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Dedication




Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


FEMBOY BABYSITTER

One summer, a broken-hearted widower, and a Femboy Babysitter...

Blake has fallen for William, his neighbour and friend, and they’re both about to learn that sometimes there’s just no taming a wild heart!

Blake is returning home from college not sure where his future lies. He’s changed so much while away, has discovered so much about himself—is there even a place for him there any more?

The only thing he knows for certain is that he’s keen to spend one last summer in his home town. He wants to see his family, and he wants to see his friend and neighbour, William, the man who was almost like an older brother to him growing up.

Seeing William though, Blake feels a spark that wasn’t there before, a connection, a chemistry, and he realises that he’s missed his neighbour more than he’d known. But life is complicated, and Blake isn’t the only one who’s been through change.

William is a widower and a father. Blake, aware of just how much William has been through, just wants his friend to be happy, so he buries his new-found feelings, his attraction, not wanting to ruin their friendship and the summer ahead.

He even offers to babysit, so William can go on a date.

Blake’s feelings though prove insistent, and difficult to restrain. William is charming and handsome, and he’s keen to spend as much time with his friend as he can, which leaves Blake wondering… can he ever be more than just the Femboy Babysitter?


One

Summer was just beginning to get into its full stride as Blake arrived home and he couldn’t help but smile as his bus drove through familiar streets that had changed so little while he’d been away. Lawns that only a few weeks ago would have been verdant green were turning pale gold and soft yellow as the earth became parched. Flowers beds were in full bloom, buzzing with insects, and the lazy drone of their wings was a pleasing melody.

Blake watched out the window as the bus neared the station. He saw children playing, teenagers skating and riding their bikes, enjoying their break from school, and he smiled. Only a few years ago he could have been among them, delighting in the warmth and the reprieve from study, but that, he realised with a sense of melancholy, was behind him.

He was an adult now. School, and college, were behind him. He’d left his home town to go study, learn, and grow, and now he was returning, as a young adult, ready to begin the next chapter in his life, but… he had no idea what that chapter was supposed to be.

He’d left home just after high school, still practically a boy, and he’d spent years away, returning only sporadically to visit his parents for long weekends or holidays. He’d changed. He’d grown. He’d become someone new, some different, someone better and happier and now he was returning, not quite sure why.

He could have stayed in the city he’d studied in, got a house with friends, could have found work, but for some reason, he’d wanted to return, at least one last time. He might leave again, find a job in the city he now thought of as his second home, and move there to begin his adult life, or he might not. He wasn’t sure what came next.

He just knew that he wanted to return, for a little while at least. He wanted…

Blake looked away from the window and turned to his bag on the seat next to him, pulled a bundle of letters from the side pocket, a smile that was almost pained drawing across his lips. There were dozens of them, all addressed to him.

He’d drifted away from most people he’d known growing up, only really staying in touch with his family, his parents and his sister. He’d changed so much that his old life seemed almost like it belonged to someone else, and he’d just lost touch with everyone. Everyone that was, except William and Clare.

His smile collapsed as he mentally corrected himself. Everyone except William.

He knew why he’d come back, why he had planned to return for the summer, and maybe longer. William.

He wanted to see his friend. He wanted to be there for him, to make up for the fact he’d not been there when it mattered.
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“Here, let me get that for you.”

Blake struggled with his father for a moment, insisting that he could carry his bags, but his father refused to listen, hefting them up and carrying them towards the car as Blake and his mother looked at each other, smiling, shaking their heads.

“He’s not changed.” Blake said.

“And he never will.” His mother replied. “Which is why I love him. Now, where’s my hug?”

Blake laughed and embraced his mother. He’d seen his parents only a few weeks ago, at his graduation, though only briefly. Yet, he’d still missed them, missed his home, and the knowledge that he was, in a way, returning, had stirred many emotions in him, most pleasant, others less so.

Was he even still welcome here? Was there a place for him? He’d changed so much. Part of him wanted to stay away, to avoid even the risk, but in that moment, seeing his mother, her smile, her open arms, he was glad he’d come home, even if just for a while.

“Room for a little one?” A soft voice piped up.

Blake turned and saw his younger sister, Lisa, standing close, with his father just behind. She was beaming, and he felt a pang in his heart as he realised how much she’d grown while he’d been away.

“And a big one?” His father added.

Blake nodded, and hugged all of them in turn, quietly, a sense of joy and sadness in equal measure. The day was late, the sun casting long shadows as it descended from its zenith, and as they headed towards the car Blake took the chance to take a good look at his family.

He knew he’d changed. He could feel it, see it, but he hadn’t really acknowledged how time had affected others. At least, not until that moment. Seeing his family in such familiar surroundings, he couldn’t help but observe how different they were.

His sister was taller, gone from girl to young woman, and his mother and father were both a little greyer, slower, with a few more lines around their eyes and mouths. It was just another stark reminder that he wasn’t the only one who’d grown older, and who’d experienced change.

Just… sometimes that change was harder than others. As they drove towards home, Blake and Lisa in the back, his parents in the front with his father driving, Blake took a deep breath. It even still smelled the same.

“How’s William?” Blake asked, finally summoning the courage to ask the question he’d been wanting to ask since he’d got off the bus.

There was a moment of quiet in the car, no one wanting to speak. Finally, Blake’s mother turned round in her seat to look at him, her smile drawn and thin.

“About as well as can be expected. He’s… he’s coping, but it’s not been easy.” She said.

Blake nodded. He’d talked to William over letter, email, and messages, but hadn’t seen him in so long. So much had happened.

“He’s looking forward to seeing you though. I think he’s missed you, so it’ll be nice for him with you around this summer.”

Blake smiled. He turned and looked out the car window, watching familiar shops and houses and streets passing by. So much had changed, yet so much had stayed the same. He didn’t know if he belonged here any more, if coming back was maybe a mistake. Had he changed too much? Was he even welcome?

He knew his family loved him, accepted him, but… he hadn’t seen William since high school when he’d left to go off to college. He’d been so different then, barely an adult, still practically a child, had still thought of himself as a boy. He laughed, silently, as he remembered that awkward teenager, clumsy, trapped, unhappy.

He was happier now at least, which just made him feel guilty.

Back then it had still been William and Clare. It had been the pair of them. Now…

“I’ll call on him tomorrow.” Blake said. “See how he is.”

His mother nodded.

“I think he’d like that.” She said.
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Blake found settling back into his old room surprisingly easy. It helped that his parents had redecorated, making his old bedroom into a guest room of sorts, so that it felt both like a holiday and a return home at the same time, rather than him being forced back into the space that he’d felt so trapped in all those years ago.

As he lay down on the bed to rest before dinner he let his mind drift. The room was pleasingly neutral, rather than the obnoxious ‘boy’s bedroom’ he’d grown up in, and it felt welcoming rather than claustrophobic.

How long had it been since he’d seen William?

Blake remembered saying goodbye as he’d headed off to college that last summer, promising to stay in touch, to call in when he was visiting home, but somehow things had just not turned out as he’d expected. He’d figured he’d be coming home often, spending time with his family every chance he had, but he’d made friends, had found reasons to stay away, had been engrossed in his studies, in his new life, so that the visits home had been shorter, and fewer, than he’d first thought.

He’d not had the time, and… there were other reasons.

When Blake had headed off to college he’d been an ordinary, if rather miserable boy, dressing like many of the other boys in his school, but at college he’d found the space and the freedom to express himself, to grow into himself, to discover and reinvent who he was. It had been a journey, a hard one at times, but it was worth it. He was happier now, more secure.

He smiled more often, didn’t flee from photos, laughed more. It had been hard enough talking to his parents about it all, but he’d not yet talked to any of his old friends about it.

It was why he’d not really visited. Why he’d stayed away. It had felt safer. Yet, he knew his friend needed him now.

But, how was he supposed to explain everything he’d gone through, who he was now? How was he meant to tell the man who’d been almost like an older brother to him that he wasn’t really a boy at all, and that he wasn’t a girl either? How was William going to react when he found out Blake was queer, and fluid, just a person who might sometimes be more feminine, or masculine, but who always liked being pretty. Blake wasn’t even sure he really understood it yet, so how was he meant to explain it to his friend?

He sighed. He’d deal with that tomorrow. The important thing was he was back home, and that he had the whole summer to reconnect, to be there for his neighbour, to support him and help him heal.
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As Blake checked his reflection in the bedroom mirror, a full-length sheet of reflective glass screwed to the back of his bedroom door, he forced a smile. He was more nervous than he’d expected to be.

It had taken him almost an hour to decide what to wear, how to look, wanting to make a good impression, wanting to be his authentic self, but not wanting to shock William too much. In the end, he’d chosen a pair of short black ripped denim hot pants, knee-high socks, and a cute white t-shirt, an outfit that was definitely feminine but not garishly so. He paired it with his favourite pair of bright pink sneakers, and as a finishing touch, he put on just a little bit of make-up, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, making his blue eyes look big and bright, with a touch of lip-gloss that made his puffy lips look wet and glistening, a bubblegum pink.

Taking a moment to ruffle his flaxen blonde hair into the cute, dishevelled pixie cut style he favoured at the moment, he blushed, freckled cheeks turning pink, and he bit his bottom lip. He had no idea how William was going to react, but… he had known William for years, had grown up next door to him. They had been almost as close as brothers when Blake had moved away, and he trusted him.

William had moved in next door when Blake was in his early teens, and he’d been in his early twenties, already in a relationship with Clare, the pair old enough to be considered adults, while still young enough to connect with Blake and appear cool. At first, Blake hadn’t been sure what to make of them. He was used to having neighbours who were even older than his parents, but the couple next door were now barely older than him, yet they had a car, a house, and could do whatever they wanted.

They were like the promised land, young and attractive, with freedom and space, and Blake had been almost awkward around them at first, shy and clumsy in a way he hadn’t been before. They were exciting, and though it had taken weeks for Blake to finally work up the courage to talk to William, he’d been delighted to discover that they both had very similar tastes in movies and games.

William had invited Blake over to hang out and chat, excited at the prospect of having a friend to game with, and Blake had been thrilled at how his cool new neighbours treated him, like a person, an equal, not a child or a nuisance. They talked to him, respected him, asked him questions, listened to him as a peer, and Blake had felt at ease around them in a way he’d never felt with people before. He was allowed to just be, without any expectations or demands.

He’d just been accepted, someone they both spent time with because they wanted to, and though he’d always spent the time chatting with William, gaming and messing about, he’d grown close to both of them, had felt a deep affection for both of them, so that he’d missed them both when he’d gone off to college almost as much as he’d missed his family.

He’d meant to visit, but… things had happened. That first year had been hard, a crisis of identity, so he’d stayed away, even when they’d invited him to their wedding.

They’d sent him pictures, afterwards, sharing the memory of their perfect day, telling him how they’d missed him, but how they’d understood. Blake still had that picture, William looking handsome in his suit, Clare in her dress. They were both radiant, and Blake had been sad he’d missed it, but he knew at the time it was the right decision. He needed that space to grow, to discover, to become who he was now.

But he’d kept on staying away. When Clare announced her pregnancy. When they’d had the christening. When Clare had fallen ill.

Blake had kept on staying away. The more time passed, and the more he missed, the harder it seemed to return, to visit. He wrote letters, emails, sent messages, and he still found time to play games online with William, but… he stayed away.

And then there’d been the funeral. And he’d stayed away.

He didn’t know if William could ever forgive him. That had been six months ago. He’d had exams, things going on. He’d sent a card, flowers, but… he hadn’t been there.

At one point William had been perhaps his best friend, like his brother, and Clare almost like a sister. He loved them both, and he’d missed so much.

He’d been so focused on himself, on what he had going on, that hadn’t been there for his friend. He’d stayed away. He’d missed it all.

But… he was going to make up for that with this summer.

Blake smiled, forcing himself to look forwards instead of back. There were months ahead of him. Time to reconnect, to be there for his friend, to make up for missed time and to help him however he could. That’s why he’d come back.

He just hoped William could accept him, and forgive him.


Two

The impact knocked the breath from Blake’s lungs and he felt his breath squeezed from him. He gasped, squeaking, but William only hugged him harder, tighter, as though afraid that if he let go Blake might vanish again.

After a moment Blake relented, and gave up struggling, relaxing into the hug as William lifted him off his feet with ease. Blake smiled, laughed, and eventually William dropped him and let him go.

“I can’t believe it!” William said, stepping back to look at Blake. “You’re finally here. Fuck.”

Blake blushed. Nervous and out of breath, his heart racing.

He had forgotten how impressive William was.

William had always been taller than Blake, and broader, but Blake had always assumed that as he’d grown older he’d catch up, that he’d get taller and broader too, yet… that had never happened.

Blake had stayed small and slim, a fact that he was glad for now, and that he worked at, watching his diet carefully, avoiding excessive alcohol and sugar, exercising regularly with yoga and weighted squats, while William had only gotten bigger. Though he hadn’t really grown in height, he had definitely grown in bulk.

When they’d met William had been an average guy in his early twenties, handsome in a rugged, not trying too hard kind of way, how he was closer to thirty than twenty, with a short beard, faint lines around the eyes, and a there was a drawn, almost haunting look in his eyes that made Blake’s chest feel tight. He looked older, wiser, wounded but strong. And he’d clearly been working out.

Any signs of the excess weight he’d carried in his early twenties were long gone. He was dressed simply, in worn jeans and a fitted t-shirt with a loose, unbuttoned shirt worn over the top, but Blake could still tell that he’d both lost and gained weight, in all the right ways.

His arms were bigger, his chest broader, his legs thicker, but his belly and waist were slimmer. His face too was more chiselled, features refined, with obvious, rugged cheekbones. He was… he was hot. Had William always been this cute?

Blake blushed as he caught the thought. What was he doing?

This was his friend. The man who’d been like a brother to him, who’d just lost his wife, the mother to his child, the woman who’d been like his older sister. What was he thinking?

“You look good too. I mean… different, yeah, but… wow, you look great.” William said.

Blake blushed as his friend looked him up and down, and he couldn’t help but squirm, a hot flustered feeling in his belly. In his years away at college he’d grown up, become a young adult, yet in that moment he still felt like an awkward, shy teenager again.

“I… thanks. And you do too. I mean you look good. You’ve been working out, clearly.”

William smiled, nodding, a soft laugh.

“Yeah, helps quiet the brain on the bad days and it's good for you, right? Got to stay active and keep moving.”

Blake nodded.

“You want to come in? I’ve got a pot of coffee on.” William said.

“I’d love to.” Blake replied.

[image: ]

There was an awkwardness at first, the pair not sure how to act around each other after so long, after so much had happened, after all that had changed for them both, but it didn’t last long. The bond that had brought them close was still there, and as they settled down with coffee they soon found the conversation began to flow.

William asked Blake about college, about his studies and his life, about his plans now he’d graduated. Blake was glad to have a chance to share, to be honest, and he found it easy to open up about his struggles and his triumphs, about his worries about the future.

William asked about what had changed, seemed genuinely interested in what had gone on in Blake’s life, but in a way that was respectful and kind, rather than prying, a friend wanting to be supportive, who wanted to know him more fully, rather than a tourist wanting to gawk at the oddity. Blake couldn’t help but smile as he settled, remembering quickly why he’d been so fond of William in the first place, why they’d grown so close, why he’d missed him, why he’d trusted him.

He couldn’t help but kick himself mentally for staying away for so long. If only… but then Blake reminded himself that it was no good to keep looking back, to keep regretting. He was here now. He could make up for it all.

“So, is it okay if I still call you Blake? Or is there another name you prefer?” William asked.

Blake paused. No one had ever asked him that before, and he took a moment to ponder it. Blake was his name, had always been his name. Could he change it? Did he want to?

“I… no, at least I don’t think so. At least, not yet. Maybe in the future. I mean, I’m still working stuff out, what it all means, but Blake feels… nicely neutral if you get what I mean?”

William nodded.

“And are you still a he, or…” He let the question hang.

Blake blushed. He had not expected William to be so frank, or so earnest in his desire to get to know him, who he was now. He had not expected him to be so accepting and sincere, and Blake found it disarming, and… flattering.

He shifted in his chair, aware of just how closely William was watching him. Had his eyes always been so soulful?

“He or they is fine. But… I quite like she too. I mean, I think I’m a bit of everything so whatever feels natural to you.” Blake said.

“So if you seem more feminine use she, and if you seem more masculine use he, and if just somewhere in the middle, like now, they?” William asked.

Blake nodded.

“Yeah. I… it feels kind of like I float around somewhere in the middle, sometimes more one than the other, other times just neutral, so that works.”

“Cool.” William said. “That makes a lot of sense. Thank you. For sharing.”

Blake smiled, fluttering his heavy, dark lashes. He was enjoying how closely William was watching him.

“And you really do look amazing. Like, you look cute, obviously, but it's your smile that makes you glow. You look happy. Really happy, and it’s lovely to see.”

Blake’s blush deepened.

“Thanks.” He said.

[image: ]

The pair talked about William’s life too, all he’d been through. They talked about all Blake had missed, though Blake was careful not to ask too many questions, seeing the hurt in his friend's deep eyes, not wanting to open wounds that were in the process of healing.

“You want to see some of the photos?” William asked. “I know we sent you some but… I’d love to share. It really was an amazing day.”

Blake could hear the catch in his friend’s voice, the pain, the restraint, the way William was choking on the emotions that were threatening to overwhelm him.

Blake nodded, and William went to fetch the album.

The pair flicked through photos, pictures of Clare and William on their wedding day. They were both smiling, so happy and radiant, and Blake could feel a weight in his chest.

They talked about what had happened, about Clare, the wedding.

“She was so happy. It was the perfect day. I… we both missed you. We understood of course, but… we still missed you.”

Blake felt an almost physical pain in his heart. Why had he missed it? It was a moment he could never get back.

They talked about after the wedding, the pregnancy, the birth, about Clare getting sick. Blake listened, struggling to see his friend in so much pain, but wanting to be there for him, to listen to him share the things he wanted to.

William talked about how hard it had been, about the moments of hope, the moments of hopelessness, about the end, about losing her, the funeral. Blake could see his eyes watering, the tears, could hear the way his throat was closing.

“You don’t need to talk about it if you don’t want to?” Blake said.

William looked at him, smiled.

“I know, but… I want to share. If you’re okay listening? It’s… you mean a lot to me too, meant a lot to both of us. It’s just life at the end of the day. The good and the bad. It’s part of who I am and I don’t want to hide that. I’m glad I got to have the time I did with her. Sure, I’m sad it's over, but I can look back at what was and even the bits that hurt like hell I’m glad for because they remind me of what I’ve lived. They remind me of how much life I’ve still got to live.” William said. “Does that make sense?”

Blake nodded. He smiled.

His friend had changed so much, had experienced so much. He was wiser than he remembered, his soul nourished by joy and pain and grief and happiness.

“Plus… it helps me remember her. I know I’ve got to go on, and I am, but… I’m not going to forget, even if that might be easier.”

Blake couldn’t help but admire his friend, his strength. He was sad that he hadn’t been there for him, hadn’t been there to share in the joy, or help during the misery, but he was here now and he was going to make it count.

“Plus I’ve still got Lily.” William said. “And you’ve not met her yet, have you?”

And it was like storm clouds breaking after a tempest, the sun emerging. The grief and the sadness and the pain vanished, and William’s smile shone brightly. Blake shook his head.

“You have to meet her. She’s literally the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I mean… she’s an absolute nightmare at times, but she’s just like her mother and she's so sweet. I need to pick her up from her grandmother’s in a bit if you want to come with me?”

Blake nodded. They’d been talking for hours, but it felt like minutes, and he didn’t want to leave yet. He wanted to spend more time with the friend he’d missed so much.

“Sure.” He said. “I’d like that.”
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Lily was exactly as her father had described her. A nightmare, a delight, and just like her mother. Seeing her was almost like seeing Clare again, and Blake had not been prepared for the emotional impact of it.

Still, watching her and William play together once they were home was a special kind of joy, seeing her laugh, seeing him smile, and Blake was content to make coffee and help around the house while William fussed over the best thing that had ever happened to him.

“You want me to make some dinner while you get her ready for bed?” Blake asked.

It was late, and Blake thought he should probably head home, but he was comfortable and content and he was enjoying spending time with his friend. Plus, he considered helping out a little bit the least he could do.

William looked up at Blake and stared at him for a moment in faux shock, then laughed.

“Since when do you cook?” He asked.

Blake just shook his head.

“Since I went off to college and became an adult and learned to look after myself.” He replied, grinning. “I’m not a dumb, helpless teenager any more. So, what do you say? I can make some pasta and veggies if you’d like, then we could talk a bit more before I go home. Unless… if you want me to leave that’s cool too.”

Blake tried to hide the note of hope in his voice. He didn’t want to leave. He was having fun. Being around William felt easy and comfortable, even after so long.

It was different now, after all they’d both been through, but in a nice way. The age gap between them had never been significant, but it felt smaller now, and Blake felt more comfortable in himself. Being seen and accepted by William so readily, so eagerly, made him feel relaxed and happy.

He wanted to stay, wanted to cook dinner, wanted to keep talking. But if William needed space then he’d leave.

“Yeah, dinner sounds good. Thank you.” William said.

“Least I can do.” Blake replied.

And with that Blake set about cooking, finding a simple joy in taking care of his friend, looking after him in some small way.

As William got his daughter ready for bed Blake watched, smiling, as they played together, laughing at the pair, delighting in their joy. He felt his heart swelling. She was so much like her mother, but like her father too, the best of both of them, and he felt sad that he had missed her first few months, yet was glad he was there now.

“Say good night to auntie Blake.” William said as he brought Lily down from her bath.

“Auntie?” Blake asked.

William smiled.

“You mind?”

Blake shook his head.

“No. I… I quite like it.” He said, grinning.

William smiled, carried Lily over to Blake as Blake stood over the stove, stirring the sauce he’d made. Lily smiled and reached her arms out to her auntie.

“Give her a hug then.” William said.

Blake smiled, a little unsure if the her William was referring to was him or Lily, but happy either way, and he took hold of her and allowed his friend’s daughter to hug him, the sudden rush of emotions of it all making him pause.

As Lily kissed him on his cheeks Blake did the same, pecking the small child on her cheek and wishing her good night, and then William took her back and carried her off towards the stairs.

“I’ll be about ten minutes.” He said, looking back. “That okay auntie?”

Blake giggled, blushing.

“Sure.” He said.

[image: ]

It was closer to fifteen minutes, but Blake had made sure to wait before boiling the pasta, so the pair took the chance to just talk while Blake finished off their dinner. William offered to help, but Blake shooed him out of the kitchen, telling him he’d only get in the way, and instructed him to sit, so William settled on a stool to watch as Blake bustled about.

But if anything, that just made Blake even more flustered. The way William stared at him as he busied himself around the kitchen made Blake very aware of how he moved. He could feel the sway of his hips, how tight his shorts were, the wiggle of his butt as he got the roasted vegetables out of the oven.

It was how he normally moved, wasn’t it? So, why did it feel so much more exposing?

As Blake stood up and put the pan on the side he looked over and saw William glance away quickly, a redness to his cheeks. Had he… had he been staring at his legs, his ass? The thought made his belly flutter.

“Right, food's all done. You want to set the table?” Blake said, struggling to keep his voice neutral.

“Sure.” William said.

And as Blake dished up, William laid out forks and plates, and the pair sat down to eat and talk.

“It's good.” William said. “Really good. I’ll have to have you round to cook for me regularly now you’re back.”

Blake smiled.

“I’d like that.” He said.

There was a pause, a silence, and the two looked at each other for a moment, and something imperceptible seemed to shift before Blake looked away.

“So, anyway, I mean… yeah. I’m happy to cook and help out. I’ve enjoyed today.” Blake said. “It’d be nice to do it again.”

William nodded, agreed.

“I’ve missed you.” He said.

And Blake’s blush deepened. He changed the topic, feeling flush and embarrassed in a way he never had around William before. He asked him how things were, if there was anything going on, asked him about his plans for the next few weeks, months, how he was coping with life.

“I… yeah, I won’t lie and say it's easy, because it’s not. It’s hard. Really hard, but… I’m getting there. One foot in front of the other kind of thing.” William said.

Blake nodded.

“I got asked out by a woman at work the other week. She’d been hinting for a while and I think some of our co-workers are trying to set us up. She just moved here a month or two ago and… she’s sweet enough but I don’t know. Is it too soon?”

Blake felt a pang in his chest, an emotion that was new and unfamiliar. He pushed it away though, focussed on his friend.

“That depends on you. I mean… you deserve to be happy. Do you think it’s too soon?”

William shrugged.

“I don’t know. I think if I waited for me to be okay I’d be waiting forever, you know? So maybe I just need to get out there again and try these things? I mean… it’s just coffee and a chat. It doesn’t need to be anything else, right?”

Blake was still for a moment. He felt a surge of emotions that tasted almost bitter. He’d only just got back. He’d not seen William for so long. He wanted to spend time with him, wanted to be there for him, to help him, wanted to reconnect, but… he also wanted his friend to be happy, and if this was what he needed then he’d support him no matter how bad it made him feel.

Yet he couldn’t help worrying at the tightness in his chest. What was it he was feeling?

“Yeah, exactly.” Blake said. “I say just go for it if you want. It could just be coffee. See how it goes. You deserve to be happy.”

William smiled, an odd look in his eyes. He stared at Blake in a way no one had ever really looked at him before, as though really seeing him.

“Mmm… maybe you’re right. I just… I’m not sure. She’s nice enough but I’m not into her if you know what I mean, and I’d hate to give her the wrong idea. Plus I’d need a babysitter and…”

“I can babysit.” Blake said. “I’d be happy to help.”

Again that bitter taste. Why was Blake encouraging William to go on a date when he’d rather have spent the time with him?

He’d come home to see his friend, but at the same time, he really did want him to be happy. If going out for coffee with a woman from work would help William heal, and find happiness, then Blake would do whatever it took to support him, even if it made him feel…

What was it he was feeling?

“You’d really do that? I mean… thanks, but I’m not even sure I’m into her like that.”

“It’s just coffee right?” Blake said. “Just go. I can look after Lily for a few hours, and you can see how it feels. If you don’t have fun then no harm, and at worst you’ll have made friends with a co-worker.”

William again paused, stared at him. Blake couldn’t help but squirm, feeling heat in his cheeks and a fluttering in his belly. He’d have rather made William dinner and spent the night talking with him, catching up, gaming, but he didn’t mind babysitting if it made his friend happy.

“I… yeah, maybe you’re right. I’d have just said no and hung out with you, but… if you think it's a good idea?”

Blake was still for a moment. Then he nodded. Why was he nodding when what he really wanted was to shake his head? Why was he encouraging William to go out with some random woman he barely knew when what he really wanted was…

Blake blushed, heat, shame, a rush of too many emotions as he realised what it was he was feeling.

“Yeah, I do. I think you deserve to have fun and be happy.” Blake said.

And his heart sank even as he said it, though he meant it. Blake smiled through the cloying cacophony of emotions, suddenly aware what it was he really wanted, aware that it was something he could never, ever have.


Three

William arranged the time and day of his first date the next day, and let Blake know by message, thanking him again for dinner, conversation, support. Blake read it and felt a sinking feeling in his gut.

I’m really glad you’re back for the summer. Seeing you yesterday it was almost like you’d never been away and… I had a really nice time. I’m looking forward to seeing more of you and thanks again for babysitting.

Blake blushed and smiled. He too was looking forward to seeing his friend, to reconnecting. He’d been nervous about seeing him again after so long, after missing out on so much, after he’d changed and grown, after all William had been through, but… it had been easy.

The roots of their friendship went deep, and, if anything, it had been even easier to relax and talk and share and connect. Blake had been worried that his changes while at university would have put distance between him and his friend, but if anything it had only allowed him to connect more openly, honestly, the mask that he had worn as a teenager gone, the layers of filters and censoring and control gone, so that he could just be himself.

And William had accepted him without hesitation. Blake smiled as he remembered the term auntie. He was excited about the weeks and months ahead, time to relax and reconnect with someone he’d missed dearly, who meant a lot to him.

But then he’d gone and helped set William up on a date of all things. He’d helped persuade his friend to go on a date. Why?

Blake wasn’t sure what he felt about it all. He’d loved Clare, and missed her. He regretted so much about the past few years, but not seeing her again was up there at the top of the list. Was he betraying her by helping William go on a date?

No… he didn’t think so. He’d known Clare for years, and if he was sure of anything he knew that she’d want William to be happy, to have a good life, to experience joy and love again. She wouldn’t want him to be sad and alone.

Yet Blake still felt an angry pit in his stomach, gnawing, like hot acid, bubbling. What was it?

As he got ready to head over to William’s to babysit he worried at the emotion. He felt both angry and sad, maybe even… was he jealous?

He’d planned on coming back for the summer at least, and maybe longer, to reconnect with William. They’d spent the years he’d been away talking over emails, messages, gaming together, and he’d been there as much as he could, sharing photos and thoughts, but… it wasn’t the same as being there physically, being there in person, able to see his face clearly, to hug him if he needed it, to be hugged.

They’d both experienced changes. William was a single father now, and Blake was… a young adult, not quite sure who he was, but at least sure who he wasn’t—he wasn’t who he’d grown up believing he was, wasn’t the default straight man everyone had assumed he’d be, was more than that.

Blake had hoped that after so much change, after all that time, they could relearn each other, reforge the friendship that still meant so much to him. He’d hoped they could spend time together. He’d hoped he could spend time with the kind, thoughtful, handsome, wounded man who meant so much to him.

And then he’d helped persuade William to go on a date with some random woman from work. He’d even offered to babysit, to help facilitate the date.

“What is wrong with me?” Blake asked himself as he got ready.

He shook his head, laughing, a bitter, hollow sound. If the date went well then he’d be seeing less of William, not more. His plan for his summer, reconnecting, would be soured.

Yet… he wanted his friend to be happy. He wanted him to smile and laugh. He wanted…

Blake blushed as he thought about what he wanted.

He wanted to make William smile. He wanted to make him laugh. He wanted…

He shook his head.

“Enough daydreams.” He said. “I need to focus.”

And he finished his make-up before slipping on his boots, then paused to check himself in the mirror. He looked good, cute, and he smiled.

Though he was just babysitting, he’d still wanted to make an effort, wanted to look and feel good, so he’d taken the time to shave everywhere, and had put on one of his favourite outfits—a short black summer dress, patterned with cute skulls, worn over a set of black underwear, panties and pantyhose, Blake loving the way the nylon material shaped his body, clinging to his legs and butt, squashing his junk, making him feel sensual and smooth.

Over the top he pulled on a thick black jumper, baggy, and then he grabbed his bag, packed with his phone and keys and make-up—the downside of looking pretty was no pockets, but that was a price he was willing to pay—before heading out. Still, the daydreams were insistent, and Blake smiled as they fluttered around his head, distracting him.
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Blake arrived early to offer help and support. He knocked on William’s door and waited.

It was only early afternoon and the sun was still high, the shadows cast by the trees planted along the road growing gradually longer, and the air was full of the scent of flowers and dry earth, the breeze warm but with a chill creeping in at the edges, a breath of cold air gusting up under Blake’s thighs, caressing his legs like delicate fingers.

He took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh, trying to calm himself. He was tense and nervous, but he knew there was no real reason for it.

And then William opened the door, and Blake’s heart skipped a beat.

“Hi.” William said. “You’re early.”

Blake blushed, looking up at his friend, eyes wide.

William was already dressed for his date, smart black jeans that fitted him well, with a crisp, white, fitted shirt, the sleeves rolled up to expose his muscular forearms. His black boots made him even taller than he usually was, so he almost towered over Blake, a fact that made Blake feel oddly weak and flustered.

“I… yeah. I thought I’d get here to help look after Lily while you got ready, but… I see you don’t need me. I can come back in an hour or so if you’d like, or…”

“Aww… that’s sweet! Thanks. But yeah I’m kind of used to just using whatever time I have so I got ready while Lily was sleeping earlier. If you want to help though I’d really appreciate it. I’ve got to feed her and I didn’t think about that when I put a white shirt on.”

William laughed. Blake smiled.

He looked up at his friend, watched him smile and chuckle, the lines at the corners of his eyes. He really was very handsome.

“Yeah, I love to feed her. I guess if you’re ready though you can just keep me company.”

“It’d be my privilege.” William said.

And with that, he stepped back and gestured for Blake to enter. As Blake stepped in he caught the scent of William’s aftershave, notes of sandalwood and black pepper mixed with the natural musk of his sweat, and it made him dizzy.

“I’ll go get her if you’re okay heating her food up? It’s on the side in the kitchen.” William said.

Blake nodded, blushing, feeling hot.

“Do you want any food? I mean… it’s only coffee and drinks, right? I don’t want you going out hungry.” Blake said.

William paused, turned to look at him, smiled.

“Yeah, that’d be good actually. And thanks. You need to be careful though, I could get used to having you look after me like this.”

And as William winked at Blake, he thought he could get used to taking care of his friend too.
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Blake wandered through to the kitchen and set about making himself useful. He heated Lily’s dinner, then made a light meal for himself and William.

“Say hello to auntie Blake.” William said as entered.

Blake looked up and saw his friend entering, his daughter in his arms, a big smile on her face as she waved her chubby little arms at him. He smiled, blushed, relishing the honorary title of auntie.

“I made us grilled cheese with salad. Nothing too heavy so you’re not sluggish on your date.” Blake said.

The word date seemed almost to stick in his throat.

“Thoughtful as well as gorgeous.” William said.

Blake blushed. Turning away to hide his face for a moment.

William crossed the room and slipped Lily into her high-chair, then sat at the table.

“Excellent choice of clothes by the way. You look amazing and the style is super cute, but the black also means you’re pretty immune to stains.”

William chuckled. Blake felt his cheeks burn even hotter.

“You… you mean it? I wasn’t sure if the dress would be okay.” Blake said.

William smiled, nodded.

“You look stunning. You’ve got good legs.” William said.

Blake turned to look at him and caught him staring at his legs, a fact that made his belly flutter.

“Thanks. And… you do too. Look stunning I mean. Or handsome. You know what I mean. You look good. The jeans and shirt look good on you, show off how toned you are and… oh, you know what I mean.”

Blake could feel his blush spreading over his throat and chest. He’d said too much.

William just looked at him for a moment, an odd smile, and then nodded.

“Thanks.” He said.

And with that, Blake carried the light meal over to the table, setting one plate down in front of William, and then sat down to eat while also feeding Lily.

As he did he realised how right William had been about black, and how wise he’d been to ask for Blake’s help given his white shirt. Lily was a very messy eater, but Blake enjoyed feeding her, spending time with her, watching her laugh as she played with her food.

William and Blake chatted, catching up. Neither of them talked about William’s coming date. They talked about their plans for the summer, things they both wanted to do, what William’s plans for the house were, how he was coping with Lily, and about Blake’s plans for work after the summer.

“Are you thinking of staying around here or going back to the city?” William asked. “I mean… selfishly I’d like it if you stayed around here. It’d be great if I could see more of you and having you around the last couple of days has been lovely, but you need to do what’s best for you.”

Blake blushed as he fed Lily a spoonful of her dinner. That Willian wanted him around meant a lot.

“I… I’ve not made my mind up yet. I guess that’s what this summer is for. Me working out what it is I want and need.”

William nodded.

“That makes sense. Just know that no matter what you’re always welcome here. I’d love it if you stayed close so I could see more of you, but if you do move back to the city you don’t need to be a stranger. You’re always welcome to come visit and stay if you’d like.”

Blake smiled, thanked his friend. His words meant a lot. He didn’t know what he was going to do with his life now though. Could he really stay? Was there anything for him here?

Maybe the city was better? A fresh start as it were, but then… he’d really missed William, and the last couple of days had just brought into focus how much his friend meant to him. Spending time with him and Lily had been almost magical. He wanted more of it, but… was that wise.

Maybe it was safer to move back to the city, to keep his distance, and just come back to visit. While the thought of moving away again pained Blake, he wondered if that pain in his heart might be a very good reason to stay at a distance.

By the time he was finished eating and Lily was finished with her dinner William was almost set to leave. The two spent a small moment cleaning the kitchen so Blake wasn’t left to clear up alone, and then William cleaned up Lily, wiping her face, before grabbing his jacket and keys and wallet.

As he gave her a kiss on the cheek goodbye Blake smiled, a sense of bliss at seeing his friend so happy in that moment, excited and nervous for his date, yet still a doting father. As William looked up he saw Blake watching him and he grinned.

“One for auntie too?” He said.

Blake blinked, and before he could react William stepped in and kissed him lightly on the cheek, hugging him tight. Something seemed almost to click inside Blake’s chest and he felt a swell of joy.

“You have a good night, and call me if you need anything, okay?” William said as he stepped back.

“I won’t be late.”

Blake was too stunned for words, his heart beating fast.

“I… yeah. Have a nice time.” He managed to mutter.

But he hoped William wouldn’t have too nice a time.
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The evening was pleasant enough. Blake enjoyed playing with Lily, keeping her amused, making her laugh, though he found the task of getting her to sleep exhausting.

However, in the end, he was able to relax and take a moment by himself to sit and think. It felt odd to be in the house alone.

It was the same house he’d spent so much time in as a teenager, playing games with William, chatting with Clare, talking about his plans for college, but now it was… just him.

He realised he’d never been alone in the house before. It was quiet, and he felt oddly at ease. As he made himself a drink of tea he wandered around the downstairs, looking at the drawings and paintings of Lily’s on the front of the fridge, looking at photos on the wall.

There were pictures of Clare and William when they were younger, first moved into the house, pictures of holidays and weddings, pictures of them both with Lily as a baby.

Blake smiled as he studied them. There was a pang in his chest, more than sadness, something deeper, a gnawing. Maybe moving back to the city would be best. Maybe it would be safer.

But… did he want to be safe?

Not quite sure how he felt, or what to do with his future, putting that problem aside for now, he settled down to watch a movie. The day grew later. And then there was the sound of a key in the lock of the door.
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By the time William arrived home, it was getting dark outside. Blake paused, then turned to look to the hallway and smiled as he saw William come in.

“How was it?” Blake asked.

William turned, smiled, paused.

“I… yeah, not too bad.” He said.

Blake’s smile spread. William looked happy, but not too happy.

“You enjoyed it then?” Blake asked.

William nodded. He slipped off his boots and sighed, a thoughtful look in his eyes.

“I… yeah. I think so. I’m glad I went out, and I’m really glad you gave me the push and you offered to babysit, but… I doubt I’ll see her again. Or at least… I’ll make sure she knows it's just as friends.”

Blake felt a swell of joy, but did his best to disguise his smile.

“You want some tea?” He asked. “I’d love to hear about it too if you want to talk?”

William looked to his friend, smiled, nodded.

“Yeah, that’d be nice.”

So Blake rose to his feet and went through to the kitchen, made tea, and sat to chat with his friend, and William talked about the first date he’d been on in a long time.

Blake listened, nodded, letting his friend share. He talked about his date, what the woman had been like, and though he said he’d had fun, had enjoyed himself, there seemed like there was a stiffness or a distance in him.

“You think now you’ve been on one you’ll go on more?” Blake asked. “I mean… I know you said you didn’t click with her, but now you’ve been on one first date, maybe you’ll be looking to go on more?”

He tried to sound happy for his friend, but just saying it left a bitter taste at the back of his mouth. He wanted to keep his friend to himself, wanted…

But what he wanted was wrong.

“I… I don’t know. Maybe?” William said. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad I went, and it was nice to have you push me, have your support, but… I don’t think I’ll be rushing to go out and look for anyone. It just felt… I don’t know. I just wasn’t feeling it.”

Blake nodded. His heart skipped. Maybe he’d get William to himself all summer after all.

But then there was the guilt. He really did want his friend to be happy. And if he wanted his friend to be happy, maybe he should be encouraging, not trying to keep him all to himself.

“Maybe it was just her?” Blake said. “I mean, like you said, you like her as a friend, you’re just not into her as anything more. Maybe with someone else it’d be different?”

William stared at Blake, looking into his eyes. He smiled, an odd sparkle in his eyes, and there was a slight flush to his cheeks as he nodded.

“Maybe… I just… I don’t know.”

“Is there someone you like?” Blake asked, suddenly curious.

If there was it was better to find out now, better to prepare himself for losing his friend to someone new, better to guard his feelings and his hopes.

“I… no, not really, or maybe. I just… it wasn’t right with her, and if there was someone, hypothetically, is it even the right time?” William asked.

“You deserve to be happy, to have fun. If not now then when? So long as you’re not using the other person as a band-aid for your feelings and you’re being open and honest with them as well as yourself, then it doesn’t hurt to explore things and see what happens, does it?”

Blake smiled. Though he knew it’d sting if William did start up something with someone while he was back, and he’d miss his friend, he wanted him to find joy where he could. Plus, he’d enjoyed spending time with Lily. He could always babysit and make dinner, and find small moments like today to hang out. No matter what, he could find a way to spend time with his friend, even if it wasn’t quite everything he wanted.

But then… getting everything he wanted was impossible, wasn’t it?

“You think?” William asked.

His voice was soft, quiet, and suddenly more earnest. He wasn’t smiling, but staring at Blake.

“What if there’s a risk there? I mean, am I ready for dating? What if I hurt them?” William asked. “Or… what if they don’t want me? I… I’m not sure what rejection would do, so isn’t it safer just to take more time?”

Blake looked into his friend's eyes.

“Maybe. But… sometimes we have to take risks. Sometimes the risk of being hurt, or of hurting someone is worth the potential reward. If you’re honest with them you can let them make that decision too. If they want to risk being hurt for the chance to be close to you it's their choice, right?”

William nodded.

“When did you get so wise?” William asked.

Blake laughed.

“I’m not a silly teenager any more.” He said, pouting.

William smiled, looked him up and down, as though considering him, or studying him. Blake blushed under his scrutiny.

“I can see that.” William said.

Blake froze. The tone of his voice, the look in his eyes…

Blake’s heart skipped. When he’d been talking had he meant…

“I should go.” Blake said.

William’s expression fell, but he nodded. Slowly the pair made their way to the front door as Blake gathered his things.

“I had fun tonight.” Blake said. “And… I’d be happy to babysit anytime.”

“Thanks.”

Blake opened the front door, stepped out, stopped and turned back. He paused, heart beating fast.

“And… just so you know, I’d be willing to take that risk, for you.” Blake said.

And before he could regret saying it he turned and fled, leaving William on his doorstep, watching his babysitter leave. Blake had meant it. For William, he’d be willing to risk having his heart broken.


Four

Hey, fancy a coffee? Lily is at her grandparents' this afternoon and it’d be good to see you.

Blake smiled as he read the message on his phone. He’d been worried after last night that William would have wanted to avoid him. Why had he said that?

He’d meant it of course, but… he’d meant it more than he’d wanted to mean it. He’d said it in the hopes of just reassuring his friend, letting him know that he was a catch, that anyone would be mad not to take a chance on him, but instead, the words had leapt straight from his heart.

The feelings that Blake had been trying hard to avoid acknowledging had been brought into sharp focus. He had been trying to avoid them, to avoid seeing them, but in that moment, wanting to boost his friend, he had said too much, had admitted to himself how he felt, and there was no putting that back in the box.

After being away at college for years, going through so many changes, accepting himself, he had worried that he’d have grown distant from William, that there would be a gulf between them, but, if anything, the opposite was true. Being open, dropping the masks and filters, being accepted, had brought them closer. Blake felt closer to William than he ever had before, even after all those years away, after missing so much.

And… it didn’t help that his best friend was now hot.

Maybe he’d always been that cute, but before Blake had been stuck, unable to admit who he was, how he felt, who he found attractive. He had still been trapped in the cage of straight man. Now though he was free, free to express his femininity, to be pretty, to be fluid, and free to find people attractive instead of labels. And that freedom had meant he’d discovered he was very attracted to his friend.

But it was more complicated than that. They’d known each other for years. Blake had known Clare. Feelings like this could ruin even simple friendships, and theirs was more complicated, nuanced. They had history.

Yet Blake really had meant it. He was willing to risk having his heart broken. But was he willing to risk ruining his friendship?

He didn’t know.

And he’d been worried that what he’d said had been too much, that William would have been able to guess his feelings, and he’d worried that alone would have ruined things. So the message this morning was welcome. If William wanted coffee it meant they were still friends.

The meaning of his words had gone unnoticed. His accidental confession had been ignored. It stung, a little, but Blake preferred that pain to having ruined his friendship.

He could cope with spending a summer loving and admiring his friend from a safe distance, getting to spend time with him and Lily, enjoying the moment, but what he couldn’t cope with was losing him, losing both of them. At the end of the summer, he could move away and just visit often.

It’d be easier to get over William if they lived further apart. Staying, seeing him all the time, would just hurt too much, would make things complicated.

It was better this way. Now Blake knew and understood his feelings he could control them, plan around them. He could spend the summer enjoying himself, supporting his friend, helping him, and come autumn he would move away, put a safe distance between them so things didn’t become complicated or painful.

For now, he’d just need to be careful, guard himself, so he didn’t slip up again and let the truth out. He might be willing to have his heart broken for William, but he was not willing to risk hurting his friend, or their friendship, in any way.

“I guess I just need to decide what I’m going to wear then.” Blake said. “What does a girl wear for coffee with a friend she’s secretly in love with?”

He giggled, blushing, but there was a note of resigned sadness in his voice.
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Blake picked out a simple outfit, nothing too showy, though soft and pretty enough to make him feel comfortable. He wore ripped skinny black jeans, with a cropped white vest that clung to his body, and over that he wore a baggy, grey knit sweater jacket that flowed down to his knees, the loose material flowing around him almost like a cloak, making him look small and cute while also keeping him warm and allowing him to hide if he wanted to.

The final touch was a dash of dark make-up, and his favourite pair of black, heeled boots. With his outfit on and his look finished, Blake took a moment to check himself in the mirror.

“Perfect.” He said. “I look good, but not too good. I don’t want to give the wrong impression, like I’m trying too hard.”

As he spoke he blushed. The truth was though a part of him was trying. He wanted people to notice him, wanted William to notice him. He could still remember the way William had looked at him when they’d first seen each other after he’d come home, could still remember the way William had looked at him last night.

Just thinking about it left a warm glow in Blake’s belly. There had been admiration there, his glances lingering, though Blake knew only too well that nothing could ever come of it. They were friends, and there was history there, complicated by Clare, and the fact that William was straight and Blake was… he blushed.

He might not be a woman, but he was certainly not a man either, so what did that mean when it came to someone who was straight? He blushed, his mind spinning off with what-if scenarios before he caught himself.

“I need to stop thinking like that.” Blake said, chiding himself, his body flush and flustered.

But the questions still floated in the back of his mind. He never had quite worked out how he fit in with straight women or straight men. In college, he’d felt most comfortable with people who were like him, fluid and queer and full of the joy of gender fuckery and exploration. College was over though, and he knew that he was going to have to integrate into the larger, less vibrant society around him, whether that was here, or back in the city. If he wanted to date, then… where did he fit?

That was something to worry about on another day though. Today he wanted to focus on time with his friend, William, the man he’d missed, the man he really should not be having feelings for.

“I just need to stay calm and be sensible. That’s all.” Blake said to himself.

Yet as he looked at himself in the mirror he knew it was more complicated than that. He could have just dressed in baggy jeans and a sweater, or sweat pants and a loose t-shirt, but he’d chosen his outfit carefully and deliberately. He wanted to look good, to be noticed, but not to look like he wanted to be noticed. Even his make-up walked that careful middle ground.

He wanted William to notice him, to think him pretty, but didn’t want it to be obvious that he’d made a special effort. It was a dangerous game he was playing he knew, and there was a high risk he’d get his heart bruised, but… he couldn’t help himself.

“It's just one summer.” Blake said to himself. “One summer then I can put it all behind me. I won’t do anything, but… one summer to imagine what it might be like. That’s all.”

He smiled. He could flirt with danger for a few months, risk his own heart being broken, but he just needed to make sure he didn’t do anything to hurt his friend. He’d never be able to forgive himself if he ruined their friendship, or hurt William.
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Blake arrived early and settled down with a book to read and enjoy the warm weather. He sat outside, ordered coffee and a slice of a rich, decadent-looking chocolate cake that had caught his eye. He was just getting into the plot of his novel, a queer romance about a trans-princess and the burly butch daughter of the village blacksmith, when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

“Hey. Sorry, I’m late, had trouble finding Lily’s favourite toy as I was dropping her off at her grandparents’, but it’s all sorted now.”

The voice was soft and immediately familiar. Blake closed his book and put it down, turning to look up as William moved to stand beside where he sat. William was looking at the table, the cover of the book, the cake, Blake’s half-full cup of coffee, so Blake was able to stare at him openly without his attention being noticed.

William was dressed surprisingly smartly, in dark blue jeans, a fitted t-shirt, with a suitably battered leather jacket over the top that might have been brand new or incredibly vintage. He looked… cute, handsome, and his heavy black boots added an inch or two to his height, making him seem larger and broader and imposing in a way that made Blake’s heart skip.

Get a hold of yourself, girl. Blake thought to himself.

“Oh, it’s fine. I was just… just reading. No need to apologise.”

Blake could feel his cheeks getting hot, flush with blood, and he couldn’t help but squirm in his seat.

Now that he’d admitted his feelings to himself, now that he’d acknowledged how he felt about William, he was having an even harder time controlling himself.

William turned to look Blake in the eye and he smiled. Blake’s belly fluttered. This was bad. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe he should just make his excuses and leave and…

“You look cute.” William said.

Blake melted.

“Thanks.” Blake managed to mutter.

“You do too. Good. Or handsome I mean.” Blake was finding words strangely difficult.

William’s smile seemed to flicker for a moment as though he were processing something.

“I was going to go get myself a coffee. And maybe some of that cake you’ve got. It looks good. Is it?”

Blake nodded.

“Very.”

“I’ll grab some then, and if it’s bad I’ll know who to punish.” William said.

Blake felt his cheeks burn. The words left a thought in his head that was not helping.

“You want anything?” William asked.

Blake could only squeak and shake his head. William smiled, almost as though aware of the effect he’d had on Blake, and then turned to head towards the counter. Blake watched him go. The jeans looked good on him, and he couldn’t help but wonder just how his friend might punish him, and he giggled.
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William returned with cake and coffee, and the two settled down to chat and enjoy the weather and each other's company. Thankfully William enjoyed the chocolate cake, so he let Blake know he wouldn’t be getting punished. Blake laughed at this, but there was a fluttery excitement in his gut.

He knew William was just joking, but there was something about how he said it that made his head spin and his emotions surge. Could he really spend a whole summer with his friend and still keep his emotions and feelings under control?

Sitting opposite him, watching William as he talked, Blake could feel his heart racing. His friend was older, worn by sadness and joy, wiser, with flecks of grey in his hair and beard, care lines around his eyes, laughter lines around his mouth, but he was still so young and vibrant and animated.

Listening to him talk about his life, about Lily, work, plans for the next few months, thoughts on camping, maybe getting a puppy or a kitten for Lily, what he was going to do over the holidays, Blake could feel himself falling deeper.

He sat, listening, staring into his friend’s eyes, and he wondered what had changed. When he’d gone off to college the pair had been friends, nothing more, and there had never been any hint of chemistry or attraction. Now though… now Blake just wanted to be close to his friend constantly, wanted his undivided attention, wanted to…

Blake blushed, and pushed those thoughts away, struggling against the lure of daydreams. What would William’s strong hands feel like? What would his lips feel like? What would…

Blake squirmed. He couldn’t help it.

William was older, more in shape, and there was something about the way he carried himself now. There was a confidence there, a gravity to him. Was it that he was now a parent, or the loss he’d suffered? Blake couldn’t tell, but as he listened to his friend talk about himself Blake couldn’t help but feel himself falling for him.

He needed to control himself though. He had to keep his feelings hidden. He could do that for the summer, couldn’t he?

William didn’t just talk about himself though. He asked Blake questions too, wanted to know about what his friend had been up to, what his life had been like at college. He asked about friends, studies, the parties, he asked about Blake’s plans and hopes and dreams, and Blake found it easy to be open and honest with him.

Blake shared more in the few hours over coffee with William than he had with anyone over the last few years, and William just listened, nodding, fascinated. They talked about Blake working out who he was, and what it meant, and at all times William was nothing but respectful and accepting, curious, eager to know more so that he could know Blake better, and Blake felt touched and reassured by his friend's curiosity, his questions, his focus.

As they talked one coffee turned into several, and there was lunch. Blake listened to what William had to say and he talked when William asked him about his life. The only difficulty was keeping his emotions in check, and keeping his heart restrained.

The more they talked, the more they connected and shared and opened up, the more Blake wanted to share everything. But… that was one thing he knew he could never do.

Before today he’d been unsure about whether to stay in his home-town after the summer or move back to the city. He’d been thinking about staying, finding work and a place to stay, so he could see more of his family, more of William, more of Lily, but the more time he spent with his friend the more he realised how dangerous that would be.

If he stayed, he knew he’d end up hurt, but… he could live with that. His fear was that if he stayed he’d hurt William, and that was something he could never forgive himself for, not after all his friend had been through already.

So, as they talked, opening up, connecting in ways that Blake had never really connected with anyone before, he made his mind up. He was going to head back to the city at the end of the summer. He’d miss William, but it was safer, better. And… he could still visit at times, right?
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“Let me pay. My treat.” William said.

Blake opened his mouth to argue but William’s look was almost stern, commanding, and Blake felt himself go weak. He nodded, smiling.

“Thank you.” He said, voice soft.

As William went off to pay for the coffees and lunch, Blake watched him, a tightness in his chest. With William taking charge of the bill a small part of him felt like it was almost a date, a fantasy that he couldn’t help but indulge in even just for a moment.

He wondered what it would be like to be taken out by his friend, dinner, drinks, then taken home. He blushed, his mind drifting.

“You okay?” William asked as he returned.

Blake jumped, giggled. He’d been daydreaming.

“Yeah, fine, just… mind wandering that’s all.”

William smiled.

“Anywhere nice?” He asked.

Blake stared at his friend, a sparkle in his eyes. The way he asked… did he suspect? Did he know?

The thought terrified Blake, that William would realise how he felt, that he might discover what he’d been thinking about. Would he be disgusted, hurt? Would he reject Blake? Would it shatter their friendship? Blake was not willing to take that chance.

“Oh, no, just… wondering about what to do with the rest of my week.” He said.

William just nodded. Blake relaxed.

“Fair. Lots of free time for you I suppose. Better make the most of it. You only get one summer like this.” William said.

Blake knew that was true. This was the summer between finishing college and starting work or… whatever it was that he did with the rest of his life. He had a month, maybe two, of freedom to enjoy, and he wanted to make the most of it.

“But if you get bored, I’m always available,” William said. “I mean, I work during the day, but I mostly work from home, so you’re free to come by and hang out.”

“Really?”

William nodded. The pair made their way out of the cafe and began to head home. The day was later than Blake had realised and there was a slight chill in the air. He shivered, from more than the cold.

Blake was glad for his friend's offer. He had enjoyed seeing him, spending time with him, and had enjoyed helping out, making dinner, looking after Lily, playing auntie. He accepted, though part of him wanted to make excuses.

As much fun as he knew it would be spending time with William, hanging out, helping, supporting him, looking after him, he knew it was dangerous. He could get used to it too easily, helping clean the house, making food, taking care of William and Lily. There was something about taking on that caring, nurturing role that called to Blake, and that made him wary.

It was just for the summer though, right? So why not enjoy it, and support his friend? It would all be over soon enough, right? He just needed to keep his emotions in check, and to not do anything stupid. He could do that, couldn’t he?

For one summer he was sure he could. He could just have fun, look after his friend, support him, and play house. It would be nice to care for William, to look after Lily, to cook and clean and spend time with someone he cared for.

It might hurt at the end of the summer, when it was all over, but it would be worth it. It would be worth it for a few magical months. He was willing to have his heart broken if it meant he got to spend more time with his friend, so long as William was happy, so long as William wasn’t hurt, so long as their friendship wasn’t ruined.

“I’d like that.” Blake said. “It’ll be fun, spending time with you both, looking after you. I just hope you don’t get bored of my cooking.”

William laughed.

“If I do, we can just order pizza, or go out. You don’t need to cook though, it’s mostly just an excuse for me to see you.”

As William spoke he looked at Blake and smiled. There was a twinkle in his eye and Blake felt his knees go weak. He knew that that twinkle would never mean what he wanted it to, but in that split second he couldn’t help but imagine it might.
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The walk home was slow, but comfortable, the pair taking their time, neither of them rushing, nowhere they needed or wanted to be, both of them where they wanted to be in that moment. Blake felt the cooling kiss of the sun on the back of his neck, a light sweat, and as a breeze picked up he caught the scent of William’s aftershave.

Was that left over from the previous day or had he applied more for his coffee out with Blake? And… why did that thought, that question, make Blake oddly nervous?

“So, you think you’ll be by tomorrow?” William asked.

They were close to William’s house now, the shadows cast by trees grown long as the sun sank lower. Blake nodded.

“If you don’t mind?”

“Not at all. I’ll look forward to seeing you. Like I said I’m working all day, but me and Lily are home and have no plans. If you don’t mind just hanging out then come by whenever.”

Blake smiled.

“If you want, and don’t mind, I can come by mid-morning? I could bring coffee and we could have that together before you go back to work and then I’d not mind helping out around the house. I’d be happy to look after Lily while you work. I can clean and cook too. Maybe you could finish early then and we could hang out?”

Blake tried to sound neutral, tried to hide his excitement for the idea. He wanted to look after his friend, to spend time with him, but it was more than that. The idea of looking after him and Lily, the house, being a cute housewife, made his belly flutter.

Was it really so wrong to embrace that fantasy for one summer, to just enjoy himself while helping others? He wasn’t hurting anyone. He just needed to make sure he behaved himself.

“You sure you don’t mind?” William asked. “It seems like a lot. I mean, I don’t mind, and it’d really help me out, plus having another adult in the house to talk to might actually save my sanity, but you don’t need to. You’ve probably got better things to be doing.”

“Nothing better than spending time with you.” Blake said without thinking.

He blushed suddenly. He meant that more earnestly than he wanted William to know, and the words had just slipped out.

“Aww… you’re too sweet.” William said, smiling. “But if you’re sure, then I’ll look forward to seeing you.”

The pair came to a stop outside William’s.

“It’s been fun.” William said. “I… I really have enjoyed catching up with you the last couple of days. It’s like… it's different, but also the same, just better. If that makes sense.”

Blake smiled, nodded. It made a lot more sense than he was willing to admit.

“I guess I’ll see you tomorrow then?” William said.

Blake was still, nodded, looked up at his friend. In the rosy light of dusk, he looked so dashing and handsome. The thought of playing housewife was making his belly flutter with nervous excitement.

“Do I need to bring my maid’s uniform?” Blake said.

And he immediately regretted it. He blushed pink, suddenly flustered. He’d meant it as a joke, but he knew that it also wasn’t. What if…

“Do you really have one?” William said, chuckling. “Because if you do I won’t say no.”

Blake blinked.

“I… no.” Blake whispered.

“Shame. William said, grinning. “I think you’d have looked cute as a sexy French maid, cleaning the house while I worked.”

Blake was frozen.

“But now, sadly, I’ve got to go. See you tomorrow.”

And William leaned in close, opening his arms to hug his friend. Blake’s mind was fuzzy from embarrassment and excitement and shame. William wrapped his arms around him and they hugged for a moment. The scent of William’s aftershave and sweat was intoxicating.

As William pulled back Blake looked up and…

He acted on instinct, without thinking. Blake held onto his friend for a moment then kissed him, softly, on the lips.

The kiss lasted, and William kissed back, softly. Blake never wanted the moment to end.

But it did.

“Shit.” Blake said.

His heart was racing, panic.

“I’m sorry.” He said. “I’m so sorry. I never. I…”

Before William could speak Blake had wiggled free of his grip, the hug that had felt so good, and he fled. He hadn’t even been able to keep his feelings hidden for a single day, let alone a whole summer.

He’d ruined everything. All he could think about was running as far away as he could.


Five

It was still early morning, and the shadows were long, the day hung with the lingering chill of night, and already Blake was up and out. He had thought about waiting, about talking to his parents, even about talking to William, but it all seemed wrong and he was worried he would just mess things up further.

He could say goodbye over the phone. They’d understand. He just needed to get away, to put distance between himself and William before he hurt his friend even more, before he did any further damage to their friendship.

As it was he’d been unable to sleep properly that night, had been restless, tossing and turning, and in those moments where he had fallen into a deep slumber, he’d been plagued by dreams. Or were they nightmares? It seemed impossible to tell the difference.

In all of them, he had been alone with William, and that kiss had featured. In all of them, Blake had known it was wrong, had wanted to stop himself, had screamed at himself to stop, but he’d been powerless to resist or to change anything.

In his sleep, he had kissed William over and over and over. And each time William’s reaction had been different. In some he had been angry, others sad, but in some, in the worst ones, the most painful to bear, he had kissed Blake back passionately.

The kisses had all felt real, hot and pleasurable, but those ones where William kissed Blake back had been the most intense. But it was more than that too. Waking after those just left Blake reeling, pining for the thing he knew he could never have while still suffering the guilt of what he had done, knowing how he had hurt and offended his friend.

So, unable to sleep for fear of more dreams, Blake had made a decision. He was going to go back to the city as soon as possible. He was going to go away, and stay away, until he could trust himself not to act on his feelings again. It was better that, and hurt his family and friend in the short term, than do something stupid and ruin everything forever.

As it was, Blake was not yet even fully unpacked. Since arriving home he’d been too eager to spend time with his friend to unpack all his things, so packing up again had been swift and easy.

With his bags full and everything collected, he’d set off early, before his family had even woken, and had decided to make his own way to the station. It was a long walk, but he could use the time to get his head in order, sort through his emotions and feelings and thoughts, and hopefully the exercise would leave him too exhausted to worry or stress over what had happened.

When he was on the bus, he could call some of his friends who’d stayed behind in the city after college. He could sleep on a floor or a sofa for a few nights until he found somewhere. It would be awkward, and less than ideal, but it would be fine.

And if he was uncomfortable for a few days, or a few weeks, it was no less than he deserved. He’d messed everything up. All he had to do was keep his emotions under control, yet he’d let it all spin out of control.

When William had hugged him, looked at him, Blake, after having had such a wonderful day, caught up in dreams of playing house-wife, of getting to spend the whole summer with William and Lily, taking care of them, reconnecting, helping them, growing closer to them both, had gone and kissed his friend.

He’d kissed William, and now William knew how he felt about him. He’d kissed him, and meant it, and he’d ruined everything.

Perhaps it might have been forgivable if they’d just met, or had just become friends, but Blake had known William for years, had known Clare. He knew what William was going through, and he’d… he’d taken advantage of it. How could William ever forgive him? How could he ever forgive himself?

Blake shook his head as he trudged his way towards the station through the early dawn, birds chorusing as though they didn’t know what a bleak day it was. He didn’t know if he could ever make up for what he’d done, he just knew he needed to get away, and stay away, for William’s sake.
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Blake’s phone rang but he ignored it. It was probably his family wondering where he’d gone. He couldn’t face them though, couldn’t face the inevitable questions. He’d talk to them later, would explain later.

His phone rang again, and again, and again. Perhaps William was calling him, wanting to talk, wanting him to explain just why he’d done what he’d done. He could almost hear William’s voice, angry, hurt, and he knew he couldn’t face him either. Perhaps in a few days. Maybe by email?

He didn’t want to do it that way, would rather have spoken to William in person, but just the thought of seeing him again made his heart ache. He knew it would hurt, but he also knew that he’d not be able to control his feelings. He’d already shown he could be too close to his friend without losing control. What if seeing William’s handsome face, that smile, those eyes, caused him to do, or say, something worse?

Things were bad, but they could always get worse. So, Blake decided it was best to avoid seeing his friends until he could get rid of his feelings. It would hurt both of them, yes, but he figured it was the best way of causing William the least amount of hurt.

And still, his phone rang, buzzing in his bag over and over and over, until finally, it stopped. Blake was glad for the reprieve, at least for a time.

The morning grew later, and the sun rose, the air becoming baked, and Blake began to sweat and his stomach rumbled. He was close to the station now at least. He could rest there before his bus, grab a drink and food, sit in the air-conditioned lounge and read his book and try to forget everything that had happened.

And then a horn sounded, loud, close, making Blake jump. The street was quiet, not much traffic, and as he turned to see what had happened his heart sank. William was in his car, pulling up behind him, waving at him.

Blake wanted to run, but he knew there was no way he could outrun a car. If William was willing to chase him then maybe he needed to face him, maybe…

“What on earth are you doing?” William said as he climbed out of his car.

He strode towards Blake, a look of both anger and relief on his face. Blake looked down at his feet, unable to bear his friend's gaze.

“Blake? What’s wrong? What happened?” William said.

He stopped just in front of Blake and waited. Blake could feel his friend looming over him, could feel his panic, his irritation. He had wanted to leave town without any more trouble, but he couldn’t even do that.

“Blake!” William said.

Blake looked up, blinking, a sense of dread. What he saw in his friend’s eyes though was only kindness and worry.

“I was worried about you. We’ve all been worried about you. Why did you run off like that? Your family have no idea where you are and when I called and they told me you’d just left without a word I… I panicked. Why are you doing this?”

William’s voice was strained with emotion. Blake opened his mouth to speak but no words would come.

“Why?” William asked. “I… I called to talk to you today and you were just gone. Your family had no clue why and I… I thought we had been getting on, I thought we were having fun. What happened?”

“I… I’m sorry.” Blake managed. “I never meant… I just… I don’t want to hurt you. I came back to see you, wanted to spend the summer with you, but things just felt different and I… I’m sorry. It’s my fault. It’s just easier if I leave and let you get on with your life without me around to cause you more hurt and make everything wrong.”

William looked at his friend and there was a flash of anger that almost scalded him.

“Easier for you maybe. But this is what you did before, remember? You were struggling, I get it. You were confused and lost and you ran off to college to find yourself, and I get that’s what you needed, but can’t you see that there were people you left behind? Me, Clare, even your family, we wanted to be there to support you, but you wouldn’t let us. We weren’t going to push you, or chase you, and you needed space, and we respected that, but now you’re doing it again. You came back, and things got complicated, and so you’re running away because that’s easier than facing it. Right? It’s easier to run away and leave everyone else behind. It might be easier for you to just run and leave it all behind, but we’re the ones being left. I’m the one being left. Can’t you see how much that hurts?”

Blake blinked. His head spun.

Was William right?

When he’d gone off to college had he been running? He had still thought of himself as a boy, a young man, but he could remember his angst, confusion, the turmoil. Is that why he’d stayed away? Because it was easier?

But then he’d needed that space, but he’d also not recognised that people wanted to support him, help him, be there for him.

It was the same for him and William. He loved his friend dearly, and in returning home he’d wanted to help, to offer him time and space, to be there, to support him however he could. Yet, he’d never considered that people might want to do that for him too.

How could he be so stupid? He blushed, feeling hot and shamed. And William was right in that he was doing it again.

He’d made a mistake, and instead of facing it, learning and growing and moving on, instead of remaining present and connected, he’d just fled. He’d tricked himself into thinking he was sparing William’s feelings, saving him, but really he was ignoring his needs and wants, was hurting him in an entirely different way all over again.

“I’m sorry.” Was all Blake could manage.

William was silent. His eyes looked pained, but gladdened at the same time.

“I know you are. I know this was done out of panic, not malice. I get you wanted to protect us, but… it’s not that simple. Sometimes you need to face things. Sometimes you need to let people be there for you.”

Blake nodded.

“I… I just… I didn’t mean to hurt you. It just happened and then… I’m sorry. I should never have done it and I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.” Blake said.

William was silent.

“This is all about that kiss?” William asked, suddenly shocked. “You feel bad for kissing me?”

Blake stared at him, nodded.

“I… yeah. I know I shouldn’t have kissed you, but in that moment I just… it just happened.”

“I thought… I thought there was more, that maybe… maybe it was me, or… Blake, I was the one who kissed you.”

Blake blinked. He could remember it clearly, leaning in, pressing his lips to his friend’s, kissing him. He remembered William kissing back, briefly, but had assumed that was just reflex, surprise. William thought…

“I think we need to talk.” William said. “Will you let me make you lunch at least? Will you listen to me, talk to me, before you decide you need to leave?”

Blake blushed. William thought he was the one who had kissed Blake? Then… what did that mean? Blake nodded.

“Sure.” He said.
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The drive back to William’s was not long, far shorter than the walk Blake had taken, and Blake was very glad for the air conditioning. The pair were quiet, awkward on the drive, though William did insist that Blake phone his family to explain—Blake let them know that he was okay, that William had found him, and that they were going to have lunch.

By the time they’d arrived at William’s, it was close to midday, and the sun was high, shadows small. The air was filled with the drone of insects.

“You coming in? Lily is at my parents’, since I didn’t know how long I’d be out looking for you. Are you okay if it’s just us?” William was quiet, almost nervous.

In his head, he had been the one who had kissed Blake. In his head, Blake had run away from that, had run away from his kiss.

Blake felt a stab in his chest at thinking he’d caused his friend such hurt, had made him feel rejected, pushed aside, the idea that he’d run from him because of that. Yet, at the same time, he didn’t know what to make of William’s confession.

“I… yeah. Sure.” Blake said.

Together the pair made their way inside, William leading the way, Blake following.

His heart was racing, and his brain was spinning. If William thought he had been the one to kiss Blake then…

Not only had Blake hurt his friend in a way he hadn’t meant to, feelings of rejection and hurt and panic, but then did that mean William had feelings for him? Had William kissed him in the heat of the moment, or was there more?

And if there was more then what did that mean for their friendship? Blake had pushed his feelings aside, tried to control them, because he knew there was no chance they could lead to anything other than hurt, but if there was a chance…

“Tea or coffee?” William asked.

“Coffee.” Blake said.

William nodded, set about making drinks and food, and Blake settled down to watch him, the careful movements, the grace and control and power he had. Blake’s heart skipped.

He’d pushed his feelings aside to keep William from getting hurt, but if William too had feelings then… no, that was stupid. They were friends. Blake had come back to help him, look after him, anything else would just lead to more hurt for William and he’d already been through so much. Blake couldn’t risk it, could he?
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“So you weren’t running away from me because I’d gone too far?” William asked.

The pair were almost finished with their meal, and they’d been mostly quiet, small talk, making sure they were both comfortable, neither brave enough yet to confront the elephant in the room. But now the question had been asked. Blake had to face the thing he had been fleeing from head on.

That kiss.

“I… no.” Blake managed to say.

The way William visibly relaxed sent a mix of emotions through Blake, happiness that he had put him at ease, yet also anger, at himself, that he was the one who had put him through that. He’d been trying to spare him from harm, but instead, he had been the one to cause it.

“Still, I… I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done it.” William said.

Blake blinked. His head was still spinning.

“I think… I just got carried away. Seeing you again after so long, seeing the real you, I felt something. I’d always felt close to you, and this was the same, but stronger. I figured it was just the excitement of having you around again, but… seeing you with Lily, playing with her, and having you cook, watching you in the kitchen, it felt comfortable and easy in a way I’ve not felt in a long time. I missed you while you were away, but you coming back was like having you around again as well as a whole new person, someone I liked.”

Blake wanted to speak, wanted to say something, but there were no words. His heart was racing, belly fluttering.

“I only went on that date because you encouraged me. Because I trust you and your opinion, but I think it was that date that helped me see. It was nice, but not comfortable, and there was no excitement, no spark. Being with you was comfortable and exciting at the same time. When we talked afterwards I got the impression… I was talking about you, and I thought you understood.”

Blake just shook his head. The person William had spoken about after his date was him?

“And then the day after, when I asked you out on a date and you said yes, and you came out all dressed up, looking so happy and cute and… and it was easy. It was fun. And you said you wanted to see more of me, spend more time with me, spend the summer together, I just… I guess I got the wrong idea. I just acted without really thinking because it felt right and I… I’m just sorry.”

Blake could feel his emotions raging, but he stayed quiet, wanting to hear what William had to say.

“I just… I know you and Clare were friends too, and me and you is complicated by her and the past. I get that. I just… I saw you and it felt right. What you said to me felt right, spending the day with you. But I didn’t want to hurt you, and I don’t want you to leave. I don’t want to let one mistaken kiss ruin our friendship.”

“It wasn’t mistaken.” Blake managed to say.

William stalled. He stared at Blake, quiet for the moment.

“The kiss, it wasn’t mistaken. I… I wanted to kiss you.”

“Then why did you run?” William asked.

“I… I wanted to kiss you. But I thought it was me who’d kissed you. That I’d been the one to overstep, to get it wrong. I thought I’d been the one to hurt you, and I couldn’t face that. I know that running was wrong now, I see that, but I panicked. I thought I’d gone too far, kissed you, had ruined our friendship, and I’d just wanted to run away and hide to save you from any more hurt.”

William was silent for a moment. Then he laughed, loudly.

“So we both thought we were the ones who’d kissed the other?”

Blake blushed, aware of how foolish the pair of them suddenly seemed.

“Seems that way.” Blake said, giggling.

He stared at his friend for a moment.

“I just… I figured with Clare that I was… it was too much. I just, when I kissed you I was frightened and…” Blake paused, stared at William, momentarily confused, flustered, overwhelmed.

William slipped out of his chair and moved towards his friend, stood close, almost looming, smiling.

“How about I make it clear this time.” He said. “I’m kissing you now because I want to. If you don’t want me to, just tell me to stop.”

William waited for one second, two seconds, then he smiled. Blake was silent, staring up at him, heart beating hard.

And then William kissed him again.


Six

The kiss was deep and hungry, passionate, demanding, and Blake melted into it. Yet, he was not passive. He kissed back, hard, just as hungry for William as William was for him.

Blake felt strong arms wrap around him, pulling him up off his chair, pulling him into William. He was so much taller and broader and stronger than Blake was, commanding and masculine and ravenous for him, and the thought made Blake’s heart swell and flutter with joy. In that moment everything else vanished, and there was just the two of them, close, connected, kissing.

Yet Blake needed to understand too. He needed to know. There was so much he was unsure of, that he was afraid of, and he needed answers.

So, gathering all of his will, he pulled back from the kiss, pulled his lips from William’s, and, breathing hard, panting, body hot and throbbing, he looked up into his eyes.

“You want me to stop?” William asked.

Blake shook his head.

“I just… I need to know first, before I let myself go. Are you… are you okay with this? I don’t mind having my heart broken by you, if that’s what you need to heal, and if it means I get one summer with you, but… I need to know that I’m not going to hurt you.”

William smiled, then sighed.

“I can’t promise you that. You might hurt me. But… just like you, I’m willing to risk that. I’m willing to risk being hurt by you, just like you’re willing to risk being hurt by me. You need to trust me. As for the rest though, the question of am I ready? Yeah. I am. You helped me realise that. It still hurts, but… I feel whole again, for the first time in a long time, and I’m not expecting you to replace anyone either.”

Blake blinked.

“That date helped me realise it actually. I was out with her and she was lovely, and clearly interested in me, and I felt… nothing. But not a bad nothing. I just wasn’t interested in her. Before I think I’d have felt hollow, like I’d never be interested in anyone again, but then there she was, and it was like I could see her, and enjoy her company, and the fact that there was no spark was more about me and her than it was about what I’d lost. Does that make sense?”

Blake nodded.

“But then I came home. And you were there. And we talked. That’s when I really knew. The way you made me feel…”

Blake smiled, rose up on his toes to kiss William softly on his lips. William tried to kiss him back but Blake pulled away.

“One more question.” He said.

“I… I always thought you were straight? I mean… I just… are you okay, with me?”

William stared at him, grinning, and he chuckled.

“Are you a boy?” He asked.

Blake stared at him, then shook his head.

“Well, are you a girl then?”

Again Blake shook his head.

“It’s more complicated than that.” Blake said.

“I know. And while I’m not pretending to understand I’m making a point. If I’m into you how can that be gay, or straight, or anything else? I’m just me, and you’re you, and I’m very into you. So, whatever that makes me, I’m it.”

Blake giggled, blushing.

“Point taken.”

And then he kissed William again, hard. The kiss was deep and wet and hungry, lips and mouths and tongues. They pressed their bodies hard into each other, William’s hands roaming down to Blake’s ass, Blake’s hands roaming up over William’s broad back to grip the hair on the back of his head.

When they broke apart again they were both breathing heavily, grinning, flush. Blake squirmed against William, feeling the firmness of his body.

“You said Lily was at your parents?” Blake said, voice soft and flirtatious.

“Yeah, I did.” William responded.

Blake smiled.

“When is she due back?”

William blushed a soft pink, and Blake thought it was a good look on him, making a mental note to try and make him blush more often.

“Later. I said I’d let them know when I was done looking for you and collect her. We could go now if you want…”

“No.” Blake said quickly. “At least, not yet. First I… I want you to show me if you meant it?”

“Meant what?”

“You said you were willing to risk being hurt by me.” Blake said. “Just like I said I was willing to risk being hurt by you. So… how about we both prove it. How about we both risk getting hurt.”

William smiled. And then he kissed Blake, hard.
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The pair entwined, urgent and hungry. Their kiss was deep, intense, passionate, and the strength of it knocked the breath from Blake’s lungs.

He didn’t care though. William could steal the air from his lungs, the blood from his veins, the thoughts from his head. He didn’t care so long as he kept kissing him.

And he did.

As the pair grew more urgent, more ravenous, their hands began to move. William’s hands, firm, strong, large, cupped Blake’s ass, tight, squeezing, making him moan into the kiss, making his body throb, hot, aching, heart fluttering. Blake's hands, smaller, more delicate, scratched down William’s back, clawing him through his t-shirt, making him shiver and nip at Blake’s bottom lip.

As the kiss grew more heated Blake shifted, wanting to feel more, and he pressed hard against his friend, smiling into the kiss as he felt the throbbing thickness of William’s cock in his jeans. William was hard for him. That thought made him ache.

Blake pulled back, breaking the kiss, and looked up into William’s eyes, grinning.

“I… I want more than kisses.” He whimpered. “Are you… you can say no, and we can take our time, but… if you want to go slow you need to give me a chance to calm down so you don’t break my brain.”

William smiled. Blake, close to him, could feel the drumming of his heart. There was silence, Blake waited. Then William moved.

He kissed Blake again, even harder this time, pulling him tight against him, grinding his hips and working his cock against Blake’s belly. Blake smiled and kissed back. He had his answer, and now it was his turn to reply.

Without another word Blake shifted, pulling his hands around to scratch at William’s chest, clawing him. William moaned, kissing Blake harder, deep, urgent, hungry, biting. Blake let his hands slip down, over William’s chest, belly, over the waist of his jeans, and then one ran over the hardness of his cock.

William moaned, worked his hips, and Blake wrapped his fingers around it, squeezing, teasing, stroking. It was thick and hard, long, throbbing, and Blake felt his body tense with need. As he kissed his friend he watched him, the lust in his eyes, and he knew what he wanted next.

Blake pulled back again, breaking the kiss, and stared into William’s eyes, grinning. William watched him, Blake’s hand still on his cock, stroking. He could feel William’s lust rising, and it made his belly flutter, his head spinning with excitement.

“I’m going to get down on my knees now, because I want to. If you don’t want me to, just tell me to stop.” Blake said, giggling as he repeated William’s words back to him.

Blake waited, then he smiled as William responded with only silence. Slowly, Blake fell to his knees in front of his friend, and he began to unfasten his jeans.
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Blake fumbled for a moment with William’s belt, the buckle and the strap, but he managed it eventually, and then he turned his attention to William’s buttons, unfastening them, tugging the zipper of his jeans down.

He felt a hand on the back of his head, stroking his hair, and he flushed, warm and fluttering, biting his bottom lip, his mouth watering. As he reached up with both hands he grasped the waistband of William’s jeans and underwear at the same time, then pulled down.

He fabric snagged for a moment on the hardness of William’s cock, but Blake was not going to be denied. He wiggled the cloth, and pulled again, and William’s cock popped free, almost slapping Blake in the face, causing him to jump and giggle.

It was glorious, long and thick and smooth, hard for him. As he tugged William’s pants lower with one hand he reached up with the other and wrapped his fingers around the girth of it, stroked gently, watching a bead of precum form on the slit.

William moaned in delight as Blake wrapped his small, soft, delicate hand around his cock, thrust his hips slightly. Blake looked up, saw William watching him.

“You want me to suck your cock?” Blake said, teasing.

William nodded. Blake blushed. Just yesterday this had all seemed so impossible, and now here he was, on his knees, in front of his friend, stroking his cock, about to…

Blake looked back down and moved, quickly, not wanting to wait any longer. He pressed the seal of his wet lips to the tip of William’s prick and began to suck as he forced his head down.

Blake hummed as he kept his lips tight, letting the girth of William’s cock force his mouth open, sucking, lips wet, heart racing as the tip slipped in. Slowly, carefully, he took more into the tight, hot, wet confines.

“Fuck…”

William’s moan of pleasure was music to Blake’s ears. He sucked harder and began to bob his head up and down, stroking his hand in time.

William’s fingers entangled with his hair, gripping, directing Blake’s movements, and Blake let his friend take control, submitting to the more powerful man, letting his cock sink deep into his mouth, the head pressing at the back of his throat, letting it slip almost entirely out, sucking hard at the tip, teasing with his tongue, sucking, lapping, stroking.

Blake worked eagerly, sucking, lips, tongue, mouth, hand, delighting in how William’s cock throbbed, becoming harder, thicker, longer. It felt so good in his mouth it was making him dizzy, the tang of precum on his tongue, swallowing it eagerly.

Blake wanted to feel William cum, wanted to feel his cock pulsing between his lips as he swallowed, wanted to taste his friend's cum so badly it almost hurt, but he wanted something else more.

So, Blake sucked hard, letting the tip of William’s cock just barely enter his throat, making it clear to his friend just how skilled he was as he looked up into his eyes. William moaned, went to thrust, wanting to bury his prick in Blake’s tight throat, but Blake pulled back.

He pulled back as he felt William’s cock throbbing softly, wet and slippery and hard, and he sucked as the tip left the seal of his lips so there was an audible pop. William whined, but Blake just smiled.

“Ready to break more than my heart?” Blake said, grinning.

And, slowly, he rose to his feet, and he began to slip out of his skinny fit jeans, wiggling his hips and ass as he peeled them off. William watched, wide-eyed, like a hungry predator, and Blake felt his heart skip with the intensity of his friend’s lust.
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While William stood watching, Blake moved, trying his best to be elegant and seductive, but at times stumbling as he slipped off his boots and jeans, baring his long, smooth, full legs. He giggled as he stripped them off and then, aware that William was watching him, wiggled his hips, delighting in how William’s cock throbbed in response.

“I’m waiting for your answer.” Blake said. “I asked if you were ready to break more than my heart?”

William blinked, as though confused. Blake just smiled, and to emphasise his point he stepped back, jumped up onto the kitchen counter to sit, and spread his legs wide.

“I’m asking you to come over here and ruin me.” Blake said.

William chuckled. Blake was grinning, cocky and confident.

“As the madam wishes.” William said.

His expression flickered, became harder, and, slowly, he stripped off his jeans and underwear before stepping towards Blake. Blake was used to the soft, loving, kind expression of his friend, but now he looked almost stern, cruel, domineering, and Blake loved it, the sight of his friend coming closer, taller, stronger, powerful, looming over him, making him feel weak and small and vulnerable, and it made his belly flutter.

William moved quickly, stepped in close, and he ran his hands up Blake’s soft, smooth legs, squeezing, until they reached his ass. He gripped him, hard, making Blake gasp in pain and delight, and then pulled him in closer, grinding his hard, spit-wetted cock against the bulge of Blake’s dick in his underwear.

Blake shivered, body hot, pleasure and fear and delight. He felt William grip the waist of his pants and then, in one smooth, powerful motion, he tugged them off, tossing them to the side.

With one hand he reached back to Blake’s firm, pert ass, squeezing so hard he made him gasp, and with the other, he gripped the base of his cock.

“Ready for me?” William asked.

Blake nodded.

“Don’t be gentle.” Blake whispered, grinning.

And William wasn’t.

Gripping his cock he aimed it for Blake’s crack, his hole, and the wet head slipped down to the rosebud of his ass, then pressed there, teasing for just a moment, the tip barely slipping in. Blake moaned, pressing his hips and ass down, wanting more.

William obliged. With one strong, firm, powerful thrust he forced his cock in.

Blake’s hole stretched, wetted with just his spit, and the thick, throbbing, hot girth of his friend’s cock penetrated him, filled him, the head popping past his tight entrance as William forced his cock deeper.

“Fuck…” Blake’s word was a gasp, a cry of surprise and delight and pain and pleasure.

William’s cock was inside him. He was fucking him. He was…

“You are so pretty.” William whispered.

The words made Blake’s heart leap. He looked up, saw William staring into his eyes, and he blushed.

“Such a pretty little slut for me.” William smiled.

Blake, delighting in the words, wiggled his hips, ground his ass down, wanting more of William’s cock inside his ass. William thrust, deep, and he hilted his entire cock inside Blake’s tight ass.

The pair were joined, William’s thick, hard, throbbing cock fully inside Blake’s tight hole, his hips pressed against his butt. He ground, forcing it deeper, and lifted his now free hand up under Blake’s shirt, caressing his smooth, flat chest, fingers teasing his nipples.

Blake worked his hips, clenching his hole, and he began to ride. William was gripping his ass with one hand, teasing his nipples with the other, and it felt better than anything he’d felt before. His belly fluttered and his heart soared.

“Fuck, you are so big. I want you to ruin me. Break me. Make me yours.” Blake moaned.

William smiled.

“Anything my princess asks for.”

That word made Blake blush. Princess. He wanted to be William’s princess.

As William pulled back, slipping his cock out until just the head tugged at Blake’s entrance, Blake looked up into his friend's eyes. He mouthed the word please, and William just smiled.

As William thrust he leaned down and kissed Blake, hard, lips meeting, devouring him. The pair began to fuck, hard kissing, William working his cock in and out of Blake’s tight hole, Blake working his hips to ride his friend’s prick, clenching down to milk it.

They were both breathing hard, gasping, hearts racing, and the air filled with the sounds of sex—gasps, moans, whimpers, flesh slapping against flesh. William groped Blake, teasing him, and Blake wrapped his arms and legs around his friend’s muscular frame, pulling him in close, clawing at him, nails over his back, kissing hard, using his arms and legs to better work his body up and down William’s magnificent cock.

The pair fucked, hard, fast, deep, kissing, sweating, gasping. It was an expression of lust and passion and release, sweet relief, a primal mating. Hands roamed over bodies, lips met, tongues, wet, William’s cock throbbing, thrusting deeper, harder, faster.

Blake could feel the fluttering in his belly becoming more intense, his dick aching, pressed tight against William’s belly as he clung to him, riding him. He was close, and as he felt his friend’s prick swelling, getting harder, fatter, throbbing, stretching his hole wider, he knew he was close too.

“Fuck me harder. Fuck me, cum in me, claim me.” Blake whimpered.

William, hearing those words, redoubled his efforts.

He fucked harder, faster and Blake loved it.

“Fuck, yes… more… more please… yes.”

William smiled. His cock was so hard it hurt, throbbing inside Blake as he ground down, squeezing, milking, riding.

“Ready for me princess? Ready for me to cum in you? Ready for me to claim you? Ready for me to breed you?”

Blake just nodded. He was so close. He just needed one small push over the edge and then…

William thrust, deep, and he froze. He kept his cock buried deep and Blake felt it swelling, fatter, thicker, and then… he could feel William cumming, the small thrusts of his hips, the throbbing of his cock, the hot, thick, creamy, sticky spunk filling his tight hole.

That was all he needed.

Blake clenched down and the knot of pleasure inside him unravelled. He was cumming, hard, cumming as William came inside him. They were cumming together, and it was better than he could ever have imagined.

William looked down at him and kissed him, and Blake’s heart swelled almost to bursting.

“Fuck that was good.” Blake said as he caught his breath.

William shivered in delight as his climax subsided. His cock was still inside Blake’s tight ass, softening slowly, hot cum filling him. Blake fluttered his eyelashes, blushing, and looked up at his friend, his lover.

“I… yeah. That was. Fuck. I never thought, I mean… wow.”

William was babbling, but Blake took that as a compliment. He squirmed, wanting to feel as much as possible, savouring the sensation of being full. He knew there was a whole summer, and hopefully more, to experience more of this, but there was only ever going to be one first time for them both, and it had been perfect.

“Thanks.” Blake said.

He lifted his lips up to William’s and the pair kissed again, softly. William hugged Blake, and there was a quiet sigh shared between the two of them.

“I was thinking…” Blake said. “How about we both get cleaned up, then you can go get Lily while I tidy and make dinner for us all. I did say I’d help around the house for the summer.”

William smiled.

“I convinced you to stay then?” He asked.

“Blake nodded.

“For now.” He said.

William’s expression softened, a sweet smile, his kind eyes sparkling.

“Now is good enough for me.” He said.


Epilogue

Blake packed the last of his things into his bag and sighed, looking around the room to make sure he had everything he needed, smiling as he did so. His room was empty. Most of his things were already packed up and moved out. He had everything he needed and so, satisfied, he lifted his bag up and headed downstairs, his heavy bag slung over his shoulder.

“You off then?” Blake’s mother called from the kitchen.

Blake headed through to see her, told her yes, he was leaving now, but he’d be back soon, though he wasn’t sure how soon soon was.

His mother just smiled, nodded. He could see in her that she knew this was not just temporary. How long had she known?

Still, she said nothing, and just hugged him.

“You always have a room here you know?” She said.

Blake nodded.

His father bid him goodbye, and then his sister.

“It’s not fair, you’ve not even been back six months.” His sister said, pouting.

Blake felt a sense of sadness. He had been hoping to spend more time with them, but… things had not worked out as he’d intended.

“I… I’ll be back soon, and I’ll visit lots. And you can visit me too.” He said.

“It’s not the same.” She said.

Blake nodded, and hugged her. He would miss seeing her every morning for breakfast, but he would still see her often, wouldn’t he?

He smiled against the swell of emotions. The truth was he didn’t know what the future held. None of this had been expected.

“You just look after yourself.” Blake’s mother said. “And have fun.”

Blake nodded. He was feeling more emotional than he’d expected and he was struggling to hold back tears. He’d done this before, when he’d gone off to college, and that had been even further, so why was this so hard now?

He realised that before he’d been running, fleeing, desperate to escape, but since returning he’d felt more at home than he ever had before, and now he was leaving.

At the sound of a knock at the door, Blake’s heart leapt. He turned and rushed to answer it, pulling it open.

William was standing there, grinning. Blake threw himself into his boyfriend’s arms and hugged him.

“Morning to you too.” William said, grinning.

“I missed you.” Blake said.

“You got everything you need?”

Blake nodded.

“And if not it's not like I can’t walk back to pick it up if not.” He said, beaming.

“You take care of my child!” Blake’s mother called from the kitchen.

William peeked around the door and waved, smiling. He confirmed that he would indeed do his best to look after Blake.

“And remember we’re expecting both of you for dinner this Saturday. It’s a big family thing and people want to meet Blake’s new mystery man.”

William’s cheeks blushed.

“We’ll be there.” He said.

He looked back to Blake, who was still staring up at him, grinning.

“Ready?” he asked.

Blake nodded. He turned and waved to his family, bid them goodbye and stepped out, heading towards William’s home. Their home.

When he reached the doorstep he saw a large black box, wrapped with pink ribbon, sat waiting. He looked to William, grinning.

“What is it?”

William beamed.

“Remember weeks ago when you said you’d help out around the house? Well, you’ve been doing such a good job that I thought I’d buy you a gift now you’re moving in. Why don’t you open it?”

Blake did as William suggested, dropping his bag to the ground and bending over to heft up the box. William watched, smiling, as Blake began to unwrap it.

As he pulled the lid off he froze, and then Blake laughed, a sound of delight.

“You really want me to wear this while cleaning the house?” Blake asked.

He pulled the skimpy maid’s uniform out of the box, leaving the matching heels and lingerie resting on the bed of soft tissue paper inside. William shrugged.

“I mean you could.” He said. “But I’ve got a better idea for when you might wear it.”

Blake turned to face his boyfriend, then stepped in close, rose up on his toes to kiss him, softly, hugging him.

“Well, why don’t you tell me all about it while once we’re indoors and alone.” He said. “And who knows, if you’re lucky I might just agree with your idea.”

William blushed, smiled. Blake took a deep breath, savouring the moment. He was home, a swell of bright emotions. As William opened the door Blake stepped through, William picking up his bag before following close behind.

As the door shut behind them, William began to tell Blake all about his better idea.

THE END
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Thirst Trap




[image: ]

Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


ORAL FIXATION
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…


Femboys in Pantyhose
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The last thing Finley expected to find when he got home was his best friend in pantyhose.

Yet there he stands, caught in the act, and Finley can’t help but notice how cute Drew looks.

Finley has been gone for weeks, travelling around Europe with family, and though his trip has been fun, he’s missed his best friend, Drew, terribly. So, when he gets the chance to return early, he jumps at it, a perfect way to surprise his flatmate. Only Drew is not the only one who is in for a surprise.

When Finley arrives home early, excited and eager to reconnect with his best friend, he is stunned to discover Drew dressed up like a girl, in pantyhose, and what’s more, he’s astonished by just how cute his best friend is. Drew is devastated, terrified that his secret will ruin their friendship forever. Finley won’t let that happen though, and tells Drew he’d do anything to make him feel better.

Drew, hearing that, has an idea. What if Finley dresses up like a girl too? Then they’d be even, and they’d both have the same secret, right? Finley, sceptical, agrees, if only to reassure his best friend. What happens next takes the pair down a path of emotional discoveries and shared passions, leading them to a turning point in their friendship, after which things will never be quite the same...


Getting Teamed
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?
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