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Chapter 1


"What do you mean you're going to Europe for the summer?"

"I don't know how to say it any other way, Garrett."

It was a bolt out of the blue. When Mom got home from the secretarial job she’d recently started at the car dealership and told me her boss, Richard (who she’d also started dating), had surprised her with a trip to Europe, I almost choked on my ham sandwich. Not only was he taking her on the trip, but the return flights hadn’t been booked, so I didn’t know how long she was going to be away. I knew they had been dating a little, but I hadn't realized it had got to the stage where they were going on long vacations together. Moreover, Mom had also decided that the summer she had planned with me was now on hold because she got a better offer.

"You barely know this guy," I told her.

I followed her around the house as she tried to gather up some of the things she was going to need to pack for her vacation. She was only leaving within 48 hours and needed to get ready. It was all very sudden.

"He's a good guy," she said, "and I like him."

"That doesn’t mean you have to go all the way over to Europe with him?"

"How often do I get a holiday?" she suddenly asked, her tone becoming sharper.

"I thought we were going to be doing things this summer..."

"We can hang out when I get back."

"How long are you going to be away for exactly?" I asked.

"I don't know."

"What do you mean you don't know? You can’t stay in Europe forever."

"He said he wants to spend the summer with me, Garrett. He likes me. And Lord knows I don't get offered an all-expenses-paid vacation too often. I can't exactly pass this one up. I ain't getting any younger."

"You've only known him five minutes. I haven't even met him."

Not that I wanted to meet him. I could guess what he was like – a smooth, slick talker, with too much product in his hair. Mom had a type. Sometimes they weren't so bad, but sometimes they were assholes. This asshole had money.

Mom stopped scurrying around the house collecting make-up and clothes from the drier and looked at me. "Would you like to meet him?"

"Not particularly."

"He's a good guy. He takes me places. Nice places."

I sighed. She was getting her hopes up again. "Is he married?"

She rolled her eyes at me. "Why do you have to say things like that?"

"History repeats itself sometimes."

"You sound like your father." She aggressively wrapped the cord around her curling tongs. "Speaking of your father..."

"What about him?" I asked, realizing she was trying to change the subject.

"You're going to be spending the summer with him."

"The hell I am!"

"Don't use that tone with me, Garrett. You're going to spend the summer with him and that's an end to it. I already talked it out with him."

"Without telling me? Why would you do that? I don't want to spend the summer with him in the middle of nowhere."

"It's not nowhere. He's staying at the lake house like he usually does." She meant this as an insult. One of the things my mother disliked about him was the fact that he preferred a quiet life fishing on the lake. He wasn't the type to want to go on expensive European vacations.

"I don't want to go."

"Look, it's only for the summer. You'll be fine."

"Why can't I stay here on my own? I'm gonna be eighteen soon..."

"No! You're too young."

"No, I'm not. I'm about to go to college and you think that I can't live by myself?"

"We've been through this, Garrett. When you go to college you can live here. I don't want to talk about all that again; it's been decided."

"Then why can't I stay with Aunt Judy?" I asked. She lived closer and I spent way more time with her than I ever did with my dad.

"You know you can't stay with Judy right now. She just had a baby for Christ's sake; she's got her hands full."

"I can help out with the baby..."

"It's out of the question," she insisted. She resumed her frantic hunt around the house for anything she would need for the vacation. Mom wasn’t exactly the tidiest woman in the world, and she could never remember where she put things.

"Aunt Judy likes me though. I bet if I asked her she would say I could stay with her for the summer."

"You're not staying with her and that's final."

"Why not?"

"Because she and I aren't speaking at the moment, that's why not. And I can’t go crawling to her to ask a favor."

"Did you fall out again?" I asked. It was a common occurrence between Mom and her sister.

"She thinks she's so high and mighty," Mom said. "Just because she's got a husband and I don't. The problem is she's just jealous of me, that's what it is. I bet she'd love to have some guy offer her a fancy vacation to Europe for the summer. It's just jealousy."

I could tell she was getting angrier. Aunt Judy wasn't jealous of Mom; I knew that. If anything she was sometimes exasperated by her, for she, like me, often had to pick up the pieces of Mom's mistakes. It was hard not to feel sorry for her though sometimes. Ever since she divorced Dad she had gone from one bad relationship to another, moved jobs more times than I could count, and drowned her sorrows in a few bottles of tequila.

Even though Mom had been the one to initiate the divorce from Dad, she resented the fact that he had ‘moved on’ so easily, I think. He’d had a few non-serious relationships, but Mom thought his life wasn’t a constant struggle like hers.

In the last several years I hadn’t spent very much time with my Dad, partly because he lived in another state. Another reason was that Mom didn’t like me leaving her for too long. She was always worried that I would ‘abandon’ her ‘just like your father did’. No matter how many times I promised never to leave her, she didn’t believe it.

It therefore came as a surprise to hear that she was happy for me to spend the summer with my Dad. I later learned from Aunt Judy that Mom had asked her to look after me for the summer, but when she’d said it would be impossible with her newborn, Mom had no other option but to ask Dad. Aunt Judy felt awful about it, but she was also pleased that I was going to spend more time with Dad. “It’ll be good for you both,” she said.

When Mom had finally packed, she had three massive suitcases filled with stuff. She’d also gone shopping for new outfits for the trip and put it all on her credit card saying, “I’ll think about paying that back when the summer is over.”

On the morning of the trip, Richard (I called him Dick) pulled up in his sports car to collect us – he was dropping me off at the bus station before they caught their flight – and we were presented with an immediate problem. There was room for his suitcases and Mom’s three. But there was no room for me.

“It’s a convertible. Where am I supposed to sit?” I asked.

“I didn’t realize I was taking the kid anywhere,” Dick said. He was wearing sunglasses and chewing gum. He was at least forty-five.

“Oh shoot! I forgot yours was a convertible,” Mom said. “I was so preoccupied getting everything together...”

Dick looked frustrated. “So...what do we do?”

“It’s fine,” I said, “I’ll walk to the bus stop.”

Mom looked relieved. “Honey, are you sure?”

“No, look, I’ll take him quickly and come back for you, honey,” Dick suggested. He made it sound like a chore. He also made it sound like Mom was going to have to make it up to him somehow.

So I ended up spending a very awkward ten minutes sitting in the passenger seat with Dick. He didn’t say anything on the drive at first, but the awkwardness got too much for him.

“You like cars?” he asked.

“No,” I said.

“Ok. Got a girlfriend?”

“No.”

He was running out of topics. “What about sports? You like basketball?”

I shook my head.

The relief on his face when we arrived at the bus station was palpable.

“Here you go...buddy,” he said, clearly forgetting my name.

“It’s Garrett.”

He didn’t get out of the car. “Sure...Garrett.”

I half-slammed the door of his precious car. “Oops.”

He knew I wasn’t a bit sorry. He narrowed his eyes and smiled dismissively at me.

“I hope you have a good summer, kid,” he said, insincerely. “I know I’m gonna have a great one...with your mom. I wonder how she’s gonna show her gratitude. Maybe she’ll get on her knees and thank the Lord. Or maybe she’ll get on her knees to thank me.”

Before I could say anything, he revved the engine and sped away, almost cutting up another car as he slipped into the traffic. All I could do was mutter under my breath that he was a prick.

***

I listened to music on my phone, but the motion of the bus eventually rocked me to sleep. I didn’t wake up again until I heard the bus driver announce that we were in Summersville. Rubbing my eyes, I got a good look at the town I hadn’t been in since I was ten years old.

I’d spent a few summers there when my parents were still married, and my grandparents owned the house on the lake. My dad inherited it when they died.

Summersville wasn’t a big town. It had a courthouse, a town hall, and a police department, but it was a quiet place to live. Or as my mom said, “It’s a one-horse town, and that horse died from boredom.” She had hated spending summers there.

The bus driver pulled into a car lot opposite the courthouse late in the afternoon. I yawned, stretched my arms, grabbed my bag, and when I stepped off the bus, I saw my dad standing beside his truck. He was wearing his fishing gear and looked a little more grizzled than when I’d seen him last.

“Hey, son,” he said quietly as I approached him.

I wasn’t in the mood to be nice. I knew this summer was going to be a bad one.


Chapter 2


I had supper with my father out on the screened-in porch. Mary cooked fresh-caught rainbow trout. She was dad’s almost-housekeeper, a woman who’d originally worked for my grandparents, despite not being much younger than them. She was in her sixties now but was still very active. Mary loved looking after people, including me when I was a kid.

When she saw me for the first time she threw her arms around me and hugged me as if I was her long-lost grandson. She told me she missed me and was glad to have me back for the summer. She promised me that I would have a great time and that she would make it her mission to spoil me as much as she could.

I didn't speak much with my father as we ate. My eyes kept travelling out to the lake where the birds skimmed the water for fish.

“I'm glad you're here,” my father said, suddenly filling the silence.

“I didn't have an option to be anywhere else.”

He exchanged a look with Mary before she went back into the kitchen. “Lucky me.”

“I don't see why I couldn't have gone to Europe.”

I could tell he was trying not to be offended by my sulking.

“Well since you are here why don't we make the most of it and try and enjoy each other’s company?”

I shrugged.

“When your mom said that she wanted you to come and spend the summer with me I was thrilled. It’ll be a good chance for us to get to know each other properly now that you’re nearly all grown up. I don't get to see you enough.”

“And whose fault is that?” I asked, glaring at him.

“That's fair.”

I looked out at the lake again; I couldn't look at him.

“But you're here now. You used to love coming here every summer when you were a kid.”

“Things were different then.”

“All I'm saying is don't close yourself off to it, Garrett. You might enjoy yourself. You can make friends again, go out on the water...”

“Sure.”

“You can do what you want this summer.”

I remembered how he had taken me fishing several times as a kid. I wondered if we could do that again.

As if saving us from another awkward silence, Mary came out onto the porch again to clear the plates.

“Well did you enjoy that?” she asked me.

I'd eaten every bite. “It was awesome.”

“Then I'll make sure to make you something like that tomorrow as well. If you ask me you're too thin. You need some meat on those bones.”

“Mom feeds me well,” I snapped back.

“Oh, I wasn't suggesting...”

My dad interjected, “Mary wasn't trying to criticize your mother, Garrett.”

“I know.”

Mary looked at dad understandingly and she went back into the kitchen again.

“Garrett, I know you're not particularly happy about being here right now, but I won't have you being rude to Mary.”

I was struck by the firmness in his voice.

“I wasn't trying to be rude.”

“But you were.”

“Fine, I'm sorry.”

“It's not me you need to apologize to.”

“Can I go now?”

“If you've finished eating, yes.”

I pushed the chair back and got up abruptly. I didn't wait to hear him scold me for my bad attitude. I pushed open the screen door and headed out onto the porch and it slammed behind me.

***

The sun was slowly setting over the top of the trees on the other side of the lake. It turned the water a golden color. There was no sign of any of the fishing boats anymore. I was alone when I went down to the water’s edge.

Vague memories of childhood came back to me. I remembered standing on the edge of the dock with my water wings on my arms and my father behind me telling me that I would be fine as he pushed me into the water saying, “You got to learn to swim, kid”. Then I remembered being under the water briefly, not drowning exactly but still struggling. I haven't been keen on swimming since.

“You're new aren't you?” said a voice behind me.

Startled, I turned around. Standing in front of me was one of the hottest guys I’d ever laid eyes on. He was tall and lithe, with tousled blonde-brown hair that fell over his eyes unless he pushed it away with his hands. His eyes were deeply set, like a wolf, and his lips were full and pink.

“Pardon?”

“I haven't seen you around here before,” he said. He had a natural smile that made him seem totally confident. “Are you new?”

“My dad has always lived here.” I pointed out the house. “Up there.”

“You're Mr. Hartman's kid?”

I nodded. “Well, I’m not a kid…”

“You're not Garrett, are you?”

“Yep.”

“I remember you.” He smiled. “That must be a good few years ago now, though. We played together. I think I won that wrestling match if I remember rightly.”

Wrestling with him on the sand was one of the highlights of my youth and certainly a memory that I had held close for years now. It was the first time I’d felt turned on by a guy, even though I was too young to realize what was going on, I knew I enjoyed being close to another dude. The fact that he remembered it as well shocked me.

“If you say so,” I told him.

“Do you still wrestle?”

I shook my head.

“I do. I made the team this year.”

I could tell from his body that he was probably good at it. And I couldn't help but imagine what he looked like in a singlet.

“Good for you.”

“I'm supposed to go to the tournament next semester but I'm not sure I'll get to it.”

“How come?”

“It’s expensive. I've got a job this summer, though. I've been cutting lawns all around the lake. It pays pretty well too. Sometimes they ask me to do hedges and clean their pools as well, so I make a bit of extra cash doing that. It keeps me pretty busy.”

“Cool.”

“I have to keep in shape when I'm not wrestling during the school year.”

“I guess you do.”

“Do you play anything?” he asked.

“Do you mean sports? Not really. I'm more into books.”

“I see. A nerd, huh?”

I laughed. “You could say that.”

“Hey, come on, I'm just teasing you. There's nothing wrong with being a bookish type. I wish I read more. Coach says it's all well and good being able to throw another guy on the mat without any trouble but I'm going to have to hit the books at some point too if I intend to go to college.”

A momentary silence fell between us. I didn't know what to say, so I assumed the conversation had come to an end.

“I guess I better head back.”

“No worries. It was good to meet you...again.”

“Right.”

I began to walk back to the house.

“Hey! You forgot something.”

I turned back. “What?”

“You didn’t ask me my name.”

“Oh. What’s your name?”

“I'm Zander. Zander Carpenter.”

“Cool.”

“Oh, by the way, if you want to check out some of my wrestling videos, I have a channel on YouTube where you can see them.”

“I'll make sure to check it out. What’s it called?”

“It’s called Zander Wrecks Guys.”

He laughed when I frowned at the name of the channel.

***

The next morning at breakfast, Dad suggested we go fishing together. It had been a long time since we'd done it. Mary offered to make sandwiches to take with us. I protested that I didn't have any fishing gear with me, but Dad said I could borrow one of his rods.

“See this isn't so bad,” he said once we were out on the lake in a quiet spot.

“I guess not.”

“You used to be pretty good at fishing.”

“I don't remember catching very much.”

“I have a photograph of you holding a musky that says different.”

“You do?”

“You don't remember catching it?” he asked.

I shook my head. I knew I had blocked out a lot of my childhood. Now it was all coming back to me.

“So what's this guy Richard like?”

“Huh?”

“The guy your mom is dating. What's he like?”

Dad was doing a different kind of fishing. I shrugged indifferently.

“That bad huh.”

“He's a used car salesman.”

“He's kind of slick then?”

“I guess so.”

“You think they'll get married?”

“I don't know.” I didn’t want to think about that possibility.

“I guess it wouldn't be so bad if she found somebody else to take care of her. Your mom isn't a bad person. She's just...emotional.”

“What do you mean?”

“We all have tough times now and then, that's all.”

I had no idea what he was referring to. There were times of course when my mother drank quite a lot right after the divorce but that was a while ago now.

I thought about asking him more questions but decided against it.

After a while, he got comfortable in the boat, rested his head against his rolled-up jacket, pulled his cap down over his eyes, and slept.

Bored, I took my phone out and looked up Zander’s wrestling videos. There were about ten of them. Each showed him beating his opponent with ease. He was strong and swift, a natural wrestler. The singlets he wore clung to his body and showed off his hot, round ass cheeks. Although he was obviously very competitive, he somehow combined his determination to win with a casual smile that made him look carefree.

In one video, he was covered in sweat after a match, and he peeled off his singlet and I saw his broad chest and abs. His body was perfect. Watching him got me horny, and I wondered if I might run into him again during the summer.

***

When we tied up the fishing boat back at the jetty and walked back to the house, my dad put his arm around me like he used to do when I was a kid.

“You enjoy yourself?”

“Yeah,” I admitted.

“I thought I saw a smile there for a second.”

“Fishing was fun.”

As we got up to the house again I noticed that his smile faltered a little. There was a car on the drive I didn't recognize. Dad did.

“Who's that?”

“Um...that belongs to a friend of mine,” he explained. “Look, I should have said to you before but we're not going to be spending the summer just the two of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“I invited a friend of mine to stay with me for a while. Olivia. She and I have been...”

“Is she your girlfriend?”

“Yes.”

“I see.”

“You don't mind, do you?”

“Would it matter if I did?”

“Look, I forgot that I had asked her, all right. She won't stay for long. A few weeks at most, I promise.”

“Sure, Dad,” I said, unconvinced.

“You might like her.”

Just then a woman appeared on the porch of the house and waved over at us. She looked petite and sporty; she wore a cream sweater over yoga pants. Her blonde hair was tied in a ponytail. I guessed she was a bit younger than my dad.


Chapter 3


I don't know where my father met Olivia. She didn't seem like his type at all. Then again, it shouldn't have come as a surprise to me to realize that he would date a woman who was the complete opposite of mom.

She’d brought a bottle of wine with her and insisted we have it during dinner. Mary got along with her. She had met her before and had decided she liked her.

“Your father has told me so much about you,” Olivia said as she lifted some salad leaves into her bowl. “He says you're into books?”

“Yep.” I kept my answer short.

“That's great! I love books too. In fact, I used to work in the bookstore in the next town over, so I can get great discounts on anything I want. What sort of things do you like to read?”

Her attempts to get on my good side weren't going to work with me.

“The last book I read that I really liked was about a young man who killed his stepmother because she was such a bitch.”

Enraged, my dad dropped his cutlery on the table.

“Garrett, that's enough! Apologize at once!”

“No.”

“Apologize now!”

“Why should I?”

“Olivia has done absolutely nothing to you. There is no reason for you to be so rude. She's just trying to be nice.”

“I didn't ask her to come here. I thought it was supposed to be just you and me.”

“Garrett, I won't have you behaving like this.”

Olivia touched my dad’s arm to try and calm him down.

“It's alright, he doesn't have to apologize, darling,” she said.

She calls him darling. I wondered just how new their relationship was if she was already at this point of being so intimate with him.

“No, there's no excuse for that sort of behavior. I won't have it.”

“He's young...”

My father leaned over the table at me.

“If you don't apologize at once you can go straight to your room.”

“I'm not a kid anymore, Dad. I'm seventeen for Christ’s sake.”

“And I won't have that kind of language either!”

There was no way I was going to apologize to Olivia, so I got up and stormed out of the dining room. I went through the kitchen, past Mary who was standing at the sink – she’d heard the quarrel - and I went out through the back door and ran into the woods.

I ran for ten minutes without stopping. Eventually, I came upon a small pond deep within the forest. I remembered it from my childhood. It was much more overgrown now but still beautiful. It looked more like a sinkhole because you had to jump off a fifteen-foot edge to get to the water.

I thought I was alone but then I heard voices coming up from the water below, shouting and splashing. People were swimming there. I leaned down on the grass and peered over the edge.

Two guys were in the water. One of them I recognized as Zander. The other was a stranger.

“It's cold!” the other boy said.

“You'll warm up soon enough. It's great though, isn't it?”

“How come I never knew about this place before?”

“It's my secret place. I used to come here as a kid.”

“It's awesome!”

“It's a great place to make out too.”

“Oh yeah? You bring girls here a lot then?”

“Sometimes girls. Sometimes guys.”

“I see. Is that what you brought me here for?” the other guy asked.

“Of course it is. You know I've been staring at your ass in school, Brad.”

“I thought I caught you taking a peek in the showers. You weren't exactly subtle about it.”

“I wasn't trying to be.”

“You don't care about the other guys catching you?”

“Nope. A compliment is a compliment. They're just pissed that I'm not staring at them.”

“You're crazy!”

“I try to be.”

I watched as Zander splashed some water over Brad's face. “So are you gonna give me that ass or not?”

“What do you want to do with it?”

“I want to fuck the hell out of it.”

Overhearing their conversation made my cock get hard. The only problem was that I couldn't see very clearly what they were doing. They were half obscured by the ledge and I didn't dare lean over to get a good look at them.

“You can eat my ass but you can't fuck me.”

“How come?” Zander asked.

“Because I'm the one who does the fucking usually.”

“Doesn't mean you can't switch it up a little now and then.”

“I'm not sure I could handle it. How big are you?”

“See for yourself.”

Zander floated on his back so that his entire body emerged out of the water. Lying there across his thigh was a huge, thick cock on the verge of getting fully hard.

“Big enough for you?” Zander asked, confidently.

“Too big! That's going nowhere near my ass,” Brad declared.

“Oh come on, I'll take it slow. I'm horny as fuck.”

“Dude, I get the impression you're always horny.”

“Damn straight I am! I could fuck morning, noon, and night given the chance. The only problem is finding a pussy or an ass that wants it as much as I do.”

“How about we just jack off?” Brad suggested.

“How about we jack each other off?”

“I can get down with that.”

The two of them climbed out of the water and sat on the mossy bank. Then they lay down beside each other, naked. Zander was already rock-hard. He played with his cock, massaging it slowly. He fixed his eyes on Brad who was still soft. It didn't take long for him to get a hard-on too.

“Nice!” Zander said when Brad was fully erect. “It's pretty big.”

“Thanks.”

“Let's see if it's as big as mine.”

“How?”

“Stand up.”

Brad obliged. Zander pulled Brad close so their cocks touched. He held them together with his hand.

“I think you've got an inch on me,” Brad conceded.

“Not much difference in girth though.”

“I've never had my dick pressed up against another guy before.”

“First time for everything. Have you never had a guy suck you off?”

Brad scoffed. “Hell no. Casey Peters has been sucking me off for the last few months though.”

“Is she any good at it?”

He shook his head. “Nah, she’s got big teeth.”

“There's nothing worse than a toothy blowjob,” Zander said, laughing. “That's why I get guys to suck me whenever I can. They know what they're doing.”

“Oh yeah?”

“It makes sense, right? I mean they know what it's like to have a dick of their own so in a way they are naturally attuned to knowing how to treat one.”

“So they're better at it?”

They both lay down on the grass again and began to jack their cocks.

“I had a good blowjob off a guy a month ago actually,” Zander said.

“Where?”

“The movie theater in town. I was with a girl watching some cheesy chick flick. But I got one of those huge drinks and I needed to piss real bad so I went to the john. There was a hole in the bathroom stall and the guy in the next cubicle whispered through it saying give me your dick, so I stuck my cock through the hole and he sucked me off.”

“That's wild! You didn't know who it was?”

“Nope.”

The story was getting Brad aroused even more. He stroked his cock faster and faster.

“Hey,” Zander said, “let me take care of that for you.”

He leaned over and started to play with Brad's dick. Then he guided Brad's hand over to his throbbing cock and pretty soon they were both jacking each other off.

“I've never done this before either.”

“Feels good right?”

“Kinda.”

They went at it for a few minutes, matching each other’s speed. When Brad looked at Zander, Zander winked at him with the sheer confidence of a man who loved sex.

“I’m close,” Brad announced.

“Then let it fly dude.”

Brad didn't need to be told twice. He lay back on the grass, closed his eyes, moaned loudly, and came. Jets of cum shot up into the air and fell back down onto his stomach. There was a lot of it. The orgasm was an intense one for him and it took him half a minute to recover.

“Nice load,” Zander said. “Now it's my turn.”

Zander lay back and put his hands behind his head. Brad leaned over and grabbed his cock and began to jack it quickly.

“Keep going,” Zander said.

Brad increased his speed.

“Just like that... don't stop...”

I could tell he was getting close.

“Awww here it comes!”

When Zander ejaculated even more cum came out of his balls than had shot out of Brad's. It went everywhere, including his face. A rope of it landed in Brad's eye and he had to wipe it away.

“I got you,” Zander laughed.

“I didn't realize we were playing target practice.”

“That was good.”

“You're a wild man, Zander Carpenter.”

“I try.”

Brad didn't lie down on the grass again. He stood up and wiped the cum off his naked wet body. I got the impression that he was suddenly embarrassed about what had just occurred. He picked up his shorts and sneakers.

“I better get going,” he said.

“No problem, buddy. Thanks for giving me a hand.”

“Ah...sure thing.”

“Until next time.”

Leaning over to get a better look, my hand fell on a twig and it snapped. Zander looked up. He saw me!

"Shit!" I said.

"Who's there?"


Chapter 4


I pulled away from the ledge so he couldn't see me.

“I can see you,” he shouted up to me.

I had to get away. I slipped down the slope as quickly as I could. I knew there wouldn't be much time before he could round the bend and find me. I was too late.

Zander was standing there staring at me.

“Were you watching me?” he asked.

I began to breathe quickly.

“Um...”

He came over to me and grabbed my T-shirt; he looked like he was about to hit me.

“I asked you a question. What the hell are you doing up there spying on me?”

“I wasn't.”

“The hell you weren't. You saw everything didn't you?”

I knew I was blushing. I looked away. I felt my heart beating rapidly in my chest. His grip was strong.

“I know you did,” he said, the harshness in his voice softening a little.

“I didn't mean to.”

“Maybe you liked it, huh?”

I didn’t say anything. I began to shake. Maybe he could tell from my nervousness that I had enjoyed watching him.

“Well, did you? Did you like looking at my naked body and my big hard cock?”

He took his hands off me and stepped back a little. He grabbed his crotch as if he was presenting it to me. He wasn't completely hard anymore, but it still looked impressively big.

“Maybe you want a piece of it yourself.”

I looked into his eyes for a brief second. He winked at me playfully. I had to look away. I wanted to reach out and grab it more than anything. I wanted to know what it felt like in my hand. However, even though he seemed to be offering it to me I couldn't reach out and take it.

“What's the matter? Scared you might like it?” he asked.

The challenge in his voice frightened me. I turned away from him and ran back down through the woods toward the house.

When I got inside, I panted quickly and tried to compose myself. There was no sign of my father or Olivia; I supposed they were probably outside on the veranda enjoying an evening drink. Somewhere in the distance, I heard Mary singing as she was doing the washing up.

I went upstairs and threw myself face down on the bed. He had seen me watching him. The embarrassment was too much. What if I ran into him again? I was going to be spending the entire summer here after all.

Then a strange feeling came over me. As I remembered him standing in front of me grabbing his crotch, I felt my dick get hard. It had been so close. He had been so close. I could have just reached out and taken it in my hand. If he had let me, I could have got on my knees and sucked it.

***

The next morning my father was going into town to get some supplies and he asked me to go with him for the ride. I didn't particularly want to go with him, but Mary said she would appreciate it if I help him, so I went with him.

“You know, I'm sure it's difficult for you to see both your parents moving on with different relationships, Garrett,” my father said as he drove into town. “But you have to realize and accept that it's inevitable that we will find new people.”

I stared out of the window.

“And you might like Olivia if you got to know her a little more. She's not a bad person.”

I didn't want to think about Olivia at all. I didn't want to have to care about her either.

“You might even enjoy her company.”

“I doubt that,” I said, sharply.

“So it's going to be like that is it?” he asked.

“Like what?”

“You're gonna be difficult for the entire summer?”

“I didn't want to come here in the first place,” I snapped. “I wanted to stay with Aunt Judy.”

“I see.”

“You don't want me here anyway. I'm sure you would prefer to spend your time with her.”

“That's not true.”

“Then send her back to wherever she came from.”

“It's not as easy as that, Garrett,” he said. “I was hoping that I could introduce you to her and you two could get to know each other a little better.”

“If I'd known that then I definitely wouldn't have come.”

“OK, let's not talk about it anymore.”

***

As my dad did some shopping in town, I stayed in the car. I didn't want to have to follow him around the stores and carry bags for him. I took out my phone and began to play a game on it, before deciding to call Aunt Judy.

She picked up the phone after a few rings.

“Hey sweetie, how are you?”

“Hey.” My tone was disheartened.

“What's the matter?”

“Oh, nothing. I just wish I wasn't here, that's all.”

“Oh, I see. Things aren't going so well with your dad I take it?”

“There's some woman here - a girlfriend. I don't like her.”

“I see what you mean. What's her name?”

“Olivia something.”

“Well, you can't expect your father not to have relationships, Garrett...”

“Yeah, but he didn't tell me she was going to be here the entire summer.”

“I see.”

“Can't I come and stay with you, please?”

“Oh honey, I wish I could have you here with me this summer.”

“I'd be a help to you. I could help you with the baby. You wouldn't have to do anything.”

“As much as that sounds like a great idea, I just don't think it's practical at the moment. Maybe once I get settled you can come and spend a few weeks with me in August?”

“Why can't I come now?”

“Honey...”

I knew she wasn't going to say yes. My heart sank.

“Forget I asked,” I snapped.

“Garrett, it won't be that bad staying with your father.”

“Whatever.”

“Don't be like that. It's important to spend time with him. He is your father, and he's a good man.”

“If you say so.”

“I know so.”

“I don't think Mom would appreciate you saying that about him.”

“I don't take directions from your mother about what I think about people. She's not always right.”

“Do you like this new guy of hers then?”

“I'm reserving judgment. These things take time.”

“She shouldn't have gone to Europe with him so soon.”

“That I can agree with.”

I had always gotten along with my Aunt Judy precisely because she was brutally honest about her opinions. Over the years she had called Mom out for some of her life choices. She'd especially been skeptical of her newest relationship with the ‘car salesman’. It was one of the reasons why I had preferred to stay with her during the summer.

“I'm sure you'll be fine there,” she said again. “If you need anything I'm only on the other end of the phone.”

“Thanks.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

After hanging up, I put my phone away. I wasn't interested in playing the game anymore, so I rolled down the window and looked out at the town around me. In some ways it was very old-fashioned: white clapboard houses, a steepled church, trees abundant with crimson leaves, and a slightly sleepy atmosphere.

Dad opened the car door and jumped in.

“The prices are getting ridiculous!” he declared as he lifted three grocery bags into the back seat. “I think I got everything though.”

I noticed that there were two bottles of red wine in one of the bags.

“I'll get some gas and then we can head back. Is there anything you need to get?”

I shook my head.

At the gas station, I waited in the car as he filled up the tank. I watched him go inside to pay for it. He ended up in a long conversation with the attendant he appeared to know.

A bunch of kids rode by on bicycles.

I flipped on the radio but didn't pay attention to the pop music that was playing.

I knew the summer was going to be extremely boring.

When we got back to the house, I helped him carry the bags inside. I saw that Mary was talking to somebody on the back porch.

“Ah, there he is now,” she said, referring to my father.

“Who's that, Mary?” Dad asked her.

“It's the Carpenter kid wanting to know when you want him to make a start on the lawn.”

The Carpenter kid! Zander!

My dad went outside to speak to him.

“Oh hey, Mr. Hartman!” I heard him say. “I can make a start on the grass tomorrow if you want?”

“That sounds awesome, Zander. It could do with a trim and tidy-up. I was looking to get the hedges trimmed as well?”

“Yeah, that sounds awesome. I could fit that in for sure.”

“Tomorrow is good for you then?”

“Tomorrow is perfect.”

I crept closer to the windows to see if I could get a good look at him. I stayed out of sight. He was going to be coming to the house to work.


Chapter 5


At breakfast the next morning, I listened to my dad and Mary talk about the plans for the day. I wanted to hear if one of them might mention when Zander was going to turn up to cut the grass.

“And I want to get a start on baking that cake,” Mary said. “What are you planning to do?”

“Oh, after breakfast Olivia and I plan to go and take a nice long walk along the trail that leads up to the old lighthouse,” he said. Then he looked at me. “We were hoping that you would come with us, Garrett. It would be a good chance for the three of us to get to know each other a little better.”

I didn't want to go on the walk with them. Partly because I didn't want to spend time with Olivia. Mostly because I wanted to see Zander.

“I don't feel like going for a walk,” I said.

“You'll enjoy it,” Dad urged.

“I will take a pass on it.”

Dad and Olivia exchanged a disappointed look.

“If he doesn't want to go then he doesn't have to,” Olivia said.

They left twenty minutes later.

Mary came into the dining room to clear up the breakfast dishes.

“Would it have killed you to go for a walk with them?” she asked.

“I didn't want to go.”

“He's trying his best you know.”

I didn't reply. In the distance, I heard a truck pull into the drive. Was that him?

“Who's that?” I asked.

“That's probably the Carpenter kid coming to cut the grass.”

Not rising too quickly, I casually made my way upstairs to my bedroom again where the window offered a great view of the garden. I watched as Zander spent several minutes taking a look at the grass, clearing random branches from it, and sizing up what he would need to do that morning.

It wasn't long before the lawnmower was hauled out of the back of the truck, along with a rake. He got to work pretty quickly.

I sat on the window ledge and munched on an apple, watching him. He worked fairly quickly. He moved up and down the large expanse of lawn with the lawnmower, cutting it in neat strips. He listened to an old-fashioned Walkman as he worked.

After an hour or so, he paused and removed his t-shirt because of the heat. The day had turned into another scorcher and he glistened with sweat.

Zander had a beautifully athletic body.

When he took a break, Mary brought him a few sandwiches and a glass of lemonade, and he sat down on the grass to enjoy them.

If you're going to speak to him, I told myself, now would be the best time.

I went outside casually and leaned on the banister of the veranda.

“Hey!” I said, calling over to him, trying not to sound awkward.

“It's you.”

He wasn't surprised by my appearance at all. In fact, instead of getting up, Zander leaned backward and propped his body up on his right elbow.

“So you live here,” he said.

I nodded. It only occurred to me that I had no reason to be outside and he probably realized that I had deliberately come out to see him.

“Can I get you anything?” I asked him.

He smiled as he munched on his chicken sandwich. Then with the confidence that bordered on the arrogant, he spread his legs slightly to reveal the bulge in his shorts.

“I don't know if you can help me with what I need,” he said, winking and smiling out of the side of his mouth.

“I was just asking...”

“You could help me dump this grass on the other side of that hill if you want.”

“Sure.”

“I'll finish this up first.”

He ate the rest of his sandwich quickly and drank the glass of lemonade. Then he wiped his hands on the back of his shorts as he stood up.

He had gathered piles of grass on a sheet of tarpaulin at the corner of the property in preparation for throwing them on the other side of the half-dead hedge where much of the garden waste was deposited.

“You take one end and then I'll take the other,” he instructed me.

I picked up my end of the tarpaulin and we hauled it over through a gap in the hedge.

We dumped it on top of the old, rotted grass from when the lawn had been cut before.

I wiped my hands on the back of my jeans as I watched him rake up the excess grass into a pile. I stared at his butt as I watched him work. It was round and soft, perfectly shaped.

“Thanks,” he said.

“No problem.”

I motioned to head back to the house, but he put up his hand and pressed it against my chest to stop me from going anywhere.

“One more thing.”

“What?”

“I didn't get you back for staring at me the other day.”

I blushed quickly.

He pushed me backward and I fell onto the soft spongy pile of grass. Then he fell on top of me and he pressed his crotch against mine.

I could hardly catch my breath. “What are you doing?”

“Giving you what you wanted the other day.”

I felt the firmness of his cock against my body. He pressed it close and began to grind and thrust his pelvis against my groin.

“I know that this is what you wanted.”

I couldn't say anything as I felt his warm breath on my face. His lips were close as he looked into my eyes. I didn't want the moment to end.

Then of course like any dream, I snapped out of it. I was still standing on my feet. I was still watching Zander rake up the grass into a neat pile. He hadn't pushed me down onto the grass at all. He hadn't laid on top of me either.

“What's the matter with you?” he asked, realizing I was lost in my thoughts.

“Sorry.”

“You're a bit of a daydreamer, aren't you?”

“I was just thinking about something.”

“Thanks for helping,” he said.

He walked back onto the main part of the garden, where he picked up the sandwich plate and the empty glass of lemonade.

“Would you give these back to Mary please?”

“Sure.”

I had no excuse to stay with him, so I carried the glass and plate back inside. After leaving them in the kitchen, I went back upstairs to my room and resumed my seat on the window ledge.

Zander worked for another hour or so. By the time he'd finished, the garden looked perfectly neat and tidy.

Rubbing the sweat from his forehead, he looked up in my direction. I slipped behind the curtain and hoped that he hadn't seen me. But he probably had. I wasn't exactly well concealed.

When I felt brave enough again, I looked back through the window. I didn't immediately see Zander. Then I noticed that he was standing over on the edge of the property where the garden hose was located. He was washing the rake and cleaning off excess grass.

Then when he had done that, he lifted the hose and held it over his head. Cold water cascaded over his face and hair and trickled down his body. He cleaned the sweat and grass off his broad chest. He ran his hands through his hair. His shorts became wet and clung to his body. They practically became transparent enough to mold to his cock, which hung proudly between his legs. From what I could see it was semi-hard.

Was he deliberately doing this for my benefit I wondered?

He didn't mind being completely wet and half-naked.

Once again, I saw him look up at my window. So he was doing it deliberately! I made no effort to hide. I didn't mind the fact that he knew that I was watching him.

When he laughed, I knew he didn't mind either.

After packing his equipment back into the back of the truck, Zander slipped out of view. Then I heard the doorbell ring. I assumed that Mary was going to answer it, but I found myself going downstairs.

He was standing on the other side of the screen door.

“Hey again,” he said casually.

“All done?”

“Yep. The garden at least.”

“I'll let my dad know.”

There was a pause. My eyes drifted down to his crotch again. It occurred to me that Zander had taken a risk by coming to the door with such a prominent bulge. What if Mary had answered the door?

“Is there anything else?” I asked.

“Yeah, there's something else I need from you.”

I felt my heart beating fast again. Was he going to grab his dick the way he had done before? Was he going to ask me to suck it right here and now? I told myself that if he did, I would be a fool to turn him down.

I stepped closer to the screen door, though I didn't open it.

“What can I do for you?”

“Your dad said he was going to pay me today...for the lawn.”

“Oh.”

Blushing again, I ran into the kitchen to get the $25 my dad had left on the table for Zander. I brought it into the hall and opened the screen door to give it to him.

“Thanks,” he said. “You look disappointed just now when I told you that there was something you could give me...”

“Did I?”

“As if you had something else on your mind. Did you think I wanted something different from you?”

I shook my head a little too vigorously. “No.”

“What a pity.”

“What do you mean?”

“I thought maybe you were hoping to suck my cock.”

My throat quickly dried. I swallowed. I worried that Mary could overhear the conversation. He had said it a little loudly.

“There you go again with that blushing...” he added.

“I...”

“It's cute.”

I couldn’t say anything.

Standing there with his hands on his waist, droplets of water still glistening on his chest, and that impressive cock hanging proudly between his legs, I didn't know where to look either.

“So tell me, Garrett,” he eventually said after a moment of silence, “when are we going to hang out?”

“I hadn't thought...”

“Let's do it tonight,” he said firmly. “We can get a burger in town or catch a movie. You want to see a movie with me?”

“Um...sure.”

“Cool. Then I'll meet you in town at 7:30?”

I nodded.


Chapter 6


“What do you mean you're not having dinner with us?” My father demanded to know when I told him that I was going out for the evening.

“I'm not having dinner at home,” I repeated. “I'm going out.”

“Who with?”

“Zander.”

“The kid who cuts the grass?”

As I pulled on my sneakers, I nodded.

“But Mary has made dinner for all of us...”

“I'm sure it will keep for tomorrow.”

“You might have said something, Garrett.”

“I'm telling you now.”

“At seven o’clock.”

“It was a quickly arranged thing...”

“How long will you be? Maybe we could eat a little later than normal.”

“I don't know when I'll get back.”

I could tell my father was getting exasperated. “Fine, go.”

I knew that if I asked my father to drive me into town he would probably say no, so I hunted for the old bicycle in the garage and I biked into town. By the time I arrived at the burger place, it was nearly 7:30p.m. When I went inside and took a seat, I suddenly thought to myself that there was a chance he wouldn't turn up. Maybe this would be my punishment for watching him and his friend at the pond. Maybe this was a setup. Just maybe he was trying to humiliate me.

I wondered if I should leave before he got the chance to do it.

That's when I saw him push open the door and wave at me.

He came.

“You look relieved,” he said as he took a seat in the booth. “Didn't think I'd come, did you?

“I knew you would come.” I tried to sound as confident as he did.

“Cocky. I like it.”

My waitress brought us menus and we stared at them.

“What are you in the mood for?” he asked.

“Not sure...”

“A big piece of meat?”

“Are we talking about burgers?”

“Maybe.”

I studied the menu trying desperately not to get excited.

The waitress came over to our table a few minutes later and we ordered two cheeseburgers and milkshakes. When she left again, I knew I couldn't hide behind the menu and had to look Zander in the face.

“So... What movie are we seeing?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Whatever movie is playing.”

“You don't know the name of it?”

“Options are limited at the movie theater in this town,” he laughed. “So it doesn't matter what the title of a film is. Do you like movies?”

“Sure. Do you?”

“If they're good.”

“Maybe this one will be.”

He sat back and stretched his arms on the back of the booth. I knew that he was spreading his legs under the table, but I couldn't see.

“The movie theater has its charms though.”

I frowned. “I don't understand...”

“Well, it's like anything fun - it's better when you're not alone. I've known movies get better when shared with friends, right?

He smiled at me across the table and took a sip of his milkshake.

“You mean...?”

“You catch on quick.”

Was he planning for us to fool around in the movie theater? Suddenly I couldn't wait for the movie to begin.

When the waitress brought our burgers, I started eating mine quickly, eager to get it finished. Zander took his time and enjoyed every bite. I thought he was eating deliberately slowly.

“I hope that means you're excited for the movie,” he said between bites, before adding with a mischievous smile, “You’re certainly hungry for something!”

I washed the burger down with a milkshake.

“So, how is your summer going?” he asked.

It was starting to look up, I thought. “Not bad so far…”

“Your dad is a cool guy.”

“He is?” I asked.

Zander nodded. “Totally. He taught me how to fish a few years ago. At least, he tried. I don’t think I have the patience to sit in one spot for so long.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“He knew my dad wasn’t gonna teach me, so he said he’d do it. I kinda thought he looked sad doing it, though; like he’d have preferred having his own kid with him.”

Curious about what he thought of my dad, I was about to ask him more questions, when Zander stopped me.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“8:25p.m.”

“The movie will be starting in five minutes; we better make a move.”

***

At the movie theater Zander bought the tickets. I was dreading the theater being packed with people, so was pleasantly surprised to discover that only two other couples were sitting at the front. Zander led me to the back of the theater.

We sat down and began to munch on the popcorn he'd bought.

“Do you come to the movies often?” I whispered.

He smiled at me. “Is that the polite way of asking if I bring lots of people here?”

“No...” I blustered, awkwardly.

“Hey, I'm only teasing. Chill. Actually yes, I do come to the movies fairly often. Mostly on my own...as it happens.”

“I see.”

I tried to think of something to say. The only thing that came to mind was completely unsexy.

“I used to go all the time with my mom.”

“Cool.”

“Though that was a while ago...”

The lights dimmed and the movie trailers began. The music was loud enough to allow us to have a conversation without being overheard.

“But I do love movies.”

I was talking too much. I decided to shut up and pay attention to the movie. There was nothing special about it. It was just another horror film.

All I could think about was Zander.

I glanced at him a few times, but he only munched on the popcorn and stared at the movie screen.

Then I thought I had got this all wrong. Was this really just two guys hanging out?

In the darkness, I thought I saw movement coming from the door. Two latecomers had appeared in the movie theater. A couple. In the dimness I watched them trying to decide where to sit. Then the girl pointed towards Zander and me.

“Do you know them?” I asked.

“Yeah. That's Brad and his girl.”

Brad from the pond?

The two of them climbed the steps and shuffled along the row to sit next to us.

“Hey dude!” Brad whispered to Zander.

“Hey, buddy.”

“This is Jackie.”

Jackie was blonde and pretty. Zander introduced me to them. I shook their hands and tried my best to smile sincerely.

Then I concentrated on the movie. I couldn’t follow the plot. Jackie and Brad seemed to enjoy it though.

All I could think was that my chance of blowing a hot guy in a movie theater had been…blown.

When the movie was over and the credits started to roll, we all got up.

Outside the theater, Zander said goodbye to Brad and Jackie.

“What's the matter? Didn't you enjoy the movie?” he asked me when we were alone.

I tried to hide my disappointment. “It was fine...”

“I think I know what's wrong with you,” he said, before throwing his arm around my neck and pulling me close to him. “You're disappointed you didn't get dessert, isn't that it?”

“I had enough food...”

“Oh, I wasn't talking about ice cream,” he added, teasingly. “I was talking about hanging out with friends. I think you wanted more time together.”

He smiled at me warmly.

“Maybe I was.”

“The night is still young, Garrett my boy.”


Chapter 7


We walked out of town toward my house. It wasn't quite dark; there was still a touch of heat in the night too.

“Tell me something Garrett,” Zander said, “you did enjoy watching Brad and me at the pond that day, didn't you? You can be honest with me.”

“Yeah, I did.”

“I knew it.”

“It was pretty hot. Only, when you almost kicked the crap out of me afterward...”

“Yeah, I guess I should apologize for that. I was worried you might tell somebody. Not that I care too much but... I don't want Brad to get any grief.”

“Are you…out?”

“About what?”

“Being gay.”

“I'm not a label type of guy. If I find someone I want to fuck... I fuck them.”

“I see.”

“Brad on the other hand... well, he's not quite as bold as I am.”

“And what makes you so bold?”

“The fact that I don't care about what anybody thinks of me for a start. Why should I? I don't owe anybody anything. I'm just going to be me and people can take me as they want or not. I don't give a fuck.”

“I wish I could be as carefree as that.”

“You can be if you want.”

“Not me.”

“Why not? What's stopping you?”

“Oh, I don't know... fear maybe.”

“Fear is at the root of everything. Once you get rid of fear, you can be free.”

“An interesting philosophy.”

“It's a creed for life, baby.” he smiled. “And it makes you a better lover too.”

“How so?”

“When you don't give a shit about what anybody thinks of you... let yourself be yourself completely... when you know you can fuck anyone you want... you get pretty damn good at it.”

“Sounds like you've had a lot of practice.”

“I'm a good student of the art. And the student can become the master, as you're about to find out.”

“Should I be nervous?”

“No. I think you'll enjoy it.”

“And what have you got planned for me?”

“Well for a start, I'm gonna take you home and kiss you a lot. Then I'm gonna put my tongue in your asshole. Then I'll make you suck my big dick. And if you're good at it I'll fuck your pussy until you can't take it anymore. How does that sound?”

I felt my legs getting weak. As he walked, he looked at me, not taking his eyes off me. I knew he meant what he said. And I knew from his sheer amount of confidence that he was probably very good at fucking.

“That sounds...great.”

“In fact, why bother waiting until we get home when we could do it right here right now.”

“In the middle of the road?”

“No silly, the pond. I wanna fuck you there. Since I didn't get to fuck Brad there...”

“What am I? The next best option?”

“I think you might be better than Brad.”

“What makes you say that?”

“A gut feeling. You seem more open to it than him.”

Instead of continuing on the road toward the house, Zander grabbed my arm and yanked me off onto the verge. We climbed up onto the bank and went through the woods in the vague direction of the pond. Zander seemed to know where he was going. After a few minutes, we came upon the pond which was bathed in moonlight.

“Let's jump in and cool off,” he suggested.

He quickly began to take off his clothes before I could even answer. In seconds he was naked. His cock wasn't hard, but it wasn't soft either; he was semi-erect and as he went over to the edge of the grassy bank it swung in the air.

“Coming?” he asked, turning back briefly. He didn't wait for an answer. He leapt into the water below and I heard the splash.

I told myself it was now or never. I took my clothes off quickly, ran over the edge, and jumped into the water. My body plunged beneath the surface, and I almost hit the bed of the pond. It was murky and dark.

Surfacing again, I was surprised to find that Zander was right in front of me treading water.

“It's cold!” I said, shivering.

He didn't say anything. He swam over to me and quickly kissed me on the mouth. I felt the wetness of his lips against mine, the protrusion of his tongue. He was a great kisser. He knew just how intensely to make the kiss as if he sensed how I liked it even though I'd never been kissed in my life before. I felt as if he was holding me up in the water, that I didn't have to kick my legs at all to stay afloat.

When he pulled away, he took a long look at me; he was enjoying how dumbfounded I was.

“That was your first kiss, wasn't it?”

I nodded.

“I hope it was OK.”

I nodded again.

Then, Zander took a deep breath and disappeared below the surface of the water. He remained submerged for nearly a minute; I had no idea where he was. There weren't even any bubbles on the surface.

“Where are you?”

He splashed back up again and caught his breath.

“I think my kiss was more than OK... judging by the fact that your dick is hard as a rock.”

I burst out laughing. “You went under to check?”

“I believe in actions, not words.”

“I see. And what about yours?”

“See for yourself.”

I took a deep breath and went under. The brightness of the moon penetrated a few feet under the surface of the water, so I could see his body. He was hard. It looked even bigger under the water. I stared at it for as long as I could hold my breath. Eventually, I had to come up for air.

“Well?” he asked.

“I like it.”

“You want it?”

“Oh yeah.”

He swam closer. Our foreheads touched.

“Then I'm going to give it to you,” he said.

We got out of the water and lay on the grass. It wasn't cold at all. The air was still, the moon was high, and the heat of our bodies was enough.

We kissed for a long time. I rested my head on his arm. He leaned over me, and I felt his left hand move through my hair, down the side of my face, caress my chest, glide down the side of my body until he reached my ass. He explored between my cheeks with his finger. Then he lifted my leg so it half wrapped around his body. I felt my ass twitch and he continued to explore my hole.

“You're so sensitive!”

“This is new for me.”

“I love it!” he declared. “I’m going to put one finger in your hole.”

I wanted it so badly.

Then he brought his forefinger up to my lips. “Lick it!”

I sucked on his finger for a few seconds, getting it wet. Then he took it down to my ass and gently stimulated my hole.

“Nice and slowly...” he said.

I felt it going in. I gasped and automatically clenched my ass cheeks together.

“Relax,” he urged. “I’ll go slow.”

I tried to release the muscles down there. He moved in a little more, gently. He knew what he was doing. He moved his finger back and forth until it was nearly all the way in.

“How does that feel?” he asked.

“Great!”

He kissed me then, firmly and passionately. The heat coming off his body made me relax as if he was able to absorb all my nervousness. I felt my body opening up for him.

“If you’re going to take my big cock,” he said, between kisses, “you’re going to need to open up for me. Do you want my big cock?”

“Oh yes!”

“Good. Because you’re about to get it.”

He pulled my legs apart, then got up on his knees and positioned his cock at my asshole. Even in the semi-darkness of the night his body seemed to glow.

He looked down at me to check I was ready for it.

“You want it?” he asked again.

“Give it to me!”

Then he leaned over and held himself on top of me with one arm, while he used the other to guide his cock to where it needed to be. I felt the head of his cock press against my asshole, and I quickly took deep breaths to prepare myself.

I felt it push in. The head was big; I had to breathe deeply as it entered me.

“Oh fuck!” he exclaimed. “You’re tight, Garrett,” he said.

I arched my back and concentrated on opening up for him. Then I felt it go deeper. I was taking him inside me! There was a lot of cock to take, but somehow I managed it. I felt so hot inside.

“Oh, that’s it! Like that...take it.”

When I looked up at him, I saw his eyes roll back in his head. He was loving my ass.

I’d never felt a feeling like it.

“God, you’re tight,” he moaned as he moved inside me. “I can hardly stand it.”

All I could do was breathe. With every inhaled and exhaled breath, I felt a warm, hot, pulsating spasm move through my body. I even felt myself squeezing around his shaft. The motion of me doing it made Zander cry out with enjoyment.

“I’m gonna bust!” he suddenly announced.

After that all I felt was bliss.


Chapter 8


In the days that followed, Zander and I spent a lot of time together. During the day, I went with him on his various jobs cutting lawns or tidying up yards. He joked that because I did such a good job, he was going to have to put me on the payroll. I loved spending time with him.

Apart from all the sex he and I were having, I’d come to like him as well. He was so easy-going, so naturally happy and gregarious that it was impossible not to enjoy his company. The jokes came thick and fast, his appreciation of the landscape around us, and the wildly sensual attitude to sex he had meant that I was utterly happy in his company.

"We're getting pretty good at this," he said a week later when we trimmed Mrs. Fleetwood's bushes for her. "I think we did this one in record time."

"You know what that means," I said suggestively.

"Do tell."

"It means we have some time to fool around."

"I think you might be right about that."

When we got done a job early, Zander and I would take his truck and park it somewhere quiet. The moment he killed the engine, I would lean over and bury my face in his crotch. I couldn't get enough of his cock. We were pretty careless about it too; sometimes we parked in public places. It was kind of risky, but also exciting to think that people could walk by us oblivious to what was going on.

If we had a little more time, we'd go to the pond and have wild sex on the grassy bank or in the water. It was impossible to keep our hands off each other.

One day, I was so horny that I sucked him three times, much to Zander's enjoyment and surprise. We were parked on one of the quiet roads outside town, near the forest.

"You are a horny fucker, aren't you?" he said as he buttoned up his pants again after the third session.

I wiped a drop of his cum from my lips. "I try."

"That has to be a record."

"I say we go for four times."

He arched his brow. "You want more?"

"You got any more cum in those balls?"

"I got plenty for you, baby."

"Then I want it."

He laughed as he unbuttoned his jeans again. He was still semi-soft from me sucking him a few minutes ago. It didn't take long for me to get him hard again with my mouth. He fell back against the headrest and closed his eyes, moaning with pleasure.

I sucked him slowly, taking my time. His cock tasted beautiful.

"I don't think I can last as long this time," he groaned.

I needed to tell him to empty his balls, but I didn't want to take my mouth off his cock, so I kept sucking him like crazy until he couldn't hold back anymore.

"Oh yeah… That feels so good."

Massaging his balls with my hands, I pushed my throat as far down his shaft as I could. I had practiced enough by this point to be able to take every inch of his eight-inch cock.

I felt Zander arch his back; his breathing became quicker. He was about to blow!

A second later, hot jets of his creamy cum filled my mouth.

But at the very same time that he was emptying his balls, we both heard a knock on the window of the truck.

"Jesus Christ!" Zander exclaimed.

I looked up quickly, my lips covered in cum. "What the hell!"

I thought we had been discreet enough by parking on one of the quiet country roads that never saw any traffic. But apparently, someone had seen us. Not only that, but they also knocked on the window.

It was impossible to see who it was because right after knocking, they had slipped out of view.

Zander leaned back to get a good look at who it was, but there was nobody there. Maybe they had gone around the back of the truck and hidden.

"What the fuck was that?" I asked.

Then, as we were looking out of the window on Zander's side, another knock came on the window at my door.

Brad stood there, grinning at both of us.

"Caught you!" he said, unable to control his laughter.

"Jesus, Brad! You scared the shit out of me."

I was suddenly nervous. Zander wasn't. He made no effort to put his cock away; it remained where I had left it, semi-hard and laying across his thigh.

"What the hell are you doing here?" Zander asked.

"I thought I spotted your truck when I was driving past," Brad explained. His eyes traveled down to Zander's impressive cock. "And I was wondering what you were up to… and now I know."

Zander smiled. "I was just getting some great head, buddy."

"Apparently."

Brad looked at me, frowning as if he was trying to tell me something. When I didn't get it, he pointed to the corner of my mouth.

"You got something…" he said.

I touched the side of my face but found nothing.

"No, the other side."

Zander reached over and ran a finger across my lower cheek, then showed me some of his cum on the tip of it.

"Looks like you were wasting it," he said. Then he forced his finger into my mouth so that I could taste it. "Waste not, want not."

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. Brad smiled and looked away sheepishly.

"Now I feel bad for interrupting," he said.

"No problem, buddy. I could do with a break. This one can't get enough."

"Insatiable, huh?"

"Yep."

"Lucky you. My girl won’t put out at all," he lamented.

"Why not?"

"Fucked if I know. She's always got some excuse. I didn't think that women had their periods thirty days in the month."

Zander laughed. "That's the trouble with them, right.”

"It ain't good when you're as horny as I am."

Zander eventually began to put his cock back into his pants.

"So, are we going fishing today or what?" Brad asked.

"I totally forgot about that, sorry."

"I got my stuff in my truck," he said, pointing to the vehicle at the end of the lane. And then he rested his hand on my shoulder. "How about you? You want to come fishing with us, Garrett?"

"Um..." Part of me had hoped that I would spend the rest of the afternoon with Zander. Even though most of our work was done by this point, I was hoping for more action.

"Come with us," Zander urged. "We won't be too late."

"Sure. Sounds good."

Zander and I followed Brad's truck to a local lake.

Since Zander hadn't brought his fishing rod with him, Brad let him use one of his. They were content to sit on the water's edge, drink a beer, and wait to catch something.

I wanted to go swimming, but they wouldn't catch much if I was thrashing about in the water, so I stayed on the bank.

Brad and Zander talked about their respective jobs. Brad was training to be a mechanic. He enjoyed it quite a bit, even though it took up so much of his time. They also discussed his girlfriend... or whether or not she was likely to remain his girlfriend much longer if she wasn't going to satisfy him.

In the tranquility of the beautiful surroundings, I closed my eyes and fell into a short nap. It wasn't for more than twenty minutes or so, but when I opened my eyes again, I noticed that Brad and Zander weren't sitting in the foldaway chairs next to their fishing rods.

I rubbed my eyes and quickly stood up.

"Zander!" I called out.

A bird flew out of the trees, disturbed by my call.

"Where are you?"

I was suddenly struck by an unmistakable pang of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. I couldn't get the image out of my head that the two of them had gone off somewhere to fuck around.

I knew I shouldn't have come fishing with them, I thought. Perhaps I wasn't supposed to have accepted the invitation. Maybe they wanted to be alone. But then I thought it was crazy of me to even feel this way. What right did I have to feel jealous? I didn't have any claim on Zander. It wasn't as if the two of us were exclusive or anything. Zander wasn't the type of guy to go for that.

And yet, the thought of the two of them having fun somewhere killed me inside.

"Zander!" I called out again.

"What's up?"

I turned and saw the two of them emerging from the path we had originally walked down after parking the truck on the other side of the trees. They were carrying a few beer cans. They hadn't been having fun at all. The pain in the pit of my stomach suddenly lessened.

"Nothing," I quickly said. "I just wondered where you were."

"We were just grabbing some more beers. You didn't think we left you here alone, did you?"

I shook my head and pretended to laugh. As the two of them settled down to continue fishing, I realized that I wasn't just having a good time with Zander. This wasn't just about having fun and enjoying ourselves. I had fallen for him.


Chapter 9


On the drive back to the house, I was quiet. Zander talked about how good the fishing trip had been; he'd caught a musky and was looking forward to cooking them that night for dinner.

"Did you enjoy yourself?" he asked.

"Sure."

When he dropped me off at the house, he told me that he hoped I'd be able to join him the following day.

"There's plenty more work for the two of us to do around this place," he said. "You're actually pretty helpful."

"I'll be here."

"Maybe we can squeeze in some fun as well."

I watched as he drove the car out of the driveway.

Later that night, I texted Zander and told him that I wasn't feeling well and that I wouldn't be able to go with him to work tomorrow. He wrote back that it was a shame, but he understood.

"Maybe we can hang out though if you're feeling better?"

"Maybe," I wrote back. It was a gamble. How did I know that he wouldn't ask Brad to join him on his jobs? That would have been even worse, I thought. My jealousy would go into overdrive if I thought the two of them were spending the entire day together.

At dinner, I barely spoke. Dad and Olivia debated something about a book that had recently been published; they barely paid attention to me. Mary, on the other hand, noticed how quiet I was. When I carried the empty plates into the kitchen, she looked at me in the grandmotherly way she always did.

"What's up with you?" she gently inquired.

"Nothing…"

"That's not the kind of answer that works with me, sonny," she said. "There is something up with you. This past week you've been… different."

I didn't want to talk about it. I decided to tell her a lie.

"I guess I just miss Mom, that's all."

"She'll be back soon enough. She can't stay away forever."

"Right."

"And you know," she added, "I don't think Olivia is the worst woman in the world either. It's not easy seeing your mom or your dad getting new partners… but you can't necessarily expect them to be single forever. You can't necessarily expect them to get back together either."

"I know that."

"And do you think maybe you could give Olivia a chance?"

"Yeah, whatever."

"Hey, come on, you can do better than that."

"Sorry."

She put her arms around me and gave me a hug. I felt the sincerity of it, so I hugged her back. The only problem was that from washing the dishes, she soaked the back of my neck.

"Sorry, sweetie," she apologized.

"It's okay."

"Why don't you help me with the rest of these dishes?" she suggested. "You can take that drying cloth and dry them for me."

I spent the next twenty minutes drying the plates and cutlery from the evening meal.

In bed that night, I didn't sleep very easily at all. I was annoyed with myself for giving in to feelings of jealousy when I had no right to. Then, when I heard the clock strike one in the morning, I told myself that I was being silly. I should really just enjoy my time with Zander. It wasn't as if the two of us had a future together anyway, even if he was interested in me in the same way. At the end of the summer, I was going to be heading home again with my mother when she returned from Europe. Why was I being so stupid about a relationship that was never going to go anywhere? It was just a bit of fun, I told myself.

When morning came, I picked up my phone from the bedside table the moment I opened my eyes and texted Zander, saying that I felt a lot better and would happily join him that morning for work.

"Awesome," he texted back. "I'll pick you up at 7:30a.m."

I leaped out of bed and jumped into the shower.

He pulled the truck into our driveway exactly at 7:30a.m. as he said he would.

"Feeling better then?" he asked.

"Yeah, much better, thanks."

"Glad to hear it. I wasn't sure if I'd get through the day on my own, to be perfectly honest with you. I was counting on your help today."

"I'm glad I made it then."

***

It turned out to be a very busy day indeed. Not only did we have three gardens to take care of, but Zander had also agreed to help out a guy who wanted a ton of lumber moved from one part of his property to another. On top of that, Zander had been booked to paint a garage for some woman on the other side of town.

We worked hard to get the gardens finished before midday. By the time we finished the third job, we were both exhausted and sweaty messes. It didn't help that the heat of the day tortured our bodies. I was famished by the time lunch came around.

"What are you in the mood for?" he asked when we got back into the truck. “My treat.”

"I'm not sure," I said.

"You're not even hungry for this?" he teased, grabbing his crotch.

"Maybe later."

He frowned. I had never turned down the opportunity to get his cock before. If anything, he had been the one to turn me down because I wanted it so often. However, today I was genuinely exhausted from all the hard work we had done in the sticky heat.

We drove to the burger place in town, ordered at the counter, and took our food outside to eat under the shade of the tree.

"Something's up with you," he said. "I can tell."

"I'm absolutely fine," I insisted.

"Do you think I'm an idiot or something?"

"No."

"Then spill the beans, Garrett. Talk to me."

I took a deep breath and decided I might as well explain it to him.

"Well… yesterday… I got jealous of you and Brad," I confessed. "When we were fishing… I thought the two of you had gone off together to…"

"To fuck?"

"Yeah."

He took a bite out of his burger. "Now that all makes sense."

"I didn't realize that I would feel jealous."

He smiled at me. "How could you not? I'm fucking amazing after all, right?"

"Don't joke."

"Hey, if you can't laugh at these things, you'll end up crying."

"You don't mind that I was jealous?"

"Not at all. It's kind of hot actually."

"You mean…?"

"It shows you've got the hots for me."

"I told myself last night that there's no point in me getting jealous though. I mean, this is only a summertime thing. When my mother gets back from Europe, I'll be going home again…"

"Exactly. Why make it complicated, right?"

"Right."

I felt better after my talk with Zander. I decided not to take our relationship too seriously from then on. It was just going to be a hell of a lot of fun, a wild and crazy summer. Then it was going to be over, and that was an end to it.

After lunch, we headed over to Mr. Singer's property and began to move all his lumber to a different area of his farm. It was going to be used for building a barn. Zander even managed to negotiate with him the opportunity to get in on the construction of it… for a fee. He could turn his hand to anything, I realized. Nothing fazed him; nothing stood in his way. It was hard not to envy Zander's confidence.

The last job of the day was painting the garage for Mrs. Krantz. It was a job that didn't take very long.

Zander flicked paint at me, and I reciprocated by throwing a little bit more onto him. We got it all over our clothes and on our faces and arms.

"She'll kill us for wasting so much paint," I teased him.

"Then I guess we better head down to the pond and get butt naked and wash it off," he said.

"Bring it on."

Right after finishing the job, that's exactly what we did. We went to our usual spot, took off all our clothes, and leapt into it together.

I washed his body, and he washed mine. The paint came off fairly easily, and when we had scrubbed each other clean, we climbed onto the grassy bank, which had become our favorite spot, and let our bodies dry in the sun.

I couldn't stop myself from eventually leaning over and taking Zander's cock in my hand.

He smiled and let out a soft laugh. "I knew you wouldn't be able to keep your hands off for too long." Then his hand reached around to the back of my head, and he pulled me gently down on his quickly growing dick. "Nobody sucks my cock the way you do, Garrett."


Chapter 10


I was in such a good mood for the next several days that I didn't think anything could bring me down. I spent most of my time with Zander. Now that the summer was well underway and lots of families were returning to their summer homes, Zander's schedule got very busy. Somehow we still managed to find time to fuck as often as we could. Occasionally, that meant meeting very early in the morning, well before anybody else was out of their bed. Zander would pick me up in the truck, we’d park in a quiet spot in the middle of nowhere and just go at it. If we didn't get the chance to do that, we'd wait until the end of the evening when everybody went to bed again, and we'd go to the pond.

At the end of the month, Zander handed me an envelope with cash in it.

“What's this for?” I asked.

“At this point, you're basically an employee of the business,” he teased, “so I have to pay you something.”

“And I thought I was getting paid in spunk.”

“That's just a bonus. A perk that comes with being with the company, you might say.”

“I'll take it.”

“You didn't think I wasn't going to pay you for all the work you've been doing for me, did you?”

“To be honest with you, that didn't even cross my mind. Stupid, right?”

“Very.”

“I wonder what I'll spend it on,” I said as I counted the bills.

“If I were you, I would save it,” he suggested.

“What for?”

“Whatever you like.”

“I could go on a trip of my own… abroad somewhere maybe.”

“If that's what you'd like to do…”

“Do you ever think about getting out of this town?” I asked.

“Never thought about it much. I've got things pretty good here, I think. People always need guys like me to fix their place up or cut their grass.”

“Is that what you want to do for the rest of your life?”

“Would there be anything wrong with it if I did?”

“No, not at all. I didn't mean to suggest anything…”

“You can't all be on the track for Princeton or Harvard, you know.”

“I wasn't saying…” I felt as if I put my foot in it.

“Guys like me get by in life, don't worry.”

“Zander, I wasn't trying to insult you.”

“Let's drop it,” he said.

He drove into town, and we went to the usual place for lunch. He stayed in the truck while I went inside and ordered. As usual, we ate the burgers under the old oak tree on the patch of grass next to the burger joint. Zander didn't say much.

“You got any plans for tonight?” I asked him.

“Not sure.”

“You want to do something? We could go to the pond again.”

“Can’t tonight. I've got plans.”

“I thought you said…”

“I said I'd hang out with Brad and his girlfriend tonight.”

“Maybe we can do something tomorrow then?”

“Maybe.”

“Is everything OK?”

He crumpled up the wrapper his burger came in, tossed it over into the waste bin, and stood up.

“We better get back to work. Got a lot to do today before we finish.”

“Sure thing.”

Zander was pretty quiet as we worked that afternoon. He cut the lawn of one of the larger properties by the lake, while I raked up the grass into piles. I sat in the truck while he spoke with the owner of the house who had just arrived for the summer and waited for him to finish.

“Are we finished for the day?” I asked when he climbed into the driver's seat fifteen minutes later.

“Yep. All done. You want me to drop you off at your place?”

I obviously wasn't going to get an invitation to spend the evening with Brad and him, so I nodded.

When I got out of the truck at my own house, I leaned into the window.

“You want to hang out tomorrow then?”

“I'll text you.”

Then he drove off again, kicking stones into the air with his back wheels. I knew I said the wrong thing at lunch. I hadn't meant to make it seem like he was going nowhere in life. It surprised me to think that he had taken offense at my comments.

***

Entering the house, I went upstairs to take a shower and came back down again to find that the house was empty except for Olivia. I didn't even know where my dad had gone.

“Where is Mary?”

“She's out,” Olivia replied.

“Your dad gave her the night off,” she added. “She wanted to go and spend the night with her sister, I think. She lives over in the next town or something, so we dropped her off at the train station.”

“I guess that means she's not cooking anything tonight,” I mused.

“No, we thought we would just get a pizza. How does that sound?”

I shrugged indifferently. I didn't especially care about what I was eating. My mind was too preoccupied with thinking about Zander.

When dad got back, he opened up a bottle of wine and let it breathe on the bench. Then he poured glasses for himself and Olivia and they sat down on the veranda again. When he called me out to join them, I heard Olivia telling him that she had managed to have a conversation with me before he arrived back.

“Maybe that's a good sign,” I heard him say when I came through the door. “Hey Garrett, does pizza sound OK for you tonight?”

“Sure.”

“Great. Then we can go and pick it up.”

Olivia pointed to the glass of wine he was drinking. “I don't think that's a good idea.”

“This is only my second glass.”

“Why don't I take the car and go pick up the pizza instead? I haven’t even touched my wine.”

“If you insist,” dad replied. “You can take Garrett with you. You can go with Olivia, can't you?”

I stifled a sigh. I didn't want to have to go with her.

“He doesn't have to,” she said.

“No, he can go with you. He can give you directions.”

The decision had been made for me.

We didn't particularly say much on the car journey into town. I hoped I could get away without having some kind of conversation with her on the journey at all, but then she made a benign comment on how well all the properties looked.

“The gardens are also well kept.”

“That's because of Zander.”

“And you, of course.”

“I guess.”

“It looks like you guys have been doing an excellent job. Everything looks so beautiful!”

“He's good at what he does.”

“It sounds like he's a good friend,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“He's a good-looking boy too.”

I shot her a look. What was she trying to insinuate?

“Where is the pizza place?” she asked as she drove down Main Street.

“It's on the corner down there on the right.”

She parked the car. “Are you going to go in for it, or am I?”

“I don't mind.”

“I'll give you the cash and you can get it.”

I hopped out of the vehicle and crossed the street. A couple of people were already waiting inside for their orders, so I joined the queue. It was a popular place, so people generally had to wait.

I took out my phone and checked my messages. There was nothing from Zander. I thought about sending him something but didn't know what to write. Then, thinking there was no harm in sending something generic, I asked him how his night was going.

I waited to see if he answered it.

“Your order will be with you shortly, Garrett,” the girl behind the counter told me. “We're swamped tonight.”

“No worries.”

I checked my phone again. He still hadn't looked at the message.

Annoyed, I put my phone in my pocket again and stared out of the window. Further along the street stood the movie theatre where I had gone with Zander. People were standing outside waiting to be admitted for the 7:30p.m. show.

Zander was among them.

He wasn't with Brad, though; he was standing there with Brad's girlfriend, Jackie.

And worse than that, he had his arm around her. She was leaning close to him, and they were laughing about something. It almost looked like he could lean in to kiss her at any moment.

I tried to tell myself that Brad was going to join them, that he would turn up and go into the movie theatre with them. But I knew from the way they were behaving with each other, that Brad had not been invited to join them tonight. They were on a date.


Chapter 11


I was awake first thing in the morning. I hadn't slept much the night before, thinking about what I had seen outside the movie theater. I spent most of the night imagining the two of them together, sitting in the dark, side by side. Had he taken her up to the back seats where they could be semi-private? Had she performed oral sex on him in the darkness of the movie theater?

I tried not to dwell on it, but I couldn't stop myself.

When I checked my phone, I saw that he still hadn't looked at my message from the previous evening. I considered sending him something else but decided against it. I didn't want to risk another message going unanswered.

At breakfast, I started my cereal but didn't finish it.

At 9:00a.m., I went outside. I almost caught myself walking absentmindedly toward the pond and had to force myself to turn around. The last thing I wanted was to go there and find Zander and Jackie swimming together... or worse.

While Dad worked in his office, Olivia walked along the water's edge.

"Is everything OK with you?" I suddenly heard her say as she approached me. I was sitting on the small jetty, staring out across the lake.

"Yes," I said in a frustrated tone.

She crouched down beside me. "Do you want to talk?"

"Nope."

She paused for a moment, and then she said, "Look, I know this is none of my business, but..."

"You're right," I snapped, "this is none of your business."

"But I know what it's like to have a major crush on someone and for it not to turn out the way you wanted it."

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"Oh, I think you do," she said softly.

"It's not your business."

"I know that. I just wanted to offer some advice..."

"You're not my mom."

"Nor do I want to be, Garrett. But I would like to be your friend... if you let me."

I didn't respond.

"You see, there are times when we need friends in our lives to unburden ourselves to. We all need a shoulder to cry on from time to time."

I stared out across the lake; I couldn't look at her. Not because I didn't agree with what she was saying, but because I was filled with a sense of guilt for having been so mean to her since she turned up unexpectedly at the house. Why on earth was she being nice to me?

"He's a handsome boy, isn't he," she said.

So she knew all about it. Quite how she knew I had a major crush on Zander, I didn't know, but she knew about it.

"And I imagine he's very popular. With everyone."

She sat down on the edge of the jetty a few feet away from me and dangled her feet over the water.

"And I would imagine that it's not easy to watch someone you had a crush on go out on a date with somebody else," she said.

I shut my eyes tight; why was she being so nice to me? I told myself that she was just trying to get on my good side so that my dad wouldn't think my dislike of her would be an issue in their relationship. It was a self-serving move on her part.

"You know, you can talk to me, Garrett," she added.

"No thanks." I stood up. "You're not my mom, and I don't want to talk to you about anything. I'm sure you will tell Dad that you tried your best, but I'm not gonna fall for your games, Olivia."

I stomped off the jetty and headed down the driveway.

I walked into town and found myself heading in the direction of Brad's place of employment. He spotted me outside and came over to say hello.

"Hey, buddy, how's it hanging?"

"I'm good," I said unconvincingly.

"How come you weren't hanging out with Zander today? You guys have been joined at the hip lately. Don't tell me he exhausted you. Or is it the other way around? Did you exhaust him?!"

"Something like that."

"I get my break pretty soon," he said. "Do you want to stick around, and we can maybe get something to eat?"

"Sure."

Half an hour later, Brad and I walked over to the burger joint and ordered burgers and French fries. We ate them in the shade.

"So how come you aren't hanging out with Zander?" he asked again.

"I think maybe he has other things to do, that's all."

"Like what? I hope he didn't go fishing without me," he joked.

"I have no idea."

"You seem pretty pissed or something, buddy."

"Honestly, I'm fine," I insisted. I ate a few fries and then said, "How long have you known Zander?"

"All my life. We were in kindergarten together. We've always hung out."

"You know him pretty well, then."

"I'd say so."

I wanted to ask Brad what he thought the chances were that a guy like Zander would ever go steady with someone. With a guy. And then I told myself it was an absolutely stupid question to ask because I already knew the answer to it. There was no point in pining for something that was never going to happen.

"Do you trust him?" I found myself asking him.

"Of course. What sort of question is that?"

I wanted to say that he probably shouldn't trust him since I saw him going to the movie theater with Jackie the day before. But of course, I didn't say that.

"I was just wondering."

"Zander is a good guy."

"He's a free spirit," I said.

"That's exactly what Zander is. You've got him figured out. Zander has always been a free spirit if you ask me, ever since he was a kid. He's his own man."

"Yeah, he's his own man alright. And I guess he won't ever belong to anybody else, right?"

Brad smiled. "You trying to get him to put a ring on it or something?"

"I wouldn't go that far."

"Look, you'll probably end up with a broken heart if you think you're going to be able to nail him down for yourself…"

"So I'm learning."

"I mean, you guys are just having a bit of fun…"

"Yeah," I admitted sadly, "just a bit of fun."

"Hey, it's not as if you live here or anything. I mean, even if the two of you were something more, you're going to be leaving here at the end of the summer. Why would he get himself into anything serious if it's only going to come to an end after a few months?"

I tried to shake myself out of it. "I know you're right. I know you're right. But I can't help it, Brad."

He continued to eat his burger in silence. I had lost my appetite.

When I first saw Brad, I thought to myself that I was going to tell him that I had seen Jackie out on a date with Zander because I wanted him to tell Zander that he couldn't do that again. That way, I would have Zander all to myself. Now I felt like an asshole for even thinking about doing that. It wouldn't have worked in any case. If anything, it was just going to make Zander not want to be with me even more. Why would he want to hang out with a guy who had gone out of his way to hurt his friends?

Deep down, I knew that there was nothing I was going to be able to do about my relationship with Zander. It wasn't going to be anything more than a summertime fling, and there was no point in pretending it could be anything more.

"If it's any consolation," Brad said, "I get the impression that you're the best lover he's ever had."

"What makes you say that?"

"Only the fact that he seems to get excited every time your name comes up. He even told me once that you gave him the best sex he's ever had."

A smile spread across my face. That did make me feel pretty good. I had suspected that I was good at it, judging by the way that he reacted to my actions, but it was good to hear it confirmed.

"So at least you'll be able to enjoy a good summer of intimacy," Brad added.

Then I realized that it wasn't a foregone conclusion that Zander and I would have a hot summer of intimacy since I'd managed to offend him. He was probably cooling on me.


Chapter 12


The first thing I did when I got home was text Zander.

I want to apologize if I said the wrong thing. The last thing I want to do is hurt you. Can we talk?

He didn't open the message right away, so I left it for a while.

I jumped into the shower. I heard my cell phone ping as I was lathering my hair with shampoo. Unable to see with my eyes filled with soap, I wiped them and fumbled for my phone, which was sitting on the sink next to the shower.

He had looked at the message and replied!

Let's meet up tonight, it read.

I felt a huge amount of relief knowing that he had agreed to meet with me again. At least now I knew there was a chance I could apologize in person and make him realize I hadn't meant to hurt him.

I hurriedly messaged back, asking when and where he wanted to meet.

He said he’d come and pick me up in ten minutes if I was free.

I jumped out of the shower as quickly as I could, pulled on a pair of pants, and brushed my teeth.

"Where are you going?" my dad asked when I ran down the stairs a few minutes later.

"Out."

"Out where?"

"With friends."

Running out the front door, I saw Zander pull up in the drive. I leaped into the passenger seat of his truck and caught my breath.

"Were you already on your way to come and get me?" I asked him.

"Yeah. I realized I was being a total dick, and the only thing to do was come over in person to apologize."

"I'm glad you did."

"Does that mean you accept my apology?"

"Of course!"

"Awesome."

"So we're friends again?"

"We never stopped being friends," I told him.

"I'm glad. That means we can get back to having some fun. I can't believe I went twenty-four hours without hanging out with you. We have a lot of time to make up for." He winked at me mischievously. I knew what that meant.

"Where are we going?"

"Take one guess…"

"The pond?"

"It's a nice night for it, don't you think?"

He barreled the truck down the quiet country road that led to the pond. When we jumped out, Zander wrapped his arm around my neck and pulled me close. I almost lost my balance, but he held me up.

"I'm trying to decide something," he said as we moved through the forest.

"What?"

"I'm trying to decide how many times I'm going to make love to you tonight."

"And have you made a decision?"

"Yep. I hope you're ready for it."

"Bring it on."

"Last one into the pond is a rotten egg."

He pushed me back, so he had a head start. He raced through the trees and jumped over fallen tree trunks and low-hanging branches. He was fast on his feet, and I had to push myself to keep up with him. There was no way I was going to beat him, but I wanted to come in a respectable second.

As I reached the clearing, I could see that he was already standing on the edge and stripping off his clothes. He was so determined to win that he almost tore his T-shirt as he yanked it off his body. Then he quickly unbuckled the belt of his jeans and pulled them down.

I had a slight advantage in that I was wearing a pair of shorts, a T-shirt, and sneakers. Within seconds, I was down to my boxers, while Zander was still struggling to take off his boots.

"No fair!" he exclaimed.

"It's your game, buddy," I replied.

"You're not wearing boots."

"How about we play a different game?"

"Such as?"

I took off my boxers completely and threw them at him. "Last one into the water has to make love to me."

Before he could reply, I ran off the edge of the rock and leaped into the water. As always, I sank into the quarry bed and floated to the surface slowly. Just as I emerged, Zander hit the water and splashed me. He came up right beside me; our faces were millimeters apart.

"I guess I lost," he said.

"I guess you did. And you know what that means…"

"This is a game I don't mind losing."

We had sex on the grass verge, our favorite place. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and he plunged his cock deep into my ass. It felt so right having him inside me. He thrust slowly, then faster. It made me feel so hot that I could hardly contain my groans of pleasure.

“Damn, it feels so good,” I called out to him, reaching up to pull his face closer to me. I kissed him passionately on the lips. It only made him fuck me harder.

“You feel so good,” he said, “you feel so fucking good. I can’t get enough of you.”

I squeezed my ass around his cock and let out a long moan of ecstasy. I knew exactly how to make him feel that way by now. I paid so much attention to understanding what turned him on and what didn’t that I felt as if I knew his body inside out in the same way that he knew mine.

When he eventually came, he collapsed on top of me, his face buried in the crook of my neck. I didn’t want him to climb off me; I wanted him to stay on top of me forever.

“I hope you’re going to be able to do that all over again in about ten minutes,” I teased him.

“I know you’re going to drain me tonight,” he said.

“That’s the plan.”

“You’re the only person who could ever exhaust me completely. Might need a little bit of a break before we go at it once more.”

“OK, I'll give you fifteen minutes rather than ten. Does that seem fair?”

“I guess I can't complain too much if you're going to make my dick feel that good.”

“I would hope not.”

“You're so damn good at it.”

“I had a great teacher.”

“I had an excellent student.”

We both lay on our backs and looked up at the sky. I was happy. The heat of Zander's body so close to mine thrilled me.

“I'm sorry I was such a dick to you yesterday,” he said again. “I don't know what came over me. I just felt...off or something. I won't do it again, I promise.”

Although I wanted to ask him more about why he had gone off like that, I didn't want to spoil the moment between us, so I said nothing. All I wanted to think about was how happy I was at that moment with him.

We were both so blissfully happy and physically spent that we both ended up drifting off into a light sleep. It was such a warm night that neither of us needed blankets; our bodies were enough.

It was only when a bird made a loud squawk in the trees that I woke up again. It wasn’t fully dark, but it was close enough to being so. Zander was fast asleep beside me. I gently shook him to wake him up.

“I can’t believe we slept,” he said as he rubbed his eyes. “Talk about sex that knocks you out!”

“I’d suggest we go at it again, but I guess it’s getting late,” I said.

Zander drove me back home. When he pulled into our drive, he killed the engine and turned off the lights. It didn’t look as if anybody was awake in the house.

“Thanks for a great evening,” I told him as I put my hand on the door handle to get out.

“No goodnight kiss?” he asked.

Without hesitating I slid across the front seat of the truck and pressed my lips hard against his. Our tongues met and we kissed for what seemed like an eternity. It was only when I had to come up for breath that I pulled away.

“That was a bad idea,” he said, arching his right eyebrow.

“Why?”

He pointed down to his crotch. Beneath his jeans, there was an obvious and impressive erection.

“See what you do to me!”

“Looks like a big one.”

“Looks like you’re gonna have to take care of it, Garrett.”

I leaned close to him. “Looks like you're going to have to hold onto it until tomorrow morning when you come and pick me up. I can suck you on the way to our first job of the day.”

“I will hold you to that, I promise.”

I kissed him one more time before I climbed out of the truck. Then I watched him circle the truck in the drive and go down the lane again. Zander was the sexiest man I'd ever met.


Chapter 13


I spent the next week in a state of absolute bliss. Every morning Zander would come and pick me up and I got to work with him. Because he was so busy during the summer there was always plenty to do. As usual, we had to get creative when we wanted to fuck each other. Sometimes we would do it in the truck first thing in the morning, and sometimes we would sneak away into the woods in the middle of a job. On one occasion we almost got caught by the employer who had asked us to cut their grass. He came out into the woods to collect some firewood and almost spotted Zander fucking me up against a tree.

“That was a close one,” I had said, anxious about being caught.

“Maybe he wants to watch,” Zander teased.

“You'd like that wouldn't you?”

“Hell yeah!”

Zander had been so turned on on that occasion that he had stayed inside me and fucked me even harder when the guy had gone again.

By Wednesday I was in such a good mood that I was walking around the house with a huge grin on my face. Even my dad noticed. I even heard him mention it to Olivia one afternoon.

“What's put him in such a good mood lately?” he asked.

Olivia shrugged as if she didn't know. I might have worried she’d tell my dad that I was head over heels in love with a guy, but to her credit, she said nothing, which in turn only made me feel guilty for being such a dickhead to her over the last several weeks. I told myself that I should make an effort with her, especially if she was going out of her way to be on my side.

By Thursday, Zander and I were getting a little reckless with our behavior. We were clearing the yard of a property. We thought the owners hadn’t yet arrived for their summer vacation, so we got a little playful with each other. He smacked my ass a few times as I pushed a lawnmower up the hill. We also couldn’t stop kissing each other.

It therefore came as a shock to us when somebody emerged from the back door and noticed us.

“I wondered what that noise was,” the guy said.

My cheeks turned bright red. I began to wheel the wheelbarrow over to the edge of the property so I couldn't be seen.

“We didn't think anybody was back yet,” Zander told him.

“We got here late last night.”

In the truck on the way to our next job, I suddenly got nervous. It was one thing to have all this fun with Zander, but it was quite another to be outed by somebody because we were careless. I wasn't sure I was ready for that.

“What if he tells my dad...” I mused.

“He won't,” Zander said.

“You don't know that. He could say it unintentionally; he could say something like ‘I ran into your son and his boyfriend’! And then he knows.”

Zander looked at me with a surprised expression.

“Would it be so terrible if your dad knew you liked guys?”

I knew it was a ridiculous thing to think but I wasn't ready to have that conversation with him. I didn't know him well enough to be able to talk to him about my personal life. I hardly knew him at all.

“I don't know what he would say,” I said, as I stared out of the window.

“Then why are you worrying about something for which you don't know the answer? For all you know, he could be totally cool about it.”

“Maybe you’re right,” I allowed.

I couldn’t help but marvel at how Zander took life in his stride. Nothing seemed to faze him very much at all - not even the prospect of being discovered having sex with another man. I couldn’t help but wonder how he had arrived at such confidence.

“I think if that guy had caught you fucking my asshole this morning you wouldn’t even have stopped, would you?”

“Absolutely not! My cock comes first,” he said laughing.

“You’re crazy!”

“I have no shame, right?”

In a way, he didn’t. I was curious to know why. “How come you ended up like that when the rest of us are all filled with paranoias and embarrassment?”

He thought about my question for a moment as he drove then said, “I don’t know for sure. I was kind of always like this, to be honest. Although, I guess it probably helps that I didn’t ever fear my parents in any way. Not because they were hippies who let me do whatever I wanted but more because I didn’t respect them very much.”

“Why not?” I worried that I was venturing into unknown territory.

“Oh they were just pretty selfish I guess. They were too young to get married and have a kid. That can teach you a lot when you grow up, you know? I mean, when you have to fend for yourself from a young age it forces you to build a protective layer of confidence around yourself so you aren’t vulnerable. I reckon I decided from a very young age I was gonna be a free spirit, that I was going to do exactly what I wanted, and I was never going to let anybody impose their shame on me.”

As he spoke, I noticed that Zander had a slight tension in his brow. His past was evidently a difficult subject for him to talk about, but equally, it sounded as if he had overcome it quite well. I felt closer to him because he had never opened up to me like this before.

“I guess I had a similar experience,” I confessed. “My parents divorced about six years ago now. They were much too young to get married as well. My dad just worked all the time and didn’t exactly have time to be a dad.”

“Is that why the two of you don’t get along too well?”

“I guess.”

“You get along better with your mother?” he asked.

“Yeah.” I didn’t sound unequivocal when I said it.

“Why do I get the impression it’s not as easy as all that.”

“To be honest, sometimes it feels as if I’m looking after her more than she’s looking after me. She has a habit of getting into relationships that aren’t good for her.”

“Including this guy she went off to Europe with?”

“The jury is still out on that one,” I said honestly. “He can certainly talk the talk, but I don’t know whether he can walk the walk or not. He’s a salesman. In more ways than one. Sometimes I think she would be willing to overlook a lot to get with a guy who could provide her with security.”

“I know what you mean.”

As I stared out of the window, I could feel that I was on the verge of weeping. I didn’t want to give into it, so I held my hand up to the side of my eye and wiped away the tears that were on the verge of falling down my cheek.

Noticing this, Zander gently tapped the seat beside him and said, “come here.” Then he beckoned me over to him, to sit closer.

I slid across the front seat of the truck until I was beside him. Zander threw his arm around my shoulder and pulled me close. His other hand was on the steering wheel.

This was different, I thought. He had never really held me like this before. Up until that point we had only ever held each other during sex, caressed each other’s bodies in a sensual way. This felt like something deeper, even more intimate.

I kissed him before I got out of the truck when he brought me home. We promised to see each other the next day. Zander said he would buy me some breakfast.

When I went back into the house, Dad and Olivia were setting the table for dinner. Dad had a smile on his face; Olivia looked thoughtful.

“The man himself!” my dad said. “We were just talking about you.”

“Who was?”

He indicated himself and Olivia. “I have some good news for you, Garrett.”

“What’s that?”

He came over to me, put his hands on the back of my shoulders, and lightly rubbed them. He was pleased with himself about something.

“I just got off the phone with your aunt Judy,” he said, “and we have talked about it. Now that she is getting a little more settled with the new baby and things aren’t quite as crazy as they were, she says she would be happy for you to come and spend the rest of the summer with her. She is looking forward to having you. And you can be a bit of a helping hand for her, I think. You’ve got your wish, buddy. You’re getting out of here. I know you haven’t enjoyed it so much.”


Chapter 14


My dad had even already purchased a bus ticket for me to travel back home to Aunt Judy’s house. It was sitting on the dining room table. I was so shocked by what had transpired that I could hardly get a single word out of my mouth.

“Well, are you going to say something?” Dad asked.

“I... can't believe it!”

On the other side of the table, Olivia looked down sheepishly.

“This is what you wanted isn't it?” Dad asked in frustration. “I would think you would be pleased that I went out of my way to make it happen for you. I mean you bitched and moaned ever since you got here...”

All I could think was that Olivia had won. She had wanted me gone from the start and now she had got rid of me. She pretended to be my friend on the jetty that day, but it was all a lie.

My face contorted in anger.

My dad became even more annoyed. “I can't figure this kid out. First, he says he can't stand the thought of spending the summer here with me, and then I go out of my way to make sure he can go back home, and he gives me this look."

“Honey, it’s just a shock that’s all...” Olivia said.

Dad picked up the bus ticket angrily and threw it on the bench in the kitchen. Not wanting to be on the receiving end of his temper, I turned on my heel and went upstairs to my room. The very last thing I wanted to do was go home. Not now. Not now that I had found Zander.

I paced the floor and tried to figure out what to do.

Then I heard a knock on the door.

“Can I come in?” Olivia asked. She opened the door a few inches.

“I don’t want to talk to you,” I told her sharply.

“I only wanted to tell you that it wasn’t my idea. The bus tickets, I mean. It was all your dad's idea. He thought he was doing the right thing.”

“Works out well for you though, doesn’t it? You get to have dad all to yourself now if I have to leave.”

She came into the room a little more. “Garrett, that’s the last thing I want. If you think that me getting rid of you helps your dad and I's relationship, then you don’t know very much about relationships. He loves you very much and he wants to have a relationship with you. Over the last several weeks he thought that that was impossible given that you didn’t want to be here, that’s all.”

“You know I don’t want to leave now...” I said.

She moved a little closer. “Because of Zander?”

I nodded.

“Then why don’t you talk to your father about it,” she suggested. “I know it can seem like the two of you don’t get along but if you opened up to him he might surprise you. He’s a good man.”

“Was he good to Mom?”

She sat on the edge of the bed. “Look, I can’t pretend to know what went on in your parents' relationship, Garrett. What I do know is that there are two sides to every story. It doesn’t always mean that one parent was bad and one parent was good. Sometimes it can just be that people don’t always understand each other and misread everything they try to say. Your mother isn’t a bad woman... And your father isn’t a bad man.”

I knew she was right. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but I knew she was right. I also knew that for the last several weeks I had been unfair to her. I had misjudged her. She wasn’t a woman who was trying to keep my father all to herself. She wasn’t trying to exclude me. If anything, she had gone out of her way to try and make sure that I had a decent relationship with my dad.

I sat down on the bed and stared at the wooden floor.

“How on earth do I tell my dad that...”

“That you’re gay?”

I nodded. I felt shaky and worried.

Olivia put her arm around me comfortingly. “You just have to do it, I guess.”

“Easier said than done.”

“Maybe I can help.”

“How?”

“Well, I don’t think I should tell him for you. I think it’s important that you tell your father who you are. But maybe I can prepare the ground a little. Maybe I can let him know that there’s something you want to talk to him about and you don’t know how to go about it.”

I was astonished that she would offer to do that for me.

“Why are you helping me?” I asked.

“Because you’re a young man going through some stuff and you need help, that’s why. I’m not the mean old woman you think I am.”

“I’m sorry for being rude to you.”

At that moment I wanted to throw my arms around her and hug her. I wanted to thank her for being so kind to me. I stopped myself from doing it though; I still felt as if it would be a betrayal of my mother if I allowed myself to get close to dad’s girlfriend. So instead, when she ruffled my hair with her hand I smiled up at her warmly.

That evening I didn’t say very much at the dinner table. Olivia made much of the conversation, which distracted my father from the argument from earlier that day. I was grateful to her.

“That was a fine meal,” Dad said when he finished.

“I’ll bring coffee out on the veranda,” Olivia suggested. It was Mary’s night off, so she had cooked the meal.

“I like the sound of that,” Dad said.

“You go on out and I'll bring it out.”

When he went outside, Olivia leaned over to me and said, “While you’re doing the dishes, I’ll have a word with him?”

I agreed to her plan. I was so nervous as I washed the cups and plates in the sink that I dropped them several times and almost smashed them. From where I was standing I didn’t have a clear view of my dad and Olivia but I sensed they were having a deep conversation.

By the time I had put the dishes away, Olivia had still not come into the kitchen again. Were they still talking? I paced the kitchen floor for a while. I wanted to take a look through the French windows to see what they were doing but I stopped myself.

I jumped when I heard the door open. It was Olivia. She came over to me and touched my shoulder.

“You’re up, buddy!” she said, brightly.

I took a deep breath and went out to the veranda.

“Olivia says there’s something you want to talk about.” My dad’s tone was open, almost gentle.

“Um...yeah.”

He waited for me to speak. I was so overwhelmed that for a second I couldn’t get the words out. Then I went over to the banister and gripped it tightly. I stared out across the garden, my back turned to my dad. If I was going to say this at all I knew it would be slightly easier to do it without having to look him in the eye.

“Dad,” I began, “I don’t want to go back home this summer. I want to stay here.”

“Okay,” he said, confused. “You can stay here if you want. I’d be happy if you did. Is that what you want to talk about?”

“Partly.”

“What else...?”

“Um...” I don’t think I could have gripped the banister any tighter than I did. “There’s a reason I want to stay here for the summer. Don’t get me wrong, I want to stay here so that I can hang out with you and Olivia... But if I’m honest there’s another reason I want to be here as well. I’ve met someone.”

I forced myself to turn around. Dad sat back in his chair. He was curious about what I’d said and slightly surprised.

“You mean you’ve got a crush?”

“It’s a bit more than a crush, I think.”

“Well buddy, that’s okay. It’s perfectly normal to have a crush on a gi...”

I felt the need to speak quickly; I didn’t want him to finish the sentence.

“Dad, I don’t have a crush on a girl. It’s a guy. I have a crush on a guy. No, it’s more than that. I’ve been seeing him for a good few weeks now. I’ve been seeing Zander Carpenter.”

I searched his face for shock, denial, or disgust. To my surprise, I found none of these things in his reaction. He simply looked at me with a benign expression. I worried that it might turn into something negative, but after a few seconds, I saw nothing but love shining out of him. Love that I had opened myself up to him, and more than that, the sheer sense of relief and delight that he got to be the kind of father who supported me for telling him my innermost truth.

Then to my utter amazement, my dad got up off the chair, threw his arms around me, and gave me the greatest hug I had ever received in my entire life.


Chapter 15


The greatest thing to happen to me after telling my father that I was gay was that I felt a burden lift from my shoulders. A burden I told myself I wasn't carrying at all - it was only when it had left that I realized it had been weighing me down for years.

My relationship with my father improved immediately as well. He was so pleased that I had come to him that he made a great effort to demonstrate his gratitude by patting me on the back, ruffling my hair, and even hugging me more. Even though I was on the verge of manhood I couldn't help but enjoy the fact he was treating me like his son.

I got on much better with Olivia after that too. She took a step back and allowed Dad and I to have more time together, and when the three of us were having lunch or dinner, I saw her smile at the fact that he and I were getting along so well. For the first time that summer I felt as if every part of my life was going the way it should.

I felt completely free.

Zander noticed the change in me. The first time we had sex he commented how free I had been during it.

"You're like a changed man," he said. "There was no holding you back at all. It felt fucking great."

"I felt it too," I confessed. "To be honest with you I feel like I could take on the entire world right about now. I just wish I had told my dad sooner."

"Now you just have to tell your mom, right?"

"Yeah. I don't think that'll be as difficult though. We've always been pretty close."

"I think we should take advantage of your newfound sense of freedom and go at it again. What do you think?"

"You're almost as insatiable as I am."

"Maybe it's rubbing off on me."

"You won't find me complaining about it. I wonder how many times we've fucked this summer."

"One hundred and twelve," he said.

"You've been counting?"

"Nah, I'm kidding. But probably a pretty good estimate. We're coming up to the end of July and I'd say we've fucked at least twice a day for the past six weeks so it's quite a lot."

"Maybe even more than a hundred times at least."

"And each one is better than the last time," he added.

"I don't think we've gone a day without having sex this month. That must be some sort of record."

Zander frowned. "Then I hate to break it... but I don't think we're gonna be able to do anything tomorrow, unfortunately."

"Why not?"

"I said I would drive Jackie over to Linwood to see her grandmother. She's in the hospital. It's a good two-hour drive. I won't get back until late."

"How come Brad isn't taking her?" I asked.

"I think they had a bit of a bust-up. Whatever it was...they aren't speaking to each other at the moment, so she asked me to take her over and I said I would."

"That was nice of you."

***

Since Zander was going to be away for the day with Jackie and I didn’t have to go to work with him, I had a day to myself. Dad and Olivia invited me to join them on their excursion out of town, but I declined. I was happy enough to spend the day on my own.

After breakfast, I decided to go into town and check out the local bookstore. I had been meaning to go to it ever since I’d come to stay for the summer but hadn’t got around to it since I spent all my time with Zander.

It was a neat little place, though small, but had a good selection of books that caught my interest. I picked up second-hand copies of two Raymond Chandler novels at a discount. The proprietor was pleased to see that a young person was into reading and not spending his time in front of a computer screen, so he wanted to encourage my interest.

When I came out of the bookstore I bumped into Brad. He was on his lunch break. He looked pretty pissed.

“Sorry man, I didn’t see you there,” I said.

“Hey, Garrett.”

“Everything okay with you?”

“Not really. I just heard that my girlfriend is off with another guy – Zander. What the hell is he doing taking her over to Linwood?”

“He said...you and Jackie were going through a rough patch or something...”

“Maybe we are but that doesn’t mean that he gets to take my girlfriend on a day trip. God only knows what they’ll get up to.”

“I don’t think it’s quite like that Brad.”

He wasn’t convinced. “You think Zander would try it on with her?”

“He wouldn’t do that to you.”

“Maybe not. But I’m pretty sure that Jackie is in the mood to piss me off as much as possible, though.”

He was in no position to have a long conversation about what had happened between him and Jackie at that moment; he was due to get back to work. I suggested meeting up with him after work and he agreed.

He called at the house in his pickup truck, and I jumped into the passenger seat. Since we were both hungry, we picked up some burgers and fries in town and Brad drove around for a while to find a good place to eat them.

He eventually opened up and told me about his relationship with Jackie.

“It was just supposed to be a casual thing, you know? We weren't exclusive or anything. Then all of a sudden she said she wanted to go steady, so I agreed. But then she gets all crazy on me and says she doesn’t want to give me head anymore. Not that she was very good at it anyway. But how am I meant to be exclusive in a relationship if I’m not getting any?”

His frustrations poured out of him. He only stopped speaking to take a bite out of his burger. And sometimes he even spoke with a mouthful of food.

“She just knows how to grind my gears, that’s all. She thinks she has me whipped. She can get me all jealous by asking Zander to take her to Linwood. I know he wouldn’t do anything to her when he knows that I’m supposed to be getting serious with her, but because Zander is such a player, she thinks she can use that.”

“It sounds pretty intense,” I said.

“I’m not sure relationships are worth it,” he joked. “They only give you a headache and blue balls.”

As if to emphasize the point, Brad touched his crotch and winced as if they were in pain.

“And jacking off doesn’t cut it,” I added.

“Exactly!” He took another bite out of his burger and looked at me thoughtfully as he chewed. “I get the impression that Zander doesn’t have that problem with you around.”

I blushed.

“I’m right, aren’t I? He hasn’t said as much but he's hinted at the fact that you’ve been emptying his balls at least twice a day for the past month.”

I tried to make a joke of it by saying, “A guy’s gotta have a skill.”

“You’re cocky about it too! That’s hilarious, man.”

“Zander is a great guy.”

“Are you guys going steady then?” he asked.

It was a difficult question to answer. Even though Zander and I had spent almost every waking minute together for the past month or so, neither of us had made any exclusivity claims. I was only gonna be here for the summer so it seemed impossible for there to be anything more than just sex between us even though I still had feelings for him.

“I’m not sure that Zander is the relationship kind of guy,” I told Brad.

“Does that mean you’re a free agent?”

“Um...”

He screwed up the burger wrapper paper into a ball and chucked it into the back seat.

“Because...like...I was thinking...you could help me out.” His hand traveled down to his crotch and he gently rubbed it. “I mean, it’s just like you said - jacking off doesn’t cut it anymore. And Jackie won’t suck me so I’m kind of dying over here.”

“Brad...I’m not sure...”

“Zander won’t mind. If you guys aren't exclusive there’s no harm in it, right?”

I remembered the conversation Zander and I had about the status of our relationship. He had said that he didn’t want to make a claim on me and that I didn’t need to be making a claim on him. If that meant that he could go out on a date with Jackie to the movie theatre, then surely it meant that I could have a little fun with someone else too.

Without waiting for me to make an answer, Brad pulled his shorts down to reveal a pretty impressive cock that was already rock-hard.


Chapter 16


Brad’s cock wasn't as big as Zander’s, but it was still pretty big. It was as long as Zander's cock just not quite as thick. He played with it in his hand, tempting me.

“It's been so long since I busted a load into someone's mouth,” he lamented. He was as horny as hell and needed it really bad. “Suck my dick for me, Garrett.”

I felt my mouth wanting it. The only cock I’ve ever had in my mouth was Zander’s; I wanted to know what it would be like to taste Brad’s as well. I’d seen it that time I had observed Zander and Brad jacking off together at the pond. Now he was offering it to me on a plate.

“If the smile that Zander walks around wearing every day is anything to go by, then you must be amazing at it,” Brad added.

I decided not to think about it anymore; I leaned over and reached down and licked the tip of Brad’s cock with my tongue. The pre-cum on the tip of it was sticky and sweet. I swallowed the head and easily took the rest of his dick down my throat.

“Jesus Christ you really are good at it.” A long slow groan came out of him, and he slumped down in the driver seat. “That feels so damn good.”

His balls were so sensitive that when I touched them with my hand he shuddered; I knew that he wouldn’t last long if I played with them. The poor guy hadn’t had any decent head for a long time.

As I sucked him slowly, Brad put his hands on the back of my head and gently guided me up and down on his shaft, determining the speed at which he liked it. He wasn’t as rhythmic as Zander; he liked it a little faster, rougher. There wasn’t much sensuality to it. However, it turned me on to hear him moan so much with pleasure.

“You’re better than Jackie at this, I’ll tell you that. It’s so good.”

I sucked and sucked until I felt him tensing. Then I edged him. He moaned loudly; the moment of release suspended for a while. Then I plunged my throat down onto his cock again.

“Dude, you are the best at that! I’m not gonna be able to hold out much longer.”

He took his hands off the back of my head, placing one on the steering wheel and the other on the roof. I knew he was close.

“Fuck man, I’m gonna blow!”

I took my mouth off his cock just in time to see him shoot jets of spunk up into the air. They almost touched the roof of the truck. Brad’s body spasmed with orgasm. Some of his come landed in my hand.

I watched as he slowly recovered from the feeling of release. He breathed deeply, panting for a while so intensely that it made him laugh.

“See what I mean! That’s what happens when I don’t get any head for a while.”

“That was quite a load,” I told him.

He asked me to reach for a rag in the glove box and I handed it to him. He started to wipe off all the come that had landed on his chest. Some of it had also landed on the seat.

“You’re amazing at that by the way,” he told me.

“Thanks.”

“Zander is one lucky guy.”

Even though I told myself that I shouldn’t feel guilty for having just sucked Brad’s cock, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge in the pit of my stomach that I had somehow betrayed my feelings for Zander. I didn’t suppose he would have an issue with it, but I did.

“A good burger and a good blow job makes for a perfect night in my opinion,” he said.

“I’m happy to oblige.”

He pulled his shorts back up. “It would have been hotter if you swallowed my load. But hey, maybe next time.”

Next time? Was there going to be a next time? I wondered if I was the sort of guy who could have sex with different men at the same time. I didn’t suppose there would be anything wrong with it, but the idea didn’t overly appeal to me. I knew I much preferred to stick with one guy, preferably one who liked me in return.

“What do you want to do now?” Brad asked as he turned the key in the ignition. The truck purred into life.

“Don’t know.”

At that moment I didn’t want to do anything else. I just wanted to go home but instead, I agreed to Brad's suggestion that we go and hang out with some of his other buddies. They were going to be gathering in a field somewhere; they called it a truck party. A bunch of people would hang out in the back of trucks and drink beer.

I didn’t enjoy it much, and I only drank one can of beer. It was more than enough for me. Brad wasn't much of a drinker either, but we did enjoy playing the fool with some of his friends and driving the trucks around the field like madmen.

In the course of chatting to a few of the girls there, I overheard them talking about Zander. It was evident that they both had crushes on him. One of the girls, Chloe, had gone out on a date with him once or twice, but her friend, Chelsea, told her that spreading her legs for Zander Carpenter didn’t necessarily count as a date.

“Girl, at least I got further with him than you ever did,” Chloe said, cattily.

“Oh please! If Zander said he wanted to fuck you you’d be on your back soon enough,” Chelsea shot back.

“I wonder who he’s dating now,” Chloe mused.

“Don’t know. I haven’t seen him around lately with anybody. He’s been working so hard I think trying to get his business up and running.” Then she looked at me. “Hey, you work with him, don’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“Who’s he hanging out with these days?”

“Yeah, who’s the lucky girl getting that fine piece of man?”

“I have no idea...” I said. I quickly took a drink of my beer to hide the smile that I knew was crawling across my face.

When it was time to go home, I told Brad that I would drive his truck for him since he was a little too drunk to not drive off the road. A combination of beer and getting sucked off earlier on had put him in a good mood. No, it was more than that – it had put him in a frenzied and combative mood. He was determined not to care about Jackie anymore.

“She’s not worth it, man,” he insisted. “If she was better at giving head then maybe I could put up with her bitchy attitude, but she isn’t. So I don’t need to, right?”

I didn’t indulge him; I kept my eyes on the road.

“After all, when I need to bust a nut all I have to do is give you a call, right buddy.”

I knew he was teasing so I said, “I’m sure I’ll be hanging by the phone waiting for that call.”

“No, I appreciate it, buddy. You give the best head.”

I told him that I would drop him home and walk back to my place, but he insisted that I take the truck with me.

“You can bring it back tomorrow and I'll give you my cock as a thank you.”

“How can I say no to that deal,” I told him, blandly.

“Now, Jackie can go and fuck herself,” he then said, calming down a little. “Zander was right. She is not worth worrying about.”

I frowned. “You chatted with Zander about it?”

“Yep. I texted him earlier tonight that I was gonna forget about her, have a good time, and get totally wasted. And that’s exactly what I did. When Brad Borden sets out to do something he goddamn well does it. I mean, if I had just given in to feeling like a little bitch tonight, I wouldn’t have got that fantastic blow job and I wouldn’t have got drunk.”

I turned down the road that led to Brad's house.

“We're nearly there.”

He lived outside of town in a small wood-frame dwelling on what looked like an abandoned junkyard. This was the place that had inspired his career as a mechanic. He told me not to drive too close to the house; he didn’t want his parents wakened by the sound of the vehicle.

I watched as he got out of the truck and stumbled up to the front door. I didn’t leave until he was safely inside.

It was only when I pulled up outside my own house twenty minutes later that I realized that I had missed a message on my phone. It was from Zander.

It said: Is it true? Did you suck off Brad?


Chapter 17


I responded to his text with a single word: Yes.

I stared at my phone for a long time. Zander looked at the message but didn't reply to it.

Eventually, I decided that he wasn't going to reply to it at all. But what did that mean? Did his lack of response indicate that he was unhappy about the fact that I had been intimate with Brad or that he didn't care at all?

Then, out of the blue, my phone rang. Zander was calling me.

"Hello," I said, answering it.

"Hey." He sounded downbeat.

"What's up?"

"I... Just wanted to give you a call because... It came as a shock when I heard that you and Brad..."

"He told you?"

"Uh-huh."

I sensed from his tone that he hadn't taken it well. "Are you mad at me?"

"To be honest with you Garrett, I kinda am. I didn't expect to be, but I feel weird about it. I know that's crazy to say out loud given what I had told you before but... I feel pretty weird."

"You don't mean you're jealous, do you?"

"I guess I am. Is that insane?"

The fact that Zander was jealous made me feel strangely good. It wasn't a great thing that he felt so low about the situation, but the fact that he felt something indicated to me that he had feelings for me beyond my being a friend. Did he care about me?

"When Brad told me that the two of you had spent time together, it made me realize something," Zander told me. "It made me realize that I don't want you spending time with other guys. It's jealousy all right. I never thought I would be the type of guy who would feel that kind of way about someone... But I do. I want to focus on you, Garrett."

I felt myself trembling as I listened.

"And I know that makes me a hypocrite, given how I said you shouldn't feel jealous about me hanging out with anybody else, but I can't help it. I don't think at the time I quite realized what you were starting to mean to me. It's only when Brad said you spent time together that I felt...upset. I'm not trying to hold you accountable for anything; I just mean that I felt that way because I have feelings for you. You didn't owe me any loyalty or anything like that..."

"God, I wish you had told me this earlier," I said. "I wish you had told me you wanted us to focus on each other. I wouldn't have done it if I thought that you wanted us to be... What is it? Exclusive?"

"Like boyfriends?"

"Is that what you mean?" I asked.

He was quiet for a second then he said, "I think that's exactly what I mean. I want you to be my boyfriend, Garrett. I want the two of us to be exclusive. I wanna be with you."

"Wow!"

"I just wish it hadn't taken you and Brad spending time together for me to realize it."

"I'm sorry."

"No, you don't have to apologize, truly," he insisted. "I don't blame you for hanging out with him. You and I weren't together. But I do wanna be with you."

I felt a tear come to my eye.

"How does that make you feel?" he asked. "Does the idea upset you or something?"

"Are you kidding? Of course, it doesn't. Zander, I've wanted to be with you from the very first time I saw you."

"Really?"

"I thought I was being totally obvious about it but apparently not."

"I knew you cared about me, I just... I guess I wasn't ready to accept or return those feelings. Or I guess I wasn't ready to feel them myself."

"This is insane. I wish you were here right now."

"Why?"

"Because if you were here, I know how I could convince you that I want to be with you."

"Oh yeah? And how would you do that?"

"By holding your hand of course."

"Just holding my hand?"

"Well... There might be a little bit more involved than that."

He sighed with longing on the other end of the line.

"God I wish I was there with you right now. Instead, I'm stuck here."

"Absence makes the heart grow fonder," I said.

"It certainly does," he confessed. "I just wish was there with you. We would have a nice time together if I was."

"Then you just have to make up for it when you get back."

"I like the sound of that. I just realized I haven't seen you wake up before."

"True."

"We have spent a lot of time together, but we have not woken up first thing in the morning together. I haven't woken up in the morning to find you beside me."

"I snore," I said.

"I can handle that. But I'd really like to wake up with you, Garrett."

"Then we can do that."

"How? I can't exactly stay with your dad... And you can't come to my place, unfortunately."

"Then maybe we can find somewhere else to spend time together," I suggested. "We could go camping or something."

"Let's do that! Let's get away just the two of us. We can hike, relax, and really enjoy our time together. How's that sound?"

"That sounds perfect," I said quickly. "I mean, I can think of nothing better."

"And that's exactly what we will do. I can't wait to see you again, Garrett."

We spoke on the phone for almost an hour. Reluctantly, we only hung up when the two of us both felt sleepy.

I dreamt about him and woke up happy.

At breakfast, I had a good conversation with Dad and Olivia. Their relationship was getting a little more serious. They were talking about spending some time together and considering a trip. Out of politeness they asked me if I'd like to go with them, but I declined; I knew they wanted private time together. I knew that feeling now.

"What are your plans for the day?" Dad asked as he drank coffee.

"Zander is getting back at some point later," I said excitedly.

"So you're going to be hanging out with your friend," Dad said. He was still getting used to the idea.

Olivia smiled.

"We'll probably go hiking or something," I added.

Dad nodded. "Well, sounds like you two will have a nice time together."

I couldn't wait to tell Zander the news.

I texted him right after breakfast.

Dad and Olivia are going away for the night. You can sleep here with me. Perfect timing, right?

Within a few minutes, Zander typed a response.

Sounds perfect! I'd love that. I can't wait to get back into town and see you again.


Chapter 18


I think Olivia sensed that I had something planned before she and Dad left. It was probably in the way that I was tidying my room so frantically that tipped her off; I wasn't usually this eager to have my room tidy.

"What have you got up your sleeve?" she asked me quietly when Dad wasn't listening.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I told her, trying to sound innocent.

"Just be careful. The last thing I want is for you to have your heart broken, Garrett."

"I won’t get my heart broken, don't worry."

"Young people always think that," she said concernedly. "But then young people always do end up with broken hearts. It's inevitable."

I didn't want to have that sort of conversation. I didn't want to think of the prospect of having to leave Zander at the end of summer.

"When are you guys heading off into the mountains?" I asked her, changing the subject.

"If your dad had got his fishing gear all organized when I told him to, we could be there already," She said this teasingly, likely so that Dad could hear.

"I'm almost ready," he replied.

"You said that half an hour ago."

"I can't decide which rods to take."

"Does it matter?" she asked.

I screwed my face up into a ball. That was the wrong thing to say to Dad, who took fishing so seriously.

"Yes, it matters," he sounded slightly offended.

Olivia realized she said the wrong thing. "I guess that's a lesson learned."

"He does like his fishing," I told her. "It's a good thing. If you ever want peace and quiet, all you have to do is tell him that he can go fishing if he wants to, and he will jump at the chance."

She smiled at me gratefully. "Thanks for the advice."

I liked Olivia. It came as a shock to me that I did because, at the start of the summer, I was determined to hate her as much as I could. But she had demonstrated that she was a decent person and willing to stick up for me and help me fight my corner. I had come to believe that she and Dad were a good match.

They got the truck packed up and left just after midday. I watched them drive off down the road, and then I came inside and closed the door again. The house was all mine now. I had messaged Zander earlier that morning, and he was returning to town after breakfast, so I suspected that he was probably at home at present. I messaged him again to let him know that he could come over at any point. He wrote back saying he'd be there for lunch. "I hope you can cook for me," he added.

So that was how it was going to be. I was going to be cooking for him. Beyond ordering a pizza, my skills in the kitchen were limited, but I decided to make something of an effort. I fried up some sausages in the pan, and they were perfectly ready by the time I heard his truck pull into the driveway.

As he walked toward the front door, Zander reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a toothbrush. "I came prepared!"

"Is that all you brought?" I asked.

"Do I need anything else? I don't imagine I'm going to need very many clothes."

"True."

"Then a toothbrush is all I need."

We ate the sausages on the porch, accompanied by sodas. High-class dining indeed! Then we relaxed a little and stared out across the lake. It was so peaceful here, so quiet. It made me wonder what it would be like to live with Zander permanently. I thought about the two of us getting a little place somewhere like this, somewhere out of the way and unspoiled. It occurred to me that I could be very happy cooking meals for him just as I had done.

"What are you thinking about?" he suddenly asked when he noticed my thoughtful expression.

"I was just thinking about the future…" I confessed.

"Oh?"

"But I'm probably being a little silly," I said, shaking my head as if I could dislodge the dream from it.

He guessed what I had been thinking. "You mean about us, right?"

I nodded.

"To be honest, I was thinking about that too last night when I was in bed. And I told myself that I really shouldn't because when summer comes to an end, you're gonna go back home with your mother. So it's a little masochistic to pretend it can be anything else maybe."

He sounded a little melancholy, I thought. But it touched me to think that he had been wondering about the same thing. This was just a summertime romance, I kept reminding myself.

"All we can do is enjoy what we have," he added. "I don't want to waste a single second feeling down about the end of the summer. I want to enjoy every moment with you. I want every single second to count."

He made me smile as he reached over the table and took my hand.

"Then let's not waste any more time," I said, forcing myself to smile. "Let's jump into bed right now."

"You don't have to ask me twice."

He took me upstairs to my bedroom, and we undressed. While usually we were in a great rush to get naked and get down to action, on this occasion, we took our time. I think we wanted to savor every moment. I wanted to look into his eyes, and he wanted to look into mine. It's not easy to look at someone; to really look into their soul. It's very easy to look away, to deflect. But the two of us stood there and looked properly. Really looked. I could see who he truly was; and I was happy to let him see me. It was only when we felt completely comfortable that we moved over to the bed and got on top of it. Strangely, neither of us wanted to have sex. We just wanted to hold each other. It was the most intimate experience of my life, just feeling his warmth and looking into his eyes.

"This is better than sex," he whispered to me.

"I know. I wish I could stay like this forever."

We both fell asleep very quickly. I don't know whether it was the excitement of seeing each other again that filled us with adrenaline, but now that we were comfortable in each other's arms, we both drifted off into a contented slumber.

It was only when night began to fall and a chill filled the air that I woke up again. Zander slept soundly beside me. I got up and put a blanket over him to keep him warm. I looked at him for a few seconds as he slept. I was in love with him.

Thinking that I might wake up angry at some point, I decided to go downstairs to prepare some food. Then I heard a car coming up the driveway. I wondered if it might be Dad and Olivia returning because of some unexpected problem, so I went out and opened the front door to see who it was. The headlights of the vehicle blinded me. I only got a good look at the occupant of the car when they turned them off.

"Mom!" I exclaimed when she got out of the car.

"Oh, honey," she said, padding across the gravel in her heels, "I'm so glad I found this place. I almost got lost, and I asked for directions. It's so good to see you again."

She came up the steps and threw her arms around me.

"Aren't you supposed to be in Europe...?" I asked.

"Oh, Garrett, Europe was a huge mistake. Richard turned out to be an absolute asshole. I never want to see him again. I never want to talk to him ever again."

"But... You were supposed to be there for another month."

"I flew home early," she said, pushing past me to go into the house. "I could really use a drink. Where does your father keep the liquor?"

I followed her inside. "What are you doing here?"

She had already found a bottle of Scotch, opened it, and was pouring herself a glass when I came into the living room.

"What do you mean? I came to get you, of course. Since I don't need to be in Europe this summer, I came here to pick you up and take you home again. I need you."


Chapter 19


It was just like my mother to turn up out of the blue like that, I thought. Her romance with her car salesman boyfriend had turned sour on their trip to Europe, and she had had a quarrel with him. In her anger, she had booked a flight home and come directly to get me. She told me she wanted to take me back home with her at once because she felt vulnerable and needed my support.

"I've always relied on you," she told me that night. "You're the only person I can rely on, Garrett. Men have always let me down. But I know that you never will. I think the two of us should pack up our things and go back home at once and try to make something of the rest of the summer, just the two of us."

I didn't reply to what she said, I didn't know what to say. Above me, Zander was fast asleep. If I were to leave with her, I would be leaving him behind. I knew that when the summer came to an end, I would have to go home anyway, but the thought of even losing out on a month with him broke my heart. Still, my mother needed me.

It had always been this way. Ever since my mother had divorced my father, she had somehow managed to find herself tangled up with unsuitable men who invariably let her down. Sometimes they had wild lifestyles and didn't like the idea of settling down. Sometimes they even had wives. No matter how many times my mother tried to persuade them to end their marriages and come and live with her, they never did. It was me who always had to pick up the pieces of her shattered romances. No matter how many times I tried to tell her that the men she picked were unsuitable, she never listened. All I knew was that I would have to watch her weep after every breakup. I would hand her tissues, console her, and tell her that there were plenty more fish in the sea.

Now she wanted me to do it all over again. And sacrifice my happiness in the process.

"Where is your father?" she asked when she realized that I was alone in the house.

"He is away with…" I said, deciding not to tell her about Olivia at that moment.

It was too late; my mom realized that I was keeping something from her. "A woman?"

Reluctantly, I nodded.

She scoffed at the very idea that Dad could find another woman. "I wonder what's wrong with her," she said.

I found myself wanting to defend Olivia. "She is very nice."

"I see. It didn't take long to get you on her side."

"It's not like that."

"Well, it doesn't matter," she said, "you won't have to have anything to do with her now that we can go home."

"I'm supposed to stay here for the rest of August…"

"Well, now you don't have to."

"But…"

She immediately became frustrated. "Garrett, at the start of the summer, you told me you didn't want to come here at all. You said you wanted to go and spend the summer with your dad. And now all of a sudden you say you don't want to leave? What's going on with you?"

"I'm having a good time… It's not as bad as I had feared…"

"It can't be that great. It's a small town in the middle of nowhere for heaven's sake."

"And I'm going along with that."

"It's a bit late to be playing the father-son routine, don't you think? If he had wanted a relationship with you before now…"

"And how was he going to do that when we were in the next state?" I asked, sharply. Although she had always professed to be in favor of Dad and me getting along better and having a close relationship, she had never actually done anything to facilitate it. She had gone out of her way to make it more difficult for him to see me by moving to an entirely different state.

She sat down on a chair, exhausted. "Garrett, I don't want to argue with you. I just got off a long flight, and I'm really tired. All I could think about on the plane was getting to see you and going home again."

You didn't think very much about me whenever you decided to go to Europe, I thought but didn't say it.

I sent my dad a message to tell him that Mom had arrived unexpectedly. He asked if everything was okay, and I told him that she wanted to take me back home. He wrote back that he and Olivia would drive back immediately. I didn't want to interrupt their romantic getaway, but I was glad he was returning.

Mom fell asleep on the sofa, so I went upstairs and gently woke Zander and told him that our night together wasn't going to happen. He was great about it. "Don't worry, it's fine," he said. "We can do this another night."

***

When Dad got back, he and Mom ended up in a huge argument. I went outside with Olivia to avoid it, but we could still overhear what they were saying. Dad claimed that it was irresponsible of Mom to disappear with a guy she hardly knew and that it was even more irresponsible turning up out of the blue and demanding that I drop my life to dance to her tune. In response, Mom criticized Dad for never being there for me and asked him how the hell he thought he had the right to dictate anything about her life.

"I love my son, that's why," he said.

"You haven't even been a father to him."

"That's because you wouldn't let me."

"What a load of horse shit."

Olivia put her arm around me as we sat on the swing. She hated that I had to listen to them quarreling again. It brought back so many memories. Unlike those occasions as a kid, this time I felt as if my mom was in the wrong. I was on Dad's side. He only ever wanted me to have a stable life, my own life. Mom only ever wanted me to be an accessory to hers.

"We could go for a drive if you want," Olivia suggested.

"No, it's fine. It's better to get it out of the way now, I suppose."

She looked at me for a long moment. "What do you want to do?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"You're seventeen years old now, Garrett. What do you want to do? How do you want to live? You can decide for yourself."

"Not really…"

"Why not?"

"Mom needs me. It would kill her if I told her that I didn't want to go home with her."

"She's a big girl now," Olivia said. "She'll have to get used to you leaving at some point. You can't live with her forever."

My mom might have something to say about that. She had always said that she couldn't envisage a time when the two of us weren't together. The idea of telling her that I wanted to stay with my Dad even just for the rest of the summer made me shudder.

The issue wasn't settled that night. Mom and Dad agreed to a temporary ceasefire, with a promise to resume the battle the next morning. She slept in a spare bedroom. I didn't sleep at all. I stared at the ceiling most of the night and messaged back and forth with Zander. I told him that I was sorry that our night together had been ruined. He told me not to worry about it.

I'm just sorry that you'll be leaving so soon, he wrote.

I wish I didn't have to, I replied. But I have to be with my mom.

***

I got out of bed at dawn and found my Dad in the kitchen. He was already on his second cup of coffee.

"You couldn't sleep either?"

I shook my head. "Afraid not."

"Let's go for a walk outside," he suggested.

With his coffee in hand, we headed down to the edge of the property where we could talk without being overheard. He leaned on the fence and stared over the pastureland, while I closed my eyes and looked up at the sky.

"I just want to say one thing," my Dad told me, "If you want to stay here for as long as you want, you're more than welcome. I'll be more than happy to have you here, Garrett. You're not obliged to stay with your mom if you don't want to. It's important you know that."

"Easier said than done," I said.

"I'll try to support you in any way I can. I know I haven't been a great father to you over the years, but if you let me, I would like to try to make up for that. Maybe we could make it a regular thing where you come out here every summer, or stay for the holidays…"

"I'd like that." It was a great idea, but I knew that if I came out here regularly it would only make going home all the more difficult again.

"I love you, buddy." He threw his arms around me and hugged me in a way only a father can.

Even though he told me that the decision was mine, I knew that other circumstances had already made it for me.


Chapter 20


I messaged Zander and asked if we could meet up.

He replied, saying, Sure.

We met at the pond - our spot.

"So, I guess you're going back home with your mom?" he asked, sounding sad.

"Yeah."

"We won't get to spend all this time together..."

"Maybe I can come back for Christmas," I said, trying to find a silver lining in this disastrous situation. "I'm getting on so much better with my dad now, and he told me that I could come back and visit whenever I wanted."

"That seems so far away."

"It won't be that long. Maybe you could come and see me."

"But you'll be going to college soon too," he added. "I just think it's probably best to be realistic about it. You're gonna go to college, make new friends, go to lots of frat parties, and meet cute guys everywhere. You'll forget about me pretty quickly... Maybe that's a good thing."

I frowned as he spoke; I couldn't believe what he was telling me.

"So you don't want to try and save this relationship?"

"What relationship?" He got up, picked up a stone from the ground, and threw it into the water. I watched the ripples disappear. "We don't have a relationship, not really. This was only supposed to be a summertime thing, remember? We were going to just fool around like animals and then... move on with our lives."

That tone in his voice that I remembered from the start of the summer – casual and uncommitted to anything - had returned.

"It doesn't have to be that way," I tried to tell him.

"I'm not big on hopes and dreams," he said. "They only get in the way of real life. And I live in real life."

"So that's it? You just want us to go our separate ways and never speak to each other again?"

"It doesn't matter what I want. It's what's going to happen. You'll meet some cute guy in college, fall head over heels in love with him, and then I won't even come into your head anymore."

I got up and grabbed his shoulders, forcing him to look me in the eye. "You know I love you, right? You know that over the last two months, I have done nothing but fall deeper and deeper in love with you. I've tried to tell myself that I wasn’t I tried to tell myself that we were just fuck buddies. But I couldn't. I don't think you could either."

"Yeah, well, that was the mistake I made. I kept telling myself I didn't want to get hurt."

"I won't hurt you."

"And yet here you are leaving. Just like everybody else."

There was real hurt on his face, a look that I had not seen on him before. I knew his parents had disappeared from his life at a young age, and that he had basically had to raise himself for much of his childhood, but I hadn't fully grasped just how much it meant for him to open up to someone and have them love him. And here I was breaking his heart.

"When are you leaving?" he asked.

"My mom wants to leave tomorrow."

"So soon!"

I looked away. I tried to convince her to stay a little longer, but she said she didn't want to stay under the same roof as her ex-husband and his new partner. She had already purchased two bus tickets back home.

Zander looked away; he tried to shrug off the heaviness in his heart. "I had so much planned for us as well."

"You did?"

"I was going to go camping with you. I wanted to take you out for dinner somewhere in Shakesville. I wanted to introduce you to my aunt Jeannie. She is the only member of my family I still talk to. She is in a nursing home now."

"You never mentioned her before."

"I only let the people I care about meet my aunt Jeannie."

Somehow that hurt even more. I wished it didn't have to be this way.

Zander quickly wiped away the tears that fell down his cheeks. He forced a smile, determined to make it look as if he wasn't giving in to the emotion.

"Well look," he said abruptly, "if you are leaving tomorrow then I guess you to go back and pack your stuff. We can say our goodbyes here."

I had hoped he would want me to hug him; instead, he offered to shake my hand as if the two of us were nothing more than acquaintances.

"You're serious?" I asked.

"It's better this way," he said. "You'll get over me a hell of a lot quicker if you think I'm an asshole."

"Zander..."

"Just go. I don't do sappy goodbyes."

His entire body was closed off again. He was trying to turn himself into a stranger again. I reached out to him, trying to break the barrier, but he stepped backward, resisting my effort. There was no point in trying, I thought. I would only end up getting hurt.

"I'll go then," I said, holding back tears. "But before I do, I just want you to know one thing: I love you. And I'll never stop loving you."

He didn't reply. I could tell he was struggling to control his emotions. I turned and walked away.

***

Dinner that night was all kinds of awkward. Olivia had gone to the effort of making lasagna, but when she put a plate of it in front of my mom, she picked at it and screwed up her face in displeasure.

"The food in Europe was amazing," she said snarkily.

"Perhaps you should have stayed there," my dad replied.

I could tell they were on the brink of having another quarrel, so I started up a conversation with Olivia about going to college. She said the college had a great business program and that I should check it out.

"Maybe I will."

My mom suddenly dropped her fork as if she had remembered something. "I was thinking of starting a business. I was going to make candles. That's a growing business, I think. People always want candles, and they cost an absolute fortune…"

I noticed my dad roll his eyes. He probably thought that Mom was going off on another one of her stupid ideas on which she would never follow through.

"No, I'm serious," she said, aware of the reaction she was getting, "I think I could make a go of it. Candles are a big thing right now."

"What do you want to study, Garrett?" Olivia asked.

Mom didn't appreciate the interruption.

"He's going to study real estate," Mom said, answering for me.

"You're interested in real estate?" Olivia asked.

"Yeah. Rather, I'm interested in buying properties and renovating them, flipping them."

Olivia's eyes lit up. "That's fantastic! I know some people who do that. I can get you a job with them."

"Really?"

"Absolutely. They love taking on young people with a bit of ambition."

“I wouldn’t even need college then.”

I could tell my mom didn't like the fact that Olivia and I had a connection. She scowled and said, "You're going to college, Garrett. It's all arranged. We settled this. You can go to college and still stay at home to save money."

"Yeah, but Mom…" I countered. "This is the chance for an actual job!"

Mom threw her napkin on the table and shook her head. "I knew this would happen." She stared at Olivia. "I knew you would try to stick your nose in where it wasn't wanted. Did my ex-husband put you up to this? Or is this your way of getting on his good side?"

"Mum, stop!" I said. She was looking for an argument.

"No, Garrett. Who does she think she is trying to come between you and me?"

I didn't want to listen to it, so I pushed my chair back from the table and stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind me.

I tried to catch my breath as I leaned on the banister of the porch. And I could hear footsteps behind me; Mom was trying to chase after me.

"Honey, come back inside," she said as she opened the screen door.

"No!" I shouted back.

"Don't take that tone with me."

"No! I won't come back inside. I don't have to listen to all that. I won't listen to your arguments. Dad isn’t the one who causes them - it's you! You're the one who's messed up. You're the one who brings all this drama into our lives. You said that you and I would spend the summer together and then some guy fools you into going to Europe, and you drop everything. I can't live like that. I have a life too! I can't let my life revolve around yours."

She stepped a little closer to me; I moved away.

"Garrett, that's not true. You know that I need you. It's always just been the two of us, remember?"

I shook my head. For the first time, I felt as if I was seeing things clearly. "No, it has never been about the two of us. It's always just been about you. I'm just your supporting act."

"Garrett!" She was astonished at what I was saying to her. I could see the pain in her face, and although it upset me, I knew that what I was saying had to be said.


Chapter 21


Dad drove Mom and me to the bus station at 9 a.m. I didn't say a word in the car; I just stared out of the window from the back seat.

"So are you and this Olivia woman serious?" Mom asked Dad.

"Yeah. She's a great woman."

She gave a cryptic snort as if she were skeptical about his relationship.

"If you got to know her, you might like her yourself," Dad added.

"I doubt it."

"Look, I only want good things for you, Liz. I want you to be happy."

She snorted even more derisively at that comment. "Don't play high and mighty with me, Dan. It doesn't suit you."

I caught Dad's eye when he looked at me in the rearview mirror. I turned my gaze to the landscape we were passing. There was no point in trying to be nice even, I thought.

My phone pinged with a message. It was from Brad.

I can't believe you're going, it read. If I had known you were going, I would have come and said goodbye properly.

I replied: A bit sudden, I know. Can't be helped.

I’ll miss you, buddy.

I’ll miss you too.

Thanks for all the… Help.

Happy to oblige.

Did you speak to Zander? He's pretty cut up about it.

I don't think he's in the mood to talk to me.

You guys were good together.

Thanks.

I put my phone away again. Another tear formed in my eyelid and dropped down my cheek. I wiped it away. I was going to miss him as well. Throughout the summer, I hadn't just gotten to know Zander well, but I had developed a good friendship with Brad too. I tried to tell myself that at least in my absence, Zander and Brad might be able to help each other out when it came to sex.

We got to the bus station, and Dad lifted my backpack and carried it. We were early, so we sat in the shade and waited for the bus to arrive.

"You okay?" Dad asked, putting his arm around my back comfortingly.

"Yeah, I'm fine."

Olivia had wanted to come to see me off as well, but Mom said no to that.

"I want you to…wherever you get there…" Dad said. "I want you to call me whenever you need to talk to somebody, you understand?"

"Thanks, Dad."

"How long do we have to wait?" Mom asked.

"It'll be here soon. Be patient."

Just as he said it, the bus came along the road and pulled into the parking lot of the gas station. The driver got out and proceeded to fill up the tank. He told a few passengers waiting to board that he wouldn't be long, and we'd be on our way in no time.

"Let's get on the bus and get a good seat," Mom said.

She went ahead while Dad said a proper goodbye to me. He hugged me tightly and told me that he enjoyed having me for the summer.

"It was great getting to know you again, getting to know you properly."

"Thanks. You too."

"I love you, kid."

"I love you too, Dad."

I climbed onto the bus and walked to the back where Mom had claimed the very back seat.

"Come and sit here, Honey."

I checked my phone again, hoping there would be a message from Zander. There wasn't.

The bus driver had filled the tank with gas, and now he was making sure the luggage was safely stowed away.

I waved to Dad again.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Zander’s truck come barreling down the road ahead. He was honking his horn to get the attention of the bus driver.

Then he swung the vehicle into the parking lot and leaped out of it.

“Don’t go!” he shouted.

I stood up and tried to see out of the front window.

The next thing I knew, Zander was on the bus. He was looking for me.

“Garrett!” he called.

“Who the hell is that?” Mom asked.

He strode down the aisle towards me.

“Garrett,” he said, panting, “I thought I’d missed you already. I thought the bus had gone..."

"What are you doing here?" I asked him.

“I couldn’t let you go without telling you…without telling you…that I’m sorry for what I said last night at the pond. I’m sorry! I didn’t mean it. I’m going to miss you more than anything.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off him.

Mom tried to interject. “Garret, who is this guy?”

“He’s my boyfriend,” I told her.

Zander smiled at me.

“What the hell is going on here!” she demanded to know.

“I just wanted to tell you before you left that I love you,” Zander added. “No matter how much I try to tell myself that this was just a summer thing, I know it isn’t. I know I love you more than I’ve loved anyone in my life. I just had to tell you that.”

My heart beat frantically in my chest; I hardly knew what to say to him. All I could think was to say, “I love you too.”

Mom became incensed. “This is ridiculous. Would you please tell me what the hell this all is about?”

I turned to her finally. How was I going to explain it all to her?

At the same time as this was going on, the bus driver got back onto the bus.

“Guys, we’re pulling out of here. Anyone that doesn’t want to go to Georgia better hop off.”

“Garrett, tell me this boy is talking nonsense,” Mom told me.

I looked at her, then looked at Zander. I said, “Mom, it’s true. I love him.”

As if to emphasize the point, Zander leaned down, took my face in his hands, and kissed me full on the lips.

“I love you, Garrett!” he exclaimed.

Mom’s mouth fell open, horrified. “You have some explaining to do, Garrett.”

“Everybody off!” the bus driver said.

Zander looked at the driver, then he looked at me. “I better get off. I just had to tell you that.”

He pulled away gently, releasing my hand. He was only a few steps away from me, but it felt like he was in another world. I almost stood up to reach out for him again. Mom grabbed my arms and pulled me back onto the seat.

“Goodbye,” Zander said as he walked towards the front of the bus.

I could only bring myself to mouth the words; I couldn’t speak.

“Garrett, this has to be a joke,” Mom said. “You’re not really…”

I wasn’t listening to her. My eyes and my heart were trained on Zander as he disembarked and stood near my father to wave at me.

The bus driver got into his seat and closed the doors with a lever.

When was I going to see Zander again?

“Something has gone wrong during your stay here, Garrett. It’s just as well I came back and got you. Once we get home again, I’ll be calling your father to let him know that I won’t ever be letting you come and stay with him again if he’s going to let this happen!”

The bus started to move off. I waved goodbye to Dad and Zander.

I suddenly turned to face her. “What did you say?”

“Garrett, as long as there is breath in my body, I will do everything I can to prevent you from seeing your father again. This summer was a mistake…for both of us.”

“You can’t stop me from seeing my dad…or Zander for that matter…” I told her. I was surprised at the authority that filled my voice. “You have no right.”

“Garrett, we both know that I know what’s best for you…” she said, dismissing my objection. “Your father has only ever wanted to turn you against me. And that Zander person is not the type of person you’d want to spend any time with, trust me.”

“You don’t even know him.”

With a shuddering sense of clarity, I suddenly saw what my future would be like if I returned with my mom. She would control every aspect of my life – not overtly, that wasn’t her style – she would make snide comments, try and turn me away from people so she could keep me all to herself. She would make sure that I would always be there for her to pick up the pieces of her toxic relationships.

And in the process, I would miss out on most of my own life.

“Honey, you’re too young to know what you want,” she said.

“No!” I shouted back, pulling away from her. “I know exactly what I want. I want a relationship with my dad. I want to be friends with Olivia. And I want to be with Zander. I love him.”

“Garrett…”

As if some inner force was controlling me, I got up from my seat and ran down the aisle to the driver. I tapped him on the shoulder without distracting him too much, swallowed my fears, and said:

“Stop the bus, please. I want to get off.”

Mom called for me to sit down. I ignored her.

The driver pulled over. The bus hadn’t made it very far down the road.

“Garrett, you can’t do this,” Mom called to me, “I need you. You can’t leave me. How am I supposed to cope alone?”

The doors of the bus opened. I thanked the driver. Then I took one more look at my mom, who hadn’t moved from the back seat. I smiled at her, mouthed the words ‘I love you,’ and then stepped off the bus.

I heard her frantically banging on the window, but my eyes were fixed on Zander, who was already running down the road to meet me. I dropped my bag and ran towards him.

The End.
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