grumbled. “Good morning to you, too.”

      “Fuck off,” Bucko quipped as he gave me the stink-eye.

      I spent a couple minutes making sure he had food and water, but it was obvious he wasn’t in a good mood. So, I covered him back up in hopes he would be better later. To be fair, I didn’t often wake him so early.

      I grabbed my coffee and sat in my comfortable recliner rather than at my desk. I wasn’t in the office to work, just to think and try to get my head on straight. About halfway through my coffee, I huffed and sat the mug down. The life-giving beverage wasn’t doing it for me.

      I leaned back in the recliner and tried to clear my head.

      Instead, deep blue silk and lace danced through my mind like damn sugar plums. And then Keegan flitted into the picture. No matter what I did, I couldn’t stop seeing the kid in my head. His floppy blondish brown hair, blue eyes, plump ass. And his cock snugged tight against his body by the panties as he moved his body to whatever song played in his ear buds.

      Without thinking, I palmed my dick. My very hard dick. Just morning wood, I tried to convince myself. I continued to press my palm against my erection as I thought about how I wanted the day to go. I’d give Keegan some time to sleep, then I’d fix a nice lunch from the prepared meals I had delivered. We’d talk. I’d set things right. I’d make sure he knew he was welcome and safe.

      And that you’re completely fine with watching him dance around his room in silk panties.

      I groaned and bit my bottom lip. I needed to stop. It was completely, one hundred percent wrong to be touching myself while thinking about Keegan.

      Maybe better to take care of yourself before trying to talk to him? Get whatever strange attraction you’ve got going out of your head before trying to let him know you’re not some old perv and he’s safe with you.

      I shifted in the recliner and my elbow brushed against the small neck pillow I kept there. The neck pillow that was covered in a damned blue silk pillow case.

      Fuck.

      As if my hands belonged to someone else, I grabbed the pillow and stripped off the blue silk. At the point of no return—honestly, who was it going to hurt?—I yanked down the waist of my pants, my long, hard cock slapping against my belly, and tucked the elastic under my balls.

      Without a second thought—truly, my only thought was of getting off—I wrapped the silk case around my hand and fisted my cock.

      Fucking hell.

      The silk slid against my shaft, smooth yet providing just enough friction. As I stroked my throbbing dick, I attempted to think of anything other than Keegan. I tried to drum up images of the very few women I’d ever slept with and came up blank. Giving in, I stopped fighting it and pictured Keegan. I wasn’t even sure what I wanted the imaginary Keegan to do, I just jacked off while lusting over his silk-covered ass and dick. When he smiled, batted his lashes, and sucked his bottom lip into his mouth, I lost it. Erupting with a grunt, I spilled hot and thick into the silk pillow case.

      “Good morning, I was wondering…” Keegan announced from the door.

      Time stood still while also crashing on me in pounding waves.

      I blinked rapidly, trying to make sense of what was happening. My spent dick, wrapped in blue silk, in my cum-covered hand. Keegan standing wide-eyed at the door, his words dead on his lips.

      Had I not fucking closed the door? Did the kid not know to knock?

      Touché.

      “Uh, I,” I nearly yelped.

      Keegan’s cheeks were pink and he looked somewhat flustered—not as much as me, but at least a little—but then he cocked his head, narrowed his eyes, and smiled wickedly. “Oh, Professor. This is going to be so much fun.” He licked his lips and winked. “I’m ready for that chat whenever you are.” Keegan gave a pointed look to my silk covered groin and smirked before walking away.

      Holy.

      Fucking.

      Shit.

      How in the hell did I take something already precarious and awkward and turn it into a fiery shit show of epically awkward proportions?

      After wiping myself with the now-ruined pillow case, I pulled my pants up, slammed the recliner into its upright position, and shot from the chair. I started a new cup of coffee before stalking to my room where I launched the silk at my laundry basket—too bad silk didn’t slam into things when thrown. I growled, yanked on a shirt, pulled on some socks, and slid into a hoodie.

      I was fucking pissed at myself and needed to get out of the damn house. I walked to my office to retrieve my coffee and phone.

      “What’s up, Bucko?” my bird asked.

      “Shut your piehole,” I growled. Bucko almost never made noises when his cage was covered. Maybe he could sense my terrible mood and wanted to provide comfort. Or the asshole just wanted to rub it in.

      After pulling on some shoes I kept in the office, I jerked open the side door that led from my office to the small back garden area. Taking a sip of my coffee, I stood silently for a moment and breathed in the cool morning air. Spring in the Midwest was gorgeous and the chilly morning would likely give way to an amazing afternoon of sunshine and warm breezes.

      I took off toward the small woods, anger fueling me and pushing me along. I wasn’t angry at Keegan. I was mad at myself.

      None of this would have happened if I would have just minded my own business and stayed away from Keegan’s room.

      Maybe you should have also kept your head out of the gutter and your hand off your dick?

      Growling, I pushed a branch out of my way.

      I took yet another deep breath and forced myself to think about the whole situation. I was an educated man, I could work this out.

      The facts were as follows: having Keegan in the house had thrown me for a loop—I wasn’t used to having people around. Keegan, for some strange reason, had pinged an attraction in me that I definitely wasn’t ready for. I’d been wrong to wait so long before trying to talk to him and set the stage for our cohabitation.

      I could get used to having Keegan there, I just needed some time to adjust.

      I couldn’t change the fact that I’d waited so long to talk to him, but I could fix that situation. Today.

      The unexpected attraction? Well, that may have been what was bothering me the most.

      When had I ever been attracted to men?

      Really? You’re going to pretend you don’t remember?

      Sometimes I hated my subconscious.

      My brain flashed back to a male substitute teacher when I was in first grade. I remembered being totally enamored with him, but surely that was just because I admired and respected him as a male role model. Right?

      Another image played through my head as I recalled the teammate I was infatuated with in high school. But that was simply because he was an amazing athlete and I appreciated his skills.

      Then there was the classmate I found myself not being able to stop thinking about. He was smart and funny, of course I loved spending time with him.

      The neighbor I had before moving to the middle of nowhere? He was lonely and I just enjoyed keeping him company.

      Ever have any of those same feelings toward women?

      I liked women. Enough that I’d slept with some. A few. Okay, maybe five or fewer.

      And the sex was so amazing that you just didn’t want to keep at it?

      “Shut up,” I mumbled to myself. “The sex was fine, we just didn’t work out. I’m not the easiest guy to put up with.” To be honest, the sex was fine, but always left me wondering why everyone thought sex was so great. I’d been a late bloomer and didn’t even kiss a girl until college. When I finally had sex, I was definitely confused as to the hype.

      A thought crashed through my head. Oh my God, I was eighteen and heading to college when Keegan was born.

      Holy. Fucking. Shit.

      Not to mention, Keegan’s father was my best friend. Doc and I had been friends since we were kids. He hadn’t changed at all, still the crazy, flighty, head-in-the-clouds, fly-by-the-seat-of-his-pants type of guy I’d known for what seemed like forever.

      “Hey, Doc. So, listen. I walked in on your kid in silk panties,” I mumbled to myself and the woods. Hmmm, I wonder if Doc knew about the lingerie. “Yeah, so then I got a boner for your kid. Your kid who is almost two decades younger than me. Oh, and I jacked off thinking about him. About your son.” I sighed and closed my eyes. I felt like the biggest perv in the world.

      What do you think Doc’s response would be?

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. Doc had been with several women and a few men. Older and younger. He sometimes had multiple partners in one day, sometimes multiple partners at one time. It always made me shake my head. Doc was like the Pied Piper; that crazy hair and wild look in his eyes just seemed to call people to him in droves.

      Doc was very openminded. He’d never judge me for being attracted to a man. He wouldn’t even judge me being attracted to a much younger man.

      But he’d likely have something to say about me being attracted to his son.

      As if my thoughts had summoned him, my phone buzzed—scaring the shit out of me in the middle of the silent woods—and Doc’s name flashed on the screen.

      “Mother fucking hell,” I grumbled before thumbing the accept button. “Doc, what’s up?”

      “Jake-y my man, I miss you. How’s that boy of mine? Settling in okay?” Doc’s words seemed to be competing with an open window and I smiled as I pictured him driving, his wild hair whipping in the wind, as he screamed over the roar to talk to me.

      “He’s safe and sound. Pretty sure he thinks I’m a total grump.”

      “Nah, Keegan is an openminded, free-spirited, quiet thinker. I’m sure he’s just grateful for a place to stay and trying to settle in, get his bearings. Why would he think you’re a grump?”

      Nope, wasn’t going into the whole story. “Well, I thought I’d give him time to settle in before we did much interacting, but now he’s pretty much holed up in his room and I’ve not been able to get much out of him.” Yeah, other than interrupting his private dance and blowing your load in front of him. I gritted my teeth.

      “Sometimes with Keegan, his head is his worst enemy. Deep inside, he’s this amazing, outspoken, snarky, sarcastic, proud—and so very creative and smart—man, but then he masks it all on the outside. He doesn’t love crowds or people in general, but he’s longing for love and acceptance. He won’t open up until he trusts you and feels like you’re worthy of his effort and vulnerability.” On the other side, it sounded as if Doc had dropped the phone. “Shit man, I’m going to be late for my rain forest hike. Gotta go. Tell Keeg hi and I love him. I’ll call him next chance I get. Love you, man. Thanks for taking care of my boy!”

      The line went dead.

      Fuck.

      Doc did love his kid, but he wasn’t exactly high-quality parent material.

      Guess you’re not either since you’re jerkin’ off to a twenty-two-year-old.

      “Shut the fuck up,” I growled.

      My coffee was long since gone and I wasn’t completely settled with the memories my stupid brain had brought to the surface. But I was determined about one thing.

      I would house and protect Keegan. I’d be his friend. A supporter and confidant if needed. Nothing more. He and I could either talk through what had happened or push it under the rug and pretend it never existed. But I was his host and his dad’s best friend. Nothing more could or should come from that situation. If needed, I’d work through my own sexuality, but Keegan was not going to be a part of that.

      Turning toward the house, I walked with a purpose and determination. There would be no more inappropriate thoughts about my best friend’s son.

      Even when he’s dancing in silk and lace?

      “Shut your damn piehole,” I muttered to my head.
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