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  “FUCK, why do I bother with this stupid thing?” I pulled over, turned off the engine, and grabbed my GPS to peer at the screen. “Lost fucking satellite again!” I knew where I was going, but the road I usually went on was blocked off, and I couldn’t quite remember the turnoff to get there from the other side. I whacked the stupid unit and the mechanical voice repeated,


  “Recalculating. Lost satellite signal.” I glanced up at the clouds in the sky and sighed. It was dusk and getting just dark enough that if I made the wrong turn, I might be wandering around on back roads the entire night.


  A flash of blue light caught my attention and in the rearview mirror, I saw a cop car pull up behind mine. “Great, I’ll probably get a ticket for loitering without visible means of support,” I muttered.


  I slumped down in my seat, waiting for the portly mook of an upstate cop to come over to chew me out.


  “Everything okay, sir?”


  I looked up and my mouth dropped open. “Man, what I wouldn’t let you do to me,” I muttered.


  “What was that?”


  2


  


  Summer Fever | Catt Ford


  


  I sat up alertly. Did he know how hot he was? “Nothing. Am I doing something wrong?”


  He smiled and I melted. Dimples on a man in uniform, I was so dead. I wondered if he had dimples in his ass, too. I caught my fingers flexing involuntarily and grabbed the wheel to give them something to do.


  He looked a little wary at my sudden movement. I hadn’t noticed it before, but his right hand was hovering by his holster and he held a flashlight in his left as if it were a club. “I don’t know. Are you doing something wrong?”


  I laughed in a release of nervous tension. “I’m not, but my GPS is.


  Lost satellite transmission. And when it does work, she changes her mind constantly. If I didn’t kind of know where I was, I’d be in Cleveland right about now.”


  He relaxed a little, which gave me a chance to take inventory of his rugged good looks. He was tanned like he spent a lot of time in the sun, and when he smiled, lines creased the outer edges of his eyes and around his mouth. I couldn’t see his eyes because he was wearing the usual aviators even though it was getting dark, but his hair was a glossy dark brown. I licked my lips while he answered.


  “Are you trying to get to Cleveland?”


  “No, I’m trying to get to Bluebird Lane, but Big Sandy Lane is blocked off.”


  “Ah, gotcha. Well, if you go on another half mile, you turn left on Little Sandy, take your third left, and you’ll hit Big Sandy past the construction. That should do you.”


  I could think of a few other things that would do me, but I didn’t want to get arrested on the first night of my vacation. Or did I? “Thanks, 3
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  officer –?” I peered at his badge, gleaning only the information that his badge number was 3114.


  “You’re welcome,” he answered.


  I wished I could see his eyes, but he was bent over, resting his hands on the roof of my car, so I thought we were on friendlier terms by now.


  “So if you just want to give me my ticket …”


  “Ticket for what?” He sounded confused. I liked it.


  “Whatever statute I violated by not pulling over all the way onto the shoulder,” I answered with a grin. “Then maybe we could negotiate it down to a warning?”


  The dimples sprang into his cheeks as he grinned, his teeth flashing white in his tanned face. “What did you have in mind?”


  “Maybe I could suck your cock?” I was praying that I’d read him right, because if not, I really might be heading to jail, or worse.


  “License and registration, please, sir.” He took a step back and straightened up to where I couldn’t see his face.


  I leaned over to pull my wallet from the glove box with a sinking feeling, but when you’re a little mouthy, you gotta expect reactions like that when you’re on the hunt for dick. I jumped a bit when a car drove by and I saw the lights and shield on the door. Had he called for backup? He gave them the thumbs up and they drove by, but he took my license anyway.


  I slid down in my seat staring through the windshield.


  “J.D. Andrews? What’s the J.D. stand for?”


  “Jack Daniels,” I said sulkily.
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  He laughed. “Your parents must have had a weird sense of humor.”


  “I lucked out. My brother got stuck with Hiram Walker. I go by J.D.”


  “I don’t blame you. Must be hell in bars.” He handed back my paperwork. “Well, Mr. Andrews, I wasn’t planning on giving you a ticket, but you know us backwoods cops. We can always trump up some charges with little or no provocation. So why don’t we just cut straight to the negotiations. You want to suck my cock, and I like that idea. How about we go wherever you were headed and get to it?” I brightened right up. A ticket or a night in jail would have been such a bummer, and in spite of the uniform, I could tell he had the kind of build that always got my motor running, and he dressed left. My absolute favorite, closely followed by men who dressed right. “Why don’t we just step off the road?” I suggested.


  “Or we could go to your place.”


  “I don’t even know your name. What if you’re an axe murderer?” He busted up laughing. “Well, you’re certainly safer in the lonely woods with an axe murderer than you would be in a house with a phone.


  You didn’t ask for my name when you offered to suck me off.”


  “Okay, maybe this wasn’t such a smart idea,” I grumbled.


  He took off his glasses. His eyes were deep velvety brown, with long lashes and strongly marked brows. His laugh lines softened his square jaw as he spoke. “Russell. Russ Seavers. And I’m really a cop, not an axe murderer in disguise.”


  Guiltily I thought about my parents. Not that they were at the cabin, but what if Officer Seavers came by some time looking for me? “The offer is limited time only. Next fifteen minutes or no deal.” 5
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  “You are one tough negotiator,” he said with a smirk. “Okay, follow me. I know a place.”


  He walked back to his car and I ogled the rolling of his buttocks every step of the way. The way the gun belt sat right down on his rounded cheeks ….


  After he started his car and pulled around me, I followed him. He led the way to a little picnic area by a creek. It was getting pretty late and no one was around, so I pulled up next to his car and got out wearing a cocky grin. I fully intended to push him back against his car and sink to my knees. I couldn’t wait to taste his cock.


  For the first time, I felt a little hit of danger off him. He grabbed my upper arms and walked me back against a big oak. I could feel the scratch of the bark bite through my shirt as he pressed me against the trunk. His grip was like iron and I could tell that he knew how to handle me.


  Then his mouth descended against mine, his tongue gentle as he licked the line of my lips. I gave a little whimper and let my head fall back against the tree as I opened up to him.


  He knew how to kiss.


  My knees were like overcooked noodles when he pressed his hard body against mine, his thigh pushing my legs apart. I rode his leg, rubbing myself against him and shaking like I was in heat or something. His hands were still on my arms, which were hanging limp at my sides, and believe me, that wasn’t like me. You put a tasty treat like this guy in front of me and normally I grabbed for seconds.


  But I was blindsided with lust, he just felt so damn good against me, and he wouldn’t stop kissing me. He let go of one of my arms and I reached blindly around him, cupping the curve of his ass and digging my fingers into his admirable cheek. Lunges for sure.
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  I gasped and jumped when I felt his hand at my throat, the thumb rubbing a tiny circle in the dip at the base of my throat. His hand slid down the length of my body, leaving tingles all the way. He stopped teasingly at my belt and I bucked my hips against his, wanting more.


  At last I felt his fingers, tracing the outline of my cock outside my jeans. I moaned into his mouth, wanting nothing more than to feel his hand on my skin, but he had other ideas. He just caressed me gently, never giving me enough to get off, just enough to tantalize and titillate.


  Two can play at that game, and I pulled my other arm free, reaching for the bulge that distended his trousers in front. With my hand flat on his cock, I lifted one leg and wrapped it around his thigh, pulling him closer.


  If it weren’t for the tree, we’d have been on the ground. The heat between us crackled like summer lightning and I’m surprised I didn’t see the sparks. We were moaning and humping against each other with no thought for how this was going to end, which could only be the laundry room, because neither of us could operate zippers or buttons any more.


  Any blood supply had fled south, leaving our brains to limp along on backup batteries.


  I gave it up first, wrenching my mouth away from his and uttering a strangled groan as I came in my pants like a fucking teenager. I sagged against the tree and he pushed against me, rabbiting his hips against my thigh, riding me in search of his release. He thrust against me so hard when he came I thought he might knock the tree down.


  He leaned against me, his chest heaving. In the moonlight, I could see a droplet of sweat trail down his cheek to his neck. Without thinking, I put my tongue out and licked it. Salty. Good.


  At last he pushed himself off me and stared at me in the dim light, as if he was trying to memorize my face. “That was fucking hot,” he said. “See you around, J.D.”
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  I laughed at the wet spot on the front of his pants, even though I was in the same boat. “Should have taken my original offer,” I pointed out.


  “Won’t the boys back at the station laugh at you?”


  “I’m off duty anyhow,” he said. “And who knows? I could always write you a ticket another day, so maybe you should stay on your toes.” He unbuttoned one button on his shirt so I knew he was feeling the heat too. “Take it easy.”


  He turned and walked to his car while I stood there and admired his walk. He had that easy athletic gait, almost like the prowl of a big cat. It made me shiver a little, even though the humid air retained the heat of the day. I wondered if I’d made a mistake, but what were the odds that I’d ever see him again?


  I followed his car back to the road and he turned in the same direction I was going. When we reached the turn off for Little Sandy Lane, he flashed his lights once and pointed out the window. I flashed my lights in thanks and turned off. He kept going.


  His directions were easy. My parents had been coming up to this lake since I was a kid, and I never realized that Little Sandy Lane led right onto Big Sandy Lane. Of course, when I was a kid and my parents were driving, I never paid attention to where we were going. Being the middle kid, I was too busy fighting for survival between my brother and sister in the back seat.


  But I could have recognized the turnoff to Bluebird Lane in my sleep.


  With a nostalgic smile, I remembered how eager we all were to get to the cabin, out of the car and into the lake.


  My parents’ cabin was on Star Pond, a little cove off a bigger lake, named for the five points where different creeks emptied into it. The big lake had waves, not as big as the ocean, but it could be choppy. Star Pond 8
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  was calmer, although the currents ran deep and strong. It still took a good twenty minutes to canoe across but it was a lot smaller than the big lake.


  The shimmer of the moon on the water was my only guide as I turned down the dirt road. Pine trees grew tall and dense all around the cabin, and of course, no lights were on since no one was there.


  When I turned off the engine, at first the silence was overwhelming, but then I started to hear all the familiar little noises of the lake: the lap of the waves at the dock, the twang of a bullfrog, the hum of cicadas. It was all just the same and yet everything had changed.


  I stretched my back as I got out of the car, scratching at the wet spot on my jeans. I carried my bag and a cooler inside, dumping everything in the kitchen. My mom had had a washer put in the back hall when we were kids because she said she was pissed that she got to spend her vacation in the Laundromat in town while we were having fun. I undressed directly into the washer, then opened the back door and walked naked down to the dock.


  The water was warm when I slid into it. I loved skinny-dipping at night, not just for the feel of the water against my skin and the goose bumps when I got out, but also because of one memorable night when a summer kid named Jerry went swimming with me naked one year.


  He wasn’t a regular, which is maybe why it happened. It was the first time I understood the urges that seemed so mysterious to me at fourteen.


  We were in the water and I edged closer to him, so close that his hand brushed my dick. I almost went under, it was such a fantastic feeling. He apologized and pulled away immediately, but I was incoherent with delight.


  It was then I knew I was a fairy, that dreaded epithet that once you were branded with it, you were doomed. But I didn’t feel doomed, I felt free. Finally I knew what was wrong with me and it felt so right.
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  I dove under the water, feeling that sense of ultimate cleansing that you can’t get in a shower. When I surfaced I pulled myself up on the dock and crossed my legs, sitting there naked. I shivered, but I wasn’t ready to go in yet. My mind was blank; I just drank in the loveliness of the night.


  My hand went to my dick and I stroked myself off thinking about my encounter with that hot cop. Then I went inside and went to sleep.


  


  


  REFLECTIONS off the lake danced on the ceiling when I opened my eyes.


  My mom painted everything white at the lake house except the floors.


  Those she painted sky blue. She said it made her happy.


  I was in the room I had shared with my brother. He hated the white curtains and got her to make ones with cowboys and horses. The only other color in the room was a blue afghan on his narrow bed, and a red one on mine.


  The languorous feeling of wellbeing was nice. I stretched and stayed in bed, listening to the muted laughter of people enjoying the lake. The creak of oars on a rowboat was so familiar and yet so different from the sounds of the city.


  Eventually I got up and made myself breakfast. After I washed the dishes, I went out onto the dock. The trees were close around the house, providing almost continuous shade, so if you wanted to sit in the sun, you had to go down to the dock. I thought later I might take a canoe out, but right now, I just wanted to sit and be.


  Of course, I had conscientiously coated my body with sunblock. One of those things that reminds you how life changes. When I was a kid I was always tan, always running around in just jean cutoffs all summer, without 10


  


  Summer Fever | Catt Ford


  


  a thought for what the sun was doing to my skin. Now, as a gay man with an active social life, I didn’t want to ruin my chances by acquiring unnecessary sun damage and wrinkles.


  I took my sunglasses, a book, and a bottle of water down to the dock even though I was sure I wouldn’t be doing a lot of reading. I sat at the end dangling my feet in the water. The lake was so clear I could see all the pebbles at the bottom through the moving water.


  


  


  WHEN I woke up, I was laying face down, my cock hard and trapped between the wood and my body, grinding myself into the dock. I smacked my mouth a couple of times and sat up, sure that I had the grain of the wooden dock imprinted on my cheek.


  I felt warm and heavy with sleep, a good feeling.


  My erection went down when I heard the slam of a car door. Who could be here? The road led only to our lake house, so unless someone got lost, they had no business here.


  I walked through the house to the front door in time to hear a knock.


  When I opened the door, you could have knocked me over with a feather.


  There he stood, dressing-left Officer Russ Seavers, with a big grin, holding a bunch of wildflowers in one hand and a six-pack in the other.


  “How did you find me?” I asked stupidly.


  He laughed. “I know your last name. Andrews cottage on Bluebird Lane.”


  I chuckled self-consciously, thinking about the dock imprint on my face, and stood back. “Come in.”
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  He stepped inside and I shut the door – then I shoved him back against it. His face changed, his mouth hanging open in shock as my hand went to his belt buckle. He was handicapped because he had come bearing gifts, which I used to my advantage. I was down on my knees before he let out a yelp, yanking his pants down to his knees.


  His cock was half-hard when I sucked it in. I’ve always loved feeling a man get hard in my mouth, it’s such a rush of power. I held one of his hips steady while I found his balls and tumbled them between my fingers.


  He tasted faintly salty and smelled of soap and musk. The drops of precum were a little bitter with an undertone of sweetness. I hummed happily around his cock, enjoying the hardness that filled my mouth. I flattened my tongue and pressed it under the ridge of the head, reveling in the surge of his hips as he thrust into my mouth with short jerky strokes as if he’d already lost all control.


  I could tell he was close; his balls were tight and full in my palm, drawing up to his body. I could feel his thighs tremble and sucked harder, letting my lips drag along his length. He gasped and bent over me, filling my mouth suddenly with his cum. I swallowed what I could, but some of it overflowed, and I wiped it off with my hand.


  He groaned and straightened up, looking down at me with a startled expression. I held onto his hip to keep him steady, but jacked myself off using a little of his cum for lubrication. There’s that moment when you can almost hold off and it’s almost painful until you surrender. I teetered on the edge to enjoy it and then I let go, splattering over the floor and his shoes.


  “You sure know how to say hello,” he murmured.


  I gave a shaky laugh. He was standing there with his shirt in perfect order, his pants around his ankles, still holding the flowers and the beer.


  “It was the least I could do.”
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  “Why? Because you promised me a blowjob last night?”


  “The offerings,” I said, nodding to the beer. I didn’t know what to make of the flowers. Only one man had ever brought me flowers and the less I said about him, the better.


  “I would volunteer to do the welcome wagon thing more often if I knew I was going to get that kind of reception,” Russ said a bit more enthusiastically as he recovered. He shifted the flowers to the hand with the beer and helped me up.


  I zipped myself up and dusted off my knees. “Let me get the beer in the fridge.”


  “And put these in some water.”


  “Uh, yeah.”


  “Are you allergic?” he demanded.


  “No, why?”


  “Didn’t anyone ever bring you flowers before?” I lied. “Nope, never have.”


  “It’s just a gesture,” he said a little defensively. “It’s not like I think of you as a girl.”


  “How many girls do you know who can suck cock like I can?”


  “I don’t know, I’ve never dated a girl.” Russ followed me into the kitchen after he pulled his pants up and zipped up.


  I got a paper towel and wiped my cum up off the floor. “Want to wash your sneakers? We got a washer.”
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  “That’s okay, I’ll keep it to remember you by,” he said with a leer. “I guess it’s a little late to ask if I’m interrupting anything …”


  “No, I was just sitting on the dock.”


  “I can do that.”


  “You off work today?”


  “Yeah. Thought I’d come by and see if you found the place okay.” I turned away and filled a mason jar with water, sticking the bunch of flowers in unceremoniously. “Thanks. Want a beer to go?”


  “Sure.”


  I grabbed two beers and put the rest in the refrigerator. “Come on.” He followed me out onto the dock and we sat down. He looked really good by daylight. I caught him looking me over too and flexed my arms a bit to pump them up. I work out, but I’m skinny and there’s a limit to how big I can get. So says my trainer and so far I haven’t been able to prove him wrong.


  But if I read him right, Russ was liking what he was seeing. He smiled at me and dragged his shirt over his head. The sunlight burnished his skin to a dull gold as he popped the top of his beer. I watched the muscles of his throat work as he swallowed.


  He leaned back, supporting himself on both hands as he lifted his face into the sun, almost like he was giving me an opportunity to drool over him. Which I did. He was tightly muscled, with those defined abs with that little dent that runs along the middle. His pecs were firm and his arms …


  I’m a sucker for good arms and he had biceps and triceps to die for.


  He had an air of confidence about him that I found attractive and annoying at the same time. The only time I felt that I held the advantage 14
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  was when I was taking him by surprise, and you can only ambush a man at the door with a blowjob so many times before the novelty wears off.


  “So, J.D., how long you planning on staying up here?” he asked.


  “Three weeks.”


  “Nice long vacation.”


  “Yeah. You live up here?”


  “All year round,” he answered, as if it was obvious, which I guess it was, seeing he was in the police department. “You like to fish?”


  “No.”


  “Swim, row, water ski, play tennis? Have I hit anything yet?”


  “All of those.”


  He looked lazily out over the water. A few teenagers were out with their fathers’ powerboats making waves, and there were some people parasailing and one in a rowboat. “Got a boat?” I shook my head. “We have a couple of canoes.”


  “Let’s go,” he suggested.


  Our boathouse is basically a shed. I unlocked it and brushed through the spider webs to the two-man canoe. He took the other end and we carried it out to the beach. I got two paddles and he got in the front seat, while I settled into the back.


  It was heaven, watching the muscles of his shoulders and back dance under his skin as he paddled. He took the left side, and I had the right as we guided the canoe away from the shore. There was a soft breeze blowing and we weren’t in a hurry. Water dripped off our paddles when 15
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  we lifted them out of the water, sending interlocking concentric circles spreading over the smooth surface of the lake.


  “We work well together,” he said.


  I grunted. I could feel the pull of the current when we drew closer to the mouth of the Big Sandy Creek. “I got stuck in the current here once, when I was twelve,” I told him. “I had to paddle like hell to break free. I was a skinny little kid.”


  “You got a nice tight build now,” he offered over his shoulder.


  A warm glow spread over me. “Thanks.” We poked into each of the five arms of the pond, including my favorite where the pink water lilies grew. We didn’t talk much, just settled into a comfortable silence until we rounded the last point and paddled for our dock.


  He helped me tie off the canoe. “You want help getting it back in the boathouse?”


  “No, I’ll want to take her out again,” I said.


  My cock filled a little as we sat on the deck, a reflection of my usual wood that I associated with the dock and now, his physique.


  “Want to eat dinner?” Russ asked casually.


  “Sure,” I said, although I was a little uncertain. “I’ve got hot dogs –”


  “There’s a roadside stand I like,” he said. “Fresh-picked corn on the cob. Smoked barbecue.”


  I could feel my mouth watering. “Sounds good. I’ll put on a shirt.” 16
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  “Don’t get too fancy,” he yelled after me. “There’s no dress code. Or tables.”


  


  


  HE had a pickup, a black one. He drove because he said he knew where he was going, but in fact, I’d been there before. It was the stand where my mother always bought her corn, but I’d never eaten there before because she always cooked. It was just as good as he promised and I was in a state of semi-hardness throughout the meal, simply watching his mouth as he cleaned off the ribs he’d ordered.


  The evening air was soft and we had the windows rolled down as he drove me back to the house.


  “Was this some kind of date?” I blurted suddenly.


  “Some kind,” he said as he laughed. “Although I wasn’t expecting to get jumped at the door.”


  “I guess that was kind of crass.”


  “Do you always do that in the city?” he asked as if he was curious, not judgmental.


  “I don’t date date. It’s easy to pick up guys for sex. Some of my friends even have sex parties.” I shrugged. “You can always find some action every night.” I slid my hand over his thigh, the jeans worn soft as suede. “I wasn’t expecting to find any here.”


  “So did I disrupt some kind of vow of celibacy?” he asked with a grin.


  “What’s that?” I teased. “Even if I ever took one, all bets were off once I saw you.”


  17
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  He pulled up in front of the house. “Can I come in?” I felt a little edgy, like I didn’t know what I was getting into, but damn he was hot. “Sure.”


  I shivered as he took my hand in his to walk through the house. His hand was warm and strong enclosing mine, and when was the last time I’d held hands with anyone? “Want to go out on the dock?”


  “Too many mosquitoes,” he said. “Let’s sit on the porch.” Russ sat down on a chaise and pulled me down on his lap, wrapping his arms around my waist so I had no choice but to lean back against him.


  “This is nice,” he said.


  “So how about you? Do you date much?” I wiggled my butt, feeling something growing under me.


  “Not much. Kind of a small pond up here. There’s a gay bar I like to go to over in Sackettville.”


  “There’s a gay bar in Sackettville?” I asked, feeling kind of stunned.


  “Even small town gays need to get some action,” he said.


  “So are you out? I mean, does everyone know you’re …” I paused, not sure how to phrase it.


  “Yeah, people know. So does my captain.” He chuckled. “It’s amazing how tolerant bigots are if you’re a tough queer with a gun.”


  “Yeah, I bet.” I was getting a little breathless. He was definitely hard now, and rocking his cock against my ass. “Let go a minute.”


  “Am I going too fast for you?”


  18
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  That made me crack up. “After the way I came on to you twice like gangbusters? No, I’m okay.” I lifted up and swung one leg over him so I could sit on his lap facing him. I draped my arms over his shoulders and leaned forward to kiss him.


  “Mmm, that’s nice,” he said.


  His cock was rigid against his belly. So was mine, so I rubbed them together, rolling my hips against him. I could feel his arms tighten around me and his tongue swept over mine, probing my mouth deeply.


  I worked a hand between us, cupping his bulge. I could feel the heat of his erection, practically searing me through his jeans. I pushed away from him. “I want skin,” I announced.


  “Yeah,” he said, his voice kind of breathy.


  I worked his fly, anxious for a sight of his cock, while he unzipped me.


  With the position I was in, straddling him, he couldn’t work my pants down too far but at least my dick was out and throbbing for friction.


  He lifted up so I could shove his pants down his thighs.


  “That’s better,” I moaned as I pressed our cocks together. There’s something just so hot and masculine about two hard dicks rubbing against each other.


  He must have thought so too, because he slid his hands down the back of my jeans, cupped my cheeks in his warm hands, and pulled me tight against him.


  Our cocks were trapped between our bellies, and I rode him hard. The slide of our skin against each other made me pant for air. I couldn’t remember when a guy had got me so hot.
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  He held me kind of in midair and I could feel the ridges of his stomach under my dick. I was leaving a trail of precum over his skin and I bent my head to suck at his neck, wanting to mark him in some way.


  He bucked his hips under me and I felt one of his hands work in between us. I sighed loudly as he took us both in hand, squeezing tightly as I slid against him. He raised a thigh and rubbed it against my balls gently.


  I blew, erupting all over his shirt, jerking my hips as I came. I released his neck and groaned, straining against him. Our dicks were slippery with my cum and his hand was sliding faster as he thrust against me. I made my stomach hard and bore down against him to help him.


  He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, letting out a series of


  “ahs” as he came. He lay there with a little smile on his face and I just looked at him, wondering how he could be so open about letting me watch.


  At last he opened his eyes and turned his head to look at me without lifting his head. “You are one hot devil, you know that?” It pleased me, but of course I couldn’t let on. “Thanks, you’re not so bad yourself.”


  He raised his hand and licked at our combined cum, which was just…


  hot. “Dessert.”


  “Sorry about the spunk on your shirt. How’re you going to explain at home?” I figured it was time to find out something about him.


  “I do my own laundry,” he said. “I live with my brother and his wife and kids, but I have a separate apartment. Don’t worry, our secret is safe.” It pleased and alarmed me that he linked us that way. “I think I need a shower.”
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  “You got a whole lake to wash in,” he pointed out.


  I wasn’t ready to go skinny-dipping with him. The back porch of my parents’ cabin was already a little on the weird side for me. “I could really use a shower, with hot water and soap.” I got the feeling he was going to offer to join me, but he didn’t. “Well, I guess I should get going. I didn’t mean to stay this long to begin with.” Again, I thought he was asking for an invitation, but after I get my rocks off, I like my space. “This was nice.” He laughed. “Can I see you again?”


  Again, conflicting feelings chased through me, but I really wanted a chance at his ass. “I’ll be here for three weeks, folks, try the fish.”


  “I’ll pass on the fish, but I’d like a little more of you.” His hands released me and I stood up. My pants fell to my ankles, but my trusty boxers stayed up around my hips. I yanked them up and retrieved my pants, zipping up hastily. I felt a little more confident with my pants where they belonged. “Don’t you ever work?” His face looked a little hurt, but it was dark so maybe I was mistaken.


  “I’m on duty tomorrow. How about the day after?”


  “See you then.” I couldn’t stop the big grin spreading over my face and I thought, ‘I’d better be careful. Don’t want to get caught up in a summer fling.’


  He lifted his hips and pulled up his jeans, after wiping his hand on his sodden shirt. “Well, I better let you go,” he said.


  I walked him to the door and when I opened it, I wasn’t expecting him to cup my cheek in his hand. His eyes were soft as he looked into mine, and I felt as if he was reading something in my soul that I didn’t want to 21
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  let him see. Before I could look away, he bent his head to kiss me gently and then he was gone.


  I closed the door and leaned against it, forgetting to watch his ass as he walked to his truck. I heard him drive away and wondered what I was doing.


  


  


  I FELT kind of relieved not to see him the next day, but also disappointed.


  I’d come up here for some well-earned rest and relaxation. A little fun was all well and good, but somehow this felt like something bigger. Something that I was most definitely not ready for, if I ever would be.


  So the next day, I spent time on the dock. I swam, I read, I went out in the canoe, testing my adult strength against the currents. They were still strong, flowing unseen under the surface of the lake, but now I had my own reserve of strength and I knew how to ride the waves.


  It was late when the phone rang, startling me out of a year’s growth.


  The only ones who knew I was up here were my parents, so I answered, thinking it was my mother.


  “J.D.”


  He kind of slurred the letters, so it sounded like he was calling me


  ‘Jadey’. I kind of liked it, like it was some sort of intimate nickname between us.


  “Hi Russ. How was your day?”


  “Average. Yours?”


  “It was nice. I was out on the water. Write any tickets?” 22
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  “If you’re asking if I had a better offer, no.” He was quiet for a moment. “So what do you do? Advertising? Marketing? Executive of some kind?”


  I laughed. “I’m a scientist. A biologist.”


  “Really?” He sounded genuinely surprised. “There much call for mouthy, sassy, hot scientists?”


  “I’m not like this at work. Much.” I chuckled.


  “What field are you in? Manufacturing? Research?” He surprised me into silence. Usually people only think one thing when they hear I’m a scientist and gay: AIDS research. “Research for a big drug company. But I….” I hesitated. I hadn’t told anyone this yet.


  “You what?”


  “I… I have an opportunity… to go out on my own. I discovered something… the company I work for was more than fair. I’ve got a royalty agreement,” I said slowly.


  “So what would you do if you could do anything?”


  “I’m really interested in TB research. You know that we thought we had eradicated the disease, but it’s popping up again. And that’s only the tip of the iceberg; TB is killing people in third-world countries that have AIDS and we know how to cure it. Cases are beginning to be reported in the U.S. –” I stopped short, aware I had mounted my hobby horse and was galloping away on it. “I’m sorry, didn’t mean to bore you.”


  “You’re not boring me. I love that you’re so passionate about it. I wondered…”


  I worried that maybe he thought I was just a completely frivolous guy.


  “You want to have phone sex?” I blurted.
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  “You don’t have to do that,” Russ said quietly.


  “Do what?”


  “Offer sex so I won’t get to know you. You throw it at me like I’m a dog begging for a bone.”


  “I thought you liked my bone.” I couldn’t keep the hurt out of my voice, but maybe he couldn’t hear it over the phone.


  “I like your bone a lot.” His voice was suggestive, sending shivers up my spine. “But I like other things about you too. I’d like to get to know you, the person you don’t show everyone.”


  “Like what? What do you like?”


  “You have beautiful eyes,” he said lightly. “They stole my heart that first day. I could drown in your eyes.”


  “Wow, I don’t know… what to say.” I sat down on the little chair my mother kept by the phone.


  “I like the direct way you go after what you want. I like the joy on your face when you come. I like that you know how to have fun.” He paused. “So what do you like about me?”


  “What don’t I like?”


  “That’s no answer. Come on, give me some sugar.” I laughed. It just sounded so incongruous coming from a muscle man cop. “It goes without saying that I think your knob is the most perfect one I’ve ever seen.”


  “No, it doesn’t. My knob needs all the positive reinforcement it can get,” he said with a laugh.
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  “Okay, I love your cock. Your body is just…” I waved my hand around. “It’s indescribable. I’ve never seen anyone who got me so hot.” I paused to consider. “I like that you’re a strong man but not a bully. I like that you’re confident. You’re smart. You’re happy with your life.” I stopped in surprise. How did I know all this? We hadn’t talked much about either of our lives. And it made me wonder how happy I was with my life.


  “Thanks. I think I have a pretty good life even though there is one thing missing.”


  I didn’t ask, not sure I wanted to know. “How did we get onto this?”


  “Because I want to see you naked and I haven’t managed to talk you out of your clothes yet,” he teased.


  I felt more confident in this arena. “I’m open to negotiations.”


  “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”


  “Where and when?” I asked promptly. My mother didn’t raise any stupid kids. Annoying ones, maybe.


  “Tomorrow afternoon, your place. I get off around four.”


  “See you then.”


  After we hung up, I rubbed my hands together and went to check if I’d remembered to pack condoms. I was getting some tail tomorrow.


  


  


  WHEN I heard his knock, I opened the door wearing a wicked grin – and that’s all I was wearing. His reaction was all I could have hoped for as he sucked in a breath and his eyes popped.
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  “Yowza! That’s what I’m talking about!” he exclaimed and stepped forward with his hands out.


  I shook my head. “No clothes allowed in here. Strip and leave ’em at the door.”


  I expected him to protest, but he started stripping at warp speed, tossing his clothes over the wicker chair on the front porch. I got the feeling that he mostly folded his clothes when he took them off but he was in a hurry. I could understand that. I’m a tidy man myself, comes from being a scientist, but if he’d answered the door to me stark staring naked, I’d have relaxed my principles a bit.


  I was drooling over the beautiful planes and angles of his body. He was perfectly proportioned, like Michelangelo had sculpted him or something. Usually with all of us there’s a flaw here or there, but he didn’t even have a pimple on his ass (I checked out his ass, trust me). He was a truly beautiful man.


  The minute he was stripped he stepped against me and rubbed his perfect body against mine.


  “Oh God,” I moaned. I was instantly hard. I tried to get a grip on him, but he kept grinning and twisting, tormenting me with the whisper of his skin against mine. “Get in here.” I yanked him inside the house.


  He walked past me, knowing, knowing that I couldn’t take my eyes off his body. “What do you want to do?”


  “I want to fuck you,” I said hoarsely.


  “Okay,” he said, just like that.


  “You want me to fuck you?” I squeaked. A lot of guys figure because they’re bigger and taller and have more muscle, that they get to fuck me just as a matter of course.
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  “Yes, I want you to fuck me,” he said, grinning at my confusion. “And then I want to fuck you.”


  “Okay,” I echoed.


  “So you want me to just bend over so you can ram it in, or can we have a little foreplay?” He stepped closer to me, knowing that he was driving me crazy.


  “Condoms,” I muttered. All of a sudden I couldn’t remember where I’d put them.


  “Most definitely,” he agreed. “Where do you keep them?”


  “I have absolutely no fucking idea,” I sighed, and then I brightened. “I put them in the kitchen.”


  “The kitchen? You want to fuck in the kitchen?”


  “No, no, I just wanted them handy. Excuse me.” I scooted past him, jumping when he grabbed a handful of ass.


  When I came back he was just standing there, looking as gorgeous as ever. He held out his arms and I wanted them around me. I wanted to kiss him and I didn’t often get the urge. It seemed so… personal somehow, especially when you just wanted to get your rocks off.


  His lips and tongue were sensuous against mine. I felt that he was taking more time to kiss me than some guys took for the whole fuck. His hands were gentle on my body, and I felt almost cherished when he touched me.


  I wondered how long it would take him to find my hot button, because I knew he would. Some guys I’d been with never suspected, but when his finger circled the aureole of my nipple and I shivered, I knew he had me.


  “You like that,” he said.
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  “Oh yeah,” I managed to croak.


  He bent his head and flicked his tongue over my nipple. I grabbed his head and held it to my chest, begging wordlessly for more. His mouth closed over my nipple and I moaned. He reached up to pinch the other one hard, and the tiny frisson of pain made my cock stand up and slap my stomach.


  He worked my nipples until he felt my knees give. He looked up, his lips shiny with saliva and his eyes bright with triumph. “Anything else I should know about you?”


  “Oh yeah,” I assured him. “My knees are made of rubber. I need to sit down.”


  He led me to a chair and I sank down into it. He bent to kiss me again, instead of holding his dick to my mouth, like some guys would have in the situation. I clung to him, feeling weird about it, but there was something about him that was getting to me.


  He pulled away and said, “Touch me here.” His voice was all liquid and soft when he took my hand, stroking my fingers in his iliac furrow.


  I leaned closer to kiss my way down the furrow. On guys that are cut like him, that line between the body and leg is so defined, the only word for it is gorgeous. It gets me going, like good abs. I let my lips drag along his skin, sliding my tongue over his skin, which got him going. I reached up to stroke his cock with one hand while I held him in place by one cheek.


  His buttocks were hard. Takes a lot of hours in the gym to get a nice ass like that, full, lush and rounded, with little dimples just above each cheek. I gave his butt a little squeeze and his hips started to move.


  “How many times can you come in a night?” I asked, my lips against his skin.
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  “Once, maybe twice,” he panted, his eyes glazed.


  “I bet I can make you come more than that.”


  “I don’t doubt you.”


  I stood up, the state of my knees inversely proportional to the weakness in his. He was shaking so much I knew he was going to fall down if I didn’t arrange him somewhere for my convenience.


  I led him to the couch and bent him over the back. “Hang onto the seat cushion,” I said.


  He went down compliantly, leaving me with a great view of his ass, legs and back. I ran my hands possessively over the globes of his ass. It felt so nice. I think he liked it too, because he spread his legs, giving me a glimpse of his balls.


  One of the many things that revs my engine is me, a skinny guy, having a buffed-out specimen like this bending over for me, hot for me to do whatever I want to him.


  He whimpered a tiny bit as I roamed his body with my hands and mouth, lifting his ass while his hips started the rhythm. I parted his cheeks and I could tell he was freshly showered and clean. I don’t do this for just anyone, but he was special. I wanted to taste him, all of him.


  I licked over his dimples and he squirmed, guessing what was coming, but he stayed in place. I slid my tongue in the valley between his buttocks, and he let out a strangled yelp when I licked over his hole. He clenched a bit and I could tell he was loving it, but I hadn’t even started.


  I let my tongue go soft and massaged around the puckered skin as he clenched nervously. I could feel him giving in, relinquishing control, which is just where I wanted him.
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  Pointing my tongue, I pressed it to his entrance, feeling the muscles relax and yield to me till I was pushing inside him. I had to hold his hips steady so he didn’t bang into my nose while I tongue-fucked him, he was writhing so much.


  “Oh my God!” he groaned.


  I lifted my head. “Ever have that before?”


  “No… I heard… about it… I never thought it… would feel… so…” Despite his musculature, his back looked so vulnerable as he moved restlessly, allowing me ultimate access. I picked up the lube and slicked my fingers, running them in the dark valley.


  He yelped again at the coolness, his hips stilling as I pressed my finger against his opening. “Go slow, I haven’t… in a while…” I rubbed his back soothingly with my other hand. As I penetrated his channel, he lifted his head and arched his back. “Damn, I forgot… that feels good…”


  I could feel his muscles clenching around my finger. I really wanted my dick in there, but he was tight and I knew he needed a little more stretching. I pressed the base of my cock, telling it to be patient. “I’ll take it as slow as you want, babe.”


  He was moving again, pressing his ass back into my hand, trying to hasten the penetration. I let him take control.


  “Another finger,” he muttered.


  I pulled out and added another finger, sinking them inside slowly. I could feel his inner muscles relax and his movements grew faster. His hips jerked when I found his prostate, stroking over it gently. “Oh, damn, baby, you know….”
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  “Damn yourself, Russ, do you know how hot you are?”


  “Three… three fingers… then I’m good…” he panted.


  I complied with his direction. He was taking my fingers easily now, moving against my hand, but three fingers are not a dick. He was still tight.


  “Now… need you now, babe,” he ordered. “Fuck me now….” My fingers were trembling when I pulled them out. I fumbled with the condom, finally managing to get it onto my cock, stunned that I was actually going to have a chance to fuck this golden man.


  When I sank my cock into the tight heat of him, I thought I might lose control and come right then, he was clenching so tightly around me. He was blazing hot and smooth as liquid silk around me.


  I rocked into him slowly, watching as my cock disappeared inside him an inch at a time until I’d bottomed out, his ass cheeks pressed against my groin. I couldn’t take my eyes off his hole, stretched around my erection. I don’t know what could be hotter. But then he reached back to feel my cock stretching him where our bodies were joined and that was way hotter.


  “Come on, baby, fuck me, pound me!” he urged, his voice husky with desire.


  I eased out slowly and plunged inside him again in one smooth long glide, finding his prostate with my dick this time. I set up a steady rhythm although I didn’t know how long I was going to last. I gripped his hips to hold him steady, and he bent in front of me like a supplicant, begging for my dick.


  “Jack yourself off for me,” I told him.
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  Obediently he reached for his cock, and I could see his arm move in time to my thrusts. Sweat glistened on his back, making him gleam gold in the late afternoon light. It was like fucking Apollo, or one of those impossibly beautiful gods.


  My eyes were dazzled with the gleam of gold and brown. My hips started moving faster and I pushed his hand away from his cock. I wanted to feel his rigid hardness; I wanted to be the one who made him come.


  The tip was dripping wet when I ran my thumb over it. I kept thrusting into him and every time I pushed him forward, I pushed his cock into my fist. We were both gasping, and he was writhing with the onslaught of sensation.


  I could feel the tension build in the pit of my groin and bent forward, biting his shoulder. He raised his head and cried out and I felt the hot spill of his seed on my hand. He clenched his ass around me as he came and it was too much. Too much sensation, too much emotion. I thrust deep inside him, emptying myself into him.


  I finally came to rest on his back, laying my cheek against his shoulder and running my free hand over his damp skin.


  He put his hand over mine and we both stayed there holding his spent dick until I softened and slid out of him with a pop.


  We both laughed weakly.


  “That was fantastic,” he said softly. He turned his face so I could kiss him. I did so, wrapping my arms around his sweaty body.


  “Yeah, it was,” I sighed. “Fucking fantastic.”


  “So how about a dip in the lake?”
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  “It’s still light out!” I exclaimed, scandalized at the thought. “My mother –”


  “Isn’t here, and I’ll let you wrap up in a towel until we go in,” he said with a laugh. “Come on, let’s clean up.” I groaned as I pushed myself up, using his back as a support. “You’re a slave driver.”


  “Get used to it,” he said smugly.


  Not enough blood to grapple with that thought, so I went to get us some towels.


  He was comfortable in the water, diving under and coming up in a different place. I held onto the dock and bobbed with the waves as I watched him, sleek as a seal with droplets of water beading on his skin and his dark hair slicked back.


  He swam over to me and pulled me to him, kissing me on the mouth.


  “People can see,” I said weakly because his kisses did that to me.


  “No one is close enough, and I’ll protect you,” he said smiling lazily.


  His smile faded and he asked, “Aren’t you out?”


  “I am at work. My family knows. But I don’t want to get my ass kicked up here in the sticks because someone –” I stopped abruptly.


  “The sticks don’t have a monopoly on assholes,” Russ said gently.


  “You kiss a lot of men out in the open up here?” I asked belligerently.


  “I’ve never kissed anyone outdoors in daylight before,” he admitted, as if it surprised him too. “I don’t know why I want to. It just feels right.” 33
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  It did feel right and I let myself get pulled into his arms. Damn, he knew how to kiss.


  


  


  WHEN I came up here, I’d expected to be alone for three weeks. I didn’t expect to see anyone, other than maybe a run to get groceries. So I shouldn’t have felt lonely because Russ had to work.


  I didn’t know any cops in the city, but I understood it was a draining job, even out in the sticks. I just wondered why he didn’t call or come by even for just a few minutes after he got off work.


  So when Wednesday and Thursday passed without a word from him, I figured that was it. And I couldn’t really complain; after all I didn’t want a full-time relationship. I wasn’t ready to settle down yet. There was a lot of cock to chase in the world.


  Gradually I calmed myself down and settled into the groove of relaxation. I didn’t turn on the TV or radio, I just lived each moment in the sun and water.


  But when I heard a knock at the door on Friday, I realized just how much I’d been hoping to see Russ again. I leaped to my feet and hurried to the door, stopping myself from yanking the door open. I didn’t want to betray myself like that.


  I could tell he was in a different mood today as soon as I saw him. He pulled me against him and kissed me roughly. I liked it.


  He broke the kiss and took my arm in a steely grip. “Come on.” I managed to shut the door and then he was dragging me out back to the screened in porch.
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  “Strip!” he ordered.


  “It’s daylight outside!” I hissed at him angrily. “What if someone drives up –”


  “We’ll be sitting down. They won’t be able to see in,” he said. He was wearing his uniform and exuding an aura of macho domination, which was incredibly hot. I didn’t want to do as he said, but I was curious and wanted to see if he could carry out this whole dom scene he seemed to have planned.


  I took off my shirt and paused. He reached out and twisted one of my nipples, making me yelp in surprise.


  “I told you to strip. Take ’em off, or I’ll strip you myself.” His lips curled in a wicked smile and I hurried to comply, sensing I might not like it if he took matters into his own hands. I kicked off my sneakers and pushed my shorts down, along with my boxers and stepped out of them, waiting expectantly for him to start undressing.


  Instead he smirked at me and sat down on the chaise, undoing his pants. He pushed them down his thighs along with his tighty whiteys, except they were navy with white piping and totally hot the way they cupped his package. He pushed his shirt up and stroked his stomach idly, as if he knew the fascination his abs held for me.


  “Come here and sit down.” He patted his lap with a leer.


  I came to him slowly, gasping as he grabbed my arm and pulled me closer. I gasped again as his mouth closed around my cock, springing into hardness immediately. He sucked strongly, hollowing his cheeks. I thrust into his mouth and he released me.


  “Come on, sit down.”
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  “What if I don’t want to?” I asked even as I felt him pull me off balance. I fell across his lap and struggled in a moment of panic, thinking he was going to spank me. He did pat my butt in a doting way. It was a target he could hardly miss, seeing as it was stuck up in the air as I squirmed.


  “Tonight it’s about what I want. You remember what I told you, right?”


  I nodded mesmerized, relieved when he let me up. He lifted one of my legs, exposing everything as he arranged me to straddle him facing him. I blushed, suddenly realizing that I was naked while he was mostly dressed.


  He grinned as he watched the red spread over my face, as if he knew what I was thinking. “My turn tonight,” he said again.


  He pulled my hands forward and placed them behind his neck. “Keep them there until I say you can move them.”


  “What if I don’t want to?” I muttered, but I didn’t move my hands.


  “I have handcuffs on me. We can do it that way if you’d rather.” I must have looked wildly startled because he chuckled.


  “I thought not.”


  He ran his hands freely over my body, reinforcing my nakedness. I squirmed uncomfortably. I couldn’t think what was causing this reaction; I’d fucked and been fucked in just about every possible combination of dress and undress and I’d never felt so… exposed.


  “Kiss me,” he demanded.


  I leaned forward and kissed him. His lips were soft against mine and he opened his mouth, inviting me in. I began to relax, letting our tongues duel playfully when I felt his hands on my nipples.
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  He rubbed his thumbs over my nipples before he took them between his thumb and forefinger, gently twisting and pinching them. He must have felt my cock digging into his stomach, but he just kept playing with my nipples until I was burning with arousal.


  He broke the kiss and yanked me forward roughly, pulling me into a position where he could suck on one of them. He tugged on the nipple with his teeth, just sharp enough to send a shiver of pained pleasure through me. I started grinding against his chest.


  He released me only to start on the other nipple. Now, I’m hardwired, nipple to cock. The more you play with my nipples the harder I get, so I was aching for some action. My hips were swaying as he held me suspended off his lap.


  I had locked my fingers behind his neck and I hung on for dear life as I moaned, and writhed against his mouth.


  Finally he pushed me away and I sank down on his thighs to catch my breath. I could feel him rub his cock in the valley between my cheeks, and I remembered that he was going to fuck me.


  Men are made to fuck. We like to stick our dicks into something tight and hot and pump like hell ‘til we come. And I had surely enjoyed fucking Russ.


  But the other side of being versatile is getting fucked. Sure, it hurts a little, especially at first, until you learn how to take it. But once you experience it, you always feel a little empty without a dick up your ass.


  And it gives you a chance to be on the other side of things. Instead of penetrating, you’re the one getting penetrated. There’s something submissive and yet incredibly powerful about getting fucked. And I can’t think of anything that makes me feel more like a man than the feeling of a man’s cock, hard for me, sliding inside me.
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  So it’s not like I didn’t want to do this, I did. I just had a feeling that maybe something more was going on here than I could handle. However, what with my melty knees, there wasn’t going to be a lot of resistance from me. I couldn’t remember how to think anyway. I could only feel.


  So I spread my cheeks as well as I could and tried to trap his cock between my buttocks, signaling my willingness to go on.


  “You want me, don’t you?”


  I nodded.


  “Tell me you want me. I need to hear it.” Even though he was giving me an order, there was something in his voice that made me feel like I was the one on top. “I want you, Russ, I want you bad.” I started to shake, the words seem to release something and I began to realize how desperate I was for him. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” I started to chant mindlessly, rocking in time to my words.


  He tapped my hands. “Keep them right there.” I nodded and watched as he found the condom packet and lube that he’d put on the table. He lifted me up and told me to kneel while he put the condom on.


  Then still in place, I knelt there passively as he applied lube to my entrance, trembling as he circled my hole with his finger.


  I let out a breath in a long sigh when he pushed into me, stroking the inner walls with his finger, probing until he found my prostate. My cock jumped when he found it and I let out another gasp.


  He inserted another finger and I felt the burn of stretched muscles. It was uncomfortable, but I knew it would pass, so I tried to focus on the 38
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  feeling of his fingers stretching me, scissoring inside, loosening the tight ring of muscle.


  “Russ!” I gasped. “Do it, fuck me now… I’m ready….” He looked at me as if trying to judge how I was doing, still stroking inside me with his long, slender fingers. “Okay, baby.” He replaced his fingers with his cock, pressing it against me, pushing until the head popped inside. He was a little bigger than I was prepared for, and I froze with my mouth open in shock.


  His hands were soothing on my back. “Breathe, babe, take a deep breath.”


  I nodded, shaking as the cramping pain passed off. I allowed my weight to help me bear down on him, impaling myself on his cock. It hurt, but it was a good pain, heralding the pleasure to come.


  His hips started to move and he thrust up inside me slowly, giving me time to adjust. Feeling him moving inside me just blew me away, there was such a connection between us. After going all dom on me, he was being so gentle, taking his time and I felt every inch of him stretching me.


  He was thick enough that each movement rubbed his cock over my prostate, sending sparks to my cock. I was delirious with pleasure.


  Because of the way my weight bore me down on him, he reached depths inside me that no one ever had.


  He knew how to fuck, too.


  He held onto my hips and I rocked slowly, matching my movements to the motion of his fucking so we were moving as one. Usually I liked to be the one in control, even if I was the one getting fucked. I’m sure you’ve heard the expression ‘topping from the bottom.’ Check the small print, because my name is mentioned there.
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  He took control from the minute he walked in the door and I let him. It felt good to have someone taking care of my pleasure like that, although maybe a little scary. I tried to pick up the pace, but he wouldn’t let me. He just stared at me and kept sliding his cock in and out of my passage torturously slowly.


  I was hard as the proverbial rock, my dick jumping between us. I gasped and moaned as he ploughed me deep.


  Usually I don’t like to let people watch my face. At first I’d been nervous about our exposed location on the screened porch, although sitting down as we were, probably only our heads and shoulders were visible, although the way we were moving would have left an observer in no doubt as to what we were doing.


  But Russ was so open and generous himself he broke through all my defenses. I found myself wanting to give him something, to let him see the pleasure he was bringing me.


  I leaned forward and kissed him. He opened his mouth and our tongues played between our lips as he continued to glide into me.


  The stimulation of his dick stroking over my prostate made my raging erection jerk between our bodies and I felt his stomach shake as he began to chuckle even though he was breathing as heavily as I was.


  His fingers dug into my hips almost painfully and he started to move faster. I clenched my muscles around him as he pushed inside, hoping to heighten the sensation for him.


  He filled me like I never had been before, with something more than just his rigid flesh. Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge of what felt like a fucking cliff, I was so high with the rapture of our joining. My muscles tensed and I arched back, lifting my face and exposing my neck. I felt him lean forward and run his tongue over my throat before he bit 40
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  down on the tender part between my neck and shoulder. The nip of his teeth, his cock filling me and the way his stomach rubbed against my cock tipped me over the edge and I was falling way too fast.


  I started to come and I heard a sound that I’d never heard myself make before, breathless, passionate, astounded. I spurted over his stomach, imagining his muscles glistening with my release.


  He held me close and I felt the pulse of his cum inside me as he erupted. I felt the heat even through the condom, and I felt he had marked me, inside and out.


  The blood was pounding in my ears and I went limp against him. He didn’t seem too energetic in that moment either, but that was fine by me.


  He was still buried inside me, still hard while his hands stroked my back gently. He didn’t speak and I was grateful. I had no idea what to say.


  Something momentous had happened to me, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to acknowledge it, like maybe it would just away if we ignored it.


  “One hot little devil,” he said softly.


  “Not so fucking little.”


  “True.”


  I rubbed my cheek against his shoulder, feeling wetness. Sweat, no doubt. “So what do you want to do now?”


  “Sit here. Hold you. Maybe kiss you.” Damn. A romantic. The cynical side of me wanted to say something to cut the atmosphere, but the weird fluttery feeling in my stomach kept me from opening my mouth. “Mmm,” I sighed.


  “You should see yourself when you come,” Russ said. He lifted his hand to stroke my hair.
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  “Why, did I make a funny face?”


  “No. You’re beautiful. I loved it.”


  I lifted my head and examined his face. He was smiling at me with such a warm, open expression. He deserved better than me. “I’m cute.


  You’re the beautiful one.” He opened his lips to speak and I put my finger on his mouth to forestall him. “You don’t know how handsome you are, do you?”


  “Sometimes what’s inside makes us more beautiful,” he said.


  I worked my ass around him. “Then I guess I hit the jackpot.” He laughed a little breathlessly. I felt breathless too as he began to harden inside me again. I’ve gone in for some marathon fucks at orgies before, but I’d never felt a man’s cock get hard inside me. And with Russ, I knew it wasn’t just the general horniness of a sex party. This was for me, J.D.


  It was startlingly thrilling and kind of an honor. Of course, I couldn’t betray that to him. “Do I get you hot?” He slipped his hands under my cheeks and squeezed them hard, pressing my buttocks tight around him. “What did you say when I first walked up to your car?”


  Vaguely I remembered. “Something about letting you do what you wanted to me.”


  “I thought that was it,” he said smugly. “Hang on for the ride.” This time it was rough and fast. He turned me on like no one I’d ever met and I was eager for him to fuck me again. It turned into a wild, intense fuck, with me sucking on his tongue like I was trying to get all of him inside me. He belonged inside me. He fit perfectly.
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  This time he came first, with a loud cry. I knew I was going to have bruises tomorrow, he was holding me so tightly. When I grabbed for my cock, he pushed my hand away and closed his hand around it, jacking me expertly. I came on the second stroke, echoing his cry, exploding over his shirt and stomach for the second time.


  He sounded contrite. “Damn, you’re gonna be sore. I should have pulled out.”


  I bent my head to give him a kiss. “Don’t worry about it, that was hot.


  I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.” My fingers were still locked behind his head when he put his hands up to loosen them. “You can let go now,” he said.


  “Damn,” I sighed. “That was fantastic.”


  “We can do it again,” he offered.


  “Not right now, I’m thrashed,” I said hastily. I leaned against him. He was comfy, a good pillow. I could definitely get a nice nap leaning on that.


  “Come on, babe, let’s clean up.”


  “Nooooo….”


  I felt his body shake as he laughed. “Okay, leave it to me.” I started when I felt him move and he lifted me right up with him. He might be a little taller and a little more built, but I’m a full grown man and that was some feat of strength.


  I sighed as he set me on my feet and I clung to him. Somehow it didn’t feel so weird being naked now with him dressed. He held me and we just stood there pressed up against each other.


  “Shower or lake?” he asked.
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  “Lake.” I turned to walk out the door and he pulled me back.


  “Hang on there, naked boy, take a towel.”


  “Right,” I said stupidly. He wrapped a towel around my waist and I went down the path in a daze. I heard the screen door behind me and I knew he was following along.


  The cool water against my naked skin revived me. Underwater it was dim and green and sounds were muffled. I saw the splash when he jumped off the dock and then he was there in front of me. He kissed me underwater and we floated slowly to the surface as our tongues met.


  He broke away then and turned onto his back. His cock was limp and shrunken, lying on his thigh as he kicked lazily.


  I felt clean again and refreshed. And like taking a nap. I hauled myself out of the water and flattened out on the dock, lying on my front resting my head on my crossed hands. I watched him swim, catching a glimpse of the lighter skin of his ass every now and then as it broke the surface.


  Eventually Russ had had enough too and pulled himself out, wrapping a towel discreetly around his waist. He bent over me and kissed my cheek.


  “Hey, sleeping beauty. I have to get back to work. I’ll call you.”


  “Mmm hmm,” I said sleepily.


  He kissed my shoulder and then he was gone. I never even heard his car start up.


  


  


  THIS time when the phone rang I didn’t answer it. I hadn’t given Russ my cell phone number. Of course, he hadn’t asked.
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  I looked up the Seavers in the thin lake phone book. There was a number listed in his name. I didn’t call it.


  I wasn’t sure how I felt about this whole thing. I got the distinct impression that Russ wanted more than I could give, and I needed some time.


  On Saturday, the sound of the phone ringing every half hour eventually drove me out of the house. It was one of those grey days you get at the lake sometimes, when it might rain but it might not. I took the canoe out.


  I just needed a little time where the phone wasn’t ringing and Russ couldn’t pull his car into the driveway and take me by surprise.


  I’m not stupid. I knew this was about Allan.


  He was the first and only man I ever fell in love with. Let’s just say it ended badly, and it didn’t exactly inspire me to try it again. Whatever his shortcomings were, I was well aware of the part I’d played in the debacle.


  After all, I agreed to go out with him, and I did a sucky job picking him to say yes to, and then I kept hanging in there despite what happened between us.


  I just didn’t trust my own instincts any more. I was better off just fucking and not seeing a guy more than once or twice. I was good at cutting things off before it got heavy. And I had a feeling that it was time to cut Russ off at the knees. Otherwise things could get messy.


  A drop of water on my cheek made me look up at the sky. It had decided to rain after all. I turned the canoe around and headed back, but I was drenched before I reached the dock. I tethered the canoe and stowed the paddle in the boathouse before going up to the house.


  I took a long hot shower, hoping the water would drown out the sound of the phone ringing.
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  I WOKE up with a quilt wrapped around me, feeling hot. I disentangled myself and threw the covers off, my head reeling when I sat up and I started shivering, even though I was still burning up.


  I staggered to the bathroom and peered at myself in the mirror. I looked like shit. I felt even worse.


  I managed to nuke a cup of instant chicken soup and swallow some before I hit the couch. No point going back upstairs. It was better to be close to the kitchen and there was a bathroom downstairs. I drifted off to the sound of the phone ringing.


  When I woke up again, Russ was bending over me with his hand on my forehead.


  “How’d you get in?” I asked groggily.


  “You didn’t lock any of the doors,” he answered. “Have you been sick all this time?”


  “All what time?”


  “I’ll take that as a yes.” He pulled a chair closer and sat down. “Do you think you should see a doctor?”


  “It’s just a summer fever.” I pulled myself up and leaned back against the couch when my head started to pound. “All a doctor could do is tell me to rest and drink plenty of fluids.”


  “Yeah, right. I could do that. Do you need anything?”


  “Like what?”
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  “Ginger ale? Chicken soup? A backrub?”


  “I don’t know.”


  Russ smiled at me and it was like the sun coming out. I felt like I might live. I even hoped for it because maybe I’d feel well enough to mess around with him again. “I’ll check out the pantry.” I watched him get up and walk away. “Help yourself,” I called after him.


  He came back with a damp towel and a glass of ginger ale. He wiped my face with the towel, pushing my hair out of my eyes and then held the glass for me to drink.


  I took it from him. “I’m sick, not disabled.”


  “Sounds like you’re going to recover.” He smirked but kept a watchful eye on me, rescuing the glass when I tilted it too far. “Why didn’t you call me?”


  “Why? Are you a doctor?”


  “No, but if you needed anything, I would help you out.”


  “Oh.” I felt hot and I wanted to get out of the house. “Can we go down on the dock?”


  “Sure.” He got up and bent to help me to my feet, grabbing the quilt and unwrapping me.


  I let him keep his hold on my arm as we walked slowly down to the dock. Truth be told I felt a little wobbly, but not too bad. He guided me to the edge and let me sit down. Then he sat behind me and leaned back against one of the log piers. He pulled me back so I was leaning against him and wrapped his arms around me loosely.
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  I sighed with contentment. It felt good to sit in the sun and it wasn’t too hot. I closed my eyes and listened to the sound the water makes as it licked at the dock. Motor boats in the distance and kids splashing took me back to when summer days were less complicated; just fun and swimming and running around with my siblings getting into trouble.


  I wasn’t exactly dozing, but I fell into that dreamy state where your mind just drifts and it’s all about sensation. Not sex, just the sun on my skin, the balmy air, the feeling of his chest lifting under me as he breathed.


  Russ seemed to have the gift of stillness. He didn’t talk or expect me to, and he had endless patience to sit there with me for hours that afternoon. He didn’t seem to want anything from me. It was nice.


  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d spent a whole afternoon doing nothing at all.


  Eventually I did fall asleep, lulled by the ease and comfort of being with him. He woke me with his lips, brushing over my cheek. “Wake up, Jadey, it’s getting late.”


  “I’m sorry. You have to go?”


  “No, but the mosquitoes are coming out. I want to get some more soup into you before you’re out for the night.” I nodded stupidly and scooted forward on my butt. He got to his feet and offered his hand to pull me up. I let him hold me around the waist and he supported me back to the house. I went to pee while he went into the kitchen.


  When I made it back into the living room, he had a mug of chicken soup waiting for me. I took a sip and it felt good on my throat. “Did you cook this?”
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  He threw back his head and laughed. I noticed how white his teeth were and the strong muscles of his throat, and it made me feel like I might live long enough to want to have sex again sometime in my lifetime.


  “Well, I opened the can and heated it up. I can take credit for putting it into the mug, I guess.”


  “Well, it’s good.” I sipped some more.


  He took the cup from my hands before I dropped it. “Time for bed.” I pulled back when he led me into the master bedroom. “This is my parents’ room,” I mumbled.


  “Well, they’re not here and we both won’t fit in your bed,” he explained patiently. “Unless you want me to sleep in your brother’s bed.”


  “You’re staying over?” I asked uncertainly.


  “Yeah, in case you need something.”


  “Okay.”


  After he lay down, I snuggled up to him, needing his warmth. I didn’t ever spend the night with my hookups, so it was a novel feeling to have someone by my side in the bed all night. Every time I woke up he was right there. I felt like maybe it was something I could get used to.


  In the morning, he woke me with a kiss. He was fully dressed and he had his keys in his hand.


  “I put some ginger ale in the refrigerator and left out another can of soup if you want it.” He looked at me. “I could ask someone to come over if you want….”


  “No, thanks. I’m feeling a lot better. I’ll be okay.” Awkward pause.


  “Thanks for coming to check on me.”
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  He bent to kiss me goodbye and I was suddenly shaken by the gesture.


  It seemed so ordinary and yet extraordinary, as if we were boyfriends or something. “You need a shave,” he said.


  “Yeah. Probably a shower too.”


  “See you later,” he said, and he left.


  I heard the door close behind him and listened for the sound of his truck starting up. As the noise dwindled away I decided that something had to be done. But what?


  


  


  THE next day I felt a lot better, although not one hundred percent, and, I’m sorry to say, ready to go on bitch patrol.


  Yeah, go figure, a gay man in a bitchy mood.


  Yesterday I’d been touched and a little happy that Russ had come by to see me. Today it felt like an invasion of my privacy and as if he was making assumptions about what was going on between us.


  I mean, the sex was great and I would have been up for more if I could have been sure that he wasn’t drifting into taking for granted that we were an item, because we weren’t. This was just a summer fling, and I would have to make sure to keep it that way.


  Besides, I lived in the city and he lived up here in a town so small it couldn’t even really be called a town. Long distance relationships never worked. My relationships never worked.


  I would have to make that clear to him. Fucking was fine, but all the touchy-feely stuff was off limits.
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  The soft, sappy side of me was protesting, reminding me how tender and careful he’d been of me, but I shut that down quick by reminding the soft, sappy side how much it hurt when a man you loved walked away without a backward glance when they found someone better.


  Did I just say love? This called for desperate measures.


  I didn’t feel up to driving, but I took the canoe and paddled over to the Fishnbait store on the harbor. That’s where the pond opened up to the big lake, so there were a lot of people and boats there, getting stocked up. It did me good to be around more people. I’d only seen Russ since I came up here and now I felt anonymous again. No one could tell if I was gay or lonely or unhappy just by looking at me and that’s how I wanted it. It felt familiar, like being back in the city although on a much smaller scale.


  I went into the grocery side of the store. I only meant to pick up a few munchies and some fresh vegetables, depending on what they had, but I kept having to restrain myself from wandering to the condom display.


  Then I saw marshmallows and had to tell myself to forget about toasting them with Russ over a cozy little campfire. I didn’t get more beer, because I knew he liked it.


  I stuck to corn on the cob and a loaf of bread, marching to the register with my basket.


  “Aren’t you J.D., the Andrews’ middle boy?” I smiled at the lady behind the cash register. There went my anonymity, but I kind of liked Miss Agnes; she’d been working in that store ever since we first started coming to the lake. For all I knew, maybe she owned it. “Hi, Miss Agnes. Yes, it’s me. How’re you?”


  “I’m quite well, thank you for asking. Give your mother my best and tell her she raised her kids to be polite.” She started to ring me up and her 51
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  eyes twinkled as she said, “So you’re Russ’s boyfriend. He’s such a nice boy, and I’m so glad he’s finally found someone to go steady with.” I wanted to saw a hole in the wood floor and drop through. No less than four people turned around and blatantly stared at me. Two teenage girls giggled and whispered in a corner.


  “No, you must be mistaken. I don’t have a boyfriend. Or a girlfriend.” Miss Agnes frowned slightly, and the air got a little chillier. Or was it just me? “I see. Well, I wouldn’t expect you would have a girlfriend, and you don’t have much chance at keeping a boyfriend with that rather unattractive chip on your shoulder.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “I watched you grow up, J.D. I could tell you were, well,” she lowered her voice, showing some discretion for the first time. “One of those boys .


  But you were a sweet little boy back then.”


  “Yeah, well maybe I’ve got more mileage under my hood now,” I said, nettled not only at this exposition of my character, but at the thought that everyone up here at Star Pond had been watching me and taking bets on my sexual orientation.


  “Well, perhaps Russ is better off without a boyfriend like you,” Miss Agnes said primly. “I only hope you don’t break his heart.”


  “What about mine?” I muttered, digging for my wallet. “How much?” She told me and I handed over a five. I didn’t wait for the change, I just grabbed my bag and walked out. Maybe it was my imagination, but now I thought that everyone I passed was staring at me.


  As soon as I was in the canoe and had it untied, I shoved off from the dock and paddled like hell until I was hot and sweaty.
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  I was furious with myself for being churlish with Miss Agnes, furious with her for calling me out on my business, and most of all, furious with Russ. How dare he talk about us to people in town? Not that there was an us, and I would put him right about that pretty damn quick.


  I was willing to forego fucking him again if that’s what it took to end this. I should have gone to Bermuda or South Beach; I could have had one endless gay buffet there, a different guy every night and no strings.


  It was hard to remember just what impulse had made me decide to come to the lake after fifteen years. And that in itself was a scary thought.


  I stomped up to the house with my groceries, adrenaline still fueling my energy, and put the items away neatly. I wasn’t hungry any more.


  In fact, when I came to think about it, everything that happened between us happened on his terms. Russ just showed up whenever he wanted and assumed he’d get his ashes hauled. It was time for me to call the shots for a change.


  Grimly I stomped back down to the dock and sat there waiting. And waiting.


  He didn’t show up that evening. Or call.


  Just as well. I didn’t want to see him anyway.


  


  


  WHEN he did show up the next day, he started apologizing for not calling the day before. “I got caught up on a case and it just snowballed. I didn’t think you’d want me to wake you in the middle of the night –”


  “You don’t owe me an explanation,” I said stonily. “We’re not boyfriends.”
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  He stopped, looking at me apprehensively. “I never said we were.”


  “Oh yeah? Then how come it’s all over town that I’m your new squeeze?” I crossed my arms over my chest.


  “All over town? What’re you talking about?”


  “I went to FishnBait and Miss Agnes was practically passing out wedding invitations for us.”


  “Technically, it’s not legal for gays to marry in New York State. Yet,” he said.


  Another time I might have laughed. “So what did you tell her?” Incredulously, he asked, “Do you honestly think Miss Agnes is the Ann Landers of Sackettville? I didn’t tell her anything!”


  “Then how does she know?”


  The corner of his mouth twitched a little. “My, uh, sister-in-law may have overheard me talking to my brother about you.”


  “What’d you say?” I demanded.


  “Just asked if he remembered your parents and said you were up here for a visit,” he said, looking a little guilty. “And that I might be over here saying hey.”


  “And this got to Miss Agnes how?”


  “Well, George did accuse me of mooning over you, and his wife thought it was cute,” Russ said. “But wait a minute. You’re out, so what do you care if people know you’re gay?”


  “It’s not the gay part, it’s the boyfriend part,” I gritted out between clenched teeth. “I don’t do boyfriends.” 54
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  “You only do strangers, then?” he asked offensively.


  He took a step toward me and I was reminded of that dangerous part of him, that I’d only had a glimpse of.


  “Yes, I’m a slut. I fuck men in bathrooms at clubs if I think they’re hot.” Cruelly I added, “And I let them fuck me.”


  “Isn’t that sort of germy?”


  I suppressed a sudden attack of nervous giggles. “I take handy-wipes with me.”


  “Oh good, well I guess you got the bacteria angle covered,” he said sarcastically. “What about love?”


  “What about it?”


  “Don’t you ever want to feel love for the person you’re sharing your body with? Wouldn’t you like to find ‘the one’ and settle down and build a life?”


  He was staring at me with those dark, puppy-dog eyes and a part of me didn’t want to disappoint him by revealing how shallow I really was. But it occurred to me that this was the perfect opportunity to make him go away and leave me alone.


  “No.”


  He put out a hand as if to touch me and I stared at it until he let it drop to his side.


  “I don’t know who hurt you, Jadey, but you’re selling yourself short.


  You deserve more than you’re willing to settle for.” He turned and headed for the door, and I congratulated myself even while I had to quell the impulse to run after him.
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  He turned back and I hardened my face.


  “If you change your mind, I’ll be around,” he said.


  “Forever? Two years? Maybe ten years from now I’ll want a piece of ass and give you call and you’ll be there?” I hated myself for being so bitchy.


  He shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ll never meet anyone like you again.


  Maybe it’s a limited-time offer.”


  I remembered saying that to him, the first time we met. “Don’t hold your breath.”


  “Goodbye, Jadey.”


  His back was stiff as he walked out to his truck. I wondered that I could be such a shit to a man who’d been nothing but kind and gentle to me, but that’s just the way it had to be.


  I closed the door and walked out to the deck like a zombie.


  


  


  I couldn’t even get decently drunk.


  Ordinarily two beers will see me dancing on tables with a lampshade on my head (it’s a body mass thing), but after I polished off the four left in the fridge from the six-pack Russ had brought over, that was it for the booze. My parents weren’t big drinkers despite their sense of humor when it came to naming their kids.


  No way was I going back to the FishnBait. I wasn’t sure I could face Miss Agnes again, not only after being a snarky bastard to her, but if it got 56
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  out that I broke up with Russ, I wasn’t sure I wanted to be within arm’s length of her.


  Not that we had ever been boyfriends. I just had to set him straight.


  I couldn’t even jack off. No, let’s be honest. It’s not that I forgot how to stroke off, it’s just no matter what I did I couldn’t come. My dick got sore before anything happened, and I’d quit in disgust.


  I wondered why I didn’t just cut my vacation short and head back to the city. I could have a lot more fun there. The city was full of hot, slutty guys looking to hook up.


  Suddenly I remembered that I would need to fill up the car, and that there was a gas station on the edge of town where my family never went, so no one there was likely to grill me about my sex life. I could get gas and beer in one trip, and if I did decide to head back to the city early, I would only have to toss my bag in the back and hit the road.


  I changed my shorts for long pants and headed over there. Don’t ask about the shorts, it’s a mother thing.


  I filled up at the pump and went inside to get the beer. The clerk had the TV on and was chatting with a customer. I went to the cooler and started looking at my choices.


  “You hear about that shooting over in Sackettville?” the clerk asked.


  “What’s the world coming to when we get shootings up here?” the customer said disapprovingly. “This used to be a nice quiet place, where a decent man could bring up a family. Gangs. They’re everywhere these days.”


  “A couple cops got shot,” the clerk said. “Some kind of break in and hostage situation.”
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  If I’d been holding anything I would have dropped it. I froze in place, holding the cooler door open while cold air misted around me.


  “Hey! Close that door, you’re letting all the refrigerated air out!” the clerk yelled over to me.


  I let go of the door and it slammed shut. I went to closer to the desk, watching the live feed on the TV with tons of cop cars parked by a warehouse. Just because Russ was a cop, it didn’t mean it had to be him.


  “Did they – did they say any of the names of the cops who got shot?” I stammered.


  The clerk looked at me curiously. “Didn’t hear half of them, but one of them was a local. Russell Seavers. Lives around here.” How could he be so blasé, I wondered, even avid. Didn’t he even care?


  “Is he… hurt bad?” I couldn’t bring myself to say dead.


  “Didn’t say. Just that all the injured parties were taken to the hospital in Sackettville.” He was still staring at me when I turned and ran for the door. “You know him?” he yelled after me.


  Good thing I’d filled up. It was a thirty-minute drive to Sackettville with traffic, even speeding. I’d forgotten that not everyone up here was on vacation like me.


  When I got to the hospital, I was surprised. It had been little more than a glorified Quonset hut when I was a kid and my mother hauled all three of us here whenever one of us needed stitches. Now it was a big, modern looking hospital. I never did tell her that one time my brother had hit me with a bat; she still believes I fell out of a tree. He didn’t mean to hit me that hard, and besides, I didn’t want to die for telling on him.


  I charged to the admissions desk and barked out a request to be shown to Officer Seavers’ room right away.
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  The admissions clerk took the wind out of my sails immediately. “Are you a relative?”


  “No, I’m… I’m a… friend,” I said.


  “Only immediate relatives are permitted into the treatment areas,” she said. “You’ll have to wait.”


  “I’m a special friend, his… his close friend.” She looked at me kindly. “Are you his partner?”


  “No, not exactly. We haven’t… haven’t…”


  “Unless your name is on his medical contact form, I can’t help you.


  You’ll have to wait.” She pointed to the couches that lined the room.


  “Can’t you even tell me if he’s alive?” I asked desperately.


  She consulted her monitor. “Yes, that I can tell you.”


  “Was he hurt? I heard he was… shot.” She shook her head. “I don’t know, it just says that he’s in the E.R.” I started to pace, wondering if I dared approach any of the police officers that passed through the waiting room. They were all in a hurry and looked stressed. I had no way of knowing how many of their number were injured or dead, and decided that they wouldn’t give me the time of day.


  A man who bore a resemblance to Russ came into the hospital, accompanied by a woman with long blonde hair. I wondered if he was Russ’s brother.


  “Russ Seavers?” I heard him ask.


  After a brief exchange, a nurse came out to escort him into the treatment area. His wife kissed him and let him go.
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  After whipping up my courage, I approached her. “Excuse me.” She had light green eyes and a pretty face and she looked worried.


  “Are you Russ Seavers’ sister-in-law?”


  “I am, and you are?”


  “You wouldn’t know me, at least, not my name, it’s just that… they won’t tell me anything and… is he alive?” I clenched every muscle in my body, hoping and praying.


  “Are you J.D.?” she asked.


  I didn’t know whether to tell her, fearing she might bop me one if she knew what I’d said to Russ the last time I saw him. “Yeah, J.D. Andrews.” Her eyes filled with compassion when I admitted who I was, and she put her hand on my arm. “Let’s go sit down over there. He’s alive. I don’t think it’s life threatening. My name is Janice Seavers, by the way.”


  “Thank God,” I gasped.


  She kind of smirked. My hope that she knew nothing about our goings-on died on the vine right there. “Why don’t you wait with me ‘til George comes out? Then we’ll both find out.” I wanted to do something for her, to repay her kindness. “Can I get you a coffee? A soda? Donut? Candy bar….” She laughed and held up her hand. “No thanks, I’m trying to lose weight.” She sat and pulled me down into the seat beside her, effectively cutting off my new career in race pacing. “When George comes out, I’ll get him to tell Russ you’re here.”


  “He won’t want to see me,” I said miserably. “But I had to know if he was okay.”
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  I could tell she was curious, but she was well-mannered and didn’t probe. “Look, when they called us, they said Russ was not critically injured. Try to relax.”


  “Easy for you say,” I muttered.


  “Not really,” she answered.


  I could see her hands were trembling so I took one of them in mine and we sat in silence, holding hands.


  I saw Russ before she did. He was walking down the hall, holding some kind of police vest in one hand, talking to his brother with a smile on his face.


  I stood up.


  He stopped abruptly when he saw me, the smile fading from his face, his expression painfully uncertain.


  My legs were shaking so bad I couldn’t run over to him and fling myself at him like I wanted to. I just said, “Russ.” He couldn’t have heard me from that distance, he must have read my lips. He handed his vest to his brother and came toward me. I met him halfway.


  “You’re okay.”


  “Gonna have a hell of a bruise,” he said.


  “I heard you were shot.”


  “Kevlar vest. Saved my life.”


  “I could just hug you.”


  “I only hug my boyfriend in public,” he said.
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  “You’re one tough negotiator.” I stepped closer and threw my arms around him. “I was so afraid when I heard.” I was still afraid, until I felt him circle me with his arms. His lips were right by my ear, and I could feel his breath when he said, “I learned from a master.”


  I felt a little shaky when I remembered we were in the middle of a public room, two men hugging. “Um, sorry, I didn’t mean to–”


  “I did,” Russ said firmly. “Listen, I have to go to the debriefing. It’ll be hours. Why don’t you go home and get some rest. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”


  “I don’t want to leave you,” I said, running my hands over his arms and shoulders to reassure myself that he was all right. He felt solid and warm and alive.


  “I wish I didn’t have to do this, but duty calls,” Russ said. “You all right to drive?”


  “If I made here in one piece….” I laughed shakily. “Go ahead. I’ll be waiting.”


  He nodded and gave me one last hug before going to meet up with three other officers. They didn’t seem a bit fazed to see him embrace a man.


  Janice spoke, making me jump because she must have snuck up on us while we were talking. “Would you like to grab some dinner with me and George? We got a sitter, so we have a few hours to kill.” Russ’s brother came to join us, and I quailed under the searching look he gave me. “So, you’re J.D.” he said in a disapproving voice.


  “Be nice, George,” Janice said.
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  “You planning to hurt my brother again?” I tried to picture my older brother bringing out that protective voice and attitude for me, but no stretch of the imagination would serve for that.


  “No?” I said a little timidly. I wondered if George was a cop too; he certainly had the swagger and menacing cop eyes down pat.


  “Great. Then I don’t have to shoot you.” His clap on the shoulder nearly knocked me over.


  “If this what you’re like when you’re happy….”


  “Come on, J.D.,” Janice said. “I’ll protect you.”


  “Hey, I protect and serve,” George protested, grinning.


  Okay, he was definitely Russ’s brother and definitely a cop.


  


  


  THE stars were brilliant in the sky that night, and I stared up at them until I lost my balance and had to take a step to catch myself. I’d been off balance since I met Russ, and I wouldn’t be able to regain my equilibrium until I saw him again.


  I was pacing out on the dock waiting for him. I knew he’d find me, so I didn’t need to wait for him out front. I’d left all the doors unlocked.


  So of course when I heard the slam of his truck door, I flew through the house as if I’d sprouted wings on my heels, out the front door and leaped at him, wrapping my arms and legs around him.


  He staggered back under my assault, but he was a trouper and he caught himself. “That’s what I’m talking about. Now we’re in business,” he teased.
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  “Sorry, sorry,” I gasped, squirming to get down. “I forgot about your chest.”


  He let me down, but he didn’t let me go. “What’s a little pain when I can feel you pressed against me.”


  “Seriously, how bad is it?”


  “Just a bruise.” He released me and lifted his T-shirt. The mark was livid on his skin under the moonlight.


  I touched it gently with my fingertips. “Thank God for the woman who invented Kevlar.”


  “Right, you would know that,” he said.


  I took his hand and drew him toward the house. “You want anything?


  A beer? Coffee? Something to eat?”


  “They feed us at debriefing. I’m good.” His eyes were hungry when he looked at me. “So, boyfriend, you know I’m going to hold you to that.” I guided him out to the screened porch. “I suck as a boyfriend, I just have to warn you.”


  “Why? Do you withhold sex when you get pissy?”


  “I don’t get pissy,” I informed him. “Besides, why would I withhold it from myself? Angry sex can be good.”


  “Make up sex is better.”


  “Prove it,” I said, leaning closer so our lips were practically touching.


  “Glad to,” he murmured, before taking my lips in a slow, sensuous kiss.
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  I was dizzy when he released me. “They must put something in the water up here,” I muttered.


  He took my face in his hands and looked deep into my eyes. “Then they just started this summer because I’ve never felt this way before.” I was achingly hard for him, but I didn’t want this to be just another fuck. It meant something to me now, and I wanted him to know that. I took him by the hand and led him into my parents’ room, afraid of what I might say if I let myself.


  I started to undress him, kissing every inch of his skin as I exposed it while he stood there trembling. I was very tender kissing the bruise over his heart. I wanted the touch of my hands and lips to convey to him the feelings I couldn’t bring myself to say.


  Then it was his turn to undress me. I’d never had a lover so attentive; he had me gasping before he had my shirt off.


  When we’d fucked before, it was intense, wild and passionate. Tonight was no less intense, but it was more about holding each other close. This wasn’t just about getting off, it was about the emotions between us.


  I loved the way the curve of his hip filled my palm, the way he lifted up into my caress as if he couldn’t wait for me touch him. I made him moan when I tugged at the dark hair that led from his navel down to his groin with my teeth.


  When his weight pinned me to the bed, I captured his mouth with mine, filling it with my tongue. He held me so tight when our bodies were joined, and I whimpered my need for him.


  When I came it was like a sweet release from this world, full of rapture and ecstasy and sensation, no thinking, all my fear falling away from me as if it had never been. I gave myself to him like I never could to any other man, and he knew it.
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  It was total giving, total bliss, a big, powerful force taking me over.


  Uncontrollable. It was like kissing underwater. It was love.


  After the earthquake, we lay in silence, simply holding each other.


  “I love you,” he said at last.


  It was the first time I’d heard those words and knew it wasn’t just a man asking me to parrot the words back to him. That wasn’t him. He just wanted me to know how he felt.


  “I love you too,” I said.


  I was surprised at how good it felt.


  Tiny aftershocks of pleasure shook my body and I couldn’t stop moving against him. He felt so right in my arms.


  “How’re we going to–”


  He stopped me with a kiss. “We’ll work it out.” AND we did. I quit my job in the city and moved upstate to be with him.


  He didn’t make me; he was perfectly willing to relocate.


  But I didn’t need the frenzy of the city to fill my empty nights any more. Sure, I missed it sometimes, but it’s only a train ride away if we wanted to catch a show or go to a museum.


  Turned out I got a job at the university in the nearest town over, where they had a research program in TB. I also had some money in the bank from the royalties.
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  Russ made detective. He’d actually found out earlier the same day he was shot. He was now an investigator, so we were kind of in the same business.


  We didn’t live with his brother. Russ had bought some land before he ever met me because he’d been thinking of building a house.


  My kid sister is an architect, rejoicing in the ridiculous name of Frangelico Lillet Andrews. I call her Frangie. She was thrilled when I asked her if she’d design a house for us. Part of her fee was that we build it exactly as she designed it, and let her take photos and publish them, so she could get name recognition. With that name, who could forget her!


  It made me a little nervous, but Fran actually listened to what we wanted and produced plans for a beautiful house.


  Russ, George, and I built the house over two years, while Janice kept us fed and made us laugh with her eccentric wisdom.


  And I fell in love for the second and last time in my life. I couldn’t imagine waking up in any other man’s arms.


  And so we lived happily ever after, except that I’m a mouthy bastard, which makes for some sparks. But hey, it keeps things spicy. And we’re planning to name the first kid Remy Martin.


  NOT.
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