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Doesn’t it bother you that your boyfriend cheats?

That’s a question that comes up a lot on my social media these days. Often, my feed will blow up well before I’ve had the chance to toss in my two cents. It’s highly annoying!

Let’s get this out of the way right now. My boyfriend is Jean Locke Holmes—yes, that Jean Locke Holmes.

He was a porn star. In fact, you could argue that he was the quintessential gay porn star of the late nineties and throughout the aughts. My lover’s films combined nacho cheese-style storylines with sizzling sex scenes that scorched computer monitors for over a decade.

He retired right around the time that the tens kicked in. I’ve never been able to wrangle the reason why out of him, other than him saying that it was time for him to. My gut says that there’s more to the story.

Jean recently came out of retirement. The director who made him famous wanted to make one last film. It was to be his magnum opus, a huge blockbuster sci-fi epic that would rake in the Grabby awards. The old man even managed to secure backing from a major gay porn studio. He got me to screenwrite the damn thing and for Jean to star in it alongside another retired gay porn icon.

Tragically, that never came to pass. It was a huge mess for me too because someone tried to murder me. Fortunately, my boyfriend happens to be a very good amateur sleuth in addition to looking like gay sex on two very well-developed hairy legs. He worked out what was going on, and we walked away with our lives.

The big movie got canned though. Murder on a porn set—even attempted—is bad for business. Porn companies have a notoriously difficult relationship with the police. The production gathered such negative press that the studio felt it was safer to simply cut their losses and cancel the film.

That didn’t stop Jean from making a comeback, however. Working on the film gave my boyfriend the desire to get back in the business. His opinion of studio work had soured some, but, fortunately, amateur porn was all the rage. These days, Jean could be found on JustForFans. Our latest video made over ten thousand bucks in its first week.

It’s amazing how many people out there were just as much fans of Jean as I was. Granted, there were also haters leaving scathing comments about how old he was. I assured my lover that this was normal, that the Internet was full of morons, and trolls lacked the imagination to do more than go for the low-hanging fruit.

He responded by grabbing his crotch and asking if I was talking about his low-hangers. I wasn’t, for the record, but we did wind up recording one of our more memorable videos together because of it.

We may as well address the elephant in the room. I have zero doubt that it’s been on your mind. Jean coming out of retirement has brought up an interesting issue: opening up our relationship.

The movie getting canned made me realize a few things about myself. I’m still coming to grips with them. It was one thing when we both thought he would only be doing one film, and even that stirred up feelings of jealousy. I wasn’t expecting that.

I also learned that I have a bit of an exhibition streak. Being watched turned me on. Granted, I ought to have clued into that during the whole bathhouse debacle.

Sue me. Sometimes I’m a slow learner.

The most embarrassing revelation was finding out that I like to watch. No need to psychoanalyze me. I’m sure it has something to do with the years I spent watching my boyfriend have sex before we got together.

Those developmental years can be a real pain in the ass.

This brings us back to the big question. We’ve talked about it, argued about it, debated the pros and cons, and tried to pretend it wasn’t a serious issue. The trouble is that this wouldn’t be for the sake of a single movie. We were talking about being an open couple long term. And then there was the added stress of inviting the whole world to watch it happen. Our fans probably wouldn’t care.

But then again, there’s always a few jerks who have to try to spoil the fun.




• • •




“It won’t take long,” Jean said in a hushed tone, giving me the playful smirk that always made me melt.

That smile meant he was up to something. “You don’t do anything quickly,” I reminded him, keeping my own voice down. “Not if you can help it.”

Jean’s coy smirk grew bigger. “Thanks,” he replied with an impish glint that he knew would make me squirm.

I hoped that would be the end of it, but it wasn’t. “We could be quiet,” he offered a moment later.

I scoffed. “Sweetie,” I said, trying to infer the maximum amount of sarcasm into my voice without raising the volume. “Nature has seen to it that ‘quiet’ just isn’t feasible with you.”

All this did was feed his ego. “Can I help it if you’re a screamer?” he asked, nudging me a little.

I could feel my face burning. “Can we talk about something else?” I pleaded, wondering if I could hide inside my shirt without drawing too much attention. “The last place we should have this conversation is here.”

“Here” was sitting in the coach section of a plane. We were fortunate enough to be sitting side-by-side with no one between us. The one seat on our row to my right had remained vacant. Either the airline hadn’t been able to park a butt into it or the ticket holder never showed. Either way, I was grateful—for the additional elbow room and the privacy. These coach seats were cramped enough as it was, and if I was suffering, my boyfriend had to be claustrophobic at this point.

None of that meant we weren’t in danger of being overheard. There was the Karen with the baby and the two kids seated behind us. She had already claimed her seat when Jean and I came down the aisle. The moment she realized we were together, the lady scowled and ordered her oldest son and daughter to sit back so they would be farther away from us.

Across the aisle, an older couple sat. Judging by the collar around the neck of the husband, I would wager that he was a priest—probably Episcopalian. Dating an amateur sleuth had rubbed off on me. I noticed more details like that these days. The fact that a man of the cloth was within earshot made me even more nervous.

Blame it on my Catholic upbringing.

Jean, meanwhile, was still grinning cheekily at me. “I love that I can still make you nervous,” he teased, giving me a poke to the side with his finger, which made me jump slightly.

“It’s not nerves,” I insisted softly, knowing full well that I was at least partially wrong. “We could get banned from the airline. Do you really want to wind up on the news, like that other guy?”

“Blech! Last thing I need is to be compared to him!” Jean’s face turned downward into a pout. “I’m just having a bit of fun. Seriously, are you okay?”

It wasn’t just what my lover was proposing. I hated that he knew me so well. We’d been dating for a year and living together for practically our whole relationship. I had been forced to move in with Jean, and his adopted aunt after my boyfriend dumped me and cleared out our apartment. I would have still been sore, but my feelings were mitigated somewhat by the fact that my ex tried to murder me and then committed suicide.

My life was like that.

“You know flying makes me uneasy,” I reminded him, settling into my seat so I could attempt to relax. Honestly, Jean having the window seat was a relief. It meant I wasn’t constantly being reminded that we were miles in the air traveling at break-neck speed. “All I want right now is for us to land safely.”

I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing. It was easier to pretend that we were on a bus that way. This was just a simple trip down a bumpy country road and nothing more. The roar of the turbines outside could almost be confused for a wheezy old engine.

Unless, of course, the whole cabin shook due to air turbulence, which it did a second later. “Well,” I muttered to myself, knowing Jean wouldn’t have context. “I did say ‘almost’.”

I felt warmth surround my left hand. Jean had reached to take my smaller one into his. My boyfriend stood at well over six feet tall. He had muscles on top of his muscles, enough that veins sprouted underneath the soft, dark hair that covered much of his body. Jean was a mountain of a man, able to engulf me with his body.

I, by stark contrast, stood at roughly five-ten. A light stubble circled around my mouth, which kept me from being confused for a teenager. It paled in comparison to the thick beard that adorned Jean’s face like a crown, but I worked with what I had. Brown eyes peeked out from a thick faux-hawk atop my head. I’ve had the same hairstyle since college. Changing it to something more mature seemed like a good idea now that I was twenty-four, but I hadn’t gotten around to it.

Unlike Jean, my body was leaner and more compact. It was a holdover from the years I spent as a swimmer. I joined my school’s swim team during my freshman year. It was a solid investment. Doing well meant that I gained a college scholarship and was able to graduate with a degree in four years. It also kept me in shape, though I’d fallen out of practice thanks to adult life and the quarantine. Dating Jean meant that I worked out more. These days, my body had a bit more muscle to go with the definition. I’d gone from gay twink to twunk status.

Jean said it made me into a stud, which always got me to blush.

I opened my eyes and looked down at where Jean was gently squeezing my hand reassuringly. His olive skin was the same as mine, though I was ever so slightly darker. We were both of Puerto Rican descent. It was what got my attention when I watched Jean’s old movies as a teenager.

Jean was half Greco-Italian. He got it from his father, and it showed mostly in the handsome face surrounded by the dark mane of thick hair flowing down past his shoulders. Every square inch of him was all man. Those inches included the ones between his legs.

I did say that my boyfriend was a porn star, remember?

My eyes reacted on impulse. Quickly, they flicked down to peek past the armrest that separated us. A substantial lump was showing in Jean’s vacation shorts. On any other man, it would look like he was hard. It was an easy mistake to make. The lump looked big enough to be a fist.

I knew better, however. My boyfriend wasn’t hard, though that could easily change. His sex drive was as legendary as his career. These days, the jokes about walking funny in the morning weren’t as amusing.

Those shorts didn’t look like they would hold up under a lot of punishment. I hadn’t thought about it at the time, but there was barely enough room in them as it was. If Jean managed to grow to full mast, we would be facing an indecency charge.

“Hey!” Jean said, getting my attention. “We’re safe, okay? There’s nothing up here that can get to us. We’re going to land on the ground, spend the next two weeks on a tropical island, and have the time of our lives.”

I managed a smile. “Landing’s one thing,” I joked weakly. “The real miracle will be if this plane manages to get us there on time.”

That made Jean laugh, which in turn helped me feel more at ease. The sensation didn’t last long, of course. I felt the cabin tremble again. This one wasn’t as bad as the last bit of turbulence, but I still squeezed Jean’s hand hard.

“Next time someone wants us to do a project together,” I moaned irritably, “see if they can arrange for it to be in a place that’s accessible by train, okay?”

Jean leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Wanna know how many train wrecks there are per year?” he asked in a slightly teasing tone. “Compared to plane crashes.”

I turned so that he received the full brunt of my glare. “Not remotely,” I replied in as flat a tone as possible.

The “project” in question was the whole reason that Jean and I were on this plane. When Jean’s big comeback film got canned, I suggested trying OnlyFans. Unfortunately, some research showed that OnlyFans wasn’t the best platform for gay content. They had a bad reputation for banning any creator who wasn’t cis-gendered and heteronormative.

Fortunately, in this day and age, we were spoiled with choices. JustForFans was just as good as OnlyFans—if not better—and they proudly supported queer content.

I set Jean up with an account using his actual name—which was also his porn name—and a couple of videos. Word got around. It turned out that I wasn’t the only fan out there with an appreciation for his work. People started to subscribe within a few days.

Before the month ended, we had over a hundred thousand subscribers paying a monthly membership to watch Jean and I fool around.

Most of our videos consisted of Jean fucking me. He was becoming more and more into the idea of being a full top. I had been getting in touch with my inner bottom slut, so it worked out great for our relationship.

I was also getting back into being a full-time massage therapist. The quarantine had put the brakes on my career for a while. Things were much safer than they had been, though. Going back to making a living sounded like the smart choice.

It was also a way to add new content to our JustForFans. I had the idea to start making instructional videos on the way to properly massage someone. There were videos about erotic massage techniques, not to mention removing tension from sore muscles after a workout.

Naturally, all of these vids ultimately resulted in Jean fucking me senseless.

It had another effect, however. A promotional manager for Mustang Studios got into contact with us. At first, I assumed it was spam, or somebody’s idea of a joke. A little follow-up, though, proved that they were legit.

Mustang Studios wanted to break into modern media. They had been doing gay porn since the very early 80s. One of the directors had the idea to make a reality series for the company’s website. The difference was that this would feature gay porn actors and their erotic shenanigans. She wanted to show the world what porn stars were really like.

“I still can’t believe it,” I said, forcing myself to stay calm. “We’re actually going to the Virgin Islands. I’ve always wanted to see them.”

That took Jean by surprise, which was not an easy feat. “Really?” he asked, sounding slightly amazed. “All this time, you never said anything.”

“I was worried something would go wrong,” I replied, maybe a little defensively. “Given our track record with dead bodies. Adding planes to the equation felt like suicide.”

“There won’t be any dead bodies,” Jean insisted, giving my hand another squeeze. “I’m happy to be going with you.”

I smiled, blushing a little. “So am I,” I told him. “I don’t think I could make the trip on this plane otherwise.” The plane dipped ever so slightly, and the cabin rumbled. “Not without racing up and down the aisle screaming ‘Lemme off’!” I added ruefully.

“We’re going to be fine,” Jean insisted. A second later, the cabin trembled yet again. “I’m reasonably sure of that, anyway.”

I didn’t let go of Jean’s hand. Holding on to him helped convince me that this flight would reach its destination without incident. We were going to have a great time, make some money, and not have to deal with corpses popping up.

“Gotta admire the woman who threw all this together,” I said, wanting to take my mind off how much the plane was shaking. “She rents the villa and spends a small fortune on advertising—”

“—and then has us fly coach,” Jean finished, chuckling. “Yeah, I’ve been thinking about that too. But I guess even a major studio can fall on hard times. People are only just starting to put their butts back into plane seats.”

“A global pandemic is bound to give people some reservations about travel,” I pointed out, grateful to have distracted Jean from our previous topic. “You think Mustang ran out of frequent flyer miles?”

“Eh, coach tickets are easier to stack up than first class ones,” Jean explained. I was willing to take his word for it since I hadn’t flown much. “More seats can be bought up by the bulk. In exchange…” Jean smirked as he attempted to stretch his legs, only to be stopped a couple of inches out by the seat in front of him. “… there’s less leg room.”

Curious, I peeked behind us. “Guess no one else was flying out of San Francisco,” I noted, not recognizing any faces in the seats farther back.

“Can you imagine the trouble it’d cause if we all did?” Jean let out a chuckle laced with something salacious, which let me know he was up to something again. “People in our line of work have enough trouble keeping our pants on as it is.”

“It would make for an interesting headline at least,” I retorted quietly. “‘Plane Besieged By Naked Gay Porn Stars!’ At least I would have an interesting explanation for why I was in prison.”

Before Jean could say anything else, I added, “And, yes, that means I won’t join the Mile High Club with you!” I added, hissing as quietly as I could—and sounding like a deranged cobra in the process. “Honestly, I still don’t buy that you’ve never done that before.”

“Never traveled with anyone that was interested,” Jean whispered back softly. “And the bathrooms on the smaller flights are so cramped.”

There was no denying that. “Well, there you go,” I said, hoping this would end the discussion. “If we can barely squeeze you in, there’s no way both of us would fit.”

Jean kept a tight grip on my hand. His other one reached over to squeeze my knee. Our eyes met and I felt warmth shoot through me like a bolt of lightning. My breath actually caught in my chest. We’d been dating for a year, but Jean still knew how to do things to me.

“One never knows,” he said softly, touching our foreheads together, “until one tries.”

Our faces were so close. I almost said “yes” to him right there. Hell, Jean could have told me he wanted to pound my hole over the back of the seat I was setting in. In that instant, I would have let him do it.

Fortunately, the captain of the flight came to my rescue, saving me from public humiliation and further stigmatization about how porn stars were all unrepentant sex maniacs.

“Good afternoon, passengers!” a woman’s voice said over the PA system. “I’d like to apologize first and foremost for all of the turbulence we’ve been having on this flight.”

“At least someone is,” I grumbled.

“The good news,” the captain continued, ignorant of my foul mood, “is that we’ll be beginning our descent soon to St. Thomas, landing at Cyril E. King Airport.”

Jean checked the smart watch around his wrist, a present that I got him for his birthday. “Huh,” he said thoughtfully. “And maybe even a little bit early.”

“We ask that you remain in your seats,” the captain said politely, “observe the ‘Fasten Seatbelt’ sign, and please make sure that your chairs are in the upright position.”

“Wouldn’t want us to be comfortable during our crash landing,” I grumbled, fumbling around on my seat searching for the twin straps. “That’d just be silly, am I right?”

The captain continued with her spiel. “Our flight attendants will be passing by you shortly to collect any recyclables and trash you wish for us to dispose of,” she said sweetly. “Thank you so much for flying with us today.”

Jean had strapped himself in already. I managed to connect the two sides together with a noisy “click”. After that, it was only a matter of me focusing on my breathing while the flight attendants worked their way down the aisle with trash bags in hand.

I felt, rather than heard, Jean lean in toward me. “Want me to hold your hand?” he asked seriously.

Without looking his way, I reached over to take his hand in mine. Of course, I would miss on the first try and grab something else. My boyfriend’s cock immediately jumped to life in his shorts.

“And here I thought you weren’t in the mood,” Jean teased, laughing as I jerked my hand back. “For a change!”

Quickly, I swept the area to see whether or not anyone had noticed me do that. The Karen in the seat behind us was giving me a strange look. Fortunately, the Episcopalian priest and his wife were oblivious. They were fascinated by whatever it was they were seeing out the window on their side.

One flight attendant, however, was staring hard. She was a couple of rows ahead, holding a trash bag in both of her hands. Her eyes had almost doubled in size, but it wasn’t me she kept ogling.

Worried, I turned to look at Jean. Immediately, the problem became painfully clear. Grabbing hold of my boyfriend’s junk had caused a predictable reaction. He was now tenting.

That would have been bad enough. An unwanted erection was something that most men dreaded getting in public from the age of twelve when their cocks developed minds of their own. In the case of Jean Locke Holmes, legendary porn star extraordinaire, it meant the elasticity of his vacation shorts were being put through the sort of rigorous testing usually reserved for elephant harnesses.

Jean, for his part, only seemed slightly embarrassed. “Please,” I whispered, leaning as far into him as I could, “tell me you’re wearing underwear.” A thought occurred to me. “And that you’re at full mast.”

The flight attendant was still looking. In fact, she was being joined in her staring contest with my boyfriend’s package by several others. The people in the immediate seats around us had realized something was amiss. The priest across from us had left his jaw hanging open. His wife was crossing herself.

Jean, meanwhile, just shrugged. “It didn’t seem important when we left,” he replied somewhat defensively. “And you know the answer to that already.”

Regrettably, I did. Jean Locke Holmes wasn’t simply gifted in the manhood department—which sounded like a very weird section of H&L, but I wasn’t about to say so out loud. Even among other gay porn stars, my boyfriend stood out. He had been blessed in such a way that seemed more like a curse after a while. It had taken time, effort, patience on both our parts, and lots of training before I was able to handle his man muscle on a regular basis.

Judging by the circus that was now on board the flight, Jean was at a little over half mast. There was a ways to go before he would be all the way up. At which point, he would wind up flashing the plane—either because the shorts gave up the ghost or his cock fell out through the leggings.

There was a possibility of one person in the audience being spared, but only if the elastic band went flying and put their eyes out.

“Do something!” I hissed as quietly as I could despite knowing we had the attention of everyone in the vicinity. “There are children present! People are staring!”

“I’m aware.” Apparently, it was my boyfriend’s turn to be sarcastic. I hated that! “What exactly do you expect me to do? This is your fault, you know.”

“My fault?” I hated that he was right, but it seemed more important that we move on from the fact and find a solution. “I don’t know. Think about purple elephants, I guess!”

Jean closed his eyes—I assumed to take my advice. Around us, more people were staring. It was inevitable. Whenever something happened to draw a crowd, a bigger crowd would soon follow.

“It’s not working,” Jean said a second later.

I looked down and saw he was right. If anything, his erection had gotten bigger. Jean appeared to be two thirds of the way up. The fabric of his shorts already looked like they had reached their limit. Any more and we would need one of those extra-large popcorn buckets they sell at movie theaters.

“Why not?” I asked, feeling the shame that Jean refused to.

“Because,” he said, opening his eyes to look at me, “I can’t stop thinking about having sex with you on the back of a purple elephant.”

For what felt like a long moment, I forgot about my embarrassment and looked at Jean. “You have the strangest imagination,” I said finally. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

“Is there a problem?” someone asked.

This was from a second flight attendant. She was African-American and had long curls around her face. She had been speaking primarily to the first flight attendant and not us. The moment her eyes wandered over to where Jean was sitting, however, they doubled in size.

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed.

“You could say that,” I said, referring to her question.

In the meantime, Jean was busying himself by making some adjustments. He had to loosen his seatbelt and raise up out of the seat a little, but in the end, Jean managed to tuck the whole thing down one leg of his shorts.

“How’s that?” he asked me, no longer bothering to keep his voice down. “Better?”

Discreetly, I checked. Jean was settling back into his seat and tightening his seatbelt. The imprint was easy to see. He was also still stretching the fabric, though not as much as before.

“Pull the leggings down,” I advised. “Or else the head’s gonna pop out.”

Jean made more adjustments to his poorly thought out wardrobe while, in front of us, the second flight attendant cleared her throat. “Let’s move things along,” she said, speaking to the other attendant with a knowing look.

The first flight attendant nodded. I hoped this was the sign that it was all over now. That proved futile when she pretended to drop something and leaned down to retrieve it. Our eyes met, and she leaned in toward me while standing back up.

“Is he with you?” she whispered beseechingly. Before I could answer, she was already asking her next question. “How does that even work? He could hunt whales!”

Well, she wasn’t wrong. I debated lying, but couldn’t come up with anything creative enough.

“We’re porn stars,” I said, figuring I may as well go with the truth.

Going by her expression, it didn’t look like she believed me. I couldn’t see why, what with the evidence on display for everyone to openly stare at. Some people were skeptics, I supposed.

“It’s true,” I insisted, offering her my hand. “My name’s Rafael. And he’s Jean Locke Holmes, the guy who did all of those cheesy horror porn pictures back in the 90s.”

“They were hardly cheesy,” Jean protested, though he soon turned his attention toward the gawking flight attendant. “But, yes, that’s me. Would you like our autographs?”

The flight attendant promptly turned and kept walking down the aisle with her trash bag out, refusing to look to her right or left. The priest and his wife were still staring. I could hear the Karen mother whispering frantically into the ear of one of her children.

“She must’ve been a Jack Wrangler fan,” I said, watching her go.

“Well, there’s no accounting for taste,” Jean said as our plane began to slowly descend towards our destination at long last. “Although, strictly speaking, he did look amazing in those jeans.”

“True that,” I agreed, taking hold of my boyfriend’s hand, this time landing the mark.
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“I’m glad that’s over.”

We were walking up the boarding ramp. I almost didn’t hear Jean because of all the heavy footsteps rebounding off the narrow walls. These corridors were practically claustrophobic, especially with so many people trying to reach the airport interior at the same time.

“Which part?” I wondered, trying to talk loud enough so Jean could hear without drawing attention. “The flight or you almost blinding the other passengers.”

Jean laughed. “The flight,” he explained, kicking one leg out toward the wall. “I was getting a cramp sitting in that seat for so long.”

Considering how he towered over me and quite a few other people in the line, that made sense. “Same here,” I agreed as we neared the exit. “For different reasons, but still.”

We exited the ramp into the airport among a swarm of other passengers all eager to get wherever it was they were headed. Calling the Cyril E. King airport “small” would be an understatement. Less than a day ago, Jean and I had departed from San Francisco to Miami. We had enough of a layover to grab a quick nap at a cheap hotel before boarding our next flight to St. Thomas.

Other gates lined the walls. There were kiosks along the center sporting various knickknacks to attract tourists. I spotted a couple of stores farther down. Most of them offered books, magazines, and other bare essentials for the weary traveler.

“Here.”

At the sound of a stranger speaking, I turned. A woman in sandals with a bad blonde dye job and salon hair was standing beside Jean, offering him what looked like a business card.

“It has my private cell number on it,” she explained, giving my boyfriend a coy expression. “Call me sometime, if you’re interested.”

The fact that she was ignoring me entirely should have gotten me to throw hands. The whole scene was too ludicrous for me to be jealous over, though. Did the woman not realize Jean was gay?

“I appreciate the offer,” Jean replied in an even tone, “but I’m not into women. Sorry!”

In response, the woman pushed the card in-between the crevices of Jean’s fingers, insisting he take it. “Keep it,” she said, making it sound like an order. “You never know until you try.”

We waited until she walked off before bursting out laughing. “So,” I wheezed out. “That just happened, didn’t it?”

“It did.” Jean was studying the card. “Also, I’m not so sure this card is legit. The ink on the edges of some of the lettering is blurred. And it’s got more than one set of fingerprints on it.”

Before I could ask, Jean held it up for me to see. “She must have gotten foundation powder on her hands,” he explained. I could see what he meant. There were several fingerprints on the card, and not all of them looked the same. “It can act like the dust that forensic scientists use.”

“I remember,” I said. “That was in the movie we watched.”

I would have said more, but we were interrupted. Another woman came charging toward us, stomping across the tile floor in a set of heels that made a sharp “click-clack” sound. It was audible even above the soft cacophony of noises from so many people around us. Her expression was furious, and she was struggling to hold up the baby she was carrying—mostly due to only using one arm.

Two other children trailed along behind her. They looked thoroughly miserable. Seeing them, I realized that I recognized her. She was the Karen that had been sitting behind us during our flight.

My suspicions were confirmed a second later when she stopped short in front of my boyfriend, reached out with her free hand, and slapped him sharply across the face.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself!” she shrieked, loud enough to draw stares from the people around us. “Exposing yourself like that on a commercial flight.”

Jean was too shocked to respond. For that matter, so was I. I struggled to find the words to diffuse the situation while the attacking Karen’s nostrils flared. The baby in her arms, meanwhile, looked bored while the two children behind her looked like they’d rather be anywhere else but here.

“Ma’am,” I began, trying to be diplomatic.

“My children were on that plane,” she screamed, ignoring me and getting up as close as she could to Jean’s face. This required her to do a balancing act on her heels, which she wasn’t very good at. Suddenly, I was more worried she might drop the baby in her arms than I was for Jean’s well-being. “I should have you arrested for being a sexual predator,” she shrilled through grit teeth. “You pervert!”

“Is there a problem here?” a new voice asked.

This one belonged to an airport security officer. I had to admit. He looked very handsome in his uniform. The stern tone of his voice helped mask an underlying weariness. I had a hunch he had dealt with this sort of scenario before and wasn’t looking forward to defusing another one.

“My apologies,” I said to him, figuring it was my turn to ignore the Karen now. “My boyfriend here is very well-endowed. He accidentally got an erection during the flight.”

I gestured to the Karen, who was struggling to turn around in her heels and face the security officer. “This woman was sitting behind us,” I explained as the Karen staggered, nearly dropping her child in the process.

It took a moment for her to stand upright again. She didn’t look happy with her baby, like it was the infant’s fault, or about having to hold them with both arms. Behind her, the daughter rolled her eyes. I caught sight of her brother doing the same thing. They were used to this sort of spectacle, apparently.

A thought occurred to me, then. “Which means,” I went on, “that neither one of her children were able to see over the seats.”

“She shouldn’t have been able to see anything either,” Jean pointed out, having gotten over the shock of being slapped by a woman in public. “Unless she was peeking.”

“Which she shouldn’t have done,” I added, enjoying this. “Since the captain had turned on the ‘Fasten Seatbelt’ sign.”

Jean shot the Karen some serious side-eye. “You wouldn’t have been disobeying standard airline policy, would you?” he asked.

The Karen’s face positively soured. It looked like the security guard was doing everything in his power to keep from shaking his head. Seeing that he wasn’t going to help her organize a lynch mob to publicly hang my boyfriend for the crime of being gay, the Karen stormed off.

“Ridiculous!” she shouted at the top of her lungs. “Utterly ridiculous!”

Her two remaining children let out a long-suffering sigh. One after the other, the two trailed off after their retreating mother. It looked as though she had forgotten about them altogether.

“Rather ironic,” Jean said, correctly guessing my own thoughts. “Considering she was so concerned about their well-being a few seconds ago.”

“You ain’t lying,” said the security guard, who gave us both a nod and salute before walking backward. “You two have a nice day. And welcome to the Islands!”

Jean and I waved in response. My eyes were drawn back to the retreating woman. Her children were still struggling to catch up.

“Remind me to call Mom later,” I told Jean, feeling sorry for her children. “And tell her how much I love her.”

“I need to do the same,” Jean said. He sounded miserable. “For Auntie Mags, at least.”

I knew that Jean wasn’t on the best of terms with his family. It was more that he rarely talked about them. I had a hunch that they weren’t exactly thrilled with his choice in career, or that he used his real name.

My curiosity remained unsated, however. This wasn’t the best time or place for that sort of conversation. Plus, just as soon as the security officer passed through the crowd and out of sight, yet another voice called out.

“Guys!” someone shouted. “Holmes! Rafael!”

Jean’s eyes searched the crowd. “Could we get any more popular?” he muttered, annoyed.

This voice was familiar. A quick glance through the crowd revealed why. A young figure, maybe a couple of years older than me, was pushing his way through the sea of bodies. He wore an excited expression that reminded me of a puppy.

Red hair spilled down around his admittedly adorable face in a messy haircut that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a boy band member. A tank top clung to an athletic body that belonged on the cover of a magazine. Bright blue beach shorts with dolphins and turtles stenciled into the fabric clung to a pair of muscular thighs.

“D—” I started to say before stopping myself.

It was embarrassing to admit this, but I still didn’t know his real name. In the porn world, he was known as Donnie Bravo, a gay-for-pay actor who only topped on camera. I learned earlier this year that his last name was actually Ballinger.

In reality, he was bisexual and had known well before doing gay porn. Ballinger had gotten into the industry because he wanted to explore his sexuality. The idea of doing so while getting paid appealed to him.

To this day, I couldn’t find the flaw in his logic.

“Hey, um…” I said, trying to hide my embarrassment and failing.

Jean leaned in to help, but Ballinger beat him to it. “It’s Skip,” our friend explained, coming to a stop in front of us. “My full name is Skipper Donald Ballinger, for the record.”

I blushed, feeling ashamed. “Sorry,” I said, avoiding meeting his eyes. “I should know that already.”

Skip apparently held no grudge, even though I probably would have if I were in his shoes right now. “Nah, we’re good,” he said, grinning from ear to ear as he spread his arms wide. “Gimme a hug.”

A worried expression clouded his smile before Jean or I could bring it in. “Wait, do we hug?” he asked, suddenly nervous. “Is hugging okay or are we too butch for that?”

Jean rolled his eyes. “You’ve been around too many straight dues,” he said, grabbing hold of Skip so he could suffocate the young man in a smothering bear hug. “It’s great to see you.”

Skip mumbled something. His voice was muffled in my boyfriend’s thick pectorals, though, so I couldn’t make it out. When Jean let Skip go, he staggered backward slightly, looking dazed. His face was blushing a bright red.

“C’mere, you!” I told him, pulling him in for a hug next. “We haven’t heard from you in months!” A thought dawned on me as Skip returned my hug with a tight squeeze. “Hang on! Your first name is ‘Skipper’?”

Skip laughed, giving me one final squeeze before pulling back. “My mom loved Gilligan’s Island reruns,” he explained. “The Skipper was her favorite character. So, she named me after him.”

I would have gone by a different name—even if I wasn’t doing porn—if Mom had named me that.

“‘Donald’ was an uncle’s name,” he added, continuing.

That got a reaction from me. “So, you used his name to do porn?” I asked, wondering what sort of person Skip’s uncle had been like for him to make that choice.

“Oh, no!” Skip waved a hand quickly. “I go by ‘Donnie’ because that’s my favorite Ninja Turtle. And I named myself ‘Bravo’ after the Cartoon Network character.”

Jean let out a joyous belly laugh. “Oh, it really is good to see you,” he said, giving Skip’s arm an affectionate squeeze.

I noticed that this made Skip blush again. “It really is,” I said, smiling. “But, and I hope you won’t mind me asking, but…what are you doing here?”

Skip grinned. “Probably the same thing you two are,” he replied cheekily, spreading his arms wide. “I’m one of the contestants on DILF Island!”

DILF Island was the name of the XXX-rated porn star reality show that Jean and I had signed up for. It made a certain amount of sense that Skip would be there. He was popular among the sect of gay men that enjoyed fantasizing about straight guys. On camera, Skip was the ultimate unattainable frat boy dude bro.

Originally, I hadn’t liked him much, but time—and a couple of cases involving dead corpses—had given me the chance to get to know the real Skip. I liked who he was far better than his stage persona. He could be such an excitable kid at times. Plus, he was easy to work with. That was always a win.

“Funny,” Jean said, frowning. “I can’t recall seeing you on our plane. Did you catch an earlier flight?”

“Nah,” Skip replied, waving one hand again. “I just deplaned a couple of minutes ago. Had a rough flight over Miami.”

“Yup,” I said wearily, remembering the air turbulence. “That was us.”

“Did you guys have to fly coach?” Skip asked, looking from me to Jean. “The company sent me a ticket for coach, but I used my travel points to upgrade it to first class.”

“We should have done that,” I said, remembering Jean’s leg cramp. “But I don’t fly much and Jean didn’t have enough travel points for the both of us.”

“I didn’t see you in the first class seats,” Jean said to Skip, still frowning.

My boyfriend had a habit of needing to know everything, and never letting a mystery go until he had solved it. It was what got us into trouble some of the time.

“Let it go,” I pleaded softly.

Skip wasn’t bothered, though. “Yeah,” he admitted sheepishly. “I was actually a little late getting to the airport. Security checkpoints took forever and I missed when they called for Group A.”

“See?” I said, getting a little exasperated. “No mystery here. Just somebody late getting to their gate. Perfectly normal.”

Jean looked from me to Skip, who was eyeing me nervously. “Raf is worried our trip will get spoiled by us tripping over a corpse,” Jean explained.

“I wouldn’t be so bothered if it didn’t keep happening,” I pointed out.

“Aww.” Skip actually sounded disappointed. “I had fun solving mysteries with you two.”

I gave Skip a long look. “You were injured on set the last time we were together,” I said slowly. “Your leg had a gash in it. We had to call for an ambulance to take you to the hospital.”

Skip pouted, which baffled me. “I’m still mad about that,” he said sulkily. “I didn’t get to stick around to see who was sabotaging the set. Someone told me after I got out that it had been a stage crew member.”

“He didn’t actually work for the studio,” Jean explained, turning. “But c’mon. Our ride is probably waiting for us and we still need to get our luggage.”

Skip followed us as we walked through the airport. “Mind if I tag along?” he asked. “I wasn’t sure what the studio was doing about transportation so I haven’t ordered a Lyft yet.”

“They’re sending a car for us,” I informed him, motioning for him to hurry up. “And we’re going to the same place. Did you think we’d make you walk?”

Skip moved up so that he was walking alongside Jean, opposite of me. “It never hurts to ask,” he told me in that sheepish way of his. “And I’m trying to act like less of a dude-bro these days. Someone told me it wasn’t my best feature.”

“It’s been going out of style for a while now,” Jean informed, not bothered by Skip walking so close. “You should be able to be yourself, even when you’re on camera.”

My mouth turned downward into a half-frown. “Seriously, though,” I said in amazement. “How is your real name more of a porn name than your actual porn name?”

Skip laughed. “One of life’s great mysteries, I guess!” he replied cheerily.

“You could always go by your real name,” Jean offered, though he was mostly teasing. “Like I do. And Rafael goes by his first name when we do porn together.” My boyfriend gave me a vexatious glance. “He’s stuck in the eighties.”

I held my head up loftily as we approached the Baggage Claim area. “I can’t be stuck in a decade that I wasn’t born in,” I pointed out. “It defies the laws of society and quantum physics.”

“No thanks,” Skip said, pointing us to the carousel that had our flight number. “I’m not that brave. And, besides, my grandmother would kill me!”

I managed to not laugh at that, knowing it was most likely true. In a line of three, we stood in front of the carousel, waiting and watching while the bags went past us. Being the more experienced traveller, Jean insisted that we pack heavy. We both brought enough clothes and necessities, plus a little extra in a third piece of luggage, just in case something went wrong—like our bags being lost. Since the studio was covering our travel expenses, I didn’t feel so bad about having three heavy suitcases.

I wasn’t looking forward to hefting them around the airport, but that was what those little carts were for.

Jean also had the idea of tying rainbow ribbons around the handles of our suitcases. According to him, luggage tended to blend together, and a lot of people on flights had similar brands. All we needed was to make ours stand out a little bit better.

Sure enough, one suitcase rolled by us with a Pride ribbon attached. Jean reached out and scored his suitcase, lifting it off the carousel like it weighed nothing. I spotted mine not long after and only spent a handful of embarrassing seconds struggling before I managed to lift the heavy case off the moving belt.

Another one of mine came along not long after. As I was lifting it out, feeling the burn in my arms, Jean spotted the second one of his three. We were two for two now.

“I don’t see mine,” Skip said, looking slightly worried as he peered up the length of the carousel. “Either of you seen a bright pink one yet?”

“Not yet,” Jean replied, grabbing his last one.

I was lifting my own final suitcase up when it hit me. “Wait,” I said, setting the heavy case down with a loud thud. “Did you say pink?”

Skip blushed bright red. “Gimme a break,” he muttered, looking down at his shoes. “It was on sale.”

“I think I see it,” Jean said.

I felt my boyfriend tap me on the side, trying to get my attention. When I turned, he was pointing at something farther up ahead. His eyes twinkled with amusement.

“Look,” he said, biting his lower lip.

I did look, and understood at once what Jean found so funny. A bright pink suitcase was coming our way. It wasn’t just pink, however. There were cartoon characters printed all over the casing. I recognized each and every one of them.

Skip had come to the Virgin Islands with a Powerpuff Girls suitcase.

“That’s mine,” Skip said, nudging me aside so he could reach the carousel and claim it. “I like the show, okay? My sister and I used to watch reruns of it.”

I watched while Skip planted the suitcase on its rollers. “If I hadn’t questioned your so-called straightness yet,” I told him flatly, “that would do it.”

“Hey, I’m allowed!” Skip retorted, sounding offended. “I mean, I think I am…” He actually contemplated the idea for a minute. “Are bisexuals allowed to like girly things the way gay men are?”

“You can like whatever you want,” Jean assured him as he stood next to his adult baggage that was colored dark blue and black with few distinguishing characteristics. “We’re just giving you a hard time. That’s all.”

Skip looked a little relieved, and I felt bad for teasing him. “Thanks,” he said, looking between Jean and myself. “Say, why don’t I get us a luggage cart? Wait right here!”

And just like that, he was gone before Jean or I could say anything. “He certainly is eager to please,” Jean noticed, watching Skip go.

“I know, right?” I stared after Skip until he disappeared into the crowd, returning just a moment later pushing a luggage cart. “He works fast too. Maybe this is just my paranoia, but I wonder what his deal is.”

Jean gave me a look. “You don’t know?” he asked, clearly surprised.

Before I could ask Jean to elaborate, Skip had brought the luggage cart to a stop. Without being asked to, he immediately hefted our heavy suitcases up onto it. His muscles strained as he lifted, and it was pretty impressive to watch.

“Let us help,” I said, grabbing Skip’s suitcase, which didn’t feel nearly as heavy. “Didn’t you bring anything else?”

“I like to travel light,” Skip replied casually, setting one of Jean’s suitcases down. “Put mine on last. Yours and Holmes’ should go under it.”

“He’s right,” Jean agreed, his arm muscles straining as he set two of his down on the cart. “The heavy ones should go on the bottom. Or else the weight might destabilize.”

I wasn’t sure why, but hearing Jean agree with Skip annoyed me. Ignoring the feeling, I set Skip’s pink suitcase on last where it was proudly on display. It looked terribly out of place next to ours. However, as I studied our suitcases, it occurred to me that Jean’s and mine seemed rather boring on their own.

“Looks good,” Jean said, observing our handiwork with a satisfied nod. “Who wants to push?”

“Not it!” I said immediately, raising a pointing finger up.

“Also, not it,” Jean said, albeit more slowly.

Skip was already reaching for the handle. “Nah, I got this,” he said, rolling the cart along in front of him with ease. “You guys can chill.” Skip got a few feet ahead of us before stopping. “Um, so…” he added, looking back at us. “Which way do we go?”

“Don’t look at me,” I said when Skip turned his head my way. “Travel is still a relatively new experience for me. Ask him!”

I jerked my thumb at Jean, who promptly pointed in the direction Skip had been pushing the cart. “That way,” Jean instructed. “We’re looking for Departures. There’s supposed to be a driver waiting to take us to our home away from home for the next two weeks.”

I let out a happy sigh as we walked along together. “Two weeks in a cliffside villa,” I said dreamily. “You’ll have to drag me away from the place when this is over.”

“Assuming they don’t work us to death,” Jean added, sounding less enthused now. “Reality TV shows have notoriously grueling schedules.”

“Shouldn’t be that different from being on set,” Skip replied, adding in his two cents. “Two weeks of getting laid, getting paid…” He paused as we passed through the sliding doors to the outside. “If that’s hard work, I’m with Raf.”

Skip brought the luggage cart to a stop. “Don’t ever let me leave!” he finished with a laugh.

The weather outside was simply stunning. I couldn’t remember the last time I had seen a sky so perfectly blue. There was hardly a cloud to be found anywhere.

Sunlight streamed down from the azure sky, bathing the island in a rich warmth. The temperature felt like it was somewhere in the eighties, hot without being overbearing. A warm summer breeze caressed our faces as we looked around, searching for our driver.

We didn’t have to wait long. A Lyft driver in a white Honda hybrid rolled up. The woman behind the wheel looked like a local. I barely had time to register her face before she leaped out from behind the wheel and raced around to help us load our suitcases into the back.

“Sorry I’m so late,” she exclaimed, grabbing one of Jean’s suitcases. “Ooph! This one’s heavy, isn’t it?”

“Let us help,” I said, giving her a hand.

Skip was quick to pitch in as well. “It’s cool,” he reassured her, putting his own in the back first. “We just got here a second ago.”

“We appreciate the ride,” Jean said, helping as well. “But I’m afraid there may not be enough space in the trunk for all our stuff.”

“Here, lemme take mine out,” Skip offered, pulling his pink suitcase out. “We’ll put the heaviest ones in the trunk. The lighter ones can ride with us in the backseat.”

“I’m sorry about this,” the driver apologized, struggling with the suitcase in her arms. “They didn’t tell me how much you were bringing.”

“Not your fault,” Jean insisted, closing the trunk with a “click”. “We’ll manage.”

In the end, it was decided that one of us would take the front seat. Since Jean’s legs had been cramped in a coach seat during the flight, I suggested he enjoy having some leg room. My legs weren’t aching as much, and Skip—the lucky bastard—had enjoyed the luxury of first class.

Skip and I ended up being separated by a tower of suitcases in the middle of the backseat. He was seated behind the driver—whose name, it turned out, was Amanda—while I sat behind Jean. Once we were all buckled in and the Departures lane was clear, the white Honda pulled out.

The drive through the island was uneventful. I sat back in my seat and stared out the window, enjoying the view. We moved along Waterfront Highway, which had some gorgeous views of the Caribbean water. The sea was practically sparkling in the sunlight. All the beaches had white sand that glistened. Sun worshipers basked under the rays, letting their bodies brown.

Soon, the car turned and began heading north. Amanda took us through the outskirts of some of the city. I spotted several small shops. A giddy excitement bubbled inside of me. I really hoped that Jean and I would have time to explore the town between filming. It looked amazing.

Plus, I wanted to walk down one of the streets holding his hand. It might sound silly, but sometimes the simple things in life were the best.

 We left the town and moved into a dense section of greenery that was in the central part of the island. Palm trees surrounded us on all sides. Above the hum of the engine, I heard Skip roll his window down. The wind roared on his side, but beyond that, I could make out birds cawing.

Curious, I reached over and pushed the button on my door handle. The window slid down easily. Sunlight streamed through, momentarily blinding me. When I could see again, though, the vision that greeted me was breathtaking. The foliage was so green that it could have passed for emeralds. Multicolored flowers burst like fireworks among the woods.
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