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Bobby and Mark
by Thomas Fuchs


Bobby Lo woke alone in his bed and found a sheet of paper on the pillow next to him, where Mark had been sleeping. It was a watercolour, an intricate creation with two small birds sitting on branches in a bamboo thicket.


Mark was always doing something artistic, painting or drawing or writing poems, and sometimes seemed disappointed when Bobby didn’t say much more than, “It’s very nice” or “It’s great” even though Bobby really meant what he said and just didn’t know what more to say.


He was trying to think of some deep, intelligent remark he could make about the watercolour when Mark appeared, drinking a cup of tea, and of course Bobby stopped thinking. Even though he had seen Mark a thousand times, he was still struck by his lover’s magnificent build. His dick began to throb.


‘Like it?’ asked Mark.


‘It’s great.’


‘Notice the coloration on the shrikes?’


Bobby guessed the “shrikes” were the kind of birds. He studied the picture. ‘Give me a second,’ he said, ‘Just woke up.’ He really couldn’t see much difference. ‘Um … the colours on both of them seem to be pretty much the same.’


‘Exactly,’ said Mark. ‘They are both males.’


‘Ah,’ said Bobby, and smiled. ‘I see.’


‘Did you notice the bamboo they’re sitting on? The branches are separate, but it you follow them, you see they actually twist into each other.’


As he explained all this, Mark leaned down over the picture until his beautifully shaped, deeply defined chest was right at Bobby face, and so naturally Bobby put the tip of his tongue on the fine dark nipple he was going to make tingle with ecstatic pleasure, but Mark drew back suddenly and stepped away, and began rummaging in the closet. He said he needed to get going. ‘Have you seen my ...’ and then he found the clothes he was looking for.


Mark and Bobby were spending more and more time together but Mark hadn’t moved in completely so sometimes he lost track of what things were here and which at the apartment he still shared with another guy. Mark and Bobby were at that stage in their relationship, and had been for about six months now. That stage which can go on for a long time but then end so suddenly.


‘See ya later,’ said Mark. He seemed a little cold.


‘Dinner?’ said Bobby.


‘Sure,’ said Mark and then he was off, leaving Bobby alone and horny as hell.


That afternoon, as Bobby was walking along the Boulevard, on his way back from the gym, he looked up at the window where he’d caught sight more than once of the guy who lived there. He wasn’t always there but when he was he waved to Bobby, who usually nodded and always moved on. Cute guy. Young, slender but not skinny. Well defined. Asian, with curly black hair and a mischievous smile.


The guy was there this time, and this time when he waved, instead of just nodding, Bobby smiled back. The guy gestured for him to come up. It was a little embarrassing. It’s one thing to be slutty in a club at night, but in broad daylight in the middle of the street? Oh, what the hell, thought Bobby. He found the front door of the building, went in, climbed the stairs. His heart, he realised, was beating fast and hard. It had been a while since he’d had an adventure.
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