
        
            
                
            
        

    
Boy Under the Bridge By Eden Winters
 For Elisa, who worried what happened to the young man Alex dumped in The Wish, visualizing him "starving under a bridge." 
 Many thanks to Meg, Pam, Lynda, Jared, John, and Mara. Also to my editor, Michelle, and the proofreaders. You make it all possible. 
Shit! I've really fucked up now!  James sat on a hard metal bench, with a small crowd waiting for the morning bus. It was unusually cold for Houston, even in mid-January, and his breath fogged up in front of his face while he wished for a better jacket, one designed for actual warmth and not just fashion. Last night’s club wear not only offered little protection, it stood out like a sore thumb against the more conservative attire of early morning commuters on their way to work. Metro was gradually putting up bus shelters all over the city. Sadly, even close to the better neighborhoods, only a bench and a pole marked this mass transit stop. 

The bus pulled in with a squeal of brakes and a hissing of hydraulics as the door swung open. All but James climbed on, and the driver lifted a questioning brow. "I'll catch the next one," James lied, wanting nothing more than the solitude the now-empty bench provided, at least until the next group of passengers arrived. Actually, he wouldn't be catching the next one, or the one after that, for he had nowhere to go and the only person he really knew in this town probably wasn't speaking him, and might never again. Yes, James had seriously messed up. 

After months of his long-distance lover's pleading, he'd finally quit his job to move in with Travis, whom he'd met years ago at summer camp and had kept in touch with. Six months ago, they'd begun dating whenever they could. What was to be a celebration of their new life together had turned into a nightmare, marking what would probably be an ending instead of a beginning. 

He stared forlornly at his muted cell phone, seeing eight messages: one from his mother, seven from Travis. He fully believed he knew what all of them said without listening. His mother would gently scold him once more for giving up a steady job at his uncle's car lot to bet on someone he'd only seen sporadically for the past six months, and then she'd beg him to come back "where he belonged." Travis would tell him that, in no uncertain terms, he was no longer welcome in Houston, and needed to catch the next bus back home. 

Putting off the inevitable would accomplish nothing. Knowing he fully deserved what was coming, James selected the first message from Travis and held the phone to his ear. He pulled it back immediately when an angry voice screamed, "What the hell do you think you're doing? Get your ass back here!" 
 The tirade continued amidst a background of laughter and the throbbing beat of a techno tune. The time of the message was 10:15, just after he'd left the club -- with someone else. He ground his hard cock against Travis, under the guise of dancing, and pulled closer to be heard over the loud, pulsing music. "Can we go home now?" James had only been in town for two weeks, and the novelty of sex with Travis whenever he wanted it was still new. 

"The night is still young, babe, and I promised to show you a good time tonight." Travis winked one pale green eye. "Besides, a long," he thrust his groin against James' to emphasize each word, "hard battle makes the victory sweeter." 

Travis' attention was suddenly diverted, and James followed his lover's eyes until they fell to rest on what was quite possibly the most gorgeous man he'd ever seen, even if the hunk of sex on legs was a bit older. Tall, blond, and built to perfection, the stranger wore his obviously expensive clothes well. A diamond ring flashed in the pulsing strobe lights, and James was willing to bet that was a real Rolex peeking from beneath the sleeve of an elegantly tailored shirt. 

James' eyes widened when the man stepped right up to Travis, wrapped him in a way-toofamiliar embrace, and locked mouths. James stopped dancing and stared in shocked horror when, instead of protesting the assault, his lover gushed, "I know you! You're that rich guy, Alex Martin. Gawd, you're hot!" 

What? James was frozen to the spot, too taken by surprise to react. He'd left his home, his family, his life, to be with Travis, and Travis was going to throw him over for the first attractive stranger that passed by? The horror turned to righteous indignation, then to deep, seething anger. How dare he? 

The interloper released Travis, turning and grabbing James instead, pulling him against a warm, firm body. James didn't have time to think, it happened so fast. Two insistent hands reached down to clasp his ass. "Why would I settle for him when I can have you?" the stranger purred, nibbling a sensitive earlobe. 

He couldn't help gasping when the man worked one of his favorite trigger spots like a pro. Seeing Travis' startled face fueled the need for revenge, and James didn't protest when the man holding him delivered a brutal kiss. 
 "What do you say to getting out of here?" the stranger asked, once he came up for air. Recalling the look on Travis' face while he'd fawned over this man, James gave in to the overwhelming desire to dig the knife a little deeper. His eyes were locked with his boyfriend's when he nodded. 

The man wrapped a possessive arm around James’ shoulders and led him away from the dance floor and Travis, who was even now stuttering a protest. "James, you get your ass back here now, or it's over!" 
 "Anyone important?" the man asked.  
 James, still feeling the bitter sting of betrayal, answered, "No."  
 They left the club at about the same time the first call came in. 
James stared at the phone, picturing the whole incident in his mind. Far from the anger he'd felt at the club, now he felt only hurt. He'd loved Travis enough to give up everything. Now he was left with nothing; the stranger sure hadn't offered more than one night. 

Bracing himself, he selected the second message, wincing as more shouted words erupted from the tiny phone. Loud music blared in the background, so the call must have been made while Travis was still at the club. 
 "How could you do that to me? All my friends are laughing! I've never been more embarrassed!" 

Now James' hurt turned back to anger. It seemed Travis had conveniently forgotten the role he'd played in this whole mess, more concerned with his image than with the loss of what was supposed to be a lasting relationship. The call log said the message had come through at 10:47, about the time James was crawling out of the guy's flashy sports car and into an equally flashy high rise. 

"So, your name's Alex?" James asked, once they'd left the club. He suddenly realized just how foolish he'd been to leave the club with a total stranger, regardless of how wealthy that man appeared to be. 

"Yes," the man answered, eyes trained on the road. The hand on James' thigh crept higher to squeeze his cock through the denim of his jeans. Alex didn't ask James' name and James didn't volunteer it, having the distinct impression that it wouldn't be considered important. James had met guys like this before, who picked up men at clubs for a quick fuck and didn't want more, but he'd never once gone home with one, not normally being a "casual sex" kind of guy. 

If Alex didn't want small talk, then James wouldn't offer it. He had no false illusions of what he was -- just a fuck. A fuck that had been stolen from another. Still, he'd made his choice, and there was no going back now. If he screamed, "Stop the car!" jumped out and called Travis right now, it was still too late. The damage had been done. 

His mouth dropped open when they entered the ritzier part of the city, with its towering condominium complexes. The sports car took a sharp left turn, diving into the parking garage beneath a particularly lavish building. 
 Alex got out of the car and waited beside it. "Here goes nothing," James thought, getting out. No arm slung over his shoulder, and no hand twined fingers with his. James was a rather touchy-feely sort, and the lack of physical contact made him nervous. They waited for the elevator in silence, then rode up to the most luxurious condo James had ever seen. Every picture, every piece of furniture screamed "high class," leaving him feeling awkward and out of place. 
 Finally, his host spoke. "How about a drink?"  
 "Rum and Coke, please," James replied. Yes, he certainly needed a drink. 
Another group of people gathered around and on the bench, and James sat quietly staring at his phone until the last had boarded the bus, once more leaving him to his dark thoughts. He considered calling his mother and telling her she was right and asking if he could come home, even knowing that, for months, this colossal failure would be dragged out on a regular basis. She wasn't intentionally cruel, she would just say things like, "Now aren't you glad you didn't stay in the big city?" or "If you were still in Houston, you'd have missed Grandma's birthday party." No, he couldn't tuck his tail between his legs and run home at the first sign of trouble; he needed to take his lumps and own up to his mistakes. Determined to do just that, he selected the third message from Travis. The background noises had quieted, only the occasional traffic sound breaking in. So, Travis had left the club then. The voice sounded less angry when James heard the words that struck like a dagger to his heart. "I'll be at work tomorrow morning if you want to come get your stuff while I'm not there." The call ended abruptly. It had come in at 11:01. 

The bedside clock glowed 11:01 when James entered the massive bedroom. The bed was easily twice the size of the one he shared with Travis. "Used to share," he corrected himself. Alex tugged the glass from James' unresisting fingers and placed it on a coaster next to the clock. He smiled then, just a slight upturn of lips, and James once more saw the gorgeous creature from the dance floor, and not the cold man-on-a-mission he'd arrived with. 
 "Why don't we get comfortable?" Alex suggested. All iciness melted as Alex expertly divested James of his clothes. James, with his jangling nerves, wasn't much help. Each new body part that was revealed received a brush of lips, a gentle nip, or the swipe of a warm tongue. By the time he was naked, James was hard and aching, willing to do just about anything this man wanted to find release. 

The gentle smile turned to a smirk when Alex undressed himself, obviously used to the effect his gorgeous body had on others. Would it bother him to know that James found the gym-sculpted abs off-putting? He far preferred the smoother torso of Travis, whose less defined muscles were more a product of good genetics than hours spent with weights. 

Then all thoughts of Travis fled his mind as Alex laid him on the bed, exploring his body more thoroughly than anyone else ever had. Though he had the technique down pat, the movements were too practiced and automatic to be genuine, bordering on mechanical. 

Warm lips sucked James' neck, then moved methodically down his body to his nipples. Each was sucked, and then nibbled, for the same amount of time. Those lips then eased downward, teasingly pulling at his treasure trail before moving lower still. It was too precise, too timed, like a well-rehearsed dance. That it was James lying there was irrelevant. He was sure the man would have done the same no matter who he'd brought home. 

Still, it was undeniably pleasurable. "Ahh!" Moist heat engulfed James' cock and he moaned, still amazed that this gorgeous, rich guy was so expertly servicing him, and not lying back expecting James to do all the work. In fact, it seemed that nothing was expected of James but his willingness. 

He never saw Alex with lube, but the finger teasing his opening was well lubricated when it slid past his tight ring and into his body, working in and out in time with Alex's mouth on his cock. He cried out in pleasure when another finger joined the first to peg his gland. 

"I'm going to come!" he warned. Alex lifted his head just long enough to reply, "Do it!" He sucked James' balls into his mouth, rolling them gently before returning to James' cock. 
 In no time at all, James was crying out, "Oh, fuck!" his body bowing from the bed as he came in pulsing waves down the gorgeous, near-stranger's throat. 
Three messages down, four to go, though for the life of him, James couldn't fathom what more needed to be said, after, "Come get your stuff." He deserved each and every harsh word, though, so he started the next message. From the noises in the background, it seemed Travis was at the local diner, what sounded like rattling dishes and orders being shouted providing a backdrop to Travis' words. Once more, the knife twisted in James' heart. If he'd only played his cards right, he'd have been with Travis, having a late night snack before returning to the apartment they shared with Danny and Barry, another young couple. They'd have made love before finally collapsing in a sated tangle of arms and legs, waking up a few hours later to do it again. 

Travis' words sounded anguished now. "Why? We had so many plans! Why did you just walk away like that?" The line remained open for some time, and James listened in on surrounding conversations and the click of plates and utensils before the call finally disconnected. The time of the call was 11:28. Just about the time... 

James moaned as Alex's latex-shrouded cock pressed into him, spreading him wide. Alex stilled, and James willed his body to relax and accept the intruder. Alex stared down into his face -- but not his eyes -- waiting. When James nodded, Alex pressed in again, slowly burying himself. When at last fully sheathed, he paused again until James pressed back, ready for more. 

Each thrust was slow and deep, filling James' passage so exquisitely. James knew this was only a one-night stand, just a casual fuck, but the hunger and appreciation in Alex's eyes were easy to twist into something more meaningful. Wrapping his arms around the man so masterfully claiming him, James stopped thinking and gave himself over to sheer, indulgent pleasure. 

He whined a protest when Alex pulled out, but the big blond turned James on his side, then reentered, spooned from behind. A firm hand wrapped around James' cock, working it in time with the thrusts. Though it hadn't been long since he'd come, James found himself fighting to prolong the feelings as he fast approached another release. He wasn't sure, but it may have been Travis' name he screamed into the pillow when he came. 
 If it was, his partner either didn't hear or didn't care, for, with a bellow of his own, Alex came a moment later. 
The memory of last night sent a chill down James' spine and into a well used part of his body. As good as it had been, it wasn't worth the price of losing someone he'd known, and loved, since his teens. Sure, Travis had started it, but James didn't have to follow through. He could have walked away with at least his dignity intact. Now he truly did have nothing. 
 He keyed the fifth message. Only soft music played in the background. Ah, so Travis must have been home then. The anguished tones from the last message were now replaced by something James couldn't identify. "I found your heavy jacket in the car. It's cold out tonight, but you're probably warm and don't need it." After a moment of quiet, Travis simply said, "Bye," and hung up. 
 The call logged in just after midnight. Once Alex had recovered, he'd ordered James on his knees, taking him from behind. There were no kisses or caresses this time, just hard, brutal sex. Alex slammed into him again and again, never taking James in hand or seeming to care if he was enjoying himself at all. When Alex finally grunted out his completion, he flopped onto his side on the bed, removing the condom and tossing it into the trash. He mumbled something, but James couldn't make it out, having himself collapsed into an exhausted heap at that precise moment. 
 James lay quietly, longing for Alex to at least hold him through the afterglow, as Travis would have done. After a few moments, he gave up wishing and let sleep drag him under. 
Two more messages to go. James almost didn't play them, knowing that once he did, it truly would be over between him and the only man he'd ever loved. Why, oh, why had he fucked it up? If his sister were there, she'd be overanalyzing it, picking every minute detail apart and saying things like, "Well, maybe you just aren't ready to be in a committed relationship." 

I am ready! he angrily retorted to the know-it-all who was over two hundred miles away. A deep-seated need to see this through, and to torture himself with his folly, caused him to play the sixth message. Travis began with, "It's cold outside and Danny says that Alex guy always kicks guys to the curb after he fucks them." Quiet ensued. Finally, when James was about to check to see if the message had ended, it started again. "I don't like thinking of you out there and cold without your heavy jacket. You left your wallet in the car and I still have your driver's license." James listened to the sound of Travis breathing for one long moment. The words were pained and strained when his former love finally said, "Please call me. I'm getting worried." The call ended. 

Hot tears rolled down James' face. How could he have been so stupid? And how could he call and face Travis now? As the tears dripped from his chin, he watched as they made dark spots on the denim of his jeans where they fell. But... there were too many of them. That's when he noticed that it was raining. 
 About a quarter mile away was the overpass, so he wrapped his thin jacket around himself and made a mad dash, coming to a stop under the bridge just as the heavens opened up.  
 He checked his phone. The time of the sixth call was, ironically, six a.m. So Travis must have been getting up for work. It had been six a.m. when...  

In his dreams, James rested his head on his lover's chest, a steady heartbeat and warm arms making him feel comfortable and secure. 
 A firm hand grasped his shoulder, shaking him from sleep. "Hey, time to get up." That wasn't Travis! James peeled open sleepy eyes and gazed up in confusion, sorrow filling him when the events of the last few hours came back in a tidal wave of disappointment. No, it wasn't Travis, and it never would be again. His own stupidity had seen to that. 
 "Wha...?" he asked, fighting off the remnants of sleep.  
 "You need to go," Alex said. "Why? I thought we could do it again," James said, stalling to postpone the inevitable. His stomach growled and he recalled how long ago it had been since he'd eaten, and the fact that he didn't even have his billfold. Maybe Alex would at least take him to breakfast. 
 "That's not possible; I have a plane to catch. Get dressed and let yourself out."  
 He hadn't expected a lifetime commitment, but still. "You're kicking me out?" How had he ever thought this man gorgeous? In the clear light of dawn, Alex appeared so hard, so cold. Especially while spouting the words, "No, I'm telling you to leave. I have to pack and get to the airport." 
 Think, James, think! You have no place to go! "I thought..." he began.  
 Alex's eyes narrowed. "You thought what? That this was more than a fuck? Whatever did I do to give you that idea?" Could this be the same man who'd been so warm and tender just hours ago -- well, before turning brutal? "Well, last night, when you made love to me..." James said, though not sure why he was even trying. It was clear he wasn't wanted here, and was only humiliating himself further by arguing. 

Again his protests were cut off. Leaning down, nose to nose, Alex growled, "We did not make love, we fucked. It was passable, but losing points by the minute. Now, get up and get out." He turned his back in dismissal, entering a massive closet that was easily the size of James and Travis' bedroom. 

James began pulling on his clothes, frantically trying to plan what to do now. His new job didn't start until next week -- a job working for the same dealership as Travis -- and until his first paycheck, he didn't have enough for a security deposit and first month's rent. He didn't really expect the man to understand, but James was at a loss for what else to do, so he entered the closet, waiting to be noticed while fighting back tears. 
 "What now?" Alex turned around and aimed a heated glare at James. If looks could kill, at the tender age of twenty-one, James Allen Murphy would have gone up in flames. 
 Though he tried hard not to, he sniffled and confessed, "I don't know where to go. That was my boyfriend with me last night. I don't think he'll welcome me back with open arms now." Alex's face was a mask of anger and impatience. "And that's my fault how? Did I hold a gun to your head and force you to reject him in favor of the first person who noticed you? Hmm? Did I? Did I make any promises other than to fuck you into the mattress? A promise I kept, by the way." 
 "No," James answered, one lone tear escaping his control to spill down his cheek.  
 When Alex snapped, "Then would you please just get out of here? I told you I have things to do!" James grabbed his remaining things and darted out the front door, determined not to look back.  
 He'd walked the streets for hours, finally taking refuge on the bench. 
One more call. One more message to listen to, then it all truly would be over. No more Houston, or if there was, his nights wouldn't be spent snuggled in his lover's arms. Most importantly, there would be no more Travis. And all for what? A one-nighter who'd tossed him out like so much trash the next morning. 

While the rain beat down against his makeshift shelter, he played the seventh and final message. "James?" Dear Lord! Was Travis crying? It sure sounded like it! "James, please, please call me. I don't care what time it is. I'm so worried. Please call! Don't let it end like this. Please!" 

James replayed the message four times, not believing what he was hearing. Travis really wanted to talk to him? It took another half hour before he worked up the courage to return the call, expecting to just leave a message as Travis should be at work by now. 
 Travis answered on the first ring. "James!" he exclaimed, firing off questions in a rush. "Are you all right? Where are you? Want me to come and get you?"  
 Far from the angry admonishments James expected, Travis sounded... relieved?  
 There was so much he wanted to say, but all that came out was, "Please." A moment later he added, "Shouldn't you be at work?"  
 Travis gave a nervous laugh, then answered, "I couldn't sell one damned car right now, I'm so worried. Where are you?"  
 James wasn't quite sure, since he was new to the city. Once he mentioned the bridge, Travis said, "I know where that is. I'll be right there." *** As James waited, he tried think of what to say. Was there anything he really could say? There was no way to make this right. The best he could hope for was that his apology would be accepted and that he wouldn't be kicked out of the apartment before finding another place to live. 

He didn't know where Travis was when he'd taken the call, but in no time at all, a familiar silver Camry was pulling to a stop under the bridge. Travis and James stared at each other one long moment through the glass before it lowered and Travis said, "Get in. Please." 

James opened the door and slid onto the seat, grateful for the warmth that enveloped him. He stared straight ahead, not wanting to see whatever was in those green eyes he'd so loved waking up to find gazing at him just yesterday morning. 

So quietly he almost didn't hear it, Travis whispered, "Look at me." Bracing himself, James turned to find, not angry judgment, but the same adoring look he'd seen that seemingly long ago morning. "We need to talk." 

James opened his mouth, not sure what words would come out, but his stomach rumbled into the silence, making its own statement. Travis smiled. "You must be starving," he said. "I know just the place." 
 ***  
 James sat in a back booth of the little diner, reminded once again that he should have been here with his lover last night, instead of in bed with a man who never even knew his name. They ordered a late breakfast and Travis refused to discuss anything serious on empty stomachs, so James did his best to swallow mouthfuls of eggs and bacon without choking on his own remorse. 

Finally, when their plates had been removed and they sat quietly sipping coffee, Travis began, "You're new here, so you didn't know that guy at the club. His name is Alex Martin, and he's something of a local legend." 
 Still expecting to be publicly taken to task for straying, James just listened, grateful that Travis no longer seemed as angry as he'd been the night before.  
 "He's loaded and, well, you could see for yourself how gorgeous he was."  
 There was no sense in denying it. "Only on the outside," James muttered.  
 "Well, yeah," Travis agreed. He abruptly changed the subject. "Do you remember what I looked like when we met at camp?" Visualizing the blond who'd captured first his attention, then later, his heart, he replied, "Sure. You were so happy, always smiling, and played a mean guitar. I used to think you knew every song ever written." 
 Travis' smile was wry. "I was thinking how pudgy and shy I was." 
 "You weren't pudgy!" James retorted. Travis's smile widened. "Oh, yes, I was. What do you think the guitar was all about? At first, it was just something to hide behind. What originally attracted me to you was that you didn't see it. You looked at me like I was the most beautiful thing you'd ever seen." 

James blushed, but Travis continued, smile falling. "Anyway, you were the only one I'd ever met to see me that way. Then, when I got older and began working, I slimmed down, grew more confident. But even after all this time, whenever I look in the mirror I still see the fat, awkward kid I was back then." 
 "What's that got to do with the arrogant asshole at the club?" A sheepish smile returned to Travis' face. "Well, like I said, he's kind of a local legend. It's considered an honor to be picked up by him, because he's notoriously choosy about who he approaches. I've seen him around the clubs before, and he brings his car into the shop for servicing on a pretty regular basis, but until last night, he'd never so much as spoken to me. And he's not alone in that respect. I've been going to that club for months, and neither he nor anybody else really looked at me." He hastily added, "Not that I wanted them to once I started seeing you." 
 "What happened last night, then?" James urged, anxious to put this whole ugly mess behind them, if indeed they could. "So, when Alex approached me, the first thing in my mind was that I was no longer the ugly kid I used to be." Clear green eyes, unchanged after all these years, met James'. They were still just as earnest, honest, and begging for understanding as they had been the first time James had seen them. "I am so sorry that I didn't think of you first. I've never been part of a couple before, and for a moment, I simply forgot. Can you forgive me?" 

Although it was exactly what James wanted to hear, it still sounded too good to be true. Folding his arms across his chest, he leaned back in the booth and fixed Travis with a questioning stare. "You were so angry when you called. What happened to change your mind?" 
 Now it was Travis' turn to blush. "Yes, I was angry, and even bitched to my friends. It was Danny who told me it served me right, which only pissed me off more." The conversation faltered as the waitress came by to refill their coffee cups. After she left, Travis confessed, "I was all ready to storm out of the place and never see you again, when one of Danny's friends followed me out to the parking lot." 
 "Oh?" The knife twisted in James' heart, knowing that he hadn't been the only one to leave with someone, but still, he'd no right to complain after what he'd done.  
 "We just talked!" Travis blurted, face coloring even more. "And only for a few minutes!"  
 "Oh," James replied, relieved that it was only his moment of weakness that needed dealing with. "He told me something about that Alex guy that I didn't know. It seems he gets a sick thrill out of busting up couples." Travis ran his hand through his short-cropped blond hair, slowly blowing out a breath before continuing, "Apparently, he uses that ploy all the time. Danny's friend, Joe something-or-other, fell for it just like I did. Like you, his lover got mad and left with Alex." 
 "What happened to them?" James asked, wondering if there was a way to get past so blatant an infidelity, regardless of who was to blame.  
 "Joe did what I did at first. Told his lover off and said he never wanted to see him again."  
 "What happened after that?" Travis stared off into space as if collecting his thoughts. "Joe never saw him again, and has no idea where he went. The phone number he had was disconnected, and the guy's sister came to get his things. She wouldn't say where her brother was. Now, each and every day, Joe wakes up hoping for a phone call, or that he'll see his old lover somewhere so he can say he's sorry." 
 "And Joe wanted you to know that why?"  
 "So I wouldn't make the same mistake." James' eyes were downcast, staring at the table when Travis' hand reached across the vast expanse of Formica to grasp his. "I don't want it to be over," Travis said quietly. "This whole damned thing got me thinking about what it means to be in a relationship." James raised his eyes to meet those of the man who, hopefully, could still be his lover. 
 "James, you gave up everything to come to Houston, just on my word that it would work. The faith you've placed in me is a greater gift than anyone else has ever given me. "I still have a lot to learn about being a couple, and I know that I'll screw up occasionally, but I still want to give it a shot, if you do." James looked down at their hands, fingers laced together on the table, remembering all their phone conversations about how great life would be together. They'd save their money and get their own apartment, maybe one day get married if it ever became legal in Texas or, hell, even move to a state where it was. 

All those hopes and dreams, dashed for one rash decision? He didn't think so. If Travis was man enough to own up to his actions, then so could he. "I'm sorry, too. Last night should have been all about us. I gave in too easily, without giving you a chance." 

A smile and a tightening of his lover's fingers said, "You're forgiven." What doesn't kill you makes you stronger, his mother had always quoted. If that was true, then maybe their relationship, too, would grow stronger for this little hiccup. "Let's go home," James said, tired and wanting nothing more than to wash the traces of another man from his body, and maybe replace them with his lover's. 
 The smile he received in answer once more reminded James of the shy young boy from summer camp, and when he gazed into Travis' eyes, he fell hard all over again.  
 *** The apartment was quiet, too quiet for that time of day. "Where's Danny and Barry?" James asked. It was his other roommates' day off and they should have been lounging around the living room, boasting good-naturedly about whose ass was getting kicked on their favorite video game. 

Travis closed and locked the front door, then turned to face James, pulling him into a warm embrace. "Danny's covering for me so I could go look for you and Barry thought we might need some alone time if and when I found you." 
 When Travis would have kissed him, James pulled away, averting his eyes. "Um, not that I'm turning you down or anything, but I really need a shower first." Travis smiled and took James by the hand, leading him into the bathroom and turning on the water. Once he deemed it warm enough, he stripped them both, and they stepped under the warm spray. Travis lathered his hands with soap, washed a part of James, then applied his lips to each newly cleaned spot, washing away the memories of an awful night. 

By the time they stepped out of the shower, both were hard and ready. They left their clothes lying on the bathroom floor. The cell phones that had led to their reunion were placed on the nightstand. When at last they lay down on the bed, James grew nervous, afraid to remind his lover of his recent indiscretion. It was only when a tentative hand reached down to squeeze his glutes that he blurted, "I'm sore." Travis’ hand stilled. 
 "Are you all right? Did he hurt you?" Compassion and concern shone in his lover's eyes.  
 "Yeah, I'm fine. Just a bit sore." "That's okay," Travis replied, bringing their mouths together. Ever since James' arrival in Houston, sex had been a frantic, hurried thing. Now, Travis worked his way down James' body, using fingers, lips, teeth and tongue. There was nothing practiced or rehearsed about his actions, it was all trial and error. When James gasped, he'd repeat whatever he'd just done, and if he got no response, he moved on until he did. 

If Alex had explored his body, Travis discovered it anew, and one image faded in James' mind, replaced by another he liked better. Alex and Travis were both handsome, blond men, but the similarities ended there. 
 When Travis finally took James' cock into his mouth, James had to fight back his impending climax. "Get up here!" he pleaded, "I want you, too." 

Travis turned so they were in a sixty-nine position, and rather than race toward the goal like they usually did, they took it slowly, their actions mirror images of each other's. What James did to Travis, Travis did to James, until they were both very close to completion. 
 It was Travis who pulled back. "I want you in me," he said, reaching for the nightstand where they kept supplies.  
 James watched, mesmerized as a condom was rolled down his length. When he reached for the lube, Travis swatted his hand away, grinning mischievously when he said, "Just watch." He lay across the bed, watching as the tips of two lubed fingers slid into Travis' ass. It was the hottest thing he'd ever seen, his boyfriend opening himself, preparing the way. James idly stroked his cock, anticipating what was to come. 
 "Like what you see?" Travis' voice was low and husky, like silk sliding against James' libido.  
 "Yes," James replied.  
 "Want to put something else there?"  
 Again, he answered, "Yes." James watched, fascinated, as Travis' fingers slowly eased out. A moment later, he was there, pushing into tight heat. As soon as he breached the opening he leaned in, tongue demanding entrance into Travis' mouth. He pushed in slowly, with tongue and cock, and pulled out slower still, teasing them both. 

He didn't know who started it, if it was his lover's eager bucking or if his own need took over, but the gentle rhythm changed, speeding to a more frantic pace. All the while, their mouths were joined just as surely as their bodies were. 

Travis' hand squeezed between their bodies and he began to stroke himself, abdominal muscles tightening and body going rigid as he bowed up from the bed. "Hmmpphh!" he shouted. James felt the shuddering beneath him, the rhythmic grasping around his cock, and followed his lover into ecstasy. 
 They lay facing each other, Travis’ fingers idly stroking his back while they caught their breath. Then Travis scrunched his nose as if puzzled, eyes focused on something over James’ shoulder. "What's that?" he asked, raising his head off the pillow and looking toward the nightstand. "Babe? The light's flashing on your phone. I think you have a message." 
 "Oh, that!" James leaned over and retrieved his phone. "I forgot! My mom called late last night or early this morning," he said, switching on the speaker. Even expecting the worst, as close and safe as he felt with Travis, now he wanted to share the message, just like he wanted to share everything else about his life. 

"Hi, sweetie!" was his mother's cheerful greeting. "I know it's early, but I just wanted to let you know that me and your sister are coming to Houston. Since there's no dissuading you from moving there, we want to meet this young man you're so keen on. We should get there between 4:30 and 5:00. I have the address so we'll just come by your apartment when we get there, and then all go out for supper." 
 The horror on Travis' face had to match the horror on James' own as their eyes strayed to the clock, just as the numbers changed to 4:52.  
 "Oh, shit!" they exclaimed as the doorbell rang. Boy Under the Bridge  
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