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One
Cameron


The chair screeches as I pull it out from the table to sit. I glance around the diner, sure someone should have noticed, but it’s the same as always. Randy’s diner perpetually lives in the 50’s, from the pastel blue and pink vinyl upholstery to the jukebox in the corner. I take my seat and look around the table at the familiar faces of my friends.

You’d think after coming here every week for the past year or so, it’d get easier.

“Hey Cam,” Aria waves in my direction as I sit down. She has her collection of mini figs in front of her, cluttering the table. “What’s new?”

“Not much,” I answer. My phone chimes with a message, but I ignore it. Right now, my focus is on the group, watching as Zach sets up his things. He pulls out manual books, his notebook, dice and mini figs. He takes his role as our dungeon master very seriously. Our group takes up two pushed together tables at the diner. We’re gathered around our dinners every Thursday night. Most weeks I look forward to this, but tonight I need it more than usual. I need to take my mind off the invite I received earlier today. An invite to my best friend Evan’s wedding.

I know I should be happy for him, but something about the whole thing feels off to me. I’ve never even met the girl he’s marrying. To top things off, I’d always thought if Evan got married, he would at least ask me to be his best man. Even though I’m not entirely sure I’d want to be, he’s my best friend, and I’d like to be asked. I guess there’s still time, but the wedding is supposed to happen in June. It’s already March. That doesn’t leave a ton of time to plan a bachelor party for him or a bunch of other things I’d hope to do as his best man. I knew he was going to ask Viola to marry him, but now that I’ve gotten the invite, it all seems so final.

I shake off the thought and focus on Zach as he runs through a list of names, calling out which characters we have assembled for today’s quest. I pull out my dice and mini figure, setting it on his map. There’s only six of us today, but Zach launches into a speech about how our missing characters are too drunk to go on the quest and stuck in the tavern, nursing themselves back to full health. “The rest of you are headed to a cave near town. Word from the bar last night is that a monster inhabits this cave. It’s been terrorizing the locals, stealing sheep, and leaving nothing but the bones behind.”

“What do the bones look like?” Aria interrupts. “Are they gnawed on and showing signs of sharp teeth?”

“The bones left behind are clean white, no marks at all. It’s almost like they’ve been boiled clean,” Zach answers with a glare at Aria. Their banter relaxes me, and it helps take the edge off my anxious thoughts. I can deal with Evan getting married. Even if it means I’ll have to buy a plane ticket to get to his wedding. I still don’t get why he didn’t come home after college. I guess he just fell in love with California and didn’t want to leave. I couldn’t do that. Boston is my home. I stayed local for art school, and now I mostly work from home.

“Are those new?” Aria asks, grabbing the mini fig from my hand.

“Aria,” I protest. “Give it back, I haven’t sealed that one yet.”

She turns the dragon figure, looking at it and taking in the details. “Damn, Cam. You need to sell these things. People would pay some serious money for your figurines.” With that, she hands back the dragon.

“It’s just a hobby,” I answer. I get enough money from doing my digital art, selling branding designs to companies, and making illustrations for books. It’s not what I thought I’d be doing with my art degree, but it pays the bills. I make my own mini figurines and paintings on the side because it’s something I enjoy. Selling the occasional painting is nice, though I don’t fit what most people are looking for. Epic battle scenes between humans, elves, dragons, and other mythical creatures are a rather niche subject matter.

“You just need to find the right audience,” Aria tells me. “Try posting them on Etsy or something.”

“Can I continue?” Zach asks.

Aria rolls her eyes but motions with her hand for him to continue.

“Right, well, as I was saying. The group is gathered around the entrance of the cave. What do you do next?”

“I search for signs of the monster or possible traps,” I answer, taking out my dice to roll. “Seventeen.”

“You find large footprints nearby that seem to be leading out of the cave,” Zach says.

“I use my magic to cast light into the cave,” Aria says. She rolls her d20, but it’s not as successful. “Four.”

“Your light spell flashes a large spark of light, illuminating the surrounding area for approximately five seconds before it goes out.”

Other characters debate the merits of rushing in or if we should wait the monster out. That’s when the waiter walks over. “Anything I can get for you?” he asks.

Everyone talks at once, ordering drinks and appetizers. I ask for a water and an order of onion rings. I’ll have a real dinner when I get home later, but I could use something to snack on. The rest of the game session continues as it should. Aria leads the way into the cave, lighting up our path with a potion. I spot a trap, and we’re confronted by a group of trolls hiding in the cavern.

“Got plans for the weekend?” Aria asks as we’re wrapping things up.

“Just the usual,” I answer. “Painting with a bottle of Merlot.” I’ll need the escape to take my mind off what it means that Evan is getting married before me. We always joked that I’d be the first to tie the knot, but here I am at thirty-one without even a boyfriend. Jeez, how long has it been since I went on a date? I guess maybe a year. I’ll admit I don’t get out much. Other than my weekly meeting at Randy’s to play DnD, I’m pretty much a homebody.

I climb into my car, going over my grocery list in my head and trying to figure out if I need to stop and get something for dinner or if what I have on hand will work. It should be fine to put off the shopping another day. When I pull into my spot, I grab my things and head into my apartment, dropping my keys on the table near the door and propping my bag nearby. Donnie scratches at the glass of his cage, and I take the hint, moving closer to get him his food.

I head to the kitchen. It’s a wine with dinner kind of day. I pop open a bottle of pink zinfandel and pour a glass. With a sip of the fruity wine, I turn my attention to dinner. I’ve got enough ingredients on hand to make chicken with some pasta-roni. My hands get to work on autopilot, cooking the chicken and reading the directions on the box to ready the noodles. That along with some frozen broccoli steamed in the microwave will have to do. I freshen up my glass of wine when dinner’s ready and sit down on the couch. That’s when I see the invitation I opened this morning. It’s still sitting on the coffee table where I left it.

You’re cordially invited to the wedding of Evan Moore and Viola Davis.

It’s printed on thick white stationery with flowers along the borders. The inside detailing the time and location. I grab my phone and open it to the text message thread I have going with Evan.

Evan

Congratulations man, I guess you finally popped the question. 




I don’t expect an immediate answer, so I’m a little surprised when my phone chimes.

Evan

Thanks, can’t wait to see you again. We need to catch up.



Ain’t that the truth of it. With a sigh, I grab the remote and turn on my TV. I prop up my feet on the coffee table, getting comfy as I settle in for binge watching some medical drama. Eating my simple dinner with a glass of wine alone in my apartment, no boyfriend, no kids. I try to shake the thoughts from my head. I’m only thirty-one years old. I’ve got plenty of time to meet someone and settle down. With another sip of my wine, I look at the TV. Plenty of the on-screen characters are finding love and marriage later in life. It’s a little reassuring, even if it is fictional.
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My phone rings, and, seeing who it is, I sigh. I’m guessing she got the invite too. “Hey Ash,” I say as I pick up the call.

“You saw it, right?” she asks, skipping over a hello.

“Saw what?” I ask back.

“The wedding invite from Evan. I thought we’d get a little more warning. I didn’t know it was that serious. They aren’t even doing the wedding here; he’s expecting us to travel out to California for the wedding.” Leave it to Ash to make her brother’s wedding about her and complain about the distance.

“Could be fun taking a trip,” I answer, trying not to be too mad at Evan. “You have to admit it makes sense. It’s where they live and where her family is.”

“Yeah, I guess. Did he at least ask you to be his best man?” Ash changes the subject.

I take a drink of my wine, delaying the inevitable. “Not yet,” I mutter. “But there’s still time.” My phone chimes, letting me know someone else is calling. “Hey Ash, gimme a second.” I pull the phone back and look at the screen. “Speak of the devil, Evan’s calling me. I’ll talk to you later.” I press the button on the phone, switching over to talk to Evan even as Ash calls out a goodbye. “Hey, to what do I owe the pleasure?” I ask.

“Hey Cam, how’s it going?” His voice is fast and higher pitched as he rushes through the greeting.

“It’s going fine, but I don’t think you called just to ask about me.” I push my food around with my fork, waiting for Evan to continue.

“Always right to the chase with you,” Evan says with a laugh. “Actually, I wanted to ask you a question. Viola has been pushing me to pick my groomsmen, and I couldn’t think of anyone better to be my best man. Cam, what do you say?”

“I, um, of course Evan. I’d be honored.” What else could I possibly say? Leave it to Evan to put me on the spot like that.

“Thank you! Seriously, Cam, you’re a lifesaver. We’ll have to plan everything out, but it’s gonna be great.” He’s doing that talking too fast thing again.

“You sure everything is okay?” I ask.

“Yeah, just you know, wedding stress,” he shrugs off my concern.

“Sure.” It’s probably just my own single life worries, rubbing off on my mind. Evan is getting married. He isn’t lonely and wondering what he’ll do with his life. That’s just me.


Two
Evan


“Honey, you home?” I call as I walk in the door.

“In the bedroom,” Viola calls back. I drop my things and walk to our room. She’s standing in front of our closet, pulling clothes off hangers and loading them into her open suitcase on the bed.

“You going somewhere?” I ask.

“I got the role. I’m the new lead in the production of Sweeney Todd. I’m playing Mrs. Lovett.” Viola doesn’t stop packing as she talks, not even bothering to turn to look at me.

“That’s amazing, but wait, how long are you going to be gone?” I’m already running numbers, but from the looks of how much she’s taking with her … “Will you be back in time for the wedding?”

Viola pauses, putting the shirt she’s holding on the bed to fold it. “Well, uh. About that, I think we might need to reschedule. You know how it is. This is a big role for me.” She looks at me with those puppy eyes, and I know I’m not winning this argument.

“Vi, we already sent out the invitations. What are people going to think about us canceling this close to the date?” Not to mention what does it say about the future of our relationship, when she’s making us reschedule again? It took us months to pick a date.

“Evan, you know what a role like this can do for my career.” she asks. “I have to take it.”

“Yeah, of course. I get it,” I answer. I just wish our relationship wouldn’t come last for once.

She walks over to me and wraps her arms around my neck, forcing me to lean down so she can kiss my lips. “I knew you’d understand,” she says. “Now I need to finish packing. I’ve got to meet up with the rest of the cast.” She returns to her suitcase, shoving clothes in until it’s full to the brim.

“Let me give you a hand with that,” I offer. She moves to the side, letting me grab her suitcase while she grabs her carry-on bag.

“I’ll call you when we get settled, and I know more. Bye, Evan.” She presses another kiss to my cheek as she gets in her car, closing the door behind her. Then she drives away.

Just like that, all of our plans have changed again. I love Viola, really I do, but it’s hard not to feel like I’m more dedicated to our relationship than she is. It’s been that way since the start. We met in college, and she was majoring in theater. It was always her dream to act, and I love that she’s doing it, but where does that leave me? At home alone.

I grab a beer along the way to the living room. Ugh, I can’t believe she’s leaving me to cancel all the wedding plans, and only with a vague we’ll reschedule. My thumb scrolls through the contact on my phone, looking for the wedding planner, but before I can find her, I see the messages from Cam.

Thinking of Cam makes me think of Boston. Part of me wonders how Viola would feel if I left California to take a job back home. I doubt she’d see it as the same thing. I shake off the thought and tap out a message to Cam.

Cam

Hey, what are you up to? Can we talk?




My phone rings within a few minutes. Guess that answers that question. “Hey Cam,” I say, answering the call.

“What’s up?” he asks.

“I …” Maybe I should have figured out what I was gonna say before I called.

“You okay?”

“Viola got a lead in a play, and we have to reschedule the wedding,” I blurt it out.

“What, for when?” he asks, his voice rising in concern.

“I don’t know. She just left.” Saying it again makes it feel more real. Viola didn’t even seem that bothered that she was leaving me to clean up this mess. No word about when we’ll reschedule to. Nothing.

“Shit, Evan. I’m sorry, that’s tough. Is there anything I can do to help?”

The pile of crap I’ll have to sort through to cancel the wedding flashes through my head, but I can’t ask Cam to help with that. “No, I’m just … thank you for listening. Needed to vent, is all.”

“Well, if you change your mind, let me know. My couch is open to you. It’s seen better days, but if you need to get away for a bit. Think about it,” Cam offers.

“Thanks man, maybe after the school year finishes out.” I leave it vague, but Cam doesn’t push.

“Sure.”

“I should go. I’ve got papers to grade.” I’m sure we both know I’m making excuses to hang up.

“Okay, but if I don’t hear from you in a week, I’m stalking you down. Keep in touch, seriously.”
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“Is it summer vacation yet?” Becky asks as I walk into the office.

“I wish. Only five days left to go,” I answer. At this point, the whole school is keeping count. Even though most of the students have already checked out. They’re eager for the summer and can’t be bothered to study for spring finals. It seems like every five minutes I have to remind one of my students to stay on task.

“Right, then we have your wedding to look forward to,” Becky smiles at me, shifting the papers in her hand.

“Actually, about that,” I interrupt. “We’ve had to reschedule the wedding. Viola got a part in a big play, and she won’t be able to make that date.” I hate explaining this over and over. I finally got through to the wedding planner, and she helped me cancel the venue and send out apologies to most of the guests, but it still seems like every day I run into someone who brings up the wedding, and then I’m stuck explaining. All of it has me resenting Viola. Even though I know her career is important to her, I’m still peeved that she was able to pick up and leave me so easily to deal with the fallout.

“Oh, that’s too bad. About the wedding, I mean. It’s great she got the part,” Becky pats me on the shoulder as she walks by, and I find I’m biting my lip. Maybe going home isn’t a terrible idea. I haven’t been to Boston in a hot moment, and a change of pace could be nice. Not that being around my family is going to be any easier. Mom was already concerned enough when I told her about the change of plans for the wedding. Asking questions like, Is there still going to be a wedding? Questions I don’t have an answer to.

It’s not that Viola has been ignoring my calls. She answers, but within a few minutes her attention is needed for something related to the play, and she has to go. She won’t give me the time to talk, let alone bring up our wedding plans.

My phone vibrates in my pocket, and I pull it out, wondering if it might be a message from Viola, but instead I find a new text from Cam.

Cam

Are you done with work for the day? 



I am. I just finished, why?




I’m at the airport. Come get me?



I hit the call button, and it only rings twice before Cam’s voice comes over the speaker. “You’re at the airport? Here in Stockton?” I ask.

“Surprise! I figured if you wouldn’t come to me, I’d come to you. Can you pick me up, or do I need to get an uber?”

“I’m on my way,” I change directions heading for the school parking lot. “It’ll take me a little while, though. I can’t believe you.”

“You can’t? I told you if you didn’t call me back, I’d track you down. You should know me better than that. Besides, I figured you could use the company. Are you still calling everyone to let them know the wedding is postponed?”

“I think I got through most of the list. If I knew this would get you out here though … maybe I would’ve proposed sooner,” I tell him with a laugh.

“If you wanted me to visit, all you had to do was ask, Evan.”

His words make me feel bad. Cam is supposed to be my best friend, but it’s been years since we’ve seen each other in person and all because I stayed here after college, and the biggest reason for that being Viola. “Thanks for coming,” I tell him. With my car started and things loaded in the trunk, it’s only a fifteen minute drive to the airport. Cam stays on the phone, telling me about a new project he’s working on for work. It’s hard to believe he can do most of his work remotely, and it doesn’t hurt him to take a spur of the moment trip out here. If only I could do that, but teaching isn’t quite as remote friendly.

Cam is waiting outside, leaning against his suitcase as I pull up. My eyes take him in, from his short frame to his curve of a slight belly, up to his bright green eyes, hidden behind his glasses. He looks good. “Damn, man, it’s great to see you.” I pull him in for a hug, slapping my hand against his shoulder in greeting.

“Glad I came. You look like shit,” Cam smirks.

“Thanks. You really know how to boost a man’s ego.” I grab his suitcase, loading it into the car.

“You know what I mean, Evan. Seriously though, what can I do to help? You want to vent, or we can find something to distract you? You could show me around to local tourist spots, or—”

“Cam, chill.” I interrupt. “How long are you even planning on staying?”

He shrugs in response, but I can tell Cam is holding back from chattering more.

“Let’s get you back to my place. You can crash in the guest room-slash-office.”

“Thanks. So, you gonna tell me what’s really going on with you and Viola?”

I sigh, knowing I can’t avoid his question forever. “I don’t know. I thought we were good, but she’s been off. She isn’t avoiding my calls, but when we talk she constantly has to go do something for the play. We haven’t talked at all about when the wedding might happen.”

Cam purses his lips together, his jaw tightening as he stays silent.

“I know, it’s not sounding good,” I admit. We pull up to the apartment parking lot, and I take my regular spot, turning my key to kill the engine. “Come on,” I tell Cam. He follows me into the building, grabbing his things from the trunk.

“Nice place,” he comments as we walk inside, and he tosses his bag on the couch. “I’d have thought you’d buy a house before getting married.”

“That was the plan, if prices weren’t so outrageous. Want a beer?” I change the subject, and Cam looks at me before he shrugs.

“Sure, I’ll have one if you do.”

I grab two bottles, handing one to Cam. “So, how have you been?” I ask, hoping he’ll let me change the topic to him.

“Good. I’ve been meeting up with a group weekly to play tabletop games at the diner, going to therapy, doing my art commissions. You know the usual.” Cam takes a drink of his beer, sitting on the couch and making himself comfortable.

I take a spot next to him and, without talking, grab the remote. I turn on some medical drama on streaming and just like that, we’re back in familiar territory. Even though we haven’t hung out in years, chilling on the couch and drinking a beer with Cam feels more familiar than hanging out with Viola. My body relaxes, letting go of all my tension.


Three
Cam


The smell of bacon filters through my dreams, and when I open my eyes, I realize why. I stretch my arms above my head as I sit up. The guest bed isn’t the most comfortable, and my aching shoulder reminds me I’m not in my twenties anymore. Jumping on a plane to visit Evan was definitely the right move, especially if he’s making me breakfast. I follow my nose to the kitchen, not bothering to pick up my jeans from the floor. It’s just Evan after all. I’m not that concerned about walking around in just my T-shirt and boxers.

“What are you making?” I ask. “And please say some of it’s for me.”

“Of course I’m sharing. I’m making pancakes, eggs, and bacon. It’s almost ready.”

“Damn, I thought I was gonna have to get you out of bed and instead you’re making me breakfast,” I joke, leaning against the counter to watch him cook. Evan looks over his shoulder at me, and I’m caught up in his blue-gray eyes. He’s always been a looker, broad chested, tall, with a gorgeous head full of black hair, though I liked it better when it was longer. Regardless of all that, now probably isn’t the best time for me to be checking out my best friend. I don’t know what’s going to happen with Viola, but from the pieces of the story I’ve gathered, she’s not all that committed to the idea of marriage. Still, Evan is dealing with enough right now, and he doesn’t need my old crush popping up.

Besides, as far as I know, he’s straight. A fact I really need to keep in mind. It’s best for both of us if he never finds out I find him attractive.

“Can you get some plates?” he asks, drawing me out of my thoughts. “It’s that cabinet, right there.”

I grab the plates, snagging a couple of cups as well. We work together easily, setting the table with all the food, along with orange juice to wash it down. “So, what are your plans for the day?” he asks. “What are you gonna do while I’m at work?”

“I’ve got a commission I’m working on and a book to read if I get bored.” I spear a couple of pancakes with my fork, adding them to my plate.

“You don’t want to check out the town?” Evan takes a sip of his orange juice.

“I’m here for you, not to play tourist. If you wanna show me around after you get off though, that might be fun, I guess.” I finish the sentence with a shrug. I’m more of a homebody, anyway. Evan was always more of the extrovert in our friendship.

He shakes his head at me before taking a bite of his pancakes. “I’ll take you out for dinner, and we can walk around a bit afterward.”

“Sounds good.” We eat the rest of our food, and Evan fills his thermos with coffee before heading out to work.

I admit it’s a bit weird being left alone in Evan’s apartment. Despite the fact Viola lives with him, I don’t see much of her things around. The place reminds me of Evan’s room back home. It looks more like a bachelor’s pad, just with more grown up toys, like his PS5 plugged into the TV. I notice a few papers on his counter. I’m not trying to be nosy, but a pair of tickets catch my attention. I lean closer to get a better look and accidentally knock it right off the counter. As I pick up the papers, I see it. Two tickets to Vegas for next week. I’m guessing it was for the honeymoon, but Viola won’t be here to use them now.

An idea forms in my head. Maybe I can convince Evan to go with me instead. It could help get his mind off the wedding, and it’d be fun. We can hit the strip and gamble, maybe see a show. We’ll be too busy having a good time for him to worry about the fact that he’s spending time with me rather than his fiancée. With my mind made up, I put everything back the way it was and head back to the couch to go through my bag. I really do need to work on the commissioned illustration.

My pen stylus flows over the tablet, etching the lines for the outline of the dragon’s head. The neck is wrapped around the embracing couple. I get so involved in the drawing that I barely notice the hours passing by. I’m too caught up in getting the image of Merlin, Arthur, and the dragon from my head to the drawing. It’s not until the door opens and I look up at Evan that I realize how long I’ve been working.

“Hey, wow, that looks really good,” he comments, looking over my shoulder at the tablet.

“Thanks, it’s for a book cover.” All that time and I’ve got the outline and basic line work done. It’s enough to show the author and get approval before I start coloring and shading it to add all the finer details. I save the file and place my tablet down to look at Evan. “Hey, so, uh, not that I’m snooping around, but I found something earlier. Two tickets to Vegas?”

“Yeah, they wouldn’t let me cancel the tickets,” Evan says with a shrug.

“We should use them. You and me. Come on, it’d be fun.”

“Weren’t you telling me just this morning how much of a homebody you are?” Evan asks, putting his hand on his hip, and I laugh.

“Evan, the tickets are paid for. You might as well use them. I understand not wanting to go on your own, but you’ve got me. We can go and get drunk, if you want. Just, you should get out of here, do something fun. Your classes end tomorrow, right?”

“Okay, fine. We’ll use the tickets. You talked me into it.” Evan says, taking a seat next to me on the couch. “But before that, let’s get something to eat for dinner.”

My stomach grumbles at the mention of dinner. I must have skipped lunch while I was working. “Deal,” I answer.

“So, what about you?” Evan asks on the way to the restaurant. “Are you seeing anyone? Please tell me you at least get out of your house every once in a while.”

“I’m not seeing anyone, but I go to a weekly meetup with some friends. We play DnD and other tabletop games at a local diner.”

“That sounds fun. I’m glad you aren’t a total hermit,” he jokes. Evan parks the car in the lot outside a Mexican restaurant, and we make our way inside.

“How are you enjoying teaching?” I ask, turning the tables on him. “Glad the school year is almost over?”

“Glad I’ll get a break, but I’ll miss some of the students. It’s always a little hard saying goodbye at the end of the year. Then next year starts, and I get a new batch of kids.”

“Ever think about moving back to Boston?” The question leaves my lips before I can overthink it.

Evan takes a drink of his soda, taking his time to think of a response. “Maybe one day,” he says finally. “I don’t know, there’s so much that’s up in the air right now. Thank you again for coming out here. I’ve been pushing myself to cancel all the wedding plans and finish out the year at school. I haven’t really let myself think about what it means for my relationship. What does it say about Vi that she would rather take a part in a play than stay here and marry me?”

I keep quiet, not knowing what to say to his question. I don’t want to badmouth a woman I’ve never even met, but I don’t get it either. Sure, her career is important, but to just pick up and leave like that, without talking it through with Evan or trying to reschedule things before she left... It doesn’t sound like she was that committed to the wedding to begin with.

The waiter walks up to our table. “Have we decided what to order?” he asks. It’s a welcome distraction from the topic at hand.

“I’ll have the pork tamales with the red sauce,” I answer. “The chicken fajitas with corn tortillas,” Evan says.

The waiter takes our menus, leaving us with our sodas. I know I need to change the topic back to something lighter, but a safe topic escapes me. “Why Vegas? For the honeymoon, I mean. Why not Hawaii or something like that?”

“It was Viola’s idea,” he says. “I’ve never been, and she thought it’d be fun to walk around the strip. See Cirque du Soleil, gamble, drink. I know it’s not the most romantic of a honeymoon location. We had the whole thing planned out, though. The hotel booked and everything.”

“Did you already cancel the hotel reservation?” I ask.

“No. I don’t know why I kept it. Guess it’ll work out now.”

The waiter pops up again, setting our food in front of us. “Let me know if you need anything else,” he tells us before he leaves.

“Mmm,” I moan as I take a bite of my meal. The masa is perfectly moist. “This is delicious.”

Evan smiles at me, watching me eat. “Glad you’re enjoying it, but should I leave the two of you alone?” he jokes.

“I would get a room with these tamales,” I say back, sticking out my tongue at him. Just like that, we’re back on familiar footing. He laughs, loading up a forkful of his chicken and vegetables to fill his tortilla. It’s like time has barely passed since high school. Things have changed, but we’re still the same pair of goofballs, enjoying each other’s company.


Four
Evan


Even during the day, the Las Vegas strip is impossibly bright. Looking out the window of our cab has my heart racing. Why did I let Cam talk me into this? Probably because that man could talk me into almost anything. A feat which got us both in trouble a number of times in high school. “What do you want to do first?” Cam asks, pulling his eyes from the view to look over at me.

“After checking into the hotel?” I ask. I hadn’t gotten that far in my thinking. Everything is being played by ear at the moment. Cam sat dutifully at my side through the plane ride and now the cab, and I’ve just been along for the ride, mentally checking out. It’s hard to believe this is real. I’m in Vegas on what was supposed to be my honeymoon with my best friend instead of my fiancée. My fiancée, who is still MIA and avoiding my calls. Which I shouldn’t be focusing on. The whole point of this trip is to have fun and not think of Viola.

The cab stops, but Cam is still looking at me and waiting for an answer. My stomach gurgles, reminding me how long it’s been since breakfast. “How about we find somewhere to eat?” I offer.

“Sounds good,” Cam agrees, stepping out and opening the trunk to grab our things. We make our way inside to the reception desk, and the woman looks us over.

“Good morning. Do you have a reservation?” she asks.

“Yes, under Moore. Evan Moore.”

“Evan Moore … yes, there you are.” She grabs a couple of cards, swiping them in the system. “You’re in the honeymoon suite. Congratulations on your wedding. The elevator is right over that way.”

Cam is already headed in that direction, pushing the button. He bounces on his toes as he waits for the elevator doors to open. At least being with Cam lets me live through his excitement. I love how his whole body shows his emotions. It makes being around him that much more fun. “308, 309, 310. Here it is,” he calls out as we walk through the hall. I swipe my card through the reader, and the light goes green, letting me open the door.

Cam barrels past me, dropping his things at the foot of the bed and belly flopping on top of the blankets. “Scoot over,” I shove him to the side and lie next to him.

Cam rolls over, taking in the room, then he looks at me. “I guess I could have asked earlier, but only one bed? You wanna be the big spoon or the little spoon?”

“You’re such a brat. I think we can share a bed without cuddling. It’s a king size, plenty big enough for both of us.”

“Speak for yourself,” he rolls onto his side, looking into my eyes. There’s a playful smile on his lips and for a moment, we just look at each other. Cam’s bright green eyes shine behind his glasses, and I’m struck by memories. The two of us hanging out in his bedroom countless evenings after school, cuddled on his bed watching horror movies.

“Should we look up restaurants in the area?” I ask, changing the subject.

“Sure. What are you in the mood for?” Cam sits up, letting his legs dangle over the other side of the bed.

I pull out my phone, doing a Google search of restaurants in the area, which pops up way too many results. I try again, looking up burger joints. I have a craving for a bacon burger. Cam scoots closer, looking over my shoulder at the phone, and I take a whiff of his cologne. I smelled it earlier in the cab, but now I’m getting a distinct smell of something woodsy and vanilla. It smells good and also somehow just like Cam.

“That one looks good,” he says, pulling me out of my haze. “Come on, the sooner we have lunch, the sooner we can go out exploring everything.”

We leave our things in our room, and I find myself following Cam again in our search for food. The restaurant listing said it was only a few blocks down the road, so this time we skip the cab and walk down the street. It’s a struggle just to keep up with his fast pace, which doesn’t leave time for talking along the way. Cam reaches the door first, holding it open for me as we enter. “Table for two, please,” he tells the hostess.

“What can we get you to drink?” the hostess asks as she seats us at a table.

“I’ll have a beer,” I answer. “What do you have on tap?”

“Make that two,” Cam says, opening his menu. “Might as well, right? We’re not driving.” He waits until the hostess leaves to nudge my leg with his foot under the table. “Having fun yet?” he asks.

“I’m getting there,” I admit. Despite my foul mood at the reason for this whole outing, Cam is cheering me up, and I’m sure he knows it.

“Just wait, we’re gonna live it up this weekend,” Cam promises with a waggle of his eyebrows.

That gets me laughing, and I’m still grinning when the waitress shows up with our drinks. “What can I get you gentlemen?” she asks.

“I’ll have the bacon cheeseburger with a side of onion rings,” I answer.

“Chicken tenders and mac and cheese,” Cam tells her with a grin.

We hand over our menus, and she leaves us with our beers. “Leave it to you to order chicken nuggets and mac and cheese with beer,” I say with a laugh.

“Hey there’s no age limit on chicken nuggies and mac and cheese,” Cam says, sticking out his tongue at me.

“You’re adorable,” I tell him before taking a sip of my beer. He doesn’t say anything in response, but the grin on his face widens.
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“Ahhh.” Cam’s eyes widen as he stares at the acrobats on the stage.

I can’t decide if I want to watch the show or watch Cam. The way his face lights up with each feat of strength or flexibility act is memorizing and draws my attention. I know I’ve missed Cam’s company over the past few years, but it still surprises me how easy it is to spend time with him. It’s almost like no time has passed between us. The biggest difference is how fully Cam has emerged from his shell and how comfortable he is with himself now, versus when we were teenagers. He doesn’t care that he’s acting like an excited kid at the show. He just enjoys it for what it is.

“Did you have fun?” I ask when the show ends and we’re walking out. It’s late now, and we’re headed back to our room.

“It was amazing,” Cam answers. “The way they bent themselves like a human pretzel. So bendy.” A yawn interrupts his words. I’m glad I’m not the only one tired from our long day.

“Come on,” I lead the way down the hall. Swiping my card to open the door, I turn the lights on. We’re both too tired to care about the single bed. Cam undoes his pants, kicking off his shoes and stripping down to his boxers. My eyes veer to his chest, taking in the faint scars under his pecs, but it doesn’t seem to faze him one bit to show them off.

I shake off the thoughts and follow his example, grabbing my pj pants from my suitcase, slipping them on over my boxers. Cam slides into the bed first, scooting closer to the night table to place his phone and glasses down safely. “Hey, Cam,” I say lightly as I lie down next to him.

“Yeah?” he asks.

“Thank you, for everything. Showing up at the airport and inviting yourself here. Not letting me just mope at home.”

He chuckles, “You’re welcome.” We lie there in the dark, listening to each other’s breath. Neither of us is asleep, but Cam is shifting. We lie there for a few moments in silence. “Evan, can I hold you?” he asks.

“Sure,” I answer automatically. I’m facing away from him, making it easier for Cam to scoot closer and wrap his arm around my waist. I’m not sure what made him ask, or why I said yes. It should feel weird cuddling like this. It’s an intimate position, like we’re lovers, but with Cam, it feels almost natural. It’s comforting.

“Night, Cam,” I whisper.

“Night, Evan.”

Cam is tangled in my arms the next morning when I wake up. If anything, we’re closer together. It might have been no big deal how we were cuddled last night, but this morning there’s a bit of an issue. My morning wood is pressing right up against his ass. It’s a complication that neither of us need. I carefully roll onto my back, trying to get out of bed without waking Cam. With any luck, I can take a quick shower and get rid of my problem without him ever knowing. It’s not a big deal, after all, just a typical morning occurrence.

Cam shifts to his back, still snoring away as I climb out of bed. First step successful. I grab my shower bag from my things and head to the bathroom, then let out a sigh of relief when I close the door behind me and lock it . Except even after I piss, I’m still hard. Damn my body for being stubborn. It would figure that I’d have a reaction with how long it’s been since I’ve had sex. Sure, I was sharing a bed with Viola, but it’s probably been a couple of months now since we’ve had sex. I’m sure she’d say she’s been too busy planning the wedding and auditioning for parts. I shake off my thoughts and climb into the shower.

Warm water hits me at just the right angles. I wrap my hand around the base of my cock and give myself a light squeeze. I try to think of Vi’s body up against mine, but the image is replaced by a pair of bright green eyes looking up at me from behind glasses. The way Cam’s face lights up when he’s enjoying himself. Shit. It’s almost too easy to imagine him here with me and his hand wrapped around my dick. It’s more than my half-awake mind can handle. I go from hard to aching as my balls draw up. The last thought I have before I come is the way we were wrapped around each other in bed, and how easy it would have been to wake him by kissing his neck. It’s only afterward as I’m catching my breath that I feel guilty. Cam is my best friend.


Five
Cam


“So, what’s the plan for this evening?” I ask. “A little gambling? Some drinking?”

Evan eyes me like he’s not convinced.

“Oh, come on. We’re in Vegas, we need to at least play some slot machines or something,” I complain. “Don’t make me gamble alone.” I blink my eyes at him and give him my best pout.

He laughs, shaking his head at me. “You’re terrible. Fine, fine. Let’s hit the slots.” We head to the lower level of the hotel, taking seats side by side on machines. It’s only a few moments later that a woman shows up asking if we’d like something to drink.

“I’ll take a strawberry margarita,” I answer.

“Vodka soda,” Evan says. “So, what happens after all this?” He asks, turning to look at me. “When we go back to our real lives?”

“Nope, no time for that. Look, our drinks are here.” I shut down that line of thought. The whole point of this little getaway is to ignore the reality. We aren’t talking about what happens next. We’re enjoying the right now. I take my drink and immediately lift it to my lips. The strawberry puree is sweet, overpowering the tequila, but it still burns on the way down. Perfect.

Evan follows my example, taking a healthy chug of his drink. “Alright, then what are we talking about?” he asks.

My machine hits a small combo, coins pouring out. “Yes! Oh, uh, …” my mind blanks. I try to think of something to talk about, but for whatever reason I flash back to last night when I was holding Evan. It probably wasn’t fair of me to ask him to let me hold him, but we were both restless, and it felt right at the moment. Innocent enough. Of course, I can’t say I don’t have feelings for Evan. We’ve been best friends since junior high school. We even went to prom together. Sure, it was only as friends, but things were … complicated then. I still hadn’t came out to my family, but Evan knew. He always supported me being myself. “What are your plans for the summer? You get it off, right? You’re not teaching summer school or something?”

“No, I took the summer off.” Evan cuts off his words like he’s about to say more, but I get it. He took the time off to be with his new wife. I take another drink. We’re not talking about that. “I was thinking maybe I’d come home, visit you and the family.”

Home. Even after all this time, he still thinks of Boston as home, and that says something. Maybe he isn’t as attached to California and Viola as I thought. Or maybe I’m grasping at straws, hoping that there’s some way this all magically works out. I take another drink, emptying my glass. “Can I get you another?” A woman asks, popping up out of who knows where.

“That’d be great, thank you. Oh, and one for my friend, too.” I wave my hand at Evan’s half full drink. “You should,” I tell Evan. “I mean, come visit. I’m sure your family would be thrilled.” I leave it unsaid that I’d be happy to have Evan visit too. It’d be nice to spend more time together.

I’m handed another drink. Then another. Time seems to fade, hours blend together. Gambling. Lots of laughter. At some point, we leave the casino. I can’t remember what happens next. How’s it go? One tequila, two tequila, three tequila, floor …

My head is spinning, throbbing with a hangover the next morning. I barely make it to the toilet before I’m puking my brains out. I lift my hand to my temple, rubbing at the tightness. That’s when a glimpse of metal catches my attention. I move my hand closer to my face, everything blurry without my glasses, looking at the ring on my hand that wasn’t there before. A University of California ring. Why is Evan’s class ring on my finger? I barf again. That’s a thought for when my head isn’t on fire.

“Cam, you okay?” a voice calls.

“I’m good.” I wipe my mouth. “Remind me why we drank so much,” I try to joke. “I need some water.”

Evan appears next to me, holding a cup. Maybe I’m still a little drunk or maybe my head just isn’t thinking clearly yet. I don’t question it as I take the cup of water, swishing it through my mouth before I spit in the toilet. “Thank you.” He helps me stand up, and I lean on Evan as I take a sip of water.

“Why are you wearing my ring?” Evan asks.

“I was hoping you’d know,” I say with a laugh. “Ow, no laughing. I’ve got a killer hangover.”

“Fuck, guess that wasn’t a drunken hallucination. I think we, uh …”

“We what?”

He walks to the other room and laughs. “Oh, we look great. My mom will love this.” Next thing I know, Evan is shoving his phone in my face. There’s a picture posted on his Instagram of the two of us side by side and me flashing his ring. The caption says: Just Married.

Fuck.

I’m starting to put the pieces together, but I can’t believe this shit is really happening. “Can you delete that?” I ask.

“I would, but, yup, too late. My sister’s seen it, and it’s got thirteen likes.”

“But this can’t… is that even possible? We got married?”

“Guess this really is our honeymoon now,” Evan says with a grim face.

“Ha, very funny. Let’s just get some breakfast and coffee. I can’t think about this right now.”

“I deleted it, but …” Evan sighs. “I’ll order room service. How’s pancakes sound?”

I give a thumbs up and take another sip of water. How much did we drink to have thought getting married was a good idea? Evan hands me a cup of coffee when room service arrives. The sweet caffeinated goodness clears some of the fog from my head. “We can fix this. It can’t be legal right? We were drunk. Really drunk.” My phone chimes, and I grab it, noticing my own slew of notifications, including messages from Ashley.

Ash

Hey, just checking in to let you know Donnie is doing well. 



How’s the trip going?



Why are there pictures of you and Evan saying ‘Just Married?’



Does this make you my brother?



Leave it to Ashley to make light of the situation with a joke.

“What is it?” Evan asks. I hand him my phone, and he shakes his head at his sister’s antics.

I take a bite of the pancakes, and slowly my mind is clearing up. Little bits of memories of last night filter through: the ceremony, taking selfies with our phones, kissing Evan when we said I do. At least we were too drunk to do anything more, or I’d be dead from humiliation. The last thing I need is to drunkenly offer myself to my best friend.

“Even if it’s legal, we can still clear it up,” Evan says. “We can get a divorce or an annulment or something.”

“How are you so calm? It doesn’t bother you that Ashley knows?” It’s not the question I want to ask, but I can’t bring myself to say it. It doesn’t bother you that you married a guy?

“It’s Ashley, she’s been planning our wedding since we were thirteen,” he says with a laugh. “I just hope Vi didn’t see it.”

Right, we should be worried about his fiancée’s reaction. It’s one thing for Ashley to find out, but a whole other thing for the woman who ditched him and might think all this is real. Evan sets his hand on my shoulder in an attempt to comfort me. I take a deep breath and try to shake off the hundreds of thoughts in my head. “Right,” I say softly. “We’ll uh, sort it all out. Maybe we can go down to the wedding chapel and make sure it’s all legal first.”

“That’s a good idea,” Evan agrees, shoving a bite of pancakes into his mouth and following it with black coffee. “Let’s finish this up and figure out which wedding chapel we went to.”
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“I do,” drunk me slurs on the recording.

“So you see, it’s totally legal,” the officiate says, pausing the video.

“We were drunk,” I complain.

“You were sober enough to read the papers and sign. Sorry about your luck, but we do have a business to run here.”

Evan grabs my arm, keeping me from raising it. “Thank you,” he says, shifting to herd me toward the exit. “Cam, it’s going to be okay. We’ll just talk to a lawyer and get a divorce. How much longer were you planning on visiting? Do you want to go back home with me?” he asks.

“I’ve got a few jobs I need to finish, and I should check in with Ash. She’s watching Donnie.” I raise my hand to rub my temples.

“Donnie?” Evan asks, raising one eyebrow.

“Donatello, my turtle,” I explain, realizing I guess I never told him. How many other things do Evan and I not know about each other? We’re still best friends, but with how long we’ve lived in different states, I guess we don’t tell each other everything anymore.

Evan grins, holding back a laugh. “Of course, that makes total sense.”

“Don’t hate on Donnie,” I warn. “You’re his honorary other dad now that you married me.”

Evan’s eyes light up, and this time he can’t hold back. He bursts out with chuckles. “I’ll do my best to be a good stepdad to your turtle.”

“What if you came to Boston with me?” I ask. “We can sort it out just as easily there as we can in California.”

“I guess that works. I’ll still need to head back to my apartment and pack before we go. At least we can talk to Ashley in person that way, hopefully keep her from spilling the beans to anyone else. Come on, we should head back to the hotel and figure out a better travel plan.” He flags down our Uber driver, and we get in the back of the car. Evan places his hand on my thigh, probably meaning to comfort me, but this whole thing has my mind going other places. Part of me likes the touch more than I should, and I wish he’d touch me for real.

“You think your mom knows?” I ask, hoping to distract myself.

“If she did, I’d have gotten an angry phone call. She’ll be pissed that I got married, and she didn’t get to see it,” he says.

“How are you so calm about this?” I ask.

“Would it help anything if I wasn’t?” he asks with a laugh. “If anything, I find the whole thing a little funny. We went to Vegas with my honeymoon tickets, and we’re coming home married. Seems like some weird karma for trying to enjoy my honeymoon trip without my fiancée.”

Evan’s phone rings, and he pulls it out of his pocket, giving me a view of the caller ID. It’s Viola.

“Hey Vi,” he says, his hand tightening its grip on my leg. I can’t make out what she says, but Evan bites his lip. “Yeah, I’m doing great, but uh, I’m glad you called.” He pauses again. “Actually, I wanted to let you know I’m going to Boston. Might be out there a week or two. Just want to take some time to visit my family over the summer.” His grip on me loosens. “Glad your show is going well … I’ll talk to you later, Vi. Love you.” Evan lets out a sigh as he ends the call. “She didn’t see it,” he tells me.

I know that should be a good thing, but oddly, it doesn’t make me feel better. I don’t want to ruin Evan’s relationship, but none of this feels right… and I can’t help the little pang of jealousy when Evan tells Viola he loves her.


Six
Evan


Packing up my things makes me realize how little of Vi’s things there are here. She’s been living with me for a few years, but between plays and odd jobs, it seems like she’s always on the go. It takes me longer to pack for the trip to Boston. I don’t know when we’ll be back. I just know we need to figure something out. I can’t marry Viola if I’m already married to Cam. This whole thing is a cruel twist of fate. I love Cam, but not like that, even if I did have a little fantasy of us together while I was half awake in the shower. Cam and I go way back, and liking him was part of what helped me realize I’m bisexual back in high school, even though I never acted on that crush.

I grab another pair of underwear, shoving it in my suitcase. We’re going to talk to a lawyer and see about getting a quick divorce, and before we know it, this whole thing will be over. We’ll be laughing about it in no time.

“How’s it going?” Cam asks, popping his head in the room. He came with me to my apartment from Vegas. We’re taking an Uber to the airport and heading on another airplane to Boston. Since I already had the return tickets home, it just made more sense this way.

“Just about done,” I tell him. I’m not sure how to act around Cam right now, and I think it shows. He’s been off since he woke up with my ring on his finger. This whole drunken marriage threw both of us for a loop. “You sure you don’t want to wait until tomorrow? We could get some sleep here. It’s been a long day.” Cam fidgets with the hem of his shirt as he talks.

“There’s a plane leaving in a couple of hours. We can sleep on the plane.” I grab my bag, and Cam grabs his, following me out to the car. He doesn’t talk during the drive, but his hand keeps picking at his shirt. I want to say something or do something to comfort him, but I’m not sure how to put him at ease. I don’t know how to fix this.

“You ever think about moving back?” Cam asks. He isn’t looking at me, his gaze is firmly out the window.

“Sometimes,” I admit. “I miss seeing everyone.” Part of me even wonders why I stay in California when I’m alone more often than not. Vi might not find out about my impromptu marriage, but in the short amount of time Cam’s been around, I think we’ve spent more time together than I’ve spent with Viola in the past couple of months. Even when she is around, we’re doing our own thing near each other. It’s almost like we’re roommates more than an engaged couple.

“What about you?” I ask. “You ever think about leaving Boston?”

A smile spreads on Cam’s face, “No, never. Oh, you have to come to game night with me! I told you how I’ve been meeting up with friends every week to game at Randy’s diner. You’ll love it.”

He’s looking at me, and his face lights up with the topic at hand. I think of the video we saw earlier from the security footage. Cam’s lips on mine after we said I do. What would it be like to kiss him again? Especially without the booze. It’s a thought that I’m better off burying and not thinking about. I’m engaged to Vi … or I was. I’m not sure what she’ll say if she finds out about all of this.

I wonder if Ashley has told anyone. She knows how to keep a secret, but she wasn’t the only one who liked the picture on my instagram. That’s not even counting the people that might have seen it and not liked it. Keeping this whole thing on the down-low is probably impossible. Sometimes I really hate living in a digital age. Why did we have to take that selfie and post it online?

We pull into the airport, and I pay the driver. We make our way back to the desk to get tickets for our flight. My stomach growls, reminding me we’ve been running nonstop most of the day. The only real meal we had was pancakes for breakfast, so I grab something from the vending machine. I slide my money in the slot and push the buttons to select a soda and a bag of chips. It’s not the best choice, but it’ll have to do for now. Cam follows my example, putting a few coins in the machine and selecting a candy bar.

“When we get to my place, I’m gonna crash so hard,” he says before taking a bite of his chocolate.

The announcer calls for our flight to board, and we quickly finish our snacks along the way. It’s only after we’re seated side by side that I take the time to really think. I know this isn’t the worst thing. If I was going to get drunk and married in Vegas, Cam is definitely the one to do it with. He’s a great friend, and sure, this is a costly mistake for us to make while drunk, but all things considered, he’s not going to fight me or make a big deal about getting the divorce. We just need to jump through the hoops and sign all the papers.

Cam falls asleep first, leaning into me as he drifts off and lets out a soft sigh. With how we’ve been running around all day, it was only a matter of time until one of us passed out. The way his glasses are pressed into my shoulder can’t be comfortable. I carefully shift and place my hands on the arms to slide his glasses off of him. Cam doesn’t wake up but looking over at him as he sleeps, he looks almost younger. It’s easier to see how he’s still the same person he was growing up.

I was a little surprised by the changes when he was first transitioning, but now it’s hard to even think of him as the awkward teenager he was in high school. My fingers itch to follow the thin line of facial hair connecting his mustache to his barely there beard.

I fold his glasses, setting them safely in the pocket of his carry-on, and a yawn escapes my lips. I’m not far from sleep myself. All it takes is letting my eyes focus on the movie playing and leaning against Cam. Next thing I know, my eyelids get heavy, and I’m drifting off.

A sudden shake wakes me up. I blink my eyes, trying to take in my surroundings. “Did we land?” I ask.

“No, it’s just turbulence,” Cam tells me. He’s wearing his glasses again and now has a book in his lap.

“How long have you been awake?” I ask, sitting up straighter in my chair.

“Maybe thirty minutes,” Cam says with a shrug. “We should be landing soon.”

“Great.” I try to shake off my tiredness. My sleep schedule is going to be off, thanks to all of this traveling. Maybe staying overnight at my apartment wouldn’t have been a terrible idea, but it’s too late now. “I’ll be back. I need to use the facilities.” I shuffle past Cam to get to the aisle and make my way to the restroom. After emptying my bladder, I wash my hands and splash some water on my face.

Focus, Evan. We’re going to Boston to take care of this blunder. It doesn’t matter how cute Cam is in his sleep. I’m already engaged to Vi, not to mention I have a job and a life in California. This marriage is a mistake. It only happened because both of us were shit-faced.

I’m still repeating that back to myself as I open the door and return to my seat. Cam turns the page in his book, not bothered by my internal panicking. I get seated just as the fasten seat belt light clicks on. “Please return to your seat, and fasten your seat belts, we will be landing shortly,” comes the voice over the speaker. People shuffle in the aisles, making their way to their spots. I gaze out the window at the cityscape. From this high up, Boston is a cluster of lights. Despite the fact that it’s night, the sky is lit up bright from all the buildings. It’s something I’ve missed living in a smaller California town. The city here is always alive, even at night.

Cam’s hand squeezes my thigh as the plane lands. When I look at him, he just gives me a tight lipped grin. He seemed okay when we flew to Vegas, but it’s been a long weekend for both of us. I shake off the thought as passengers begin to exit the plane. “We going straight to your place?” I ask Cam as we shuffle along with the crowd, heading to the baggage claim.

“Yeah, except maybe I should’ve mentioned this earlier. I don’t have a guest bed. I mean I was supposed to, but at some point the extra bedroom just turned into my art studio.” His hand goes behind his neck, scratching idly as if he’s embarrassed by the fact.

“That’s fine, I can sleep on the couch, I guess.”

“Right, well, uh, you can take the bed. I’ll sleep on the couch,” he finishes the sentence in a hurry as he grabs his bag.

I want to protest, but then a different thought pops into my head. “How big is your bed? Maybe we could share it. It’s not like we can’t manage another few nights.”

“Oh, uh, sure,” Cam mutters, but his cheeks flush with color.

I don’t call him out on it, but as we walk toward the exit, I notice a different issue. “How are we getting there? Should we get an Uber?”

“Yeah, Ash dropped me off when I left. It’s probably better if we don’t wake her up.” Cam pulls out his phone, hitting the screen to open his app. “Shouldn’t be too long,” he tells me.


Seven
Cam


“Nice place, it’s uh …”

“A mess?” I joke, finishing Evan’s sentence. “Sorry, I would’ve cleaned up if I knew I’d be having visitors.”

“Cam, it’s fine.” Evan’s hand lands on my shoulder. “A bit cluttered, yeah, but no big deal. I’ve seen worse. I was gonna say it’s very you.” The corner of his lips lifts into a small smirk.

“Thanks, I think.” I drop my bag, letting out a yawn. It’s been a long day, and I’m ready to crash. Too bad it’s such an odd hour. I pull my phone out to send Ash a message that I won’t need her to feed Donnie as I walk over to his tank. He’s asleep on a log, not even awake enough to care that I’m back.

“So, this is Donnie?” Evan asks, looking at my turtle.

“Yup. Come on, we should get some more sleep. We’ll find a lawyer to call in the morning.” I wave Evan toward my bedroom, but I’m not sure this is such a great idea. Sure, we shared a room in the hotel, but this feels more intimate having him in my bed. Even if Evan is right that neither of us should sleep on the couch. That thing isn’t the most comfortable on the best of days.

Evan doesn’t seem to have the same issue as he strips down to his boxers. I know it shouldn’t bother me to see him in this state of undress, and for the most part it doesn’t. It’s more the fuzzy memories of us kissing. We were too drunk to do anything more than sloppily make out on our wedding night, but even the memory of that has me confused. Sure, the alcohol had a part in it, but I remember Evan kissed me back rather enthusiastically. It’s probably better for both of us to let it go, I tell myself as I turn off the light and kick off my shoes. Letting out a sigh, I take off my pants and T-shirt, dropping them in the basket as I make my way across the room. Thinking too long about everything that happened when we were drunk is borrowing trouble. We’ve got enough of an issue with the marriage and impending divorce to worry about.

Evan is far enough away that his body isn’t touching mine, but this time I don’t ask to hold him. I can do this without making things weird. Still, Evan falls asleep first, and I’m left listening to his light snores as I try to pass out. I don’t know when I actually manage it, but I must at some point, because next thing I know, I’m waking up to the bright morning sun streaming in through the blinds. It’s lighting up the room enough for me to see my limbs tangled in Evan’s and my body wrapped around his back. His ass pressed firmly against my crotch. He’s still sound asleep, but that doesn’t make my situation any easier. My T-dick is hard with all the wrong thoughts about my husband.

I need to stop that train of thought before it even begins. Evan isn’t interested, and the sooner we get divorced, the sooner he’ll be out of my bed.

Evan rolls over to face me, and his eyes slowly blink open. “Mornin’,” he whispers. He looks so adorable half-awake, it takes all of my willpower not to kiss him. I need to get out of this bed before I act on these bad ideas.

“Good morning, uh, coffee?” I blurt out in one sentence as I scoot to the side of the bed, tossing my legs over and climbing out of bed before Evan has a chance to answer. I swear I hear him laugh, but I don’t stop on my way to the kitchen. My coffee cup is already in my hand when Evan catches up to me, and I’m pressing buttons on the Keurig machine to get everything started. Evan’s arm goes around my waist, and I nearly jump.

“You okay?” he asks. “Did you not get enough sleep?”

“I’m fine,” I say probably too quickly. “Just all thrown off from the plane trips and time changes. I’ll be better after coffee.” It’s an easy little white lie, and it slips out of my mouth like nothing.

Evan helps himself to a coffee mug, setting up his coffee as mine finishes. “Alright, so what’s the plan? Should we look up lawyers in the area after breakfast?”

“Did you want to see Ash first?” I ask. Am I avoiding the topic? Possibly, but I also think we should talk to his sister. It’ll be easier to do damage control if we’re on top of the situation. That means starting with Ash since we know she saw the picture. I know she’ll give us shit for getting drunk-married but all in good humor. The main thing we need to know is if she’s spilled the beans to anyone else.

“That might not be a bad idea,” Evan agrees. “We can meet up with Ash first.” He pulls out his phone, tapping on the screen.

I take a sip of my coffee, letting the caffeinated liquid hit me and waiting for it to wake me up. Maybe then I can stop looking at Evan’s trail of hair leading down from his belly button … Focus, Cam. Now isn’t the time to think of running my fingers down Evan’s happy trail. Or how nice the bulge in his boxer briefs looks. Dammit. I shake my head.

It’s like all these thoughts are just popping into my head because I know he’s off limits. He’s engaged, I remind myself. To a woman, no less. Evan has no interest in staying married to me. The sooner I get that through my head, the better. It’ll make this whole thing easier.

“Ash says she can meet us at Randy’s for breakfast in about an hour. How’s that sound?” Evan asks.

“Sure,” I agree. That’ll give us time to wake up a bit and get ready. “I need to shower.” I drain the last bit of coffee from my cup and head to my bedroom. Luckily, Evan doesn’t follow me. I need a moment to myself to get my head on straight. I push through the motions of my quick shower, only realizing when I turn the water off that I forgot to grab clean clothes. It shouldn’t matter. Evan’s seen me in my underwear. Why is a towel any different? Which all ends up a moot point when I get to my bedroom without running into Evan at all.

I drop my towel and grab a pair of boxers, but my hand hesitates over my packer. It’s not something I wear all the time, but sometimes I need a little confidence booster, and I think today is one of those days. I grab the silicone limp packer and shove it into the hidden inner pocket of my underwear. With that in place, I look over at my reflection in the mirror. Aside from the scars on my chest, my reflection looks passable. I used to be self-conscious about my scars, but that doesn’t bother me anymore. I gather clothes to wear at a slower, relaxed pace. At this point, I don’t care if Evan walks in. It’s nothing he hasn’t already seen. I’m pulling on my shirt when I hear a knock on the doorframe, and when I look over, Evan is standing there watching me with a soft grin on his face.

“I’m just about ready,” I call to him as I grab a brush, running it through my wet hair.

“No rush,” Evan says. “Just need to grab something from my bag. Didn’t want to sneak in without you noticing.” He walks across the room to rummage in his bag, and that’s when I notice he’s already changed clothes. He must have gotten dressed while I was in the shower. He pulls out a belt, threading it through the loops of his jeans. I find myself looking over Evan and taking in his well-dressed appearance, the way his polo shirt fits snuggly with no pouch of a belly. The belted jeans make it look like he’s ready to go to some business casual meeting rather than us going to a diner. It’s a contrast to my old holey jeans, a Legend of Zelda T-shirt, and beat up tennis shoes.

“Ready,” I say, shaking off my comparing thoughts. We head out to my car and make the short drive to Randy’s diner. Evan taps out a message to Ash to let her know we’re here.

“I think she’s still on her way. We should get a booth,” he tells me. We walk in together, and, like usual, the soft pastel atmosphere of the diner reassures me. I feel at ease in the pinks and blues that color the walls and furniture. Even though I’m not here with my usual crew of gamers, just being here feels like home. I don’t have to worry about anyone judging me or feeling out of place.

We grab a booth and within a few minutes, one of the servers walks up to us. “Hello, huns, my name is Iris, and I’ll be your server. What will you have to drink?” she asks, handing us menus. Evan asks for orange juice, and I order a coffee. I just have the feeling I’m gonna need it for this conversation with Ash. I’m looking across the room at the door when she walks in, and her eyes meet mine. There’s a broad smile on her lips as she makes her way toward us.

“I can’t believe it,” Ash says, looking from me to Evan and then back again. “You two really did it.”

“All we did was get really drunk,” Evan answers like it’s no big deal.

“Get so drunk you found a chapel and decided to get married?” she asks, placing her hand on her hip.

“Sit down,” I say, scooting down the bench to give her somewhere to sit. Ash takes the spot next to me just as the server shows up again with our drinks. She orders her own coffee and a tall stack of pancakes. Evan orders biscuits and gravy while I get French toast.

It’s not until the server leaves again that Ash asks, “So, what happens now? We’re all supposed to come to your wedding to Viola in a few months, right? Does she know you’re already married?”

“She doesn’t know,” Evan answers. “And with any luck, we’ll have a quick divorce, and she’ll never have to know.”

Ash looks at me, and I focus my eyes on my drink. Even though I know the divorce is the best plan, part of me really doesn’t know what to think of this whole thing.

“So that’s it, huh? Just gonna get a divorce? Mom will be so disappointed,” Ash focuses her attention on Evan again, and he shakes his head at her.

“Does Mom know? Did you tell her?” he asks.

“I didn’t have to tell her. You posted it, remember? It’s not like the two of you were subtle with your little announcement. You think I’m the only one who saw the post?”

“Fuck,” Evan mutters, his hand going to his forehead to rub his temples.

“We’ll work it out,” I say. That’s when the server comes again with our food. We don’t say anything as we take our plates and tuck into the food. There’s an awkward silence as we eat. I know we’re lucky Viola doesn’t know, but part of me wonders if it’s only a matter of time.


Eight
Evan


“What have you been up to?” I ask Ash, trying to change the subject.

“Oh, you know, just rescheduling my travel plans since someone canceled their wedding. Was this really the plan all along? Have you two secretly been dating and decided to run off to Vegas for a quick wedding?” she jokes.

Cam balls up his napkin and tosses it at Ash. “You know it’s nothing like that,” he tells her.

I guess it’s not a completely outlandish theory. After all, Cam and I have always been close.

“We’re meeting up with a lawyer to figure out this thing,” I say, pushing around the food on my plate with my fork.

“Is that really what you want?” Ash asks, focusing her gaze on me. “If you really wanted to marry Viola, why was the wedding called off?”

“You know why, she got a part in a play.” The words leave my mouth feeling almost shallow. I don’t want to admit she has a point. Vi would rather leave and take a job than stay and get married to me. No one has to say it because I’m already thinking it. I can tell from the smug look on Ash’s face that she isn’t buying it.

“All we came to talk about was to see who else knows,” Cam says, taking a drink of his coffee.

“I don’t know,” Ash says. “But if Mom finds out you came home and didn’t come to see her right away, then we’ll both be in trouble. If you want to see who knows, you’re better off asking them yourself.” She spears a big piece of her pancakes, loading it on her fork and raising it to her mouth. She’s probably right. I need to see Mom.

“Well, thanks,” I say, jabbing a biscuit with my fork.

“Where are you staying while you’re here?” she asks.

“With Cam,” I answer. Ash doesn’t say anything to that, but there’s a smug look on her face. “I’ll tell Mom and Dad I’m home. All of this is just temporary, though. I’m only here to sort through all of this and file the divorce papers.”

“Cam!” His name is called from the other side of the room, and I turn to see a woman waving. “Oh, is this him?” she asks as she approaches us. “I can’t believe you kept this a secret from all of us. No one knew you were serious about some guy, then the next thing we know there’s pictures of the two of you saying you’re married.”

“Aria, now really isn’t the time.” Cam tries to tell her, but she’s not having it.

“Well, you’ll at least bring him to game night, right? Everyone is going to be talking about it. Who knew quiet Cam could surprise us all with a runaway Vegas wedding?” She laughs to herself as she walks to a table to join a group.

“Who was that?” I ask.

“Aria, one of the people that I game with.”

Ash laughs, taking a final drink of her coffee before she wipes her face with her napkin. “Well, this has been great. I’m looking forward to seeing you two at the parents’.” She pulls her wallet out from her purse, dropping a bill on the table to cover her meal. “I’ve got to get going.”

Left with just Cam, I notice he’s barely touched his food. “Not hungry?” I ask.

“Huh?” He looks at his plate, only now seeming to realize how much food is left. “Oh, just got a lot on my mind.” He shakes his head and takes a big bite of his breakfast.

“We can take it to go, if you want,” I offer. Cam gives me a sheepish smile with his mouth full of French toast, and I wave down the server to get the check and a to-go box. Cam still seems lost in thought as we make our way out to his car, and I can’t help moving closer, wrapping my arm around his shoulders. He looks at me, his eyes filling with surprise. “We’re going to figure this out,” I tell him.

Cam’s lips open then close, and for a moment I almost think he’s going to lean in and kiss me, then he pulls back. “Isn’t that supposed to be my line?” he asks. “Come on.” He starts the engine and drives us back to his apartment. “I’ve got a commission to work on, but feel free to make yourself comfortable. You can watch a show, or there are some video games.” He waves me off as he goes into the other bedroom to work. Left to my own devices, I go through Cam’s stack of games, finding mostly vintage systems. I slide a clunky cartridge into the N64 and fire it up.

I’m so entranced in playing the system, I don’t even check the caller ID when my phone rings. “Hello?”

“Why didn’t you tell me you’re in town?” Mom asks. “I had to find out from your sister.”

“Oh, uh,” my attention caught between the game and wondering if Mom knows.

“You’re coming to dinner tonight, right?” she asks.

My mind flashes back to this morning at the diner and luckily I have an answer for that. “I would, but Cam and I already have plans. We’re meeting up with friends of his.”

“Tomorrow then, and bring him with you. It feels like forever since I’ve seen either of you. You’re not getting out of this, Evan,” she says in her no-nonsense tone. I should’ve known better.

“Okay Mom, we’ll be there,” I agree. “Was there anything else?”

“Nope, I’ll see you at five,” she says cheerfully.

I sigh as we say our goodbyes, but now my gaming mood is shot. I turn off the system and wander into Cam’s kitchen. It’s no surprise that things in here are disorganized; in my search for a cup, I open five cabinets before I find the right one. Tupperware sits side by side with canned goods and, without really thinking about it, I abandon my quest for a drink and start a mental list of how to reorganize Cam’s cabinets.

I don’t realize how much time has passed until Cam’s office door opens again. “I can’t believe you have retro systems,” I call out.

“What do you mean retro?” he asks. I turn to look at him only to see Cam in a ratty old shirt with splotches of paint in random spots. “Those were the best systems.”

“Your newest console is a Wii. That thing came out in 2006,” I tell him.

“Ow, why are you trying to make me feel old?” Cam places his hand on his heart. “And what are you doing to my pantry?” He walks in the kitchen, grabbing a box of cereal from the counter and sticking his hand in to grab some.

“Sorry, I just organize when I’m worked up. My mom called,” I explain. “We’re invited to dinner tomorrow.”

“Ah, well, don’t let me stop you.” He pops a few pieces of cereal in his mouth before setting the box down again.

“You sure? I can put everything back where I found it,” I look around the kitchen, but half the cabinets are currently empty and on the counters.

“Evan, it’s fine. Looks like you’re organizing it better than I would anyway. Please feel free to finish, just, you know, maybe ask first next time. I was thinking, actually, and I know you said you’d go with me to meet up with my friends, but would it be terrible to hold off on telling them we didn’t mean to get married? Can we let them think we did it on purpose?” Cam toys with the hem of his shirt as he talks, and when I take a step closer, his eyes go to mine. “Nevermind, I’m being silly, just …” he shakes his head, not finishing his sentence.

“It’s not silly, and I’m not saying no, but why? You want people to think we’re married?” I ask.

Cam laughs, “We are married,” he points out. “It’d just be nice to skip over the humiliation of saying it was an accident, and we were drunk off our asses.”

“They’re your friends,” I say, and Cam’s face falls. Maybe that’s why I say it. “If you don’t want to tell them we were drunk, I’ll follow your lead, but you’ll have to tell them eventually, you know.”

“Eventually isn’t tonight,” he moves closer to me and before I know what’s happening, his lips press against my cheek. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. You still have to go with me to my parents.”

“Your parents love me.” Cam looks up at me, a soft smile on his lips, and I’m tempted to kiss him. It’s not even the first time I’ve had that thought about my husband. Of course I have feelings for Cam. He’s my best friend. Suddenly the idea of pretending this is real feels wrong in a very different way. Because what would Viola think if she knew? Me playing house with Cam and acting like we’re happily married isn’t much different from her pretending on stage, but the only people who know it’s fake are Cam and me. Maybe I should call Vi and explain the whole thing, but why freak her out when we’re already planning on annulling the whole thing? I can get through an evening of being Cam’s husband. My hands grab the next can on the counter, and I shift it to go with the other vegetables on the shelf. Maybe if I distract myself by reorganizing Cam’s pantry, I won’t have time to overthink what we’re doing.

Cam glances at his watch, noticing a spot of paint on his forearm in the process. “Uh, I guess I should clean up before we meet up with the others. I’m gonna take a quick shower.”

It’s best if I don’t let myself think about joining him, I think as the sound of the water hitting the tiles washes over the apartment. Maybe Cam and I never hooked up, but now isn’t the time to change that. I absolutely shouldn’t be thinking about having sex with my husband.


Nine
Cam


Irub my hands on my shorts before I open the car door. I’m nervous tonight for an entirely different reason than usual. Evan falls into place beside me and wraps his arm around my shoulders. “Is this okay?” he asks.

A warm heat blossoms on my cheeks from the touch. “It’s fine,” I say quickly. It’s no big deal. Just my husband wrapping his arm around me. Fuck, that sounds weird. I better get used to it in a hurry because I need to act normal tonight. Act like it’s normal for my husband to touch me in a familiar way. Like we haven’t been entirely impulsive with our drunken wedding and some of this was planned.

Zach spots us first, his eyes widening as he takes in Evan’s arm around my shoulder. “Who is this fine specimen?” he asks, giving Evan an obvious once over. I try not to be jealous of the attention.

“This is Evan, my husband.” The word feels off coming out of my lips, but Evan tightens his grip on my shoulder, reassuringly.

“Husband? Cam, where have you been hiding this man?” Neil asks, his eyes snapping to us at the word husband.

“It was kinda a spur of the moment thing,” Evan says. “We were in Vegas, and it just happened.” He shrugs it off as if it’s really that simple.

“You married a man you just met in Vegas?” Zach asks, his eyebrows raising in surprise.

“Who said we just met? I’ve known Evan since I was twelve.”

“So this is real, then?” Aria asks, her gaze going from Evan to me. “I told them I ran into the two of you earlier, but no one believed you’d actually do a thing like this.”

Evan pulls out a chair, motioning for me to sit first as we join the group. “It’s real,” I say, holding up my hand with Evan’s ring on it. A flash of light blinds me for a second before I cue in on Aria’s phone.

“You two are such a cute couple,” she says, tapping away on her phone. I’m too dazed to say something about her taking our picture. It shouldn’t matter.

“Can we set up and get to playing?” Zach asks, waving his hand over the board spread out on the table.

“I need to order a drink,” Neil says, waving down a server. “You want anything?” he asks, looking at Evan and me now.

“I’ll have a coke,” Evan answers.

“Water for me.” I pull out my dice from my pocket and notice Evan watching me.

“How does this work? Am I playing too, or are you guys already too far in to include me?” he asks.

“The party happens upon a wandering traveler headed in the same direction,” Zach says in his best DM voice. He slides a pre-filled character sheet in Evan’s direction. “Here, we keep some on hand for when people drop in. You can pick a few things, like the name and class.”

I tune out Zach as he works with Evan to set up his character for the game. I need to focus on something other than how perfectly Evan fits in with my friends. It’s too easy to think of this as something permanent, and I can’t let that thought take root. As attractive as the idea is, Evan isn’t mine to keep. He has a life to get back to that doesn’t involve me. That doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy the fantasy of it for tonight. The way his hand brushes against mine more than once as we reach for our drinks. Or the charming way he uses his character to dash into battle and protect mine. I catch Aria giving me a knowing look and realize maybe I’m not doing as good of a job hiding my feelings as I’d hoped. But fuck, isn’t that the point of tonight?

We get to relax and take the edge off, having fun living in a fantasy world, and I’m not talking about the DnD game. I roll my dice, passing my perception check and spotting a trap before the party blunders into it. I’m having so much fun that the night passes almost too quickly. The server telling us her shift is ending soon is our cue to wrap up the game for the night; the party reaching an inn after successfully completing this leg of the journey.

“So, what did you think?” I ask Evan as we walk to the car.

He wraps his arm around my waist even though no one is around to see it. “I can see why you go. They’re a great group. I’m glad you have them. It was fun. Thanks for letting me join.”

“Thanks for going along with it,” I say back. I’m lucky Evan went along with the charade. “You were a great husband.” I find myself leaning closer, but as I turn to look at him, something vibrates against my leg. “I think your phone is ringing.”

“Oh, right.” Evan pulls away to get his phone out and glances at the caller ID before he answers it. “Hey Vi,” he says.

I don’t have to ask what she says back because I can hear her yelling through the phone. “What the hell, Evan? What’s this I see of you and your new husband? I leave town for a job, and you go off and marry someone else?”

“Vi, wait, let me explain.”

“Don’t you Vi me. Jokes on you, I was gonna break up with you, anyway. I want you moved out by the time I get back.” The call goes dead and, for a moment, I think it dropped until I realize she hung up, not even giving Evan a chance to talk.

“Fuck,” Evan cusses under his breath as he slides his phone into his pocket again. “Well, looks like the engagement is off.”

“Sorry,” I say, not sure what else I’m supposed to do in this situation. “This is all my fault. I never should’ve convinced you to go to Vegas.”

“Cam, stop. This is as much my fault as yours. Besides, didn’t you hear Viola? She was already planning on breaking up with me. The only thing you did was help me see how much the relationship was already over.”

We climb into the car, the ride home awkwardly silent, but when we get there, I’m not quite ready to go to sleep. “You wanna watch something?”

“Sure,” Evan says as he claims a spot on the couch, backing into the arm and spreading his leg along the back of the couch to recline. “Sit with me?”

I take the invite, sitting between his legs and leaning back to rest my head on his chest. Part of me wants to bring up Viola and see if Evan wants to talk, but I can’t bring myself to do it. He’ll bring it up when he’s ready, and I need to accept that. I grab the remote and turn on the TV. Evan rests his hand on my hip, and we watch the show together.

Lying with Evan like this as we watch the TV feels calming. His arms wrapped around me, the solid form of his chest under my head. I can feel the rise and fall of his breathing, and the rhythm of it soothes me. It’s easy to fall into a sort of half-awake trance where I can just be at ease. Not have to think about things like ex-fiancées or our impending divorce. Evan says something I don’t quite catch, and I turn in his grip to look at him. Our faces are a mere breath apart. All it would take is the slightest movement, but I don’t close the distance.

Evan does.

His lips press against mine as one of his hands moves up my back to my neck, holding me firmly in place. I slide my tongue forward, parting his lips.

Evan shakes my shoulder. “Cam, wake up. You’re humping my leg.”

Fuck. My eyes snap open, and I realize I must have dozed off. The kiss was just in my imagination.

“Sorry.” My cheeks are on fire, and I’m afraid to turn to look at Evan in case I try to reenact the dream. “I should head to bed.” I stand up, but Evan does as well. He turns off the TV and follows me to my bedroom. We don’t talk as we strip down to our underwear and crawl into bed together.

Part of me wishes we didn’t have to pretend this was real tonight with my friends, that Evan was my husband for real and he’d actually kiss me. I drift off thinking that and hoping I don’t embarrass myself further in my sleep. Our bodies are tangled together when I wake up, and Evan is curled into a ball with his ass pressed into my crotch. My packer, still in my underwear, rubs my T-dick, teasing me with filthy thoughts. My morning wood might not be obvious, but I need to escape this situation without humping Evan’s ass. That’s the last thing I need him to wake up to.

I roll over, stretching as I clear Evan’s body. He’s still asleep as I walk to the bathroom. I push down my underwear and turn on the shower, climbing in before it even has a chance to heat up. My hand goes straight to my T-dick, rubbing the head and pulling at the skin to better expose it. I already know it won’t take much to get me off. My dream of kissing Evan pops into my head again and my mind takes it a bit further, thinking of him in the shower with me. Touching me. Down on his knees, sucking my T-dick. My body clenches, and I place my other hand on the shower wall to balance myself as my orgasm washes over me.


Ten
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Cam is acting off. I’m not sure if it’s my family dinner that has him worried or something else. There are plenty of somethings to choose from. The way he moaned and humped my leg last night is at the top of the list. I regretted waking him up, but if I’d let it go on any longer, I’d have had an obvious problem of my own. Or maybe it’s how easy it was to pretend we were a happily married couple last night around his friends. It barely felt like we were faking it at all. The whole thing felt almost too easy until Vi called.

I glance at my phone but the messages I sent are still left on read.

Vi

Can we talk?




Me: Please, just let me explain.




Part of me isn’t even sure why I’m trying. Vi’s words of how she was gonna break up with me anyway felt like words said in anger to hurt me. I don’t think I’m trying to save the relationship, but I still want to tell her what really happened and clear the air. We owe each other that much.

At least with Vi calling the whole thing off, I don’t have to feel as guilty about Cam. We didn’t really cross the line, not yet, but it doesn’t mean I haven’t thought about it. I’ve come close to kissing him a couple of times. There was just always something holding me back. That little voice in the back of my head that it wouldn’t be right. The niggling guilt that even though Vi ran off to take a job and called off the wedding, she hadn’t called off the relationship. I know Cam and I kissed when we got married. The recording showed the sloppy, drunken press of lips, but that doesn’t really count. Kissing Cam when both of us are sober feels like something more permanent, and I’m not sure I’m ready for that.

“So, what’s the plan?” Cam asks, flopping onto the couch beside me. He’s fresh out of the shower, and I can’t help but track a water droplet with my eyes as it dips below the collar of his shirt. Cam definitely isn’t the only one of us with pent up sexual tension. I’m almost glad he was humping my leg first. The last couple of nights waking up in his arms have been torture.

“We play it by ear?” I ask. “We don’t actually know if my parents saw the picture. They might just think I’m here to visit.”

“Okay, and worst-case scenario? What if they saw the picture?”

I’m tempted to go with Cam’s idea from the night before. Would it be terrible to pretend we aren’t headed to a divorce? “We tell the truth? It was a drunken spur of the moment thing …” I trail off, not sure what else to say. It’s hard to focus when Cam is looking at me with the barest hint of a smile as he watches me talk.

“Alright, sounds good. We should probably head out soon. Wouldn’t want to be late.” His hand fiddles with his keys in his pocket, and I fight the urge to place my hand on top of his.

“Right,” I say, shaking off the thought. I need to focus on getting through dinner with my parents, not my attraction to Cam. I follow him out to his car, climbing into the passenger seat. I don’t have to give him directions. Cam drives there without missing a turn, and it feels like it hasn’t been over ten years since we met up almost daily in high school. It’s almost easy to fall back into my old friendship with Cam, but it also feels like something more.

“Come on,” Cam says when he stops the car in front of my parents’ house. I take a deep breath, and open the door.

“Evan, Cam, it’s great to see you two,” Mom says, pulling me in for a hug before doing the same to Cam. “I wish you would have told us sooner. I could’ve gotten the guest room ready for you.”

“It’s fine, I’m staying with Cam,” the words blurt out of my mouth before I can overthink it. Would I rather be in a guest room at my parents’ or snuggled into Cam’s bed? It’s an easy choice.

“Oh, right. Well, Cam, I thank you for putting up with my son. I hope he’s not too much trouble.”

“Oh, no trouble at all, Mrs. Moore,” he tells her with a smile.

“Cam, please call me Tanya,” Mom tells him. “There’s no need for such formalities.”

Does it mean something that Cam doesn’t jump at the chance to get me out of his bed? No, focus, Evan. “Is Ashley here?” I ask. It’s better to ask now than have her popping out of the woodwork later.

“No, she had other plans,” Mom says with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Oh, but your brother should be coming.”

I’m not sure that’s any better. Patrick is more likely to have seen the picture than Mom and Dad, and I don’t know that he’ll keep his mouth shut. Cam looks at me, giving me a reassuring pat on the shoulder. We follow Mom to the living room, where Dad is sitting in his chair watching TV with a beer in his hand. Some things never change. “Boys,” he says with a nod in our direction. “Join me. Your mom is just finishing up dinner.”

We sit side by side on the couch, and Mom disappears into the kitchen. “Who’s playing?” I ask, looking at the basketball game on the screen.

The front door opens again as Dad answers and in walks my little brother. Patrick was a surprise baby several years younger than Ashley. He just turned twenty and still lives at home with the parents. There’s twelve years between us, and with that big of a gap we’ve never fully seen eye to eye. “Hey Cam, Evan, Dad,” he says our names with a nod as he walks through the living room.

“Patrick, we’re just about to have dinner,” Dad calls out.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” he calls back as he disappears into his room.

Dad mutters something under his breath that sounds like that boy, as he shakes his head and takes a sip of his beer. Mom calls out from the kitchen, letting us know that dinner is ready, and we all gather around the table. Cam sits next to me on one side and Dad on my other, at the head of the table. Patrick waits until we’re all seated to ask, “So, what happened with you and Viola? Is the wedding off?”

Mom gives him a disapproving look, but Dad looks at me like he’s curious about the answer too.

“Uh, it’s off for now,” I answer, then I feel Cam’s hand on my leg under the table. “Vi got a role she couldn’t pass up, so we postponed the wedding.” I can’t bring myself to tell them that she broke up with me over the phone when she found out I married Cam.

“How about you Cam? Are you seeing anyone?” Mom tries to relieve the tension by turning her attention to Cam, but his hand tightens on my leg.

“Nope,” Cam says. “Afraid not, I haven’t been on any dates in a while.”

Dad helps himself to some pasta, loading it up on his plate before passing it my way. “No rush,” he says. “You’re still young. There will be plenty of time for marriage and kids.” His blunt words seem meant for me more than Cam, but it’s almost ironic considering our current issue.

“What brings you home? I love seeing you, of course, but it seems rather sudden,” Mom says.

“You know, with Vi gone, I didn’t want to be alone all summer.”

“You ever think about moving back?” Dad asks. “You could just as easily teach at a school here.”

If he’d asked me that a week ago, I would’ve had an issue answering, but now everything is all muddled. I stay quiet, wondering if maybe it’s not a terrible idea. Vi wants me out, and I do miss being closer to my family and Cam. “I don’t know,” I answer.

“Don’t pressure him, Brad,” Mom says.

“How is your garden doing this year?” Cam asks, changing the topic to a safer one as Mom takes the opportunity to talk about the vegetable garden. I place my hand on top of Cam’s and squeeze it. From the way he smiles at me, I can tell he gets the message. The rest of the meal passes smoothly, and there’s no more talk about weddings or anything to make think they know about Cam and me. It almost feels too easy to omit those pesky details.

“Well, it’s been great having you boys,” Dad says, taking his spot in front of the TV again with the meal finished.

“You too, old man.” I lean in to give him a quick hug, but Dad’s arm tightens around me as he holds me there.

“You know, I heard something from your sister. You and Cam wouldn’t have something to tell us, would you?” He pitches his voice lower to keep from being overheard.

“That’s, uh, complicated,” I answer. “We’re working on getting it all figured out.”

“Well, don’t overthink it. Sometimes the best things in life start out as happy mistakes.” He gives me a wink as we break the hug, and I pull away. Cam is busy saying goodbye to my mom, but I’m busy double thinking everything. Would it be absolutely crazy to consider moving here and staying married to Cam? Would Cam even want that?


Eleven
Cam


“We should go out tonight,” Evan tells me.

“Really? What did you have in mind?” I was thinking we’d just hang out in my apartment, eat dinner, maybe stream a movie.

“We should hit a club. I feel like dancing and drinking. Just want to let loose for a night and not think.”

“That a good idea? Last time we got drunk, we, uh …” I hold up my left hand with his class ring still on it, and Evan laughs. I don’t know why I’m still wearing the ring, but he also hasn’t asked for it back.

“I think it’s a great idea. Come on, Cam. We’ll take it easy on the drinks, but I just want to blow off some steam.”

“Fine, yeah. I know a place. Just gimme a few minutes to get ready.” I stand up from the couch, and Evan grabs his bag, going through his options as I head for my closet. I pull out a pair of snug dark wash jeans and a silky short sleeve button-down black shirt. I strip off the shorts I was wearing and step into the jeans. By the time I’m dressed and fix my hair, Evan is ready and sitting on the couch tapping his foot as he waits. He stands up, and I get a better look at his outfit. Evan is wearing jeans like me and while his aren’t quite as tight, they still hug his hips in just the right way. He left the buttons undone on the polo shirt he’s wearing, showing just a bit of his chest. My heart beats faster, and I do my best to ignore it. We’re going out to dance and have a night off from thinking. Not as a date or something. Evan just got out of a long-term relationship with a girl. “Ready?” I ask.

“Yup,” Evan follows me out to the car, taking his seat on the passenger side. I take a deep breath, inhaling Evan’s cologne in the process. Smelling the mixture of cloves, cinnamon, and something woodsy. Instead of easing my tension, it only makes me worse. Somehow I’ll get through the night without doing something stupid, like trying to kiss him. Luckily, I don’t have to drive far before I’m pulling into the parking lot for my favorite club. It’s not specifically a queer club, but there tends to be a decent mix of people here most nights.

“Bar first,” Evan says when we get inside. He waves down the bartender and screams over the noise. “Two shots of tequila.” He pays for both and shoves one in my direction. “Cheers,” Evan says, clinking his shot glass to mine, and we both shoot it back. The alcohol burns down my throat, and I shake my head, trying to get back my sense of taste.

“Are we dancing now?” I ask.

Evan looks me over before he turns to look at the crowd. I follow his gaze, looking over the dance floor. The place isn’t packed this early, but there’s a decent amount of people dancing to the fast-paced music. I grab Evan’s wrist and pull him out to an empty spot. The music sweeps over us, and I move my hips to the beat, dancing along as I throw my arms around Evan’s neck. He’s looking at me as he follows my movements, trying to keep up.

I spin around with my ass to Evan’s crotch and find myself face to face with a man. He looks roughly our age, but his muscles are popping out of the tight tank top he has on. He meets my eyes with an up-nod, silently asking if I want to dance. He’s not my usual type, and I’m not ready to leave Evan. I hold up my hand and his eyes zero in on the ring on my finger. “Oh,” his lips form the word, but I can’t hear him over the music. He turns and heads to a different part of the club, and that’s when I feel Evan’s hands on my hips.

He pulls me closer, whispering in my ear. “What was that?”

“Nothing, just a guy looking for a dance. Doubt I’ll get many offers with this ring on my finger,” I say.

Evan pushes my hips, turning me around. “Then dance with me.” His eyes meet mine, and I almost think there’s more to his offer. I’m leaning closer before I can overthink it.

“Evan,” my words are cut off as he presses his lips to mine. His tongue is quick to follow, licking at my lips and asking for entrance. I’ve barely processed what’s happened when I remember to pull back. “Wait, I thought you were straight.”

Evan laughs. “Cam, I’m bi. I’ve known I’m bi since college.” That’s all I need to hear. I wrap my arms around Evan’s neck, pulling him in for another kiss. His tongue chases mine for a moment before he pulls back. “We probably shouldn’t,” he says. “I just got out of a relationship.”

I’m staring into his blue-gray eyes, trying to hold myself back. “It doesn’t have to mean something.” I don't think I even believe that.

“We’re married,” Evan grabs my hand, holding it up to show off the ring. I know he’s right, but I also don’t want to listen to reason. I’d rather be kissing Evan, no matter how much of a bad idea it is.

“Fine,” I yell over the music. “Dance with me?” Maybe kissing is off the table, but that doesn’t mean I can’t tease both of us with some grinding. I move my hips along with the rhythm, rubbing my ass into Evan’s crotch. His hands go to my hips again, but his touch seems unsure, looser than it was before.

“I need another drink,” he tells me. I wave him on, staying on the dance floor as he walks to the bar. As the driver, I don’t want to get too messed up tonight. We need to get home safely. Not to mention it’ll be better if one of us is sober enough to remember why it’s a bad idea for us to kiss. Even mostly sober, it’s a hard concept to grasp. That couple of moments when his mouth was on mine was more of a tease than a relief from the sexual tension between us.

Evan returns with a beer in his hand and tilts the bottle up to take a drink. We dance, but this time our bodies don’t touch. We’re dancing near each other, keeping our distance to a respectful space. Evan sips on his beer and slowly the space between us gets smaller and smaller, until his hands go on my hips again, pulling me to him and pressing his crotch to mine. “Evan,” I say his name.

He licks his lips as he looks me over. “Cam.”

“We should call it a night. It’s getting late,” I try a different approach.

“Fine,” he agrees. Evan follows me through the club, and we weave our way to the exit. The one drink I had is out of my system, but the couple of beers Evan had are apparent as he flops down in the passenger seat.

“You okay?” I ask. “Not feeling like puking or anything, right?”

“I’m fine,” he slurs. His head wobbles slightly, but we don’t talk on the way back.

“Cam, what am I gonna do?” Evan asks.

“Come on, let’s get you to bed,” I say when I put the car in park.

“No, not tonight. Vi wants me to move out. I’m gonna have to find a new place to live.”

“Don’t think about that right now,” I tell him. It’s better than offering for him to move in here. There’s only so long the two of us can keep sharing my bed. Fuck. My bed. How am I supposed to think clearly after that kiss when we’re pressed up against each other and half awake? “Maybe I should take the couch.”

“No,” Evan says, grabbing my wrist. “Stay with me. Please?” He looks at me with those puppy dog eyes, and I know I can’t refuse.

“Okay, you get in bed, and I’ll be right in after I use the bathroom.” I lead Evan to my room, and he kicks off his shoes, not bothering to further undress as he flops down on the bed. I head for the restroom, steadying my hands on the edge of the sink and letting the coldness of it reassure me. One deep breath. Evan is drunk. Tipsy at the very best. As the sober one, it’s up to me to be the responsible person and remember just why it’d be a bad idea to kiss him again. Nothing can come of it. We’re getting divorced, and sex would only complicate things.

When I walk into the bedroom again, Evan is already asleep, his head resting on the pillow as he softly snores. I let out a soft sigh. “Goodnight, Evan,” I say as I turn off the light and strip down to my boxers. Crawling into bed next to him, I think again about what Evan said earlier. He’s going to have to find a new place to live, and maybe it’s not right for me to offer he stay here, but would it be terrible to hope he moves back to Boston? I know we can’t stay married, but it’d still be nice to be closer to my best friend again. With Viola out of the picture, what other reason does he have to stay in California? All of these questions are probably better left for never.

I shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts and focus on falling asleep. Nothing is going to change tonight. Even if kissing Evan felt special. Like maybe something could’ve come of it. But how did I not know until now that Evan is bi? He’s never said anything about being with a guy. The only person I remember him telling me about in college was Viola, but maybe there’s a reason he didn’t tell me. I had a lot on my plate back then with transitioning and getting through my own classes with passing grades. I guess it doesn’t change anything now, but it’s still good to know that Evan truly sees me as a guy and doesn’t have an issue with being with a guy. He just has an issue with kissing me because it’s complicated, and I get that, but it doesn’t make things any easier.


Twelve
Evan


Pieces of last night come to me as I’m waking up. My hands on Cam’s hips. His ass grinding into me until I was so hard it was probably indecent. Our lips pressing together. I’ve fucked things up. I can’t say right now if I wish it’d never happened or if I wish I would’ve kept kissing him, but this in-between where I kissed him and then called the whole thing off is worse than either of those choices. I blink my eyes open, and fortunately, Cam’s side of the bed is empty. He’s not here to watch me over analyze last night. I stretch out, taking in that I’m still wearing last night’s clothes. I guess I didn’t see the point in undressing when we got back last night.

I follow my nose and the smell of coffee to find Cam in the kitchen. His back is to me as he shuffles around in front of the stove, cooking. I’m not sure what he’s making, but coffee is a must. “Morning,” I call out, announcing that I’m here.

“Morning. There’s coffee in the carafe for you,” he says with a vague wave of his hand in the direction of the coffee maker. I grab a mug and pour my coffee, adding cream and sugar before I lean against the counter and take a drink.

“So, you’re bi, huh?” Cam asks. “Why didn’t I know that?”

I nearly choke on my coffee. “Uh, I don’t know. It never really came up. I mean, I hooked up with guys in college, but none of it was ever serious. Dated one guy for a couple weeks. Never had a reason to tell you, I guess. It didn’t seem important in the grand scheme of things. Then I got with Vi and, well,” I shrug not really knowing what else to say.

“Okay,” Cam says, taking the news in stride. “Well, we have our appointment with the lawyer later this morning. I guess after that we can figure out a more permanent place for you. Maybe look at apartment listings or something.” He isn’t looking at me but the tone of his voice drops as he says the last part.

“Oh yeah, sorry for dropping that on you while I was drunk. I didn’t mean to make it your problem.”

Cam shrugs, grabbing plates from the cabinet. He loads the French toast he was making onto the plates and turns around to look at me. “Come on, let’s eat. Carbs make everything better. Speaking of, how are you feeling?”

“I’m fine,” I answer. I might have a slight bit of a headache, but it’s no big deal. I’ve had worse. We take our seats at the table, and I’m struggling to think of something to say. “I’m sorry I kissed you. I wasn’t thinking.”

“It’s fine,” Cam shrugs it off. “What’s a kiss between best friends, right? It’s probably more surprising that we haven’t kissed before this.” His whole attitude seems like he’s forcing himself to stay upbeat, but I don’t call him out on it.

“Right,” I answer. “I mean, technically we did kiss before. At the wedding,” I remind him.

“Yeah, that. Again, doesn’t really count. We were drunk,” Cam says with a dismissive wave of his fork.

I have to fight the urge to offer to kiss him now, just to see if it still feels as good as it did last night. Instead of saying anything, I shove a piece of French toast in my mouth. Talking about kisses is probably pointless when we’re on our way to talk to a divorce lawyer. We need to be focused on clearing up this little drunken mistake, not prolonging it. I take a drink of coffee, trying to think about something other than how gorgeous Cam looked last night in those skin-tight jeans.
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“Right, well, as unfortunate as all of this is, I’m afraid we need to wait a little longer before we can get started on the divorce. The paperwork is still processing, and you don’t even have an official wedding certificate yet,” Mrs. Aitchison tells us. “We can set everything up so that when it goes through, we’ll be ready.”

“Thank you,” Cam says. He’s led most of the conversation with the lawyer, not deterred by this little hiccup. I don’t know what to think. I’d hoped all of this would be easy to clear up and I’d be back on my way to California. Guess my trip has been extended, and I can’t find it in me to be upset that it means staying with Cam longer.

We finish up what we can, signing and agreeing to pay the fees associated with the divorce, but with the delay, it could be another week or two. “Maybe we should figure out a better sleeping arrangement for you,” Cam says. “I mean, it looks like you’re not going anywhere just yet.”

“Right,” I answer. As confusing as what’s going on with Cam is, it’s been nice the last few nights sharing a bed. I was thinking of looking at some new apartments back in California online this afternoon, but that won’t change anything here. “Maybe we can get an air mattress or something,” I suggest. There should be room in the living room for that.

“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” Cam agrees. The mood as we drive back to his apartment is stilted, like neither of us knows what to say.

When we walk in the door, I go for my bag, grabbing my laptop and heading for the couch. I pull up a webpage, doing a search for apartments in the same area I lived with Viola. Cam leans over the couch, looking over my shoulder. “Wow, are you going to be able to afford those prices on your own?” he asks.

He’s got a good point. Part of the reason I can afford the apartment I’m in was Viola paying her share of the rent. California isn’t cheap, but I doubt prices in Boston are much better. “I’ll figure it out,” I tell him.

“Sorry, I’ll let you get back to that.” Cam walks off to his office, leaving the door open slightly.

I let out a sigh. I didn’t mean to sound dismissive, but Cam has a point that I’m not ready to face. I might need to find a roommate or something. The sound of music comes drifting out of Cam’s office and for a moment, I let the soothing beat wash over me. Would it be terrible to look at Boston apartments? Just to see what options there are … but looking for a place in Boston would mean I need a new job. Can I find a position before school starts in August?

Thoughts whirl around my head, and I pull up another tab on my internet browser. I won’t know if I don’t even look. I start with a job search, looking for teaching positions available in the area. A few catch my attention and when I click the listing, I notice the pay rate. It’s slightly more than I’m making now. I’d have to jump a few hoops to get my credentials set up, but it’d be doable. It doesn’t hurt to apply. It doesn’t mean I’ll get the job. I might not even get an interview. I’m just broadening my options.

My mind made up, I fill out the application and attach my resume. That done, I look at a few other listings, filling out two more that sound promising. There, now it’s out of my hands. If I get a job in the area, I can look at apartment listings or maybe stay with Cam or my parents until I figure something out. After all, with Viola out of the picture, I might as well get a fresh start. I mostly stayed in Sacramento because of her and now, well, I’ve missed Boston.

I close the laptop, setting it on the coffee table. Cam’s been in his office the whole time I’ve been filling out applications, the music still flowing out the partially open door. I walk over, pushing the door to peek inside. Cam stands in front of an easel with a paintbrush in his hand. His entire focus is on the canvas as he paints smooth strokes. For a moment, I get caught up in watching him. The way Cam moves along with the music and his paintbrush glides across the canvas. He hasn’t even noticed I’m in the room, and I feel like I’m intruding on something private.

I knock on the door frame, and Cam turns to look at me. “It’s almost lunch. Did you wanna eat something?” I ask.

“Is it that late already?” Cam asks. “I must have gotten distracted.”

That makes two of us, I think to myself. “What are you working on?”

“Uh, nothing,” Cam says quickly. “I mean it’s uh, just something for, um, fun.”

Cam’s vague answer has my mind jumping to the conclusion it’s something sexy, but I shake that thought off. It’s fine if he doesn’t want to tell me. No big deal. Cam is allowed to have his secrets. Even if it’s something scandalous, like a painting of Ryan Reynolds naked.

“Lunch then?” he asks, changing the topic.

“Actually, maybe we can grab something while we’re out. I still need to get an air mattress,” I remind him.

“Right, let me just clean up, and we can head out.” He disappears into his room, and I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. I know it’s for the best that we have separate sleeping arrangements, but I’m also going to miss being cuddled into Cam. Even if nothing happens, it was still nice to be next to him. It felt comfortable. More than I’ve had in a while.


Thirteen
Cam


Isteady the carrot, lining it up before bringing the knife down to cut it in rounds. My hands almost move on autopilot as I listen to the running water echoing from the shower. I barely slept last night and all because my big mouth had to go and suggest Evan find somewhere else to sleep. Being alone in my bed after the past few nights with Evan felt … lonely. It’s irrational to think that I’m used to cuddling with him when it’s been a little under a week, but I don’t know what else it could be. Sure, it was nice not to wake up with morning wood, but I tossed and turned all night, trying to get comfortable without the weight of him by my side.

“Hey, Cam,” Evan says, and I turn to see him wearing nothing but a towel. There’s water dripping down his chest and part of me hears him say something about using the last of the shampoo, but my eyes have wandered to follow the droplets down Evan’s broad chest. That’s when I notice the sharp sting on my finger.

“Fuck,” I drop the knife, noticing the results of my little distraction. My thumb is bleeding all over the cutting board.

“Shit,” Evan is next to me in a moment. He grabs my hand, leading me to the sink and rinsing out the cut. He turns off the water and wraps my hand with a towel. My head spins, trying to keep up with the moment and the blood loss. I take a deep breath in and let it out. That’s when I notice the towel he wrapped around my hand is a bath towel.

“Uh, Evan, are you naked in my kitchen right now?”

“Is that what distracted you?” he asks with a laugh. “The towel was the first thing around I could grab. Are you okay?”

I unwrap the towel enough to get a better look at the cut. There’s a slice down the length of my thumb. It’ll bleed for a bit, but it looks shallow enough. Parts of it have already stopped bleeding. “I’ll be fine. There’s a first aid kit on top of the fridge.” I turn to get it at the same time as Evan and get a clear view of his ass as he reaches up. “Evan, I’ve got this. Please go get some clothes on.”

He pulls down the first aid kit, setting it on the counter and pulling out gauze, antibiotic cream, and medical tape. “Let me help.” Evan grabs my arm, unwrapping the towel and applying the cream to the cut. He works with a calm sense of urgency, cleaning and bandaging the cut. “There.” He grabs the towel, noting the blood, and holds it in front of his crotch rather than wrapping it around his waist again. “Go sit down on the couch, and let me finish this up. I’ll be right back after I get dressed.” He leads me to the living room, and I pretend I’m not watching his ass when he walks away.

Damn, I need to get it together. It’s a good thing Evan was able to take charge of the situation and the cut wasn’t too serious. I got lucky all things considered. When Evan walks into the room again, he’s wearing a full outfit, thankfully. As nice as he looks naked, I don’t think that’s going to help either of us finish dinner. He has on a pair of jean shorts and a T-shirt, which admittedly still looks good, but it’s nowhere near as distracting. “You don’t have to finish cooking. I can handle it,” I tell him as I stand up.

“Cam, even if you can manage a knife with that bandage, I’m not sure it’s the best idea. It’s fine. I can chop some vegetables. I got this. If you want to help, you can come in the kitchen and walk me through what you were planning on making. I’m guessing there’s more to dinner than chopped carrots and potatoes.” Evan grabs the knife and sets it in the sink before tossing the vegetables that got blood on them and grabbing the sponge to clean up the last of the mess. With that out of the way, he washes the knife and transfers the food to a bowl to wash the cutting board before he chops the rest of the carrots.

“There’s chicken breasts in the fridge,” I tell him. “I was planning on stuffing them with cream cheese and herbs, then sauteing the vegetables in olive oil. You sure I can’t help? I feel weird, just standing here and watching.” I lean against the counter, watching as Evan grabs the chicken and cream cheese out of the fridge.

“If you keep asking, I’m going to send you back to the living room,” he jokes.

“My husband is so mean to me,” I say with a pout. Then I realize how that sounded as Evan turns to look at me, one of his eyebrows raised in amusement. He has a half smile on his face as he takes a step closer.

“I think I can handle making us dinner, hubby.” Evan reaches over my shoulder to grab a mixing bowl for the cream cheese. Even jokingly, it sounds nice to hear. I have to remind myself that all of this isn’t real. I watch as Evan cuts up the fresh herbs, mixing them into the cream cheese before carefully cutting the chicken breasts to stuff them with the mixture. I’m decent in the kitchen, but he moves around with a skilled focus, watching each careful flick of the knife. He’s attentive in ways that I struggle with on most tasks. It’s hard to keep my mind on the task when there’s always a million thoughts running through my head.

Once the chicken is in the oven, Evan heats a pan with oil on the stove, getting it ready for the vegetables. “Can I keep you as my personal chef?” I ask.

Evan laughs, looking at me over his shoulder. “You couldn’t afford me,” he tells me with a smile. I watch him push the food around with the spatula, cooking it evenly in the pan. Before I know it, he’s pulling the chicken out of the oven, and it’s a perfect golden brown. Evan grabs a fork and cuts part of it, humming in approval to himself before he turns to me, holding up the bite. I obediently open my mouth, letting him place the chicken in my mouth. It’s warm, but not hot enough to burn. The cream cheese melts in my mouth, spreading the taste of the herbs. Mmm, I can’t help the moan that escapes my lips. Evan leans closer, and without thinking, I press my lips to his.

He doesn’t pull away. Evan parts his lips, his tongue pressing against mine. I lift my hand to set it on his hip and the fabric of his shirt shifts, my fingers grazing his bare skin. That’s when Evan pulls back. “I should, uh,” he doesn’t finish the sentence, turning around and his hand finds the knob on the stove, turning off the flame. I know what’s coming next. He already turned me down at the club. “Dinner’s ready,” Evan says, smoothly skipping over the kiss altogether. I’m not sure if it’s less painful than getting shot down again or not.

“Right, I’ll get the plates.” I try not to let my feelings show on my face as I turn and open the cabinet. We set the table, moving the food and dishes until everything is in place, and take our seats. We’re dancing around the elephant in the room, but it feels less awkward this time. “I have another game night coming up the day after tomorrow,” I tell him. It’s my attempt to switch to a safer topic and not feel like a fool. “I get it if you’d rather stay here, but you’re welcome to join me.”

“That sounds fun. It was nice last time,” Evan answers. He scoops up veggies onto his plate. “I was thinking maybe we could watch something together after dinner.”

It’s not like we haven’t already been hanging out most evenings, but we haven’t kissed and called each other hubby before. Something about this feels different. “Yeah,” I agree. “We could do that.”

As great as the food is, it’s difficult to eat with the butterflies in my stomach. I manage maybe half of what’s on my plate before I call it quits. Evan finishes his food around the same time, and we clean our spots, putting away the extra food and rinsing our plates. By silent agreement, we head for the living room and take seats side by side on the couch. Evan reaches for the remote, turning on the TV and scrolling through the streaming apps before he stops on a romantic comedy movie. He settles into the couch, slouching into the arm, and I fight the urge to lean into him.

Does it mean something that Evan put on a romance movie after we kissed? Am I reading into this too much? I can hardly focus on the screen as thoughts swim through my head. I know I’m overthinking when Evan places his hand on my leg. “Cam, relax. I can hear you thinking from over here.”

“I don’t want you to say no again,” I blurt out.

Evan wraps his arm around my shoulders, sitting up to lean into me. “I’m not saying no. Maybe I should, but I don’t think it’s that simple. I don’t know how long we can keep fighting this thing.” His face is right in front of mine by the time he finishes speaking. It’d be so easy to close the gap and kiss him again. As tempting as that is, I need to clear the air and be sure.

“What are you saying?” I ask.

“I don’t know,” he admits. “But maybe we owe it to ourselves to stop fighting this. Get it out of our systems.”

Get it out of our systems. I know he just got out of a serious relationship. Evan isn’t looking for more, and I don’t think I am either. As long as we go into this knowing it has an end date, maybe it’s not a terrible idea. “Like a friends-with-benefits thing while you’re here?” I ask. “Just until we finalize the divorce?”

“Exactly.” He licks his bottom lip and this time I don’t hold back. I lean in and press my lips to Evan’s. His arms wrap around my neck, holding me to him as we kiss.

“Do you wanna sleep in the bed tonight? I mean, not saying we have to do something, but it’s gotta be more comfortable than the air mattress.”

“Cam,” he says my name with a laugh. “Yes, I’d like that, but I’m also not against the idea of doing something if you want.” He places his hand on my thigh, edging closer to my crotch. “I want this.”


Fourteen
Evan


Cam fidgets with the hem of his shirt when we walk into the bedroom. As much as both of us want to do more, it’s clear he’s nervous and overthinking all of this. I close the gap between us and kiss him again, pressing my lips to his as I grab his shirt and pull it off over his head. I kiss Cam’s neck, making my way to his ear. “It’s totally up to you. We can just lie together and cuddle if that’s what you want.” My hands drift down to his pants, popping the button of his fly. “Or you can show me what you like.”

“I wanna get you off,” Cam says. “Can I suck you?”

I was hoping to take care of Cam, but that sounds good, too. I can always get him off afterward. I move my hands to my shorts, unbuttoning them and kicking off the fabric, leaving me in my underwear. “How do you want me?” I ask.

“On the bed, lie down.” He moves his hands to his pants, taking them off, so he’s in just his boxer briefs.

I climb on the bed, lying on my back and propping myself up on my elbows to get a better view. Cam climbs on the bed, his hands going for my underwear and pulling them down. I lift my hips to give him better access and my dick chubs up, rising to attention. Cam grins, meeting my eyes for a moment before he wraps his hand around the base of my cock, giving it a firm stroke. His tongue comes out, swirling around the tip before it dips into the slit. Fuck. Cam looks right at me as he seals his lips around the head. He wastes no time, sucking me into the wet heat of his mouth until his throat is on the head. “Damn, feel so good,” I tell him. My hands go to his head, my fingers threading through his hair. Cam bobs his head, sucking me as his tongue works the underside of my dick.

His arm moves, sliding between us, and it takes me a moment to realize why. He has his hand down his underwear, playing with himself as he sucks on me. I can’t see anything, but just knowing that he’s so turned on he can’t wait has my balls tightening. Cam moans around my dick, his mouth working me over faster. “I wanna touch you. Don’t make this all about me,” I tell him, pushing a strand of hair out of his eyes.

Cam lifts off my dick, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand before he gives me a slight nod. He pushes his underwear down. “I’m not big on penetration,” he says. “It feels good if you play with my T-dick, though.” I kiss him again, pulling Cam to lie next to me on the bed. I move my hand down, careful to avoid his hole as my fingers find the nub of his T-dick. Cam rewards me with a moan as I rub my thumb against it. There’s enough to pinch between two fingers and get a grip to jerk him off. “Hang on, need lube.” He pulls away to lean over me and open the drawer of his nightstand.

It’s only because I’m looking that I notice a decent size dildo in the drawer as he grabs the bottle of lube. Cam said he doesn’t bottom, but does that mean the dildo is for his partners? I’m too preoccupied to ask when a lubed up hand wraps around my dick. I take the bottle from him, squeezing some of the lube on my fingers before returning them to play with his T-dick. The way Cam’s face twists when I hit the right spot encourages me. “Close,” he warns. “You’re gonna make me come.”

“Not far off myself,” I tell him. My balls are tight, and all it’s gonna take is a few more strokes before I lose it.

Cam moans, his hand picking up speed as his hips thrust, looking for friction. “Shit,” he cusses as he hits his orgasm. That sends me over the edge, spilling over his fist. We lie there basking in the afterglow as we catch our breath, and Cam presses another kiss to my lips. I’m almost afraid to say anything and ruin the moment.

“Hang on, I’ll grab a washcloth to clean us up,” I tell him. A quick trip to the bathroom has me finding the cloth and wetting it before I return to Cam. He watches me as I wipe him down, cleaning his hand of my release as well. I grab the lube, returning it to the drawer and getting another look at the rest of the toys there. I lie down next to Cam and wrap my arm around him, pulling him into me. “Can I ask, if you don’t like penetration, what’s the dildo for?”

Cam bites his lower lip, fighting a laugh. “I don’t bottom usually, but sometimes I like to top if the guy I’m with is into that. If not, that’s fine too. It isn’t a deal breaker.”

I bottomed a few times back in college, but for the most part, I preferred to top. Still, I’m not against the idea of Cam topping me now that it’s on the table. “Good to know,” I say. “We should probably try to get some sleep.” I change the topic as I notice Cam’s eyes drooping. It’s already been a long day, but I’m guessing the sex on top of everything else wore him out. He cuddles into me, lying his head on my chest.

Even though we were sharing a bed and cuddling together before, it feels more intimate now. Maybe part of it is because we’re both naked. My mind drifts back to earlier in the kitchen. I didn’t mean to expose myself to him when I striped my towel off. I really wasn’t thinking of anything other than Cam’s bleeding finger. It’s only after I knew he was okay that I felt foolish for overreacting. I could’ve just as easily grabbed a kitchen towel, but if I had, we might not be here right now.

Part of me knows this is still a terrible idea, but I’m ignoring that little voice. After Cam kissed me in the kitchen, all I wanted was to keep kissing him. Maybe we’re fooling ourselves into thinking this is some easy friends-with-benefits thing, but the way things are going, it looks like I’m going to be here longer than I expected, and I don’t know if I can keep denying something we both clearly want. It was only a matter of time before we kissed again. I just hope I made the right call and that we can just have some fun and get it out of our systems.
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I wrap my arm around Cam’s waist as we get out of the car. He leans into me, his body loosening as we walk into the dinner. It’s a stark difference from the last time we were here. He leads me to the table with his friends like we’ve done this a dozen times. It doesn’t feel forced to touch him and interact like we’re a happily married couple.

The server walks up to our table, sashaying in his heels. “Hey, sweeties, I’m Henry, and I’ll be taking care of you today. Are we doing separate tabs?”

“Yup. What’s the specials for the day, Henry?” Zach asks.

“Neve has a paleo spaghetti with zucchini noodles and a side of garlic sweet potatoes. Kit has made a paleo triple berry cashew ‘cheese’ cake that’s better than it sounds,” he reads from his notebook. “It’s all dairy and processed sugar free, but it doesn’t taste like it.”

“I’ll try the cheesecake,” Aria says, butting in.

“I’ll take the meatloaf,” Neil chimes in.

“Put me down for the spaghetti,” Zach says. “And an iced tea.”

“I’ll take the French dip sandwich,” Cam says. “And a coke.”

“The chicken quesadilla,” I say, handing my menu to the server. He jots all the orders down as they’re called out, somehow managing to keep everything straight without asking anyone to repeat themselves. He slides his pen behind his ear, tucking the notebook in his apron before he saunters off to put in the order.

“Where did we leave off last week?” Neil asks, grabbing his character sheet to glance at his stats.

“We found a tavern,” Aria says. “Along the way to the Elven city of Ilia.”

Zach nods and begins the game. “While in the main room, you hear a man boasting about how he barely made it out alive. He says a landslide made the road ahead impassable. He seems to be searching for a party to travel across the mountain pass, but it will be a more difficult journey than the main road.”

“Seems to be the only way to get to Ilia. I guess we’re taking the mountain pass,” Aria says.

“Should we question this guy first?” Neil asks. “What if it’s a trap? Has anyone else come through the main road recently?”

They’re still debating the best option when Henry returns with our food. His arms are loaded up with plates, and he calls out, “Who had the meatloaf?”

We pause the game as plates are passed out and papers are rearranged to make room for the food.

“Oh, before I forget, I won’t be here for game night next week,” Aria says. “I have plans. I’m going to see my cousin’s play. She’s in a production of Sweeney Todd.”

My gaze whips to Aria. “Your cousin?” I ask.

“Yeah, she sent me a picture from dress rehearsals. She’s playing Mrs. Lovett.” Aria pulls out her phone, scrolling until she finds the picture she’s looking for and turns the screen to show me. Sure enough, even with the makeup, it’s clearly Viola. I guess that explains how Vi found out. She must have seen the picture Aria snapped of us together at the last game night. “Wait, are you that Evan?” she asks, now seeming to get the connection. “Vi’s fiancé?”

Cam goes quiet beside me, looking at Aria’s phone. Suddenly, the whole table is looking at me. “Uh, I was,” I answer. “Before Cam and I …”

“Wait, you were engaged to somebody else when the two of you got married in Vegas?” Neil puts the dots together.

“Technically, yeah,” Cam answers.

“So it wasn’t planned?” Aria asks. “Are you two even really together?”

“Arie, dial it back. None of our business,” Zach interrupts. “You don’t have to answer that,” he says to us. “Let’s just get back to the game.” Zach takes over launching into his DM spiel, and even though the group goes along with it, it’s not that easy to just stop thinking about everything.

Cam places his hand on my thigh, and I turn to look at him. He leans in and places a quick kiss on my lips. I let out a sigh when our lips part. Things have gotten way more complicated since Vi found out and broke up with me, but I don’t regret what I’m doing with Cam. I lay my hand over his and give it a squeeze. Whatever happens, we’ll figure it out together.


Fifteen
Cam


Idip my brush in the paint, careful not to take too much. Looking at the canvas has me remembering the calm look on Evan’s face while he sleeps. It’s not great that he already caught me painting him, but I can’t bring myself to stop. If all of this is temporary, I want something to remember him by. Something I can look at and tell myself it was real. I got the idea after watching him sprawled out on my bed that morning, but the painting has changed since then. At first, I was going to paint him in his underwear like he was that day, but now the image of his bare ass is immortalized on the canvas.

Maybe it’s already over, and I’m just fooling myself. We haven’t talked about what happened at the diner the other night, but he’s still kissing me. He still goes out of his way to touch my hand or wrap his arm around my waist. He said something about expecting an important call this morning, and I gave him space, retreating to my studio to work on his painting. I don’t know what I’ll do with it when I’m done. I can’t sell it, but where am I going to hang the picture of a naked man? I’m sure it’ll be a great conversation starter, I think to myself with a laugh.

I have other projects I should be working on, of course, but this is the one calling out for my attention. The sheet wraps around Evan’s body, doing a better job of accentuating the curves of his butt than covering it. Speaking of, I wonder if Evan would let me top him. He didn’t seem entirely against the idea, or maybe that was just wishful thinking on my part.

I can hear Evan’s voice in the other room. Bits and pieces of his conversation catch my attention over the noise of my music. I try to ignore it and give him his privacy, but I can’t entirely tune him out. “That sounds great. I’d love to meet up with you and go over the offer.”

He didn’t say what the phone call was about, but I’m guessing he might have found a new apartment. It was only a matter of time, but I thought he was holding off on looking until we finalized the divorce. I grab my phone, turning up my music in a feeble attempt to drown him out. But the thought is already planted in my head. Sooner or later, Evan is going to pick up and leave. All of this is temporary. Just until the divorce. Once we have the paperwork in order, we’ll head back to the lawyer’s office and make everything official, then Evan won’t be my husband anymore.

A knock catches my attention, and I turn to see the door still closed. At least he didn’t come in and see me painting him. “Hey Cam,” Evan calls through the door. I pause my music, wiping my hands on my jeans before I make my way across the room and open the door. “We have company,” he says with a tight grin. “Ash is here.”

Great. There has to be a reason she’s showing up.

“I brought beer,” she calls from the other room. This visit is looking up already. At least I’ll get a drink out of it.

“Let me clean up. I’ll be right out.” I press a quick kiss to Evan’s cheek, hoping it’ll reassure him. He turns, leaving me to tidy up and safely put the painting away to dry away from prying eyes. I take a deep breath, trying to prepare myself for whatever mischief Ash has planned. Knowing her, there’s more to this little surprise visit. Evan already has a beer in hand when I walk out to the living room.

“Cam,” Ash starts taking a drink of her own beer before she pulls me in for a hug.

“To what do we owe the pleasure?” I ask.

She bites her lip, looking at the floor. “Look, don’t be mad. I was having lunch with Pat, and he mentioned you two coming over for dinner the other night. I assumed your secret was out of the bag.”

“Patrick knows?” Evan asks, raising a hand to his forehead to rub his temples. “What about Mom and Dad? Did you tell them too?”

“Hey, it’s not like I did any of this on purpose,” Ash says, crossing her arms at her chest. “If you don’t want people to know, you really shouldn’t have posted it on Insta to begin with. Besides, what’s the big deal? You got drunk and made a little mistake. It’s not like it means anything.”

That hits harder than expected, even if I knew it was always the plan that we’d get a divorce and move on. “Do they know?” I ask again, noting how she avoided the question.

Ash shrugs her shoulders and takes a drink of her beer. “I don’t know. I mean, I didn’t say anything, but now that Pat knows, I can’t be sure if he’ll keep his mouth shut.”

Evan’s phone rings and all of us go silent for a moment as he pulls it out. From where I’m standing I can read the caller ID that says Dad. “Hey, Dad,” he answers the call, somehow keeping his calm. It’s more than I think I’d manage in his spot. I can’t hear the other end of the conversation, but I can see the way he winces. “Sorry, yeah, I know we should have said something while we were there. It was just kind of a last minute thing.”

“Sorry,” Ash mouths in Evan’s direction. I know she feels bad, but my gut is twisting for a whole other reason. It was one thing for my friends to find out we got married, but it’s a bigger deal for Evan’s family to know. They were planning on going to his wedding to Vi, and as much as I already feel like a part of the family, this is bound to change things.

“I can explain. No, it’s not joke, we’re actually married. We’re still figuring things out,” Evan says. “We’ll meet up and talk another time. I gotta go, Dad, Cam just made dinner.” With that lie, he hangs up the phone and shoots a disapproving glance at his sister.

“You could’ve just told them you’re working on getting a divorce,” Ash says.

Evan looks at me as he slides his phone into his pocket. “We’re not. Well, not yet anyway.”

That’s news to me, but I try not to let it show on my face while my heart beats faster.

“You’re staying married?” she asks, one eyebrow raising as she looks from Evan to me.

“Yup,” Evan wraps his arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer to him. “What would Mom and Dad think if right after finding out we got married, they hear we’re getting a divorce? There’s no rush. Viola and I are over, anyway.”

“Then you two aren’t?” She waves her finger in front of her face, pointing to me then Evan and back again.

“Oh, we’re totally banging,” I say dryly, unable to help myself. Ash laughs, and I guess my sarcastic answer is overlooked for the moment. Still, I don’t miss the way Evan’s grip tightens on my shoulder.

“You had me going for a moment there,” Ash says. She tilts her beer bottle up, finishing the last bit. “So, now that the cat’s out of the bag, I guess I don’t have to worry about saying the wrong thing. Did you want to watch a movie and we can finish off the rest of this six pack?”

What I want is for Ash to leave so I can talk to my husband, but it looks like Ash isn’t planning on sobering up just yet.

“Sure,” Evan says, grabbing the remote and turning on an action flick as he takes a seat on the couch and grabs his second beer. Ash takes the other end of the couch, leaving me to sit in the middle between them. I drink my beer slower, trying to keep some of my wits about me as I think about what this means.

Evan said he wasn’t in any rush to get divorced, but how long can he really stay here with me? Eventually he’ll have to go back to his job in California, right? I can’t expect this to last past the summer at most. Wasn’t he just looking at apartments to move out? I guess that’s a problem for future Cam. On the other hand, we said the fooling around would end with the divorce, and it looks like that deadline just got an extension. Is it wrong to be excited that I might get to have a little longer with Evan in my bed?

As the movie goes on, I find myself leaning closer to Evan. He shifts, placing his arm out along the back of the couch and letting me cuddle further into his side. With Ashley on my other side, I’m mindful to keep my hands from going more interesting places, but she doesn’t even seem to notice. Her eyes are glued to the screen. By the end of the movie, we’ve mostly sobered up, and Ash yawns, stretching her arms up above her head. “Well, it’s been real, boys. I should probably get going,” she tells us.

I wait until the door closes behind her to turn my attention to Evan. “We’re staying married?” I ask.

“Yeah, sorry for just blurting that out. I should’ve asked you first,” he says sheepishly.

I take a step closer, wrapping my arms around Evan’s neck and pulling his face closer. “Don’t be sorry. Like you said, there’s no rush in getting the divorce. We can always figure that out later.” I finish my words by pulling Evan in for a kiss. He melts into it, opening his mouth for me. The divorce is future Cam and Evan’s problem. Right now, I’m not going to worry about it. “You wanna take this to the bed?” I ask when our lips part again. Evan’s hands go to my thighs, lifting me to wrap my legs around him. I cling to him tighter and laugh. “What are you doing?”

“Taking my husband to bed,” he tells me with a grin.


Sixteen
Evan


“Well, Mr. Moore, it’s great to have you here. I admit I was a little surprised to see an applicant with California teaching credentials. Can I ask, assuming you do get the position, we’d expect you to get everything in order to teach here. Do you see that being an issue?”

“Not at all,” I assure her. “I just moved back to the area, and I’m looking forward to a change of pace.”

“Good answer.” Mrs. Young stands up from her desk, and I follow her lead by standing as well. “We’re looking to fill the position in the next week or two. I have a few other interviews lined up, but off the record, you’re definitely in the running.” She opens the door, leading me out of the office. When I’m alone in Cam’s car, I let out a heavy breath. Her words echo in my head, and all of this feels more real. Like I better give Cam a better explanation of why I needed to borrow his car to “run errands.”

It’s only been a week since my family found out about our marriage, and I didn’t want to rock the boat by telling Cam I’m considering staying in Boston. I don’t want him to think I’m doing it just to stay with him. I need this to be my idea. Moving home again has more to do with breaking up with Viola and not feeling like California is home anymore. I know I can’t just move in with Cam and play house forever. I’ll have to get an apartment or something, but all of that can wait.

Sleeping in Cam’s bed at night, feeling his naked body pressed against mine, has my mind going places it shouldn’t. I know we agreed to put off the divorce, but for how long? Do we ride this out and wait for the sex to go stale? Or do we pick a date and stick to it? Either way, I need to tell him about the job interview.

I park the car in Cam’s driveway and head inside. The man in question is standing at his terrarium, feeding his turtle as he talks to him. “Hey, honey,” I say, walking over to the pair of them. I wrap my arms around Cam’s waist as I embrace his back.

“Mmm,” Cam sighs, relaxing his body into me. “You get everything done that you needed to do?”

“Yup, and I was thinking. I need to get the rest of my stuff out of the apartment, but after that, I think I’m moving back. To Boston, I mean.”

Cam turns around in my arms, his eyes wide as he presses a quick kiss to my lips. “You mean it? But what about your job?”

“I had an interview for a new job, and I applied for a couple of others. This isn’t a sudden decision. I’ve been thinking about it for a while. There’s nothing left for me there, and I’m not expecting you to just let me move in. I’ll find an apartment or something, maybe stay with my parents for a bit if I need to.”

“Evan, don’t be silly. Of course you can stay here. Besides, I think your parents would find it odd if you weren’t living with your husband,” he teases. “We can clear out a spot in the studio for your stuff and a bed if you don’t want to keep sleeping in my bed.”

“No, I didn’t mean it like that,” I quickly backpedal. “Nothing has to change. I’m just thinking ahead about what happens after …”

Cam bites his lip. “Ah, well, we can figure that out later. As long as we want to keep doing this and staying married, I don’t see the point of worrying about that.”

His answer is total Cam. Even since I’ve known him, he’s always been the type to jump first and ask questions later. I love that impulsive quality about him, even if it sometimes gets us in trouble. “Okay,” I agree. Cam grins and presses a kiss to my lips. I tighten my grip on his hips, pulling him into me as I slide my tongue into his mouth. A moan escapes Cam’s lips as he grinds his hips forward to meet mine. My dick hits against the silicone of his packer, and it has me thinking about the toy in his nightstand. That’s a thought for another time, but there are other things we can do right now.

I drop to my knees and unbutton Cam’s pants. He looks down at me, threading his fingers through my hair as I press kisses along his hipbone, working my lips over his underwear to trace the outline of his packer. The silicone has the shape of a limp cock and even though it isn’t attached to Cam, that doesn’t stop me from pulling out the shaft of the toy and wrapping my lips around it. I look up at Cam, meeting his eyes as I suck the head of it into my mouth. It’s not the same as sucking on a warm real dick, but the lust-blown look in Cam’s eyes has me picking up speed as I bob on it. My own dick is standing at attention, pushing out my pants. I slide the waistband of Cam’s underwear down, using my thumb to rub his T-dick for a moment before I lean closer and press a kiss to it. There isn’t as much to suck on, but I wrap my lips around the nub and flick it with my tongue. Cam cries out, biting his lip as his hands go to the table behind him to catch his balance.

“Fuck yeah. You’re so hot sucking my cock,” he tells me. “Damn, Evan.” His words spur me on. I suck on his T-dick, swirling my tongue around it. The taste of his juices hits my tongue as his T-dick hardens. I work him over with my tongue and lips, sucking on Cam’s T-dick until his knees go wobbly and he’s struggling to stand up. I slide my hand to his ass, grabbing hold to support his weight as Cam moans and his body tightens, his T-dick pulsing against my tongue as he shakes and hits his orgasm. I lick my lips as I pull away and stand up. Cam grabs my wrist, pulling me in for a kiss. He’s breathing heavily when our lips part. His hand goes for my pants, fumbling with the button and unfastening my fly. He adjusts his underwear, tucking everything back into place before he pauses. “Maybe we should move this to a better spot.”

“Couch?” I ask.

Cam shrugs, walking over to the couch and taking a seat. His hands go to my hips when I get close enough, stopping me from sitting next to him. Instead, he pulls me to stand between his legs and pushes my pants and underwear down, leaving my dick hanging in front of his face. Cam wraps his hand around the base of my shaft and seals his lips around the head. His other hand goes around to grab my ass, pulling me into his head. With a teasing lick to the head of my cock, Cam pulls off and looks up at me. “I want you to fuck my face.”

Damn. How do I say no to that? I thread my fingers into Cam’s hair, cupping the back of his head. He moves along with me, letting me pull his head forward to swallow the length of my dick. After the first slow thrust, I roll my hips, picking up a rhythm. He moans around my dick, his tongue working the underside along with my motions. I’m already painfully close. It’s taking all of my effort not to thrust faster and use his throat to get myself off. I want this to last a little longer. I want to enjoy the trust Cam has in me to do this without hurting him. Most of all, I want to show him he’s more than just a quick fuck to get my rocks off.

Cam’s hands go to my ass, grabbing the cheeks when I thrust deeper. His fingertips pull at my crease, one of them brushing against my hole. That’s what pushes me over. My balls tighten, and with one more thrust, I come down Cam’s throat. He pulls away, and I collapse onto the couch next to him. I wrap my arm around his shoulder, pulling him into me to cuddle, not even caring that my pants and underwear are still around my thighs. I just need a moment to catch my breath and bask in the afterglow before returning to reality.

Telling Cam about my decision to move went better than I expected. I figured he’d like the idea, but I didn’t think it’d lead to us fooling around in the living room. My phone chimes, and I pull it out of my pocket, but a glance at the notification has me sighing. I adjust everything into place before opening the message.

Mom

Can we at least talk about it? 



I’ve been avoiding the topic since she found out about the wedding. We didn’t plan on getting married to begin with, but the idea of doing a reception and inviting all of our friends and family to wish us congratulations feels like a lie. Cam glances over my shoulder at the phone. “Talk about what?” he asks.

“Mom wants to throw us a wedding reception,” I explain. “You know, since no one got to be at the wedding. She’s a little upset that she missed out on being there, and I think this is her way of fixing that.”

“A wedding reception?” he asks. “Would a party really be that bad? I mean, we’re planning on staying married, for now anyway, so it isn’t technically a lie.”

“I guess you have a point. Besides, it’s more for my mom. I know she was looking forward to being there for the wedding with me being the first kid to get married. As long as you’re up for it.” I leave it out there for Cam to have the final say. It might be my family pushing for the reception, but I don’t want to do anything to make him uncomfortable.

“I’m in,” he tells me. “But right now, maybe we can figure out dinner. My tummy is growly.”

I laugh, setting my hand on top of Cam’s stomach. “I think we can fix that. How about I call a pizza place and we get delivery?”

“Ooh, yeah. I want Hawaiian.”

“Sure, I’ll get your pineapple pizza, but I’m getting a meat lovers too.”

“There’s a joke in there somewhere,” he tells me with a smirk.

I press a kiss to his lips. “Your meat is more than enough for me.”


Seventeen
Cam


Iknow it’s important for Evan to leave so he can get the rest of his things and drive his car out here, but the thought of being away from him for a whole week is setting in. “You sure you can’t just buy new stuff?” I ask, and Evan laughs.

He turns to look at me, leaving his half-packed suitcase on the bed as he walks over. “Yes, I’m sure. It’s not that long. Most of the time I’ll be gone is going to be spent driving back, but I’ll need my car when I start my new job.”

I know realistically that he’s right, but I wrap my arms around Evan’s neck, pulling him in for a kiss. “Fine,” I grumble. “Go if you have to.”

“I’ll be back before you know it,” he tries to reassure me. “And we can call. You can talk dirty to me when I stop at hotels for the night.” Evan’s lip lifts into a grin, and I know he’s teasing me.

“Don’t think I won’t. Just because you’re gone doesn’t mean we can’t still have fun.”

Evan shakes his head at me, but he doesn’t say no. “I need to finish packing. Oh, and don’t forget, you’re meeting with my mom for lunch tomorrow to go over the details for the reception.”

“Already have a reminder in my phone,” I assure him.

Evan closes his suitcase, and I’m fighting the urge to push him down onto the bed and make him late for his plane. “We should get going.”

Right. When Evan walks past me, I adjust my packer, shifting it so it isn’t pressing against my T-dick quite as much. He loads his suitcase into the trunk of my car, and we climb in to head for the airport. “You sure you don’t want me to park and wait with you?” I ask when we arrive, even though we’ve already had this conversation.

“I’ll be fine,” Evan says. “Besides, don’t you have a commission you’re working on?”

“Ugh, fine,” I grumble. “Call me when you get there and let me know how the flight went.” I pull into the loading zone, pausing long enough for Evan to get out and grab his things. He walks over to my door, motioning for me to roll down my window, then he leans in and presses a kiss to my lips.

“I’ll miss you. Good luck with my mom tomorrow. Don’t agree to anything too extravagant.”

“I’ll be fine. Have a safe flight. I’ll miss you too.”

Evan waves as he walks away, and I put the car in gear, and make myself pull out of the loading lane. Evan’s right that I have a commission to work on, but I can’t see myself working alone at home right now. Being there without Evan is too distracting. I need to be around people. I stop at home long enough to grab my tablet and what I need, then get back in the car and make my way to Randy’s diner.

“Just you today?” Iris asks when I walk in. With a nod, I follow her to a two-top, and Iris hands me a menu. “Do you know what you want to drink?”

“Coffee,” I answer automatically. I need a jolt of energy to get me out of the funk I’m in. Sure, Evan’s only leaving so he can grab his things and head back out here, but what if he changes his mind? What if while packing his things up he realizes how crazy it is to move across the country and stay married to me? It’s not like we’re planning to stay married forever. All of this is temporary.

Iris returns to the table, setting down my coffee, and pulls out her notebook. “Are you ready to order, hun?”

“Sorry, I need a few more minutes,” I answer. I need to snap out of my doom spiral and focus, but she nods, not bothered by the delay.

“Sure thing.” Iris tucks her notebook back into place and walks off to help another table.

My eyes go to the menu, and I make myself read it over, even though it hasn’t changed. It’s more of a distraction to force my mind off of Evan. As it is, I barely even feel hungry. When she stops by the table again, I mumble out a request for a tuna melt. Iris nods, leaving me alone again, and I pull out my tablet. I have the base sketch down, but the piece has a way to go before it looks decent. Right now, it looks more like a stick figure in the rough pose for the final piece. It’ll serve as a guideline as I add in the details and finer points.

I’m still thinking about Evan as my stylus drifts over the tablet. I have to believe that it’s all going to work out or I’ll drive myself crazy. At some point Iris stops by the table again, setting my food next to me but not interrupting as she glances at the tablet. I’m drinking my coffee as I work and taking the occasional bite of my food. With the chatter of the diner, I’m able to relax and just throw myself into the piece without letting my mind wander.

“Shit.” I bite my lip as I realize my mistake. At some point, I stopped thinking about the character I was supposed to be drawing and focused on Evan. The picture looks remarkably like him. I’m going to have to go back and rework it now to fix the piece. Maybe it’s a sign that I shouldn’t be working right now. Sighing out of defeat, I pack up my tablet and take another drink of my coffee, finishing what’s left in the cup. I wave Iris over and ask for the check and a to-go box. I barely finished half the sandwich.

Sure, I could stay here and try to distract myself further, but that hasn’t worked out great to begin with. I might as well head back to my apartment. Maybe work on the painting of Evan some more since I can’t get him out of my head. It’s coming along quite nicely, but it’s at the point where it’s no longer possible to deny it’s a picture of Evan. I’ve been avoiding it because I didn’t want him to walk in while I was working on it and see himself on the canvas.

I put my half-eaten sandwich in the fridge when I get home and glance over at Donnie, but that only reminds me of Evan. The way he dropped to his knees and blew me was extremely hot. It’s hard to believe that was only a few days ago. I bite my lip, trying my best to turn my thoughts to something safer. It won’t do me any good to think about how Evan looked when he had his mouth full with my packer. Maybe I should focus on the meeting with his mom.

She’s always been welcoming and accepting since we first became friends. Even when my own mom wasn’t the most understanding, Evan’s mom always did her best to gender me correctly. I’m not worried about what she thinks about Evan and me getting married. I’m more worried about disappointing her when she finds out all of this was a drunken mistake.
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I wipe my hands on my pants as I walk in the door. It was my idea that we meet up at Randy’s to go over reception plans, but now I’m wondering if I should have picked somewhere else. Being here runs the risk that we’ll see other friends of mine that frequent the place. I’m about to turn around, thinking we can call this off or go somewhere else, when I notice Evan’s mom already sitting at a table with a glass of water. She looks my way and waves. Guess I’m not escaping this meeting that easily. I make my way over to her table, but before I can sit down, Tanya stands up and pulls me in for a hug. I awkwardly wrap my arms around her, telling myself this isn’t any different from normal. I’ve practically been part of the family for years.

“I still can’t believe you two got married,” she says as we sit down. “Last we heard, Evan was all set to marry Viola and then we hear he’s already married to you. We always thought of you as another son, but this came as some surprise.”

Yeah, to you and me both. “It was kind of a last minute thing,” I admit. “We just decided to do it while we were in Vegas.”

“I didn’t even know you two had those kind of feelings for each other. But I always wondered.” She winks like she’s letting me in on some sort of secret.

I don’t know what to say in response. My eyes dart around the room until I notice a server walking our way. Perfect timing. “Can I get you anything to drink?” Henry asks as he slides a menu in my direction.

“I’ll have tea,” I tell him.

Henry nods and leaves us alone to look over our menus. My temporary distraction is gone along with him. Tanya sets her eyes on me, and I keep my gaze on the menu even though it hasn’t changed since I was here yesterday. “I was thinking we could do the reception at our house. Keep it small, just family and a few friends. With the short notice, we can’t expect too many people to show up.” She looks at me like she blames me for the sudden marriage, but Tanya doesn’t seem upset.

“Keeping it small is fine with us,” I say.

“Cam,” Tanya reaches out, placing her hand on top of mine. “I just want to say, I know this is sudden, but we’re happy it’s you. You and Evan have always been such great friends, and it’s clear how much he cares for you. I’m not sure what happened with Viola, but we’re thrilled to officially be able to call you our son.”

I fight the urge to wipe my eyes. From the stinging burn, I know there are tears forming. “Thank you,” I answer, but all I can think about is how much we’ve fucked up. When Evan and I divorce, I’m going to lose the only real family I have.


Eighteen
Evan


Stepping into my apartment alone feels off. I’ve spent the better part of the last two weeks with Cam at my side, and now, being here, I’m looking over my shoulder expecting Vi to jump out of the woodwork. I shake off the thought and set the pile of boxes down that I bought on the way back. It doesn’t make sense to take any of the furniture that we bought together, and besides, Vi was the one who picked it all out. I pull out my phone, connecting it to the bluetooth speaker and playing music. I need something to drown out my thoughts.

I move around the apartment on autopilot, collecting my things and loading them into box after box. At some point, it sets in how final this is. Sure, I already decided to move back to Boston regardless if I get that job, but now it feels real. I’m singing along with the music, and it feels like a weight is lifting from my shoulders. I’m looking forward to the move and working somewhere new. I’m looking forward to living with Cam.

I already called him when the plane touched down, but it was mostly a short conversation to let him know I’m okay. We made plans for me to call him again when I’ve packed the last of my things and started driving back. I’ve filled a few boxes when my stomach grumbles, reminding me how long it’s been since I last ate. I pull the fridge open, hoping there’s something quick I can make inside, but it’s mostly bare. I find a TV dinner in the freezer and pull it out. It’ll have to do for now. While it’s cooking in the microwave, I’m running over a list of the rooms and thinking where I should go next. It was easy enough to clear my things from the living room, and there’s barely anything in the kitchen that’s just mine. The part that will take the longest is the bedroom. My bookshelf is full, stacked with not only the books I enjoy teaching but also books I’ve enjoyed reading. It’s probably the most possessions I have in the apartment. I decide to hit the bedroom last. It’ll feel like a bigger accomplishment to knock out the other rooms first, and I can then give the bedroom my attention.

My mind made up, I grab my tray from the microwave and take it to the living room to eat. My head bobs along to the music as I eat. The worst part about all of this is after I get everything packed up, I’ll still have to drive back to Boston. I’m not looking forward to the long hours of driving it’ll take. Still, the drive might be nice. It’s been a long time since I’ve done a road trip, but part of me wishes Cam had come with me. It would’ve been more fun with him by my side, especially at night when we stopped at hotels.

I finish the other rooms easily, leaving me with the bedroom. The books stack neatly in the boxes, but I have to be careful not to pack them too full and make the boxes too heavy. I take breaks between books, packing away my clothes and other things. I open the nightstand drawer, then pause. My drawer isn’t as interesting as Cam’s. It mostly holds condoms and lube, but there’s also a butt plug I’d nearly forgotten. I grab it, adding it to the pile of things on the bed to keep with me in the front of the car. It might come in handy for plans I have later.

By the end of the day, I’ve made a decent dent in packing away my things. I didn’t realize I had as much stuff as I do, but I guess it adds up. I might as well sleep here tonight, and I can head out first thing tomorrow after I pack up the last couple of things. I strip down to my underwear and lie down on the bed, turning on the TV and letting it play in the background as I send a text to Cam.

Cam

Calling it a night. I’ll finish packing the rest tomorrow.




Thanks for letting me know. Sweet dreams. I’ll miss having you in my bed.



I toy with the idea of sending him a sext, but in the end I chicken out. It was one thing to joke about it, but I’m not sure about the reality. Cam might be up for fooling around with me, but that doesn’t mean he’d want to do things over the phone. Besides, at this point, it feels like it’d be more forced. I’m not really in the mood, but I could get it up if I tried. For tonight, it doesn’t feel worth the effort.

Cam

I’ll miss you too.




My eyes focus on the TV, watching the show until my eyelids grow heavy and I fall asleep.
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I load the last box into the car and do another sweep of the apartment, checking to see if I missed anything. I’ve been mulling over the idea of texting Viola to tell her I got my things and ask what she wants me to do with my key. With how unresponsive she was to my other messages, I don’t know that she’ll even bother to answer me, but I guess it doesn’t hurt to try.

Viola

I packed up my stuff from the apartment. I’m leaving now. What do you want me to do with my key?




I don’t expect an immediate response, so I’m not surprised when the phone stays silent. I switch over to my text thread with Cam, letting him know I’m leaving, and he sends back a quick thumbs-up. Guess there’s nothing left to do but to head out. I climb into the car and start the engine. I’m in no rush, knowing the trip will take days. Driving along the highway, I hear a message chime on my phone, but I can’t stop to check it. It’ll have to wait until I pull into the next rest area.

I turn the knob for the radio, raising the volume as I sing along. Despite leaving the apartment and basically starting over in Boston, I’m feeling excited. I’m looking forward to getting home to Cam. And fuck, when did Cam’s apartment become home? He’s always been my best friend, but I didn’t realize how much I missed him until the last couple of weeks we spent together. We spent nearly every moment together by each other’s side, and it felt right. I can’t wait to see him and kiss him again. Maybe it’s not a terrible idea for us to push back the divorce. In fact, maybe we should have a real talk about trying this thing out for real. I think we were only kidding ourselves to think we could fool around without feelings getting involved. I’ve loved Cam for years, and sure, maybe it was platonic, but it’s easy to see how those lines have blurred now that we’re having sex.

I take the next exit, pulling off the highway to a convenience store. When I pull out my phone, I notice the text message and bite my lip.

Viola

I’m doing a show in Sacramento tonight. Any chance you can meet me and hand off the key?



Technically, I’ll be passing by that way as I drive. It wouldn’t be a hassle to stop and meet up with her, but do I want to do this in person? Maybe I could mail her the key. No, that’d be silly. My thumb moves over the phone, writing a message back.

Viola

I should be in town in a couple of hours. I’ll text when I get closer. 




My heart beats faster in my chest at the thought of talking with Vi, but at the same time I think this will be a good thing. She can ignore my messages and refuse to talk to me over the phone, but in person, it’ll be easier to tell my side of the story. Part of me wonders why it still matters, but I want her to know I didn’t cheat on her with Cam. I guess it doesn’t change things, though. It’s not like I’m interested in getting back together with Vi.

The music on the radio drowns out my thoughts as I pull onto the highway again. I stopped in the store for some snacks and caffeine, but this change of plans has me altering my direction slightly to meet up with Viola. Still, the drive seems to stretch out before me like the long road I’m on. My phone rings and I can see the caller ID with Cam’s name. I hit the speakerphone button, taking the call. “Hey, what’s up?”

“Just checking in to see how things are going,” he says.

“Good. I’m meeting up with Vi to give her the key, then I’ll keep driving until it gets late.”

Cam goes quiet, and I wonder if I said something wrong. “You’re meeting up with Viola?” he finally says.

“Yeah, she’s a couple of towns over, so I’m driving out to meet her. Just to hand off the key.”

“Okay. You’ll call me when you stop for the night?” he asks.

“I’ll call,” I answer. “Can’t wait to see you again.”

“Me too.” We end the call, and I notice how tight my chest is. It’s crazy to think how much has changed in the past couple of weeks. It doesn’t feel like we’re rushing into things, but now that I’m thinking about it, I can see why he might be concerned about me meeting up with my ex. I wish I could tell him he has nothing to worry about, but I don’t think Cam would believe it. He’s a worrier by nature, and the best thing I can do is keep driving and get back to him.

When the sign tells me I’m entering Sacramento, I pull off to a rest stop. I’m not sure where Vi wants to meet up, so I send her a text message.

Viola

We go on stage in twenty minutes. It’ll have to wait until after the show. 



Can I meet you at the theater? Where is it?




The sooner I can meet up with her and get this done with, the better. It’s bad enough I’m losing time I could be driving. She texts back the name of the theater, and I copy it into a Google search. It’s nearby, the drive only taking a few minutes before I’m pulling into a parking spot. On a whim, I walk up to the theater and get in line with the other people for a ticket. If I have to wait to give her the key, I might as well watch the show.

The house is packed as I take my seat, but I have a decent view of the stage. The lights go dim as the play starts, and I’m glad Vi made me watch musicals with her. I can follow along with the play from seeing the Johnny Depp version. When Viola steps on stage as Ms. Lovett, I recognize her immediately. She doesn’t look nervous at all as she launches into song, singing about the worst pies in London. The way she throws her whole self into the role reminds me of why I fell for her in the first place.

Watching her act at college and seeing her on the stage now, I can see how much she’s improved since then, but there’s still her same passion for acting. I fell in love with that passion, but I don’t think she ever loved me as much as she loves this. Being on stage is her calling, and I don’t blame her for canceling the wedding. When it came down to it, we had different priorities, and this breakup was just waiting to happen. I think it’s for the best that it ended up the way it did.


Nineteen
Cam


“How did it go? Was it terrible?” I ask as I pick up the call.

“Hello to you too, Cam. It went fine,” Evan tells me with a chuckle. “We talked for a while, and I gave her the key. I told her about how we were drunk when we got married. I’m not sure if she believed me, but I don’t really care.”

“What do you mean?”

“Things between me and Vi weren’t great to begin with. I think both of us knew it, but we still got engaged thinking that would fix it. In the end, it was the right thing for both of us that she got the part and called off the wedding. She’s happy doing her own thing, and it lets us both off the hook. When she found out about us getting married, it was a convenient excuse for her to break up with me and call the whole thing off for good. She was a little hurt, but I think part of her was relieved to have a reason to break up with me.”

Listening to Evan ramble on, I’m not sure if he’s trying to reassure me or himself. “That’s good, I guess,” I tell him. I don’t really know what else to say. Sure, I’m glad he didn’t get back together with his ex, but my mind is distracted by the envelope still sitting on my dining room table. The wedding certificate finally showed up, and I can’t even bring myself to open it. I know that we agreed to hold off on the divorce now that his family found out, but all of this still feels temporary.

“I can’t wait to see you again. Did you get everything sorted out with Mom about the reception?”

“Yeah, we’re all set. It should be a few days after you get back. I convinced her to just do something small at her house, but she’s insisting on a cake.” The whole thing still feels over the top to me, but I guess if it makes her happy, it’s worth it. Tanya’s been like a second mom to me and even if our scam marriage isn’t real, there’s no harm in celebrating it for her sake.

“Sounds good. At least I’ll get a day or two to recover from the drive.” A noise like rustling sheets comes over the phone, and I bite my lip, thinking of Evan alone in a hotel bed. Sleeping alone the past night has me wishing he were in my bed next to me.

“I should probably let you get some sleep. Can’t have you falling asleep at the wheel tomorrow,” I tell him.

Evan hums, but he doesn’t hang up just yet. “Hey, Cam, I was thinking. I can’t wait to see you again. Maybe when I get back you can show me that toy of yours and fuck me?”

“Seriously?” I ask. When Evan first found my strap on, I didn’t think much of it, but I didn’t think he’d be interested either. “I’d like that.” But now he’s getting me worked up.

“I’m looking forward to it, but like you said, it’s getting late. I’ll call you tomorrow?”

“Sure. I’ve got my gaming group, but I should be home by the time you call.” We say our goodbyes and hang up. Lying in my bed in nothing but my underwear, it’s harder to ignore the way my body is throbbing. It’s a combination of missing Evan and the thought he’s put in my head of fucking him. So far, Evan has been leading our sexual encounters and I’m not sure exactly how it’ll all work out, but I’m willing to give it a try. My hand drifts down, pushing the waistband of my underwear out of the way to get to my T-dick. I hold it between my thumb and first finger, giving it a light stroke. I’m already hard at the idea. My T-dick pulses along with my movements as I imagine thrusting into Evan’s body. My T-dick might not be big enough for penetrative sex, but with the strap and the vibrating bullet stimulating my T-dick, it’s enough to feel similar.

In any case, it’s enough for me. Though now I’m eagerly awaiting Evan’s homecoming for a whole different reason. My body tightens as my orgasm hits, and for a moment I let myself forget there’s an end date on all of this and just enjoy it for what it is.
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“No Evan today?” Aria asks as I take a seat at the table.

“No, he’s getting his things from his old apartment,” I answer. He’s sent me a few text messages throughout the day letting me know when he stops for gas.

Zach thumbs through his papers scattered in front of him, making notes as he sips his soda. I wave in his direction as the server stops by to see if we need anything. I’m not hungry, but I order a cola. As we get set up, Zach announces the start of the game in his DM voice.

It’s harder to throw myself into the game than usual. I’ve been coming to these meetings long before Evan joined us, but I find myself turning to share a joke and he isn’t there. My chest pangs, and I bite my lip. I think it’s time to admit something. I have feelings for my husband. It’s not just when I’m alone at night that I miss him. I want him next to me playing DnD with my friends.

“You okay?” Neil asks, bumping me with his shoulder.

I look around the table, stealing a fry off Aria’s plate to delay my answer. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just tired. It’s been a long week.” I brush off my standoffish attitude, hoping they’ll buy it.

“Probably just missing your hubby, right?” Aria asks. “Still in the honeymoon phase?” She winks, and Neil laughs, but Zach hits her in the shoulder.

“Something like that,” I admit. “It’s fine, though. I’m good to play.”

I push myself to follow the game and have fun, but I still can’t really get into it the same way as usual. By the time we call it quits, I’m more than ready to call it a night. I know I still have time before Evan’s call, but I rush home to wait by my phone. My stomach rumbles, and I’m not sure if it’s butterflies or the fact that I haven’t eaten anything since lunch. I glance at the time on my phone, telling myself I won’t miss anything if I take a quick shower, but still I bring the phone in the bathroom. Just in case.

Standing under the warm water, I rush through the steps of cleaning myself. I finish the shower in record time and grab my phone to check if I missed a call as I dry off. There’s nothing new. I wrap my towel around my waist, and my eyes catch on my reflection in the mirror. It doesn’t bother me like it used to, but it’s still hard to see myself as attractive. With the towel, I look almost like any other guy, aside from the scars on my chest. On impulse, I switch my phone over to camera mode and aim it at the mirror, taking a picture. Before I can chicken out, I send the picture to Evan, along with a quick message.

Evan

Thinking of you.




A new message pops up almost immediately.

Evan

Damn. If I wasn’t already missing you, I sure am now. 



Are you done driving for the day?




In answer to my message, my phone rings. “Hey, I’m actually at a gas station,” Evan says in way of greeting. “Just refueling and grabbing some snacks. I’m gonna keep driving for a couple of hours before I hit a hotel. We can talk for a bit now. I don’t want to keep you up if you’re planning on calling it a night soon.”

“I was hoping you were already in bed. Would’ve made this a more interesting conversation,” I tease. “I guess we can talk now, though. Met up with my DnD group today. They send their hellos.” I dry off, walking to my bedroom and putting the phone on speaker so I can get dressed.

“That’s nice, I’ll have to go next time. It was fun.” I hear the sound of a door closing and the engine starting.

“Are you driving?” I ask.

“Yeah, I’ve got you on my bluetooth,” Evan answers.

“I don’t want to distract you. It’s probably best if we talk another time. I’ll let you get back to driving.”

“Alright. Well, goodnight, Cam.”

“Goodnight, Evan.” I hit the end call button. “I love you,” I say to the empty room. I’m not sure when I realized it, but I mean it. I love my husband.


Twenty
Evan


The “Entering Boston” sign has my heart beating faster. I’m almost there. If I wasn’t so tired, I’d probably be more amped about seeing Cam again. This whole trip has been longer than I expected, but at least now I won’t have to worry about my things in the apartment back in California. I’m officially moving in with Cam. That thought should probably scare me a little. Instead, I’m looking forward to it. Maybe I should call Cam and let him know I’m almost there, but part of me likes the idea of surprising him. I already know I’m going to be too tired to do much today, but that doesn’t stop my dick from perking up at the thought of seeing Cam.

When I pull my car up in front of Cam’s building, I glance over to see his car. At least I don’t have to worry about him being gone. I leave my things in the car for the moment, locking it behind me. I pull my phone out of my pocket, calling Cam as I make my way to his door. “Hey, how’s the drive going?” he asks.

“Why don’t you open your door and tell me?”

I can hear his footsteps racing to the door from inside. When Cam opens the door, I barely get a second before he’s pulling me inside and kissing me. “I missed you.”

“Me too.” I press a kiss to Cam’s neck. “You want to help me unpack?”

Cam’s hand drifts down from my waist to my ass, grabbing hold. “Hmm, I can think of things I’d rather be doing, but sure, we can do that.”

I barely hold back a laugh, and from the smirk on Cam’s face, it’s easy to guess that was the point. Still, he follows me back to the car, helping to grab the boxes. We pile them up in the living room for now, but the bigger the pile gets, I’m not sure where I’m going to put it all. “Damn,” Cam says, wiping sweat from his brow. “I’ll have to clear out some room for your stuff.”

“I’m sure we’ll figure something out,” I say as I collapse onto the couch. Cam takes a seat across my legs, leaning closer until his lips are only a breath away.

“We should order something for dinner. I’m too tired to cook.”

“Later.” I wrap my arm around his back, my hand grabbing his thigh. I thought I’d be too tired, but my dick is straining at my pants, trying to escape. I move my other hand to cup Cam’s jaw, pulling him for a kiss. It’s different from the heat-filled ones we’ve shared before. We take our time, kissing slowly and twining our tongues together. He shifts, straddling me and grinding his hips into mine. I undo the button holding his shorts closed, my fingers moving to the zipper. Cam isn’t wearing his packer today, making it easier to slide my thumb under the waistband of his underwear and rub a circle around his T-dick. He moans, moving to undo my shorts in return. I lift my hips just enough for him to shove my pants down and pull out my dick.

With our position and clothes still mostly on, Cam strokes my cock, his thumb rubbing the head and practically mirroring my movements. He kisses me as his breathing picks up and moans escape his lips. I know I’m not going to last long, but Cam beats me to the punch. He bites his lip, his legs tightening around mine as his T-dick pulses in my grip. He moves his hand faster, and I let go, making a mess of both of us, my release shooting over our clothes. Cam laughs, bringing his hand up between our faces. He lifts a finger to his mouth, licking my cum from it. “Looks like we made a bit of a mess,” he says with a laugh.

I grab the hem of his shirt, pulling it off of him. “Guess we need a shower,” I tell him.

“Guess so.” He takes his shirt from me, using it to clean his hand. Cam stands up, letting his shorts fall and pushing his underwear down his legs so he’s standing naked in front of me. “You coming?”

“Already did,” I mutter under my breath. Cam hears me and laughs. He turns around, heading for the bathroom, and I get up to follow him, stripping my clothes along the way. The water is running when I get to the bathroom, and I take my place in the shower right behind Cam, wrapping my arms around him. A pleased sigh escapes his lips as he leans back into my chest. I kiss the top of his head, ignoring the way my dick twitches for now. There’ll be time for a round two later, but right now I’m enjoying just holding Cam as the water rushes over us.

We take turns washing each other’s hair and bodies, and the moment seems more intimate than the sex we just shared. Running my fingers through his hair and massaging the shampoo into his scalp is oddly relaxing. All of it passes too quickly, and before I know it, Cam is turning off the water, and we’re clean. We dry off without talking then split ways to get dressed, Cam heading for his bedroom and me for my things still in the living room.

“What are you in the mood for?” I call out.

“Chinese?” Cam offers. “I know a place nearby that delivers.”

“Sounds good.” We meet up in the living room again, and he settles into place next to me on the couch. I wrap my arm around his shoulders as Cam makes the call. Being this close to him after spending a week apart, it’s hard to keep from touching Cam in some way. From the way he keeps cuddling into my side, I can tell he feels the same.

[image: image-placeholder]

I was expecting something small for the reception since the whole thing was set up last minute, but as Cam parks his car, it’s already obvious that I underestimated my mom. The amount of vehicles in front of the house has me a little worried that the place is packed. “It’s not too late to turn around,” Cam jokes. “We could leave and say something came up.”

“Nope,” I tell him as I see my mom peeking out the window. “We’ve been spotted.”

Cam shrugs and opens his door. I reluctantly follow him. He takes my hand, lacing his fingers with mine. Mom opens the door, ushering us in before we can even knock. There’s a cheer of “Congratulations” from the crowd inside and confetti cannons. I think it’s a little over the top, but from the way Cam’s eyes light up, he’s clearly enjoying the attention. His hand tightens on mine, and I’m wondering if maybe it isn’t too late to run.

Mom hugs both of us to her. It’s hard to hear over the noise, but the next thing I know she’s shoving champagne glasses our way and tapping on her own to quiet down the room. “Cam, you’ve always been like a son to me. I’m so proud to finally be able to say you’re officially part of the family.” Mom wipes at her eyes as she lifts her glass.

Ah, jeez. This event has barely started, and she’s already pulling out the waterworks.

Cam takes a small sip of his champagne before clearing his throat. He’s looking at me as the room goes quiet. “Evan, you’ve been my best friend since junior high. No matter what was going on, we were always there for each other. I know our marriage is going to be more of the same.” It’s a short but heartfelt punch to the gut. Cam isn’t making shit up for the crowd.

All the eyes turn to me, and suddenly I’m in the spotlight. “Cam, you know I love you, man.” I clear my throat, trying to find a way to say how much Cam means to me too. “I just don’t know exactly when that love turned from best friend to what we have now. I’m in love with you …” I trail off, not sure how to finish my sudden love confession. Cam leans closer, pressing his lips to mine, and the room cheers. It’s a quick kiss, but it still feels like something’s changed between us. All of this doesn’t feel as fake anymore. I’m tempted to deepen the kiss and show Cam just how much I mean my words, but that’ll have to wait until we don’t have an audience. Cheers ring out through the room, and we pull back, breaking the kiss.

Cam’s cheeks are flushed as he sips his champagne. I’m pulled away by family passing along their congratulations, and my own glass is soon replaced by another. I catch sight of Cam in the crowd talking to Ash. Whatever she says makes him look around and our eyes meet. Even from across the room, I get the distinct feeling that he’s as over the gathering as I am. We’re waiting out enough time to respectfully bow out and head home. The lust in his eyes tells me I’m not the only one eager to continue our earlier kiss.

“Man, you got it bad.” Patrick slaps his hand on my back. “Always thought you two were more than friends, but damn. Seeing you in a full on honeymoon state is a sight. At least take Cam home before you bend him over and claim him in front of everyone.”

“Who says he’s the one bending over?” I ask.

Patrick’s forehead scrunches up in confusion as he tries to work that through his head, and I can’t quite hold back a laugh. Serves him right for bringing it up in the first place.

“If you’ll excuse me, I should get back to my husband,” I tell him before making my way to Cam. His champagne has since been replaced with a soda can, probably a good thing considering he drove us here. “Is it too soon to get out of here?” I whisper in his ear.

“I thought you’d never ask.”


Twenty-One
Cam


My lips are on Evan’s before the door closes behind us. His arms circle around my neck, pulling me in to kiss me deeper. He tastes like champagne and, still, just like him. The sweet musk of his cologne wafts over me in the close proximity. “Bedroom,” I mutter between kisses. I need to keep my head straight for just a little longer or we’ll end up doing something here pressed against the wall. As fun as that sounds, I have different plans for tonight.

Evan pulls back, his hands going for the hem of his shirt and pulling it off. With the teasing way he looks me over, I’m tempted to pin him to the wall and say fuck it. My T-dick throbs, hardening at the thought, but I bite my lip. Evan tosses his shirt in my direction as he turns around and heads for the bedroom. I’m hot on his heels, stripping off my shirt in the process. He’s got the nightstand drawer open as I step inside. “I want you to fuck me,” he says, his hand gripping my dildo as he pulls it out of the drawer.

Looks like we had the same idea.

I take a step closer, wrapping my hand around his as I reach into the drawer with my other. “Strip and get on the bed.” I find the bullet vibe, sliding it into the base of the dildo. Evan’s already kicking off his boxers, giving me a clear view of his ass as he climbs on the bed. It takes me a few more minutes to get the harness situated and everything in place. The hum of the vibe against my T-dick sends a jolt of pleasure through my body. Evan is on all fours on the bed, and as tempting as that position is, a quick, hard fuck is going to have to wait for another night. I want to look into his eyes as we do this. I slap my hand against the cheek of his ass. “Flip over.”

He turns around, and our eyes meet. Even with the lust, I can see something deeper. His words from earlier echo in my head. I want to tell him I love him too, but I stay quiet, afraid I’ll ruin the moment. My hands fumble with the bottle of lube, popping open the cap. Evan sighs when a lubed-up finger brushes against his hole. With the slightest push, he bears down, letting me easily inside. “Keep going,” he urges me. “I can’t wait to feel you in me.”

One finger turns into two, and I’m working them into him, judging by his sighs and moans when to add a third. Evan takes it all, bucking his hips back to meet my thrusts, like he’s desperate for more. “You ready for more?” I ask.

“Mmm, yes. Want you in me, Cam. Fuck me, please. Need you in me, baby.” He grinds his hips back, fucking himself on my fingers.

I pull my fingers out, fumbling with the lube to coat the dildo, before I grab it at the base and line up. Evan’s body opens easily, taking the length and for a moment, I have the thought. The one where I wish it was my body thrusting into him. Feeling him wrapped around my dick. I can’t feel the way his tight heat swallows in the dildo, but it doesn’t stop me from imagining it. The grind of the vibe against my T-dick as I bottom out is a far cry from the real thing, but it still feels good. I pause, giving both of us a chance to catch our breath.

Evan’s hand goes to my chest, his thumb flicking my nipple. I shift my hips, making a shallow thrust into his body. Then his lips are on mine. We alternate between making out and quick pecks. Evan’s hands go to my hips when my thrusts stay shallow. Without a warning, he wraps his legs around me and flips us over. I find myself on my back with him straddling me. He eagerly takes what he wants, riding the silicone cock. I wrap my hand around Evan’s dick, pulling on it in time with his movements.

Each time his ass meets my hips, the vibe rocks against my T-dick. I’m getting closer to my orgasm, and I don’t know if I’ll be able to wait to get him off first. Evan slams his hips down, grinding on the dildo, and his cock twitches in my grip. With another stroke, I don’t have to worry. Warm cum seeps through my fingers as I work him through his orgasm. My hips jerk, fucking up into him as I crest the edge of my release, the vibe hitting all the right spots to get me off.

“Damn,” Evan says with a sigh as he slumps into my chest.

I press a kiss to his hair; the words escaping my lips. “I love you.” Luckily it comes out as barely a whisper, but Evan lifts his head to meet my eyes.

“You’re not just saying that because we just had sex, are you?” he asks with a grin.

“No.” I shift my hips, and Evan rolls over onto the bed next to me. I take the opportunity to remove the strap harness, dropping it off the side of the bed for now. I cuddle into Evan, looking into his eyes as I say it louder. “I love you. Not because that was great, but it’s something I wanted to say earlier today. It just didn’t seem right to interrupt you to say it in front of everyone. I’ve been thinking about how to say it for a while now. I don’t want you to get your own apartment. I don’t want to get divorced.”

“You mean it?”

“Yeah,” I press a quick kiss to Evan’s lips, but he doesn’t let me pull away so quickly. He holds me there, deepening the kiss.

“I love you, too. And I want to stay married, but maybe we can find a bigger place together? Your place is great, but I think we need something we can share.”

My phone chimes from somewhere on the floor, but I’m in no hurry to grab it. “That sounds great, but right now I’m thinking shower. Wanna join me?” I ask.

He swipes a finger through the mess on his belly and laughs. “Yeah, that’s probably a good idea.”

I follow his lead to the bathroom. Evan presses a quick kiss to my lips before he starts the water. It’s only after the water is running over both of us, that I stop to think about how comfortable I’ve become around Evan. I’ve been too self conscious in the past, even after having top surgery, but with Evan I didn’t even think about it.

The feel of my loofah against my skin knocks me out of my thoughts as I look at Evan, grinning as he washes my chest. “You okay? You looked like you were somewhere else.”

“Just thinking,” I answer.

“I saw you talking to Ash earlier. Is everything okay there?” he asks, and I bite my lip, thinking back to earlier.

She was pushing for more information, wondering why we were suddenly on board for having the reception and telling everyone about our relationship. “I think she’s on to us,” I tell him. “She knows there’s more going on between us.”

Evan shrugs, not pausing from washing my body. “Not really a big deal now. We don’t plan on getting divorced, so it doesn’t really matter if she realizes we’re really together.”

“Do you regret it? Getting married in Vegas, I mean. I just think it would have been nice to get married for real.”

“We did get married for real, and no, I don’t regret it. It might not have been planned out, but we probably wouldn’t have taken the chance on each other if we hadn’t.”

I relax into Evan’s body, letting him wash me in silence. Part of me agrees with him, but part of me also feels cheated. We didn’t have a big wedding with his family there or my friends. We weren’t wearing nice clothes, even, but I guess Evan is right about one thing. If we hadn’t gotten drunk-married, we probably wouldn’t be together right now.

After drying off and pulling on a fresh pair of boxers, I remember my phone chiming earlier. I grab it and laugh as I read over the message. “What is it?” Evan asks, and I show him.

Ash

Come on, I know there’s something going on between you two. 



“You can tell her we’re really together,” he says.

“I know,” I say as I type out a response. “But this is more fun.”

Ash

I don’t know what you’re talking about.




Evan laughs and heads for the kitchen. He reappears with a glass of wine in each hand. “You want to watch a movie or something?”

He hands me a glass, and I find myself curled into his side and focused on the TV. Neither of us bothered to put on more than our underwear, and it feels nice to have my skin pressed against his as he holds me. I can’t help thinking I could get used to this.


Twenty-Two
Evan


Iopen the next box, unpacking the books we’ll be reading this semester. I got the call last week telling me I have the job, but being here now getting my classroom ready, it feels more real. Kinda like how the last week with Cam has felt surprisingly right. We’ve been basically living together now for the past month or so, since all of this began, but now that we’ve decided to stay together, it feels like we’ve been lying to ourselves thinking this was ever less than serious. Speaking of, the box in my pocket is a constant reminder of just how serious our relationship has gotten.

I picked up the hint Cam was disappointed we didn’t get a real wedding, and hopefully tonight is a step in the right direction. I set the last of my supplies in place, ready for when school starts Monday, and glance around the classroom one more time. This is the last time for a while that it’ll be quiet like this. Next time I’m here, the room will be full of middle school students. Before all that can happen, though, I have a date with my husband and a DnD meeting to attend.

I gather up my things before driving to Randy’s diner. Being here feels welcoming, and I know as I step inside that I picked the right place to do this. If in five years we’re still going to DnD with Cam’s friends, I hope it still feels as welcoming as it does right now. Being here in the pastel blues and pinks is a testament to how accepting the diner is, and I love that. It’s no wonder Cam found friends here.

Speaking of Cam, he turns as I enter the room and waves me over to the rest of the group. I take my seat next to him, placing a kiss on his cheek. “You get everything set up?” he asks.

“All ready for class Monday morning.” I look around the table at the others. Looks like Aria and Zach are here, but Neil hasn’t shown up just yet. Aria meets my eyes before looking down and avoiding my gaze.

“Hey Cam, Evan, I just wanted to say sorry. I found out from Viola that she saw the picture I posted a while back of you two, and that’s how she found out about the wedding.”

I guess that answers that question, but I can’t find it in me to be upset. “It’s fine,” I tell her. “You didn’t know. Besides, everything worked out for the better.” I lace my fingers into Cam’s and lift our hands to kiss his.

Neil walks in, setting his things on the table, and I’m glad for the interruption, not wanting to spend too much time talking about my ex. “Sorry I’m late,” he says as he sets everything up. “Traffic was a nightmare.” He jumps right into setup, pulling out his things and getting the game underway. I play along, waiting for the perfect moment to pull the box out of my pocket.

A server stops by asking us if we need anything, and Aria orders a strawberry milkshake. “That sounds great,” Cam says. “Can I get one of those too?”

“Sure thing, sweetheart,” the server says, turning her focus to the rest of the table as they call out orders.

I have my opportunity nearly ten minutes later when Cam heads for the bathroom. I pull out the ring box under the table, pulling out the ring and carefully dropping it into Cam’s glass. Zach gives me an odd look but doesn’t say anything. When Cam comes back, it’s all I can do to keep from spilling the secret before he gets the chance to discover it.

Each sip of his drink seems to take an eternity. Aria finishes her shake first. Cam’s drink is getting lower, the glimmer of the ring almost visible through the last inch of milkshake. He lifts the drink, putting his lips to the straw only to pull away, his eyes wider than a moment before. I push back my chair, dropping to one knee. “Cam, will you marry me?”

He takes another drink of the shake before reaching with the straw to pull out the ring. Cam drops it on his napkin, cleaning it off to get a better look. He looks from the new ring to my class ring, still on his finger, before looking back at me. “I’m confused. Didn’t we already get married?”

Our friends around us laugh, and I take Cam’s hand, pulling off the class ring. “I want a do over. Marry me for real?” I ask, grabbing the other ring and holding it before him as I wait for his answer.

“Yes, of course!” Cam answers, letting me slip the ring onto his finger.

The table breaks out into applause, and as I stand up again, Cam wraps his arms around my neck, pulling me in for a kiss. He doesn’t care who’s watching as his tongue enters my mouth, and he kisses me deeply.

We break apart at the sound of Neil clearing his throat. “As cute as all of this is, we have a game to finish,” he reminds us.

Cam blushes, taking his seat and returning to the game. Zach shoves Neil, “They just got engaged. You can cut them some slack.”

“Does it count as being engaged if they’re already married?” Aria asks. That gets the table laughing, and somehow all the eyes end up on me.

“I don’t plan on legally getting married again. I just want to do this right. Propose, maybe have a proper honeymoon.”

Zach waggles his eyebrows when I say the word honeymoon. “I’ll bet.”

Cam rolls his eyes. “Can we get back to playing?” He grabs his dice, rolling for his character and drawing the attention off of us. Just like that, everyone takes the hint, getting right back into the game, but I still catch Cam glancing at the ring on his finger.

“Was that okay?” I ask when we’re leaving the diner. “Should I have asked you in private?”

“Evan, it was perfect.” He pulls to a stop as we get to our cars. “I love that you did this here with my friends. I love you.” He pulls me in for another kiss, backing me into the side of his car. I press my lips to his, hating the fact that we drove here separately tonight. Pulling back and heading for my car is hard when all I want is to pull Cam into the backseat right here in the parking lot and make out like teenagers. “I’ll see you at home?” Cam asks.

He gives my ass a parting grope and smirks at me as we part ways. We pull up to our parking spots at the same time. I don’t have to wait for Cam to kiss me again as he grabs my wrist, pulling me through the front door. His lips are on mine before the door closes behind us. “Oh, before I forget.” Cam pulls back from kissing me and grabs his phone out of his pocket. “I found a house for us to look at.”

His thumb taps away on the screen, getting it to the listing before he hands his phone to me. I scroll through the pictures first. It’s two floors with three bedrooms and an attic. “I was thinking I could turn the attic into my work area,” Cam says. “You can have one of the spare bedrooms for an office. There’s plenty of room for all of your books.”

“You don’t think this is too big for the two of us?” I ask, glancing at the price. “Can we even afford this? I can probably manage my half.”

“Well, I kinda figured we wanted a place we could stay for the foreseeable future and maybe we’d want the extra room, just in case …” Cam is blushing when I look at his face.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying? You want kids?”

“Not anytime soon, but yeah. It was always part of the reason I didn’t get bottom surgery. At some point I’d like to be a dad, assuming you do too.” I kiss him, stopping his awkward mumbling. Cam moans into my lips, wrapping his arms around my neck. “So, are we doing this? Should we call the place tomorrow and ask for a tour? I can afford my half.”

“Sounds good.” I grab Cam’s waist, leading him to the couch. “But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with my husband, watching TV, and relaxing.” I turn the TV on and Cam curls into me, cuddling his body into mine.

“I love you,” he whispers into my chest.

“Love you too.”


Epilogue
Cam


Five Months Later

Iroll over onto my side, trying to get comfortable, but the movement just makes my stomach roll. I lean over the bed, throwing my legs over the side and rushing to the bathroom. Vomit is racing up my throat just as I make it to the bathroom. Suddenly Evan is there rubbing my back as if by magic. I didn’t even hear him get out of bed. “I’m starting to think this isn’t food poisoning,” he tells me.

I swore it was just the sushi we had for lunch a few days ago when I puked after dinner, but it’s been a few days of puking at this point. I wipe my mouth clean, sitting back on my heels as I try not to think about how my stomach feels. “What else would it be?” I groan, rising to my feet.

“Wasn’t it a few weeks ago that we …” Evan trails off, but I get what he’s trying to say.

Usually, penetrative sex is a big no for me and triggers my dysphoria, but there’s been a couple of times with Evan. “You don’t think?” I ask. My doctor told me my chances of getting pregnant on T were low, but since I’m not on birth control, it’s not completely out of the question.

“Probably wouldn’t hurt to take a test. Just in case.” Evan wraps his arm around my waist, leading me back to bed. “You want me to run to the store and get a test? If nothing else, we can rule that out as a possibility.”

“You don’t mind? I mean, I could get dressed and come with you.”

Evan sets his hand on my thigh, keeping me on the bed. “You’re not feeling well, Cam. Stay in bed and try to get some rest. I’ll be right back. Anything else you want me to get while I’m out?”

“Can you pick up some ginger ale?”

He leans in and places a kiss on my forehead. “Of course, try to relax, k?” It takes a matter of minutes for Evan to get dressed and out the door, but once I’m left alone in bed, I’m fighting the urge to get up. Now that I’m thinking about the reality of this being a possibility, I can’t just lie in bed and do nothing. Getting out of bed, I put on my glasses and head for the stairs, making my way to the living room on the first floor. We moved into our new house a few months ago, but it still feels so weird. We’ve fully unpacked, but I’m still figuring out where everything is.

I walk over to Donnie’s tank and add new food to his bowl. He scurries over to it immediately, gobbling up the little pellets. I’m not feeling up to eating, but I get myself a cup of tea, hoping it will help my stomach. By the time Evan opens the door again, I’m sitting on the couch sipping my tea and watching a show where they try to trick the judge with hyper realistic cakes. Part of me is anxious, wanting to take the test immediately and find out, but part of me is dreading it, not knowing what I want the result to be. In the end, I stay seated, letting Evan come over to sit next to me. He hands me the bag and doesn’t say a word as he turns his attention to the show.

I wait for the episode to end before I work up the courage. Evan stays on the couch, letting me go to the bathroom on my own, and I’m glad he’s not making a big deal out of this. After all, it’s not like we planned for any of this. I quickly skim the directions, take the test, then lay it on the counter, waiting for it to process.

The first line shows up within minutes, a solid pink line next to the T followed by the control line. “Evan!” I scream. Opening the door, I find him waiting there. “We’re having a baby.” I throw my arms around his neck, and Evan answers by pressing his lips to mine.

The End


Afterword


I hope you enjoyed the story of Cam and Evan. This story has been a long time coming as it was difficult to write at times. It can be a struggle for me to write a trans character that I relate to so much, but I also think it's important to celebrate trans stories, especially right now. The Diner Days series was a joint celebration of trans romance by multiple authors that saw a need for positive narratives. I hope you check out the rest of the series.

http://mybook.to/DinerDays
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Reimagine
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Elliot moved out, tired of his roommates' sexual escapades, but living with their childhood crush comes with it's own issues. Travis needs a date for his sister's wedding or she'll take it upon herself to play matchmaker. It's a perfect opportunity for Elliot to offer a deal, they can go together. Travis gets to avoid a blind date and Elliot can enjoy the fantasy of being his date for the evening. Travis always thought he was straight, but this date with Elliot doesn't feel very fake.
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Tyler and Seth are just teammates with a friendly rivalry. One night will change everything. After a threesome with a girl, Tyler is seeing Seth in a brand new light. Maybe he isn't as straight as he thought. He makes a deal to explore his options with Seth, no strings attached. Afterall, what's a few hookups between friends?
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When Nate and Clark first hook-up on a dating app neither of them has a clue that Clark is Nate's dad's best friend. It's a recipe for disaster that shouldn't happen again, but Clark is only in town for the holidays. Find out what happens with Nate when he isn't busy being a mall elf.
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