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Chapter 01

Nelson couldn’t believe the doctor’s words. He listened with a blank expression, but as they sunk in, he wanted to shout with joy.

“Are you sure this time, doctor?” he asked, doing his best to stop his urge to smile and not let the excitement show in his voice. There was no way he could bear coming back to the doctor’s office if he wasn’t right, not again.

“I am, Nelson. This time I’m confident. I know you’re trying to restrain yourself, but from my professional point of view, your bones are healed. You can see the swelling is completely gone and the joint doesn’t show any more signs of the accident. The pain you described is normal. You can’t expect to be like you were right away,” the doctor said with a gentle smile. “Today’s the last day we’ll see each other, hopefully for a long time.”

Without realizing, Nelson was holding his breath, but with those words, he let out a sigh of relief. He didn’t try to suppress his smile anymore. “Thank you, doctor. Thank you so much.”

The man let out a hearty laugh. “No need to say thanks, son. Remember you have an MRI exam tomorrow, so no going back to the pool right away. You need to talk to your coach before that,” he said with a concerned face, but then he softened. “I’m sure you’ll soon be back on the water and win us many medals.”

Nelson thanked the doctor once again, shook his hand and left the room as someone knocked on the door. He pulled his phone and flashed a huge smile when he saw texts from his friends and family asking how it went. Before he wrote back, his fingers stopped.

It’s best if I wait. If I tell them I’m cured and find out there’s something else wrong. I can’t see those disappointed faces0. Not again.

Pushing those feelings away, he wrote to his parents first. I just got out of the doctors. I have an MRI exam tomorrow to check if I’m 100% cured. Nelson considered adding the doctor’s opinion but he didn’t.

After writing the same thing to his friends, he put the phone back in his pocket. When it vibrated, a warm smile appeared on his lips, but he didn’t read the messages right away. First, Nelson walked out of the Prado Maranhão club’s medical department, a huge six-story building, and headed to the park inside the sports complex.

He sat on a bench and watched as the club’s athletes relaxed or did some out of water exercises. Nelson recognized most of them and waved back when some noticed him. To his luck, however, no one came to talk to him. He knew the subject of his recovery would come up and he couldn’t deal with that, even if they meant well.

When his phone vibrated again, he checked it. Everything will be fine, son. Your father and I are praying for you, his mother wrote. You’ll be okay. I’ll be seeing you win a gold medal this year, his father replied. Great, as I told you. Now we can finally compete again, his friend replied.

Feeling better, Nelson headed back to the dormitory. Instead of going directly there, he took the long route, walking by the many gyms and different pools. Without realizing, his feet took him to the one he used the most before the accident that almost cost him his life.

To his luck, there was no one using it. He circled the pool, watching the still waters with an empty expression, his diffused reflection looking back. I’ve been in the water since the accident, but it was just for hydrotherapy. Now, it’ll be for real. To train, to compete, he thought, the excitement filling him. After months, I can finally go back to the only place I belong.

After a while, Nelson left the pool and went to the dormitory. Though it was within the club, it took him fifteen minutes to get there. I didn’t think I’d be this out of shape, he thought, catching his breath as he stood before the four buildings that housed over a thousand athletes from many divisions of almost all water sports.

When he stopped panting, he heard faint music from the boy’s side. I can’t believe they’re throwing a party on a Thursday night. They’re just getting away with it ‘cause almost everyone’s in London right now, Nelson thought, pulling his access card.

“There you are, mate,” said a familiar voice. When he turned, he saw his friend, Marcelo, holding three six-pack beers. “I was thinking you wouldn’t come. Help me with this.”

“Come to what?” Nelson held one of the six-packs.

“What do you think? It’s the beginning of the new cycle,” he said as if it was obvious.

“The Olympics isn’t over yet.”

“It is for the swimming delegation. Now let’s go.”

Everyone greeted them when they walked into the common room. There was a huge TV on the back wall showing the highlights of today’s events and Brazil’s performance, but since they weren’t talking about swimming, it was muted.

After greeting his friends and acquaintances, Nelson took out a beer and sat on the couch the instant he could. Marcelo sat by his side right away.

“Tell me, man. How did it go?” he asked.

“Tell you what?”

“I know you’re hiding something,” he said in a low voice. Since everyone was partying, there was no one paying attention to them.

Nelson opened his beer and swirled it to gain some time. “I have an MRI tomorrow to confirm, but the doctor said he’s certain I’m healed.”

Marcelo observed his friend for a moment. He leaned back on the couch and drank the rest of his beer. “You don’t wanna celebrate before knowing for sure.”

“Yeah…”

“Since I’ve known you your whole life, I won’t say ‘don’t worry.’ Instead, I’ll tell you to relax. You can’t do anything about it anyway. Leave tomorrow’s worries to your future self.”

Nelson chuckled and shook his head. “You always say that.”

“Because it always helps,” Marcelo said, clinking his beer to Nelson’s bottle. “I can’t wait for you to get back, man. The pools were getting boring without you.”

“Yeah, right. Without me, you could finally win a few medals.” Nelson smirked and sipped his beer.

Marcelo punched him on the arm. “Your memory is messed up. Even with you, I got more medals.”

“Yeah, so much bronze you haven’t reached the Iron Age yet,” Nelson said louder than before. Some people heard and laughed.

Marcelo flashed a wry smile as he looked around. “You all suck, you know that? Especially you.”

“Thanks.” Nelson smiled, enjoying his beer a little more.

“What time is your exam? Maybe I can come.”

“Nah, you don’t have to. It’s first thing in the morning.”

“Are your parents coming?”

“They have work, and I don’t wanna bother them.”

They stayed in silence for a while. Nelson finished his beer but didn’t get another.

“Don’t worry, man. You have too much luck. Not only did you survive, but you made a miracle recovery that no one expected. That’s why the club hasn’t given up on you.”

“Yeah, I’ll admit that got me worried,” Nelson muttered.

Ever since the accident, he had been away from the pools. Though he believed he would get back one day, that didn’t ease his worries about his career. His contract was until the World Aquatics Championships next year. After the accident in January, the club helped and supported him, but no one said anything about the future.

Nelson was sure the board of directors wouldn’t abandon him. However, if he didn’t produce the same, or at least near results pre-accident, they might not renew his contract for the next Olympic cycle, especially now he wasn’t in the youth division anymore.

“Don’t be like that, man. They have faith in you. That’s why they’re sending you a new manager.”

“Yeah, that was unexpected,” he admitted in a low voice. “Especially after everything.”

“That wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t hers either. It was an accident,” his friend and rival said with a serious expression.

“Because we were late and had to take a cab. If we had gone to the airport with everyone else, it wouldn’t have happened.”

There was another moment of heavy silence.

“What’s the name of your new manager, anyway?” Marcelo asked to change the subject.

“Cris,” Nelson answered. Then he flashed a wry smile. “Cris Prado Maranhão.”

As he expected, his friend was surprised. “Holy shit. For real? Someone from the Family?”

“Yeah, I couldn’t believe it either. I still can’t.”

“Screw you, man. You should be thrilled. Someone from the Family as your manager… I can’t believe it. This means the club’s betting on you. I’m so jealous.” Marcelo’s surprise gave room to a smile full of meaning. “Given your history with managers, maybe they’re planning to bring you into the Family.”

“Shut up, dude. I’m not a kid anymore. I can’t be getting involved with my manager, not for the third time. I need to focus, or I…” he left his sentence in the air. Despite the music and the fun around them, Nelson felt as if he wasn’t a part of it.

“Sure, sure.” Marcelo smiled and nodded. “Just to make sure our bet is still on.”

“What bet?” someone asked.

Nelson and Marcelo looked up at the same time. Standing near them was a girl with shoulder-length black hair, short-shorts, black knee-high socks, a simple top that revealed her belly and a jacket.

“You don’t know this guy’s reputation?” Marcelo smiled and moved over on the couch to make room for the girl.

She sat and smiled too. “Nope.”

“He tends to date his managers. I bet him 50 bucks he’d date the new one too.”

“Managers? In plural?”

“Oh, yeah. He’s known for that.”

“Really?” She turned to Nelson and smiled at him. “I’ve heard a thing or two about it but didn’t think it was true. Maybe it’ll make things more interesting.”

“Don’t get me wrong, he’s not a player that goes around flirting with his managers. No, no, my boy here is one of those hopeless romantic guys who fell in love with those girls.”

“Ah, that’s so cute.”

“I know it may be hard, but could you try to shut up for once?” Nelson said to his friend. He glanced at the girl, who was still smiling at him. “Just ignore this idiot. He won’t rest until he’s ruined my reputation.”

“I’m just telling the truth.” Marcelo shrugged.

“And I told you I don’t have time to get involved with my manager. I need to focus,” he replied, shaking his head.

“You said the exact thing last time.” Marcelo flashed an annoying, smug smile. “But ok, ok. I won’t bring up the past. It doesn’t mean you’re skipping on our bet though.”

“I’m not sure it’ll be easy for you to win those 50 bucks,” the girl said.

“Ah, don’t say that. I was already counting on the money.” Marcelo shook his head in fake disappointment. “Why do you say that? Do you know the girl?”

“Before I answer, can I get in on that bet?”

Marcelo laughed and Nelson scowled. I don’t even know her, and she already thinks I’m that kind of a guy.

“Sure, no problem. The more the merrier.” Marcelo slapped Nelson on the shoulder a little too roughly. “Why do you think our boy here and the new manager won’t fall in love?”

“Because I’m not that easy,” she said with a sly smile. “And I’m a guy.”


Chapter 02

“I’m dead,” Mari said, sitting on the couch next to Cris. She let out a huge sigh and leaned against her cousin.

Cris didn’t pay attention to her. Francis is a jackass. I can’t believe he’s trying to sleep with me after blowing me off, he thought. Then he flashed a wry smile. I’m the idiot who keeps listening to his bullshit.

“Hey, pay attention to me,” Mari complained, nudging him.

“What happened?” he asked without taking his eyes off his phone.

“I just finished a huge job.” Mari rubbed her eyes and yawned. “I thought with the Olympics, I’d have nothing to do until everyone came back.”

Cris snorted and looked away from his phone just to shake his head at his cousin. “If grandma hears that, you’ll get an earful.”

“Shut your mouth. Don’t even joke about that,” she said. “What are you doing here anyway, little cousin?”

“Waiting for dad.”

“Oh yeah, he’s assigning you an athlete. I can’t believe you’re gonna be a manager again after everything.”

“He says it’s either that or find something myself.”

“In other words, he doesn’t want you doing nothing.”

“Pretty much.”

“So, what’s the name of your new athlete?”

“Nelson. I don’t know anything about him, but this is the guy I’ll be managing.” Cris searched the name on the internet and showed an article with a photo.

In what seemed a huge effort, Mari turned her head, grunting at the same time. When she saw the photo, she took the phone from his hands. “Wow, he’s hot!”

“Can’t deny that.” Cris smiled and pulled his phone back. “A great improvement from the last athlete.”

Mari sighed and leaned back on the couch. “It’s not fair. When I was a manager, I was never in charge of a hot guy like that. The most memorable one was that girl who could break me like a twig.” She winced at the memory.

“Oh yeah, I remember her. She was nice, wasn’t she?”

“Yeah, but I prefer a hot jerk.”

Cris laughed and put the phone away, ignoring another text from his ex. “Anyway, from what I heard, he’s a good guy. I deserve someone nice after the last girl, and dad already warned me to not go overboard with this Nelson guy.”

“He’s thinking about that swimmer who almost punched you.”

“He doesn’t want me sleeping with another swimmer.”

Mari sat and looked him in the eyes. “That’s not it, Cris. He was worried about you. We all were, but I’ve never seen uncle so furious. I thought he’d beat the crap out of that guy.”

“Really?” Cris tried to keep his expression neutral, but it was hard to keep his smile under check. I didn’t know dad did that.

“Hey, show me that pic again.” When he showed her the phone, Mari widened her eyes. “Isn’t this Nelson, the one from that accident?” Cris nodded and she whistled. “Assigning you someone who hasn’t been in the pool for so long…”

“Yeah, no pressure at all,” he said with a weak and hollow laugh.

“That has grandma’s fingers all over it. I’ll bet she wants him to inspire you to find your path.”

“You know what? It’s amazing you managed to say that with so much sincerity. For a moment, I almost believed you.”

“You know me, always a sincere, little cousin.” Mari flashed a smile without a shred of shame.

“More like always making people uncomfortable,” Cris muttered.

Mari opened her mouth to reply, but before she could say anything else, a voice echoed through the living room.

“That’s not fair, grandma!” a girl’s voice echoed from the corridor.

“Speaking of the devil,” Mari muttered as their cousin came trailing after their grandma. Cris sniggered and pretended to cough when the old woman glanced at him.

“I won’t change my mind. My decision is final,” she said in a dignified manner.

The girl ran ahead to block her path. “Please, listen to me! It wasn’t my fault, grandma! Can’t you just—”

“No, I will not. I warned you more than once,” she interrupted with an icy tone. She stood to her full height, and on her heels, she towered over her granddaughter. “Your work has been mediocre at best, and you never listened to your superior’s feedback. You were late several times and even chose to ignore when your mother told you to not go to that party yesterday.”

“I was just celebrating after a hard exam!” The girl was almost crying.

“You missed your work because of that. We do not need people with that kind of commitment.”

“Please, grandma! How do you think it’ll look when people see I was fired from an internship at my own family’s clinic?”

“You should’ve thought about that before. You didn’t take college or the internship seriously. You assumed we would do something, but I will not tolerate this.”

“Please, grandma! Can’t you give me a second chance?”

“We already did, and you wasted it. the Prado Maranhão family got where it is because everyone worked hard. Even if it’s family, we won’t tolerate anyone who’s doing a mediocre job and has no intention of improving.” The woman walked away, leaving her granddaughter crying.

She walked to where Cris and Mari were. Without realizing, they both sat straight and waited in silence until she spoke.

“Marina.” Though her tone was completely different from seconds ago, it was still serious. “How did it go?”

“All done, grandma. I’ve done the makeup of the synchronized swimming team and they went to the photo shoot.”

“Excellent. Those girls are talented, but they need more confidence. The photo shoot and the joint training with the American sub-15 team will help,” she said with an approving nod. She turned to her grandson with a serious expression. “Cristiano?”

“Yes?” He gulped when he met her eyes.

“You’ll be managing Nelson Cieller as of tomorrow. There are expectations he’ll get back to the pool soon. That boy has some talent, but we don’t know how he is after the accident. His national score is terrible after almost a year without swimming. There’s a chance he might not go to the World Aquatics Championships next year.”

“But his contract is until—”

“The Championship, yes. But if he doesn’t qualify, the contract will be terminated. I’d like to keep him. He has potential, but that alone isn’t enough. He needs to show he can swim at the same level. I expect you to help with the seriousness of the situation and dignity of your name,” she said before leaving.

The cousins stayed in silence until the head of the Prado Maranhão family was out of earshot.

“Ouch. Always harsh with the words, our grandma,” Mari let out, shaking her head and relaxing.

“I don’t know why they’re making me manage him.” Cris leaned back on the couch. “He should be assigned to a real manager. Someone who can really help him. Maybe the board doesn’t expect anything from him anymore.”

Mari stared at her cousin for a long time before taking a deep breath and standing up. “Then it’s up to him to prove them wrong, and you can help him show everyone he’s still our prodigy boy.”

“Hopefully.” Cris stared at nothing, not noticing his cousin had stood up. “I don’t even know if he hasn’t given up yet. How many times have we had athletes giving up after an injury like that? Actually, it’s a miracle if he can swim again.”

“Come, little cousin,” she gestured, pulling him from the couch by the arm. “Talking about it won’t help. Instead of worrying, how about you meet him and see for yourself?”

“Tonight?”

“Yeah. Don’t tell uncle, but the athletes are having a party today in the boy’s dormitory. I’m pretty sure he’ll be there.”

Cris thought about it for a while. “You might be right. Better to see if he’s gonna give his all to go to the WAC.”

“Then let’s go shopping!” Mari smiled.

“Huh? Shopping? Why?”

“To celebrate your new beginning,” she said. Cris didn’t share her enthusiasm. “You need to give him a good impression!”

Cris looked at her with a blank expression, then he sighed and smiled. “That must be one of the lamest excuses you’ve used to drag me to the mall and make me cross-dress. But I do need a new swimsuit anyway.”

“What? Already? Didn’t you buy one, like, the other day?”

“It was two months ago, and it already needs some patching,” Cris emphasized the last word.

“And how come a new swimsuit already has holes in it?”

“Normal wear and tear.” He shrugged with a sly smile.

“I’m starting to believe you’re the one with the fetish, cousin,” Mari said, as if suddenly realizing something. “It’s hard to believe that every guy you hook up with wants to sleep with you if you wear a girl’s swimsuit.”

“After so many years in this world, I’ve learned that sometimes it’s best to say nothing.” Cris looked at her and they both laughed.

“Before we go, let me do your makeup.”

“Why would I need makeup to go shopping?”

“’Cause I’m still in work mode.” She dragged him to the dressing room.

Cris sighed and didn’t resist. They reached the makeup room and she made him sit on a chair in front of a huge mirror. He leaned back so she could work on him. “I can’t believe I’ve been letting you do this ever since we were kids.”

“Oh, stop it. You don’t hate it.”

“Getting used to it doesn’t mean I like it,” Cris lied.

“So, you’re telling me you don’t like looking cute to meet a new boy?”

“Shut up and finish.”

“Yes, yes. Let me make my little cousin cuter than most girls,” Mari teased, humming as she worked.


Chapter 03

“What? You’re a guy? No way!” Marcelo exclaimed. He covered his mouth to hide his smile and checked the cross-dressing boy from head to toe, shaking his head. “You look so cute.”

“Thanks,” Cris beamed.

Marcelo was still smiling, but when Nelson held his open palm, he stopped at once. Clicking his tongue, he pulled out his wallet. “Damn. I can’t believe I lost 50 bucks. I was so sure that was easy money.” He let out a sigh and dropped his shoulder. “So, you’re Cris Prado Maranhão?”

“Yep. Actually, Cristiano, but you can call me Cris. It’s nice to meet you two, and sorry for the bet.” Despite his words, he was still smiling. He turned to Nelson. “As of tomorrow, I’ll be your personal manager. I hope we get along.”

“Me too.” He flashed a friendly smile. “Pleased to meet you.”

“I’ll leave you two alone to start the swimmer-manager bonding or whatever.” Marcelo walked away mumbling something that sounded a lot like ‘50 bucks.’

“You’re welcome for that money,” Cris said as he moved on the couch to sit right in front of Nelson.

He chuckled before putting the money in his wallet. “Thanks for the easiest money I’ve ever made. I’ll treat you to something.”

“Yay.” Cris smiled again, but then the smile became sly. “But aren’t you too confident?”

“In what?”

“That you won’t fall for me. You’re not the first straight man who’s said that.”

Nelson opened his mouth and then closed it, not sure how to respond. “How did it end?”

“In the best way possible.”

After a moment of silence, Nelson chuckled. “Good for you, I guess. But even with your track record, I’m confident.”

“’Cause you’re not into guys? I’ve heard that before too. More than once. And it ended in the same way.”

“There’s that too. But even if I were gay, or if you were a girl, I wouldn’t fall in love. I don’t have time for that. Right now, I need to give my all to swimming.”

“So, you’re one of those guys who thinks romance gets in the way of swimming?”

“That’s not how I’d say.”

“But that’s what you think, right?” Cris sighed. “I’ve managed people like that. Hope you don’t go blaming me if you don’t get the results you expect, saying I was distracting or something like that.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not one of those crybabies,” Nelson said, snorting. Then his smile vanished, and his expression turned serious. “But I mean it. I can’t lose focus. Not after everything. I don’t have time to waste.”

“Is that how you truly feel?” Cris asked in a low voice.

Despite being surrounded, no one noticed the two men.

“Yes. I need to recover the lost time. If I waste even a second thinking of something else, I might lose this opportunity of a lifetime,” Nelson answered.

“Recover lost time. Waste even a second,” Cris repeated, flashing a sad smile. “I don’t get swimmers. Aren’t you, like, barely 19? You’re the same age as me, but you talk like your life is almost ending. Enjoying being young isn’t wasting your time.”

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. How many times have I heard that?

“I get what you mean, and you’re not wrong. But I don’t think betting my future on the pool is wasting time,” he said. Then he pressed his lips together. “I think… I mean, maybe I can go down in history and leave my name. To me, that’s something worth giving your all.”

Cris stared at the swimmer for a while. “Guess that’s something you’d bet your youth on. Still, I don’t get you guys. I’d rather fall in love than be in a pool for hours and hours every single day.”

This time, Nelson laughed so loudly that it attracted attention. “I can’t believe I’m hearing that coming from a Prado Maranhão.”

“I’m not like them,” Cris said abruptly in a hard and low voice. He stared Nelson in the eyes, all the joy from seconds ago gone. “Just because I’m from that family doesn’t mean I need to love water, or any sport related to it.”

Nelson met his gaze. “I apologize. I never meant to offend you.”

He sighed and looked at the floor as he rubbed his eyes. “Sorry for snapping. You didn’t offend me or anything. I’m tired sick of people looking at me as if I’m a freak just because I don’t wanna work with anything related to my family’s business.”

“If you don’t want to, then why are you a manager?”

“Money,” Cris responded without hesitation. It was so fast that Nelson had no reaction for a second and then laughed. “What’s so funny? Is it not a good reason to work? That’s what most people do.”

“I’m not laughing because of that. You’re the first person who’s been so honest about this,” he said, trying to suppress a smile. “My last managers said they were doing this because they loved swimming and wanted to help Brazil’s next generation of swimmers. I’m sure the money was more important than that.”

Cris opened his mouth and then closed it before speaking again. “I’d rather be honest. If you’re okay with that, then great. I just hope you don’t have a problem with a gay manager.”

“Has it been a problem before?”

“The last person I managed was this religious girl. After she found out we liked the same fruit, she kept giving subtle hints about me joining her church and saving my sinful soul from the eternal flames of hell. It was so fun.” Cris raised both thumbs up with a forced smile. “The guy before said he had no trouble whatsoever since he was 100% straight. He said, and I quote, ‘even if you look like a girl and tried to seduce me, I wouldn’t care. As long as you help me with my swimming.’ I took his word for it and started working in a girl’s swimsuit.”

“What happened?”

“He firmly insisted there was no problem at all, but I caught him stealing some glances at me here and there with a strange bulge between the legs. I was growing suspicious, but when I caught him playing five-on-one to one of my pics, I was really suspicious,” Cris said, narrowing his eyes.

Nelson couldn’t help but laugh. He’d look really good in a girl’s swimsuit. The thought crossed his mind as he pictured Cris in the club’s standard swimsuit. He shook his head to brush off the image. “Sounds like you were affecting his performance. I don’t want and can’t have that.”

“Nah, don’t worry. He was a jerk with an ego much bigger than his talent. It’s a dangerous combination for some athletes, but in his case, it was even worse because he didn’t realize. He missed practices and blamed it on me, saying I was the one who should’ve told him. There was a lot more, but the high point was his performance at the Pan American. It was one of the worst results ever.” Cris shook his head with a disappointed expression.

Nelson noticed the tiny smile on the corner of his small lips. “I think I know who you’re talking about. That guy was a real moron.”

“Yeah, he was. But don’t worry. You don’t seem like one, so I won’t try those things with you.”

“Thanks, I guess. But as I said, if it doesn’t affect me in the pools, I have no trouble. I need all the help I can get right now.”

“You mean your contract?” Cris asked in a low voice.

“Yeah,” Nelson admitted after a while. “I think you already know, but my contract ends after the WAC. It was probably gonna get renewed after London, but the accident… Right now, I need to be in the WCA next year. That’s the first step to be in Rio in four years.”

“That’s a huge goal in your current situation,” Cris pointed out, staring him in the eyes.

“Yes, it is. So, if you’re willing to help me, then I’ll gladly accept it.” Nelson offered his hand.

Cris looked at his hand for a moment and smiled before shaking it. “If you’re okay with me, then I’ll do everything I can to help you reach that goal.”


Chapter 04

What a strange guy, Cris thought, smiling as he remembered their meeting. It wasn’t the first time a swimmer said he didn’t have a problem with me, but Nelson really seemed to mean it. It was more like he’d welcome anyone willing to help him.

Glad he went to meet his new swimmer before becoming his manager officially, Cris entered his room and took off his clothes, getting ready to sleep. However, the moment he laid on the bed, his phone rang. “What?”

“Hey, Cris,” replied a familiar and sluggish voice. “Are you home?”

“Yes. Are you drunk?”

“Nah.” Francis hiccupped and then burped. “A little. Can I come over?”

Cris considered it for a moment. He was tired, but maybe not tired enough for his ex. Then, out of nowhere, a picture of Nelson crossed his mind. “I’m not in the mood for a quickie right now.”

“You’re not in the mood?” Francis sounded more surprised than Cris would have liked. “That’s a first. I’m coming.”

“Don’t. I’m serious. I have work tomorrow morning. I’m managing a new swimmer.”

“Just skip it.”

“I’m not doing that on my first day.”

“Oh, c’mon. I bet it’s just another idiot who’s gonna hurt you. I’d never do that to you.”

“You mean, again?” Cris sighed. Though they still hooked up once in a while, dealing with his ex-boyfriend was tiresome. “I’m going to bed now.”

“Awesome.”

“Not with you.” I can’t believe I was in love with this moron.

“You really are trading a night with me for a random guy. Good luck. That swimmer of yours must be special. Hope he doesn’t hurt you,” Francis said before hanging up.

Cris wasn’t tired anymore. Even if he wanted to ignore them, Francis’ words were stuck in his head. That swimmer must be special. Is that how it looks? I find someone who seems like a good person I’d like to help and suddenly it's weird I wanna work?

As he stared at the ceiling, the phone rang again and brought his mind back to the bedroom. This time, he checked who was calling before picking up.

“Do you have any idea what time it is?” Cris said before his cousin could say anything.

“Since you picked up, it’s not too late for us to have a little chat,” she answered. Her voice also sounded a little slurred.

Why do drunk people keep calling me? “What do you want?”

“You think I could sleep without hearing everything? C’mon, little cousin, tell me. How was your new boy, I mean, swimmer?”

Cris decided to ignore the jest. If I deny or correct her, she’ll focus on that.

“Nelson seems different.” It was the best way he could say it. He put the phone on speaker and buried his face in his pillow.

“Is that it? That’s all you’ve got to say after spending the whole night with him. That he’s different? Wow, that sounds so magical, Cris. It’s every girl’s dream to have a guy who’s different. I’m gonna get all girly here.”

Cris couldn’t help but chuckle. “You know what I mean. And how do you know I spent the night with him?”

“I’ve got my ways, little cousin, so don’t think you can hide anything from me.” Even without seeing her, he could imagine Mari smiling right now.

“Best if I don’t ask,” Cris muttered. “But I mean it. Nelson seems like a good guy, but other than that, he’s aware of his situation. What’s amazing is that he never said anything about giving up or about it being too hard.”

“For you to say that, he must’ve made a great impression on you,” Mari said. For some reason, he had the feeling his cousin wasn’t smiling anymore. “Do you think he’s putting on a face or he’s just a moron who doesn’t know when to give up?”

Cris grew quiet as he thought back on their conversation. “I think he’s ready to face the hard and uncertain path with his head held high. He’s not giving up until he does everything he can.”

“Unlike you.”

“Shut up.” This time, Cris couldn’t ignore the indirect comment.

Mari laughed. “That’s good and all. But that’s not what I wanna hear. Don’t you have anything else? Is he really hot? When do you think you’ll sleep with him?”

“I can say he didn’t seem bothered when I told him I was gay.”

“A great improvement. I still can’t look that girl in the eyes without remembering what she did to you.”

“Thanks.” Cris hesitated for a moment. “To be honest, I wanna work with him. I think it’ll be fun.”

“Wow. For you to say that, he must really be special.”

“Why does everyone keep saying that?” he muttered.

“Who said that?”

“You.”

“Who else said Nelson was special to you?”

Cris stayed silent for a while. She’s gonna take it the wrong way. “Francis.”

“When did you talk to him?”

“Right now.”

“He’s coming?”

“No. I turned him down.”

“Wait a second! Your ex called for a quickie, and you turned him down because of Nelson?” Mari exclaimed.

Cris said nothing. However, it was more than enough for his cousin.

“Ha! I can’t believe my little cousin fell in love with his swimmer. You two aren’t even official yet!”

He let out a heavy sigh. I knew it. “Like I could fall in love that easily. I’m not like you.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” she laughed. “I can’t believe this. You two are bound to hook up.”

“It’s not like I sleep with every guy I meet.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about, little cousin. And by the way, it’s not every guy, but almost,” she joked, and Cris chuckled grudgingly. “I’m talking about Nelson’s track record. From what I heard, his last two girlfriends were his managers. If the pattern follows…”

“I’d rather help him in the pool, not the bed.”

Mari snorted. “Like you couldn’t do both again.”

“I have nothing to say.”

“Are you telling me you didn’t flirt with him at all?”

Cris was silent.

“I knew it!”

“It’s not like that!” Cris added quickly. “It wasn’t anything serious. It’s just how I am.”

“Yeah, yeah. I know you like to flirt. But how do you think Nelson’s gonna react when he sees you in that sexy swimsuit we bought this afternoon?”

“Oh yeah, I forgot about that.” Cris scratched the back of his head. I don’t have a guy’s swimsuit, and I don’t wanna wear the one I bought, not after meeting him. “Can you give me one of your old ones?”

“Huh? Why? Are you gonna save the sexy one for later? And you said you didn’t want to jump into bed with him.”

“Just so you know, I’m gonna ignore your bullshit from now on, okay?” Cris waited until Mari was done laughing. “I don’t plan to use the new swimsuit. I bought that in case he was a jerk, but now I wanna help him.”

“Why don’t you return the one you bought today?”

Cris remained silent.

Mari laughed again. “So, you do plan to save it for later! That certain swimmer is a lucky dude!”

Again, Cris ignored her. “Can you give me one or not?”

“You really don’t plan to use the new one with him?” Mari sounded serious for once.

“I don’t.”

“You really don’t have any plans to sleep with him?”

“I wanna give my all to help him achieve his goal.” Admitting this aloud is more embarrassing than I imagined, he thought, his cheeks a shade of red.

Mari stayed in silence for a while. Cris raised his head to look at his phone.

“If my little cousin has finally found someone he wants to support, then I’ll help you help him,” she said, full of self-importance. “I think I have the perfect swimsuit for you.”


Chapter 05

Nelson woke before the alarm rang. He had no idea what time it was, but he knew it was early. From the window, he could see the dark sky becoming brighter and brighter by the second. Even so, he stayed in bed and closed his eyes, waiting for the alarm.

Though he had barely slept, he wasn’t tired. He simply laid on his bed, staring at the ceiling, his mind empty and wide awake as he waited.

The moment his cellphone rang, his hand flew to turn it off. It was 5:30 in the morning, the time he began each day.

However, today was different. There was no doctor’s appointment, there was no rehabilitation, there was no physiotherapy. He was cured. The exam today was to check his muscles, not his bones, not the fractures.

Even though this should be a special day, it didn’t feel like one. It feels like any other day I’ve had the last months, Nelson thought as he sat up and glanced at his workout clothes that he laid down on the desk the previous night.

Before the accident, I used to wake up at this hour for my morning workout before breakfast. How much did I run back then? Ten kilometers? It was hard for him to remember. After the doctor said he could jog a little, he could barely run two kilometers before becoming exhausted.

Nelson pushed the thoughts out of his head, got out of bed and picked up his shorts, shirt, underwear, socks, and shoes. Though he used them every day for a brief and light workout, the clothes were well conserved. I’ve been using them for a while but compared to my swimming trunks, they look brand new, he thought with a hollow laugh. How long until I can use my trunks again?

Blowing out all the air in his mouth, Nelson changed clothes and looked at his reflection in the mirror. I really prefer the swim trunks, he thought, flashing a thin smile.

There’s almost no pain, he realized as he warmed-up and stretched. In the back of his mind, a searing pain could come up at any time, and everything he had been working hard to recover from would be lost.

Nelson let out a weak and hollow chuckle. Since when have I become this pessimistic? I’m not like that. Yeah, today is different. The exam will show that. Yes, I’m cured. I am cured and there’s nothing wrong with my body, he told himself over and over. I’ll get back into the water soon.

But what if I’m not? A little voice at the back of his head whispered. Last time I heard the same. The X-ray showed my bones were far from healed. This time could be the same. The MRI could show something. He sat on the bed and buried his face in both hands. If I can’t get back to the pools, if I can’t swim, I have nothing, I’m nothing.

A soft knock on the door followed by three more brought Nelson’s mind back. He breathed slowly until his heart had calmed down and cleaned the sweat from his brow.

Who could that be so early? The only one I know who’s stupid enough to knock so early is Marcelo, but there’s no way he’s up this early. Unless he’s still up from yesterday. He looked through the peephole but saw nothing. Wary, he opened the door just a little.

Through the small crack, Nelson found himself facing a yawning Cris who was leaning against the frame. The moment he noticed the swimmer, the yawn turned into a bright, although sleepy, smile.

“Good morning!”

Nelson had no idea how to react. He stood with his mouth opened for a moment, staring at the cute, smiling boy. Before he realized, he too smiled as he opened the door all the way. “Morning. What are you doing here?”

“I don’t like to go around spilling secrets since I had a big one of my own for a while,” Cris said, his smile turning sly for a second. “Someone told me you wake at this hour to jog. And that same someone told me you might overdo it today, so I’m here to keep an eye on you.”

Nelson stared at Cris for a while, then he sighed. “Marcelo. He never knows when to keep his mouth shut.”

“Hmm, that’s unexpected. You seem mad.” Cris closed the distance between them and looked Nelson in the eyes. “I’m here out of the goodness of my heart to make sure you don’t go overboard.”

Despite exaggerating, Nelson could tell the worry was real, so he decided to keep up the pretense.

“Well then. Out of the bottom of my heart, I thank you,” he said, putting his hand across his chest and bowing. He tried to keep a serene face, but when he saw Cris’ smile become bigger than before, he cracked and laughed. “There’s no way I could be mad at someone worrying about me.”

“Yay! Since I’m also here to cheer you up, half my job is done!” he commented, making two V with his fingers.

“Thanks for that. I’ve never had a manager who’d wake at this hour just to cheer me up.”

“I’m a little different from other managers. You’ll find that out eventually.”

“Is that so?”

“Yep. First, I’m a full-time manager.”

“For real? I’ve never heard anyone doing this full time. Isn’t being a manager more like a part-time job to get some experience and references?”

“Yeah.” Cris’ smile grew smaller as he lowered his eyes. “I’m not proud, but I’m kinda like the black sheep of the family. To get them somewhat off my back, being a manager is more like a full-time job for me.”

Nelson stayed in silence for a while. “I don’t know anything about that. All I hear is that I can have you all to myself.”

Cris raised his head, his face beaming. “I’ll be all over you!”

“Then you’ll be jogging with me every morning?”

With his smile growing wry, Cris averted his eyes. “You shouldn’t ask the impossible. Me coming here this early is like a once in a lifetime offer. Since we’re starting today and all, I wanted to make a good impression.”

Nelson laughed as he left the room and locked the door. “Then I’ll take this once in a life-time offer. Let’s go.” As they walked down the hallway side by side, Cris kept circling him. “What?”

“Nothing. It’s just that you look good in those clothes, but you look hotter, I mean, better in swimming trunks. It suits you more.” There was a sly smile on his lips.

Nelson had no reaction for a moment and then laughed. “Now you sound a lot more like my previous managers. And I agree with you. Trunks suit me way more,” he disclosed, smiling.


Chapter 06

I’m so out of shape, Nelson thought as he sat on the bench, panting. Each breath hurt a little. It’s expected, but not this much. I’ve been jogging a little ever since the doctor allowed me, but I haven’t improved anything. To think increasing the pace just a little would tire me so much.

“You’re so out of shape!” Cris exclaimed as he sat next to Nelson, looking at him with a wide grin. “Guess swimmers really are like fish out of water when they’re not in a pool.”

He looked at that grin and chuckled against his will. He ran a hand over his face to hide it, but there was a smile forcing itself on his lips. “That was a terrible joke. So terrible you should be ashamed and hide.”

“And yet you laughed,” Cris pointed out, his grin broadening.

“Because it was so bad, I had to laugh. Thanks,” Nelson said when his manager handed him a bottle of water. He drank half of it in one gulp and cleaned his mouth with the back of his hand. “You should do stuff like this, you know? Be helpful and supportive with the swimmer you’re assisting, instead of, you know, being brutally honest about how out of shape I am.”

Cris placed his hand on his chin and narrowed his eyes, pretending to be in deep thought. “You’re right. I should be helpful,” he stated after a while. Then his serious expression returned to the mocking and cheerful smile. “But it’s more fun to tease you.”

“So, I guess you’ll be making fun of me from now on. Good to know.” Nelson tried to put some annoyance in his voice but knew he had failed.

“I’d rather be honest instead of stroking your ego. His expression became serious. “Besides, you might hear a lot worse when you make your comeback. Isn’t it better to hear this from someone who has your best interest at heart?”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but gave up and drunk the rest of his water instead. After he finished the drink, he peeled the label. “You’re right. I’m too out of shape, even though I’ve been jogging for a few weeks now. I can’t argue against the harsh truth. Especially when told in such way by someone who has my best interest at heart.”

Cris picked up his mocking tone. “Hey, I do have it! Believe me, I’d never wake so early for anyone else. Not even a boyfriend!”

“And I’m grateful for the once in a lifetime offer,” Nelson said, bowing his head. When he raised his eyes, he was smiling again. “But I ask you to be gentler with me. I may look like this, but words can break my frail heart.”

“More like you’re the one who can break hearts,” Cris mumbled. Then he took the empty bottle from Nelson’s hand and replaced it with a sports drink. “Instead of gentler, I’ll help you with stuff like this.”

“Guess I can compromise with this.” Nelson drank a third in one gulp.

“So, athlete Nelson, how do you feel about your comeback?” Cris closed his fist and pretended it was a microphone, bringing it closer to Nelson’s mouth.

He looked between Cris and the hand, speaking to it. “Well, if I’m honest, I feel like crap at rock bottom.”

“Well, that’s an honest and expected answer, I guess,” Cris said, chuckling. “But you know there’s a good thing about that, right?”

“I don’t think so.”

“There is, trust me.” Cris flashed an expression of someone who knew more than others.

Nelson looked at his manager in disbelief. “Honestly, I can’t see anything good coming from this.”

“There’s nowhere to go but up!” he remarked with a huge smile, raising one finger in the air.

Nelson stared at that smile and couldn’t help but chuckle. “You can also help me by being optimistic like that. I need someone like you around,” he admitted in a low voice.

“Sorry, but today’s a special occasion. It’ll be troublesome for me if you think I’m optimistic. You’re gonna have quite a shock when you see my real personality,” he said, his smile becoming sly.

Nelson chuckled, but as he lowered his eyes and stared at the plastic bottle, his smile became smaller. “Even so, I wish I could be optimistic about this like you, even if only for today.”

“Even if I’m not like that, I can still help. I know we just met, but if you wanna talk, I’m here.” Cris stopped smiling and remained silent.

Nelson peeled off the label, not looking at his manager. “I’m afraid. I’m terrified,” he admitted. “I’m praying from the bottom of my heart there’s an up for me. I don’t want to be stuck at the bottom of the well.”

Cris leaned closer and placed one hand on his shoulder.

Nelson looked at the face of the man he had met the previous night, which usually had a smile. However, right now, Cris had a worried expression, ready to listen to whatever he said. Though he hesitated for a moment, the words came out of him before he could stop them.

“I think I’m being too greedy. I should’ve died in that accident…” he trembled as flashes of it came back. “It was a miracle I survived. I should’ve lost my legs, but I didn’t. Then I heard that I shouldn’t have been able to walk, but here I am.”

Nelson buried his face in both hands, holding back the tears as the memories of those days in the hospital being completely immobile filled his mind.

“Swimming at the same level as before should be a miracle too, but I might be running out of miracles. What if the MRI shows I have another injury? I know I’m being greedy, but I can’t help it. I can’t lose the swimming. Without it I’m… I don’t know what I am.”

Nelson couldn’t hold back the tears anymore. Cris waited in silence, rubbing his back.

“You’re not being greedy,” he comforted him after Nelson finished crying.

He raised his head and looked at his manager. “You don’t think?”

“No. Even if you think that, you’re allowed to be in this case. You’re not taking anything from anybody. You just want to get back what you lost. It’s your goal, your dream, so there’s nothing wrong with being greedy.”

“You think so?”

“Yes.” Cris spoke in a low voice and grinned. “And if someone complains, you say I allowed you to be greedy!”

That got a chuckle from Nelson. “What if I can’t get back in the water?”

Cris flashed a gentle smile. “Then you’ll truly feel like crap at rock bottom. Maybe for a long time. But you might find another path. Even if it’s not in the pool, even if it’s not as an athlete, there are other things you can do. You’re more than just a swimmer, Nelson.”

“You’re right.” He cleaned his face and leaned back on the bench, watching the pale morning sky. “Thanks for that. It’s almost like you’ve been in my situation.”

“I have.” Cris was silent as he stared at the ground. “To be honest, I am.”

Nelson looked at him. The gentle smile had vanished, and now Cris’ eyes were out of focus. He understood and didn’t press, waiting for his manager to find the words.

“You probably know my family’s history. Everyone born with the Prado Maranhão surname already comes into this world with great expectations on them.” Cris’ voice was low but it carried all his frustration. “We get in a pool as soon as we can, trying many water sports until we find one that suits us. Even if we don’t have any talents or want to pursue something else, everyone assumes we’ll work with something that can help the family. If someone wants to be a doctor, it’s to become part of the medical staff. If it’s related to business, then they’ll be helping the club’s finance. Even minor things like coordinating the teams, makeup, and designing swimsuits. If you’re born with the Prado Maranhão surname, you’re expected to be near the water for the rest of your life.”

Just like Cris had listened to him in silence, Nelson did the same.

“Do you hate it?”

“More than love or hate, it’s complicated. I told you I’m the black sheep of the family, didn’t I?” He closed his eyes and leaned back on the bench too. “It’s because I’m not looking for anything related to water for my future.”

“What do you mean? Aren’t you managing me right now?”

He let out a hollow chuckle. “Being a manager isn’t enough for a Prado Maranhão, especially a full-time one.”

“Have you tried all the water sports?”

“I have. I swam for a long time but when I realized I had no talent, nor the willpower to overcome that wall, I moved on to other things. Water polo was the worst. I kept getting hit in the face,” Cris said, wincing as he massaged his nose. Then he shook his head to dismiss the memory. “I have no strength for canoeing. Diving was fun, but I liked it more as a hobby. I liked synchronized swimming, but it was more the cute swimsuits than the sport itself. And the others… Let’s say I have no good memory of it.”

“Why do they consider you the black sheep? I mean, from what you said, you tried a lot. No one can say otherwise. If those sports didn’t stir something in you, there’s no reason to keep going. Being a professional athlete isn’t something you can do without the right determination.”

“I couldn’t agree more. My family knows that. However, when I graduated high school two years ago, grandma wanted me to go to business school like my dad and help with the club. Just because I’m kinda good with math doesn’t mean I’m good with money. When I told her that, she asked what I wanted to do and I froze.”

He let out a frustrated groan.

“I’m barely an adult. How the hell can I choose what I wanna be for the rest of my life? I had no idea back then and even now. I don’t know, so I stayed as a manager. No one approved, of course. Everyone just kept pushing me to choose something befitting of a Prado Maranhão.”

When Cris finished, he was a little out of breath and his cheeks were red. He took deep breaths as the silence grew between them.

Nelson looked at his personal manager who gazed at the sky with unfocused eyes.

“So, you’ve been where I am, standing before the void of uncertainty,” he said with a wry smile.

“Maybe that’s why they put us together,” Cris said, mirroring Nelson’s smile. “The black sheep and the former prodigy. That’s a lame superhero name.”

Nelson laughed. “Even though it’s the truth, hearing ‘former prodigy’ hurts more than you think, you know? I was once known as the future of Brazil’s swimming.” He raised his chin and puffed his chest to show how proud he was about that, even if he felt the opposite right now.

“In my duty as your manager, and someone who prefers to be honest, I need to tell you to focus on the future, not the past, former prodigy,” Cris stated with confidence.

“The future, huh?” Nelson dropped his shoulders. “You’re right.”

“Hey, don’t make that face. I’m here for you. Ask me anything.”

“Anything?” he questioned, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes. I won’t go back on my word… most of the time,” Cris muttered the last part, averting his gaze with a mischievous smile.

Nelson looked at that face, at that smile, for a while. “Could you stay with me during my exam?”

The words came out of his mouth before he realized. He looked away, his cheeks a shade of pink. What the hell am I saying?

“You want me to be with you?”

His words had surprised him, but when Nelson thought about them, he knew they were true. I don’t wanna bother mom and dad, but I’m scared. I don’t wanna be alone. Without looking at Cris, he whispered, “yes, please.”

Nelson felt a pair of hands on his cheeks. The next moment, Cris forced the swimmer to look at him.

“With pleasure,” he whispered with a bright smile.


Chapter 07

“That was faster than I expected,” Cris said as he sat next to Nelson in the waiting lounge. “I thought we’d be waiting for hours until they called you.”

“Yeah,” Nelson said, distracted. His eyes were fixed on the double glass door on the other side of the room where the exam was.

“Don’t worry. Everything’s gonna be okay.”

“Yeah.”

“You’ve done this before, right? You know all the procedures?”

“Yeah.”

“Great. It’s my first time, so I’m a little nervous.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you listening?”

“Yeah.”

“I do an amazing oral. Do you want one?” Cris whispered in Nelson’s ear.

“Yeah,” he answered in the same distracted voice. The next moment, he blinked and turned to his manager. “What did you just say?”

“I said you should eat something,” Cris said, pulling a banana from a plastic bag with a serious expression.

“No, no, no. That wasn’t what you said.”

He looked at Nelson with a puzzled expression. “What did I say?”

“You said something about an amazing ora–” He widened his eyes and trailed off, his face a shade of red.

“Finish the sentence,” Cris pressed him, flashing a huge grin.

“Never mind,” Nelson mumbled, looking away, his cheeks still red, getting a laugh from his manager.

He covered his mouth, trying to hide his embarrassed smile. I can’t believe he almost made me say something outrageous in the middle of a waiting lounge.

“That made me feel better,” Cris said with a satisfied expression.

“I’m happy for you,” he said in a dry voice.

“Don’t be mad and eat this.” Still smiling, he pushed the banana to Nelson, who refused to take it.

“I’m not hungry,” he muttered.

“You barely ate breakfast. I heard this exam takes a while, so it’s best if you don’t go in with an empty stomach.” When Nelson still refused to take the fruit, Cris sighed and peeled half the banana. “You’ll eat this one way or the other. But how do you think it’s gonna look when people see me feeding my banana to a man? Normally it’s the other way around.”

Nelson smiled and shook his head. Then, despite his embarrassment, he noticed there were some people giving them second glances, and some stared at them without any discretion. When he met their eyes, they looked away or turned to their phones, pretending they weren’t looking.

“See? I have a reputation. If people see me feeding you my banana, weird rumors will spread. I don’t think you want that,” Cris said with a condescending expression.

Nelson couldn’t help but laugh.

“Ah! You finally laughed!” Cris exclaimed with a cute smile.

“It’s hard to keep sulking if you keep saying weird things.”

“If you want me to stop saying perfectly normal things, eat my banana.” Nelson looked between the fruit and the smiling boy. “You don’t know how to eat it? I can teach you but I better not. I can get pretty graphic with something shaped like this.”

“How do you expect me to eat it now?” Nelson said in a hushed whisper, snatching the banana from his manager’s hand. His face was red again as he stared at the fruit. Under Cris’ grin, he placed the banana sideways and nibbled it. “I never thought I’d find someone bossier than my ex,” he mumbled between bites.

“Thanks.” Cris’ grin widened.

“That wasn’t a compliment. It was the opposite.”

“I’ll take it as one anyway.”

Nelson was about to reply when he gave up halfway and let out a sigh that turned into a smile. Before he realized, he had eaten half the fruit.

“I’m so jealous of that banana,” Cris mumbled.

“You want some?” Nelson offered the last part.

“I was talking about your other banana.” He flashed a sly smile and leaned closer to Nelson’s ear. “The blowjob offer is still standing,” He whispered.

He choked and coughed. Laughing, Cris patted him on the back, pretending he had done nothing.

“There, there.”

“How can you say something like that in public?” Nelson whispered when he recovered, looking around to see if anyone had heard. When he realized there was no one looking at them, he sighed in relief.

“You’re right.” Cris narrowed his eyes and glanced around too. “Something like that is more suited in a bedroom. Or a bathroom stall. Actually, anywhere with four walls and a lock is fine. Though the idea of getting caught turns me on a bit, I don’t want people stealing my techniques. I went through a lot of work, sweat, and scraped knees to reach my level.”

Nelson coughed again. When his breathing was back to normal, he blushed and leaned closer so only his manager could hear. “W-what kind of level is that?”

Cris’ smile became even slyer. “One that can make all straight men forget any woman and beg for my mouth again.”

Nelson shook his head as he went a wild shade of red. “I can’t believe I’m having this kind of conversation.”

“Your banana is interested.”

Cris looked down and he did the same. There was a bulge in his pants. Nelson wanted to cover it up, but the rest of the fruit in his hands didn’t allow him.

“How can you say those things to a guy who hasn’t had sex in months?” Even though he was embarrassed, he didn’t forget to keep his voice down.

“I’m so sorry! How could I be so insensitive?” Cris placed his hands together and bowed his head. “Please forgive me!”

Behind that pose, Nelson could see his smile. “Stop that.”

“If you want, we can go to the bathroom right now and I’ll take care of that,” Cris caressed the bulge, making it even bigger. “It’ll be the best you’ve ever had, I guarantee. No man has ever complained.”

Nelson held his breath, his face even redder. “I-If I say yes, wouldn’t it make things weird between us? There’s no way I could look you in the face after… something like that.”

“There’s no reason to be weird. Unless you make it,” Cris whispered, looking into Nelson’s eyes. “You’ll feel so good, you won’t believe it.”

“Oh, God! What kind of manager are you!?”

“One who’ll do a lot of things to help his swimmer, even with something like this. Actually, I prefer it this way. It’s more fun to me.”

Nelson stared into his eyes, forgetting to breathe as he considered the offer.

“What kind of guy would I be if I accepted… something like that?”

“One who’d get the best blowjob of his life,” Cris answered. “Just say yes, because you can’t do the exam with this armed and ready, can you?” he said, glancing at Nelson’s crotch.

“Exam?” he repeated slowly.

Nelson blinked a couple of times and looked around again. Suddenly he remembered where they were and his face became a bright shade of red as he sunk in his seat. When he turned back to Cris, he couldn’t help but burst into laughter. Though he covered his mouth, it was too late; everyone was looking at him now.

Cris flashed a sad smile as the bulge grew smaller. With a sigh, he leaned back on his seat. “I can’t believe there’s a man who’d laugh at my offer. That’s something that can ruin my confidence, you know?”

“Sorry about that. It’s just thatI suddenly remembered where we are and what we’re waiting for. Last time, I was so nervous I could barely keep my lunch down. Sadly, I couldn’t keep my bowels in check and went to the bathroom like, every five minutes. This time, I can’t believe I’m having this conversation. Thanks to you, I forgot I was even in the hospital. I’m really glad you’re here with me. Thanks.”

Nelson smiled genuinely.

Cris looked away, blushing. Despite his embarrassment, he smiled too as he mumbled, “and I’m the one who says embarrassing things.” He sighed and spoke in a normal voice. “I’m glad you asked me to come.”

The silence stretched between them as Nelson finished the rest of the banana. He threw the peel in the trashcan and sat up again, staring at his fingers.

“I was about to accept,” he said in low voice after a while. “I’ve never had… you know…”

“What?” Cris sounded shocked. “Really? Never?”

“There was this one time, but I’d rather not count it. It was awful. My ex ended up choking even though I warned her I, you know. She ended up… biting my banana.”

“No way! I’ve never done anything like that, even when I was a newbie!” Cris was torn between laughing and pitying. “I can’t believe it. Poor thing. You’ve never had a real one then? Next time, I’ll pick a better place to make the offer, so you won’t have any excuse to refuse.”

“There’s no way I could say no twice.” Nelson mumbled and blushed. Then he shook his head. “Didn’t you say you weren’t gonna do this kind of thing with me? That you’d help me and all? If you keep saying things like that, there’s no way I can focus on swimming!”

“This has nothing to do with my job. It’s just, eh, how can I say it? A guy helping another guy relax in a manly way. Yeah, that’s it. Just me offering a hand, but actually, my mouth. There should be no reason to feel awkward about it.”

“There’s no way I could look you in the face again if we did something like that.”

“You’re exaggerating. I’ve done it before and the only awkward part is the men coming back for more,” Cris said with pride.

“Yeah, well, there’s no way I could look you in the face without remembering. Unfortunately, I’m that kind of guy.”

“Yeah, I know. You’re a genuinely nice guy that anyone would be lucky to be with.”

Nelson blushed and looked away. That genuine smile is not fair. Why does a guy have a cute smile like that?

The silence between them this time was awkward in another way. But before it went on for longer, the receptionist called his name.

He turned to the double glass doors at the back of the waiting lounge but didn’t stand up. He stayed in his seat for a moment, taking deep and slow breaths as the seconds passed. The fun and awkward mood from moments ago was completely gone.

“Nelson…” Cris touched his arm. “I’m here with you.”

He gulped and took his eyes from the double doors, looking at his manager’s reassuring smile.

Cris stood up and offered a hand. Nelson took it and with some difficulty, he stood up and they walked to the reception desk together.


Chapter 08

“Will he be accompanying you?” the receptionist asked when she saw Cris.

Nelson looked at him, and he gave a reassuring smile. “Yes.”

“Then come with me,” instructed a nurse who came through the double doors. “You’ve done this before, right?” she asked as she led them to a cramped room with some lockers and two changing rooms. Nelson nodded and she handed him a little plastic basket and a key. “Then you know what to do. You’re a size small?”

“Ah, yes?” Cris answered, a little confused. The nurse nodded and left the room. “Why did she ask that?”

“For the clothes,” Nelson explained, putting his cellphone, keys, and wallet in the plastic basket.

“I’m gonna need you to elaborate a little more,” he said, making circles with his hands.

“You’ve never had an MRI?” When he shook his head, Nelson chuckled. “How can I say this in the best way? First, we get naked.”

“Loving it already,” Cris interrupted with a smile.

“Then we change into those hospital robes you see on TV all the time,” Nelson went on as if not interrupted, though he smiled as he raised the plastic basket. “After we leave everything with metal here, we can do the exam.”

“Sounds a bit much.” Cris placed his wallet and cellphone in the plastic basket. “Why all this?”

“Metal interferes with the machine or something like that. The patient and those accompanying them can’t enter the exam room with any kind of metal. Even zippers.”

“Again, it sounds a bit much. But I’m not here to complain.” Cris shrugged and then took off his shirt.

“Why are you undressing?” Nelson asked in a hushed whisper, looking at the door, expecting the nurse to come back at any second.

“To change my clothes?” He tilted his head, confused.

“There’s a changing room right there! And you don’t have clothes to change into yet!”

“I know, but this way is more fun, I mean, faster. Besides, why are you getting all worked up? We’re both guys, so there’s no need to get embarrassed, right?” Cris flashed his sly smile. “Or you get nervous seeing a boy’s nipples?”

Before Nelson could answer, the door opened.

“Here are your clothes—” The nurse went quiet when she saw Cris shirtless. After she recovered, she handed them their clothes. “I’m waiting outside,” she said in a courteous tone and left the room, though not before Nelson noticed her reddened cheeks.

Cris laughed and before the swimmer could say anything, he ran into one of the changing rooms.

With a defeated and embarrassed sigh, Nelson went to change his clothes too.

“I gotta say, this feels weird. Too weird,” Cris said in a strange voice.

“I know I’ll regret it, but I’m an idiot,” Nelson mumbled and sighed, both loud enough for his manager to hear. “What’s weird?”

“I wasn’t gonna say anything but since you asked.” Even with the plastic partition between them, he could tell Cris had a deviously sweet smile. “I’ve never taken my clothes off with a naked man inches away from me for an exam. Normally it’s to do something fun, if you know what I mean.”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but gave up midway and laughed instead. “I’m really glad you’re here. By this moment last time, I was about to see my food again.”

“And I’m glad I won’t see that today.”

“Me too. I just hope we get a happy ending today, though in a different way than you’re used to,” Nelson added before Cris could say anything. He walked out of the changing room in the hospital robes.

A second later, Cris pulled the curtain from his own partition.

“How do I look? I feel oddly constrained wearing this,” he said before Nelson answered, turning around, and showing his small, round, and firm butt. “I like that it has quick access. In and out without the hassle of pulling down or taking off your clothes.”

“You say that as if you don’t like taking off your clothes,” Nelson mumbled, blushing and chuckling. “You know you can wear your underwear, right? And those laces aren’t there just for fashion.”

He knew his manager was faking it, but he still couldn’t help but smile when Cris’ face suddenly lit with comprehension.

“Oh! That makes way more sense. It’s less fun though.” He pouted in a cute way before getting back to the changing room. He walked out a few seconds later. “Even more constrained but there’s nothing I can do about it. Well, let’s go.” He offered a hand.

Nelson outlined a smile, but only for a second. With his eyes unfocused, he breathed slowly as he turned to the door.

Cris walked closer and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Everything’s gonna be fine.”

When Nelson looked, those reassuring and firm eyes gave him strength. With a deep breath and his courage renewed, he walked to the door with Cris by his side.

“This way,” said the nurse, leading them through the corridors.

“Hey, Nelson. It’s been a while. How are you?” The technician in charge of the MRI machine was waiting for him outside the exam room. When he saw Cris, he showed an intrigued expression. “You’re not with your parents today?”

“Hey. They couldn’t make it today. This is Cris, my friend, and new manager.”

“You got a new manager? That’s great!”

As Nelson entered the room, he couldn’t help but stare at the machine which would reveal if there was any other injury. While he laid down on the stretcher and the technician fastened his legs, they caught up on their conversation.

After Nelson was secured, he picked up a thin and long button connected to a cable and handed it to the swimmer.

“You still remember, right? If it gets too uncomfortable, press the panic button. I’ll stop the machine right away. Do you want a blanket?”

Nelson nodded to both questions. The technician placed a green sheet over him, covering almost up to his torso, before going into the other room. A calm and soothing music turned on.

“It’s huge. Way bigger than I thought,” Cris said as he looked at the MRI machine.

“It’s loud too. Wait until it’s on.” Nelson’s voice was a little shakier than he wished.

“How many times have you done this?”

“More than I wished.”

“Seems scary.” Cris leaned over Nelson so he could peer inside the machine. “Lucky you’re checking your legs. Imagine putting your head inside this.”

“You’re not helping. And I’ve done that too.”

The long and dark tube seemed even scarier from Nelson’s perspective, but he didn’t say anything. Though he knew his voice was doing that for him, he still tried to hide.

Before Cris could reply, the machine turned on. It was low at first but, little by little, the sound became louder. Then it was so loud it felt as if it was echoing inside them.

Nelson’s breathing became faster as the familiar and unpleasant sensation of ‘about to go down a huge monster’s throat’ filled him. “I can never get used to this,” he almost had to scream above the noise to be heard.

Slowly, the stretcher pulled him down the monster’s throat. Nelson held his breath and closed his eyes.

The humming became even worse as part of him entered the machine. It was so loud the swimmer could barely hear anything else. Even the music seemed muffled and distant. He didn’t even know if Cris was saying something or not.

He was sweating despite the cold room. He felt his body itching all over, but the worse was his legs. The urge to press the panic button and stop the exam filled him. I don’t remember it being this bad, he thought, trying and failing to control his breathing.

The more he breathed, the more out of air he became. He closed his eyes and was about to press the button when he felt something holding his free hand and opened his eyes.

Cris was looking back at him with a firm expression. He nodded slowly, showing the same reassuring expression from before.

Nelson gulped and squeezed the manager’s hand. As Cris squeezed back, he loosened his grip over the panic button and his breathing slowed down.

He had no idea how much time had passed, but after what seemed like an eternity, the machine’s rumbling died down little by little, and the stretcher slid out.

“That wasn’t as bad as I expected,” he lied in a shaky voice.

“Speak for yourself. It kinda hurt,” Cris said, opening and closing his hand to get the blood flowing. Nelson had squeezed it the entire time.

“Sorry about that. I just…” He averted his eyes and blushed. How could I act like that? “Guess I was a little scared.”

“Yeah, let’s call that ‘a little.’” Despite the pain, Cris flashed a mean smile. “Since we’re gonna be spending a lot of time together, I’ll tell you this now. I don’t hate a little roughness. Wait, scratch that. I love when a man gets all rough on me, but I’m not into S&M.”

Nelson opened and closed his mouth a few times, with no idea how to react. In the end, he looked away slightly. “Sorry,” he said again. He placed the panic button on his belly and held Cris’ hand, pressing and massaging his fingers.

“Hey, it’s getting better,” he told him, his expression softening as the pain went away.

“It’s a swimmer’s trick for hand cramps.” Nelson applied more strength. “I have no idea who taught me though.”

“Everything went great,” the technician said when he entered the room again. Nelson finished massaging Cris’ hand as the man released him from the stretcher. “We’ll have the results by the end of the day.”

“So soon?” Nelson had trouble supporting himself on his numb legs and needed Cris’ help. “Last time it took three days.”

“Yeah, well, we received a priority order from the border of directors to speed up the results.”

Nelson looked at the floor, pressing his lips. “I don’t know if I should be happy or worried about that.”

The technician smiled stiffly. “I’ll call you when I have the results. I’ll send it to your doctor too.”

Nelson thanked him, then he and Cris left the exam room. They went to the changing room, changed back into their clothes and got their stuff.

“All day waiting.” Nelson let out a sigh. “Waiting for the results is just as bad as that infernal machine.”

Cris looked at him in silence, then his face lit with a smile. “Instead of worrying all day, how about you come have fun with me?”


Chapter 09

“Holy shit! How can a movie suck so much?” Nelson complained after they left the theater. “I can’t believe I was forced to watch another one of those stupid vampire-werewolf movies. Why the hell make the only good thing in the entire movie a damn vision? Whose brilliant idea was that?”

“I can’t disagree with you. I felt the same.” Cris shook his head. The he was barely unable to contain his smile. “Wait a sec, did you just say you watched the others? Are you a fan who’s trying to hide his love for the franchise?”

“Yeah, how can I say this in the best way?” Nelson pretended to think for a moment. “I can honestly say with confidence that the exam wasn’t the worst part of my day.”

Cris laughed as Nelson pressed both hands on his face, rubbing his eyes.

“Now that I think about it, I have the worst luck with this franchise and managers.”

“What do you mean?”

“My first manager made me watch the first movie,” Nelson explained in a dragged voice, as if remembering something bad. “My last manager made me watch the second and the third so she could drag me to the theater and see the fourth. Now you made me watch the last one.”

Cris tried to keep a straight face, but it only lasted a second. “Isn’t that amazing? Now the circle is complete,” he teased when he stopped laughing, making a circle in the air with his finger. “You began and finished the saga with your managers!”

Nelson looked at him in disbelief, not sharing the laugh. “I can tell why women and gays like this, but I don’t get why my managers seem to have the need to force me to watch it. I’m not a masochist, but it looks like I attract sadistic people.”

Cris made no effort to hide how much he enjoyed the situation.

“I wonder how annoyed you’re gonna be when I say I never liked those movies either, and that I haven’t watched anything besides the first.”

Nelson closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He opened and closed his mouth several times, struggling to find words. In the end, he let out a frustrated sigh and dropped his shoulders.

“If it’s not too much trouble, could you please explain why you made me watch it?” he asked in a low voice that didn’t hide his anger. “How much of a sadist are you? I only watched because you won rock paper scissors. No, wait. I guess that was my mistake. It was my fault for telling a sadist I hated the movie. The moment you heard that, your face lit up like a kid who won a prize.”

Cris listened to Nelson while doing his best to contain his laugh. When the swimmer finished rambling, he was at his limit.

“I have a pretty good reason for choosing that movie. One that has nothing to do with me being the sadist you think I am,” he added quickly when Nelson looked eager to interrupt. “But before I tell you, there’s something I need to say. Something very important.”

He looked Nelson in the eyes.

“What?”

“Just because I like hot guys and get hard when they’re shirtless and want to lick their abs and have them ravish me, doesn’t mean I’ll enjoy everything with them. I mean, I won’t complain or anything, but it’s not like I’ll buy a movie ticket just for that.”

“And yet you made me watch it and I was the one who paid,” Nelson grunted, reminding him.

“I like my entertainment to have some quality,” Cris went on as if not interrupted with a smile on his lips. “Besides, I get my quota of hot shirtless guys every day. Sometimes I see so many that I get tired.”

Cris said nothing else. He simply stood there, smiling at the swimmer who glared at him.

“Fine. You need more than shirtless guys to enjoy a movie. Good for you. That doesn’t explain why you made me suffer through that.”

“Oh, yeah.” Cris’ face lit up as if he suddenly remembered, though Nelson knew he was just pretending. “I almost forgot that. Well, the reason I made you watch this movie is because a crappy movie is better than a good one for what I intended.”

“And what did you intend? If it was to annoy me, let me say, you succeeded.”

“No, no, no. I’d never even dream of something like that.” Cris’ expression was filled with innocence, but the smile forcing itself on his lips didn’t help. He couldn’t contain it anymore and beamed. “All I wanted was to cheer you up!”

Nelson did nothing as he observed that face which truly believed in his own words. He tried, but it was hard to keep being mad at that smile. “Wouldn’t a good movie be better?” he probed in a resigned voice.

“Nope. Think about it. What do you prefer? To talk about something you liked, or complain about something you hated?”

Nelson considered for a moment. Then he let out a sigh followed by a chuckle. “Yeah. I admit you’re right.”

“I know, I know. You can thank me later.” Cris made no effort to hide the pride in his voice. “So, let’s complain until we’re satisfied!”

Nelson stayed in silence for a while, remembering everything he hated about all the movies in the saga. “That scene in the tent. How can any guy say he’s glad there’s a shirtless dude hugging his wife? What the hell? And how could anyone think that a creepy baby would be a good idea? That doll looks like it could’ve auditioned to be Chucky’s baby! I’m gonna have nightmares for weeks!”

“Good, good,” Cris said, grinning. “Let the hate flow through you.”

They spent almost an hour complaining about the franchise.

“I can’t believe I actually feel better.” Nelson leaned back on the bench and stretched his arms.

“You’re welcome.” Cris’ smile was more out of joy than gloating as far as Nelson could tell.

He pulled his phone to check the time. “What else do you have planned for us?”

“Hmm. We still have a lot of time.” Cris pulled Nelson’s hand to check the phone too. He crossed his arms and hummed, then he showed a bright smile. “I know. How about the game center?”

Nelson’s eyes shone with interest. “Oh, man. It’s been ages since I went. I used to go there every year for my cousin’s birthday. It was so much fun,” he said as the memories filled his mind, his smile growing.

“Then let’s go!” Cris stood up and pulled him by the hand.


Chapter 10

Nelson was so concentrated he barely seemed to move or breathe. He was a rock at the bottom of a river. With one eye closed, the other on the plastic scope, and his index finger, he readied to pull the trigger of the toy sniper. All he needed was the right moment.

A drop of sweat came down his forehead but he didn’t clean it. He couldn’t. Not if he wanted to win the bet he and Cris had made.

“Ignore everything around you. Don’t lose your concentration for anything, even me,” whispered a voice in his ear.

Even without looking, he could tell Cris was smiling and ignored him as best as he could. He knew his manager was trying to make him miss the target. It’s not gonna work. I’m already prepared, he thought. However, he wasn’t prepared when Cris gently blew on his ear.

“Stop that!” Nelson twitched his head and almost took his hand off the toy sniper to cover his ear. He managed to control himself and didn’t take his eye off the scope. “Don’t try to cheat! Go stand five meters away from me!”

Despite concentrating on the screen, Nelson kept an eye on Cris through the corner of his eye.

“I’d never do something as low as cheating,” he lied in his fake innocent voice. “I’m just giving you my support so you don’t lose your chance, yeah.”

“The chance to beat your high score,” Nelson mumbled loud enough for him to hear.

“My high score?” Cris placed a finger on his chin and tilted his head. “Hmm. I see that now. I swear I hadn’t noticed. It’s true that you can beat my score, but that’s only if you DON’T MISS THE SHOT!”

With the sudden shout, Nelson pulled the trigger out of reflex. He watched in disbelief as his bullet missed the terrorist and hit the president’s daughter, whom he was supposed to save, right between the eyes. The screen flashed GAME OVER in huge white letters as blood covered it.

He took his eye off the scope and stood up to his full height without saying a word. He turned to Cris, who was trying and failing to hide his smile.

“Are you happy now? Are you satisfied?” he waved his hand over the game for dramatic effect. “Are you proud of a victory tainted with cheats?”

Cris couldn’t hold on anymore and laughed. “Tainted by cheats? Don’t be a sore loser. A victory is a victory.” He made a V of with his fingers, his smile broadening as Nelson narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “I believe we’re tied now. What do you wanna play next?”

“Do you really think I’m gonna let you off the hook?” Nelson said, crossing his arms. He was mad about losing but he was having too much fun and looked around for the next game for them to compete. His eyes shone and his face lit up with a smile as he pointed. “That!”

Cris followed his fingers. “Bumper cars? It’s not even a game. We can’t determine a winner. I get the feeling you’re mad and just want to ram me,” he complained, but still trailed after him, smiling.

“It’s been ages since I rode,” Nelson said as he sat in the car. He opened and closed his hands on the steering wheel, his grin broadening as the memories came back. “Oh, man. I think it’s been over a decade.”

Cris couldn’t take his eyes off Nelson’s smile. “So, how are we gonna decide the winner?”

Nelson narrowed his eyes and was serious for a moment. Then he turned to Cris with a mischievous smile. “The one who can’t keep standing afterward is the loser.”

“If you want that, fine. But there’s no way I can consider that as the loser.” Cris’ smile turned sneaky. “I love a man who can leave me with my legs shaking.”

As the bell rang and the cars moved, they realized their mistake. Though they were focused only on hitting each other, there was a group of kids from a birthday party at the game center who kept smashing against them. Thanks to them, the kids didn’t get to go in the bumper cars in a group and vent their anger at them.

“What a bunch of shitty brats. I don’t remember being like that when I was a kid,” Cris complained as he used Nelson as support. “My head hurts.”

“Mine too. I think I’m seeing double.” Nelson managed to lead him to the nearest bench. They sat side by side and Cris leaned over, resting his head on the swimmer’s shoulder. “I hate to say this, but I really wanted to punch those brats.”

“I’m with you.”

They stayed in silence for a while, resting their eyes until they felt better.

“Does that happen a lot?” Nelson asked. Cris mumbled and forced himself to turn his head.

There was a group of teenagers in the game center. The boys and some of the girls tried and failed to look at Nelson and Cris discreetly. When they realized they were noticed, they stopped staring and walked away, though a few of them still looked over their shoulders.

“Sadly,” Cris answered in a tired voice, leaning on Nelson’s shoulder and closing his eyes again. “Most people think I’m a boyish girl at first sight, but when they realize I’m actually a girlish boy, their attitudes change. Some get uncomfortable, some get annoyed, some get turned on, and some start giving me weird glances, like those teens.”

“That sucks! And you’re okay with that?”

“Of course not. I’d rather live in a society where people didn’t find this strange. But we don’t.” Cris waved his hand as if dismissing the subject.

He knows this more than me. I bet it’s a sensitive topic. One that he probably doesn’t wanna talk about right now, Nelson realized and tried to let go, though he was still angry.

“So, you can’t even hang out with a friend without dealing with stuff like that. It must be way worse when you’re with a boyfriend or a guy you like.”

“Yes and no,” Cris said with a weak smile. “It’s been a long time since I had a boyfriend to worry about such things. But when I had to think about it, I usually dressed as a girl.”

“Why?”

“It was less bothersome that way. People didn’t seem to care as much when they thought we were a straight couple, and since I don’t mind dressing like a girl…” he shrugged.

“You don’t mind dressing like a girl?” Oh yeah. He was wearing a skirt and makeup yesterday when we met. He glanced down at his manager. Though Cris was dressed with a simple T-shirt and skinny jeans, thanks to his long hair and delicate features, he looked like a girl. A cute girl, Nelson thought.

“It’s not like I’m a transsexual or a transvestite. My cousin has used me as a dress-up doll ever since we were kids and I just ended up getting used to it.”

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. But I can’t say I don’t enjoy it. I mean, it’s fun to watch people’s reactions. Most girls get jealous that a boy can be as cute, or even cuter, than them. The guys get mixed feelings because they’re attracted to a guy in a skirt.” Cris let out his mischievous laugh with a matching smile.

“You’re cute dressed either as a boy or a girl,” Nelson mumbled. He blushed the instant he realized what he had just said and made sure he didn’t glance down, though he had the impression his manager was staring at him with a grin. “So even dressed as a boy, people mistake you for a girl, huh? That’s… something.”

“I’ll let that slide this time without teasing you,” Cris said, chuckling. “To answer your question, yeah, almost all the time. People assume I’m a girl, just like you did yesterday.”

“That’s not fair. Not only were you wearing a skirt and makeup, I assumed you were a girl because of your name. The fact I’ve rarely seen a boy manager didn’t help either. But let’s not dwell on the past. We need to settle our bet.”

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. I’m interested in what you’ll ask of me if you win.”

“What if you win?”

“I wanna fulfill my offer from earlier,” Cris said, looking up at Nelson with a sly smile. “What should we play next?”

Nelson looked around. They had spent most of the afternoon playing, and by now there were few games left for them to compete. “How about basketball? I doubt you can find a way to cheat on that.”

“I suck, but okay. One more thing though. Let’s not dwell on whether I may or may not have cheated,” he said with an innocent face, getting a laugh from Nelson.

They had barely begun but soon it was clear who the winner was.

“Wow.” Nelson had no idea what to say as he stared at the scoreboard.

“Don’t say it.” Cris looked everywhere but at him.

Nelson made no effort to hide his smile. “You said you sucked, but I never thought you couldn’t hit a single basket.”

“Shut up!” Cris punched him lightly on the arm. “Just because you’re tall you can score easily! If I had your height, I could do that too!”

“Height has nothing to do with it. Let me show you.” Nelson stood behind him and gently held Cris’ arm and placed them in the right position. “You move your arms and hands like this... Yes, that’s right.”

As Nelson showed him, he didn’t notice Cris blushing.

“Ready to try for real?” He swiped the card on the game and chose the easiest mode.

Giving his best, Cris managed to score five baskets this time.

“Yeah, I did it. I’m awesome!” he exclaimed, raising his arms. “Thanks to you, I scored my first points without relying on luck. I think it’s the first time I’ve seen my score in double digits.”

“The lowest of the double digits, but still, congrats.”

Cris looked at him and beamed.

That expression made Nelson’s cheeks go a shade of pink. I never noticed how cute he can be, he thought, looking away. No wonder straight guys become attracted to him. Though it only lasted a few seconds, as he looked at that smile, time seemed to stretch. He couldn’t take his eyes off Cris.

The sound of his phone ringing broke the moment. As Nelson looked at the screen, his cheeks lost their color.

“What’s wrong?” Cris asked, worried about the change.

“It’s my doctor.”

Cris placed a firm hand on his arm. “Answer.”

He took deep breaths and held it before pressing the button and bringing the phone to his ear. “Yes?”

“Nelson, it’s me,” the doctor said. Nothing in his voice indicated if he had good or bad news.

“Hey, doctor. If you’re calling, it means you got my results, right?”

“Yes. I received them a while ago, but I was checking it just to make sure. I’m—” he coughed a few times.

Nelson’s hand tightened around the phone as the rage, anxiety, and uncertainty filled him. He managed to control himself and not beg for the results.

The doctor cleared his throat before speaking again. “Sorry. As I was saying, I’m happy to say you’re cured.”

“I am?” Nelson didn’t dare to believe him. He stopped breathing as the words sunk in.

“Yes, completely cured. Your bones and muscles are completely recovered. You can go back into the pools and bring us many medals.”

“Yes! Thank you, doctor. Thank you so much!”

The doctor laughed. “Just take it easy at the beginning, okay? I don’t wanna see you here any time soon.”

“Yeah, yeah, of course, doctor.” Nelson hung up and turned to Cris who was already smiling. “I’m cured.”

“I heard. Congratulations.”

Before he realized, he hugged Cris and spun him around a few times, almost jumping with happiness. Right now, he didn’t give a damn if people looked at them or not.

“I can finally get back,” he said, crying.

“Yes, you can.” Cris hugged him back with all his strength. “Let’s aim for the top together.”


Chapter 11

Today was way more fun than I imagined it’d be, Cris thought as he got home. Despite how tired he was, he couldn’t stop smiling. I’m really glad Nelson is cured. Now he can focus on his dream.

Too bad I couldn’t give him the oral. Today might have been my last chance. Since it’ll definitely get in the way of his performance, it’s best if I don’t tempt him. I want him to succeed too. If he had just accepted my offer…

Feeling more joy than sadness, Cris went to his room. After he undressed and got ready to sleep, his phone rang. He let out a heavy sigh the instant he saw who was calling. He knew he wouldn’t like answering. After debating for a second, he put it on vibrate and ignored the call.

Mari’s gonna give me an earful tomorrow, he knew, but he was too tired to talk to his beloved cousin. However, before he laid on the bed, the phone vibrated again, this time with a text.

Pick up, she wrote. Cris winced but ignored the message. Since he had read it through the notification bar, she would never know he had seen it. The phone vibrated again. I know you’re up. Sighing, he pressed the screen and brought the device to his ear.

“Hey, little cousin. Could you please tell me how you dare ignore me?” Mari asked before he could say anything. Her voice was soft and restrained, as if she was holding back her rage. Cris knew it was fake though.

“I wasn’t ignoring you. I just got home and I’m tired.”

“Tired after your date with Nelson?”

Cris gave up finding an excuse even before he started. How did she know? “It wasn’t a date. We just… hung out, that’s all.”

“Sure, sure. Just ‘hung out.’” Mari used the condescending voice that he hated. “Then tell me this, little cousin. If it wasn’t a date, why did you two watch a romantic movie together?”

“I wouldn’t call that movie romantic. At least, not for us,” Cris said, remembering how much fun they had trash-talking the movie. He could tell his cousin was grinning on the other side of the line. “We watched a crappy movie together, so what? Is it wrong for a gay guy to do that with his straight friend?”

“Not at all. Even when the gay guy wants to suck the straight guy’s dick.”

Cris couldn’t help but smile. It’s like she can read my mind. “We’re swimmer and manager. Just friends,” he said in a not-so convincing voice.

“A hot guy who you spent the entire day with is just your friend?”

“Yeah. Just my friend.”

“And after the movie, didn’t you go with this same friend to the game center and then have dinner with him?” Mari didn’t make any effort to hide how much fun she was having. “That sounds like a fun date to me.”

“How do you know all of this?”

“Oh, little cousin. I have my ways. Ways which you shan’t find out,” she said, mysteriously. Then, she couldn’t keep the façade up anymore and laughed. “It was Francis. He was at the mall and took a few pics of you during your date. He was quite jealous, by the way.”

“I had no idea he was there.” Why is he jealous? He was the one who said we shouldn’t be exclusive, but still be friends with benefits. And that was two years ago.

“That’s because you were too busy enjoying the first date with your new boyfriend.”

Cris took a deep breath and sighed as loudly as he could. “I told you, it wasn’t a date. Not the first, nor the second nor any number. And he’s not my boyfriend.”

“Yet, you mean.”

Cris was silent.

“No comment, huh?” Mari laughed. “Then try to explain to me what you call hanging out at the game center after watching a romantic movie and then having dinner? Because it’s a date to me.”

At that point, Cris had given up putting some sense into his cousin. She’ll only tease me more if I keep denying it. I’d rather not give her the satisfaction.

“We hung out because I wanted to keep him busy. He had an MRI today and was anxious about the results. I kept him company until the results came out. That’s all.”

“Sure, sure. Aren’t you a great friend?” She didn’t skimp on the sarcasm.

“Friend and manager. As his manager, that’s part of my job. I’ll help him whenever I can.”

“You say friend, but all I can hear is boyfriend.”

“Then clean your ears.” Cris threw himself on his bed, exhausted. “I give up reasoning with you. You know very well why I don’t want a boyfriend. Especially another swimmer.”

“Yeah, I know.” Mari’s voice lost all the sarcasm and was now genuinely worried. “But didn’t you say Nelson was different?”

Cris grew quiet for a moment.

“I think he is. No, I know he is. I only met him yesterday, but after spending all day with him, I can tell he’s a nice guy who cares about others.” He hadn’t forgotten how Nelson got angry because some teenagers were staring at him. I think it was the first time someone did that for me, he thought, smiling at the memory.

“You’re falling for him.”

This time he stayed in silence for a long time. “He’s straight, Mari.”

“As if that’s ever stopped you.” Mari let out a loud snort. “Even if you don’t wanna get in the way of his goal, remember this. Dating isn’t an obstacle. Just because you had one bad experience with a swimmer doesn’t mean it’ll happen again.”

“I need to get some sleep,” Cris said after a while. “I woke too early today, and I need to prepare his schedule for tomorrow.”

“Right, right. Nice way to dodge me, little cousin. I’ll let you off the hook tonight. Dream of Nelson.”

After she hung up, Cris stared at the ceiling as Mari’s words echoed in his head. I know dating isn’t an obstacle, but that has nothing to do with it. I mean, I just met him, so there’s no way I’m falling for him. He’s hot and nice, but I’m not looking for a relationship, and neither is he.

Besides, I can't go out with another swimmer, even if Nelson is different, even if he got angry at me when I told him I was used to receiving those stares when I’m hanging out with a guy I’m interested in.

Cris blushed, his heart thumped faster, and he shook his head. It’s all Mari’s fault! I shouldn’t be thinking about these things! Even if he’s a nice guy, even if he’d never hit me, right now he needs to focus. I can’t get in the way. I need, no, I want to help him reach his goal.

With that in mind, Cris was no longer tired. He sat up on the bed and got ready to make a lot of calls.


Chapter 12

For the second day in a row, Nelson woke before the alarm. He turned to the side to watch his phone on the nightstand, waiting for the usual sound.

As he waited, he couldn’t help but smile. I’m cured. I am cured, he thought, repeating it over and over. He could never get tired of those words. He placed both hands on his face and laughed. “I’m cured,” he said aloud, his smile growing.

I can finally go back to the pools, to the place where I belong. The idea seemed surreal. After so long, after all the pain, after all those days when I could barely move and wanted to give everything up, when I just wanted it to end it all. Everything is behind me now.

Because I’m cured!

All I need, all I have to rely on, is my own hard work. Nelson opened and closed his hands, imagining the sensation of the water between his fingers.

The moment the alarm rang, his hand flew to turn his phone off in seconds. He got out of bed and changed into his workout clothes. It feels different from yesterday, he thought as he looked at his reflection.

After jogging, I’ll have breakfast and then… And then what? He stopped as he put on his shoes. I don’t have physiotherapy or an exam anymore.

After Nelson took off the cast on both legs and finished his rehabilitation, his days had been pretty much the same. He would wake up, do warm-ups, the exercises the physiotherapist prepared, have breakfast, and physiotherapy all morning. Then he would have lunch and spend the afternoon on a different treatment or an exam, depending on the day.

As he got better and could move without a crutch, the physiotherapist began adding a few more exercises. The morning light jog, a few pushups and crunch ups here and there, and then some time on the bike.

All while taking it easy, as every doctor kept reminding him. It was all to make sure my condition wasn’t completely ruined. I was starting to fatten up. What would Cris say if he saw my photos with a belly?

Nelson laughed for a moment, but he soon stopped, the smile vanishing from his lips. Those days are behind me. Today is different. I don’t have physiotherapy anymore.

Instead of being happy, he had trouble breathing. What should I do then? Of course I’m gonna talk to the coach, but what else? My personal trainer? He’ll need to make a new routine for me, right? I also need to check out the next competitions. Since my national rank is low now, I’ll probably have to compete at state level again. Or maybe at municipal level.

He shook his head. It doesn’t matter. Even if it’s municipal level, as long as I can swim, as long as there’s a way, I’ll reach the top. All I need is time. Yes, with time, I can do it, but do I have time? My contract expires next year. How many tournaments do I have until then? I need to qualify for the World Championship at least.

He tried counting but he couldn’t remember more than two. Damn it. I should’ve done this before. I wasted so much time playing videogames when I could’ve looked at all of this. As Nelson picked up his phone to search, he felt out of breath. His breathing became fast and short, and his heart thumped faster.

As he waited for Brazil’s and Pernambuco’s water sport federations’ pages to load, his phone rang. Who could be calling me at this hour? Despite the cold room, he cleaned the sweat from his face before answering in a dry hoarse of a voice. “Hello?”

“I knew you’d be up. What’s up with that voice? Are you pretending to be Batman? So early?” joked a drowsy and familiar voice before letting out a big yawn. “I had a bad feeling, but now, I’m sure. You really are one of those weird people who actually enjoy waking up early.”

Instead of words, Nelson chuckled and smiled. With a few jokes, he already made all of my anxiety go away.

“Hey, Cris. To what do I owe the pleasure? Are you calling to say you’ll keep me company again? I thought it was a once in a lifetime chance, but I’ll gladly accept.” As he spoke, he realized he meant those words. I just met him the other day but everything’s more fun with him.

“It was. As much as I enjoyed it, there’s no way I can wake up early to watch you sweat twice in a row. Maybe twice in a decade. But even then, I wouldn’t put my money on it,” he said in a serious tone. Then it changed into a playful one. “That’s like winning the Cris lottery twice. You don’t need it since you already have me to yourself all day. But if you wanna be greedy, I don’t mind.”

“That’s too bad.” Nelson laughed. Even without seeing him, I know he has that cute sly smile, he thought, not realizing his own smile. “Then why are you up and calling me at this hour?”

“Let me come up with an excuse,” Cris spoke in a serious tone. He hummed loudly, as if he was truly thinking about it. “Would it be too gay if I said I wanted to hear your voice first thing in the morning?”

“I think it’d be a lie, but I’d be flattered, and my ego would go way up. We have known each other for, like, two days but I can tell you’d never wake so early for something like this.”

“Hmm. You’re more right than wrong, so I’ll give you some points.” He chuckled and yawned. “Before I end up sleeping again, I wanna ask how your schedule is for today.”

Nelson gulped, all the mood gone in an instant. “I’m gonna jog right now but after that I… I’ll free.”

For a moment he was about to say, ‘I have no idea what to do,’ but he managed to control himself mid-sentence. He can help me with this feeling. Actually, he’d help but also make fun of me.

“Wrong answer,” said Cris in the playful tone. “And your punishment is a busy schedule for the rest of the day. You’re no longer free. Wait, that sounds wrong when I say it out loud.”

He mumbled the last part more to himself, but it was enough for Nelson to hear and crack a smile. “Busy schedule?”

“After you fill that delicious six-pack of yours, you have a physical exam. You know, to check if you’re still hot, I mean, in shape,” He pretended to cough. “After that, you have an appointment with a personal trainer and a nutritionist.”

“Nutritionist? I thought all the food in the cafeteria was made for a balanced diet.”

“Yes, but you need a specific diet to get back in shape faster. I set up an appointment with my aunt, just in case. I mean, the board was lenient with you until now because of your situation, but I doubt they’ll let you eat all that junk food anymore. So, better to be safe than sorry.”

“Wait, they knew about that?” Nelson flashed a wry smile. “You’re right, better safe than sorry.”

“But wait, there’s more. Your busy day is far from over,” Cris said as if announcing some big prize. “To close up the morning, you’ll have a little chat with your coach.”

That lit Nelson’s face. “Really? Then I—”

“Before you get your hopes up, I need to say, you’re not getting in a pool today,” he interrupted in a low voice, all the playful tone gone. “The coach wants to talk and check up on you, but he told me he’s not letting you in a pool any time soon because he knows you’ll go overboard.”

Cris kept quiet, waiting for Nelson’s reaction.

He pressed his lips together, letting his manager’s words sink in for a while before speaking. “So, I’m cured, but I still can’t get back into the water?”

“You’re shocked, right?” Cris’ playful tone was back. “I am too. One of the things I’ve been waiting for ever since I was assigned as your manager was to see you shirtless, I mean, swimming after so long. I’ve been denied my reward.”

Nelson laughed despite how he felt. “You never let me feel down. You always know what to say to make me laugh.”

“It’s the mark of a good manager,” he said in a bright voice. “It’s even in our handbook.”

“Is that so?” Nelson tried to sound doubtful but knew he failed.

“Yep. To clear the athlete’s mind so they can focus on their sport.”

“Then let me tell you, you’re doing a great job. Keep this up. Please.”

“Yay. Then I’ll ask for a raise.”

He could imagine Cris smiling and lying on his bed with his eyes closed.

“You should. If anyone asks, I’ll say you’re having a great start,” Nelson said truthfully. Then he decided to follow up on the joke. “By the way, I never heard of a manager’s handbook. What else is in it?”

“Oh, there’s a lot. Maybe I’ll show you. But…” suddenly, Cris lowered his tone. It was the tone that Nelson knew was accompanied by his sly smile. “All the fun stuff is in the secret handbook.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“The kind I offered yesterday.”

“Yesterday?” Nelson thought for a moment. When he remembered, he felt a reaction down there and blushed.

“Did you get hard?” Cris said in the mischievous tone. “My offer is always on. Whenever you ask, I’ll get down on my knees and raise your spirits with my mouth.”

“I… ah…” Nelson gulped as his member got harder and harder with the idea. Cris doing that to me… “You can’t be serious.”

“I am.” There was a moment of silence, then Cris chuckled. “The offer is true, but I’ll stop bringing it up. Though I really want to, I promised myself I wouldn’t tempt you.”

“Is that so?” Nelson didn’t know if he was happy or sad about that.

“Yeah. Besides, I’m already getting hard thinking about it. If I keep talking, I won’t get sleep without relieving myself.”

“Is that so?” Nelson tried, but all he could think about now was his manager relieving himself. What the hell am I thinking?

“Changing the topic…” Cris did the swimmer a favor by taking his mind off the offer. “There’s one more thing.”

“Why do you sound so serious all of a sudden? It’s almost like I’m in trouble,” Nelson joked.

“The club… My dad wants to set up an interview for you.”

“An interview?” He breathed out slowly. That sounds like something from a different life now. “It’s been so long since the last one, I think it was after I started my rehabilitation. They wanted to show how the prodigy was recovering and all, but they lost interest after that.”

“Yeah.” Cris dropped his voice to a serious whisper. “They’ll probably bring up sensitive topics, some that you may not be ready to talk about.”

“I know.”

“If you’re not ready, I’ll talk to dad. I can make him back down,” he added quickly.

“No, I…” Nelson took a deep breath. “Thanks for looking out for me. But I have to deal with that in the future. My goal is to get to the top and get the gold medal in Rio 2016. I need to overcome these things.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yep,” he said in a stronger voice. “Set up the interview.”

“Okay then.” Cris let out another yawn. “I think that’s all for the morning schedule. I’ll join you for breakfast and give you the rest of your schedule for the day, after I get some desperately needed sleep.”

“Ok,” Nelson said. When Cris was about to end the call, the words came out. “Thanks for worrying about me. I know you’re doing your job and all, but your help has been… Thanks for everything.”

“No need for that. I told you I’ll help you reach the top.”

Nelson couldn’t stop smiling even after he had hung up.


Chapter 13

“That was complete discrimination!” Cris exclaimed the moment Nelson left the room, shaking his head slowly with an angry expression.

“Are you still saying that?” He tried to keep a straight face, but it was hard. His manager’s indignation was too funny.

“Yes, I will! I’ll say it until this world is rid of injustice like that! I was kicked out of the room because I’m gay,” Cris said again, emphasizing every word. “You said I could stay during the physical evaluation but then, out of nowhere, my aunt asked me to leave. I repeat, out of nowhere. If I wasn’t ‘asked to leave’ because I’m gay, I don’t know what it was.”

“Are you claiming you did nothing?” Nelson asked, not bothering to hide his smile anymore.

“Yes. I did nothing wrong. I’m innocent!”

“So, you didn’t take photos of me the instant I took my shirt off?” He wasn’t mad about it. In fact, the change from indignation to surprise on Cris’ face right now was too entertaining.

“I, ah…” He opened his mouth but couldn’t form a sentence. He scratched his neck and looked everywhere but at the swimmer. After a while, he spoke in the most dignified voice he had at that moment. “I did not realize you’d noticed that.”

“You forgot the flash.” Nelson tried to suppress his laugh, but it was getting harder and harder with all his manager’s expressions. “You haven’t answered my question. Did you or did you not take photos of me when I took my shirt off?”

“I have the right to remain silent,” Cris said in a serious voice, doing his best to suppress his smile.

“I’ll let you stay and even film all my physical evaluations from now on if you show me your phone right now.”

Cris quickly hid his smartphone behind his back. “As much as I’d like to take that delicious offer, even though I’m interested in seeing you shirtless, showing you my phone would be an invasion of my privacy.”

“Let me see it.”

“No.”

They looked at each other for a while and then Nelson advanced. Cris turned around and tried to put the phone out of his reach, but Nelson was taller. After a quick struggle, the phone was in his hand.

“You don’t wanna see that!”

“Why not?”

“Because… because you’ll regret it for the rest of your life if you see the things on that phone!” Cris almost shouted, still trying to get the phone back.

“Why?”

“’Cause, erh…” He bit his lips and looked around, desperately trying to find any reason.

“You know you’re only making me more curious, right?” Nelson couldn’t stop smiling at Cris’ despair.

“Nudes!” he shouted, his face lighting up. “Yes! There are lots and lots of nudes and so many dick pics, balls and naked dudes, that even I’m embarrassed. So, for your sake, not mine, you better not look at that phone!”

“Is that so?”

“Yes! Trust me! Trust in your cute manager!”

Nelson looked between the smartphone and the desperate face before him. With a sly smile, he unlocked the device and checked the latest photo. “Hmm. Instead of a dick pic, I see a photo of me shirtless.”

“I… ah…” Cris coughed and averted his eyes. “A selfie! Yes! I never meant to take a photo of you shirtless! I wanted to take a selfie, but I guess I didn’t use the front camera and somehow ended up taking your photo. I’m so clumsy.”

“Are you really going with that excuse?”

“You mean the truth? Yes, I’ll stick to the truth!”

Nelson tried, but he couldn’t hold it any longer and burst out laughing.

Their conversation had been attracting some stares, but now the people around them looked bluntly. Cris blushed and tried to stop himself, but even he couldn’t hold his laugh anymore.

“It’s been a while since I laughed like this,” Nelson said, cleaning the tears from the corner of his eyes.

“Glad my shame is amusing.”

“Is that what you said when we met?”

Cris chewed his lip slowly. “Fine, fine. You win this round.”

“Yes.” Nelson closed his fist in victory, getting a chuckle and a head shake from his manager as they left the building. “Where next? The nutritionist?”

“Personal trainer,” Cris said without checking anything.

“Okay.” Nelson glanced at one of the many gymnasiums with indoor pools.

“That’s later.”

“I know, I know.” He tried but he couldn’t take his eyes off the door. “It’s just…”

“When was the last time you went there?” Cris asked in a low voice.

“Not that long ago.”

“How many times per day?” Cris asked with his eyebrow raised.

Nelson flashed a tiny smile. “I have the right to remain silent.”

“That’s annoying, you know. Who’d say something like that to dodge a question?” Cris muttered under his breath, getting a chuckle from his swimmer.

“Yeah, I wonder who?” Nelson stopped smiling as he glanced at the double doors again. “But today’s different.”

“Yeah, I know. It’s kinda like your comeback.”

He nodded and turned to Cris. “Aren’t you gonna tell me something like ‘don’t worry, you’re not swimming today, so don’t fret about that!’ with a smile?”

“It’s no fun if you already know what I’m gonna say,” he mumbled. “And is that how you see me?”

“Kinda,” Nelson answered with a tiny smile.

“I’ll decide later if that’s a good thing.” Cris walked a few paces ahead and turned around, beaming. “You have a lot to do before you talk to your coach, so save that for later.”

Drawing courage from that smile, Nelson followed him.

The personal trainer and the nutritionist were faster than they expected.

“Guess there wasn’t a lot to talk about since they already had your results,” Cris said, checking the program the personal trainer had set for the swimmer. “There’s a lot of strength training.”

“Yeah. I’ve been jogging ever since I was allowed, but it’s not anywhere near what I did before. I lost a lot of muscle.”

“But at least you kept the best part,” Cris said, bending down to look at Nelson’s belly closely. He stared with a serious expression, then he poked a couple times, nodding in approval. “You’ve got a little fat, but the six-pack is still delicious, I mean, firm. Good, good. The world needs more hot guys with six-packs.”

Nelson rubbed his belly. “Thanks so much for the kind words. I needed a pep talk before seeing my coach.”

“That’s what I wanted. Now let’s go.” Cris grabbed his hand and dragged him through the double doors of one of the indoor pools.

“Wait, my heart’s not ready.”

“Nelson! It’s been too long,” the coach said the moment he saw Nelson, giving him a hug. “We lost a lot without you in the pools, son. Our team in London wasn’t the same without your there. Everyone’s saying.”

Nelson let out an awkward laugh. “I don’t know if that’s good or bad.”

“I knew you’d say that. Always humble. I’m not sure it’s good for a professional athlete though.” The coach’s smile broadened. After a few friendly slaps on Nelson’s shoulder, the coach’s smile was replaced by a serious expression when someone in the pool called him. He raised his hand telling the woman to wait and turned to Nelson. “We can catch up later, I still have this class. Show me your physical evaluation and training program.”

“Here.” Cris handed him the papers.

The coach studied it for a while. He nodded and kept quiet, except for a few hums here and there. They said nothing, neither wanting to break his concentration.

Nelson stared at his coach without realizing he was holding his breath.

“For an accident as terrible as yours, your condition is just as you’d expect. But don’t worry, it’s not as bad as I’d feared,” he quickly added when he saw the swimmer’s dejected expression. He wrote something on the papers. “You need a lot of muscle regeneration, but hopefully you can get in the water in a week. Cris?”

“Yes!” the manager took a step forward and fixed his posture as if he was a soldier waiting for his orders.

“Bring this to the MD. I want them to go over a few things,” he said, handing the papers back. Then he turned to Nelson, all signs of friendliness gone. “Nelson, I know you. You’re already thinking about making up by working hard. That will hurt you and won’t help make your comeback faster. I need you to promise you won’t overdo it.”

“Yes, coach, of course,” he said at once, nodding as best he could with his stiffened neck.

After another hug, and a few longing glances at the water from Nelson, they left the indoor pool.

“He didn’t believe you,” Cris said after they were alone.

“What?”

“When you promised you wouldn’t overdo it.” Cris looked into his eyes.

Nelson sustained the stare. “You don’t need to worry about me too. I know my body better than anyone. I only work hard within my limit.”

“For the record, I didn’t believe you either,” Cris said with a serious expression. “That’s why I’ll keep a close eye on you. I’ll feel terrible if you get hurt again.”

“Don’t worry.”

“There’s no way I can do that.” He let out a sigh. “But that’s for later. Right now, you need to focus on the interview.”

“Ah, I’d forgotten about that,” Nelson said, wincing. He pulled his phone to check the time. “There’s still, like, an hour.”

“Yes, but there’s something you need to do before any interview.”

“What?”

“It’s a secret.” Cris’ sly smile broadened as he walked away.

Nelson went after him. “What is it?”

“You’ll see.”


Chapter 14

“So, you’re Nelson, the athlete I’ve been hearing a lot about for the past few days,” the woman remarked, eyeing him from top to bottom as she circled him.

“And you’re Marina, the makeup artist I’ve just heard about in the last few minutes,” he said, greeting her with a kiss on each cheek.

“You can call me Mari,” she introduced herself with a smile, which vanished when she turned to Cris. “So, my little cousin hasn’t said anything about me. I can’t believe the betrayal.”

“Those words coming from a drama queen has little effect on me,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“And that coming from you sounds like sarcasm.” Mari looked at her cousin with a defiant expression.

Cris narrowed his eyes and sustained her gaze, neither making any sound.

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. As the cousins turned to him, he smiled.

They smiled and laughed at the same time.

“You two are just like each other,” Nelson said. “You’re more brother and sister than cousins.”

“We’ve heard that before,” they responded together. The three of them laughed.

“Not to brag, but I was his role model growing up.” Mari placed her hand on her chest and showed a fake humble expression, then she gestured to Cris. “He used to follow me everywhere.

“I didn’t. You dragged me!”

“All of this is thanks to me.”

“So that means I can put all the blame on you, too?”

“Sit here, Nelson,” Mari said, changing the subject.

“Answer me,” Cris demanded.

She ignored her cousin as she turned the chair in front of the mirror around for him to sit. “We don’t have time to be laughing. Though you don’t need a lot of makeup, art still takes time.”

Nelson’s expression soured as he looked between the chair and the makeup on the table. In the end, he turned to Cris. “Is this really necessary?”

“Yes,” the cousins said in unison.

“There’s nothing to worry about,” Mari said.

“Yeah. You need makeup if you’re gonna be on TV. It’s common sense,” Cris retorted, making no effort to hide how much he was enjoying the situation.

“Whose common sense?”

“Everyone’s,” the cousins said in unison.

Despite their smiles, Nelson couldn’t find any lie in their words, especially his manager.

“Even so, isn’t this more your thing?” he said to Cris.

“What?” Mari walked to her cousin’s side and put both hands on his shoulders with a furious face. “Are you saying, just because Cris is gay, makeup is his thing? It’s okay for a gay guy to wear makeup, but not for a straight guy? Is that what you’re saying? Or just because he’s gay, he’s less of a man than you and it’s okay for him to do this kind of thing?”

Nelson looked at her with a blank expression.

“No,” he said in a calm voice. “I said it’s more his thing because he was wearing makeup and dressed as a girl when we met. And he also said you’ve been using him as a dress-up doll ever since you two were kids.”

Mari stared at him for a moment, the silence filling the room. A second later, she clicked her tongue. “Damn it. Cris told me you wouldn’t get all jumpy if I tried this, but I didn’t believe him. No fun.”

Nelson turned to his manager, tilting his head. He chuckled and flashed an embarrassed smile. “My cousin here likes to make people uncomfortable with these kinds of speeches.”

“It’s not my fault that seeing people all nervous is fun,” she said, letting out a mean laugh. “There are people who freeze, and others start spouting apologies, saying they never meant any harm, praying no one thinks they’re bigots. It’s fun.”

“Okay.” Nelson leaned to Cris and whispered, “I know I just met your cousin, but that’s a weird hobby she has.”

“Hey, I heard that. And don’t be like that. You’re making me sound like a bad person. I’m not, right?” When neither of them answered, Mari shook her head and waved her hand to dismiss the topic. “Instead of talking about that, sit here so I can start.”

Nelson winced at the chair again.

“When we say makeup, it’s not like she’s gonna put lipstick on you and make you cross-dress,” Cris said, smiling at the idea. “No one wants to see that.”

“Saying something like that with your expression doesn’t make me feel better.” He looked at the chair again. “Is this really necessary?” When Cris nodded, he sighed and sat on the chair. “Fine, I trust you.”

“Great!” the cousins smiled, speaking in unison again.

Nelson had the impression his manager’s smile was slightly different than Mari’s. As she started, a phone rang. Cris walked away before picking it up.

“Hello? Yes, this is him. Okay, just a moment.” He placed a hand on the phone and said before leaving the room, “I need to answer this.”

“So Nelson, what do you think about my cousin?” Mari asked when they were alone.

“He’s a good friend. Just hanging out with him is fun. But I have to say, he’s too much like you.” Nelson chuckled.

She had a puzzled expression when she met his eyes through the mirror. “What do you mean?”

“He likes to make people uncomfortable but with gay jokes instead.”

Mari’s face lit with comprehension, then she laughed. “That’s good to hear. It’s been too long since I’ve seen my little cousin having fun at work. But when I asked what you think of him, I meant as a manager.”

“Oh.” Nelson thought about Cris as his manager so far. The words ended up escaping him along with a smile. “So far, he’s been excellent. Even though it’s been only two days, he made sure everything went smoothly. If not for him, today would’ve been a disaster. And yesterday… if not for him by my side, I might’ve been a mess.”

“I’m so glad to hear that.” Mari sighed in relief. “I don’t know if he mentioned, but he’s sort of in the middle of a fight with the family.”

“He mentioned something about that. Sounds bigger than he let on.”

Mari kept quiet for a while.

“Being a manager is a temporary job. Many people do it more to get experience, a bit of cash and references from the club. But Cris has been doing it for a long time now. He graduated high school a couple years ago and should be in college, or at least trying to get into one, but since he has no idea what to do, he remained as a manager.”

“He mentioned that too.”

“Yes, but no one wants him to stay a manager. Even without college stuff, being a manager has been troublesome.”

“What do you mean?”

“The last person he managed was this religious girl and she was awful. She was one of those devoted Protestants and whenever she could, she made mean comments and jokes about homosexuals and how they’d end up in hell. Cris did his best to ignore it without saying anything to us. He put up with it without complaining, giving his best to help the girl.” Mari stopped for a moment because her hands trembled slightly. “The worst was when she lied and invited Cris to her church. She said it was to pray to the Lord for her success, but it was actually one of those anti-gay masses.”

“What?” Even if he had just met Cris, Nelson felt angry. “How could she do that to him?”

“Fanatics. That day really hurt him, more than he lets on. Being told he’d go to hell for being who he is, that he was doing something wrong just by existing.”

Nelson thought of all those times Cris smiled at him. “I had no idea.”

“My cousin likes to joke around but he doesn’t want to burden anyone. He’s always worked hard, but after that day, he resigned as manager. Then, when the family started pressuring him about his future, he decided to work as a manager again. I was worried about him.”

Nelson stayed in silence for a while, thinking about everything. Then he looked at Mari through the mirror. “I don’t know about the past, but I promise I won’t do anything to hurt him.”

“Good.” She flashed a bright smile and resumed her makeup. “Then I guess I can leave Cris in your hands.”

Before he could say anything, the door opened, and the manager was back. He looked between the swimmer and the makeup artist. “Sorry it took so long. What were you two talking about?”

“Nothing,” they said at the same time, exchanging looks and laughing together.

“What? Tell me.”

“It was nothing,” Mari lied, suppressing her smile.

“Yeah, nothing,” Nelson agreed, not meeting his eyes.

Cris pressed his lips but then shook his head. “I’m totally asking about this later, but the TV people are here.”

“Perfect, ‘cause I’m done.” Mari put on the finishing touches.

Nelson hesitated to look at his reflection but opened his eyes. “I don’t know what to say. At least it’s not what I imagined when you said I needed makeup.”

“What did you imagine? A drag queen?” Cris asked, smiling.

He shrugged. “I’ll admit that did cross my mind.”

“Then I’ll say you look good. But you look hotter than usual.” His smile turned sly.

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. “Would it be too narcissistic of me if I agreed?”

“Yes, but I’ll allow that,” Cris said. Mari laughed and he turned to her. “What?”

“You two seem more like friends who’ve known each other for years instead of two people who met a couple days ago.”

They looked at her and then at each other, chuckling at the same time.

“Stop flirting you two. You can do that later,” Mari suggested. “They’re waiting for you.”

Nelson stood up with great effort. He turned to the door and then glanced back at his reflection.

“You look good,” Cris complimented. “There’s no reason to worry. It’s just your first major interview after ages, that’s all.”

“That’s what I needed, a bit more pressure.” Despite his words, he let out a nervous laugh.

“It’s my job.” The manager beamed.

Nelson stared at that smile and sighed before smiling too.

Mari watched everything in silence, hiding her own smile.


Chapter 15

Nelson sat on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water, watching the little ripples until they disappeared.

“Hey,” spoke a soft voice.

“Hey,” he replied without turning to his manager.

“How are you feeling?” Cris sat next to him, also putting his legs in the water, adding more ripples.

Nelson thought about it for a moment. “Vulnerable. Do you think that’s a good answer?”

“It’s an honest one,” Cris said in the same soft tone.

He let out a weak chuckle. “Guess that’s the best way to describe me now. An honest and normal guy you can find anywhere.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing. I like that, you know?”

“Glad someone does.”

If you think you can find guys like you anywhere, you’re wrong.”

They both kept quiet, watching the little ripples.

“How did you know I was here?” Nelson asked.

“I could say it’s one of the powers that managers have. Find where our swimmers are and be at their side when they need, but sadly I haven’t unlocked that skill yet,” Cris said in his usual cheerful tone, dropping his shoulders. Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle, making him smile. “You finally laughed.”

“You always know how to make me laugh,” Nelson admitted. “Hope your job isn’t done for today.”

“Not at all. You won’t get rid of me that easily.” Cris’ smile became bigger.

“I’m relieved to know that. I really am.” He stared at the water again, but this time, he had a tiny smile.

Cris’ cheeks became red, and he focused on the water too. “It wasn’t hard to find you,” he said before the silence took over again. “With my connections, it was easy to find out this was the only pool without any practice schedule at the moment.”

“Did you check my room? I could’ve gone there.”

“We haven’t known each other for long but I can tell you wouldn’t go to your room to clear your head. You’d go to a pool, even if you didn’t get in. I bet just being near the water calms you.”

Nelson let out a weak chuckle. “I’m too easy to read.”

“Again, you say that as if it’s something bad.”

“It’s not? I guess we disagree then.”

“It’s not something bad,” Cris repeated in a firm voice. “I like guys who are honest and don’t keep any secrets. It’s a great combination.”

“Glad someone does.” Nelson took a deep breath and looked at the ceiling. “Was the interview as bad as I remember?”

“Not at all. The TV guys were happy. Everyone enjoys a heartfelt interview like yours. I liked it too.”

“That doesn’t make crying on the local news any less embarrassing.” Nelson groaned. When Cris’ lip curled, he noticed. “What?”

“Not that I wanna kick you while you’re down, but it was national TV.”

“Even better.” Nelson rubbed his eyes, letting out a hollow laugh. “I can imagine what everyone’s gonna say when they come back from London and watch that.”

This time, Cris didn’t bother suppressing his smile. “If it helps, they’ll probably see your interview today. I bet everyone’s gonna retweet it.”

“Just what I needed. Are you gonna retweet it too?” Cris averted his eyes, getting a weak chuckle from him. “I thought it was sugar, spice, and everything nice. Not a dash of humiliation.”

“Don’t be like that. Showing emotions doesn’t make you any less of a man.”

“I know, but crying like that…”

“The reporter touched delicate topics about the accident, the coma, all the work you’ve been doing to get back. Crying doesn’t make you weak. It makes you human.”

Nelson turned to look Cris in the eyes. “Thanks. I needed to hear that. I really did.”

“But?”

“But it wasn’t just that. I don’t know how to explain.”

“Try. I’ll listen.” Cris’ voice was barely above a whisper.

“I wanted to be in London with everyone,” Nelson admitted, facing the water again. “Even if I had to trade places with someone, I wanted to be there, giving my all for a gold medal. Don’t get me wrong, I’m rooting for them all, but I envy them because the accident happened to me, because I couldn’t be there.”

Cris put a hand on Nelson’s chin and gently looked in his direction. “I said you’re honest and don’t hide things, but I forgot to say you’re a good guy too.”

“Thanks, I guess.” Nelson tried to turn his head, but Cris didn’t let him.

“There’s nothing wrong with those feelings.” He stopped smiling. Instead, there was a strong determination in his eyes.

Nelson blushed. “How can you say that?”

“We all have dark thoughts here and there. But you didn’t say, nor do, anything wrong or bad. To anyone. Never. You did nothing wrong. You’re a good person, Nelson.”

His eyes watered and he closed them, leaning to rest his head on Cris’ chest. “Thank you for saying that.”

The manager gently wrapped his arms around him. “I’ll be there whenever you need me.”

Nelson didn’t break the hug. He stayed as they were, feeling the warmth coming from his manager. He’s so small but so reliable, he thought, listening to his heartbeat.

“I feel better,” he revealed when he stood up. He ran a hand over his face to clean the tears. Can’t believe I cried again. “Thanks for putting up with me.”

“Anytime.” Cris smiled and stood up too. “If there’s anything else you need, let me know.”

“I’ll hold you to those words.” Nelson wanted to flash a cocky smile, but when he saw what his manager was wearing, he was taken aback. “That jacket…”

Cris wore the Brazil’s Olympic delegation’s jacket. However, with the zipper up to the top and only his bare legs appearing, it looked as if he wore nothing else.

He lowered his eyes to his clothes. When he looked back at Nelson, he had a sly smile. He turned around to show his clothes from every side “It looks good on me, don’t you think?”

“I, ah…” Nelson had no words. He blushed, cleared his throat and averted his eyes a few times. “Are you wearing something under that?

“Are you interested?” Cris’ smile became even more mischievous as he walked closer, leaning his body forward. He placed a hand on the hem of the jacket. “If you are interested in what I’m wearing underneath this, I can show it to you.”

“I, ah…” Nelson blushed. Though he tried, it was hard to take his eyes off his manager.

Cris lifted the hem a little. It wasn’t enough to reveal if he wore something underneath, but it was enough to make Nelson’s breathing deep and his face even redder.

“Or better yet…” He let go of the hem and took Nelson’s hands, bringing it to the zipper near his neck. “If you’re interested, you can check for yourself.”

Nelson’s fingers froze. He looked between the manager and the zipper. Before he could stop himself, his hands moved down. Slowly, and under Cris’ sly smile, he pulled the zipper all the way down.


Chapter 16

Even though he couldn’t pull the zipper down anymore, Nelson didn’t let go of it. After a long time, he looked up at Cris’ teasing smile. With difficulty, he opened his stiff fingers, released the zipper and took a step back.

Before he could find out if his manager wore something underneath the jacket or not, Cris held the top and the bottom, his cheeks red.

“Are you ready?” he asked in a timid voice.

Nelson gulped and remained still. He had no idea what to think, but he couldn’t take his eyes off his manager. He looks so cute! Is he really a guy? How can a guy be so cute!?

Fidgeting, Cris seemed more embarrassed than him. He averted his gaze, looking at Nelson through the corner of his eyes, blushing even more. “Even for me, this is embarrassing.”

Nelson was unable to say a word. He didn’t notice, but he held his breath as he waited for his manager to reveal what was underneath the jacket.

“Here goes…” With his hands trembling, Cris closed his eyes, looked away and opened his jacket in one move.

Nelson had no idea why, but he closed his eyes, taking shallow and fast breaths when he needed air. He didn’t open them, but the curiosity was eating him from the inside. Seconds later, he opened his eyes just enough to sneak a peek at his manager.

Underneath the yellow and green jacket with Brazil’s flag, Cris wore a dark blue female swimsuit. “You thought I was naked but I’m not!”

Cris laughed as Nelson showed many expressions. First, he had no reaction. Then he dropped his jaw. Next, he moved his hand in the air and closed and opened his mouth several times, struggling to find words. Then his lips moved as if he spoke, but nothing came out. In the end, he covered his face with both hands and laughed.

“You tricked me!” His voice echoed over the indoor pool.

“I didn’t. I never said I was naked or anything. You were the one interested in what was underneath my jacket.”

It took a while for them to stop laughing. Nelson bent his body and tried to recover his breath. “Ouch. My belly hurt from laughing so much. Thanks, I needed a good laugh.”

“You’re welcome!” Cris beamed.

After he recovered, Nelson observed his manager from head to toe, and couldn’t help but blush when he noticed the bulge between the legs. He’s really a guy. A cute guy.

“What’s up with that swimsuit?” he asked to break the silence. Cris had noticed his stare, he could tell by the smug smile. “I think I’ve seen it, but I don’t know where. I mean, it’s not for pros.”

“This?” Smiling, Cris spun a few times so Nelson could see both sides. He even lifted the hem of the jacket to make sure he saw his cute and firm butt. “It’s a Japanese school swimsuit. It’s cute, right?”

“A Japanese school swimsuit?” Nelson stared at him for a long time. “Why in the world do you have something like that?”

“Mari gave it to me. I’d bought one to work with you, but that swimsuit was… Let’s just say a little too stimulating for most people,” he answered with a mischievous smile.

I think this one’s stimulating enough, Nelson thought, not looking at him directly. “What kind of swimsuit did you buy?” he voiced what was in his mind before he could stop.

“You seem so interested in me in a swimsuit. That makes me happy,” Cris said, putting his hand behind his back and getting closer to Nelson, who blushed a little more. “The other swimsuit was almost inappropriate for the workplace. Almost. But maybe one day you might see me wearing it. If you’re lucky.”

“I don’t know what to say.” He looked away. It was too hard to look without getting stimulated.

“Seeing your reaction was worth getting this swimsuit,” Cris said, backing away, the smile never leaving his lips. He took off his jacket and stretched his arms. “Give me your phone, wallet, and keys.”

Nelson took everything out of his pocket without a second thought. But he stopped before handing them over, narrowing his eyes. “What for?”

“Do you trust me?” Cris turned his palm. After a second, Nelson handed everything to him. “Thanks for trusting me.”

Cris wrapped the phone, wallet, and keys with his jacket and put it on the floor. Then he turned with a grin, walking around Nelson.

“W-what?” he stuttered under Cris’ grin, never taking his eyes off his manager. He might not have known him for long, but Nelso knew enough to sense that face was planning something.

“Don’t you remember one of my jobs is cheering you up?”

“Yeah…”

Before Nelson could do anything, Cris pushed him with both hands.

Everything moved in slow motion. First, he lost his balance. Then he realized he was falling in the pool. When he turned back and saw his manager’s smug smile, he tried to catch his arm and drag him too.

Cris was too fast. Before Nelson could get ahold of him, he pulled his arm out of reach. Then there was nothing he could do except fall into the pool while staring at the grin of the cute boy dressed in a girl’s swimsuit.

He rose his head above the water, breathing and clearing the water from his eyes. “Why you did th—”

Before he finished, Cris took a few steps back, ran, and jumped in the pool too. Out of reflex, Nelson covered his face when the water splashed.

“Maybe you wanted to make a big deal and all since it’s your first time in the pool after so long, but…” Cris blushed, placed a hand on his cheek and turned his head, pretending to be embarrassed. “I couldn’t wait and decided to steal your first time for me.”

“You’re an idiot, you know that?” Nelson’s lips curled into a smile as he went after Cris, but the manager swam away, their laughter echoing inside the gym.

***

“That was awesome,” Nelson said after they got out of the pool half an hour later.

“You’re welcome!” Cris exclaimed with a bright smile.

“Yes, yes. You do deserve praises.” He couldn’t help but smile as he ran a hand over his hair to take out the excess water. “I miss competing and all but just fooling around in the water like this feels good. I don’t remember the last time I did that. Maybe when I was a kid.”

“I’m an awesome manager, am I right?” Even as he trembled, his grin became wider.

“Yes, you are.” Nelson picked up his jacket. “Let’s get out of these wet clothes before you catch a cold.”

Cris’ smile turned sly at once. “I like where this is going.”

Nelson chuckled and shook his head as he walked towards the locker room. “You’re just like your cousin.”

“Urgh, I don’t know if that’s a compliment or not.”

“I’ll leave that up to you. Do you have the key?” Nelson asked when he tried opening the door.

Cris pulled a key from one of the pockets of his jacket and unlocked the door. He got two towels from the first locker and handed him one.

“Is this okay? I mean, it’s for the staff and all,” Nelson said, looking at the towel without taking it.

“No problem. And we are staff, technically. At least I am. And even if I wasn’t, I do have some connections.”

Nelson accepted the towel with hesitation.

“It’s washed, if that’s what you’re wondering. We make sure all the towels are clean and fresh,” Cris said in a proud voice.

“I wasn’t, but glad to hear that.”

As Nelson dried his hair and body, he couldn’t help but watch Cris dry himself. I didn’t notice before, but that swimsuit is tight. It enhances his slim body too much. And the fabric is digging into his skin.

Cris moved the towel carefully over his long black hair, but there were still some wet spots. A few drops of water fell and slowly traced the outline of his neck.
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Nelson couldn’t take his eyes off him as he watched the drops slide down and become absorbed by the swimsuit. His gaze didn’t stop when the water disappeared going down. As Cris dried his legs, he couldn’t take his eyes off them. He has nice legs. I mean, they’re slim and firm… His heart thumped louder.

When he realized what he was thinking and doing, Nelson blushed and turned around, focusing on drying himself. Cris is a guy, he had to remind himself. He’s a guy. No matter how cute and sexy he looks, he still has one down there, just like me.

How can a guy be so cute!? How can a guy make me think he’s sexy!?

Nelson tried to keep his mind empty. Despite his efforts, he couldn’t stop stealing glances at his manager drying his slim body with the tight swimsuit digging in.

To his bad luck, Cris finally noticed. He placed the towel around his neck and walked closer. “Are you, by any chance, watching me dry myself?” he asked in a playful tone.

Nelson became an alarming shade of red. “No. I, I…”

“You’re making this hard,” Cris said, sliding a finger down his naked chest. “I promised myself I wouldn’t tease you, but you’re making it hard. You’re making me hard.”

His hand went further down.

When Nelson looked down, he noticed a bulge in his trunks. He widened his eyes, but before he could hide it with the towel, Cris got there first.

“There’s no need to be embarrassed. It’s a perfectly natural reaction boys have. I have it too,” he said, undoing his belt. “That reminds me, you never said what you want for a reward.”

“R-reward?” Nelson gulped, paralyzed. He didn’t know what to do. Even so, his pants only became tighter. “Reward for what?”

“You won our bet yesterday. Did you forget?” he said, pulling down Nelson’s pants and underwear. “You still haven’t claimed your reward.”

His member was hard and up, inches away from Cris’ hand.

“S-shouldn’t I be the one choosing it?”

“It seems your friend has already chosen.” Cris touched it lightly, smiling when Nelson’s whole body quivered.

He made sure to keep looking into his manager’s eyes. He couldn’t do anything other than that. He couldn’t even talk.

“Last time I couldn’t do anything because we were at the hospital. But there’s no way I can let a delicious boner go by again without taking care of it,” he whispered in a sweet and seductive voice. “If you don’t want me to do it, you can push me away, because I can’t resist a lovely hard dick like this.”

Nelson remained as he was. Cris flashed a sly smile before getting down on his knees.


Chapter 17

I can’t believe I finally sucked Nelson, Cris thought the moment he closed the door of his bedroom.

Up until that moment, he could only smile, his head in complete bliss as he made his way back home. But as the joy faded, the guilt filled him. I shouldn’t have done that. I’d promised myself I’d stop tempting him. But it was so good. I can still taste him.

Argh, damn it! I can’t be thinking of him and his dick or I won’t be able to sleep!

Shaking his head to dismiss the memories, Cris took a cold shower. After he put on his pajamas, he laid on his bed, trying to keep his mind blank and away from what happened in the locker room less than half an hour ago. However, he couldn’t. Instead, he smiled nonstop, rolling around the bed while hugging his pillow.

He looked so cute when he realized I was serious. He couldn’t believe what was happening, even when I got down on my knees. And since he barely managed to form a sentence before, during and after, I know he loved it.

I told him my mouth was unbelievable and unforgettable, but to think he’d feel so good that he’d hold my head without realizing. A guy does that only when he loses himself and can’t resist me. Normally guys come back for more. I hope he’s like the others in this area.

Ah, damn it! Cris shook his head again. Nelson isn’t like the others. It was only this time, he told himself. I can’t tempt him with oral again. It’s gonna get in the way of his practice, of his dream. That’s the last thing I want. From now on, I’ll be his friend and manager and stop with the sex jokes.

But if he asks me for more oral, well, I can’t deny. I mean, if he wants my mouth again, it might even help him relax. Yes, I’ll help him relax whenever he needs. If he wants, I mean.

What kind of face will he make when we see each other tomorrow? I’ll bet he’s gonna get all red and unable to speak properly. If I mention anything about it, he’s gonna get even more embarrassed. He won’t say anything, but in his mind, he’ll be thinking only about me.

The idea put a smile on Cris’ face, but it soon faded. Even though it’s fun to tease him, and I like the idea of him thinking about me, I don’t want to get in the way. He’s just about to make his comeback to the pools. He should be focusing on swimming, not his gay manager.

Cris exhaled and waited four seconds. Then he breathed deep and held it in for another four seconds. He repeated until he had calmed down. Who was the one who taught me this trick? I bet it was a swimmer I hooked up with, he thought, smiling.

Ok! From now on, I’ll be the best manager I can be, like no one ever was! With his determination firm, he picked up his phone. What was that thing dad was talking about the other night? Scrum method or something?

After researching it online, he had some notion of the topic. I wonder if I can apply this for Nelson’s case. Would it help him a little?

Doesn’t hurt to try, Cris told himself before sending a few texts to his family who worked in the medical department. After he was done, he put his phone down, ready to sleep.

However, after tossing around and finding a comfortable position, there was a part of him that couldn’t forget the taste of Nelson in his mouth.

Before he tried the breathing method again, his phone rang and vibrated on the nightstand. Cris knew who was calling even before he picked up. At that time, it could only be one person. With a sigh, he reached out for the device. I knew it.

“Hey, little cousin,” Mari said in her usual energetic tone.

“Hey.” Cris did his best to keep his feelings out of his voice. I already know what she’ll say if she finds out.

“What’s wrong, Cristiano? You sound tired. I wonder what you did after you got my swimsuit and went to cheer Nelson up that made you so tired?” Mari hummed loudly enough for him to hear over the phone.

Calm down. Even though she just called me by my full name, there’s no way she knows I sucked Nelson. He covered the phone and took a deep breath before answering.

“We just swam a little. Even if it wasn’t his comeback, he seemed happy in the water. It was fun.” Cris smiled when he remembered Nelson’s face as he chased him. He belongs in a pool.

“Oh, really? You two only swam a little? So, after an interview that touched sensitive topics which made him cry, you only took him for a little swim to cheer him up?”

“Yes,” he said after a second of silence. His voice was stiffer than he would have liked.

She’s gonna notice something. She always does. If the last thing he wanted was to get in the way of Nelson’s dream, the second thing was for his cousin to find out what had happened between them. I love her, but she’ll only add fuel to the fire.

“Hmm. That’s strange. Very strange indeed.”

Mari’s voice seemed too forced. Like she knows something and is waiting for me to slip. Cris doubled his attention to make sure he didn’t say too much.

“I just saw Nelson a little while back and he looked… Well, I’m no expert, but I swear that was the face of a straight guy who just had sex with another guy. And by the way he was walking, it looked like he just had something he’s not familiar with in his butt. Did you decide to become the top for the first—”

“We didn’t get that far!” Cris couldn’t keep his mouth shut. The next second, he closed his eyes in regret. Shit! I fell for that again.

“Oh? So, you didn’t get that far, huh?” Mari kept her forced voice. He could tell she was too eager for information and barely holding back. “So, what did you do to cheer up your swimmer after such a heartfelt interview that made him walk around with a face like that? Besides swimming a little, I mean.”

I have to tell her, Cris knew at once, rubbing his face. If he didn’t tell her, he knew Mari would persist until he blabbed. If he somehow managed to keep his mouth shut, something he had never been able to do since they were kids, she would become more and more curious. To satisfy that curiosity, she wouldn’t hesitate to go to the only other person who knew what had happened.

I can’t let her bother Nelson. Imagine how he’d react if my cousin, someone he just met, asked about ‘the thing’ that happened between us. Knowing him, he’d cave and tell Mari everything, then he’d die of embarrassment.

With his shoulders dropped and a sigh of defeat, Cris told Mari all that had happened between them after the interview.

“Little cousin, I know you don’t want me saying it again, but I think you’re falling for him,” Mari said, all the excitement gone.

For some reason, Cris thought that was worse than if she had just teased him like usual. “You know that’s not it.”

“I know you like getting on your knees and all, but I know you wouldn’t worry so much if you weren’t falling for him. You always went through a lot to help your swimmers, but this time, you care for him.”

“I…” He tried, but he couldn’t think of anything to say.

“Cris, I’ll say this again. It’s okay for you to fall in love again. Even if it’s another swimmer,” she said in a gentle voice. “There’s nothing wrong. If it doesn’t affect his performance, your dad won’t complain. You know that.”

Even after they had said goodbye, her cousin’s words were stuck in his head. I know it’s okay to fall in love with a swimmer again, but I… Nelson…

He closed his eyes and thought of all the time they had spent together. It was hard to find a memory that didn’t make him smile or his heart thump faster. When Cris realized the meaning, his face became red, and he couldn’t stop smiling.

I’m not falling for Nelson. I already have.


Chapter 18

I can’t believe something like that happened, Nelson thought as he closed the door of his bedroom.

After he parted ways with Cris, he didn’t remember walking from the indoor pool to the boys’ dormitory. Before he knew it, he was in his bedroom. He did his best to keep his head empty, but it was impossible. No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop reliving that moment.

Just the memory of Cris’ sly gaze and getting on his knees before putting Nelson’s manhood in his mouth was enough to make him blush and his member rise again. Stop thinking about it! Just because it felt good, so good. It was amazing. It doesn’t even compare to that one time with my ex.

Argh, damn it! How can a guy pleasure another dude so well? Cris wasn’t lying when he said I’d never forget his mouth!

Aaahh! Stop thinking about that! Nelson shook his head and messed his hair at the same time. How the hell can I face him now? How the hell can I look him in the eyes when every time I think of him, I can only see him down on his knees with my dick in his mouth.

Stop remembering, damn it! I’ll get a boner again!

And he’s not here to take care of it again!

Argh, what the hell am I thinking?

With more force than necessary, Nelson went to the bathroom, took off his clothes, threw them in the dirty laundry basket and had a cold shower. Even the water wasn’t enough to make his mind stop picturing his manager in the tight blue swimsuit getting down on his knees. Damn. I can’t stop thinking about it.

However, what bothered him was the fact he wanted it again. The idea put a tiny and reluctant smile on his lips. Like he said, I can’t forget him and his skill.

Rubbing his face, Nelson shook his head and exhaled until there was no air left in his lungs. He held it for four seconds and then breathed deep, holding it in for four more seconds. He repeated the breathing method until his mind was clear.

Even though I want him to do that again, I’m not gay.

But I have to admit, Cris is cute and cool. For a guy, I mean. But tonight, he was sexy. Is it okay for a guy to say that another guy was sexy?

When I watched him dry himself in that tight swimsuit, I lost control. Doesn’t that mean I’m attracted to him?

He did make my heartbeat faster a couple times, but it’s not fair. He’s not fair. I mean, how can a guy be cute like a girl and have a cool guy side at the same time? Isn’t that cheating too much?

But that’s not the only thing. Even though we just met, Cris has been by my side when I needed someone the most. He’s a good manager and an even better friend.

Or maybe he’s more than that. Do I want anything else from him? I just want another… for him to do that again, or I want more?

Do I want to kiss him?

Nelson stopped to consider. After a long time, he still had no answer. I’m still attracted to girls. And I can’t imagine letting any other guy beside Cris do that to me. But even so, when I think about him…

I can’t stop thinking about him bending his knees and… Argh! Stop remembering that!

He laid on his bed, naked. How I feel about him or if I want more doesn’t matter right now. I can’t lose my concentration because of his mouth. Even though it felt too good.

Argh, stop it, Nelson! You just recovered from a major injury no one thought you would. A miracle, damn it! You need to focus on recovering and start practicing again as soon as possible!

No matter how much he wanted to, Nelson couldn’t fall asleep. His mind was too full for that. After tossing around for half an hour, he gave up sleeping, put on his workout clothes, stretched and went for a light jog in the night.

Despite moving his body, helping clear his head, his manager and his smile kept pushing their way into his mind. I have no idea how to face him now, but there’s no way I wanna avoid him.

After a few laps, he headed back. After another cold shower, his phone rang. Is it Cris? Nelson picked it up right away, but when he saw who was calling, his shoulders dropped. “Hey, Marcelo. Do you know what time it is?”

“Is that how you greet your best friend?” The voice on the other side was full of energy, the complete opposite of him.

“Sorry. It’s been a long day.”

“Yeah, I know. Congratulations.”

Nelson widened his eyes and sat up. What’s he talking about? Does he know about me and Cris? There’s no way.

“C-congratulations for what?” He sounded more nervous than he would have liked.

“For what? Your complete recovery, you idiot. We wanted to throw you another party, but the club found out about the last one.”

Oh yeah. So much happened I forgot about that. The thought made him smile. He’s an idiot but a great friend. I wonder what he’d say if I told him about Cris? But even I have no idea how to start explaining what’s happening between us.

“Hey, man, listen. I saw the interview.” Marcelo’s voice dropped all enthusiasm.

Oh, yeah. There was that too, Nelson thought with a bitter smile. After everything, I completely forgot. Guess Cris can say he did his job.

“I can’t say I know what you went through, but I can tell you it’s all in the past now. I can’t imagine how hard it was, but right now, you can stop looking back. You can look forward, to your dream. To our dream of competing together in the next Olympics. We both failed this time, but there’s always next time.”

Nelson felt deeply grateful for his stupid and dear best friend. Before he noticed, he was smiling. “Thanks, man. I needed to hear that.”

“Any time.” Marcelo’s voice was back to its usual enthusiasm. “I just hope you don’t get depressed when I beat you in Rio.”

Nelson let out a snort loud enough for his friend to hear. “I thought the higher-ups forbade the party, and yet you’re so drunk you’re spouting nonsense.”

“At least I see your sense of humor hasn’t been affected. It still sucks,” Marcelo replied before they said goodbye.

After everything, there’re a lot of people supporting me. I won’t let them down, Nelson thought, lying down on the bed again. For them and for me. Even for Cris. He’s been helping me out too much.

Even if he had no idea what kind of face he would make when he saw his manager the next morning, even if he was having strange feelings for that cute and cool boy who looked like a girl, there was one thing Nelson was sure of. The last thing he wanted was to avoid Cris.

No matter what happened, he’s my manager and friend. Even if it’s awkward, I wanna see him again. I wanna talk to him again. Even if that happened.

Wait, tomorrow’s Sunday. There’s no practice, appointment, exam or anything. It means that we won’t see each other.

Nelson covered his face with both hands. I wanna see Cris, he admitted to himself, his heart thumping louder.


Chapter 19

Nelson still had no idea what kind of face he would make when he saw Cris after everything. Even so, despite only knowing each other for a few days, it was strange to not hear his manager’s voice first thing in the morning. Yesterday he called me and before that he came all the way here. And both times, he managed to make everything better.

Damn it. How am I supposed to face him now?

Even though it was Sunday, the alarm woke Nelson at the same time. He went for his morning jog as usual, but he brought his phone with him, checking the screen every few minutes.

It’s not like I’m expecting him to call or anything, he told himself. I mean, even if he’s my manager, while I’m not in any major competition, he doesn’t have to work on weekends. There’s no reason for him to call me. It’s not like we’re more than just friends.

Nelson shook his head to dismiss the idea and picked up his pace a little.

After a few laps, he headed back to the boys’ dormitory, took a shower and went to the cafeteria. Now that he thought about it, he hadn’t eaten anything since the interview yesterday. However, he couldn’t concentrate on the food. He kept looking around, hoping to find the familiar face which helped him so much over the past few days.

“Good morning, Nelson.” A cute voice full of energy called his name.

He smiled and held his breath for a moment. It didn’t matter if it was awkward or not, he wanted to see Cris. He wanted to talk to him, to have fun with him, to work with him. He wanted to aim for the top with his manager by his side. After what felt too long, he turned his head in the voice’s direction.

Cris had a bright smile as he waved with one hand and balanced the tray with his breakfast in the other.

“M-morning.” Nelson stuttered, blushed and waved his hand awkwardly.

Cris laughed as he sat across the table, his smile becoming wider. “If you keep showing me funny expressions like that, there’s no way I can stop making fun of you.”

Nelson gazed at that face for a moment before flashing a tiny smile. Even after… that thing last night, being around him is fun. “You’re right. I’ll give it a try.”

As they focused on their food, neither said anything. Despite the silence, it wasn’t awkward. With the relief of knowing things were okay between them, Nelson realized how starved he was and took generous bites.

“About yesterday…”

The moment Cris spoke, it all happened at once. Nelson blushed, choked on his food, widened his eyes and knocked over his glass, spilling his milk all over the table. The manager didn’t even try to hide his enjoyment, laughing again as he helped clean the drink with the napkins.

“I told you there’s no need to make a big deal. Unless you like making me laugh. In that case, thanks,” he said, his grin bigger.

Cris picked up another paper napkin and reached out to wipe away a bit of food from Nelson’s chin. His cheeks became redder, but he kept quiet and averted his eyes, letting him do as he pleased.

“And when I mentioned yesterday, I wasn’t talking about our little fun inside the locker room. That is, unless you want it again. In that case, just tell me where and when.”

Nelson choked on his food again. After he recovered, he looked around to make sure no one was listening. That attitude only made Cris laugh more. I shouldn’t drop my guard around him. He’s picking the moment I’m eating to mention what happened, he thought, drinking what was left of his milk to clear his throat.

“Glad you’re having fun. Too bad it’s at my expense,” he said in a hoarse voice.

“It’s not my fault,” Cris said, shaking his head. “You’re the one who keeps acting like I did something too lewd to mention.”

“And what would you call that?” Nelson dropped his voice on the last word, his cheeks red again.

“A little fun between guys. All I did was give you a reward for your complete recovery and our bet. That’s all.” He flashed a big smile that was hard for Nelson to continue being mad at, then he changed his expression, as if hurt. “Or are you saying you didn’t like it?”

Nelson looked down at his food at the same time. “I didn’t dislike it. It was amazing,” he mumbled without raising his eyes. But the curiosity was too much, and he sneaked a peek at his manager.

Cris was beaming, then he folded his arms and nodded with a smug. “As expected, of course. There’s no way a guy would say I’m bad at ora—”

“Not so loud!” Nelson whispered in a hushed voice, reaching out his hands to stop his manager.

Under his fingers, he could tell his attitude only made Cris’ smile grow even more. As he looked around again to make sure no one was paying attention to them, his manager licked the hand covering his mouth. He pulled his hands back right away, his face an alarming shade of red.

“Will you stop embarrassing me?” he begged in the same hushed whisper.

“Zero chance,” Cris said with a genuine smile. “You’re the one who should try to stop those adorable funny reactions. But I doubt I’ll stop teasing you, even then.”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but gave up midway under that smile. Instead, he let out a sigh of defeat and shook his head. The morning has barely begun and I’m already exhausted, he thought, trying to focus on the rest of his meal. And I don’t hate the feeling.

“Fine. I’ll try to do that,” he said in a tired voice.

“You know it’s not my fault, right? You should learn to listen until the end, young man.” Nelson looked in disbelief at Cris’ fake innocent expression. “As I was saying about yesterday, the staff has decided to apply something new to your recovery program.”

That piqued Nelson’s interest and pushed the embarrassing mood aside. Suddenly the Cris who enjoyed making fun of him was gone, replaced by Cris, the manager.

“Apply what?”

“Have you heard of Scrum?” The swimmer shook his head. “It’s sort like a system to optimize a team or a project to accomplish more under the same time or even less.”

“Okay, and what’s that got to do with me?” Nelson asked. “I don’t get it.”

“You’re so impatient, young man. I’m getting to that. Yesterday I created a group chat with everyone who’s working with you. Every morning they’ll say what they have planned for you and will inform the other how you reacted to the day’s treatment. This way, they can make a more interactive recovery program.”

“That sounds interesting. There were times when I exercised the same region twice in a day when it wasn’t necessary.”

“I have no idea if it’ll be of any help, but right now, we need to try anything to speed up your recovery. Even if it’s just a day, it can make a difference for you.”

Nelson could only admire him.

Cris, who had a girly face and could be both cool and cute at the same time, who could both show a sly smile and became serious, was thinking of him so much.

Nelson’s heart thumped a little louder. He ignored it.

“I’d have never thought about that scrum thing.”

Cris smiled a genuine, gentle, and full of warmth smile. “It’s my job as your manager and friend.”

Only as friend and manager?

“What do you have planned for today?” he changed the topic suddenly.

Nelson thought about it for a second. “Nothing much. I hadn’t planned anything. Maybe a little workout and then…”

Cris brought a finger to Nelson’s lips, flashing his mischievous smile.

“How about going with me to an interesting place and have some fun?”

Nelson became cautious with those words. Despite that, he was interested. No matter the situation, even if it was something embarrassing, everything was more fun with Cris.

With his finger still on his lips, he nodded.


Chapter 20

“I had no idea,” Nelson said, raising his head to see the tallest attraction.

“No way. How can anyone not know about this park?” Cris smiled at his reaction.

“I knew about it, but I had no idea it belonged to your family. How rich are you?” he asked, lowering his voice.

“I’m not answering that.” Cris laughed. “I think it was my uncle who suggested the park. Something about bringing a different kind of revenue to the family and expanding the business.”

“How would anyone in the sports business think of this?”

“We made a few wave pools to train the open water athletes, but it was open to the public on weekends. People really liked it and one thing led to another and here we are.”

Nelson turned to the water park again. Even from the parking lot, they could see many waterslides, some so tall he had to raise his neck to see the top, others so long they crossed the entire park. That’s an awesome way to go to the other side of the park in one go. Ah, man, it’s been ages since I came here, he thought with a smile. But then he stopped.

“Aren’t the tickets kinda expensive?” I’ve been out of the pools for a long time. I can’t exactly go around spending this kind of money. But we came all the way here and I do wanna have fun with him. He lowered his head, thinking about his financial situation.

Cris walked ahead and stopped before the swimmer, smiling. “I’m the one who invited you today. It’s my treat.”

Nelson was ready to protest but flashed a tiny smile instead. No matter what I say, he won’t listen to me.

“Fine. I’ll allow you to treat me,” he said, raising his chin with a pompous expression. “You better appreciate this.”

“That VIP air doesn’t fit you at all.” Cris laughed and elbowed him on the belly playfully.

Nelson grinned as he stopped his elbow. “But I am a VIP. I’m the future of Brazil’s swimming.”

“You mean former,” he replied with a mischievous smile.

“Ouch. Right where it hurts.” Nelson placed both hands over his heart.

As they bantered each other, they walked to the ticket office.

“It feels like we’re dating.” The instant he realized what he had said, Nelson blushed and averted his eyes. “Eh, I mean, we went to the movies and the game center. Now you take me to the water park and you’re even paying.”

“I don’t see anything wrong with that,” Cris mumbled, his cheeks red as he smiled and twirled a lock of his long black hair with a finger.

That sight made Nelson’s heart thump louder. He’s too cute for a guy, dammit.

“I’m not exactly paying for all this,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

Cris didn’t answer. Instead, he pulled out his wallet and showed his driver’s license to the employee at the ticket office. After the woman saw his name, she checked on the computer. A moment later, she handed two tickets and three keys to him.

“See? Not exactly paying,” he said, showing the tickets.

Nelson accepted his with a smile. “I’ll be honest, that was cool. You’re the VIP here.”

“I guess.” Despite trying to act humble, his smug smile gave him away.

“What’s up with the keys?”

“Another privilege that comes with the name,” he said, his smile saying he wouldn’t spoil the surprise.

Nelson chuckled and followed him. As they passed through the gate, he couldn’t help but look in every direction. The view was different from the parking lot. Besides the water slides, he could see the waterfalls, wave pools, the long pool that circled the park, the soap football field, and many other attractions.

“It’s been ages since I’ve been here.” Nelson grinned like a kid. “It’s completely different from last time.”

“I could’ve sworn most athletes from our club came here once a month.”

“Why?”

“You can use this place for free once a month. It’s in all athletes’ contracts,” Cris said when Nelson tilted his head.

“Is it?” He tried, but he didn’t remember reading anything like that.

“I’m not surprised at how dense you lot can be when it doesn’t involve competitions.” He sighed and shook his head exaggeratedly. When a few people passed by them laughing, he smiled and pulled Nelson by the hand. “Let’s go!”

Instead of going to the men’s side of the huge changing room near the entrance, Cris led him to a smaller structure. Though he hesitated when he saw the authorized personnel only sign on the door, Cris barely batted an eye at it, unlocking the door with one of the keys.

“Is this okay?” Nelson asked, glancing at the sign. “Won’t we get in trouble for this?”

“You worry too much. Just so you know, there’re few people more authorized than me here today.” His expression was like an adult teaching something obvious to a child.

“And you like to show off,” Nelson muttered. Despite that, he smiled.

“Well, I have to use my name sometime, right? What better moment than to cheer you up?”

At the sight of Cris’ genuine smile, Nelson blushed and looked away, thankful his manager hadn’t noticed. They entered, chose two lockers, and began changing into their swimsuits.

“Hey, why couldn’t we use the normal changing room? I don’t see why we had to use this one.”

“There’re two reasons. The main one is that it’d be bothersome wearing this in the men’s changing room,” Cris said casually.

Nelson had finished changing but froze the moment he realized there was something in his manager’s voice. He turned around slowly, widening his eyes when he saw the now familiar blue Japanese school swimsuit.

“Why are you wearing that?” he asked in a hushed whisper, trying to keep his mind empty and stop the memories attached to that swimsuit.

Cris bent over laughing. “‘Cause I like to watch your reaction when they see a cute guy wearing a girl’s swimsuit!”

After what happened yesterday, he wears that in front of me? Now I can’t stop thinking about him and his mouth sucking my… Just the thought was enough to stir him. He shook his head, trying to dismiss the memory. Damn it! He knew I’d react like this! Suddenly, he had a hunch but had to confirm.

“Is the second reason we’re changing here because you wanted to watch my reaction?”

“Yes!” Cris answered with a shameless grin. “It’s so fun, I can’t stop teasing you.”

Blushing, with his heart beating faster, and his trunks tightening, Nelson averted his eyes. “Glad making fun of me entertains you.”

“Oh, c’mon. Don’t be like that.” He got closer, still smiling. “I went through all the trouble of coming up with a way to take your mind off everything. Don’t I deserve a tiny treat here and there?”

“Here and there? You’ve been making fun of me ever since we met,” Nelson complained, his face becoming even redder. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “You know what? Forget it. Let’s go take my mind off everything.” Especially that swimsuit.

With a huge and satisfied smile, Cris followed the swimmer out of the changing room. “What first?”

“How about the wave pool?” Nelson suggested in a casual voice.

“Rejected,” Cris said at once. “You just wanna swim and sneak in some training.”

“You figured that out so fast.” He flashed a wry smile.

“I’d suggest the anaconda, but since I want the couple’s floater, you might not want to.”

“Why?”

“‘Cause I usually have an ulterior motive for that ride. I like to sit on the back and hug a hot guy. But you’d feel me poking you down there, so it might be hard. Literally,” Cris said with a serious expression, as if there was nothing wrong with what he was saying.

“Might be hard? It’s rejected!” Nelson screamed, getting many laughs from his manager. He ignored the stares they were attracting and turned around. “Let’s go to the stream pool first!”

***

After enjoying almost every attraction the park had to offer, they were exhausted. Nelson suggested the wave pool once again.

Cris only accepted after he made him promise he wouldn’t sneak in any practice.

“Today was so fun,” he said as they relaxed in the pool. The manmade waves came and went, making the floater go up and down without leaving its place.

“Yeah, I have to agree,” Nelson said, using his hand to spin the floater around languidly. “Can’t believe I never knew I can come here for free once a month. Whenever I don’t have a competition, I’m coming here for sure.”

“Remember to invite me.”

“It’s a date.”

He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, his mind drifting into sleep.

“Hey,” Cris’ voice came from somewhere far away.

Nelson tried to force himself to open his eyes, but it was too much effort. “What?”

“When we went on the water slide, did you get a boner too? I mean, hugging me from behind and all…”

When Nelson realized what his manager was asking, he opened his eyes and sat up on the floater, completely awake. “Do you really enjoy making fun of me that much?”

“I’m not! I felt something poking my butt at the time, so I was just wondering,” he said, pretending his question was just out of curiosity.

Behind that innocent expression, Nelson knew Cris was suppressing his mischievous smile. He reached out for his floater and turned it over.

Cris sunk into the water, but when he resurfaced, he was grinning.

“Why did you do that? Are you that afraid of finding out if you got a boner while hugging a guy dressed in a girl’s swimsuit? There’s nothing wrong with it. Especially when the guy is someone as cute as me, you know?”

Nelson stared at him for a second. Instead of a reply, he jumped in the water, grabbed Cris’ floater and swum away with both.

“Wait, give it back! I don’t like this pool. It’s too deep and my feet don’t touch the ground!”

Nelson ignored him. Even while holding onto both floaters, Cris didn’t catch up with him, laughing at his manager’s pleas. He only stopped when he heard the sound system.

“Dear guests, the park will be closing in half hour. Please, make sure you do not forget your possessions,” a female voice said twice.

“Guess we should get going.” Nelson pushed the floater to the owner, who looked relieved to have it back.

After he was back on the floater, Cris pointed to himself. “Guess again. I’m not a regular guest.”

Nelson smiled when he understood. “Aren’t you abusing your VIP power too much?”

“You’re loving it. Few people wouldn’t like being a VIP for a day.”

Before Nelson could reply, the waves became weaker and weaker until they stopped completely. If not for the downward slope bottom, the wave pool would be just like any other regular pool.

“Isn’t this like they’re throwing us out?” he said, watching as most people left the pool.

“Yeah. But it must be done.” Cris closed his eyes and enjoyed the last bit of sun still on the horizon. “I’m not in the mood to leave just yet though.”

Nelson looked around. A family left the water, and they were the last people in the pool. “How long is this pool?”

“I have no idea. I remember uncle saying something about wanting to train regular swimmers here, but I think grandma shot down the idea.”

“Hmm, that’s interesting,” he said without paying attention. I think it’s the right size.

“No,” Cris said right away, giving him a stern look. “I know what you’re thinking and no. I won’t allow you.”

“Just one lap, please?” Nelson begged his manager. “Let me swim just once. I’m itching for a good swim. Do you know how many months it’s been? I’m dying here, man. C’mon, just once? I need the water.”

“Why are you talking like a junkie? And didn’t we just spend the entire day in the water? There’s no reason for you to be itching for a good swim.”

“Please?”

“No.”

“Not doing this would be bad for my mental health.”

“Actually, it’s the opposite.” Cris looked him in the eyes, all the usual joy gone from his face. There was only the manager now. “The gap between your current and your former self is too vast. The reality of that will crush you.”

“I’m facing that reality anyway. Why not now, when it's just the two of us? This way no one else besides you gets to see my shocked face.” Nelson swam to his side. “Please?”

Cris blushed and averted his gaze. He moved around the floater to meet his eyes.

“Fine, fine! Damn it, I’m too weak against hot guys with cute eyes,” he mumbled the last part.

“Yes! Thanks, Cris. You’re the best manager ever.” Nelson beamed at his manager, who blushed a little more.

Despite the regret on his face, he followed Nelson to the edge of the pool. He got out of the water, rummaged through their things and found his phone. He turned to the swimmer, biting his lip. After a few seconds, he sighed. “Are you ready?”

Nelson closed his eyes, taking deep breaths. When he opened them, he could only see the other side. Bending his body, he touched the edge of the pool. “I’m ready.”

“Three, two, one… Go!” Cris said and started the timer on his phone.

At the same time, Nelson jumped back in the water, swimming as fast as he could without forcing his muscles. I missed this! Just fooling around in the water is fun, but this is the best!

He went to the other side and came back.

“How was it?” he asked the moment he got his head out of the water. His breathing was irregular, but he couldn’t stop smiling.

Cris, however, didn’t look at him. He kept quiet, his eyes fixed on his cellphone.

At once, Nelson knew there was something wrong. He let out a hollow chuckle, scratching his head. “Was it that bad?”

“Remember, you just got the okay from the doctors and you’re far from your former shape. You haven’t swum in months.” Cris held his phone closer to make sure Nelson didn’t see the screen. That worried expression only made it worse. “And you still need to recover your muscles before you can swim like before.”

“It’s worse than I imagined, huh?” Nelson pretended to be cool, but the mystery was consuming him. “Oh, well. That’s expected. Just let me see.”

With a deep breath, Cris turned the phone to him.

Despite being in the water, Nelson felt his body going cold. His mind went blank as he stared at the screen. He breathed in and out slowly, trying to digest the number.

He wasn’t just slower. He was 10 times worse than his worst lap before the accident.


Chapter 21

Nelson froze when he opened the door of his room. Instead of the usual empty hallway, he saw a familiar face.

“Good morning!” Cris said in a cheerful voice before he could say anything. Despite the dark circles under his eyes, his smile matched his tone.

“Morning,” Nelson replied in a dragged voice, rubbing his face, and suppressing a yawn.

“Did you have a bad night sleep?”

“Yeah, and by the looks of it, so did you.” He locked the door and headed to the elevator with his manager by his side. “What are you doing here so early? I know you’re not jogging with me.”

“I’m here to follow you and make sure you don’t do anything stupid like running too much thinking it’d help after yesterday.” There wasn’t a single hint of shame in Cris’ voice or expression.

“There’s no way I’d do that.”

“Good, good. You were so quiet on the ride back yesterday, I was afraid you’d freak out ‘cause of that silly lap time.”

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“Then there’s no problem with me tagging along to keep an eye on you!” Cris said with another bright smile, despite his exhausted face as they waited for the elevator.

Nelson knew his manager would do something like that. There’s no way he wouldn’t worry after that. But there’s no reason to be so blunt. Despite the turmoil inside his head, the idea of Cris worrying about him made him smile. He brushed those feelings aside though. I can’t afford to waste any time. Not after yesterday.

They said nothing more as they walked out of the boy’s dormitory and headed to the park inside the club. While Cris yawned, rubbed his eyes and stole some glances at him from time to time, Nelson stretched and warmed-up like always. It took longer than it should have. He kept losing count and repeating a few warm-ups he already did over and over without noticing.

Damn it. I need to focus. After breathing deeply a couple times, he cleared his mind and was ready. Only then he realized that Cris, despite wearing workout clothes, was sitting on the bench and hadn’t warmed-up to jog at all.

“Don’t give me that look. I told you, I’m here to watch you,” he said, pointing two fingers to his eyes and then at Nelson.

“You said you came to follow me,” he said, flashing a weak smile. “How can you follow me from that bench?”

“Yes, to follow you with my eyes,” Cris said the last part with a grin. “I like this way much better.”

Nelson let out a weak chuckle and shook his head.

“Always with a quick answer.” And I appreciate that, he thought but kept that to himself. “Then, please, follow me with your eyes. Hope you don’t find it boring just sitting here. Feel free to join me anytime.”

“Thanks, but hell no. I’m not a weirdo like you athletes. Besides, watching a hot guy sweat is much more enjoyable for me.”

Nelson chuckled again. With one last warm-up, he jogged.

This feels weird, he thought after the first lap, glancing at the bench where his manager was sitting. From the moment he started, he could feel Cris’ eyes on him. I don’t know why but it feels weird when he looks at me like that. It’s not like when a friend is worried about you, or like a guy checking on me either. It’s more like… A parent making sure their kid doesn’t screw up, Nelson realized, picking up the pace a little.

Thanks for that, Cris. I appreciate it, I really do, but c’mon, it’s not like I’m a kid. Besides, why would you stop me if I ran a little more than usual? You saw my time yesterday. I didn’t stretch, warm-up or anything, but still, 10 times my worst lap!? Even after the accident, I shouldn’t be that bad. If the higher-ups hear about this, I’m screwed.

Wait. Cris could’ve already told them. He might be my friend, but he’s an employee of the club. Not to mention a member of the Prado Maranhão family. I already have to win the next municipal tournament but now with the extra pressure.

Wait, I’m being stupid. It’s still the same. The only thing that’s changed is now I know I’m much worse than I dreaded. He shook his head and cleaned the sweat off his eyes, picking up the pace a bit more.

The pressure was always there. An Olympic level athlete like me must win any local and minor tournament with ease. Anything other than that is a failure. But with a lap like that, can I win? If I had more time, maybe. But the transition to the pool will take a while. How much time do I have to prepare? Will it be enough?

If my ex and I hadn’t slept in late that day, we wouldn’t have caught that taxi and got into that accident. We had a lot of fun the previous night and because of that, my world changed.

When Nelson came to, Cris was in the middle of the tracks.

He blinked and slowed down a bit to change his direction. He would have avoided the collision if his manager hadn’t jumped and grabbed him. They fell together, rolled out of the tracks and Cris wrapped his arms around him.

“What are you doing?” Nelson complained as he tried to get rid of him.

“Apparently, getting on top. And to be honest, I don’t dislike this position,” he said in his usual carefree tone.

Nelson’s anger didn’t vanish with the joke. “Stop kidding around! You know it’s dangerous to get on the tracks like that. Are you hurt?”

“Oh, please. I’ve had rougher sex than this.” Cris stood up and patted the dust off himself.

“Good for you. But I could’ve gotten hurt,” Nelson complained, not bothering to hide the anger in his voice as he massaged his arm and stood up. “What did you do that for?”

“’Cause you were overthinking things, as usual,” he said bluntly.

“I wasn’t.”

“Stop lying. You were running instead of jogging.” Cris lost all trace of fun and amusement and became serious.

Nelson kept quiet and looked away. It was hard to keep looking at him when he knew his manager was right.

“Do you have any idea how many laps you’ve already done?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know, thirty?”

“Sixty.” Cris put a hand on Nelson’s chin and forced him to look into his eyes.

He got rid of the hand and looked away. “I can still do more.”

“Maybe, maybe not. We’ll never find out.”

“Yeah? And why is that?” Nelson looked at him with a defiant expression.

“‘Cause I won’t let you,” he said in his cheerful tone.

Before he could do anything, Cris grabbed Nelson’s arm, turned around, pressed his hips against him, and threw him over his shoulder.

Without understanding what was happening, Nelson saw the morning sky and then saw himself with his face against the grass. Before he could stand, Cris sat on his back, pressed his legs on his sides and held his arm so it hurt whenever he tried to move.

“Ouch! Stop that!” Despite the pain, he tried to get rid of his grip, but he couldn’t put any strength into his arm. How can someone so small be so strong? “Let me go!”

“Not until you calm down and listen to me,” Cris warned, twisting his arm a little more. Nelson stopped moving, taking deep breaths to withstand the pain. “Good boy.”

“Now will you get off me?” He tried, but he couldn’t keep the anger from his voice.

“No.”

Even pinned on the ground, he saw Cris’ smile. “That’s not what you promised!”

“I said I’ll let you go when you calm down and listen to me. Now, be a good boy.” Cris released some of his strength when Nelson relaxed a little. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“You’re enjoying this way too much!”

“Yeah, can’t deny that,” he chuckled. “Though I prefer the other way, I don’t dislike having a man pinned down between my legs.”

“Good for you!”

“If you want me to get off, just calm down and tell me what’s on your mind,” Cris repeated calmly.

“You already know,” Nelson mumbled, turning his face away.

“I still wanna hear it from you.”

He let out a frustrated grunt and exhaled through his nose a few times.

“Until yesterday, I thought everything would be fine if I work hard, but after yesterday…” Before he realized it, he had lost all strength in his body. “I need to make up for the time I lost whenever I can. Even if it’s only a little.”

“That’s exactly what I thought. Almost word by word.” Cris sighed and showed a gentle smile when Nelson looked at him. “You can’t make up for the time like this. If you don’t take care of yourself, you might end up ruining everything. In the worst case, for good.”

“I know, but I need to do something! I can’t just wait around without doing anything!” He couldn’t stop his tears. He pressed his face against the grass to hide them from Cris.

“Nelson, I have no idea how frustrating it must be for you.” He loosened all his strength on his arm. “Even so, I won’t let you destroy everything you’ve been fighting for,” he said in a firm voice.

With shame filling him, Nelson closed his eyes. He’s right.

“Thanks for stopping me,” he said in a muffled voice after he finished crying.

“Any time you need.” Cris lit up.

Despite his words, he didn’t get off Nelson.

“Okay, now you’ll get off me?”

“In a minute. Being on top is rare for me,” Cris said, adjusting his position. “It’s kinda nice. Gives me a feeling of power. Maybe I should try being on top one of these days.”

“Wait a minute…” When Cris adjusted his position, Nelson felt something. “That thing pressing against my back, is that what I am thinking?”

“It’s not my fault. I’m a healthy boy. Anyone would have the same reaction.” He averted his eyes as if embarrassed.

Nelson tried to move, and the manager let him this time. When he stood, Cris fell on the ground and landed on his butt, laughing.

“It’s my phone, you idiot,” he said, pulling his phone from the pocket of his shorts.

Nelson had no reaction, then he laughed and offered a hand. Cris took it and stood up with a smile.

“Where did you learn how to do that?”

“What?” Cris patted the leaves and grass off his clothes.

“Throwing me like that. Was it Judo?” Nelson cleaned the dirt off his shirt as best he could.

“Yup. Sometimes between two guys,” he bumped his indexes pretending they were swords. “Things can get rough, and a little force is required, especially to bring a guy to bed,” he mumbled the last part loud enough for Nelson to hear.

“I don’t know how to react.”

Cris laughed. “I’m kidding! You know I like it a little rough, but there are a few guys who get too rough. With Judo, I can overpower them.”

“That sounds scary.”

“What’s scary about being cute and strong?” Cris tilted his head, beaming.

“Nothing.” Nelson blushed, and he looked away, scratching his chin. “You know you sound way too narcissistic when you say stuff like that?”

“There’s nothing I can do. I can’t deny the truth.”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but only a chuckle came out. “Yeah, I can’t either.”

His smile is too cute. Before he realized what he was doing, his hand was on his manager’s cheek.

Cris looked at the hand and then at him, his face a wild shade of red as they gazed into each other’s eyes.

What the hell am I doing? Nelson’s heart thumped louder as he tried to think of an excuse.

“This,” he said, pulling a twig from Cris’ hair.

“Thanks.” He ran his hand through his long black hair to make sure there was nothing else. Even after he finished, his face was still red. “Long hair is a pain to take care of, but I like mine a lot.”

“Yeah. It’s beautiful.”

They kept quiet for a while, both averting their eyes.

“H-hey, it’s almost time for my first session and I need to eat something first,” Nelson said when the silence had gone on for too long.

“Yeah, let’s go,” Cris said in a low voice, still not meeting his eyes.

Nelson turned around but he hadn’t taken three steps when something climbed on his back. Then two arms wrapped around his neck and two legs around his waist.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m tired and sleepy. I woke early again just for you. Carry me to the cafeteria,” Cris said in a spoiled voice, burying his face in the swimmer’s back.

Nelson turned his head in disbelief. “No way. You’re heavy.”

“I’m not! I’m barely over 45 kilos,” he said defensively.

“That’s heavy for me! Especially to carry all the way to the cafeteria. Besides, didn’t you just tell me to not overdo it?”

“You’re an athlete. There’s no way the featherweight me can be considered overdoing it.”

“I’m a swimmer, not a weightlifter.”

“What you are is a really rude swimmer, you know that?” Cris put more strength into his arms. Nelson tapped him trice.

“Fine, fine, you win,” he said, putting his arms under his manager’s legs and adjusting him.

As Nelson walked, he felt a light breathing behind him. Can’t believe he fell asleep. Well, he did say he wasn’t a morning person, and yet he woke up early just for me these past few days. His heart pounded faster, and his cheeks became red again.

“I didn’t tell dad,” Cris said after a while. His voice was so low Nelson was sure he was half-sleeping.

“Tell him what?”

“About yesterday. About your lap time.”

“You didn’t?”

“No.” Cris shifted his head and rested his cheek against Nelson’s back. “I’m here to help you. Telling anyone about that wouldn’t help.”

Nelson blushed as he smiled. Glad he can’t see my face now. “Thanks.”

There was no reply. He fell asleep again.

Though it was faint, Nelson could feel Cris’ heart. Only then he realized how light his manager was. He’s so light and small. Carrying him like this, he seems so frail.

But if not for him, I’d be a mess. If not for him, I would be…

I can carry him, but he’s the one pushing me forward.

Nelson walked to the cafeteria, hearing Cris’ heart.


Chapter 22

“Are you really gonna do that?” Nelson asked, stopping the fork midway to his mouth to look at Cris.

“Yes!” he answered with a bright smile.

“Join me in my session?”

“Yep!”

“Just to keep an eye on me?”

“That’s right!”

“Even though you know a professional, one of your relatives will be there by my side all the time, so there’s no chance of me getting all worked up again?”

“The word you’re looking for is freaking out. And yes!”

“You know it’ll be boring for you?”

“Yes!”

All this time, the smile hadn’t left Cris’ face. Nelson opened his mouth to say something else but he blushed and averted his eyes instead.

“Thanks,” he mumbled, focusing on his breakfast again. Through the corner of his eye, he saw his manager’s smile growing.

“You’re welcome!” Cris exclaimed in an energetic voice, despite how tired he looked.

Those are some dark circles under his eyes, Nelson thought, the guilt stabbing him. If I hadn’t freaked out because of my lap yesterday, he wouldn’t worry and wake early today too. I rely on him too much.

“I mean it. Thanks for everything, and sorry about before,” he mumbled again, doing his best to look only at his food. But his curiosity was too much, and he was soon sneaking a peek at his manager.

Though Nelson could still see, Cris was suppressing his smile and was tilting his head with an intrigued expression.

“You’re sorry for what exactly?”

Damn it. He knows what I’m talking about, but he’s gonna make me say it anyway. “For freaking out on the tracks.”

Cris’ intrigued expression turned into a grin.

“Ah, you were talking about that? No problem at all. Just doing my job. But it’s hard to call it a job when I get to sit on top of a hot guy,” he said, his grin becoming sly.

Nelson couldn’t help but smile. No Cris, you’re not just doing your job. You’re doing much more, he wanted to say but kept quiet.

I’ve never seen a manager care so much for their athlete. It’s rare for a manager to have this much contact with them actually. Normally the relationship is restrained to informing the schedule, answer calls regarding publicity which is passed to the club, organizing the materials during competition and a few other assistant-like things.

But for me, Cris is much more than just my manager. He’s…

What is he to me?

“Yeah, I needed some tough love but there was no need to throw me down like that,” Nelson complained after a while, rubbing his back where Cris had sat. His fingers stopped where he felt a bulge, which turned out to be a smartphone and pulled his hand right away.

“Oh, no, no, no. That’s where you’re wrong, my dear athlete. That was totally necessary, not just fun.” Cris chuckled and smiled with a condescending expression. “Every time you do something stupid or go off the right path, I’ll be there to put you between my legs and be on top of you.”

“Don’t say it in the worst way possible!” Nelson said in a hushed voice, looking around to make sure no one had heard his manager.

That only made Cris laugh.

“You’re still worried about others overhearing us?” he said in the same hushed whisper to mock him. “If it’s because of your reputation, I have something to tell you.”

He leaned closer and gestured Nelson to do the same with a finger. With suspicion and another glance around, he leaned forward over his food.

“If you’re really worried about that, you shouldn’t eat so many bananas. Everyone thinks you like to put a banana in your mouth more than me,” he whispered.

Nelson leaned back in his seat right away, his face red. “This is for my body! Bananas are a great source of potassium and good for your body!”

“I completely agree with you.” Cris looked at him with mischief written all over his face. “I have a lot of bananas myself. But I don’t remember them tasting of potassium. Not even yours.”

Nelson blushed and tried to stop a nervous laugh. He failed and had to cover his mouth to muffle himself.

“You’re really like your cousin. You enjoy making people feel uncomfortable,” he added under Cris’ confused expression. That got rid of the manager’s smile.

“I’m just saying, I like to eat bananas too, just a little different from the ones you’re used to. But I never took a bite of one. Actually, I did, but it was only once. The guy became too arrogant after I started so I got annoyed.” He laughed at Nelson’s expression of disbelief. “Don’t worry. I’d never bite yours. It would be a shame to do that,” he added in a sly whisper and licking his lips.

Nelson widened his eyes and without realizing, he pressed his legs closer.

“When will you stop talking about that?” he asked in a low voice after checking if anyone was listening to their conversation again.

“Maybe when you stop reacting like this,” Cris said, not bothering to hide his grin. “Oh, c’mon. It’s not my fault. If it stops being so much fun to tease you, I might stop.”

“Yeah, well, that wasn’t something that happens every day to me. So, I can’t help but react like this.”

Cris chuckled and smiled. “Well, then there are only two ways to fix that problem, young man. The first is for you to stop thinking of me getting on my knees as something special. Just treat it like a guy helping another with his mouth. Or better yet, treat it like a manager helping his athlete.”

Nelson stared at him with a blank expression. “What’s the other option?”

Cris’ smile became sly so fast he didn’t have time to regret. “So, you’re interested in the fun option, huh? I had a hunch.”

He leaned forward, asking silently for Nelson’s ear. I’m gonna regret this, he knew. Even so, he pressed his lips, looked around and leaned closer.

“The fun option is for me to suck you dry every day until you get used to it. Then you’ll stop reacting like you’re about to do now,” Cris whispered.

Nelson leaned back on his seat so fast he almost fell backwards. He rubbed his ear, still feeling the warmth of Cris’ breath. Before he could stop himself, the memories of that night, of what happened in the locker room, came back. His face became red and the blood flowed to between his legs.

“I take it you’re considering my offer?” Cris asked, trying and failing to suppress his enjoyment. When Nelson opened and closed his mouth several times with no sound coming from him, he burst into laughter. “See? Your reactions are the best.”

Nelson was about to reply, but before he could, his manager yawned and laid on his arms.

“Wake me up when you finish eating,” he said in a sleepy voice. “Don’t try to ditch me here, I know where you live.”

“You’re not eating anything?”

“I don’t usually have breakfast. It’s rare for me to be up so early.” It was the last thing he said before falling asleep.

Nelson’s anger and embarrassment vanished as he watched his manager.

There’s no way I can get mad at him, not when I look at him sleeping so peacefully like that. How can so many lewd things come from such cute face?

When he realized what he was thinking, the swimmer focused on his food. But no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop himself from watching Cris’ sleeping face, his heart pounding faster.


Chapter 23

“No… stop that,” Nelson said, shaking his head. He tried to push Cris away from him, but he was out of his reach. “Don’t you dare.”

Cris looked at him with a blank expression. Then, slowly, a mischievous smile appeared on his lips as he raised his left hand. He twisted his fingers in a creepy way and then closed all but the index.

“Poke,” he said, jabbing Nelson’s calf several times. “Poke, poke.”

He gritted his teeth, but it wasn’t enough to stop the grunts of agony. He smashed his fist against the pillow a few times. It made no difference. “Ah, damn it! Stop it! That hurts more than it looks!”

Cris laughed, not bothering to hide how much fun he was having. He spun on the wheeled stool, grinning like a kid.

“You’re enjoying this way too much,” Nelson complained when the pain lessened a little.

“Can’t help it. My aunt ordered me to check where the muscle is more sensitive. Poke,” he said when he stopped spinning, using both index fingers to jab both calves at the same time.

“Ah, shit! That hurts!” Nelson was reaching his limit but did his best to endure it. “There’ll be payback for this, remember!”

“Oh?” Cris jabbed the swimmer with more strength, twisting the finger. “Payback, you say? What are you gonna do? Poke me back?”

“Yeah, I just might!”

His smile became sly at once. He pulled his hand back and came close to Nelson’s ear. “I’d love that. I’ll even mark on my calendar, so I won’t forget. But instead of your fingers, I want you to poke me with your delicious banana,” he whispered.

The reaction was instantaneous. Nelson blushed and buried his head on the pillow to hide his face. He still heard a laugh. A moment later, he was poked again.

“How is it, Cris?” the doctor asked when she walked back to the room with a cup of water.

“Aunt, as you can see, it’s really fun,” he covered his mouth and pretended to cough, poking Nelson with the free hand. “I mean, both legs are still very sensitive, especially the calves.”

She turned to the tablet, nodding, and humming occasionally.

The lack of words only made Nelson more anxious. Please, let the results show more improvement, please, he prayed in his heart. During the past week, he had been working with her to regenerate the muscles.

“Based on the last exams and that high sensitivity, it means the muscles are regenerating faster than we expected,” she said with a smile somewhat similar to Cris gentle one.

Despite the pain, Nelson’s face lit up. He tried to tone down the excitement in his voice, but it was impossible. “Does that mean that I…”

“Yes. It’s sooner than we expected, but you’re officially back. You can get back to the pool tomorrow.”

“Yes!” he beamed, closing his fist and shaking it in triumph. “Finally.”

“Are you sure, aunt? It’s only been a week since he started the muscles regeneration,” Cris said, not joining in the joy. “Wasn’t it at least two weeks? Can he really go back to the pools so soon?”

“I understand your concern, but thanks to that scrum system you set, we could create a more dynamic regime. Thanks to that, we even found out he needed that little spine alignment. I never expected that system would speed up the process this much. I’m actually thinking of updating the entire medical department with the scrum method after a few more tests.”

Cris sighed in relief, his face relaxing. “I’m so glad it somehow helped on this project,” he said, poking Nelson again.

“Hey, don’t treat people like a project,” Nelson complained. Despite the words, his smile still hadn’t left his lips.

Cris looked at him and then closed his eyes, smiling too. “Sorry. You’re right. I’m so glad that system helped on this talking project,” he said to his aunt.

“Hey!”

The doctor laughed and put the tablet on the table, texting someone on her phone. “Instead of complaining, you should be thanking him, Nelson.”

“Yeah. How are you gonna thank me for this?” Cris asked, dragging the stool to her side. He turned to Nelson in a position his aunt couldn’t see his face, nor his sly smile. “Will you poke me someday?”

Before he could reply, the doctor’s phone rang, interrupting their conversation. She read the text.

“As you think of how you’re gonna thank my nephew, I have some orders for you, Nelson. I texted your results to your coach. Even though he’s not here today, he wants you to swim a little. But don’t, and these are his words, not mine, overdo it.”

“The coach’s not here today?” Nelson repeated, ignoring the last part. Like you’d let me overdo it, anyway.

“He went with his wife to the ultrasound. I think they’ll find out the sex of the baby today. He said he’ll send the instructions to you when he can, Cris.”

“Roger that,” he said, bringing his hand to his head as if saluting.

“Please, don’t let him exaggerate his training,” she begged her nephew. “I don’t wanna see him here anytime soon.”

“Why don’t you say that to me? Do I have a reputation for overworking?” Nelson complained. Both members of the Prado Maranhão family turned to him.

“Shh, talking project. The grownups are talking.” Cris said, poking him once more.

“Stop that!” He gritted his teeth, but it still wasn’t enough for him to withstand the pain. “Ah, damn it, doctor! Why did you have to ask a sadist to check my muscles?”

Cris laughed as Nelson suffered. “Complain all you want, but we all know you love having me around. That means you love having a sadist around you. Which means you’re a masochist.”

“Shut up! I am not!”

He laughed again and brought his head close to Nelson’s ear. “We’re a perfect match for each other,” he whispered, his cheeks a shade of red.


Chapter 24

After changing into his swimsuit, Nelson closed his eyes. Breathing deep, he opened them and stared at his reflection.

Yes. This feels right. I look my best in this, he thought, trying to suppress his smile. It was too hard. No matter how much he pressed his lips, the smile simply wanted to come out. How long has it been since I wore this?

“Are you done, or do you still need more time to admire yourself half-naked?” Cris shouted from outside the locker room. “I totally get it. I’d be admiring myself if I had a hot body like yours too. Actually, if I had your body, I’d be using it to hook up with other hot guys.”

“Why are you rambling more than usual?” Nelson laughed as he turned around to admire himself from all sides. The clothes felt tighter in some places.

“Because you’ve been in there forever. C’mon, I wanna check you out too. I mean, we don’t have all day. Let’s go already.”

With one last look at his reflection, Nelson left the locker room, ready for his first training in a pool after long and hard months.

Cris was waiting on the other side of the door. He once again wore the Brazilian delegation jacket that was too big and prevented others from seeing if he was wearing something underneath it or not.

“Finally. I was worried you’d become shy or something,” he said the moment Nelson appeared. He circled him, nodding, and humming in approval. “Nice body. Is showing me this your way of rewarding me?”

“Maybe,” Nelson grinned. “But I remember you saying something about not being satisfied with only hot shirtless guys.”

“You’re damn right about that. It’s not enough just to look.” They both smiled as the silence grew. Then Cris noticed Nelson sneaking glances at his jacket. At once, his embarrassed expression changed into a sly smile. “Are you interested in what’s underneath my jacket?”

Nelson averted his eyes, his cheeks red. “I’m not falling for the trick, not again,” he muttered. “I bet you’re just wearing the same Japanese school swimsuit, aren’t you?”

Those words only made Cris’ sly grin widen. “You say you’re not falling, but all I hear is that you’re interested in what I’m wearing. Good, good. It might lead you to other things.”

“Like what?” he asked before he could stop himself.

“Like becoming interested in taking my clothes off.”

“No comment,” Nelson replied, still not looking at him directly, his cheeks even redder.

Cris chuckled and walked to stand before him, pulling the zipper down and opening his jacket. “Too bad you’re not interested.”

Underneath it, he wore a green polka dot bikini full of frills. On the lower part, there was a mini skirt that hid his manhood, though it was too short on the back and hid nothing of his round and firm cute butt.

Nelson reacted at once. His face flushed and he looked anywhere but at his manager.

“You’re gonna hurt your neck if you keep looking away like that,” Cris said, not bothering to hide his enjoyment.

“Why are you not wearing that Japanese school swimsuit?” Nelson spoke in a fast and high-pitched voice, looking at his manager through the corner of the eye.

Instead of being amused by the question, he sighed and shook his head in disappointment. “Even though I bought this cute bikini because it shows more skin, you prefer the school swimsuit. I can’t believe you’re more of a pervert than I thought. I don’t mind at all though. Just so you know, lots of straight guys prefer me wearing something like this.”

“I never said that,” Nelson said in a hurry. “I’m not interested in your swimsuit at all!”

“So, you prefer me naked?”

“I didn’t say that! I’m not interested in whatever swimsuit you wear!”

“Is that so?” Cris came even closer, standing inches away from the swimmer. “Then why won’t you look me in the eyes and say that?”

With his face still red, Nelson couldn’t look away anymore and faced his manager. The frills on the skirt managed to hide the bulge on his crotch, and on the top, it created the illusion of a small breast. If he didn’t know Cris was a guy, he would certainly think he was a girl. And a really cute one! And lewd!

“So? What do you think?” he asked, taking a step back to twirl around. “Which do you prefer?”

“I-I don’t have a preference,” Nelson mumbled, averting his eyes again.

“Is that so?” Cris pouted. “Then I prefer to not tell you what the coach planned for you.”

“What? That’s not fair!”

“I guess so. But I hold all the power, so tell me which you prefer. The bikini or the Japanese swimsuit?” he asked with a triumphant smile.

Nelson bit his lip. I really can’t resist him at all. “Didn’t you promise you wouldn’t tease me?”

“I’m not teasing. We’ve spent so much time together the past week, I’m curious which you prefer. Me wearing this bikini, or the Japanese school swimsuit. That’s all.”

Cris was so close he could feel the warmth emanating from him. That smile, which could either be gentle or sly, was too eager waiting for an answer from the blushing athlete.

Nelson gulped and took a step back, but his manager closed the distance at once. His cheeks became even warmer. He sweated a little as he became cornered between Cris and a wall of the indoor pool.

“I just need one word,” he whispered, taking another step. He pressed his slim body against the swimmer, running a finger down the abs he liked to mention whenever he could. “Don’t make me beg.”

Nelson felt a jolt the instant he was touched. It made him tickle and his heart thumped faster. But it was nothing compared to what that touch did to his blood, making it rush where it shouldn’t. So close to each other, Cris would notice any reaction down there right away.

“The Japanese school swimsuit!” he shouted before that happened.

“Good boy.” Cris took a step back and grinned, reaching out to pat him on the head.

Nelson couldn’t tell if that was the gentle or the sly smile. Probably both, he thought, his heart still beating faster. To his luck, the blood was coming back to the right place. Thank goodness he didn’t notice my boner. If he did that again, there’s no way I could concentrate today. Or tomorrow.

Before everything settled for good, Cris pulled him by the shoulder to whisper in his ear. “I’ll keep your preferences in mind whenever I wanna cheer you up.”

Nelson’s face became an alarming shade of red again, his heart pounding louder. He placed a hand on his ear and looked at his manager, trying to say something, but no words came from him.

“Why are you teasing me like this?” he managed to ask.

“To help take your mind off the fact that today’s your first real training after so long,” Cris answered with a huge smile.

“Thanks. But that’s not an excuse,” Nelson mumbled, trying to suppress his smile as he looked away.

Cris chuckled and led him to the edge of the pool by the hand. “Did it work?”

Nelson focused on that smile for a while and closed his eye before turning to the pool. With a deep breath, he opened them and looked at the blue and still waters. At once he realized he should be overwhelmed by finally getting back, or at least something similar. But now, as it happened many times in the past week he spent with his manager, all he could think about was Cris by his side.

“Well?” he asked in an eager voice.

“A little,” Nelson muttered. Before Cris could say anything, he jumped into the water.

Nelson swam a little in a straight line, feeling the weight of the water whenever he swung his arms. The familiar sensation was wonderful. I missed this.

“I hate to stop you when you’re having so much fun, but how about we start the real training?” Cris shouted from the other edge of the pool. “Or do you just wanna fool around?”

“Can’t I do this a little more?” he asked, swimming back to him.

Cris showed a gentle smile. “You’ve been doing it for fifteen minutes.”

Nelson blinked and cleaned the water off his face.

“I have? I didn’t even notice the time.”

“If you wanna keep swimming like this, I can make sure the coach never finds out.”

“Is that something my manager should be saying?” Nelson asked with a wry smile.

“It’ll be our little secret.” Cris showed another smile. A different one, one that made Nelson’s heart skip a beat.


Chapter 25

“You really enjoy tempting me, don’t you?” Nelson said to take the attention away from him, waiting for his heart to go back to normal. “To stray me away from the path of righteousness.”

“I’m not gonna lie, that is fun,” Cris said. “But you’re the one who gets tempted by another boy. What does that say about you?”

Nelson closed his eyes, took a deep breath and got out of the pool. “Thanks for the offer but I think it’s best if I train. It’s been so long, and the next competition is in a month.”

Cris sighed and dropped his shoulders. “I can’t believe this. I could’ve sworn you’d get tempted, since you’re a masochist and all.”

“I’m not. I’m as far from a masochist as a person can be,” Nelson said defensively. “And if I were one, and again, I’m not, wouldn’t it mean you’re a sadist?”

Cris considered that for a moment. A second later, his smile was back, and his cheeks became a shade of red. “All I’m hearing is that we’re a perfect match for each other.”

“So, what has the coach prepared for me today?” Nelson asked, blushing, trying to change the subject as fast as he could.

Cris checked his phone for a few seconds, humming.

“It’s a lot for your first day back. What’s the coach thinking?” he mumbled to himself. He shook his head and showed Nelson the phone. “This is what the coach set up for you today. Apparently, it’s just a light routine to warm you up, though I can’t see anything ‘light’ in all this.”

Nelson blinked a couple of times and read it again just to make sure he hadn’t misread.

“This can’t be. It’s pretty much what I was doing before the accident. I want to get back as soon as possible, but there’s no way I can do that on the first day back!” He couldn’t hide the panic in his voice. Cris didn’t report my lap time to anyone, but there’s no way he can do it again. The coach will wanna see.

“Oh, wait. You’re right, this is the wrong one. Silly me,” Cris said, widening his eyes as he looked at his phone again. When Nelson calmed down, he saw the smile behind his lips. “I must’ve downloaded it and somehow I mixed them up. So sorry.”

Nelson stared at him with a blank face, feeling his panic leaving him. “You did it on purpose just to see me get nervous.”

“I’d never do that.” Despite hiding his face behind the phone, his fake innocent voice gave it all away.

“Acting isn’t one of your skills. Thank God for that,” Nelson mumbled the last part loud enough for Cris to hear.

“That’s your opinion. And it’s wrong.”

“How can an opinion be wrong?”

They looked at each other in silence for a moment, then laughed at the same time.

“Here’s the real routine.” Cris showed him his phone again.

Nelson stared at his manager before looking at the screen. “A little hard for someone who’s literally getting back today. But I liked it. I wouldn’t want anything easy. The coach knows me.”

He was already turning to the pool when Cris placed a hand on his stomach.

“Wow, so firm,” he said, staring at his belly, his mouth slightly open. He was lost for words until he shook his head. “Damn, you’re so hot. Before you get your hopes up, you’re not supposed to swim at full speed. Coach’s direct orders.”

“Huh? That doesn’t make any sense. Why make me do all this then?”

“He said he wants to check if you have a specialty.”

“Huh?” The confusion was plain on Nelson’s face.

“Since you don’t have much time left until the end of your contract, the coach said it’s best for you to focus on only one style. This way it will improve your chances of getting to the World Championship.”

“Ah.” Nelson felt his enthusiasm leaving him. “Now I get it.”

Before the accident, he trained every style without focusing on any in particular. Thanks to his efforts, he was a well-rounded swimmer who could compete in anything. However, his coach didn’t like that.

A jack of all trades, master of none, the coach used to say. I was good enough to get in the Olympics in most modality, but perhaps not enough to win a gold medal in any.

“Oh, knowing that makes you sad?” Cris asked, more curious than sympathetic.

Nelson sighed as he looked at that cute face. “If it did, shouldn’t you be a little more sensitive to your swimmer? I’m frailer than you think.”

“Sorry, but it’s not my style,” he said, grinning.

“I know. And I like that a lot about you.”

Cris blushed and kept quiet. When Nelson realized what he had said, he walked to the starting block, his face a wild shade of red. He stood on the cement block, taking deep breaths, focusing on the water before him to ignore the gaze coming from his manager.

“I’m ready!” he shouted louder than he wanted.

“Okay… Go!” Cris screamed, pressing the screen of the phone the moment he jumped into the water.

Nelson felt the familiar impact of his whole weight against the water. He smiled for a second before moving his legs and arms to push himself to the other side of the pool.

At that moment, he couldn’t think of anything else but his joy for finally getting back. His anxiety because he might not recover his past form was gone. His fears of the club not renewing his contract vanished. The way Cris made him feel from time to time and all the pain and bad thoughts during his rehabilitation, everything was gone.

Right now, there was only him and the water.

When Nelson was about to reach the other side, he did a flip turn. I’m not supposed to give my all. He pulled back his strength a little when he pushed the wall with his feet. The moment the push was about to disappear, he swung his arms, dislocating the water, getting faster and faster. He reached the other side, touched the wall, stopped and rose his head out of the water.

Cris was there, waiting for him with a smile. “Do you wanna see your time?”

Nelson looked between him and the phone. For a second, the memory of when they went to the water park a week ago, when he saw his time and felt a punch in his gut. He shook his head to both answer and dismiss the memories.

“Later,” he said, getting out of the water to stand on the starting block again.

“Ok,” Cris said with a gentle smile. “Get ready… Go!”

Nelson pushed his legs the moment he heard the scream. This time, he went to the other side and back four times, panting as he got out of the water. “How was it?” he asked through pattered breaths.

The moment he saw Cris’ worried face, he knew he wouldn’t like the answer.

“Wait!” He raised his hand. “If I hear that, will it affect my training?”

“Yes,” Cris answered in a low voice.

“Then leave it for later.”

His worries seemed to vanish. “Don’t be so determined. It’s manly so I might fall in love with you,” he said, averting his eyes as if embarrassed. Then he shook his head. “It’s not the time to tease you. Next is backstroke.”

“Got it.” Nelson got out of the pool to stand on the starting block for the third time.

Cris shouted and timed whenever he went to the other side of the pool and back. After he was done with the backstrokes, it was butterfly. Then breaststroke.

By the time Nelson began the last lap of the schedule the coach had set, he was exhausted. Before, this wasn’t anywhere near enough to tire him. Even so, he forced himself to finish. Even if the time sucks, I’ll finish this! He screamed to himself, drawing forces from where he didn’t know.

The moment he touched the wall, he opened his eyes to see a pair of legs right before him. He raised his head above the surface and found himself looking at Cris’ crotch. Nelson blushed and looked up right away, so fast it hurt his neck a little.

“What are…” He trailed off after seeing his manager’s serious expression. “Is it that bad?”

Cris stared at the screen in silence for a long time, pressing his lips. Then he sighed and showed the phone to Nelson. “See it for yourself.”

The app he used gave the best time, the worst, the average and a few other bits of information. All of which made Nelson drop his shoulders.

“It is that bad.” He showed a wry smile. He took a deep breath and exhaled through his mouth slowly, throwing water on his face. “It’s nothing to get upset about. It’s expected. All I can do is work harder.”

“Nelson…”

“Ah, damn. I can’t fight math. Guess that’s why I was always bad at it,” he said with a meager smile.

Cris chuckled. “I’m surprised you’re not freaking out about it. Guess I was worrying for nothing.”

“You almost sound disappointed I’m not freaking out,” Nelson joked again. “For your information, I don’t want you twisting my arm and sitting on me again. It really hurt.”

“Too bad. I was hoping to go beyond that someday soon,” Cris murmured, blushing. “There’s still the matter of my reward.”

“I’m afraid to ask what you want.” Nelson averted his eyes but was soon looking at his manager again. How can a guy look so cute dressed as a girl?

“You’re right. Best if you don’t know. You’d be shocked.” Cris let out a mischievous laugh. “To be honest, I thought you’d get all nervous and dejected after seeing your timing. But, to your luck, there was no need to do what I’d planned.”

“I’m slightly curious but my fear of the answer is bigger…” Nelson trailed off, making sure he kept his head raised. His neck was starting to hurt, but he didn’t lower it. If he did, he would look right where Cris’ bulge was. Why does it feel like it’s calling me?

“Do you know why I’m sitting here like this?” Cris asked, his voice playful.

“Again, I’m afraid to ask.” Nelson wanted to avert his eyes, but there was nowhere safe he could look. He’s got slender legs and thick thighs. They look so smooth. How would it feel if those thighs were pressed against my head?

As the thought crossed his mind, he felt the blood flowing somewhere it shouldn’t.

Cris flashed a sly smile. “In case you freaked out, I’d lock your head between my legs.”

Nelson did his best to ignore the image forming in his head. “Ah, well. Good thing I didn’t freak out, right?”

“I guess.” Cris put the phone down. “Ah, screw it. I wanna do it.”

The next second, he wrapped his legs around Nelson’s neck, pulling him closer before he could even think about reacting.

Nelson touched Cris’ crotch for a second. When he breathed, he smelled his manager’s scent. He smells nice, he thought, his face a wild shade of red.

When he finally caught up to what was happening, Nelson placed his hands on the edge of the pool and pushed. Despite the warm and thick thighs pressed against his ears, he still heard Cris laughing as they dove into the water.

When he broke himself free, he raised his head above the surface again. “Why did you do that?”

“Just to break that heavy mood a bit,” Cris said, still laughing.

Under that laugh, he couldn’t stay mad and smiled against his will. “Why you little…” Nelson swam after him.

Since Nelson was exhausted, he couldn’t catch his manager. When he stopped chasing him, he floated around. “Hey, Cris?”

He swam closer and floated next to him, their heads almost touching. “What?”

“Do you think I can get back to my previous form?” he asked in a low voice, but in the silent indoor pool, his words echoed as if he had screamed.

Cris stayed in silence for a while. “I think it’s best if you stop thinking about recovering your past form. You should strive further. Aim for the future, not the past.”

Nelson couldn’t help but smile with those words. What I needed to hear. I’m lucky to have him, he thought, still floating around. “Thanks.”

Cris pulled him underwater. With a huge grin, he moved his mouth saying, ‘You’re welcome.’

Even under the slightly cold water, Nelson felt a warmth spreading inside him and smiled too. I’m too lucky to have him.


Chapter 26

“You’re raising your head too much when you breathe,” the coach said. “You lose valuable seconds doing that. And remember to exhale through your nose constantly. Don’t use your mouth. I saw you doing it a few times.”

“Got it, coach,” Nelson said, getting out of the water. He cleared the water from his face and stood on the starting block again.

As the swimmer got ready, the coach turned to Cris, who was sitting on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water. He nodded and grabbed the chronometer around his neck. With the device in one hand and a tablet in the other, he timed every lap.

“Okay… Go!” the coach’s voice echoed inside the warm indoor pool.

Nelson leapt forward the same instant. He felt his body slamming against the surface of the water and then he was already swinging his arms and legs, pushing himself to the other side. The swimmer had lost count of how many times he had done that today.

As he got closer to the wall, he prepared the flip-turn, bending his knees. With a push, he managed to gain a little more speed on the way back.

So, this is what the coach was talking about, Nelson realized when he caught himself ready to breathe. Whenever he raised his head above water, there was a little delay because he did it more than necessary. It’s like the blink of the eye but the drag would make me a bit slower every time I breathe. But if I do it like this…

Nelson raised his head enough to breathe through only his nose. I don’t know if it’s making any difference. I’ll have to ask Cris if my time changes at all.

“Okay. That’s all for today,” the coached announced when Nelson touched the wall. “I gotta go now. I’m meeting my in-laws and I’m already late. Apparently, we have to prepare the baby room now, or we won’t have time when she comes. Sorry I can’t stay and talk through it all, but I wrote down some notes. Ask Cris about it.”

His phone rang. After waving goodbye to them, he answered as he headed to the door.

“Good work,” Cris said, handing Nelson a towel.

He took it but didn’t dry himself. Instead, he glanced at the water. Cris stood on his tiptoes, put the towel on his head and forced the swimmer to look at him.

“I’m not letting you back in the water today. Even if you beg me with those puppy eyes. It’s been almost a month. I developed some resistance to that,” he said, shaking his head without blinking once. “The coach specifically said to not let you practice anymore today, or you’ll be exhausted for tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow…” Nelson took the towel and dried his hair, taking extra time to avoid Cris’ eyes. “The day has finally come.”

“Don’t make a big deal out of it. It’s just a local tournament, not ‘the day’ or anything close to that,” Cris said in a casual tone, waving his hand. “From the participants’ list, there’s no one who can beat you.”

“That’s what every athlete wants to hear. Win because the competition is weak.” He let out a hollow laugh.

“That’s literally the first time I’ve heard someone complain that they should have an easy win.” Cris smiled and rolled his eyes exaggeratedly. Then he sighed and dropped his shoulders. “I never get you athletes. A victory is a victory to me. And an easy one? Even better. But I guess I’m just a simple manager who can’t understand the complex mind of a professional swimmer.”

Nelson stared at his condescending expression with a blank face, then threw the towel at his manager. “You know what I’m talking about,” he said, walking towards the changing room. “How did it go with your dad yesterday?”

Cris’ smile faded as he took the towel from his head. He picked up the bag with the tablet and the other materials and went after Nelson.

“The same. ‘Did you find anything to do? Being a manager forever isn’t something worthy of a Prado Maranhão. You must find a way to contribute to the family, son,’” he said in a forced deeper voice to sound like his father. “At least there was one difference.”

“What?” Nelson asked as he changed into his regular clothes.

“He complimented my work with you.” Cris’ smile was somewhat back, his cheeks a shade of red.

“Huh? Me?” Nelson stopped changing. “Did you say anything weird about me, or did he find out about what you, I mean, what we…” He lost his voice as he blushed. He looked everywhere but at his manager.

Cris stared at him with a blank face, then he laughed.

“I don’t tell my dad about that kind of stuff. I’m a gentleman. I don’t suck and tell,” he said, his grin widening as Nelson became more and more embarrassed. “And no, I didn’t say anything weird. For my standards, anyway.”

Nelson pressed his lips and swallowed his immediate words. Nothing good will happen if I take this bait, he repeated to himself a couple times. Even so, the curiosity was eating him from the inside. He had to press his lips to stop him from asking what those standards were.

“Oh? You’re not gonna ask?” Cris showed a mix of sadness and surprise. The next second, he recovered and smiled as he patted Nelson on the head. “You’ve grown so much since we met. Before, you couldn’t stop yourself from asking. I’m so happy, but that makes me a little sad too.”

“After all the teasing I’ve suffered over the past month, I’ve learnt,” he said, trying to keep some of his embarrassment out of his voice. “I’m a slow learner but I’ll catch up one day.”

Cris sniffled and pretended to wipe nonexistent tears. “I’m so proud. I feel like a parent watching his kid grow up.”

“Shut up. I’m older than you.” Nelson said, pushing Cris on the arm in a friendly manner. “You should talk with more respect towards your elders.”

He stopped pretending to be moved and pressed his lips. It wasn’t enough to hide his huge grin.

“What?”

“Guess again.”

“Don’t tell me that you’re older than me?”

Now grinning openly, Cris pulled his driver’s license from his wallet and showed it to Nelson. “I agree with talking with more respect towards your elders. So, you better start now, young man.”

“You’re like a month older than me!”

“Yes. A whole month more mature than you.” He put on an air of all-knowing and reached out to pat Nelson on the head. “So, if there’s anything troubling you, don’t hesitate to ask, young man.”

“All you have is one extra month of filling diapers and drooling,” Nelson mumbled, averting his eyes.

Cris nodded with a condescending expression. “For young people, it may seem only that. But it’s hard to explain how a whole month of maturity feels.”

They stared at each other in silence, then they laughed at the same time.

“How did our conversation end up like this?” Nelson asked.

“I have no idea. Young people’s conversations are hard to keep up with.”

They said nothing else as they left the locker room. They were almost at the boys’ dormitory when Cris broke the silence.

“My dad said he has expectations of you,” he said, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Though his voice was barely above a whisper, Nelson heard it. There was a strange numbing sensation filling him, but he made sure to keep looking forward.

“That’s expected. Even I want great results tomorrow. Did your dad say anything else?”

Cris bit his lip for a moment.

“Some of the board members are doubting you’ll get the same results from before…” He hesitated, clutching the strap of his bag harder. “Some are considering ending your contract right away if you can’t qualify for the World Championship.”

“That’s expected too,” Nelson managed to say despite his dried throat.

I thought everything would wait until the WAC. I mean, if I managed to get qualified. Maybe I won’t even have the chance. He knew that was a possibility from the start, but hearing it made it seem a lot worse.

“Your history of overdoing things also came up,” Cris hesitated, as if forcing himself. “They said someone swimming under the Prado Maranhão name shouldn’t behave like that.”

“So that’s why you’ve been with me practically every day the past month?” Nelson joked to lighten the mood. “You were protecting the Prado Maranhão’s name and assets.”

“That has nothing to do with it!” Cris said suddenly. He halted and grabbed Nelson’s sleeve, looking him in the eyes. “I spent time with you because I care about you, and I don’t wanna see you hurting yourself or destroying your dream!”

Nelson’s heart thumped faster. He blushed and averted his gaze. Some people coming in and out of the dormitory stared at them, but he didn’t care.

“I know that. I’ve known for a long time you care about me,” he mumbled. “I’m sorry for saying that. It was just a joke to lighten the mood.”

Cris blushed and lowered his eyes. They said nothing else as they walked into the dormitory. Before they realized, they were standing before Nelson’s door.

“Well then. I guess this is where we part ways,” Cris said, letting out a forced chuckle. “Don’t try to sneak any workout or practice during the night. And don’t sleep late. And don’t eat too much.”

Nelson smiled and chuckled. “I know, mom. Thanks.”

“Well then, bye. I’ll see you the first thing in the morning.”

After a few moments of silence, Cris turned around. Before he took a step, Nelson grabbed his hand.

“Wait!” he said in an urgent voice, staring into Cris’ eyes. “Don’t go. I don’t wanna be alone tonight. Could you spend the night with me?”


Chapter 27

“You know, this wasn’t what I had in mind. In fact, it’s the opposite of what I expect when a guy asks me to spend the night with him,” Cris said as he laid on the bed and stared at the TV with a blank expression.

Nelson and Marcelo didn’t answer. They were sitting on the floor with their backs against the bed, too focused on the video game to even take their eyes off the screen.

“Are you listening?” he asked, touching Nelson with his foot to get his attention. The swimmer didn’t react.

“Sorry to ruin your plans, Cris,” Marcelo said, his eyes wide and unblinking. He was so immersed in the game that he tilted according to his players on the screen. “When this idiot called, I knew he was on the verge of a panic attack. As his best friend, I had to come.”

“I wasn’t on the verge of anything,” Nelson complained, almost standing on his seat as he smashed the buttons of the controller. “And if I was, not that I am, I mean, was, you should let your best friend win this damn match!”

“I would if I could. But I can’t make the impossible possible,” he said, smiling. “You suck so much you wouldn’t win even if I played blindfolded and without touching the controller.”

“If you didn’t cheat, you mean.”

“So now you’re calling my skills cheating?” Marcelo shook his head. Even as he did, he never took his eyes off the screen. “I knew you were a bad winner, but to think that you’re an even worse loser.”

“I’m not!”

“Then why did you give up the game?”

“I’m still playing!”

“All you’ve been doing is tackling my players and trying to get them out of the game.”

Nelson didn’t answer as he tried to tackle Marcelo’s player from behind. His friend saw the attempt and dribbled him with ease. Before he could try again, the referee blew his whistle and the match ended.

Marcelo won by an amazing 7 to 1. Nelson’s lonely goal was because he kept passing the ball to his goalkeeper and messed up once. It didn’t help Nelson’s mood and his best friend only grinned.

“Shut up. Just shut up, okay?”

“Now, now. Don’t talk like that to the winner. Instead, get me a beer.” Marcelo said in a commanding voice.

Nelson stared at his best friend before getting up, mumbling.

“Get me one too,” Cris requested, sitting where Nelson was and picking up the controller. “And remember, no alcohol for you tonight.”

“I know, I know,” he mumbled, dragging his feet to the mini-fridge in his room. “I invited you two to keep me company. Why am I your waiter now?”

“Because you’re a loser. I thought that was obvious.”

“A bad one, at that,” Cris added, laughing.

“I’m sorry for getting in your way,” Marcelo said in a low voice. “But when that idiot called…”

“I know, I know. You don’t need to apologize. I mean, I do have some expectations when a guy invites me to stay over for the night, but Nelson might be too dense to realize that,” he said, shrugging. Despite his words, he couldn’t hide his meager smile.

“Oh, yes, my friend. I’m really sorry for you, but he’s as dense as a protagonist.” Marcelo sighed and dropped his shoulders. “He’s a slow, sloooooow learner. It’s hard for something to get through that thick head of his. I’ve found that out through personal experience.”

“Sounds, interesting. Please, tell me.” Cris’ eyes shone with curiosity.

“Well, let’s see. Like with his last manager. I’d lost count of how many times I told our mutual friend she was interested in him. But did he believe me?” He shook his head as he looked at Nelson’s back. “It got to the point where I almost had to smack some sense into him.”

“What made him finally believe you?” Cris asked, trying to keep his voice casual.

“When she kissed him after a tournament, he was starting to get suspicious.”

They laughed at the same time.

“That sounds like him.”

“Yes, it does. So, take note, Cris. If you want something from that idiot who I call my best friend, you have to be bold and take the initiative.”

A naughty smile crossed his lips. “I just might.”

“Shut up, you two. You know I can hear, right? Talking behind my back, in my bedroom, no less.” Nelson handed them each a beer and sat on the bed.

“Thanks.” Cris opened the bottle and took a generous gulp. “Would you prefer if we talked about you in front of your face?”

“I rather you didn’t talk about me at all.”

“Sorry, my dear swimmer. That’s not possible. It’s hard to get you off my mouth,” he said, his cheeks slightly reddening.

Nelson blushed and turned to the TV. “How’s the game?”

“About to begin,” Marcelo said, pressing the button after they had chosen their teams. When the players were on their respective sides of the field, a light rain began to fall. “Ah, great, I have to play in the damn rain.”

“We haven’t started and you’re already looking for an excuse when you lose?” Cris said, raising his eyebrow and sipping his beer.

Marcelo closed his eyes and shook his index finger. “You got it all wrong, my friend. I don’t like playing in the rain. I never said I was bad.”

“Sure, sure. If you say so.” He smiled as he turned to the screen and put the beer down.

Unlike the match against Nelson, Marcelo had no time to fool around. Cris wasn’t just talking, he was good and forced him to concentrate the entire time. After fifteen minutes or so, the referee blew the whistle for the last time.

Cris grinned and raised both arms, waving as if to calm down an invisible crowd. “There’s no need to shout. There’s autographs for everyone.”

Marcelo, on the other hand, stared at the screen, which was showing the highlights of the game at that moment, as if he couldn’t believe in the score. He dropped his shoulders and rested the controller on the floor. “I lost. How could I have lost?”

“He seems more shocked than I’d imagined,” Cris whispered to Nelson. “Guess athletes are too competitive in everything.”

“Please, don’t lump me on the same level as that idiot.” He couldn’t stop smiling as he drank his water. “He keeps blabbing to everyone he’s gonna be a pro gamer after he retires from swimming. When he’s not practicing, eating or getting rejected by a girl, he’s playing. In fact, I’ve never seen him travel without the video game.”

“That’s… wow.” Cris turned to Marcelo, who still seemed shocked, with a curious expression. “Hearing this only makes my victory even sweeter. Does that make me a bad person?” he asked Nelson.

“Not at all. But it does reinforce the fact that you’re a sadist,” he said, laughing. He slid down from the bed to the floor to sit next to Cris. “So, you’re a bad winner, huh? That’s interesting to know.”

“Yeah, I can’t help it.” He flashed his sly smile before lowering his voice. “When I win something, or someone, I can’t help but shout it to everyone.”

Nelson’s cheeks became a shade of red. “I thought you were a gentleman.”

“A gentleman in the streets, a slut in the sheets,” Cris whispered.

He became even redder and turned to the screen. “How come you’re so good at this?”

“Yeah, how come you’re so good?” Marcelo asked suddenly, his eye twitching. “Care to enlighten us all, Cris?”

“Just because I’m gay I can’t be good at video games? Is that what you’re implying?” he said in a harsh tone. He stared at the swimmer without any trace of amusement. He was serious.

Marcelo faltered, gulped, blinked and looked away, scratching his arm nervously. “That’s not what I mean, of course gays can. It’s just that…”

Nelson couldn’t hold it anymore and laughed. He patted Cris on the head and ruffled his hair a bit. “Stop that. He’s not used to your sense of humor. Look how nervous he is.”

Cris tried to keep his serious expression, but soon he cracked and was laughing. “It was too good of a chance to let it pass. It’s been a while since I’ve made people nervous like that.”

“Just like your cousin. You two are pretty much the same. Remember she did the same thing when we met?”

“That was different. I’m not like Mari.”

“It was the exact same thing.”

He stared at his manager with a mix of disbelief and amusement as Cris tried to find words.

“So, you were just teasing me? Nelson warned me you were a sadist, but I didn’t think it’d be at this level,” Marcelo mumbled, the relief plastered on his face.

“Oh? Is that what you’re telling your friends about me?” Cris turned to Nelson with a surprised expression. It soon gave room to his sly smile. “What else have you been saying?”

“Nothing much. Only the truth,” he mumbled, shrugging. Despite his attitude, he wasn’t looking him in the eyes. “You know how much I like honesty.”

“Is that so?” Cris leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “Did you tell him what I did to you in the locker room that day?”

Nelson’s face became red at once, averting his eyes. Even if it had been almost a month ago, he could never forget that night. “Of course not!”

“Stop flirting you two. Don’t forget I’m here too,” Marcelo complained.

“We’re not flirting!” Nelson said quickly.

He mumbled something unintelligible before speaking normally. “Since you like the truth so much, how about I tell him what you told me about him?”

Cris’ face lit with curiosity. “Tell me what? What did he say about me?”

“Nothing!” Nelson almost shouted before his friend could say anything. “Nothing at all! Just something stupid and boring.”

“Oh, sure. When you say it like that, it doesn’t make me interested at all. What was it, Marcelo?”

“Nothing! I told you!” Nelson said again.

“All right. Let’s make a deal. Play with me again and if you win, I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you everything about Nelson. His past, all the embarrassing secrets he’s been keeping from you. Everything,” Marcelo said, offering his hand.

“Deal.” Cris shook it enthusiastically.

The next second, they both picked up the controllers and turned to the screen.

“Hey, don’t make a bet with my name in the middle!” Nelson complained, but neither were listening to him.

They began another match, this time on a sunny day.

Nelson didn’t hide his relief when his best friend won, though he was sweating a lot until the referee blew the whistle for the last time.

Cris rested the controller on the floor, dejected.

Marcelo, on the other hand, smiled and nodded slowly.

“Balance has been restored,” he said, closing his eyes. He pretended as if his victory had been easy, but he was sweating despite the fact the air conditioning was on.

“So now that the unimportant matter is settled, how about we forget the video game and just—” Nelson began but couldn’t get to the end.

“One more game!” Cris shouted suddenly, interrupting, and ignoring his swimmer.


Chapter 28

“I accept your challenge. I can play all night!” Marcelo said, grinning as he pressed the button again. “But you have to tell me why I haven’t seen you in any tournaments or anything.”

“I don’t like tournaments. And it’s not like I’m into football or anything. I’m good ‘cause my ex-boyfriend liked to wake up as early as this one.” Cris indicated to Nelson with his head without taking his eyes off the screen. “So, after he went to sleep, I was bored and played his game.”

“So, you’re into guys who like to wake up early, huh?”

“Sadly, I tend to fall for weird guys,” Cris said, glancing at Nelson through the corner of his eye.

“I get you,” Marcelo said, nodding understandingly. “The last girl I was with hated getting in the pool because she didn’t want to get her hair wet.”

“In her defense, it’s not good for the hair. I hate it too.”

“Yeah, but she hated sports in general. Why date a swimmer then?”

“Because you practically begged her,” Nelson mumbled grumpily, his voice loud enough for everyone to hear.

Marcelo’s eyes twitched as Cris chuckled.

“Well, I’m sorry if I’m not popular like you,” he said, doing his best to control his anger. “But since your manager’s so interested in you, though I have no idea why, I’ll tell him some of your past for free.”

Cris’ face lit with a smile. He turned to him when the ball passed the sideline. “Please.”

Marcelo put his hand on his chin and hummed for a moment. Then his face shone. “Ah, this is a good one. Did you know he managed to get an entire competition postponed for hours all by himself?”

“What? I’ve never heard of this,” Cris said, eyeing Nelson, who groaned. “How did he manage that?”

“This was way back before we got scouted by the club. Our mutual friend here was so nervous with the tournament he ended up drinking too much sports drink. However, he barely had anything solid.”

“You suck, you know that? Why are you telling him that? You promised you’d never tell anyone that,” Nelson complained, but he was ignored. Cris even waved his hand to shut him up.

“We were at the starting block, seconds away from the getting in the water when Nelson… how can I say this? He returned the sports drink, but not in the way you’d expect,” Marcelo went on, as if not interrupted, showing a nasty smile.

“He puked in the pool?” Cris asked, not hiding his eager smile.

“Oh yeah, and no one wanted to get in the water after that. It took all morning to drain and refill the pool.”

Cris turned to Nelson, who was covering his face. “You never told me that! Why haven’t I seen it on your record or anything?”

“Like I’d ever tell anyone,” he mumbled. Under that eager face, he let out a frustrated sigh. “I was a kid, and it was a school tournament back home. Apart from that idiot, very few people even remember that.”

“I doubt that. With you becoming famous, people still remember,” Marcelo said. “At least I make sure they do.”

“I hope you know you suck.”

“What else have you been hiding from me?” Cris asked, his voice matching his smile. When Nelson wouldn’t say anything else, he turned to Marcelo. “Do you have more stories like that?”

“Oh, please.” Marcelo showed a dignified expression. “I have a lifetime worth of stories that can embarrass my best friend.”

“You don’t have to sound so proud,” Nelson complained.

“Let’s make another bet now,” Cris said, turning to the TV.

“Too bad, now I’m serious. You won’t be hearing more stories. At least not today,” Marcelo said.

Cris snorted loudly. “We’ll see about that. I’ll be hearing Nelson’s full biography by morning. But don’t worry, I’m a nice guy and I’ll introduce you to a cute manager as a consolation prize.”

“I’ll hold you to those words!”

“Hey, don’t you dare lose on purpose!” Nelson shouted. Once again, he was ignored.

Marcelo won the second rematch. However, it didn’t end there. Despite Nelson’s constant complains, they ended up playing well into the night.

His best friend won most of the time, to his relief. However, each time Cris won, he had to suffer reliving some story of his embarrassing past.

“You suck, dude! I never wanted anyone to hear those stories. I worked hard to suppress them from my memories,” Nelson mumbled, watching as they once again restarted the match. Despite all the embarrassment, he couldn’t bring himself to kick them out of his room. Whether he admitted it or not, he was enjoying spending time with his friends.

“You say that, but this is better than staying alone all night, am I right?” Cris asked with a smug smile, elbowing him in a friendly way.

He blushed and looked away. “I don’t know about that. Those stories are too embarrassing. They shouldn’t see the light of day ever again.”

“Ah, don’t say that. I wanna know everything about you,” Cris said, blushing. He took his eyes off the game for a second to smile at Nelson.

“I never thought the night would end like this, but I guess it’s not too bad. Hanging out with my best friend and my… and you,” he mumbled, trailing off.

After many matches, Nelson’s head was swaying. He tried to resist it, but he ended up falling asleep a few moments later, leaning against the bed.

“He totally crashed,” Cris said with a tiny smile. “Guess we should stop for tonight.”

“Yeah.” Marcelo looked as if he wanted to keep playing even if the owner of the room had fallen asleep. Even so, he turned off the game and organized the controller.

“At least our job here is done. I’m sure he wasn’t thinking about the tournament at all.”

“I guess putting a guy’s embarrassing past on the line tends to occupy his mind. Especially in front of… his manager.”

“He can’t sleep like this. He’s gonna end up all sore,” Cris said, standing up. “Help me put him in the bed.”

“Hey, man, that’s between you two,” Marcelo said, smiling and raising both hands.

It took a second for Cris to understand. Then he laughed. “Sadly, that’s not what I meant.”

With Marcelo’s help, they managed to put Nelson on the bed.

“He’s heavier than he looks,” Cris complained as he covered him with the sheets.

Marcelo snorted and shook his head. “Don’t I know it. Try carrying a drunk and more annoying version of this.”

“I’d like to see that one day.” Cris smiled as he watched Nelson’s peaceful face. “I bet he’s one of those drunks who can’t keep their mouth shut.”

“You really like him, don’t you?” Marcelo asked in a low voice.

He blushed and smiled. “Yeah, I do.”

“I’m in trouble if you make a face like that,” Marcelo said after a while. He looked between Nelson and Cris as he scratched his head. “I wanna help you, but I promised my stupid best friend I wouldn’t say anything. This is so annoying.”

“Promised him what?” the manager asked, taking his eyes off the sleeping swimmer.

“Even telling you might be off-limits.” Marcelo closed his eyes and pressed his lips. After a moment, his face lit with a smile. “I know!”

He pulled his wallet and opened it. There were a couple of crumpled notes, the club’s ID card, a driver’s license, and a few credit cards. Folded inside the coin compartment was a blue note with a grouper fish on it. Marcelo took it out and showed it to the manager.

Cris stared at the money with no idea what to say. “Are you just showing off 100 bucks or what?” he finally asked with a note of annoyance in his voice.

“No, my friend. This isn’t just any 100-buck note. This is the money Nelson paid me,” Marcelo said, emphasizing the last words, his eyes wide and his eyebrows raised.

“So what? He never told me anything about owing you money.”

“You’re wrong. You know about this money,” Marcelo spoke slowly. “You’ve known about this ever since the first day you met him. And me. Try to remember that night.”

Still without understanding, Cris thought back when he met Nelson. I remember he was surprised because I was a cute guy, and he wasn’t bothered by the fact that I was gay. What else? No matter how much he tried, the manager had no idea what Marcelo was talking about.

“Dude, I remember you had too much to drink that night,” he said after he gave up.

“That also happened. But I’m one hundred percent sure this money has nothing to do with alcohol.” Marcelo flashed a look full of meaning. “Instead of 100 bucks, think of this as two 50 notes.”

“Two 50s?” Cris repeated slowly.

What difference does that make? Cris shook his head, reliving that night again. When I met Nelson and Marcelo, they were talking about a bet… A bet that Nelson would fall in love with his new manager. With me.

His face lit with comprehension. Then it became a wild shade of red the next second. Speechless, he turned to Nelson who was still sleeping peacefully.

Marcelo smiled and nodded, satisfied. “It looks like you got it. Well then, since my other work here is done, I’ll be leaving. I don’t want to get in the way,” he said before heading towards the door and leaving.

Nelson paid the money. So, it means he lost the bet… which means… Cris shook his head, trying to shake the thought away. Then he covered his red face. No matter how much he tried, the smile kept coming back. Nelson is in love with me.

The swimmer was still lying with his mouth slightly opened. The sheets had fallen, and he had one leg out of the bed.

With his smile widening, Cris organized all the beer bottles and cleaned the mess they had made. While he was at it, he kept glancing at the swimmer and blushing even more.

I never thought I could be this happy. He’s in love with me.

But how am I gonna face him now? Damn it. My heart feels like it’s gonna burst out of my chest.

Cris went to fix the sheets. But the moment he leaned over to cover the swimmer, Nelson reached out and pulled him by the wrist.

He lost his balance and fell. Lying on top of Nelson’s chest, he stared at the face of the man he had fallen in love with. His heart thumped widely, his face burning up.

Damn it. I gave him a BJ, and yet I’m blushing with this, Cris thought. He didn’t hate the feeling at all. It’s not the first time I’ve fallen for someone. But it feels so different with Nelson.

He wrapped his arms around Nelson and rested his ear on his chest. He closed his eyes and fell asleep listening to those heartbeats.


Chapter 29

Heavy. My body feels heavy and numb, was the first thing Nelson thought when he woke. He winced and struggled to keep his consciousness. He tried to open his eyes but soon gave up. He wasn’t awake enough to do something as trivial as opening his eyes.

Almost sleeping again, Nelson tried to move and make the blood flow. He couldn’t. His body wasn’t heavy, there was something lying on top of him. And whatever it was had a faint and constant pulse.

It’s a heart. Now he was aware, he couldn’t stop hearing it. It wasn’t just the rhythmic beats. There was a warmth coming from that heart, from that weight laying on top of him. Even knowing what it was, it was so pleasant that Nelson smiled.

Basking in that warmth, he finally drove away the drowsiness enough to open his eyes. There was a mass of black hair a few inches from his face. It took him longer than it should have, but he finally recognized.

Cris? All the drowsiness left him, and he became alert at once. Why is he here? Why is he sleeping on top of me? How did we end up like this? Did we… No, I’d remember if we made love. There’s no way I’d forget something like that, right?

As the question hung in the air, images of how they could have ended up on the bed together in such a position filled his mind. Blushing, he shook his head to stop them.

That stirred Cris, who grunted and winced a little. Nelson stopped at once, barely breathing as his manager’s face relaxed.

I have no idea how we ended up like this, but I can’t wake him. Look at that cute sleeping face. It should be a crime to disturb someone as cute as this.

Cris’ mouth was slightly open, and he looked as if he was smiling. There was a little stain on the corner of the bottom lip.

He drools in his sleep. Even that looks cute. I’m definitely teasing him about that, Nelson thought, grinning. Wait! If I do that, he’s gonna tease me about us sleeping together in each other’s arms. I’m sure he will. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be the Cris I know and fell in love with.

He widened his eyes and blushed. It’s the first time I’m admitting this to myself. I just threw the bet money at Marcelo and made him promise he wouldn’t say anything. Even then I avoided admitting my feelings so openly. But there’s nothing I can do about it. In the past month, I fell in love with Cris.

Nelson felt the urge to hug him. He was about to when he hesitated. Would it be alright? I mean, it’s not like we haven’t hugged each other. And even if I hadn’t fallen for him, we’re still friends. Friends hug each other… Convincing himself, he wrapped his arms around his manager.

In the cold room, the warmth coming from that petite body felt more than welcoming. I never thought a hug could make me this happy. Nelson smiled and closed his eyes, his heart thumping so loud he was afraid it would awake the adorable man he was hugging.

What happened yesterday? I remember I was watching Cris and Marcelo playing football. I vaguely remember them putting me on the bed. Then they left, right?

So how come I ended up waking up with him on top of me?

No matter how much he tried to remember, Nelson had no idea how they ended up sleeping in that position. It doesn’t matter. I know nothing happened between us. There’s no way I’d forget making love with him.

Before he knew what he was doing, Nelson caressed Cris.

He had no idea how much time had passed. He only woke from the dream-like situation when the sun rays came through the window and hit him in the face. Careful to not stir and wake his manager, he took one arm off him and picked up his phone on the nightstand.

Seven a.m. huh? It’s so late. Since the coach explicitly forbade me from doing my morning jog or sneaking in a little practice today, it’s okay.

The competition starts at 9:30, so there’s a lot of time to get there. But I need to get ready and pack my stuff. Speedo, swimming cap, goggles, towel, and what else?

He tried to think of anything else he was forgetting, but when his eyes ended up on Cris’ peaceful sleeping face, he could only smile. I’m sure the best manager in the world will remember for me.

Speaking of that, will he come to see me? My previous managers used to come to my competition, but it was after we started dating. They barely came before that, only to the big ones. It wasn’t a surprise, since that’s what a normal swimmer-manager relationship is supposed to be.

But Cris will definitely come to see me. I bet he’s gonna do something or say something to take my mind off the tournament, probably making me embarrassed in the process. Then he’s gonna encourage me with that unfairly cute smile of his.

Damn it. Why is this guy so cute and cool? It should be against the law to be both! How could I not fall for him?

As he rambled in his head, Nelson’s eyes ended at Cris’ cute and sleeping peaceful face once again. Damn it, so unfairly cute. He blushed and pressed his lips to stop a smile insisting on coming out.

When Cris wrapped his arms around him, Nelson felt even happier.

This guy showed up out of nowhere in my life one day just because the club decided to pair two people they had little hopes for together. Now I can’t imagine spending a day without talking to him.

The culprit himself had no idea of all the commotion he was making him go through. All he did was sleep and snore slightly, going up and down along with Nelson’s chest as he breathed soundly.

Damn you, Cris. How did you manage to become so important to me? How did you manage to make me fall for a guy? And all it took was a month. He pinched his manager’s cheek slightly.

He mumbled something unintelligible and moved his head to get rid of his hand.

Nelson didn’t stop. Almost waking up, Cris winced and tried to shoo him away.

He blushed and pulled his hand to cover his face. So freaking cute! Damn it! It’s unfair! How could anyone not fall in love with him?

Before he could stop himself, Nelson scratched Cris’ nose delicately for a few seconds. As he expected, Cris winced again and rubbed the spot where he was touched.

He couldn’t stop smiling as he watched. This is too cute! And fun! Now I know why he likes to tease me so much. Just look at his reactions!

Nelson continued testing Cris’ sleeping reaction. First, he touched his earlobe. Then he touched his right eyebrow gently. Then his nose again.

Each time, Cris winced, grunted, and tried to shoo the hand away, always on the verge of waking up, but never awakening.

Nelson couldn’t stop smiling. It was hard to fight the urge to hug that man tightly. However, he suppressed his urges because he wanted to tease his sleeping manager a little more.

He touched Cris’ bottom lip with his index finger. To his surprise, he didn’t try to get rid of the hand this time. Instead, he moved closer and, before the swimmer could do anything, the finger was inside his mouth. Then he sucked it.

Nelson became an alarming shade of red. Holy shit! I can’t believe he does that unconsciously!

He had no idea what to do. On one hand, he wanted to take the finger and see his peaceful sleeping face again. But on the other, there was something inside him that wanted to see more of Cris’ sucking expression.

It’s just like that day in the locker room.

With his eyes wide, he gulped and watched as Cris sucked his finger. To add to his surprise, the manager seemed happy as he did that.

Oh, God! He looks so happy sucking on something with that shape. The thought made Nelson smile and he blushed. With his heart thumping wildly, he snapped a photo with his phone.

Pressing his lips, he stared at the screen. What will he do when he finds out? Wait. There’s no way I can tell him about this. Look what I’m doing. I mean, I’m not doing anything wrong or illegal, I think, but still, it feels wrong somehow. It feels naughty but fun.

Despite knowing it wasn’t a good idea, Nelson kept the finger where it was. He looks so peaceful doing that. All I want is to see that face for a bit longer. Yeah, nothing weird or anything, he tried to convince himself of that.

The guy who gets to wake up next to him every day will be the luckiest in the world.


Chapter 30

Cris was happy. Too happy. He had no idea why, but when he woke, he couldn’t stop smiling.

His back was cold but there was a pleasant warmth on his front. Even without opening his eyes, he knew the source of that warmth was the reason for his happiness. He curled up to get closer.

In the center of that warmth, he could hear a faint rhythmic pulsing. The sound made his smile wider. When he realized it was a heart, he became even happier. It’s Nelson’s.

Cris never wanted to wake up, or to get out of bed. Just staying there, hearing that heart pulsing and embracing the warmth from the man he fell in love with was the best feeling in the world.

That was until he remembered what Marcelo had told him. He said Nelson lost the bet and paid him. The bet if he would fall for his new manager. He couldn’t stop himself from wrapping his arms around that warmth.

Nelson fell for me. The idea of the man he fell for falling in love with him made Cris want to shout to the world, to shout those feelings to anyone and everyone and make them jealous.

Nelson was even in his dreams. He barely remembered his dreams, but this one was still so fresh in his mind, he never wanted to forget.

They were on the beach during the sunset. There was no one else besides them for kilometers. Nelson teased him, poking him on the nose, ear, and cheek. Thanks to the sand, Cris was so ticklish he couldn’t stop scratching those places.

Then, to tease back, Cris pushed him down, climbed on top of him and pulled his trunks down. He wanted to play with that manhood enough to make him beg for his mouth. But the plan backfired. When he saw it hardening as he stroked, he couldn’t help but get aroused himself.

Before Cris could stop himself, not that he would ever do that, he put the manhood in his mouth.

The reaction was instantaneous. Nelson quivered with pleasure. His face became red, and he closed his eyes.

With a sly smile, Cris played with the tip, only sucking. Before he succumbed to his lust and did as he pleased, the manhood, along with the owner, vanished.

He blinked and looked around.

Nelson was standing a few meters away. He was saying something but was too far away. Cris raced to him. As he got closer, he understood the words, and they made him turn red.

“I lost the bet against Marcelo. I said I wouldn’t fall in love with my next manager, but I lost,” he was saying. Despite his words, he didn’t look sad at all. His smile told him everything; he was glad he lost.

Cris beamed. When he was close enough, he jumped and wrapped his arms around him.

“I love you, Cris,” Nelson whispered, making his heart thump faster.

He was so happy. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt so happy. He didn’t know if he ever had.

Even so, he wanted more. He wanted to hear those words outside the wonderful dream, to hear them while he was awake. And he knew he would. Someday. Maybe soon.

Despite his feelings, Cris knew he had to wait. He couldn’t act on his feeling right away, or it could affect Nelson as an athlete. Even if he yearned to be more than just swimmer and manager, to be more than friends, he would never do something that could get in the way of Nelson’s goal.

For now, just hugging him in the dream was enough. One day we’ll be together.

As he hugged the man he loved, the dream vanished into nothing. Cris woke and couldn’t go back to sleep, not even while embracing the pleasant warmth. With difficulty and mostly against his will, he opened his eyes.

It took some time but when he realized where he was sleeping, he wanted to cuddle. Then he realized Nelson was awake and watching him. At once, his face showed a bit of embarrassment mixed with desire.

When their eyes met, Cris wanted to burst into a nervous laugh. He pressed his lips and managed to control himself, only letting out a strange squeak.

When he calmed down and glanced at Nelson through the corner of his eye, Cris realized Nelson felt the same, though he was even more embarrassed about the situation. There’s something else. He’s feeling guilty about something.

“Hey.” Cris did his best to keep his voice normal. On the inside, however, he was dying to tease and see the blushing face he grew to love over the past month.

“M-morning.” Nelson tried to keep his voice normal too but failed. He was too embarrassed to act like normal.

Despite his embarrassment, he never looked away.

He has cute eyes, Cris thought, and a different smile crossed his lips. The eyes of someone with a goal and determined to reach it. He’s an honest and pure person. There was no way I wouldn’t fall for him.

“I guess you’re wondering how we got into this situation. Before I explain, I’ve got to say I’m actually innocent in this situation. Not that I’m complaining or anything,” Cris said, this time with his regular and teasing voice. There’s no way I’d let this chance go by without doing anything.

Nelson opened his mouth but instead of words, all he did was nod a couple times. That made Cris smile even more. He’s so embarrassed he’s afraid to say something. Damn, that’s too cute. If I could, I’d spend the entire day in bed with him like this.

“Glad you believe me. After Marcelo left, I noticed you’d kicked your sheet. I was gonna cover you and leave but you grabbed my hand and pulled me. Before I could do anything, I was lying on your chest, and you were hugging me so tight I couldn’t move and ended up falling asleep like this. That’s how we woke up in this situation. Again, not that I’m complaining about sleeping embraced by a hot guy.”

Just as he expected, Nelson became even redder. His eyes widened, and the corner of his lips twitched.

Ah, he’s trying to stop his smile. He doesn’t know if he should be embarrassed or happy, Cris thought, a sly smile pushing its way onto his face.

“Sorry for what I did,” Nelson mumbled, averting his gaze for the first time. He was still looking at Cris through the corner of his eye.

“No reason to apologize. I said I wasn’t complaining. In fact, I loved waking up like this. I’ve told you I don’t mind forceful guys. Especially in the bedroom. I mean, it depends on the guy. You’re on that list, by the way,” he teased, watching Nelson’s every reaction.

Actually, you’re the only one on the list of guys who can do this to me. He kept that for himself though. It’d be too much for him to hear this, he thought, trying to suppress his urge to tease even more.

Even if he tried, however, the desire was too strong. The next second, Cris couldn’t stop himself from running a hand over Nelson’s chest, circling his nipple through his shirt.

Just like in his dreams, the reaction was instantaneous. Nelson blushed and pressed his lips but never complained nor told him to stop.

Damn it. He’s too cute! And hot! It’s not fair that a guy is both! It should be against the rules!

I want him to fuck me right now. I want him to get behind me and do whatever he wants until I can’t walk for a whole week!

When he realized what he was thinking, Cris couldn’t help but chuckle in his head. So, even in love, I’m still like this. Guess love only brings out the best of me. And that’s someone who likes sex.

“I think I should be getting ready.” Nelson said, bringing Cris’ attention back to the bed both men shared.

He pulled his phone from his pocket and almost laughed. “Even for you, arriving 2 hours early is too much. Don’t tell me you want to do something like testing the water like they do in football?”

“No, I’m not that weird. But you know…”

Cris suppressed his smile and stared Nelson in the eyes with the most innocent expression he could muster at that moment. “Know what?”

“You know, I need to eat and… and prepare my stuff! Yeah!” he exclaimed suddenly.

Cris suppressed his urge to laugh again. He’s so cute when he thinks of something out of the blue, he thought, staring at that nervous face. If we weren’t swimmer and manager, I’d probably have seduced him a long time ago. But then I wouldn’t have fallen in love with him.

“I’ll take care of your stuff. I already know what you usually bring. But there’s one thing I wanna give you.”

Nelson became wary at once. He knew it was something that would embarrass him. It was plain on his face. But so was his curiosity. When the latter won, Cris smiled.

“What is it?”

“This.” Blushing, he leaned closer and kissed him on the cheek.

Nelson turned red. He put a hand on the kissed cheek and opened and closed his mouth, trying to find words.

Cris laughed and answered the question his swimmer couldn’t voice. “A good luck kiss,” he said, becoming more embarrassed than he imagined.

It was just a kiss on the cheek, for crying out loud. It’s like I’m a teenage boy talking to my first crush all over again.

“I, ah, really should eat something,” Nelson managed to mumble, his hand still on the kissed cheek.

“Oh yeah, I forgot you athletes wake up early and eat something in the morning.” Damn. I’m not satisfied yet. I want to tease him more, Cris thought when he realized the urge was too much. “The only thing I could eat right now is a banana,” he added, sliding his hand down to between Nelson’s legs.

Ever since he had awakened, Cris could feel something pressing against his thigh. But after the kiss, that something was growing and getting harder. This isn’t just morning wood, he could tell.

Nelson was aroused by him, by the kiss, and by the alluring idea of a guy as cute as a girl kissing him on the cheek for good luck first thing in the morning.

I’m so weak to this, Cris thought, wrapping his hand around Nelson’s manhood. It twitched when his cold fingers touched it. And so did the swimmer. Damn it. I shouldn’t be doing this, I shouldn’t be doing this. Not today when it’s his first tournament ever since the accident. But I can’ resist him.

Despite what was in his head, a sly smile crept on his lips. “Do you want an even more special good luck kiss?”

“Yes.” To his surprise, Nelson didn’t hesitate at all.

Cris was the one surprised by such a reaction. When he recovered, his eyes narrowed. With a sly smile, he got under the covers, pulled his shirt up and pants down. The manhood stood before him just like in his dream. And Cris wanted nothing more than to have it inside him.


Chapter 31

I can’t believe that happened again. Despite his utter embarrassment, Nelson couldn’t stop smiling.

After Cris’ special good luck kiss, his mind was in too much bliss to work properly. When he came to, he had left Cris in his bedroom to sleep a little more and was in the cafeteria lining up to get breakfast.

He was so distracted he didn’t even notice what he put on his plate. After he swiped his ID card, he looked down and pressed his lips, trying and failing to suppress a smile. Of course. Bananas, he thought, his face a slight shade of pink.

As he looked around for a seat, a hand waved at him in the sea of athletes from various water sports.

“Morning, sleeping beauty,” Marcelo said, flashing a strange smile. He raised his eyebrows a couple times. “How about last night? You’re so lucky, my friend.”

Nelson almost dropped the tray on the table. He looked at his best friend with cold sweat coming down his brow. Wait, there’s no way he knows what just happened. No way. It was minutes ago.

“W-what are you talking?” he failed to keep his voice normal. Damn it.

“What else? Last night’s party. It was fun, wasn’t it? I mean, I knew Cris was cool and all, but to think he was good at games too. I tell you my friend, you got the whole package.”

Nelson choked on the eggs and drank the milk to make everything go down his throat.

“Take it easy, dude. There’s no need to gulp down those eggs. They’re not hatching,” Marcelo said, laughing at his own joke.

“You’re a real comedian, you know that?”

“I know, thanks. That’s a lot of bananas for breakfast, by the way,” he commented casually, eyeing his friend’s food. He placed a hand on his chin and hummed. “Eggs and bananas for breakfast, huh? I wonder if that means something?”

Nelson wanted to laugh nervously and smack him to quit it.

“Don’t even start, dude,” he said, glancing around to make sure no one was listening to their conversation. “I know what you wanna say, but it’s not like I’m… you know…”

“Gay? Oh, c’mon,” Marcelo spoke normally but in a low voice now. “It doesn’t matter if he’s cuter than most girls. You’re in love with a guy. If that doesn’t make you the G word, or at least bi, I don’t know what it does.”

Nelson stared down at his food, playing with it. “Cris isn’t just a guy. I mean, he’s a guy but, I don’t know.”

“Cris is a guy. And you like him. No matter how much you say, that won’t change.”

“Guess you’re right. For a change. I just never thought I’d fall for a guy and become…” Nelson pressed his lips, struggling to say the word.

Marcelo sighed. “I told you before and I’ll say it again. There’s nothing wrong with being who you are. I’m not gonna throw a party because of it but I won’t shun you or gather people to pray for your sinful soul. No matter who you like, you’re my best friend and rival who can’t beat me even if your life depended on it.”

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. “You’re an idiot. You’re right, but still an idiot. Guess I’ve been overthinking this.”

“You, overthinking? Oh my god. Alert the media. This is the first time in history Nelson has ever overthought anything.” Marcelo didn’t skimp on his sarcasm as he rolled his eyes.

Nelson shook his head as he laughed. “I’ll say it again. You’re an idiot best friend who enjoys embarrassing himself too much. And somehow you can make me feel better about everything. Treating me like nothing’s changed.”

“You’re the idiot if you have to think that,” Marcelo said, pointing his fork at him. “I’m treating you like nothing changed because you are the same idiot. My best friend who’s slower than me. The only difference is that you fell in love with a guy.”

“Are you still drunk from last night? I’m only slower for now. Back then, you could never beat me,” he said, taking the last bite out of the eggs.

“I think the accident messed with your memories, dude. The last time I checked, I had more medals than you.”

“Now I’m sure you’re still drunk. Enjoy being ahead of me for now, because I’m coming back. When I do, there’ll be nothing to stop me from getting more gold than you.”

Marcelo laughed, shook his head and stood up with his empty tray. “Yeah, yeah. Just hurry up, ‘cause I’m tired of waiting.”

He raised his fist with a smile. Nelson smiled back and bumped it with his fist.

After Marcelo put the tray above the trash can, he came back to the table.

“I know your head’s full of this thing between you and Cris but remember what’s at stake today. I want us to compete for Brazil in the World Championship next year and at the Olympics while in the same club.”

“I promise we will. And we’ll get the gold.” Nelson promised.

“Good. That’s the face of my friend and rival.” Marcelo seemed satisfied. Before he left, he grabbed one of the fruits on Nelson’s plate. “You don’t need that many bananas, do you? Don’t worry, I’ll eat sideways.”

Nelson was still shaking his head and chuckling after his friend left. He’s an idiot, but a good one. And he made me remember it’s not only Cris who’s supporting me. For me and for them too, I’ll give my best today, he thought before finishing the rest of his breakfast.

When there were only the bananas left on his plate, he peeled them with a strange smile. When he was about to eat, he remembered Cris and blushed. After a moment of hesitation, he ate the fruits in the normal way.

I’m the idiot here, Nelson thought with a sheepish smile after he finished most of the fruits. I’m in love with Cris. I wanna hug and kiss him every day. But today I need to enter competition mode. Focus only on swimming for now, he said to himself, going back to his room.


Chapter 32

“Welcome back,” Cris yawned and greeted Nelson. He was still sleepy and lying on the bed, but when he saw him, he showed a huge smile.

Nelson blinked and smiled a nervous smile. I thought I could talk to him as always, but all I can think about now is what he did to me this morning. How do I greet him after something like that?

“Hey, Cris. Good morn… How are… hey…” I’m in love with the guy and all I can say is this. I’m so lame.

“Hey again.” He chuckled and his smile widened as he rubbed his eyes. “You really have a thing for bananas.”

Nelson looked down and realized he was still holding one uneaten banana from breakfast. He blushed and averted his eyes.

“I brought it for you,” he said the moment he thought of the excuse, tossing the fruit to him. There’s no way he can find a way to make fun of me for that. But this is my manager we’re talking about.

“Thanks,” Cris said, catching it in midair. “You really like to feed me all kinds of bananas, huh?”

Nelson covered his mouth to hide his smile as he watched him eat the fruit. Do you really need to eat it slowly while staring at me? And you don’t need to do that erotically! I’ve never seen anyone lick a banana before eating it!

Despite what was in his head, he remained quiet and watched. Damn it. I can’t take my eyes off him. I don’t want to.

“What’s the matter? Cris asked with his fake innocent voice.

“You suc—I mean, nothing.” What the hell is wrong with me? Why say he’s sucking that banana? Do I wanna make whatever this is even more embarrassing?

“You look a bit red. You’re not getting sick, are you?” Cris jumped out of bed, closed the distance between them and placed a hand on his forehead.

Nelson gulped and averted his eyes, his cheeks redder and his heart thumping louder. You don’t need to get this close to check my temperature, do you? We’re so close. It’s not the first time, and not even close to what we’ve done, but after everything, I can’t look him in the eyes without my heart exploding. I really fell in love with him.

After what seemed a long time, Cris pulled his hand back. “You don’t seem hotter than usual. I wonder what’s making you so red.”

Like you don’t know, Nelson thought, still avoiding looking him in the eyes. And stop using that cute and completely fake innocent voice! You know I can’t resist it!

Despite his resistance, he caved and glanced back at his manager. For one instant, their eyes met. His heart pounded louder and everything else was forgotten. His gaze lowered to Cris’ lips. Those cute and small alluring lips that could either show one of the cutest smiles in the world or one of the slyest, that could say the words he needed to hear the most or one of the lewdest comments that made him embarrassed.

I wanna kiss him.

With his head thinking only of the man he fell in love with, Nelson leaned forward slowly.

The joy on Cris’ face turned into surprise. Then into embarrassment. However, he didn’t pull away. He closed his eyes and leaned forward too. Then their lips touched.

At first, it was a light kiss, of two people kissing for the first time.

I can’t believe I’m kissing Cris! I can’t believe I’m kissing him, Nelson thought, his heart about to explode. He wanted to scream and shout all his joy to the world. At the same time, he never wanted to part his lips from his cute manager.

He wrapped his hands around Cris. One at his back, the other on the back of his head, kissing him with a fraction of the emotions burning inside him.

Cris dropped the banana peel on the floor and wrapped his arms around Nelson, bringing him closer.

Blinded by passion, the swimmer led the manager to his bed. Without parting their lips, he pushed him on the mattress. He was on top of Cris, but they rolled and changed their positions.

Nelson held him tightly. He never wanted to let go. There was nothing in his mind anymore, except for the man he fell in love with. There was no swimming. There was no pool. There was no tournament. There was no medal, bronze, silver or gold. There was only the manager he had fallen in love with.

I’m an idiot for not realizing my feelings sooner! We wasted so much time. We could’ve done a lot. But not anymore! I won’t waste a second with this wonderful man!

With a wild expression, he took off Cris’ shirt. As Nelson saw that bare and petite body, he wanted to lick and kiss every inch his lips could reach.

Passion took over. He kissed him on the neck, then moved down. He nibbled and sucked one nipple and pinched the other.

“Ah!” Cris moaned. He tried to suppress it, but it was too late.

Nelson stopped for a moment to look at him. Those red cheeks and that embarrassed expression were too much. He wanted more. He wanted to see all the expressions Cris had. He kissed his belly and grabbed that thick thigh.

Cris was good at hiding most of his reactions, but as he kissed Nelson, he couldn’t anymore. Even if he wanted to, his body betrayed him and revealed everything.

When Nelson felt the bulge pressed against him, he didn’t think twice and slid his hand inside his shorts. Before he could wrap his fingers on that manhood, Cris grabbed his wrist and sat up on top of him.

Panting, and sweating despite the cold room, and with his face red, he flashed a weak smile. “Wait… we can’t.”

Nelson’s heart throbbed painfully. His own member limping with those words. “We can’t?”

No way. He doesn’t like me. I just assume because of all his teasing. Oh, god, no. This can’t be happening.

“Don’t make that face. We can’t right now.” Cris flashed a sheepish smile. “Believe me, I want this more than you can imagine. I’ve been waiting for this for so long I just wanna lock this door and pretend the world is just you and me.”

He leaned in to kiss and Nelson reciprocated. The kiss became more intense but then he parted their lips.

“I feel the same,” Nelson said, smiling. “We wasted so much time because I was stupid and didn’t notice my feelings. I just want you all for myself right now.”

Cris put a finger on his lips. “Not today. I mean, not now. Aren’t you forgetting there’s something important?”

“There’s nothing more important than you.” Nelson pulled him closer for another kiss.

Cris touched his lips lightly but then pulled away again. His cheeks were an alarming shade of red. “You know how to embarrass a boy.”

“I learned from the best.”

He smiled and chuckled. “You have no idea how happy I am to hear you say that. But you’re forgetting the tournament. For you, for your goal, for your future, it’s too important. If I don’t stop this, if we get together right now, it’s gonna get in the way. I don’t want that.”

“I don’t care about that, I—”

“You do care. I know how much you care about swimming. And you’re not the only one. I want to see you swimming today. No matter how much I crave you right now, I don’t wanna see you throwing everything out the window.”

“Even if it’s for you?” Nelson asked in a low voice, his blood going back to where it should be.

“Yes, even if it’s for me. If it was anyone else, I wouldn’t care. But not you. I’ve been by your side, I’ve been working hard together with you. I’d feel too guilty if you threw everything aside because of me.”

Nelson widened his eyes a bit when he remembered.

“I’d never blame you or scream at you. You know that, right? I’m not that swimmer you managed before. I’m different.”

“You don’t need to tell me what I already know.” Cris gave him a light kiss. “I’m beginning to wonder if you think I fell in love with you because of your looks.”

“I could’ve sworn it was because of how hot I am.” Nelson flashed a cocky grin. It soon vanished, the smug smile replaced with embarrassment. “Wait, you fell in love with me?”

Cris blushed and averted his eyes. “You didn’t notice? I knew you were slow, but this is too much.” He took a deep breath and looked into Nelson’s eyes. “I love you,” he said, pronouncing every word.

Then he laid on top of him, wrapped his arms around the athlete and buried his face in his chest to hide his red cheeks.

Nelson put his arms around his petite body and hugged him as tight as he could.

“How about if we celebrate your victory just the two of us after the tournament?” Cris suggested in a low voice after a while. “We can even spend the rest of the day here.”

“Sounds perfect,” he said, smiling from the bottom of his heart.


Chapter 33

Despite the two smiling young men who had feelings for each other, there was an awkward silence in the bedroom.

After deciding to postpone the beginning of their relationship to focus on Nelson’s tournament, they sat on the bed with some distance between them.

This is awkward, Cris thought. Despite what was in his head, he couldn’t feel happier. Since we were about to do it, all the sexual tension is still in the air. I can still feel my nipples tingling where he sucked and nibbled. His face became red as he touched his chest and remembered.

To suppress his longing, Cris stopped touching himself and looked at the cause of his feelings. It was a mistake.

Nelson was glancing at him, but he blushed and averted his gaze when their eyes met. Then he glanced again, only to do the same thing a few seconds later without saying anything, getting a little more embarrassed each time.

That only made Cris’ heart thump faster. Oh, crap. He’s too cute! It’s not fair that a hot guy is so cute! He edged a little further away and hugged his legs. I need to calm down or I won’t be able to control myself. We promised we’d celebrate later.

That’s what he thought, but when he glanced at Nelson and met his eyes, he buried his face in his knees. However, he wasn’t fast enough and he still caught the cute and embarrassed smile, making his heart pound louder. He’s making this so hard by being so cute.

Why the hell am I acting like this? It’s not like I haven’t fallen in love before, he thought, glancing at him through the corner of his eye again. As he looked, his cheeks grew hotter and he buried his face in his knees again.

Ah, damn. I’m acting like a thirteen-year-old boy who fell in love for the first time. Despite his embarrassment, he didn’t hate the feeling at all. No matter how much he tried, the smile kept forcing itself on his lips.

Even though they were trying to suppress their desires until later, Cris couldn’t help but reach out his hand. Nelson blushed and did the same. They entwined their fingers, completely embarrassed to look at each other.

The silence only broke when two distinct alarms rang at the same time.

They picked up their respective smartphones and then looked at each other. With awkward smiles, they showed the screens to each other.

“The tournament,” they said at the same time.

There was another moment of silence and then they laughed together.

“You first,” Cris said, gesturing to the Nelson.

“I set the alarm to get ready for the tournament,” he said, putting the phone away.

“You need two hours?” Cris chuckled, raising an eyebrow. “Even I don’t need this much time to get ready when I’m dressed as a girl.”

Nelson blushed and flashed an embarrassed smile. “You don’t need much time to look cute.”

Cris covered his smile with the free hand. Damn. He’s too cute. My boyfriend is too cute. Wait, are we boyfriends? Ah, it doesn’t matter! He grinned as he repeated the word in his head over and over. But then he managed to control himself. Even if he’s too cute, I can see through him.

“What are you hiding from me?” he asked, his voice midway between teasing and suspicion.

“I have, eh, a few pre-tournament rituals.” Nelson mumbled so low he had trouble hearing.

“Pre-tournament rituals?” Cris repeated, making him avert his eyes in embarrassment. “Like what? Avoid crossing paths with black cats and not stepping on cracks?”

“It’s not like that,” he mumbled, his cheeks a shade of red.

Cris’ smile widened as he pulled Nelson’s hand to kiss it. “Sorry, sorry. I know some swimmers have weird superstitions like not shaking people’s hands to avoid using their arms until the tournament. Or move their legs and arms in synchronism for balance.”

“I’m not that weird,” he said defensively.

“Then what do you do? What are your pre-tournament rituals?” Cris tried, but it was impossible to not tease the man he fell in love with.

“I rather not say.” Nelson averted his eyes. “You’re gonna make fun of me.”

That only makes me more curious. Especially if you say it with a cute face like that, Cris thought, his heart pounding faster. He pressed his lips to suppress his grin and did his best to quell down his teasing instinct. It was getting harder and harder.

Wait. Nelson doesn’t need that, not today. But I’m not letting him off the hook in the future. I’m not letting a chance to tease my boyfriend escape like this. My boyfriend…

“You always do those rituals?”

“Only before an important event.”

“An important event, huh? Cris repeated. The next second, he caved to his urge to tease, the sly smile stamped on his face. “Are you gonna do some of those rituals before our celebration later?”

Damn. I was trying so hard to not tease him. But seeing that cute face red and embarrassed is bigger than me. It’s all your fault for making me fall in love with a swimmer again!

A second later, Nelson reacted just as he thought, widening his eyes, and looking everywhere but at Cris.

His expressions are the best! He couldn’t hold it anymore and laughed.

“Sorry for teasing you before an important event,” he said, pulling Nelson closer for a tight hug. “I just can’t help it, you make me wanna tease you so much.”

“I’m so glad this won’t change now that we’re…” He was too embarrassed to finish the sentence.

Together? Dating? Boyfriends? Cris tried to complete it in his head. Either one left his heart thumping louder and faster. Damn it. I have to put my feelings aside for now. I need to become a manager of the Prado Maranhão club. Taking deep breaths, he stopped his urge to tease the man he loved.

“I wanna hear the rest of that sentence later,” he whispered. Then he beamed. “Right now, let’s focus on the tournament. I set my alarm so early just to help you get ready, by the way.”

“Thanks,” Nelson mumbled and smiled, his face still red.

“Since you won’t tell me what you do for this so call ritual, at least tell me what you need,” Cris said, getting out of bed and clapping his hands energetically. He grabbed the duffel bag the club gave Nelson and put it on the table, opening the zipper. Then he turned with an eager face.

“Thanks again, but I don’t need anything special.”

“Then let me pack what you might need for today.”

He went to the closet, picked out a few things and tossed everything on the bed. Then he went to the bathroom and came back with a few toiletries, also dumping on the bed.

“Why all this?” Nelson asked as he stared at the mess his manager had made. He picked up one of the towels with the club’s emblem on it. “I don’t need all this.”

“Ah, but you do.” Cris began folding and packing.

“Why would I need two towels?”

“You said you liked to shower before and after a tournament.”

“You remember that?”

Cris showed a gentle smile. “Of course. So, one towel is for before and the second is for later. Or would you rather dry yourself with a wet towel?”

Nelson smiled and folded the second towel before putting it in on top of the first. Then he picked up one of the toiletries. “There’s no need for sunscreen.”

“There’s no way I’m letting you ruin that skin of yours. Especially when I’m gonna be the one seeing and licking most of it in the near future,” Cris said in an as-a-matter-of-fact voice.

Nelson blushed and said nothing as he tossed the sunscreen on the bag. In a few moments, the bag was full, and he couldn’t come up with a reason to take anything off.

“Wow. This is way more than I usually bring,” he said, scratching his cheek.

“You’ll need most. And if you don’t, there’s no harm. You can thank me later,” Cris said, beaming.

“I will. Not just for this. There’s no way I’d ever forget everything you’ve been doing for me.”

Cris grinned and closed the bag before handing it to him. “Now go, my swimmer. Win this tournament so we can celebrate a lot later,” he said in his teasing voice.

It didn’t work this time. Instead of being embarrassed, Nelson seemed troubled with the idea. “You’re not coming?”

Cris looked in his eyes and flashed a gentle smile.

“There’s no way I’m missing your comeback,” he said tiptoeing to kiss him on the cheek. “I need to eat something. You know how much I like bananas, but that’s not enough to fill me.”

“Okay. Then I’ll see you there.” Nelson blushed and pressed his lips. There was an awkward moment of silence again. “Bye.”

He leaned down to kiss Cris on the cheek.

I wanted more than just that, he thought with a tiny smile as he watched Nelson walk towards the door.

He was about to leave the bedroom when he halted, took a deep breath and turned. “I know I’m always saying it but I’m serious. Thanks for everything you did for me. If not for you, there’s no way I’d’ have gotten this far. Thank you for coming into my life!”

He opened and closed his mouth without any idea of what to say. His heart thumped so loud he was afraid Nelson would hear. Damn it. When he’s straightforward like this, I don’t know how to react.

Despite his embarrassment, Cris couldn’t stop smiling.

There was another moment of silence and then Nelson left.

Ah, I’m really just like a little boy falling in love for the first time, he thought as he fell backward on the bed. I can’t believe how much I love that swimmer.

The door opened again, and Cris stood up with a confused face. “What’s wrong? Did you forget anything?”

Without a word and a determined face, Nelson crossed the room, grabbed Cris and kissed him. A kiss full of passion.

When their lips parted, Cris was out of air. His mind was a haze as he tried to think. What…?

With his entire face red, Nelson looked at him and then left his bedroom again.

It took a moment, but then Cris felt his entire body burning. I really fell for him, he thought, smiling from the bottom of his heart.


Chapter 34

Nelson parked the car, turned off the engine and pulled the key from the ignition. Though there was nothing wrong, everything he did felt strange, as if it was someone else doing them.

What the hell am I thinking? I’m the weird one, he thought, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath. After he held the air in for four seconds, he exhaled slowly, waiting for four more seconds to breathe again.

I’m back. I’m finally back to competing, he thought, grabbing the steering wheel with both hands. Despite how nervous he felt, there was a smile forcing itself on his lips as he got out of the car.

Nelson looked around the school grounds where the competition would happen. It’s been a long time since I stepped inside a school, he thought, smiling as he remembered his student days. I was a pain in the ass. How many times was I sent to the principal’s office for cutting class?

He couldn’t help but chuckle with the memory. It’s not my fault if the pools were more interesting than blackboards. A classroom was too stuffy for me. It was awful staying sitting for so long listening to useless stuff that I’d never use. I preferred moving my body. I still do. Guess that’s why mom thought I was hyperactive.

As he thought back to his school days, Cris popped in his mind. He couldn’t help but blush. What about him? Was he a good student? Nelson stopped to imagine for a moment and laughed as he dismissed the idea an instant later.

Zero chance. There’s no way he was a good student. I’m almost sure he was just as terrible as me. I skipped class to hang out with my friends or go swimming. I bet he also skipped class but to do other things with boys.

Once again Nelson blushed.

I can only imagine him as one of those kids who slept through the first classes and kept talking all the time and barely paid any attention the rest of the day. Even so, for some reason I have the feeling he managed to avoid summer school by cramming everything at the last minute. Then he would flash that cute smile and say everything went according to his plan despite the cold sweat running down his face.

I also get the feeling he was popular with everyone in his class. Maybe with everyone in the school. He’s the sort of guy who’d talk about boys with the girls and about the girls with the boys, giving them hints as a ‘spy.’

I’m also 100% sure he made most boys uncomfortable with his lewd jokes and comments. Wait, scratch that. Knowing him, I bet he flirted with them without any restraint. How many boys did he make question themselves?

Cris is so cute and cool it’s way past unfair.

And now I’m with him. I’m his boyfriend and he’s mine.

Nelson couldn’t stop blushing and smiling with the idea, his heart thumping faster as he pictured the man he fell in love with.

I wish I could’ve met him back then. We could’ve been together sooner. But maybe I wouldn’t have fallen for him if we’d met back then.

His heart filled with joy at the picture of Cris in his mind. But then he shook his head to get rid of that cute face.

I’m in love with him. There’s a lot I wanna share, have and do with him. But I can’t be thinking of him. Not now. I’ll only think about him afterwards. Now I have to focus on the tournament. Not only for me but for him too.

He looked around but since it was his first time in this school, he had no idea where the swimming pool was. As he wondered what to do, he saw one security guard patrolling.

“Excuse me,” Nelson called, walking towards the overweight man. “I’m here for the tournament, but I don’t know where the pool is.”

“Tournament? Today?” The security guard had a puzzled look on his face. He scratched his chin for a moment and then his face lit with comprehension. “Oh yeah, there was a swimming tournament. I forgot.”

You forgot? Nelson didn’t change his expression, but on the inside, he dropped his shoulders. Guess this is the level I’m at now.

I know I have to start from the bottom after the accident and everything, but to think I’m in a tournament the security guard forgot is happening.

He did his best to ignore the feeling. I knew that from the start. It doesn’t matter how and where. I have the chance to get to the top again. I’ll take it with everything I have.

The guard took a deep breath before speaking again. “The pool’s that way. Behind that building over there.” He pointed to a building that looked like a gym on the other side of the parking lot.

“Thanks.”

Before he could walk towards the pool, the guard shook a stubby finger at him, his eyes narrowed. “Wait a sec. Aren’t you that guy?”

“I’m sorry?” Nelson had a hunch what the guard was talking about, but he decided to play dumb.

“That guy, er, that swimmer who almost died in a nasty accident a while back. Nelson something, I think.”

“Ah, yeah. That’s me,” he said with a wry smile. It’s amazing people still remember me.

“Ha! I knew it!” The guard’s face lit with a smile. “I saw you on TV today!”

“Eh, I was on TV today?” I didn’t hear anything about that.

“Yeah, yeah, you were. The reporter said something about your first competition after that accident. I had no idea it’d be here, where I work,” he said, grinning. “Can I take a selfie with you? My daughter won’t believe when I tell her I met the guy we saw on TV today.”

“Yeah, sure.” Despite the surprise, Nelson didn’t hate the situation. I can’t believe after everything, things like this still happen, he thought, smiling as the guard placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Thanks. Hey, I’ll take you to the pool,” the guard offered, still smiling as he put his phone back in his pocket.

Nelson accepted. After they got there, the security guard went back to his patrol.

Despite the unusual situation, he felt his mood improving. However, when he saw the pool and the surroundings, the smile faded. Guess this is part of my reality too.

Before him was an Olympic size pool with clear and still waters. But that wasn’t what caught Nelson’s attention. It was the bleachers. Or better yet, the lack of them. My last tournament was in a place that could hold over 10 thousand people. And it was almost full house that day.

And now, there’s not even enough space for the spectators to sit. But I guess only friends and families come to watch something of this level. Too bad my parents can’t come.

Nelson closed his eyes and exhaled through his nose, trying to get rid of those feelings.

It doesn’t matter. I have the chance to climb back to the top, he said to himself again. I’ll grab this chance with both hands. For me and my future, and for Cris too.

Despite blushing as he thought of his manager, Nelson drew strength from that face, from that smile he grew to love.

For me and my future, and for my boyfriend. He used both hands to cover his face as he smiled

With his resolve remade, Nelson headed to the men’s locker room. After everything he had seen, he wasn’t surprised by the unlocked door. Holding his urge to sigh, he went to a box at the entrance with many keys with a small plate with numbered paper as a keychain.

Nelson took one at random and after looking around, he realized he was alone in the locker room. “Hello? Is there anyone here?” he asked just to be sure.

When there was no answer, he smiled in relief.

Great. It’s just as Cris said. No one would be crazy enough to get here so soon. But thanks to that, I can do all my pre-tournament rituals without anyone to get in the way, Nelson thought, placing his bag on the bench in the middle of the locker room.

He took a deep breath and relaxed his entire body.


Chapter 35

“No way.” Mari stopped the fork midway to her open mouth. “For real? You’re not messing with me, are you?”

“I swear.”

Though her surprised and doubtful expression was funny, it made no difference, Cris was already smiling from ear to ear even before he shared the news about Nelson and him.

“Way to go. Just don’t turn into one of those guys who can only think about their boyfriends and forget about their adorable cousins. I’ll feel lonely.”

“Thanks.” His smile grew even more.

Cris turned to his plate but instead of eating, he played with his food. He didn’t feel hungry. What he wanted was to run across the cafeteria and shout to everyone he and Nelson were a couple now.

“So, you got a proper boyfriend after so long,” Mari said, finally eating the food on her fork before pointing it towards him. “I’m happy and all, but let’s be honest for a second here. It was about damn time. I mean, everybody was tired of waiting for you two to hook up. And I mean everybody.”

“I’m not listening to you. No matter what you say, I’m too happy to care.” Cris hummed as he finally ate the eggs. Then he stopped humming and turned to her with a somber face. “What do you mean everybody? Who else other than you and Marcelo knew about us?”

I never told anyone. I doubt Nelson would’ve told anyone other than Marcelo. He could’ve said something, but he doesn’t look like the type of guy who’d do that. And Mari isn’t dumb enough to blab about this.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes. “You’re kidding, right? Please, tell me you’re kidding, little cousin.”

“Just say it.”

“Wow, you really don’t know. Guess you’ve been way up on cloud nine with Nelson all this time and forgot about us here on the ground,” she said, sighing.

He sighed and pressed the bridge of his nose. He had a feeling the conversation was one he didn’t want to have. At least not right now, when he was still too happy. His heart still thumped faster whenever he remembered how Nelson came back just to give him an amazing kiss.

And yet his curiosity was bigger. Why am I like this?

“Just say it, Mari. Because if you just wanna make fun of me, then I’ll ignore you and be happy.”

“I say, little cousin. Don't get your panties in a bunch,” Mari said, flashing a mischievous smile. “If you think you and Nelson are a secret, guess again. You two are famous among the girls.”

Cris froze. So, everyone knows about us. On one hand, he loved the idea. For years, he was as open as he could about being gay. If everyone knew, it meant they could act like a couple. On the other hand, he didn’t want Nelson to come out before he was ready. Even so, everything’s gonna be okay. Because we’re together now.

“I see. I didn’t know,” he said, pretending the news wasn’t a big deal.

Mari laughed. “You can stop that now. You might fool your new boyfriend with that acting, but not me.”

“Fine.” Cris blushed at the mention of the B word. That’s what we are now. Boyfriends. The idea alone was enough to make him want to grin all day long.

“Good. Now I’ll tell you everything you don’t know, cousin of mine. At first, there were a lot of girls jealous because they’d lost a great catch to you,” Mari said, too happy about sharing the gossip. “But when that passed, they became interested in where you two were in the relationship. If you two had kissed, or had done it already, that kind of thing. There was even a pool.”

“No way.” Cris blushed a little more. “I didn’t hear a thing about this.”

“Yeah, I have a slight suspicion it was because you were too busy falling in love with Nelson to notice us. But I don’t know. Who am I to say?” She raised her hands and shrugged. Then she let out a dry chuckle. “And I lost the pool, by the way. Thanks for that. Not that you care about your cousin’s wallet.”

“What? You were in it?”

“There was no way I’d miss out on that action. And I thought I was gonna win easily. I was so sure you two would’ve already done it by now. But no. All you did was suck his cock. Thanks for keeping your relationship pure and innocent, little cousin,” she said, not skimping on her sarcasm as she raised one thumb.

Cris decided to ignore that with a bright smile. “You’re welcome!” His cheeks reddened again. “And I’m glad we didn’t hook up right away. If we had, maybe I wouldn’t have fallen in love with him.”

“Yeah, I know. And I love hearing about other people’s love, by the way. It makes me so happy.”

“I know. Thanks for listening to me. When I wanted to talk and when I didn’t.” Cris beamed at his cousin. Mari sighed and smiled too. But as he focused on his food, his cheeks lost some of their color. “When you say everybody, does that mean dad knows too?”

“That you’re gay? I think he was suspicious ever since you said you liked boys. You were what, twelve? But I think uncle was almost certain when you brought your boyfriend home. When he caught you two naked, he had no doubts.”

“Stop reminding me of that.” Even though it had happened three years ago, the memory was still too embarrassing.

“No way. You getting caught with your boyfriend sucking each other’s dicks is still one of the best Christmas story’s ever.”

Cris shook his head to dismiss the memory. “Putting that aside. That’s not what I meant.”

“I know what you meant, cousin. And no, I don’t think uncle knows how close you and your swimmer have grown.”

“Good, that’s good.” He sighed in relief and got back to his now cold breakfast.

“It wouldn’t make any difference,” Mari said in a low and unusually serious voice. “He’s not gonna get mad or anything because you’re happy.”

“I know, but still.” Cris played with his food as he tried to find the right words to express himself. “Even if I’m happy, it doesn’t change the fact that I’m…”

“In love with a swimmer from the club,” Mari finished the sentence. “You can say it, cousin.”

“Yeah.” He lowered his eyes. “But it’s not the first time I got involved with a swimmer.”

“Last time was different. Uncle got mad because he thought you were fooling around instead of working. That guy’s results were pathetic for a swimmer of our club.”

“Yeah, I know that but…”

“When uncle found out the truth, he was mad at him for yelling and blaming you. He even ended the contract right away when the guy called you nasty names,” Mari reminded Cris. “No matter how harsh he is on you about your future, uncle cares about you.”

“Yeah, I guess. No, you’re right.” He was happy to hear again that father stood by his side at that time.

“Of course I am. So believe in me now too. This time you’re in love with Nelson, not just sleeping with him. As long as your relationship doesn’t get in his way, uncle won’t get mad nor will he let anyone say anything about you.”

When Cris looked at his cousin, he was smiling for real. “Thanks for reminding me of this, Mari.”

She flashed a huge and sincere smile. “I’m always here to listen to your gay love stories.”

Cris let out a weak chuckle. “You know you can just call it a love story, right? You don’t have to say everything I do is the gay version.”

“Yeah, I know,” she said, taking another bite of her sausage. “But for some reason, it doesn’t have the same flare if I don’t.”

He sighed and chuckled. “Whatever.”

“C’mon, little cousin. Now the serious talk is over, let’s get to the real deal.”

Mari swallowed the rest of her breakfast and put the tray aside. She placed her elbows on the table, crossed her fingers and stared at him.

“Please share with your cousin here how you plan to celebrate with Nelson later. What are all the naughty and kinky ideas you have in your head?” she asked in a forced deep voice.

He blushed and looked around to make sure no one was listening. When he realized what he was doing, he laughed. I’m acting just like him, he thought and didn’t hate the idea.

“Are you, by any chance, embarrassed to be overheard?” Mari asked in an even deeper voice, shaking her head at the same time. “That cannot be true.”

“Yeah, it is. I don’t think Nelson is ready to have people knowing about how hard I plan to ride his dick later.”

Mari flashed a sly smile as she nodded. “Nice. I bet he’s gonna get more tired with you than with swimming.”

Cris shared the same sly smile. “I’m gonna make sure of that. He’ll be more out of air under the sheet than under the water.”

They looked at each other and laughed at the same time.

“That’s hot, little cousin. I wanna hear all the details after.”

“No way. I’m a gentleman. I don’t suck and tell.”

“You gonna do that to me? Me, who’s been listening to all your gay ramblings about Nelson ever since you met him. Wait, scratch that. I started hearing about him even before you met him. Now that you two are finally gonna fool around naked under the sheets, you’re gonna keep me out of the newsletter?”

Cris knew it would be useless to resist his cousin. He never could, ever since they were kids. But if Nelson hears about this, he’s gonna be so embarrassed. Not that I wouldn’t like to see that.

As he mulled it over, Mari leaned back on her seat.

“Fine, little cousin. Don’t tell me anything,” she said in her normal tone which somehow seemed scarier than usual. “I’m just gonna sit around and picture all the kinky gay things you and Nelson are gonna do later. But since I have a poor imagination, I’ll have to ask the girls for a little help. Or maybe I’ll ask our boy himself.”

Cris pressed his lips to suppress a smile. I knew it. I can never win against her.

“Fine. I’ll give you the details tomorrow. If I can walk, that is,” he added with a sly smile.

Mari nodded in approval again. “Nice, little cousin. Make sure to stock up on lotion.”

“I always do.”

As the cousins laughed together, Mari stood up. “I’m gonna get some milk. Do you want some? Oh, wait. Nelson already gave you some today.”

Cris shook his head and finished the rest of his cold breakfast.

“You’re done?” Mari asked when she was back. “Good. Then let’s get going already.”

“Where?”

“To see your boyfriend swimming, of course,” she said, her face indicating it should be obvious. “What else?”

“You’re going too?”

Mari scoffed. “Yeah, of course. There’s no way I’m gonna miss something this important in my little cousin’s gay relationship. I’ll probably be the person cheering the most. Well, second. There’s no way I’m gonna beat you.”

Cris beamed. “Let’s go!”


Chapter 36

“We’re finally here!” Mari said when she stopped the car in the school parking lot.

“Yeah.”

Though nothing indicated there was a sports event happening at school today, Cris felt his stomach tighten a knot. I’m so nervous.

He tried to ignore his feelings, but it was hard with his cousin by his side. He couldn’t help notice that her legs wouldn’t stay still. Then he realized his legs were the same.

“Stop that,” he said, grabbing her knee to make her stop. “It’s making me more nervous.”

“I can’t help it, little cousin. I’m so excited.” Despite the hand, she still moved her leg.

Cris gave up. He looked in the direction of the building that looked like a gym and took a deep breath. Why am I feeling so nervous? Today’s gonna be an easy win for Nelson. Yeah, it should. There’s nothing to worry about.

“C’mon, little cousin. There’s no need for you to be nervous. Instead, be like me! I’m all hyped up for this competition!” Mari said with a huge smile.

Cris noticed it wasn’t just her legs, her hands were restless too. Despite everything, he couldn’t help but become influenced by her smile and forced one of his own. “Yeah, you’re right!”

“You shouldn’t be surprised by that now. But instead of thinking of you, think of how Nelson is feeling.”

“Even if it’s gonna be an easy win, I bet he won’t let that over his head. Right now, he must be finishing his pre-tournament rituals.”

“That’s not what I mean. He’s used to big indoor pools with bleachers and a crowd cheering. From that to a school pool is a little, well, a great fall, to be honest. It might affect him more than we can imagine.”

Cris grew silent for a moment. “That’s true. But he won’t let that affect him, I’m sure.”

“Are you, little cousin? Even if it’s a municipal and small tournament, it’s his first competition after months. It might put more pressure on him than he believes. Especially if he’s thinking it’s gonna be a walk in the park.”

She might be right. But why is she saying all this now?

“Since when were you such an expert about this? When was the last time you came to watch a competition?”

Mari hummed as she tried to remember. “I have no idea. Maybe it was back when my brother swam.”

“Over three years ago? Please don’t act like you’re an expert. You’re making me more nervous.”

“I can’t help it, little cousin. There are high stakes involved today,” she said with an unusually serious expression as she got out of the car.

“I know that.”

“Nelson’s career isn’t the only thing.”

Cris could tell something stupid was coming up, so he kept quiet.

“Really? You’re not asking?” Mari asked when he didn’t follow up.

“I can guess it’s something stupid.”

“It’s not.”

“Fine. What else is involved today?”

“After this, I’m hoping my little cousin will get rammed from behind so hard he won’t be able to walk tomorrow,” she said with a straight face when he got out of the car.

“How can you say those things with that face?” Cris asked. I want that too, but I can’t even think of it right now.

“Because I can’t stop thinking about it. Are you gonna seriously tell me you don’t expect the same?”

He blushed and tried to stop his smile with no success as they walked through the school grounds. “I can’t say that.”

“Ha! I knew it!” Mari shouted in triumph. “You almost have as much expectation as me.”

“Why are you so interested in my love life?”

“I’m interested in your gay love life because it’s been too long since I’ve seen some action. It’s hard to find guys when you literally live at your workplace.”

“Why don’t you date someone from the club again?” He could name a couple of interns in the medical and financial department he wouldn’t mind getting on his knees for. But that was before Nelson.

“Because it’s too troublesome. You, of all people, know how it is. My last boyfriend was, oh shit, speaking of the devil.” Mari fell silent and halted.

Cris looked around and realized the reason for his cousin’s sudden silence. Oh shit. Why him?

A few steps ahead of them was someone they knew. Wearing a suit despite the heat, the man was on the phone and hadn’t noticed them.

“Why is he here?” Mari asked in a low voice as she dragged Cris behind a tree.

“Probably to watch Nelson. Dad has no time to come to a small competition like this but there’s no way he wouldn’t send someone to watch. I just can’t believe it’s him,” he said in a hushed voice.

“Yeah, why him of all people? Couldn’t uncle send another one of his assistants? I can’t face him.”

Oh yeah. If I’m not mistaken, he cheated on her with a Colombian swimmer. “You’re still upset about that? It was years ago.”

“It was traumatic for me, okay? I think I was in love with him,” Mari said, blushing in a rare display of embarrassment.

“Yeah, well, I hate to tell you, but I slept with him too.”

“What? You never told me! When was that? Wait, Marco is bi? No way! I never realized!”

“One question at a time. First, we had sex at the New Year’s Eve party. I don’t think he’s bi. He just fell for my charms that one time,” he said, not hiding how proud he was.

“You’re such a slut, Cris,” Mari said, biting her lip as she turned to her ex. “What are we gonna do?”

“What do you mean? I’m watching Nelson. I came here only for that. There’s no reason for us to hide from Marco.”

“Yeah, I know that, but… oh, shit. He saw us.” She waved awkwardly as her ex-boyfriend looked in their direction. “Just smile and wave. Maybe he won’t come to talk to us.”

Her fears became true. Marco ended the call, put the phone away, buttoned his suit and walked towards them.

“Hello, Mari. It’s good to see you.” His tone was just as forced as his smile. Then he turned to Cris and his cheeks became a shade of pink. “You too, Cris. It’s been a while…”

“What are you doing here?” she asked, also forcing herself to sound as normal as it could.

“I’m here to watch one of our athletes. Your father asked me to report his result the minute the competition ends,” he said to the manager. Then he turned back to his ex. “I’m surprised to see you here. I thought you said you’d never watch another tournament again.”

“Things change. I’m here to support Cris and Nelson’s relationship.” Cris looked at her with wide eyes. “As swimmer and manager. My little cousin has been working harder than ever this time and all. Hope this is the first tournament of many in Nelson’s future.”

“Yes, I hope so too,” Marco said, looking down as he straightened his tie.

At once Cris realized there was something else. “Is there something we should know?” he asked in a low voice. Even so, he couldn’t hide his anxiety.

Marco pressed his lips and closed his eyes. “I shouldn’t be saying this, but there are people who think Nelson cannot produce the same results as before the accident. That was a close call. It’s amazing he’s managed to come so far after everything. No one doubts that.”

“Even so, this isn’t his last chance. He has until the WCA. His contract is until then.”

“You’re right, but the board doesn’t think that. No one’s said it aloud, but I think today might be his last chance. Some don’t want the club putting more resources on him. And that’s not all. I’m not here only to watch him. I’m here also to scout another swimmer. His name is Yuri and even though he has a lot of potential, he’s been under the radar. Some want to end Nelson’s contract and make one with him.”

Cris was too stunned to say anything. No way. I didn’t hear anything about this. I knew today was more than his comeback but to think it might be his last chance.

Mari looked at her ex-boyfriend, all the joy from this morning gone from her face as if it never existed. “Marco, be honest. Are the old geezers just waiting for an excuse to cut ties with Nelson?”

He stayed in silence for a while, looking her in her eyes.

“Not everyone. As the head of the medical department, your mother thinks it’s impossible for him to return to his old self. But your dad is the opposite. He thinks Nelson can go even further. He says it’s not everyone who can come back from such injury. According to him, they should keep someone who can do such a thing.”

“What about my dad?” Cris asked, gulping. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to know.

Marco kept his silence again. “You know your dad, Cris. He won’t say anything unless he has all the facts. I think he’s on the fence. To him, this competition is make it or break it for Nelson.”

Cris bit his lip and turned in the direction of the pools.

“This competition is much more important than Nelson probably thinks it is.” Despite talking in a low tone, Marco’s words came as a heavy blow to him.

We had no idea. We were thinking it’d be an easy victory. Ah, damn it. We could only think about celebrating later. Now the stakes are much higher, even though this is just a municipal tournament.

“Go talk to him. There’s still some time before the competition,” Mari said to him, giving him a little push on the back.

Cris flashed a tiny smile at her. “Thanks.”

Nelson, I wanna talk to you. I wanna tell you everything I just heard and say everything’s gonna be alright. Don’t worry about me. Don’t worry about us. Just think about swimming. Give your all on each stroke!

As he thought of his swimmer and the man he loved, his steps became a bit faster.

Before he knew it, he was running towards the pool, with his boyfriend’s face in his mind. Nelson.


Chapter 37

By the time Nelson finished his pre-tournament rituals, the other competitors entered the locker room.

Just in time, he thought, glad no one had seen. Cris would’ve laughed if that happened. And then he’d want me to show him. He smiled when he thought about his manager, but then stopped as he checked the other swimmers. I don’t recognize anyone.

Then he realized why. What am I doing? Checking out the competition? It’s not like I have any information about them or anything. I don’t even know their names. This isn’t a major tournament or anything. It’s just a tiny municipal competition. Now that I think about it, the coach didn’t say anything about the other swimmers either.

As he thought of his coach, Nelson couldn’t help but let out a hollow chuckle in his head. Even he’s not here today. Before, he never missed a single one of my tournaments. He never misses any of his athletes’ tournaments. But today is only important to me, not to him.

After the swimmers stored their belongings in the lockers, they stood in the corner, talking among themselves while changing and glancing at Nelson from time to time.

I didn’t want to think about it but that’s what I get for being the biggest name here. But being the famous one here makes no difference. I won’t win or anything because of it. Just like in every tournament I’ve been in so far. If I wanna win, I have to swim faster than them.

Nelson decided to ignore the extra attention and focus on himself.

Now that I think about it, this kind of reaction happened when there was a new swimmer. He’d become amazed at being in the same place as those he admired. I was the same. Guess it’s feeling like a rite of passage for us. Too bad this feels more like I’m in an aquarium, he thought with a wry smile.

He was taking one of the towels from a plastic bag among everything Cris had forced him to bring when one of the swimmers approached him.

“H-hi. You’re Nelson, right?” he asked. Though he seemed a couple of years older, he was nervous. The others he was whispering in the corner with before stood a few steps behind.

So, he has the pre-tournament jitters, Nelson thought, smiling in his head. I can’t blame him. How long has it been since I felt that? Wait, better not remember. The first time I felt like this, I threw up in the pool. Something Cris knows now. Thanks for that, Marcelo.

“Yeah,” he greeted his competitor in a friendly tone.

That was a mistake as it only made the swimmer and the others in the back even more nervous.

“I just wanted to say I saw you on TV today. Even though it’s your comeback and all, I mean, we will not make it easy for you,” he managed to say, trying to come off as confident despite stuttering. “We’ll make you work hard. Don’t think it’s gonna be a walk in the park!”

Despite his faltering voice, his eyes never showed any hesitation.

He has the spirit of an athlete, Nelson realized. He stopped smiling and offered his hand. “Let’s give our best today then,” he said in a serious voice, looking his competitor in the eyes.

With a nervous smile, which he stopped almost right away, the swimmer grabbed his hand and shook it. The others behind him came forward to greet him too.

“Yeah, we won’t let you win that easily!”

“We’ll give our best!”

Nelson smiled and shook their hands one by one.

After greeting and promising a good tournament, they went back to their places to get ready. The swimmers who didn’t talk to Nelson saw everything, but they were too busy preparing themselves to do the same.

I forgot this locker room feeling. I was stupid, too stupid. I thought because it was only a small municipal tournament, it’d be easy.

I’m an idiot. I’m competing with athletes. They’re swimmers who wanna win. Just because I used to be an Olympic level swimmer, doesn’t mean they’ve given up before it even started. If I underestimate them, I’ll be disrespecting them.

“So, you’re the famous Nelson.” Standing a few meters away, glancing at him through the corner of his eyes while warming up, was another swimmer. He looked young and Nelson couldn’t help but notice he was slim and had long limbs.

“I’m Nelson, but I wouldn’t use ‘the.’ I’m just me,” he said, chuckling with his own joke.

He has a good build for a swimmer, he thought before offering his hand with a serious face. As the athlete shook it, Nelson also couldn’t help but notice he had shaved legs. To do this for a municipal tournament. He doesn’t just swim as a hobby. He’s someone who’s aiming higher.

“I’m Yuri. Even if you deny it, or if you just don’t want to say it out loud, all the eyes here are on you,” he said. “There was even a piece of news on TV about this competition. They’d never even talk about it outside a sports segment, and that would be a pretty small mention. That is, if it wasn’t for you.”

Nelson stared at him for a moment. “You make it sound like I’m the only one swimming today. There are other athletes,” he said, aware the others were listening.

“You’re right. There are others, but few here want to be professional athletes.”

Nelson glanced around. Those who talked to him had stopped their warm-ups and were watching them.

“You’re right. Even so, everyone here is still a swimmer aiming for the gold medal. No one should be underestimated.” Like I was doing before.

“You’re right,” Yuri said, smiling. “And thank you for that.”

“For what?”

“I never imagined I’d be treated as a competitor by an Olympic level swimmer.”

Nelson let out a hollow laugh that surprised Yuri. “Sorry, but I’m not at that level anymore,” he said in a low voice. He looked around at the simple locker room. “This is where I am now. I need to climb back to that level again.”

“Do you think you can?” Yuri blurted out. Then he pressed his lips and closed his eyes. “Sorry, I shouldn’t…”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t mind,” Nelson said before the mood became awkward. “I’ll give it my best to get back to that level no matter what anyone thinks.”

The moment he spoke, something felt off. Then he realized the reason. As he remembered Cris’ words, his cheeks turned red.

“No, I’m wrong. I don’t think I’ll get back to that level. I’ll go even further.” His voice was brimming with confidence, but there was no arrogance.

Yuri realized and said nothing, his eyes filling with admiration. “That’s amazing, Mister Nelson. I never thought someone would have the strength to start again. Especially in a competition like this.”

Nelson chuckled and smiled as he scratched his cheek to break the serious mood.

“Everyone needs to start somewhere. And don’t call me mister, it makes me sound older than I am. Just call me Nelson. And besides, you call it strength, but it’s more like I’m so useless I don’t think I can do anything other than swim.”

“Okay, Nelson,” Yuri said, laughing. “I think I’m the same. If I’m not swimming, I have no idea what to do.”

“Then let’s get in the water and do the only thing we can do.”

“Yes!”

“It’ll be a pleasure to swim against you,” Nelson said, offering his hand again.

After Yuri shook it and went back to his warm-up, someone slammed the door open. No one had any reaction as a girl rushed inside the locker room and looked around.

Nelson realized at once. Despite the slim and petite body, long black hair and skirt, she was no girl. It was his cross-dressing manager and the man he had fallen in love with.

“Cris? What are you doing here?” he asked, the surprise stamped on his face.

He turned to Nelson at once. He looked panicked, his face sweating, and he was out of air.

“I need to talk to you right now,” he said in an urgent voice.


Chapter 38

“What’s wrong? Did something happen?” Nelson asked, getting nervous as he walked to Cris, flustered and out of air.

“Yes… and I need to talk to you,” he said as he tried to recover his breath.

As Nelson checked him, he heard murmurs. The other swimmers in the locker room were looking at them, fidgeting. It took him longer than it should to realize the reason. They think Cris is a girl, he thought, wanting to laugh. I can’t blame them. He’s cuter than most girls. It doesn’t help the fact he came barging in here dressed in a skirt. Any guy would be embarrassed. But sorry everyone, he’s mine.

“Now!” Cris dragged Nelson out of the locker room.

Under those worried eyes, he didn’t resist. Despite the urgency, he couldn’t help but enjoy it as Cris pulled him by the hand. Before he knew it, he gently squeezed that petite hand, feeling the warmth and courage coming from those lean fingers.

Even though he was frantically looking for somewhere without people, Cris’ cheeks went a shade of red as he squeezed back. “There!”

He led Nelson to a huge tree behind the gym as fast as he could without running. As his skirt fluttered thanks to the wind, he put his hands on his knees and tried to recover his breath.

Nelson put a hand on his back and massaged it, trying to ease the pain. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I just need a sec.”

He was relieved with that. But then he couldn’t help but become nervous. Something important must’ve happened for him to barge in the locker room and drag me like this before the tournament. “What happened?” This time there was a note of urgency in his voice.

Cris took a deep breath and raised his head. He opened his mouth but then bit his lips and looked away.

At once Nelson knew he had something hard to say. His stomach tightened but as he placed a lock of Cris’ long black hair behind his ear, his fingers brushing against his soft cheek, he couldn’t help but smile.

Cris looked at him again. He blushed and smiled as he touched his boyfriend’s fingers.

Nelson leaned down and kissed him lightly.

Cris threw his arms around his neck and kissed him back.

When they parted their lips, he seemed less flustered, though even more out of air. Even so, he hugged Nelson and squeezed as much as those slim arms allowed him.

“I don’t know what’s wrong, but you can tell me. You can tell me anything,” Nelson whispered, hugging back, smiling as he caressed the top of Cris’ head. “That’s the best part of our relationship.”

He gave a last squeeze and then let go. When he raised his head, his smile, although tiny, was back. “You know how to make a boy embarrassed,” he muttered, closing his eyes. When he opened them, they were full of determination.

Nelson couldn’t help but blush as he stared into them. That change in mood was part of the reason he had fallen in love with Cris.

“There’s something important you need to know about today.”

The seriousness and the topic took Nelson aback. He held his breath and let out a weak chuckle as a response. “More to this competition? Please, don’t tell me the fate of the world depends on my results now,” he joked to lighten the mood. It didn’t work. Cris didn’t even crack a smile. “Is it that serious?”

Cris looked down. “Yes. Today might really be your last chance.”

Nelson could tell it pained him to say. Those delicate hands squeezed his jacket with the club’s emblem.

“What do you mean? Unless I suck too much, there’s the state championship and the regionals for me to recover.”

“Maybe not. The club… the board…” Cris took a deep breath and looked him in the eyes. “Some of the board members are thinking about ending your contract depending on your result.”

Nelson remained quiet for a while as he digested the words.

“I knew today was more important than I thought but I had no idea it was so much.”

Cris pressed his lips and looked at the ground. “There’s another swimmer. They even sent someone to observe him. Some at the board want to replace you with him.”

Cris grew quiet as he hugged his swimmer, his words hanging in the air.

Nelson had trouble processing them. They’re thinking of replacing me? After spending all that time, and money on me?

He felt his body going numb. It makes no sense. Unless they reevaluated my situation judging from my practices. I knew it wasn’t good my results were not getting back to what it used to. Even the coach didn’t say much.

But I did my best and I’ve been improving. It’s not like I’ve been slacking off or anything. I’ve been working hard every day. I never missed a practice or anything.

Maybe that’s why they think I can’t get back to what I used to be. They can tell I’m working hard and believe I can’t reproduce the same results.

Nelson felt his body going cold.

They’ve given up on me.

Before the cold could spread, something warm enveloped him.

Cris was burying his face in his chest, hugging him tightly. Not only with his arms, but with his legs as well.

That petite man was saving him from the cold.

Nelson chuckled and hugged him back. I’m so lucky to have him.

“Thanks for the super hug.” He kissed the top of Cris’ head. “I needed that.”

“Anytime,” he said in a heavy voice.

He’s about to cry. The idea pained him. I don’t wanna see him crying. A smile fits him much better. A real and joyful smile and a sly one.

“Thanks for telling me. But it doesn’t change anything.”

As Cris let go, he looked up. “It doesn’t?”

“Yeah. Even knowing some of the board members want to replace me, it doesn’t change what I have to do. I still have to give my best and win today.” Nelson tried to flash a confident smile. “The same as always.”

“Trying to act tough. You’re a swimming idiot, you know that?” Cris smiled as he cleaned his tears.

“Correction. Your swimming idiot.”

Nelson placed a hand on his cheek, wiping a tear with his thumb and kissed him again, this time with more passion.

Cris wrapped his arms around his neck and pulled him closer. The kiss became more intense. But then he stopped and pushed Nelson away.

“Wait. We can’t,” he managed to say despite his reddening face and erratic breathing.

“You’re wrong. We can and we should.” Nelson leaned in for another kiss, but Cris put a hand on his lip.

“You’re right. We should. And we will. But not now. Isn’t that what we had promised?” he said, flashing a shy smile as his cheeks turned red.

That expression made Nelson’s heart thump faster. He has no idea how hard it is to not kiss him when he makes a cute face like that, he thought, pressing his lips to stop his smile. “Yeah, we did. But then you come dressed like this.”

Cris looked down at his clothes. Then he took a step back and twirled, the frills of his skirt trailing after him.

“What do you think? Cute, right?” he asked with a bright smile. “Mari helped me chose it to cheer for you today.”

The manager wore a red frilled mini-skirt and a tank top with the colors of the Prado Maranhão club.

He looks like a cheerleader. My cheerleader. The idea made Nelson smile. “It’s cute. Anything you wear looks cute.”

“Thanks. But you seemed a little disappointed for some reason,” Cris said, placing a hand on his chin. Then his face lit. “Ah, I know! I bet you’re disappointed because I’m not wearing that swimsuit you like so much!”

He blushed. “I’m not into the Japanese swimsuit!”

“Who said anything about the Japanese swimsuit?” Cris asked with a sly smile.

Nelson became even redder and averted his eyes. Damn it. I fell for that so easily.

With his grin even wider, Cris leaned closer to whisper, “Don’t worry. I am wearing it.”

He raised his tank top, revealing the deep blue Japanese school swimsuit underneath.

Nelson gulped as his blood rushed. Damn it. Thanks to him, it’s like I have a fetish for that swimsuit.

Cris beamed. “That’s the reaction I wanted. I knew you’d love this!”

Despite his embarrassment, Nelson couldn’t help but sigh and smile. “At this point, it’s best if I just keep quiet.”

“Don’t say that. I love your reactions!”

“I preferred if you loved this.” He pulled Cris by the arm and hugged him. “No matter what happens today, we’re… Even if we stop being swimmer and manager, we’re…” he struggled to find the words as he hugged the man he fell in love with.

“We’re what?” Cris asked in a low and nervous voice.

Even without seeing his face, Nelson could tell he was blushing too much right now. “Boyfriends.”

After another passionate kiss, he returned to the locker room, half smiling, half worried.

The other swimmers watched as he entered and walked to the locker where his bag was. Nelson could tell they were interested in the cute girl that was in the men’s locker room moments ago, but no one asked anything. Sorry, guys. But she’s not a girl. He’s my boyfriend and the best manager I could ever ask for.

Before he could take one of the towels, he saw his phone was blinking. He had messages from his parents, his coach, Marcelo and many of his friends and rivals, all of them supporting him.

I’m not alone. With his heart lighter, he smiled, put the phone in his bag and headed to the individual showers. Under the showerhead, he closed his eyes and took deep breaths. As he turned on the water, he ignored everything around him.

He could only hear the water.

He could only sense the cold drops touching him.

So, the board is considering ending my contract sooner, he thought, letting the words sink in.

The idea seemed hollow to him.

Now that I’m about to return. But if they’re interested in another swimmer…

He knew who it was. Yuri. He’s the only one here who has the fire to become a professional athlete.

Nelson shook his head. I can’t think about anyone else. The only thing I can do is give my best, that’s all.

The next moment, he opened his eyes, ready to swim, ready to win.


Chapter 39

“Over here,” Mari shouted and waved her hand when she saw Cris.

He walked towards her, passing by friends and family members of the swimmers who came to watch. Isn’t this too much for a municipal tournament? With difficulty, he reached her.

“Did you talk to him?”

“Yeah.”

Mari waited for the rest, but Cris stopped to recover his breath.

“So?” she asked when she grew too impatient. “How was he after you told him about his contract and the other swimmer?”

“The same. I mean, when I told him, he seemed shocked, but I don’t think it’ll affect him.” Despite his words, Cris was worried. “He knows what he has to do.”

“Let’s hope so,” Mari said, drinking her soda without taking her eyes off her cousin. “What else?”

“Hm?” Cris resisted his urge to look away. When his cheeks warmed up, he knew he had failed.

“I can tell something else happened between you two. C’mon, little cousin, spill the beans.”

“Nothing much. We just kissed.” And it was great, he thought, hoping he could keep that to himself for a little longer. That belongs only to us.

Mari grinned and nodded as she closed her eyes. “And you wished it was more than just a kiss. I get it, little cousin, I totally get it. But, please, keep it in your skirt until later. Save it for your celebration, when you two can break a bed.”

“Hope there’s something to celebrate,” he muttered before he could stop himself.

“Don’t get down because of what Marco said, Cris. Nelson only needs to show he still has the potential to swim at a high level.”

“I know.”

“You don’t think he can?” Mari asked, her voice low and serious.

Cris bit his lip. He believed in Nelson. All the confidence his boyfriend had when he went back to the locker room wasn’t just for appearance. However, part of him couldn’t shake the fear of the worst outcome.

“I do believe in him. But what if something bad happens? Things don’t always go the way we want. The swimmer Marco’s here to watch might win. I don’t know. A lot could go wrong.”

“Cris,” she said and grew quiet as she waited for him to look at her. It took a while, but he finally met her eyes. “You’re being too pessimistic. Don’t just think about the worst-case scenario. You’ve been by Nelson’s side more than anyone this whole time. You told me even though he’s still nowhere near what he used to be, he’s getting better.”

“Yeah, but what if—”

“If there’s someone faster? There could be. Even in a small tournament like this. But instead of worrying about things you can’t change, think of something you can do.”

“Like what?”

“Cheer for him. It’s the only thing you can do for him right now.”

Cris opened his mouth, but instead of words, he let out a heavy sigh. “You’re right.”

“I know. And I don’t get tired of hearing it,” she said, flashing her cocky smile.

He couldn’t help but flash a tiny one. Before he could say anything, the people around them clapped and cheered.

“Look, they’re coming.” Mari pointed. From the other side of the pool, the swimmers came from the women’s and men’s locker rooms. She couldn’t hide her amusement. “Look at them. They’re surprised by the crowd.”

“Like they’ve never seen so many people interested in swimming in real life,” Cris added as he tried to locate Nelson.

“I’m ready to bet all my money most are here because of your boyfriend.”

Cris couldn’t disagree but he was too anxious to say anything. Where is he?

Nelson was the last one to come out of the men’s locker room. The moment he stepped into the pool area, everyone became louder. Like the other swimmers, he looked surprised. But unlike them, soon his surprise gave room to a friendly smile as he waved to the crowd, making them even louder.

He can smile like that even though he’s nervous, Cris thought, smiling.

“Just what you’d expect from a professional. He knows how to please the fans,” Mari said, laughing.

He chuckled and before he could agree, Nelson looked in his direction, making him blush and his heart thump louder.

Mari poked him on the cheek. “You’re like a little boy in love, Cris.”

“Shut up,” he muttered, but he didn’t dislike the feeling at all.

“Hey, you better make sure they know he’s your man,” she said, indicating with her chin.

Three girls around Cris’ age were cheering louder than the rest of the crowd. Thanks to the red signs filled with hearts they had, it wasn’t hard to figure out who they were supporting.

“Look, little cousin. That girl in the middle wrote ‘I love you, Nelson’,” Mari whispered, looking at him through the corner of her eyes. “Are you gonna let her say that to your man?”

“Why do you want me to make a scene here?”

“Because it’d be fun.” Her face was serious.

“I won’t make a scene or pick a fight. I’m not that kind of boyfriend,” he said ignoring both his cousin and the girls.

“Is that so? That’s funny coming from someone who crashed a wedding party just to make out with a guy he liked and make sure no one would flirt with him.”

“That was a long time ago.”

“Last year?”

“I was a kid back then.”

“The same kid who detailed the taste of his boyfriend’s wiener because he overheard a girl from his class talking about how handsome he was?”

He looked away. He wasn’t fast enough to hide his guilty smile from his cousin. “I’m not the same person.”

“The same person who—”

“Fine, I’m jealous, are you happy!?” Cris snapped, though he still kept his voice down. “What do you want me to do? Make a scene here? I don’t think Nelson is ready to have people finding out he’s dating a guy.”

“Yes. It’s not up to us to out him,” Mari said, her smile turning sly. “But you’re dress like a girl today.”

He pressed his lips and turned to the pool. “You’re like a demon standing on my shoulder and telling me to go to the dark side.”

“Yes, I am. Now go on. Do it. Give in to your jealousy,” she leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “No one can tell you’re a guy.”

With his face red, Cris turned in his boyfriend’s direction. “Go, Nelson! Win this and we can do it in any position you want tonight!” he shouted above the noise of everyone.

The people near looked at him. However, most of the crowd kept cheering as if nothing had happened.

But Nelson had heard. With his face red, he waved awkwardly at his boyfriend, his smile matching. Because of that, he was the last to join the other swimmers for the tournament’s opening formality.

Cris turned to his cousin with his cheeks burning. “Are you happy now?”

Mari laughed and seemed delighted by the stares they received. “Yeah. That’s priceless,” she said, looking at the girls with the signs.

They were staring at him with nasty looks. They whispered something between themselves and walked to the other side.

“Did you see their faces? That was awesome!”

“Glad you enjoyed my embarrassment,” he muttered, still trying to ignore the lingering stares. I like to embarrass Nelson, not myself.

“Always, little cousin. Always,” she said, patting him on the head.

Cris gave up and turned back to the pool. The swimmers were already standing on the starting block.

It’s time, he thought, holding his breath. He couldn’t help but remember all that he and Nelson had gone through. From the moment they met until they became more than just friends.

Please, let him win, he prayed in his heart. Please, let him swim his best today.

I don’t care about our celebration later, I just want us to continue as a swimmer and manager.

Cris only had eyes for Nelson.

With his heart beating wildly, he watched as the whistle blew and the swimmers jumped into the water.


Chapter 40

Nelson couldn’t get rid of his goofy smile. Ah, damn it, Cris. Why did you have to shout that? Despite the embarrassment, he didn’t dislike what his boyfriend had screamed. Doing something like that is so like him.

He wasn’t the only one who heard. Though they didn’t blatantly stare at him, he could tell the other swimmers were giving him funny glances. Not only them, but all the people who had heard.

I didn’t need that, he thought, blushing a little. I bet the guys are complaining about my ‘girlfriend’ who barged into the men’s locker room.

Though he still smiled, Nelson shook his head to get rid of it. I can’t be thinking about that. I just promised Cris that I’d focus on the tournament. He took a deep breath, held it in for four seconds and let it out, putting every unnecessary thought in it, casting anything that had nothing to do with the competition aside.

After waiting for four more seconds, he breathed again. When his head was clear, he walked towards the third starting block. He didn’t climb the little steps to stand on it though. He stood where he was, waiting for the announcer say his name.

He was the only one though. The other swimmers were already on their respective starting blocks. Only then Nelson realized. They don’t announce each swimmer by name here, he thought with a sheepish smile and his cheeks a shade of pink.

Ignoring the odd glances from the other competitors, he climbed the little steps and stood at the starting block with his eyes closed. Then he took a deep breath and opened them.

When he saw the view, he couldn’t stop smiling. I missed this.

To most people, and probably most swimmers, there was nothing special about what Nelson was seeing. It was simply the view of a regular pool from a slightly higher point of view.

However, to him, it was the best view in the world. From there, he could see the entire pool from a different angle. He could see the other side, see where he would touch and use to gain more speed when he turned.

This is where I belong.

With a smile of someone who couldn’t wait, he bent his back and touched the concrete starting block with the tip of his fingers. He waited for the whistle and focused on his lane, ignoring the world around him. Everything and everyone went mute.

Nelson could only hear himself now. His breathing. His heart thumping. He could feel the cold sweat running down his spine. There was only him in the world. There was no tournament. There was no accident. There were no other swimmers. There was only him and the water.

Yes. Everything so far doesn’t matter, he told himself. The world doesn’t care if I had an accident. The other swimmers won’t let me win because of that. The only thing I can do is to swim as fast as I can. Just like always.

This is my new beginning.

For a brief second, he glanced at the spectators.

It was easy to find the man he had fallen in love with among the crowd. No one was cuter than his boyfriend.

But the face that helped and supported him so many times, the face that without, Nelson wouldn’t have gotten where he was, the face that usually had the cutest or the slyest smile in the world, was tense and nervous.

Even so, that face put on a smile just for him.

I don’t wanna see that, Nelson thought, facing the other side of the pool again. I wanna see Cris smiling for real all the time. That’s what suits him best. The cutest smile, and also saying the slyest comments as if it’s nothing at the same time.

I want to be the cause of those smiles.

The thought made him chuckle. Guess I’m a masochist. Can’t believe I like when he teases me.

I wanna be teased for a long time. I wanna be by his side as his boyfriend and as his swimmer. I just wanna be with Cris.

And for that, I need to win today.

Nelson took another deep breath.

C’mon, let me swim. Let me jump in the water and do the only thing I can do, the thing I was born to do.

And then, before the wait became unbearable, he heard the whistle.

The moment the sound reached his ears, Nelson jumped into the water.

He had no idea if he was swimming faster than the others. He didn’t care. All that was in his mind was to get to the other side as fast as he could. And that was up to him alone.

Don’t stop. Don’t stop moving your arms and legs. Not even for a second, he told himself as he struck the water with more strength, becoming faster and faster. Don’t stop swimming. Don’t stop for anything!

When Nelson was about to raise his head to breathe, he remembered his coach’s words.

I almost did it again, he thought, raising his head just enough for his nose to be out of the water. I can’t lose valuable seconds, especially not today.

He breathed and then put his head back in the water, focusing on his limbs again.

Now, Nelson thought when he was close to the other side. He did a flip turn, touched the wall with his legs and pushed himself as far as he could.

With the impulse, he stopped swinging his limbs for a moment. When it was about to stop, he batted his arms and legs as hard as he could again.

Faster, faster! I need to swim faster!

Even in the water, his body was warming up.

However, he didn’t care. That wasn’t enough to make him slow down. No matter what, he had to get to the other side faster than anyone else.

His muscles complained about the effort, but he ignored them. It was nowhere near to reaching his limit.

Nelson was almost on the other side. He could see his goal, his future, seconds away from him.

C’mon, just a little more, he told himself, raising his nose out of the water to breathe once again. Just a little more, body… c’mon!

He had no idea how the other swimmers were. And he didn’t care.

He knew he was doing his best, he knew he was swimming his fastest in months.

It’s nowhere like before the accident, but I’m feeling it again. Like I’m flying in the water.

And then he was finally back where he started. He reached out his arm and touched the wall, feeling the momentum pushing the rest of his body when he stopped moving his limbs.

With his heart beating wildly and his body warm, he raised his head above the water and looked to his sides.

He was alone. There was no one there with him.

Nelson had won first place.

But he knew that wasn’t enough to guarantee his future. It wasn’t just winning; he had to show he could return to his former self.

He turned to the spectators and saw his boyfriend.

Cris was smiling, crying, hugging his cousin and jumping at the same time.

At that moment, Nelson knew he had done it.

With that expression, he knew he could stay in the club by the side of the man he had fallen in love with.

A few moments later, Yuri touched the wall too.

But he was too busy smiling to notice. Nelson felt an urge to cry and splashed the water on his face to disguise his tears.

Then he dove again and screamed as loud as he could.

When he raised his head, Nelson smiled and cried as he looked at Cris, who was doing the same.


Chapter 41

“Look how happy he looks, with that goofy grin and all. He doesn’t even look like the same guy from before,” Mari said as they watched Nelson stand on the highest podium. Despite her words, she was smiling.

“It’s a big moment,” Cris said, also smiling. His heart swelled with emotion once again. How long has it been since he’s been standing there? The highest podium is where he belongs.

“Look at your goofy grin too.” She poked him on the cheek a couple times. “You’re not gonna cry again, are you?”

“Shut up,” he mumbled, cleaning his eyes. It made no difference, he had already cried a lot and knew he would probably cry again. But he didn’t care. Not when he was so happy.

Mari laughed but said nothing else as she hugged him. “I’m just messing with you, little cousin. I’m happy too.”

As Pernambuco’s state anthem played, one of the organizers placed a medal on the swimmer who was third place, and on Yuri. Then it was Nelson’s turn.

He bent his back a little and received the first of the gold medals he had earned on that day. His smile became wider. As he waved his hand, the crowd burst with cheers and applause.

Cris did the same, clapping as hard as he could. He couldn’t hold his emotions and cried out of happiness again.

He half expected his cousin to make fun of him, but when he glanced at her, he saw her eyes were watery too.

Realizing he was grinning at her, Mari blushed and wrapped her arm around his neck, jumping and laughing.

As they did, Marco appeared by their side. He was one of the few wearing a suit despite the hot and long morning. With all the events, both male and female, he was drenched in sweat. Even so, he was applauding like the others.

“Hey, Marco. Nelson was awesome, right? Much better than the old farts expected,” Mari asked, nudging her ex-boyfriend with her elbow in a friendly manner.

He remained quiet as he pulled a handkerchief and cleaned the sweat from his forehead.

The wait was unbearable. Cris bit his lip and fought his urge to shake him by the clothes. Just say it, dammit!

“He was better than most expected,” Marco finally said. “I doubt your father will want to let him go after this. I believe Nelson is safe, at least until the regional tournament.”

Cris breathed out in relief, his heart lighter than it had been all morning. He beamed as he turned to his boyfriend, going to the highest place in the podium again to receive another gold medal.

After Nelson had received all the medals for all the events he won, he smiled and showed them to everyone. The flashes almost blinded him, but when he glanced at his boyfriend, he blushed, his smile growing even more.

Cris’ cheeks became red as his heart thumped louder.

“By the way, the other swimmer we were watching was also better than expected,” said Marco.

Cris glanced at the slim swimmer who had been second place in every event. It has to be him.

“You think they might still push him in Nelson’s place?” he asked, his anxiety coming back at an amazing speed.

“I don’t think so. Not in his place, at least. But I believe your father might still want to make him an offer.”

“And make them compete against each other to keep the best one,” Mari completed the unfinished sentence.

“If Nelson keeps improving, I believe he’ll have no trouble.”

Cris sighed in relief again. “Can’t believe the board wants to create some rivalry between them.”

“A rival or two doesn’t hurt,” Marco said, fixing his tie.

“Always scheming, you.” Mari lightly punched him on the arm.

As the ex-lovers talked, Cris turned back to his boyfriend. Except for Nelson, who was talking to a reporter, the swimmers were returning to the locker rooms.

He couldn’t help but smile as he watched. That kind of thing is gonna become normal for him again. For a moment he thought of going to the locker room to surprise him but gave up the idea. I think he should have this moment for himself. I bet he needs time to take everything in. Maybe he has some post-tournament rituals too.

Besides, I doubt the other swimmers are gonna be comfortable with a cute boy like me with them. Especially if I’m wearing a skirt, he thought, his smile turning sly.

“Hey, Cris, I’m gonna give Marco a ride back to the club,” Mari said.

Just like his cousin and her ex, the crowd began to leave. Soon there was only him and a few family members of the swimmers who were taking their time to get ready.

Cris hummed as he walked along the small fence separating the pool area from the locker rooms. As the swimmers got out, some blushed when the saw him. As he expected, the last one to leave was his boyfriend.

When Nelson saw him, he beamed and raced to hug him tightly, not containing his tears.

Cris hugged him back and couldn’t hold the happy tears as well.

“I did it!”

“Yes! And you were awesome,” he said when they let each other go after a long while. “What you’d expect from my boyfriend who also happens to be my swimmer.”

As they walked to Nelson’s car, they talked about the competition. He was still too excited to think about anything else, so excited that he dropped the keys a few times. After the fourth time, Cris offered a hand.

Nelson smiled as he handed over the keys. But when Cris closed his fingers, he didn’t let it go. Instead, he pulled him closer and kissed him.

Cris was taken by surprise. Only for an instant though. The next second, he placed his free hand on Nelson’s neck and pulled him closer.

Despite taking a shower, his body was still warm and a little sweaty.

Oh, god! He’s so hot! I have no idea how I managed to restrain myself all this time!

As the kiss grew more intense, they heard a honk. “Get a room, you two!”

Cris saw Mari waving as she drove by. He also saw Marco smiling next to her.

Nelson looked at him and flashed a sheepish smile.

His excitement only grew under that expression, but he had to restrain himself. Mari is right. We need a room, like, now!

“Not here… not now,” Cris said in a low voice, trying to think of anything but his boyfriend and make the blood flow somewhere besides his manhood.

“Let’s get back. Now,” Nelson said. He sounded as eager as his boyfriend to continue. With a last kiss, he ran to the passenger’s seat.

Cris jumped in the driver’s seat and drove as fast as he could without endangering their lives. The moment they got back to the club, they headed to the boy’s dormitory holding hands the entire time.

Despite his urge to make love with the man he loved after so long, just holding hands was enough to put a smile on his face. Guess I’m really like a little boy in love for the first time, Cris thought. Even though he was embarrassed, he didn’t dislike the feeling.

The boy’s dormitory was dark, but when they passed through the double doors, the lights went on. “Surprise!”

Both Nelson and Cris were so shocked that they let go of each other’s hands.

“I knew you’d have that idiot look!” Marcelo shouted as he snapped a photo, and everyone laughed. “I’m sending this to everyone.”

“What’s going on?” Nelson managed to ask when the surprise passed.

“What do you think, you dumbass? Everyone here wants to celebrate your official comeback,” he answered, and everyone agreed in unison, raising their drinks.

“Are you sure this isn’t just an excuse to drink on a Saturday afternoon?” Nelson asked, accepting the beer his friend offered. Despite the lingering surprise, Cris accepted his as well.

“That too, my friend. That too.” Marcelo nodded and finished his drink.

As the people put Nelson in the center of the room, he flashed an apologetic smile at his boyfriend.

Cris was dejected for a moment. But when he raised his beer and drank it all in one go, everyone cheered. I wish we could keep our promise of celebrating together, but I forgot I’m not the only one who’s been cheering for him. Despite his feelings, he knew there was no need to rush. We are together. We’ll make it up later.

“Sorry for spoiling your fun, Cris,” Marcelo said, offering another beer after he had finished the first.

“What do you mean?”

“Do you really think I don’t know what you two had planned to celebrate?” he said, laughing.

Cris blushed and smiled too. “Did he tell you?”

“Like he’d ever talk about that stuff. Our boy is too shy.”

“That he is.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll give him back to you in one piece,” Marcelo said, smiling and raising his bottle.

Cris laughed and clunked the bottles as he joined the party. “I hope so.”


Chapter 42

When Nelson woke, he had no idea where he was. He opened his eyes, but everything was a dark blur and he closed them again. What time is it?

Before his mind could work properly, he tried scratching his chest. His arm was so heavy it didn’t move at all, and he gave up. Can’t believe I’m all sore from the tournament, he thought. Despite the exhaustion, he wished he could be in the pool again.

When he finally stopped smiling, he opened his eyes again, blinking until his vision adjusted. I’m in my bedroom. How did I get here?

Nelson thought for a moment, focusing on the last hazed memories he had. When Cris and I got back, everyone was waiting with a surprise party, he remembered. I think it was just an excuse to drink in the afternoon, but it was nice of them.

He had fun celebrating with his friends and couldn’t help but exaggerate a little. The best part wasn’t that though. He was one of them. No longer an athlete trying to get back, but a professional swimmer once again.

The idea made his heart lighter than it had been in months. However, even the feeling wasn’t enough to stop his smile from dwindling. It was awesome to be with everyone on equal footing again but I kinda wished I had more time with Cris. I promised we’d celebrate everything. I know he didn’t mind, but still.

Nelson let out a sigh. Then he couldn’t stop grinning as he thought of his manager and boyfriend. We’re together now. There’s no need to rush. And besides, I’m not confident about how two guys get together…

When his eyes were used to the darkness, he looked around. Then he saw why his arm was heavy. It had nothing to do with the post-tournament exhaustion. The reason was the man he had fallen in love with using his arm as a pillow.

Cris? What’s he doing here in my bed? Nelson widened his eyes. We didn’t sleep together, right?

He tried to remember anything after the party, but he had no memory of having making love with Cris. Then he breathed out in relief. I’m glad we haven’t done it yet. I’d hate to forget our first time, he thought, blushing a little as he watched that small back that carried him for almost two months.

Before Nelson could stop himself, he wrapped his arms around Cris and hugged as gently as he could without waking him. He smells nice. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the warmth coming from him.

If everyone knew we’re together, I bet they’d let me sneak out of the party earlier even if I was the main guest. But I don’t know if I’m ready for people to know.

Ever since he admitted his feelings for Cris to himself, Nelson had been struggling with that. But now, as he embraced the man who supported him for so long, he didn’t mind if people knew.

Actually, I wanna scream I’m in love with him. I don’t mind what people will say. The last thing I want is to hide our new relationship and hurt him somehow. I wanna make him happy. I wanna be happy with him.

Wait, now that I think about it, everyone saw us holding hands when we got back, Nelson remembered, letting out a weak laugh. Guess I don’t have to worry about coming out anymore. Oh, well. Better that way, I think.

He closed his eyes and hugged his boyfriend a little tighter but still without waking him. “I love you,” he whispered, kissing the back of Cris’ head.

“I love you too.”

Nelson blinked as his face became red all over.

“I, ah, I didn’t mean to wake you,” he said in a strange voice, glad Cris hadn’t turned. If he sees my face, he’ll make fun of me. Wait, why doesn’t that sound bad? “How long have you been awake?”

“Ever since you hugged me.”

He pressed his lips to stop his smile. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“I wanted to see what you’d do to my defenseless self.”

“Like what?” Nelson asked before he could stop himself. “Wait, never mind.”

Even in the dark, he could tell his boyfriend was flashing his insanely cute sly and teasing smile.

Cris hummed. “I don’t know. Maybe ravage my body like the healthy and horny young man you are. Perhaps you’d put a finger or two inside me and tease my ass until I begged for your banana. Fun stuff like that,” he said without an ounce of embarrassment his voice.

Nelson couldn’t help but blush. And that wasn’t the only reaction he had. As his mind put together an image with his boyfriend’s words, his blood rushed to his lower region.

In normal situations, he would stop himself or try to suppress his urges. However, there was no reason for that. Not now.

“Ravage? And how would I do that?”

“Maybe you’d start by teasing my nipples. You’ll find out they’re sensitive. If they’re nibbled or sucked, I get hard right away.”

Nelson breathed slowly. Despite the AC, he could feel the temperature rising. Pressing his lips, he gathered his courage, ignored his embarrassment, and moved his hands to his boyfriend’s chest. As he fondled for the nipples, he realized Cris was wearing something underneath his tank top.

“It’s the school swimsuit you love so much,” he whispered.

I forgot he was wearing that since the tournament!

Though he couldn’t make out a lot in the dark, knowing his boyfriend was wearing that swimsuit only made his desire for him grow even more. He really made me have a fetish for this, he thought. That didn’t make him mad at all.

As when Nelson touched Cris’ nipples, he suddenly went stiff without saying anything.

Gaining more courage, he pinched them gently. This time he had a cuter reaction from his boyfriend, a restrained moan.

That contained voice of pleasure sent more blood to his manhood, and he pinched a little harder.

“Ah!” This time the moan escaped Cris’ lips.

It was the first time Nelson had heard his boyfriend’s true pleasured voice. And he wanted to hear it more. He wanted to hear him moaning so loud he would have to bite the pillow to avoid bothering everyone in the building.

“After teasing your nipples, what would I do to your body?” Despite the low voice, it wasn’t enough to hide how aroused he was. Even if it was, his member pressing against Cris’ butt told his boyfriend how he felt.

“You’d kiss me on the neck and…”

Before he finished speaking, Nelson took one hand from his chest and moved the silky black. When the neck was exposed, he kissed longingly.

Cris’ whole body quivered with pleasure as he tried to restrain another moan.

“Then you’d play with my butt…” he managed to say despite handing him something. “With this…”

Nelson blinked when he realized it was lube. Though he had read online how two men made love, he was still nervous when he slid his hand on Cris’ back. He put his fingers underneath the tight swimsuit and pulled it to the side to expose his round and firm butt.

After smearing his fingers with the lotion, he slipped one inside his boyfriend.

It was a strange sensation, one Nelson never imagined he would have in his life. However, as Cris squirmed and quivered, he gained more confidence and moved his finger around, massaging everywhere. Driven by desire, he slipped another in.

I can’t believe this. One finger was tight, but the second went in so easily. Wait, I can’t rush this. I read it. I have to make sure I massage everywhere so it won’t hurt either of us.

Though Nelson was focusing on the massage, the fingers inside him were too much, and Cris let out another moan full of pleasure.

“You’re good at this…” Cris said in a panted voice. “Have you done it before?”

“I’ve been studying a lot for this,” Nelson admitted, having trouble concentrating on his fingers and speaking at the same time.

“You have? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I wanted to surprise you.”

Even without seeing, Nelson could tell that made his boyfriend blush. I wish I could see it, he thought, spreading his fingers apart.
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“I can’t take it anymore. Put it in… please…” Cris begged.

Nelson knew what his boyfriend was talking about. He was feeling the same.

He wanted to be with Cris the same way Cris wanted to be with him.

They both wanted each other’s bodies.

Neither could wait for another second to consume their love.

After he pulled his fingers, Cris laid face down and raised his hips.

Nelson stood on his knees and looked at that cute butt, and that lewd body wrapped in the blue swimsuit. His member became even harder, so much it was throbbing and begging to be inside that man.

He pulled the fabric aside and stared at that hole. Breathing hard, he pulled down his pants and boxers, soaked with pre-seed. He placed his hands on those slender hips, his thumbs finding two little dimples on his boyfriend’s back. It’s like he was made for this.

“Hurry up,” Cris begged in a horny voice. “I can’t take it anymore!”

Nelson obeyed him. It’s warm and slippery and tight, he thought for a moment before pushing his hips in and out. Cris’ ass closed around his member as he squirmed, making his pleasure increase.

Even so, he held back. At first, he moved slowly, afraid to hurt the man he loved. But when he realized Cris was enjoying it, he thrusted faster. As he did, he lost control of himself. Now he couldn’t stop even if he wanted.

Nelson couldn’t even think anymore. His mind was too wrapped in pleasure. And he wasn’t the only one. Though Cris bit the pillow, he let out a moan. Then he was moving on his own.

It was an amazing pleasure Nelson never imagined. Then, too soon for him, he ejaculated.

As his seed filled his boyfriend, Cris reached pleasure as well.

Both panted and sweated. But they were both satisfied.

When he recovered enough breath to pull his member out, Cris tightened his butt and grabbed one of the hands on his back.

“Leave it in a little longer,” he said in a muffled and embarrassed voice. “I like the feeling of you inside me.”

That made Nelson’s heart thump faster. Holy crap! How can he be so cute and sexy at the same time?

Despite just reaching pleasure, he felt his blood gathering again.

Though the pleasure from that position was amazing, he wanted to make love facing each other, facing the man he grew to love, this time.

He’s already cute and lewd. What kind of expressions does he make during sex?

Nelson wanted to see them all. But Cris didn’t want to turn around.

“Why not?”

“I… I like this way better. You can go deeper inside me.”

Though he could tell Cris wasn’t lying, there was something else. “What is it?”

There was a moment of silence.

“I don’t want you truly realizing that I’m a guy,” he said in a low voice, burying his face in the pillow so Nelson wouldn’t see his expression.

Ah, so that’s been worrying him. Then he realized. That’s why he’s been hanging out with me dressed as a girl most of the time lately.

“Cris,” he said in the gentlest tone he could at that moment. Even so, it was filled with lust. “I already know you’re a guy. I've known that for a long time. And it doesn’t matter to me.”

“It doesn’t?”

“No. You can be a guy, a girl, both, neither, an alien, I don’t care. I fell in love with you, Cristiano Prado Maranhão.”

Nelson tried to turn his boyfriend again. This time he allowed it.

When they faced each other, his face was red. The most embarrassed Cris Nelson had ever seen.

That sight only aroused him even more. With his member getting bigger inside his boyfriend, he thrust his hips again.

Soon Cris squirmed with pleasure. But that expression became much more erotic when Nelson grabbed that tight bulge and stroked it.

“Wait! If you do that, I—!” He couldn’t talk anymore. His mouth was too busy moaning.

Nelson basked in that expression. It was too good, too arousing. And he wanted to see how much more he could get.

Thrusting and stroking, he wanted to make them both lose themselves in pleasure. And they reached it at the same time.

Breathless and exhausted, Nelson laid next to his boyfriend.

Cris was panting as well, his body glistening with sweat, his face red. But when recovered enough breath, he moved closer for a kiss.

Nelson laughed weakly when he realized his boyfriend was ready for more.

“I… can’t. My body won’t move… this and the tournament…”

Cris flashed his teasing smile as he climbed on top of him. “Let me show you a few of my skills that don’t involve my mouth.”

Nelson moaned as Cris sat on the hard member and moved his body up and down, riding it.

“You’re amazing!” he shouted.

“I know,” Cris said before he began moaning.

They spent the next day in the bedroom, too busy celebrating to get out.


Epilogue

Nelson could feel the energy from the stands. He could feel the support. He could feel the expectation.

That made him tremble. Both with excitement and nervousness. The eyes of everyone are on us. The entire country is supporting us.

Before him was the pool. He wanted to get in the water as soon as possible. But he couldn’t. Because right now, his best friend was reaching the other side. Until Marcelo came back, he had to wait.

Even though he only had to wait a few seconds, he was itching to get in the water. As he stood on the starting block, his breathing became faster. Despite his nervousness, he was smiling.

We had a little trouble in the beginning, but Yuri managed to catch up. If Marcelo keeps this pace, we’ll still be in the run for the gold medal. Then it’ll be up to me to get it for us.

Once again, he felt the pressure on him and his teammates. Thousands and thousands of eyes. The people on the stand were ready to cheer in joy if they won or to support him if they didn’t. And those are the ones here. There are millions more watching us on the TV.

His smile, both confident and nervous, widened. Cris, Mom, Dad, coach, Mari, and everyone is cheering for us, for Brazil. I need to win this. I already won a bronze and two silver medals. I need the gold, or I won’t look as cool when I ask Cris!

C’mon, Marcelo! Keep up! For Brazil, and especially your best friend’s sake, keep up with the Chinese and the Americans!

When he lost precious seconds and became a little behind during the turn flip, Nelson felt his stomach churning. But in the middle of the lap, he picked up the pace and was neck to neck with their rivals.

Yes! That was great, my idiot best friend!

The brief moments Marcelo rose his head above the water to breathe were enough to tell Nelson his best friend was past his limit. Even so, he didn’t slow down. He refused to do so.

He wants the gold just as much as me. Not only him, Yuri too. We all want it. For us and for Brazil. We’re gonna put our names in history! The swimming quartet who got the gold in the first ever South America Olympics!

Marcelo was getting closer and closer with each stroke of his arms and legs.

Nelson bent his body and touched the starting block with the tip of his fingers. He took deep breaths, concentrating.

As everything around him went quiet, he smiled. He was at his maximum concentration. There was only him and the water now. His entire soul, his entire being, was focused on swimming, on winning.

The moment his friend touched the wall, he jumped forward with his arms stretched.

Thanks, Marcelo! You kept us in the race. Now leave it up to me!

When Nelson crashed the surface, he felt the impact and the resistance of the water. But he only swung his arms and legs when the impulse disappeared.

Good. No, great. I’m feeling it. I’m feeling it!

Even though it happened every time he swam, Nelson couldn’t help but enjoy the thrill as he moved on the water. It’s like I’m flying!

At the corner of his eye, he noticed something moving in the other lanes. But he didn’t care. His teammates had done their job. He would do his. As the anchor swimmer, I’ll do this!

Nelson was close to the other side and prepared a turn flip. He pushed the wall with all the strength his legs had and let the impulse take him forward for a few seconds. When it ceased, he was moving his limbs again, hitting the water with the support of the country behind him.

Go! You can do this! We believe in you!

His body screamed with the effort, his muscles burning. But Nelson didn’t slow down. He didn’t care about the pain. If Marcelo withstood, he would too.

He swam and swam and then he saw the wall, the finishing point, before him. C’mon… c’mon!

It wasn’t the end of the world if he lost. A silver or even a bronze medal against amazing swimmers from all over the world wasn’t something to feel ashamed about. In fact, he should be proud just to be in the Olympics, the top of the sporting world.

However, Nelson wanted more. After everything he went through in these four years, a bronze or silver medal would leave a bitter taste. Even if he had more Olympics ahead of him, it would be the end of this cycle.

The cycle that started the day the doctor told him he was cured. The day he met Cris. The day he met the boy in a skirt who became the most important person in his life.

Nelson didn’t want it to end without a gold medal. It was to crown their relationship, the end and the new beginning.

He swung his arms and legs, the muscles complaining as he smashed them against the surface of the water, the drops flying everywhere.

Out the corner of his eye, he could see swimmers from other countries. They were pretty much tied.

Go!

Even if he couldn’t hear, he could feel the stands shouting and supporting him.

When Nelson was inches away from the wall, stretched his left arm as much as he could, and touched the tile with the tip of his fingers. As the momentum pushed the rest of his body, he raised his head out of the water.

Breathless and somewhat disoriented, he cleared the water from his face and turned to the stands.

Did I win?

Even if the spectators were mostly Brazilians, it was hard to tell. There were shouts and cheers and applause from everyone. Then he looked at the big screen.

There it was.

He was the first. Within a fraction of seconds, he had beaten the American and the Chinese teams. Nelson had won. He and his friends had won. Brazil got the gold medal.

He felt the emotions overcoming him.

He both laughed and cried and smashed the water with both arms, shouting at the top of his lungs.

His teammates shared the feeling. They jumped into the water to hug him.

Despite almost drowning due to the exhaustion, Nelson was too happy to care. All he could do was smile and laugh and cry.

His mind was still too excited to remember what he said to the reporter in the short interview before the medal ceremony. But he would never forget the feeling of standing on the highest podium with his teammates.

When the medals were around their necks and the flowers in their hands, they cried and raised their arms and waved to the whole stadium as Brazil’s national anthem played. The spectators blew in cheers and applause and sang along.

It was a feeling Nelson would never forget for the rest of his life.

After that, the reporters came rushing for the interviews, both to the team and to them individually.

“First, congratulations for the gold medal, Nelson. It’s amazing you managed to come so far after struggling to return to the pools four years ago. Can you say this is the best moment of your life?” she asked when it was his turn, moving the microphone in his direction.

“Yes,” he said with an exhausted but satisfied grin. “It was hard getting back here. But thanks to the people by my side, I did it. I’m too happy about this medal but even happier for having people who supported me. This gold isn’t only mine. It’s my teammates’ and everyone’s.”

C’mon, ask me, he thought, barely containing his excitement.

“But it’s not over yet. You still have the chance of winning more medals tomorrow, right?” she asked with a smile.

“Yes, I have three more events. But even if I win, this medal is special. It’s my first Olympic gold. The first of many, I hope,” he said, and the reporter laughed.

“Thanks to you and your teammates’ effort, Brazil has climbed up a few positions on the Medal rank. If you win a few more, we’ll be in the top ten.”

“I’ll do my best!”

“Do you have anything to say to the people supporting you?”

Yes, finally!

“I do. I’d like to thank everyone who helped me. My mom, dad, my coach, my friends, everyone from the club,” he said, hoping he hadn’t forgotten anyone. I think friends and the club covered everyone. “But there’s one person in particular I need to thank.”

“And who’s that?”

His heart thumped louder, and he couldn’t contain his smile.

“My manager Cris. Without him, I’d never be standing here today. And I wanna ask him something.” Nelson looked around the area where his boyfriend was.

He found the man he loved with ease. It was impossible for him to miss the cute face that was both beaming and crying at the same time. It didn’t help that Mari was by his side teasing him.

Nelson’s smile broadened as he put a hand in the pocket of his jacket.

“Cris!” he shouted, getting to his knees. He pulled a small dark blue velvet box and opened it. There was a ring inside. “Will you marry me and make me the happiest man in the world?”

Cris went blank. Then all sorts of emotions crossed his face. The next moment, he was smiling and crying even more. With a little push from his cousin, he raced down the stands. When he was at the stairs, he jumped.

Nelson caught and hugged him tightly as they spun.

“Yes!” Cris shouted the most wonderful word in the world before kissing him.

He could never believe he could feel this much happiness. Especially after almost dying in that accident four years ago.

But that was in the past. Now, all he wanted was to kiss the man he loved.

The man who would soon be his husband.


Afterword

Thanks for reading.

Hope you enjoyed The Swimmer and the Manager. If you have some time, please leave a review. A simple “I liked” helps me a lot. And also makes me smile.

I wrote this story as a web novel, and I’m really happy to release it as a novel. I have plans for a volume two, but that will be later.

If you want to keep up with any updates, sign up for my newsletter.

If you enjoyed Swimmer, you might also like The Cutest Demon King. It’s about a Japanese Priest and a Demon King from another world. They were lovers in the past. Elli, the Demon King, is as awesome and cute as Cris.

Once again, thanks for reading.
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