Two Way Mirror

The beauty of the inner self can at times be
eclipsed by the beauty of the outer self. In “Two Way
Mirror”, the passionate love of two men cannot eclipse
the companionate love which emerges as each discovers
the inner and outer beauty of the other, culminating in a
love for which neither had been prepared.

~B.K. Wright~
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One last brief glance at Sutton Place and the lp$tahe
was leaving by choice, the only life he had knoamd he was on
his way. He was on his way to a new life, a lileHad dreamed
about for a very long time, a life that would now fealized. A
taxi was taking him speedily to John F. Kennedgrimational
Airport, an unfamiliar site to the residents of N¥ark’s
prestigious Sutton Place, who were much more acowed to
limousines coming and going from their picture petflives. He
smiled and almost laughed. A cross country flightld find him
in a seemingly entirely different world from theeohe had been
planning in great detail to leave for the pastehyears. It seemed
only minutes away until he would be secure in hisdew seat of
the Boeing 747 that would deliver him from his Ideemptiness
and solitude amidst the very large extended fatrélyrad acquired
over the years. From his window seat he couldiseeast,
seemingly endless pool of water that was the AtaDtean. As
the plane made its turn to begin its long jourrethe west coast,
he watched the gentle waves spreading out belowahointhought
of how it was the perfect metaphor for his lifegHar, a continual
sea of sameness for as long as he could remember.

The younger of two boys, Pierce was unlike his olde
brother, Brian, who had perfected the facsimila ofieaningful
and successful life. Brian had graduated from Braimiversity
with the expectation of entering medical schoolyaa fall more
than just a little short of the required admittaneguirements.
Instead, he had had to settle for the career diyaipian’s
assistant, although was pompous enough to contwincself, as
well as some others, that his status equaled freapbysician. As
long as Brian worked for the dear sweet unassuipirygician
who cared for the elderly as if each was his owemta he was
free to strut around as a true physician as mudteahose. The
mistake the old physician had made was giving Braganlong a
leash by allowing him to serve in his stead, a oflerhich Brian
took full advantage. Brian began his day not omeute before
9:00 a.m. and was on the golf course by noon. ddedclittle for
the elderly, and took full advantage of his bossstin him. Oh
well, thought Pierce. | can’'t change Brian, baefttainly don’t
have to be like him either. Their father, likewisensidered Brian
a physician. In fact, he had convinced himself Braan had



completed medical school, unwilling to admit thaiald had
screwed up during his undergraduate days, andualsdling to
admit that his power and position weren’t enoughuy Brian a
place in Brown’s medical school. The college woudxd
compromise its standards by which it had becomevknibe world
over, although its president had mysteriously diefibod
poisoning just six months following Brian’s deniadmittance.
Pierce’s father hadn't even attended the funeralgh he, too, was
a Brown alum, and a wealthy one at that.

Pierce’s father was an entrepreneur who had bitireune
500 company in a very short time after having gedeld from his
prestigious alma mater, Brown University. Piercst®w had
enjoyed a very privileged childhood because ofdtiser, had
attended the best schools from his preschool datyishe too had
graduated summa cum laude from Brown University,dhly
university befitting the future magnate of Brist&nterprises.
Pierce could have gone to medical school on his atvibutes, but
his heart was not in it. He wanted no part ofgheed he had
known growing up a Bristow. He had wanted to paide loved
the arts, and had painted some in college, caresitmostly, of
people he had found annoying. He and his roommatad laugh
about them together late at night. His roommad#f, Gad
encouraged Pierce to paint, although they both khetvPierce’s
future had been predetermined, as had Jeff's.

Until now Pierce had done what was expected ofthym
his father. Knowing how ruthless his father colokg Pierce was
too afraid to cross him. Pierce was also a vergathetic young
man, and could never hurt anyone, not even hiefatto had
hurt so many without feeling any remorse. Piera@ imarried a
fellow Brown student, a woman his father had chdsemhim, to
be his trophy wife and attend all the social evertsis would
allow Pierce to readily climb the social laddeN&w York
society, just as Pierce’s father would ensure Bisrstatus in New
York finance. Pierce’s life appeared the idyllicecthat so many
of his fellow classmates would have done anythimdj @verything
legal and illegal to achieve, certain that theizadion of such a
life would bring them ultimate happiness.

After ten years of marriage to a woman whose tlinsthe
material was never quenched, and having workedyelgbur



weeks under his father’s watchful eyes, not to merdttending
every social event his father had arranged in #oteb introduce
Pierce to New York's elite, Pierce knew that héeithad to leave
without looking back, or kill himself. For Piercefather, as well
as Pierce’s wife, the past ten years had been. iddady had both
gotten what they had wanted; his father the motitHeperfect
son, and his wife the model of the perfect husbdsat. Pierce,
however, the past ten years had been nothing shptire hell.
Pleasing his father had nearly driven him to a aesvbreakdown.
He was exhausted all the time and had resorteakiog
amphetamines just to keep pace, and the few timest his wife
had had sex left him with an emptiness he didnrtktipossible.
Fortunately for Pierce, she wasn't all that intégdsn sex, so he
didn’t have to pretend to enjoy it very often. blamed his lack of
interest in sex with his wife on his working so rhubut the truth
was he didn’t enjoy sex with her, and in fact dezhthe few times
she had come to bed in what she thought was arssfigee,
knowing her intentions. To save himself from apldepression,
or worse, he had planned a fake business tripetavest coast,
though being the sensitive son he hated lying,kanaaving that he
was never going back made his guilt even gredet.he was
amazed at how relaxed he had begun to feel asdtande
between his old life and his new one became greatehe plane
made its way steadily westward.

As the plane descended, the view from Pierce’s awnd
was a familiar one, yet so very different. He &ekense of
freedom, yet anticipation, as he watched the waitére Pacific
Ocean spread out before him like a ribbon of hagekbning him
to come ashore and enjoy all that his new live arasously
waiting to offer him, and to leave his all too n@ginted past
behind. A month earlier he had secretly purchassahall cottage
that had been refurbished as a bed-and-breakfeBainibridge
Island in Puget Sound, Washington, where he platmeebuild
his life the way he had wanted it to be. He wauidl his bed-and-
breakfast, and in his spare time would paint whatteparked his
imagination. Painting was the one thing he knewhas good at,
the one thing he enjoyed. He had no interestemtbneyed world
of his father. His was a simpler view of life. i§hkvas his



opportunity to build the life that he had wanteuald ot the life of
his father.

From the airport in Seattle, he took a taxi toférey that
traversed the water several times a day to and Bambridge
Island. He loved the majestic view from the feagd felt a part
of nature, connecting with it in an intimate, eroaal way, the
way he had felt during those few family vacatidmattincluded the
beauty of nature untarnished by the greed of mavse/lgoal was
to own at least a part of it. The view from theyevas
magnificent, and Pierce could see the majestyiiatthe tip of
the snow capped Olympic Mountains rising in théatise. The
last time Pierce had been here was two monthsagigr the final
papers giving him sole ownership of the ten bedrgottage that
he was so eager to share with its visitors. Pieatkhired his
staff, sparing no expense with regard to salariés.also planned
to share with each staff member a generous shdhe girofits.
He would never mistreat his employees as his fdthdrhis.
Human beings were to be cherished, not used. éexd hired a
decorator and had given him free reign to decasatee chose.
All he had asked was that the entire cottage havadfashioned
country feel, with handmade quilts on the beds,lmmdemade
jams and jellies, and any other wonderful goodieslenat the
picturesque shops of this beautiful island city.

Pierce loved the little cottage, from the woodearhs on
the ceiling to the large rooms which held big rolneds in a
loving embrace. The beds were round like the weoldhat all
who visited could feel what Pierce had felt thetfirme he had
walked through the doors, that the possibilitigstifieir lives were
limitless. Within each bedroom was a large mds&ti which was
set apart from the room by a revolving wooden ddotove it,”
he said aloud, when he first visited. Pierce tluttruly unique
to have a revolving door in a house, and espeacialéyin a
bedroom. Once inside the bath, Pierce stoppediddad tracks
as he realized how massive the entire room wascastained a
king sized wooden hot tub with water heated andbuog, and
looking very inviting. The entire cottage had awichome
country feel to it, and Pierce loved that. He ddiue here
forever. He planned to live here forever. Pidrad toured the



entire island-city of Bainbridge before choosingtlittle cottage
that simply needed a little tender loving care (JLC

As a bedroom community of Seattle, Bainbridge Idlan
citizens were very concerned with preserving ieegrspace and
keeping a tight control over development, bothdestial and
commercial, and were also concerned with maintgitiie island’s
open spaces. Pierce was fascinated by every asipBatnbridge.
The island was rich in history, culture, and ndtbesmuty. His
mind was racing with the possibilities for his gaigs. He
planned to paint everything on this island. Pighmright
Bainbridge offered the best of both worlds; it vaasmall town that
offered big things. There were acres of parksaréety of
trailheads, fascinating historical sites, and dezgrattractions and
annual events. The people were friendly, the &laas beautiful,
and its proximity to Seattle drew new residents asdors all year
long. There was a sense of community throughauidland, with
the residents extremely sensitive to the islandtsiral beauty, and
generously supported its open spaces through taxes and
private resources. Bainbridge Island’s charm,lrciaracter, and
central location in the heart of Puget Sound madegreat place to
live, work, and play, for a lifetime. Each roomRierce’s bed-
and-breakfast offered a view of the island’s mgjetste Cascade
Mountains, Puget Sound; the Olympic Mountains, aukt
Rainier, depending upon where the room was located.

The inn was located within an easy walk of the uaiq
downtown shops. Pierce had never seen such andrittle
shops. Cute was the only word to describe theherd'were
antique shops, craft stores from which Pierce tady bought
supplies for his paintings, bookstores, and spgcsabres, each
with its very own unique gifts. Pierce had yetaste the many
ethnic cuisines offered by the restaurants, butplasning to try
each one. The cuisines of Japan, China, Mexiaha | hailand,
Vietnam, France, and Italy were all very well reganeted in the
downtown core of this very special island.

Pierce had yet to name his new cottage. A namédwou
come in time. He had decided to wait and see adod the name
of the little cottage to be supplied by its intéwres visitors and the
unique stories of each.



Pierce opened his cottage inn for the very firsetion the
first day of October, in time for visitors to exparce the beauty of
autumn on the island. They were already booketh®entire
month, largely due to the Pumpkin Harvest witmiisny activities
celebrated throughout the month. The residenBaafbridge
were very proud of the open green areas of thaedslkand each did
his or her part to maintain its beauty and keeteian. Pierce
couldn’t wait for the weekend'’s first visitors. kented to spend
time with his guests, discover why they came taBadge, what
their interests were, and what their plans werdtfeir stay. He
had offered extra income to his staff membersef/ttvanted to
spend a little of their spare time serving as tguides, which
many were excited to do, to show off their islamdiost of his staff
had lived their entire lives here in Bainbridged avere thrilled to
share its rich history with anyone who cared ttehs

The ferry brought visitors to Bainbridge from Sttt
several times each day, and with every dockingcBieouldn’t
wait for his guests to check in to their vacati@tegvay. Pierce
had spent too many years stuck behind a desk ighastressed,
politically motivated, wealth driven corporationtrio appreciate
the slower paced down-to-earth existence that washis. The
first visitors were as diverse as Bainbridge its@lhere was a
young couple on their honeymoon, a not-so-youngleoan their
honeymoon, a family with two young children, sarne&-souples,
as well as singles who had booked a room every &vetto
escape the fast paced city life of Seattle. Pitited with every
one, and he and his staff provided them the retp@xperience
they deserved. Pierce wanted them to leave fetiaighey
couldn’t have enjoyed a more pleasant experiengelagre else in
the world than here at Bainbridge. “Welcome, waled, Pierce
loved saying to his visitors. “We are here to seygu.” And
serve them he did. His staff was more surprisad the guests
were with how hard Pierce worked. He was one efrtimow. He
dressed as they did, and did the same work theyrdith escorting
tourists to antique shops, Eagle Harbor Books,afrike last
independent bookstores in the Northwest, to thewvararts and
crafts shops with which Pierce was very familiawnor anyplace
his guests wished to go. He had impressed hisféinsily guests
by introducing them to the Mora Iced Creamery, hoonthe best



homemade ice cream in Puget Sound, and had shemntththe
many parks where there was always something foemkiee

family. The couples enjoyed the nightlife of tkand, with its
performing arts and fine dining experiences. @f&agest interest to
Pierce were the singles. Some had come in hopesefing that
special someone, while others spent the entire itintigeir rooms,
seeking peace and quiet.

Pierce loved sitting in the cozy area he had hald és1a
kind of sunroom, but had a coffeehouse ambienceneSof the
best coffee shops in the world were right herehenigland, and
Pierce had the best delivered to the inn every digyess there are
some things from my former life that | can’t escémen, Pierce
thought. | do want the best, but | want it forerty not to keep for
myself.

Pierce spent much of the evenings alone in his room
painting. His room was spacious, with very lifideniture, and
nothing on the walls, as these were reserved fopdaintings. He
painted every night, and his muses were the beduhe island, as
well as the people who visited his cottage inn. docasion one of
the guests who had come alone would knock on tos idahe
evening, wishing to spend time with him. They wergahy about
telling Pierce of their attraction to him, espegiafter they had
come back from one of the many wine shops andrigeiery
uninhibited. Pierce wasn't interested, for the tqest. He had
never been one for one night stands. He had adén with one
woman, his money hungry wife, and was not intecestaloing
that again. There was one other relationship kiehlad in college,
but had never spoken of since. He had had a sexiasibnship
with his roommate, Jeff. They hadn't really thotighit as a
relationship. They considered it a welcome releaghbe
unsatisfying, no-sex relationships they each wepeeted to
endure with the frigid bitches they had had no caan marrying.
Pierce’s and Jeff's marriages were “arranged” ftoeir births.
Business mergers, not marriages, best describedtheriages
and their lives.

Upon escorting an inebriated guest from his rooenpften
thought of Jeff. Throughout his ten years of naaye, Pierce had
had plenty of time to think about what they hadretia They
became friends soon after becoming roommates, watitelr



second year had become what they considered “au@rs. It
happened by chance one night. Following a veryad dull
double date with their to-be wives, they sharedtidof the
sweetest wine they could find, and had removed jbans to
allow their aching hard-ons room to breathe. Téatyon Pierce’s
bed, drinking and laughing about how they must Jaodaring
only their shirts, with their dicks standing stiatigip. They
laughed as they thought about their girlfriends whdt they
would think if they saw them. Then in fun Jeff headd to Pierce
one night, “Now this is how we should be treateiid sitting
facing Pierce, leaned down and took Pierce’s harkislowly and
seductively into his mouth and let it slide back. oRierce no
longer was laughing. What Jeff had just donedetid, damn
good. Jeff looked at Pierce. Pierce had leanell ba his arms
with his legs spread wide, and his eyes closetf.lelned down
and repeated what he had just done several moes tifierce
began to moan. Jeff cared a lot about his friand,knew the
constraints that had been placed upon him, asdélessame. He
sat cross legged and pulled Pierce to him by hi®bks, forcing
Pierce down onto the bed. He sucked and suckedehand
harder, all the while squeezing Pierce’s balls mwadsaging that
most sensitive place beneath. He knew what Pigeacged, as he
wanted the same. Pierce was soon moaning andmg it¥ith
ecstasy, and Jeff soon discovered that he likekisyi®ierce’s
dick, loved it in fact, and swirled his tongue andut, never letting
his mouth leave until Pierce suddenly pulled awsy as he
ejaculated spontaneously as he wrapped his haadsdhis dick
well lubricated by Jeff, who truly cared about hamd his physical
desires. As soon as he could catch his breatim agearce
returned the pleasure to his friend. From therherand Jeff had
kept their secret friendship from everyone. Thésuheirs and
theirs alone.

As he painted, Pierce thought of Jeff. He hadeé&rd
from him since his wedding ten years ago. | wovdeait he’s
doing now. | don’t even know where he is. Theeremights that
Pierce would fall asleep thinking of Jeff.

Pierce loved the morning at the inn. His room bexdan
east wall that was all one window. From this wiwdze could
watch the sun rise over the mountains like a bightbismile



encouraging him to leave yesterday in the pastgaeet the new
day with open arms, and an open mind to its ybetoealized
possibilities. Pierce would lie in bed and watcis tmagnificence,
and would then begin the day by ensuring everythiag in order
for the current guests as well as for those wholevba new to the
island that day.

The coffee was always ready in the sitting roonthws
regular, lattes, and cappuccinos laid out in pédeder. He had
no idea when it was delivered, but new that it alagys before he
was up. This morning, however, the complimentargyawas
being set up as Pierce walked into the room. ‘1®H;m Pierce.
You make the best coffee I've ever tasted.” Tha nuaned and
looked at Pierce. “Thanks. I'm Mitch. | own &affe® shop which
doubles as a wine shop. It's good to finally memi.” Pierce
shook his hand. “Likewise. Can you join me for fingt cup of
the day?” Mitch agreed, and poured them bothansteg cup of
regular. Mitch couldn’t take his eyes off of PiercHis body was
perfect, not too thin, not too thick, and his fagaes also perfect,
with patrician features, jet black hair, and thadslt eyes Mitch
had ever seen. So beautiful, and so nice, he tliolditch was in
awe of this unassuming man. Does he not know hmwd ¢poking
he is? Has he not seen his reflection? “You ngakat coffee for
us. The guests love your brews.” Pierce saidabike smiled at
Mitch. Mitch, very self-assured, could not helg be a little
intimidated by the striking physical beauty of Ber “Thanks. |
opened my coffee house and wine shop on the islamwdiple of
years ago.” Mitch relaxed. He never felt intintethfor long.

Pierce enjoyed talking to Mitch. Mitch didn’t seem
uncomfortable talking with him, as so many othesmsed to be,
though Pierce didn’'t know why. He thought that imaye had
lost some of his ability to make small talk havsment so many
years inside a cold, stuffy office building in dolewn Manhattan.
He was trying very hard to be as personable hehe @suld, and
so far it had paid off. The downtown shop ownexset Pierce.
He always had something nice to say about theidgjcand had
offered them a free night’s stay at the inn.

The two men sat in silence for a minute, and therc
spoke. “Any time you like, Mitch, you can staytla¢ inn free, you
know, to be pampered like you pamper the restdlamd.” Mitch



didn’t know what to say, except “thank you, I'll deat.” “Great.

| look forward to it.” Pierce did look forward tb There was
something about this man that Pierce found excitidig wanted to
spend more time with him. Then it hit him. “I'nitracted to
Mitch. For the first time in ten years, I'm phyally attracted to
someone,” he thought. So lost in his own thoudpiesice didn’t
realize that Mitch was talking to him. “I'm sorrylitch. What did
you say?” Mitch just chuckled. “I said | would balling you real
soon to take you up on your offer, you can counthan.” “I look
forward to it, Mitch.” Mitch shook his hand, artkly stared into
each other’s eyes for what seemed a long time ééfioich
snapped them both back to reality by saying thdtdtebetter get
going. “Today is going to be a busy one.” Pievpened the door
for him, and watched as he walked to his car.

True to his word, Mitch called that very day andamed a
room for the entire upcoming weekend, just two dayay. Pierce
found himself thinking of Mitch most of the day,asll as the
following day. Even when he painted in the evegiRgerce was
distracted by thoughts of the short talk he anctcMftad shared
over coffee. He hadn'’t felt that genuinely coméite with
anyone since Jeff, not with his family nor anyomeehlad worked
with at his father’s firm. Mitch was real. Thesgasn’t anything
fake about him, and if there was one thing Piemédsense, it
was insincerity.

On Friday, Pierce and his staff were busy, as tiene
every Friday, preparing for the weekend guestss Fhday was
especially important to Pierce. Mitch would bedtirg in
tonight, and Pierce was looking forward to his\ati He enjoyed
talking to him, but there was something else. Aattracted to
him like 1 was Jeff? He wondered. Mitch arrived’20 p.m.
“Hey, stranger. Good to see you again.” PiergedoMitch’s
forwardness. He looked Pierce directly in the eyather than
lowering his eyes during the conversation. Mitakyes were
sweet, with a sincerity that was clearly visiblehas been said
that the eyes are the window to the soul, ancaif were true, then
Mitch had a beautiful soul. That much Pierce wae ®f. “Come
on in, to the inn,” Pierce said with a chuckleeree laughed too, a
warm funny laugh. Pierce felt as if he could baself with
Mitch, and that Mitch was definitely being himseffith no



pretense, as there was no need. “Let me showoygour room,
Mitch. It's upstairs at the far end, so you'll get views, you'll
love it.” Mitch smiled and followed Pierce to theziest little
place he had ever seen. It was a cozy little egurdven, yet with
all the amenities of a modern hotel. “I love Ytou've really done
a lot to the place, Pierce. No wonder | hear mgfhiut great
things about your inn.” Pierce smiled, but wasodliely beaming
inside. He wanted his guests to have a positipeance here.
He wanted them to feel warm and cozy while theyewesre. By
giving this to others, Pierce felt that he wasams way
experiencing the feeling too, the feeling of warrattd coziness
that he hadn't felt as a child in his cold, stebedroom. “Well,
make yourself at home. Room service is availabldemand.
Feel free to come downstairs to our old fashiomedcream shop,
which serves all kinds of delicious treats, butrirmy first
spoonful of Mora’s iced cream | knew | had to ievihem to be a
part of the inn. It's a big hit.” Pierce knew Wwas babbling, but
couldn’t seem to stop. Mitch was studying Pierd@&nity was
completely missing from this beautiful man. He watslly
unaware of his powerful looks. “Maybe that’s whmm lattracted to
him, because he is unassuming, and | definitelyatiracted to
him,” Mitch said inside his head. Mitch was opeggy, but didn’t
know about Pierce. He knew that Pierce was thee @oher of the
inn. He had done his research on that. “We shprdtably
continue the conversation we started over coffea;tgou think?”
Mitch boldly asked. “Sure. If you like amateuiimtang, | can
definitely supply that. | paint a little each ewg;n You can give
me your critique.” Mitch smiled, and said, “Let mepack and
clean up, and I'll be down.” Pierce nodded, aritittee room.

Half an hour later Mitch was at the front desk.sék the
artist, now show me the art.” Pierce smiled thatlel-esque smile
that was so sexy and yet so endearing to Mitctis Very amateur
art, if it can be called art. Come on in.” Pieleé Mitch into his
room, and closed the door behind them. Mitch lolokeound.
Pierce’s room was sparse, with only a bed, andimgtbn the
walls. Pierce noticed Mitch’s questioning looK.tought |
would put my own paintings on the wall, but I'm rsafre they
would look that good,” he said. “Of course theywdh it would
be your taste. It's your room.” Mitch obviousliydd’t have the



inner turmoil that Pierce did. Pierce had beesetio believe that
if something wasn’t perfect, it wasn’t worthy okglay. “Why not
just paint the walls, like a mural?” Mitch offeretWhy limit
yourself to the confines of a canvass?” Mitch wedlko the
window where even in the dark the mountains weeaititeil.
“Come here, Pierce. Look out there. There areamstraints to
nature’s canvass. It's continuous.” Pierce walteethe window.
Mitch was right. Mitch had the ability to see adesof himself.

He wasn’t afraid to speak his mind, either. “lisautiful,” Pierce
responded. “Paint the walls, Pierce. Make a mofrgbur past,
present and hoped-for future.” Whoa, Mitch didgain. Insight
must be his forte, thought Pierce. Pierce justezinand walked to
the bed. Mitch followed, and sat beside him. efched for the
bottle of wine he had brought from his shop. “Yimihad the best
iced cream, how about trying the island’s best wiitch asked,
as he popped the cork and poured two glasses.otight my
personal favorite. It's a sweet wine, a dessemnewi Wine was
one thing Pierce knew a lot about. Wine was tlekdsf the

upper crust of society, he had always been toldi®yather. They
always had lots of wine in the house when Pierce grawing up.
Mitch handed Pierce a glass, and one sip told hahthis was
without a doubt the best of the best. He drankthalglass rather
quickly. “Mm, this is the best, Mitch.” “It's egdo drink too
much, too,” Mitch warned. Pierce drank the restisfglass, and
Mitch did the same, and then placed them both emightstand.
“Now, let me see your artwork,” Mitch commandederBe went
to the closet to get his sketches, while sayingelWW would

hardly call it artwork, at least not yet.” Mitchdught that Pierce
was undoubtedly being humble. He didn’t give hilheeough
credit. “Well, here they are,” Pierce announceti@presented his
two sketches. Mitch took them from him and studtez closely.
After awhile, he looked up. “Pierce, these areoalisly
wonderful. | mean it, you've captured the mourgameautifully,
and this painting of a single coffee cup is exdaisiYou're a
natural.” Pierce thought he was just being nit@h, come on,
they’re not that good.” “I mean it,” Mitch was sars now. “I'll
take you to some of the art galleries here ondlaad, and you'll
see. Your work would fit right in with the besttbiem.” Pierce
felt his cheeks grow hot, and he turned away. ¢igdn’'t believe



he was blushing. Mitch went over to him and plaleesdarm
around Pierce. “l didn’t mean to embarrass yogudss
sometimes I'm a little too blunt. But | did meari iPierce
stiffened when he felt Mitch’s touch. He hadn’ebdouched in a
long time, and the feeling of Mitch’s strong arniding him stiff
was almost overpowering. Pierce folded his arie.didn’t know
what else to do with them. He liked this feelingd he liked the
heat of Mitch’s breath sweetened with wine as e theese words.
Mitch broke his hold on Pierce and motioned for income and
sit on the bed. Mitch stacked pillows behind eatthem. “So,
tell me, Pierce, do you have any fond college eg®i Pierce
froze at this question, and his eyes were widee fohdest stories
were of his roommate, Jeff, but didn’t think Mitalanted to hear
about that. Mitch wondered what Pierce was hidiHg. seemed
troubled somehow. Mitch offered his own story.s“#r me, |
went to the University of Washington in Seattled after eight
years finally graduated with a B.S. in managemeMitch
laughed when he made the comment about eight yeadRierce
couldn’t help but smile. Mitch was so easy to talk What you
saw was exactly what you got. Pierce wasn’t uedtis. In his
former world, the spoken word could rarely be tedst“l hope
you’re not offended, Pierce, but I'm pretty diréctOh, no,

Mitch, it's a welcome change.” Pierce thought hewdn’t say
anymore, at least not yet. “Well, tell me aboutege, Pierce.”
Pierce felt he could tell Mitch anything, and thmevwas helping
too. “How about another glass of wine first,” Reisaid as he
reached out his hand. Mitch reluctantly agreed,@wured two
more glasses of the sweet substance. Pierce tbigkdrink, and
began his story. “l went to Brown University, degrin finance as
expected in order to join the Bristow firm of emqesing men,”
Pierce spoke in a mocking tone. “Brown, huh? Are/epecial at
Brown?” Pierce spoke softly and sadly as he téki®expected
life, and then he was either brave enough or hddust enough to
drink to not care what he said and he went onltd/Aich all
about Jeff. “I guess our friendship went a litde far, huh?” He
looked at Mitch for signs of disapproval, but sawlyo
understanding on his face. Pierce continued. Hagkso much
fun, Jeff and I, perhaps because we knew we wérgylon
borrowed time.” “Or perhaps, you truly loved eaxther.” Mitch



took Pierce’s hand and held it in his as he sagl tlihen he took
Pierce’s empty glass and set both back on the steyid. He
leaned over Pierce and held his face in his haRdsce closed his
eyes, and offered his mouth to Mitch. Mitch gentyched his
lips to Pierce’s and kissed him softly, openingé2& mouth with
his own. Then he kissed the side of Pierce’s mdb#n Pierce’s
cheek, kissing his neck down to Pierce’s shirtarplhnd gently
pushing it open to kiss his shoulder. Then he ¢olokt Pierce. His
eyes were still shut, and his head was leaned in&wkhe comfort
of the pillows. Mitch placed one hand on Pieraegsk and with
the other one he held Pierce’s hand. “Did Jef$ kisu like that,
Pierce?” Pierce opened his eyes. He was at ddogsrds. His
heart was beating faster and with the touch of IVstéips on his,
he had begun to feel again. Mitch didn't need@swaer. He
kissed Pierce again, this time lingering a litdader, and this time
holding him in a loving embrace. Pierce placedanms around
Mitch somewhat hesitantly at first, but then hofghnm tightly. It
had been a very long time since Pierce had fedtwiay. Mitch
moved closer to Pierce until their chests werelig: Each
could feel the pounding of the other’s heart. gkatleness of
Mitch’s kisses was arousing to Pierce. He coud liés jeans
tighten in a way he hadn't felt in a very long timide had begun
to think he might be impotent. His hard-on washiug against
his zipper so hard now that it was beginning td.htte shifted to
try to adjust for this burgeoning entity refusirogbie ignored.
Mitch broke his kiss, afraid he had gone too fafou okay,
buddy?” Then he realized why Pierce was squirmixgch
slowly guided the zipper of Pierce’s jeans downwarith his

hand outlining what was eagerly awaiting its re¢eas he went.
Oh, that felt better. Mitch looked at Pierce h# time he did this,
and Pierce looked at Mitch. He saw kindness ircM# eyes, a
kindness he hadn’t seen in quite some time. Pmyo&nued to
study Mitch’s face, looking for signs of what, hie dot know.
Mitch reached his hand inside Pierce’s jeans bpt keutside of
his shorts as he gently cupped his balls and sqdeeem
lovingly. Pierce closed his eyes tight and thearma them again.
Oh, this felt good. How could he stop now? Mitchlined
Pierce’s erection again as he moved his hand upwdednever
took his eyes off of Pierce’s. He saw a deep imutiose eyes, and



also a great capacity for love. Keeping his hamodirad Pierce’s
penis, Mitch leaned up and kissed him gently orliige They felt
so soft, and tasted like sweet wine. Then he #if8erce’s cheek,
and spoke softly into his ear. “Will you let meckwyou, Pierce? |
want to bring you to the orgasm you deserve.” d@@ouldn’t
speak. He could barely utter the word, “yes.”

Pierce’s eyes were closed and his head back as Mitc
kissed him again softly on his lips. Then he sjopdlled Pierce
downward on the bed until he was almost lying flde slowly
removed Pierce’s jeans and pushed them onto tbe fiditch
stared for a few minutes at Pierce’s body, nakenhfthe waist
down. He was beautiful. His legs were gorgeond,ia between
were the most delicious looking balls that Mitchllever seen. He
spread Pierce’s legs apart and stared at the orellefd orbs that
were just a small sampling of the rest of his pettyeshaped body.
And right before him was even more perfection.rédis erection
was throbbing, begging for Mitch’s eagerly awaitmguth.
Kneeling between Pierce’s legs, Mitch placed hisdsa
underneath Pierce’s shirt and rested his fingerdsi®@hardened
nipples. As Mitch placed his tongue at the baseiefce’s
erection and slid it upward, Pierce moaned, andifoinstant
thought of Jeff. Mitch was just as loving, and teelings that had
until now been repressed came rushing back. Ash4itmouth
encircled the head of Pierce’s erection and endutfm its
entirety, Pierce moaned even louder. Mitch comttha slow and
steady pace, and as he did he squeezed Piercls@abdlmassaged
underneath, applying just the right amount of pres$o cause
Pierce to gasp and spread his legs as far aphe esuld. All
three sensations quickly became one huge one,ianceP
exclaimed, “Oh, Mitch”, over and over, louder andder, until
this one huge sensation culminated in one hugediy orgasm.
Mitch continued until Pierce’s erection had becarompletely
flaccid inside his mouth. Then he let it slip slpwut of his
mouth. He moved onto his side and held Piercegkiiim on the
cheek, and lay next to him. He gently turned Risrcheek
toward him and smiled. Pierce opened his eyesnahinowing
what to say, simply smiled back at Mitch.

Pierce dosed for a few minutes, and Mitch lookeliss
perfect face. Pierce’s features were as if theylbeeen chiseled to



perfection, and Mitch wondered what kind of personld bring
harm or even discomfort to such perfection. Pieeonly
seemed a perfect physical specimen, but had @souhtch. His
kindness and gentleness were unlike any man’s Nhiachever
known. Mitch couldn’t help but feel protective lofn. Pierce was
like a little bird that had broken its wings. “Yddly again, little
bird. You'll fly again.” These words were heanalyby Mitch.
Pierce had fallen asleep.

Mitch hadn’t planned to stay the entire night, boaldn’t
leave this sleeping Pierce. He liked his new flieand wanted to
know him better, much better. Sleepy himself, Mipzlled the
covers up over them both, and he too was soonislgspundly.

Pierce awoke when the sun came streaming in the eas
window as it made its slow climb up and over MoGhtmpus.

He stretched, and looked over at Mitch still slegpi Then the
memories of last night quickly came to him wherréadized he
was naked from the waist down. Mitch sure did krimow to give
a blow job. Pierce felt great. He felt exhilathtpist as he had
after he and Jeff had given each other that welo@tease
following a night of pretense with their predetemel wives-to-be.
He hadn’t felt sexually aroused since Jeff, umisitinight with
Mitch. Although he hadn’t known Mitch very long,seemed as if
they had been friends for a long time. They hadf loiff from the
start, just as he and Jeff had hit it off so maesrg ago.

Pierce stretched, and the movement of the bed dause
Mitch to stir. Pierce wished he could grab histparHe felt very
exposed even underneath the covers. He movetkanibre,
purposefully trying to awaken Mitch. Mitch’s eyegened. “Oh,
hey, good morning, buddy.” Pierce smiled whendwe the
generosity in Mitch’s eyes. “How do you feel, R&P You're not
hung over from the wine?” “No, I'm fine.” He dlthve a slight
headache, but no way was he going to tell MitchtciMhad given
him what he had been needing for a very long tene, he had
given it good, with no holding back.

Pierce had the weekend off, and wanted to spemitht
Mitch. Mitch had checked in for two days, so olusty had some
free time this weekend. He looked over to findd¥litooking at
him. “What's on your mind, buddy?” Embarrasseat the was
being watched, Pierce stammered a bit, before &dmib what he



had been thinking, or at least a part of it. “Olas just thinking
about what to do with my weekend. | haven't hagktio myself
since the inn opened.” Mitch, continuing to lodkan, said,
“Hmm, we’ll have to think of something then, wowe?” Mitch
rolled onto his back. “You've got to see my litdeffee and wine
shop, and my country house. It’s a little ways but it's a very
peaceful retreat. | love talking with the visit@nisd regulars that
come to my shop for coffee or wine or both, bub leshjoy going
home at night.” Pierce blinked a couple of timdsew Mitch
mentioned home. He really hadn’'t had one, and newas
starting over. He was excited and frightened atsthme time.
“What's wrong, buddy? Did | say something to otfeyou?”
Mitch was always careful not to hurt others. Hd baen blessed
with two great parents who had been very carefgshtmv him how
to treat others, not just tell him. “Oh, no. lale to see your
business, and your home.” Pierce was guarded asdweered, as
he had been taught to be by his parents. “Giestfs get going.”
Mitch excused himself and escaped into the bathreonthat
Pierce could retrieve his jeans from the floor withbeing
embarrassed. Pierce was waiting when Mitch retlirne

Mitch drove them in his jeep to the coffee shop mehe
every morning the delicious blends were brewed lialelivered
personally to Pierce’s inn. “Here we are,” Mitamaunced
proudly as he opened the door and motioned foc®ier enter. It
was a very busy place, as it always was, but eaibpesb on
weekend mornings. Everyone knew Mitch, and lowestop and
talk with him. He introduced Pierce to everyona] anade a
shameless plug for the inn. Mitch trusted hisfstafd wanted
them to trust him, so he showed Pierce aroundilzerdquickly
excused them so that his staff wouldn’t think hes wiaecking on
them. Back in the jeep, Mitch asked unashamedtlliell, what
did you think, honestly?” Pierce looked at hinmt.Igved it. It's
beautifully decorated, but not too showy. | wooddl it
understated elegance.” Mitch was impressed by @wr
observation. “The walls are a bit bare, but pesrepartist would
be willing to paint a mural or two.” This obviousferral to
Pierce’s so-called artwork was a huge boost tebs “I'm a
novice, Mitch. I’'m not an artist.” “Don’t sell yoself short,



you've got raw talent, Pierce.” Pierce just smiggul looked out at
the scenery.

Changing the subject, Pierce commented on thealatur
beauty of Bainbridge Island. It had charm, and tioat they were
away from town Pierce could see the miles and nofegeen as it
spread before them like a beautiful silk tapesttyrounding them
entirely the farther out they went. Along the weagre strawberry
fields which gave the island a Christmas-like apaeee, with the
redness of the berries interspersed with the goéére stems.
“Now | know why preservation is so important to fheople here.
You've definitely something worth preserving,” Rier
commented, not taking his eyes off the landscayiech smiled to
himself. He planned to show Pierce everythinghaisland.

They turned onto a long lane lined with trees dhegiside
and when they emerged, in the clearing stood Mstblome.
Pierce’s eyes were wide. This was not the humitdela that
Pierce had expected given Mitch’s description. sMaas a
chateau-like home, much like the ones in FranceRlece had
seen on his trips abroad. “Mitch, this is bealitifThanks,
buddy. It's been in the family for years. It'$iand-me-down.”
Mitch just smiled. He loved this old place. Higeat-grandfather
had built it by hand. “My family believed in se#liance, and
were hard workers. They planted thousands of bieany fields
by hand, and in later years my parents sold thabess but kept
some of the strawberry fields. Mom makes strawb@m and
provides it complimentary to many of the eaterieghe island.
She says it’s her little way of giving back to tigkand she loves so
much.” Mitch looked over at Pierce. “But, hongste aren’t at
all a pretentious people, just hard working.” Pegewas amazed at
Mitch’s humility. Pierce’s father would have sipigd this poor
island of every strawberry it had if he could havade a profit
from doing so.

They walked inside, and once again Pierce was ainaze
He was amazed at the lack of ostentation. It vea®ichted in
much the same way as Pierce had decorated the&Cioantry
décor throughout, Mitch’s house felt like a honiewas stuffed
with lots of oversized furniture, giving it a comel. It was very
bright and cheery, with many ceiling-to-floor wing® welcoming
the natural light just as Mitch had welcomed Piente his home



and into his life. Mitch showed Pierce the enticeise, saving his
bedroom for last. He led Mitch to the second fland said,
“Okay, prepare yourself.” Mitch opened the dooht® bedroom,
and Pierce just smiled. “It's sweet, Mitch.” Thiea laughed, and
then Mitch laughed. The walls had been hand paibyehis
mother a very long time ago, and as far as theceytd see, on
every wall, there were strawberries of every sidgust left it that
way. But, the rest of it is all me.” Mitch hacdcamputer, flat
screen TV, and furniture that better reflecteddvis taste.

They went back downstairs and Mitch offered to make
Pierce pancakes with his grandmother’s famous eeaiyl, of
course, his mother’s strawberry jam and syrup. atBounds
delicious.” Pierce was starving. Mitch loved twk, a love he
shared with his mother. Pierce stared out ofadigd kitchen
window at the beautiful lawn sprinkled with flowershe lawn
was as beautiful as Mitch, and the house as coimdpas Mitch’s
spirit. Pierce wondered what it must have beem dgjkowing up
here in paradise. He imagined it had probably lmeech more
peaceful than his childhood in a concrete jungl¢ere we are,
hotcakes and hot coffee,” announced Mitch. Pisramped back
into reality, and ate several of the deliciousgleis. “Your
culinary talents match your brewing talent, Mitchhis is
scrumptious.” “Mm, mm hmm,” Mitch replied. He was busy
stuffing hotcakes into his mouth to talk.

They finished their coffee, and Mitch led Pierctithe
back yard. “Let me show you the grounds. The walkdo me
good.” Mitch patted his stomach as he said this.was tall, like
Pierce, but thicker through. Unlike Pierce’s runtype frame,
Mitch had more of a wrestler’s build. Mitch showertrce all
around the grounds, the strawberry shaped flowetega the
hedges his mother had had trimmed in the shapeasfiserries,
and when they passed through the gate that endbegqubol,
Pierce couldn’t help but laugh. “Oh, Mitch, théstoo much.”
Mitch just smiled. “I know, | know.” Inside theatg was a
strawberry shaped pool. “Mom loves her strawbsytieat’s for
sure.” Mitch laughed just as loud. It had bedong time since he
had had someone to laugh with. “Where is she, gmam?”
Pierce was afraid she might have died, but feltfootable in
asking. “Oh, Mom lives in town now, in a much sleahouse.



She still makes her jams and syrups and delivers tio the
eateries, but someone else picks the strawberri€; | was
afraid that ...” Mitch felt pretty sure what Piene@s thinking.
“Mom’s fine, just got tired of keeping up such @ Iplace. I'll take
you there real soon, to her house. You'll like.hd?ierce was
sure that he would.

It was mid afternoon by the time they returnedi® lhouse.
Mitch loved it here, and hoped that Pierce woulengpthe night.
He liked sleeping next to him last night. “WelleRe, what can |
show you now?” “I don’t think anything can topghiThis is a
virtual paradise, Mitch.” Mitch just smiled. Shg was not, but
he didn’t want to risk coming on too strong. “HaWout staying
here tonight, buddy. You’'ll love waking up hereMitch hoped
that didn’t sound like begging. Feeling his cheg&iing warm,
Pierce said a quick “sure”, and then looked awsijtch was so
sure of himself, yet extremely humble. Pierce Widmant to admit
it, but he liked waking up with Mitch’s arm arouhan and
wanted to do it again here in Mitch’s cozy homeahseemed to
ooze love throughout.

After the long walk, Mitch admitted he wasn’t irettmood
to cook anything. “You've seen downtown, so howwla trip to
the water’s edge for dinner. One of my favoritetaerants is a
secluded little place that’'s very quiet.” Pierastjwasn’t up to
more travel. He wanted to stay right here andyetfjs cozy
feeling, but he didn’t want to offend Mitch. “Wleater you like,
sure,” he tried to respond with an upbeat tone.dide’t fool
Mitch, not for a second. He walked closer to Reeand placed his
arm around him. Pierce’s back was turned, so resweprised by
Mitch’s action. “Look, buddy, you don’t ever hateeagree with
me for fear of hurting my feelings. Don’t be attdad speak your
mind ever, and definitely not with me, okay?” Rekept his eyes
down as Mitch spoke, and nodded his head. Mitctticoed.
“Let’s have something delivered. 1 like to helgtyoung kids
make some spending money. It's a long drive,tgothem well,
both with money, as well as with several jars offiVi® strawberry
jam.” He smiled at Pierce which seemed to chemrdp. “That
sounds great, Mitch,” Pierce smiled back, and nfaohself
comfortable in one of the oversized sofas. Mitcddmthe
delivery call, and then sat down beside him. Skaéxt to Pierce,



Mitch took his hand in his. “So, tell me more abdeff, if you
don’t mind, thatis.” “No, | don’t mind,” Pierceesponded, and he
didn’t mind at all. Mitch noticed immediately th@terce’s mood
brightened as he spoke of Jeff. “We were roomnfatefour
years, and | guess the physical part began ourosopie year,
when we both had to begin our predestined datifi§d, you were
young and in love,” Mitch stated rather than ask&dio, we didn’t
love our future wives.” “No, no, Pierce, | meawiuyand Jeff were
in love with each other.” Pierce felt a stabbiegling go through
his very soul. He hadn’t thought about it likettHaut Mitch’s
perceptiveness he could not ignore. They salenst for awhile,
until Pierce broke the silence. “I guess so.” dliheld Pierce’s
hand tightly. “That’s good, Pierce, it's good twé.” Then why
do | wish the floor would swallow me right now ahcould
disappear, he thought.

Selfishly, Mitch was happy that Pierce had oncetba
man, and not a woman. If he loved a man once, lteerould love
a man again. He wanted to tell Pierce about hss ‘ff@aves”, but
wasn’t proud of the fact that since his father Heatl six years
earlier he had taken the ferry to Seattle almostyeweekend for a
quick lay, but had remained emotionally detachilitch knew
that emotional detachment wasn’t an option withr¢&ie Mitch
was already attached to this wonderful human beimg had
entered his life at just the right time. One dayckiwould tell
him about his past, one day.

Both deep in their thoughts, the doorbell rang éxbefore
either heard it. Mitch returned to the present lamdtied to the
door. “Oh, | guess dinner’s here. Let's eat.ereé smiled that
gorgeous smile of his, and Mitch led him into tlieten.

Pierce was feeling a lot better, maybe becauseeofiood,
or maybe because of the delicious strawberry vioeprobably
because of admitting to Mitch that he and Jeff tnaly loved each
other, which Pierce had never admitted until nost,even to
himself.

The wine was good and it was hard for Pierce tp sto
drinking it, but Mitch stopped them after one gla8iset’s save the
rest for later. How about taking a swim in a stoawy shaped
pool.” Mitch could always make Pierce feel alivééd love it,”
Pierce exclaimed without reservation. “Oh, | didoring any



swim gear.” “That would spoil all the fun if yowadl,” Mitch said
laughingly. “It's dark, the water’'s warm, and tleel of the water
swirling around your naked body is exhilarating day belief.
Care to try it?” Mitch took Pierce’s hand and eaisis eyebrows
seductively. Pierce laughed. He liked Mitch, iked Mitch a lot.
“Let’'s go,” was Pierce’s response.

The pool was beautiful in the moonlight. With dagks all
around, it shared the spotlight with nothing. #saa star in its own
right. Mitch stripped off his clothes and was e fpool in no time.
Pierce didn’t feel as comfortable with open nudisyMitch.
Although it was dark, there was enough light frdra pool lights,
as well as from the moon, to allow Mitch the pleasof seeing
Pierce completely naked. Pierce would have mutttergreferred
to be in a completely dark area than here in ti# lbof the moon.
“I've just got to do a couple laps to loosen upiké to swim
underwater, so see you in a bit,” Mitch said huligre It was true
that he liked to swim underwater, but he also c@glase Pierce’s
discomfort with stripping with someone watching.

While Mitch was doing laps, Pierce quickly took his
clothes off and allowed the warmth of the wateswarl around
him as he slowly made his way in to where it reddmien mid
chest. The feel of the water was exhilarating cNivas right
about that. The swirling water combined with thest wine he
had had were also very arousing. He could seehdigilhouette
as he swam from one end of the pool to the otmer what Pierce
saw he liked. Mitch’s nakedness was a definita-tur for Pierce.
The roundness of his supple ass as it just bagalghed the
water’s surface before disappearing beneath agaimgain made
Pierce dizzy with desire. He liked Mitch’s bodyle had some
meat on his bones, and wasn’t caught up in hissd@skso many in
Pierce’s former world had been.

With the warm water swirling about him and loshis
own thoughts, Pierce didn’t notice Mitch swimmirtogvard him.
He popped up out of the water and pulled Pierderty kissing
him as the water dripped onto Pierce’s face. Nsttiands moved
to Pierce’s face allowing him to kiss Pierce witfubhopen mouth.
Pierce’s heart was beating faster, and he heldhMitith as great a
force as Mitch was him. Pierce was kissing himkbaod wanted
to feel Mitch’s supple ass that was half in and bat of the water.



He moved his hands down Mitch’s back, and stoppstigs he felt
the top of that supple roundness he wanted so mMifch wanted
it too. Pierce’s touch was electrifying. He haer felt this way
before. Mitch broke the kiss, and moved Piercaisds down into
the water and onto his ass aching to be touchBan't stop now,
baby, your touch is what I've been aching for.” tiMihose words,
Pierce’s hands were all over those supple orbsajuiste water’s
edge. Mitch raised himself up on tiptoes to allbbwetter hold by
Pierce’s searching hands. With his hands fullypoog Mitch’s
ass now, Pierce moved them all around, spreadinchidi
buttocks apart so that the water rushed into wikteh wanted
Pierce’s erection to be. Oh, yes, that erectiahwas now
anchored between Mitch’s legs as he straddled €glegs. His
own erection was just as stiff and just as anchbedadieen
Pierce’s legs. Mitch wanted Pierce right now, wanted to make
love slowly and in his bed so that he could hold Bnd wake up
holding him. He knew he had to stop this now ownfoalldn’t be
able to stop at all. | can make it, he thoughll. | Aave to do is
pry myself away from this gorgeous sexy man. Hsdal Pierce
one more full kiss, and then forced himself to stéfe backed up
and held Pierce’s face and spoke unashamedly.afit wou,
Pierce. I've never wanted anyone as much as | want But not
here, baby, not in the pool. | want you in my bedlthough
Pierce was used to Mitch’s directness by now, lusdw still made
him feel a bit uneasy, but nonetheless extremelysad. Pierce
nodded in agreement. “C’mon,” Mitch commanded, kdPierce
by the hand out of the water.

Eager for the other’s touch, their wet bodies weled the
warm wet caresses that each was giving the otWiéch placed
Pierce on his back on the bed and caressed hiskh®migning with
Pierce’s face. He gently touched Pierce’s faceemuircled
Pierce’s lips with his fingers. Pierce breathed\ily, parting his
lips which begged for the touch of Mitch’s. Mitklssed Pierce’s
lips with a slow, lingering kiss, then slowly malgis way down to
Pierce’s chest, stopping to taste the erect nipptesither side.
Pierce raised his chest to welcome the touch oftvtlips.
Pierce moaned, and urged Mitch to suck harderchvitadly took
the hint, and sucked harder and swirled his toragaand the mini
erections as he sucked. Pierce moaned loudeiyiaold sucked



harder. He was just as aroused as Pierce wasvahied Pierce to
experience the greatest sexual pleasure that ménatle Selfishly,
Mitch wanted Pierce to enjoy sex with him more tharhad with
Jeff. Mitch wasn't the jealous type, but he wolst die if he
couldn’t have Pierce to himself. Pierce wasn’hkimg of
anything at the moment. He was completely lo$tisnown
ecstasy. Mitch abandoned these delicious mintierecfor a
much larger one that was now demanding attentide kissed
Pierce’s navel and then slowly and seductivelyedio Pierce’s
erection to enter his mouth and fill it completak/he swirled his
tongue around it and downward. Then he slowlysadlctively
let the throbbing erection slide out of his mowth¢g he moved
down and spread Pierce’s legs apart. He held é&geficm
buttocks as he sucked each of Pierce’s balls, gakimtime
moving from one to the other. Pierce’s eyes wérsetl, and he
was moaning continuously now. When Pierce felichlg tongue
massaging that erotic place beneath his ballfidweght he was
going to explode. “Oh, Mitch, oh, Mitch”, over aonsger he
moaned aloud. He grabbed Mitch’s hair. “Mitclhale to taste
you, let me suck you.” Mitch was so turned on t&ttoo,
thought he could explode. He took Pierce’s didida his mouth
again, and never allowing it to escape its new wianiting home,
Mitch rolled Pierce onto his side while Mitch lag bis own side,
until Pierce had full access to Mitch’s throbbirrgaion. “Mm”,
Pierce groaned with every new entry of Mitch’s dicto his
eagerly awaiting mouth. He squeezed Mitch’s baatld spread
Mitch’s legs apart to enjoy that supple ass thdblied. He was
kneading it like dough and pulling it to him astbek Mitch’s

dick in its entirely into his mouth. Oh, he lovébas. He loved the
feel of Mitch’s dick as he sucked harder and harded could feel
the urgency start to build indicating Mitch’s imreint orgasm. He
could feel his own orgasm building as Mitch’s expercking
claimed its own attention. They were both moarand squeezing
each other’s balls, as they forced the other’s dedp into their
mouth, pulling on the other’s ass. “Mm, mm”, wéhne only
sounds in the room, until with a final squeezeaafteother’s balls
and the hardest sucking that each could providsg, tihgasmed
simultaneously. They moaned and writhed as their orgasms
demanded their full attention. The moaning didease until their



orgasms were complete, and their erections begsoften.
Neither wanted to stop, and so continued suckir) lbwth
erections were completely flaccid, with not a dodphe delicious
substance left from either one. They remainethig position,
savoring their pleasing of each other, until theynted to hold
each other in a warm loving embrace as they stepach other’s
arms.

Mitch pulled out of Pierce’s mouth as Pierce fouighstop
him, and then Mitch kissed Pierce’s dick still is mouth. He
finally let it slip away, and turned around, kisggidrce lightly on
the cheek, and held him in the most loving emblrechad ever
held anyone, or that Pierce had ever been held, Mitch,” he
couldn’t help saying. “Mm,” was the reply, and yHeeld each
other tightly, neither wanting to ever let go oé thther.

Waking up with Pierce’s arms around him was the bes
feeling Mitch had ever felt, and he wanted thidifgpto never
end. He wanted a relationship with Pierce. He tivad of
bringing men here or meeting them somewhere juster. Sure,
it was always enjoyable but this, this was beyamdyable, this
was love. But did Pierce feel the same way?

On the drive back, talk of the week ahead filleel jgrep.
Mitch and Pierce both loved their work so much thdtdn’t seem
like work at all. Mitch dropped Pierce off at tima, and then
hurried downtown to open his coffee shop. It wadye and Mitch
looked forward to his first cup of coffee more thasual. Pierce
was so happy that he couldn’t contain his exuberamts staff
definitely noticed their boss’ happiness. He wiasgs pleasant,
but today he was almost ecstatic. “Looks like someehad a good
weekend,” one staff member commented. “The besis Pierce’s
emphatic reply. The entire staff was happy ford&e He had
been so good to them that they all hoped he wonttHfappiness
here. They knew that he had left the east coase&sons other
than geography.

When Mitch brought the coffee to the inn, Piercd ha sat
and talked like usual about business. Despite tieav love for
each other, they were both business men and kreewnibortance
of keeping their mind in the day-to-day operationsrder to run a
successful business.



Mitch and Pierce were both good bosses, and had no
trouble finding people to take over for them on kexels. With
their long hours, Mitch and Pierce rarely saw eaitier during the
week, but the weekends were now reserved for tbeofwhem to
share undisturbed. Mitch had promised Pierce jpriserweekend
following the long week apart save for the briefmemts shared
when Mitch brought his delicious brews to the imgle morning.
Pierce had no idea what Mitch had planned, but kmgwWlitch
even for the short time that he had, he had notdbab he had
planned a weekend of fun, as well as sex suchHlleate had
never experienced. Last weekend with Mitch hadenRidrce
realize the intimacy he had been missing since Jééfwondered
if he would ever forget about Jeff. Perhaps fdrggtwasn’t
expected.

Friday morning when Mitch brought the morning’svire
he and Pierce talked of the long weekend ahead days came
and went so fast, but they reminded each otheittiagts quality,
not quantity, that made their time together so sppe@nyway,
their feelings for each other didn’t come and gthwihe weekend.
They wanted each other all week long. “You alwayk so rested
in the mornings, even after the long days and sigbu put in.
How do you do it?” Mitch was impressed, but alditke
embarrassed at his own response. “Oh, | guessulghave told
you. | stay with my mom at her house here in talring the
week, and only drive out to the house on weeken@seice
thought it was sweet. He could see that Mitch wasomfortable,
though. “That’s nice, Mitch, it really is. You @iyour mom must
have a good relationship.” “We do, Pierce. She'sn a good
mom, and Dad was a good dad.” Mitch sighed. “Bwben |
wasn’t the easiest son to deal with, they stoothby They've
always accepted the fact that I'm gay, too. Thaans a lot.”
Pierce felt his entire body stiffen. There it veaggin, his
reflection. He, too, was gay. If he weren’t, hewd have enjoyed
having sex with his wife, and he wouldn’t have vemhéind desired
Jeff back then, and now Mitch. “That’s great, Mitc Pierce
didn’t know what else to say. “Well, buddy, I'lelback later,
around 7:00, for yours, and our, surprise weekend.”

Pierce watched as Mitch walked out the door bedeting
back to work. He had to prepare the inn for thekead which



was always the busiest time, other than holidaykeeds. Later
that morning a letter was delivered with a New Yoeturn
address. Pierce did not want to open it. He khewad to,
though. He went into his room and closed the datis. hands
were shaking as he struggled to open the tigh#ljesleenvelope.
Inside was a letter from his wife’s attorney stgtthat she had
filed for an emergency divorce because she wasprggvith
another man’s baby. Pierce felt dizzy, and stregigb make his
feet move so that he could sit on the bed. Sheiogr never
wanted my babies, he thought. Then he read fyrémet as he did
his entire body broke out in a cold sweat. The mbhaose baby his
wife was having was his father. Apparently theg baen having
an affair for three years. She really was a gader. When she
realized she had taken everything of mine, thaniwanough, so
she went on to a bigger gold mine. She took soymgaars from
me, and she didn’t care. She was a bitch and aeybhad she
deserves my father, and he definitely deserves heope they
destroy each other. Clutching the letter to hissthPierce lay on
the bed waiting for the room to stop spinning. diesed his eyes,
and wiped the beads of sweat from his face. He tio focus his
eyes on the words again, but they were blurredoamdf focus.
Had he read the words he thought he had?

Once the beads of sweat stopped coming and his hear
stopped racing, Pierce closed his eyes. He feftreshad just run
ten miles in as many minutes. He didn’t hear theck on the
door at 7:00 p.m. Mitch knocked again, but stilanswer. He
tried the door, but it was locked. Mitch went e t©ining room
where the staff were setting up for dinner and dskanyone had
seen Pierce. No one had for the last couple ofsholis he not at
the front desk?” a concerned staff member askébh, and the
door to his room is locked,” Mitch answered in angavhat frantic
voice. The nice lady gave Mitch the master key, sppoke quietly
to Mitch. “You go check on him for us please.séimething is
wrong, he will trust you.” She, as well as the @she staff, felt
certain that Mitch had been the reason for Pienceigfound
happiness.

Mitch took the key and practically ran to Pierceééor.
Opening it slowly, he called Pierce’s name, angh¢alightly on
the door. When Pierce did not respond, Mitch stegpside,



closing the door behind him. When he turned td ferce lying
on the bed, his eyes closed, clutching the sheghpér, Mitch
locked the door of Pierce’s room and went to hie siSitting on
the bed next to Pierce, Mitch lightly touched Higeek. “Pierce,
wake up now. It's Mitch.” Mitch struggled to coal his
wavering voice as he spoke. Whatever was contam#ut letter
Pierce was holding must have been very upsettitgstoew love,
and it hurt Mitch to see him like this. Mitch hdderce’s hand. It
was cold and clammy. When Pierce opened his ayksav
Mitch looking at him, he had no idea what had hagge and he
had no idea how long he had been lying on the Gédn he
realized that he was still holding the piece ofgraghtly against
his chest, and guessed he must have passed oushiark. “Oh
Mitch, is it time to go? | must have fallen aslgephey both
knew that wasn’t true, but Mitch wasn’t going typnot just yet
anyway, and Pierce wasn't ready to share whatetitericontained.
He was too afraid that he would lose Mitch, anddatized this
week that he was beginning to care about him & gesd. He
thought he was beginning to love him, and lovingpmneone was the
one thing that Pierce didn’t know if he was capatijlany longer.
“I was worried, Pierce. Your door was locked and gidn't open
it when | knocked. A staff member let me in.” “QHi get

ready,” Pierce said as he rose from the bed and wenthe
bathroom. After closing the door behind him, Pécieaned
against the wall and read the letter again. Ihimt just as hard as
it had the first time. He shifted a little and &itowel rack by
accident. The noise worried Mitch, however, andimecked on
the bathroom door as he was opening it. “Pieroa,okay,
buddy?” Happy to see that he was okay, Mitch geddPierce’s
arm. “Come on out, buddy. You seem distractedhai/gives?”
“Oh, I just got some bad news, that’s all,” he li¢ts everything
okay, your family all right, is it Jeff?” Mitch hed asking this last
part, but had to know. If it was about Jeff, amer€ was troubled
this much, Mitch didn’t know what he would do. Crikerce still
love Jeff? “Oh, no Mitch, nothing’s wrong.” Piertelt as if he
had been stabbed with a knife as he lied to Mitde.knew he had
to tell Mitch the truth now. He couldn’t have Mitevondering if
he still loved Jeff. If he thought that, he migiot want him
anymore. “Well, let's come out of the bathroomagR” Mitch



was stating, rather than asking, as he guided @tsack into the
bedroom by his arm. Pierce sat on the bed agatin Mitch right
beside him. Pierce folded the letter and put Higpocket.
“Would you hate me if | said | wasn’t up for a igeekend, and
that | would much rather go back to your houséadountry?”
Mitch was relieved. He thought Pierce was goingdbwant to be
with him at all this weekend. “Not at all. We cgpend the whole
weekend, just you and me, in the country. Frestvidlido us both
good.”

Pierce packed a small bag, and locked the dooisof h
bedroom on the way out. Once outside, in the gbhhMitch
noticed how pale Pierce was. That letter, he thgughat was in
that letter? At least it was still with him, ancgybe once they
were alone Pierce would share its contents with Hifitch knew
how hard it was on a person to keep a secretpdéd a hole in the
soul.

They took the jeep again, and Pierce laid his et and
let the cool breeze of the evening kiss his cheeltslight airy
kisses all the way to Mitch’s cozy home. Mitchlgad the jeep in
front, but before getting out he looked at Piesrg] said, “Hold
out your hand.” Pierce did as he was told, ana¢cMdontinued.
He placed a key in Pierce’s hand, and said, “Kaep baby. It's a
key to my house. If you ever want to come here, kimow, to get
away and be by yourself, you don’'t even have tq jask come on
out.” Pierce didn't know what to say to this kiaffer. “Thanks,
Mitch. You sure?” Mitch just winked and smiledRierce. He
was sure.

They walked inside and Pierce felt that same ceglirig
he had felt last weekend. He could feel the stwésse last few
hours begin to melt away. Mitch went into the ké&o and poured
them some wine. He knew that he could sure usesdtrerce
had given him quite a scare. Mitch gave Pierclassgand they
went into the sunroom off the kitchen and starettadthe
beautiful lawn. The strawberry shaped pool coddéen in the
distance, bringing back memories of their firstdmaking. Mitch
wanted to know what was in the letter, and Pieraated to drink
enough wine to forget all about it. After Pieraaped himself a
third glass, Mitch returned the bottle to the kénh “Don’t want
to overdo it. Not sure if I'm up to carrying yop all those stairs



later.” Mitch said this in a joking manner, butsmeery serious.
Attempting to drink problems away had never wort@dMitch,
and Mitch doubted that drinking would solve Piescgfoblems
either. Pierce was feeling good, and didn’t apitechaving the
source of that good feeling taken away. “Aw, c’'mparty
pooper, one more glass can’t hurt.” Mitch dide'spond to this,
but continued to stare out at the diminishing gl It was dusk,
and he was tired from the long week and from thisdt scare
from Pierce.

Mitch was feeling relaxed, but Pierce was feeling
extremely relaxed, and horny. He finished histiglass, set it on
the table between Mitch and him, stood in fronkitich, and then
straddling him, sat firmly on his upper thighs katttheir pelvises
were touching. Mitch set his glass down and pldas@rms
around Pierce. Pierce leaned in and placed hidseat on the
back of Mitch’s chair. “Do you want me, Mitch?"d?ce asked
seductively, so close to Mitch’s mouth that he daalmost taste
the sweet wine on Pierce’s lips. “You know | dablg, I'm sure
you can feel how much | want you.” He could fégjust as he
could feel his own desire as it was begging to lofese of the
tight confines of his jeans. He ran his tonguaglblitch’s lips,
gave him a light kiss on his closed mouth, and teaned back
and looked into his eyes. “Why, Mitch? Why do yeant me,
huh?” Mitch knew that part of this was a hurt Peggmpart was a
Pierce who had had too much to drink, and partrealty Pierce.
There really wasn’t much he could do for Piercétrigow except
to let him deal with things the way he felt he ahwnd if this
made him feel good right now, then that was whatMwould
give him. “l want you because just thinking of ymakes me
horny, and this, well, | think you can feel how thdiam.” “Mm,
yes | can, indeed | can.” Mitch wanted Piercdyecsure, but he
wasn’t willing to allow Pierce to compromise hinfsel ways he
wasn’'t ready to, and Mitch felt certain that he krfeow far Pierce
had gone with Jeff. Pierce was demanding with Mitmt Mitch
overlooked it, given how hurt Pierce was from whatevas
contained in the letter. Pierce kissed Mitch hamdhe mouth,
forcing his tongue inside. Pierce’s heart wasibgdaster. He
wanted Mitch to want him. Mitch had to want hitBomebody
had to. Pierce craved love. Mitch pulled Pier¢etsgue inside his



mouth and sucked it vigorously. He held Piercelase to him as
he could. Pierce broke away from Mitch, althoughdidn’t want
to, but he had to have control of the situatiore udbuttoned
Mitch’s shirt, moaning as he did. “Mm, you haveiee, meaty
chest. Pierce likes.” Then he ran his handswat Mitch’s chest,
stopping to suckle the nipples that had becomd &xau Pierce’s
stimulation. “Mm, hard here too.” Pierce presbedhard penis
against Mitch’s equally hard penis, and moved kisip up and
down, causing friction which was definitely arougto Mitch.
“Mm, does this make you want me?” Pierce teas&ou know |
do, and always will.” Mitch leaned toward Pieroekiss him a
lover’s kiss, but Pierce pushed away. “Sometimesan’t have
what we want,” Pierce laughingly teased. Mitchseld his eyes
and laid his head back. He felt bad for Piercetzomkd that he
was drunk enough not to remember this night. Biarzipped his
jeans, and allowed his erect penis to taunt Mitgpen your
eyes, baby, and look what I've got.” Mitch lookatdPierce’s hard
dick, and desperately wanted it in his mouth. d&erched his
back. “Wanna suck it?” While Pierce’s back washad and his
eyes closed, Mitch leaned down and with one movémen
swallowed Pierce’s dick, sucking it hard as he $§jdet it back
out again. Pierce was nearly knocked off balancthis
unexpected action. He looked at Mitch, and Miwbkled back. If
it weren’t for Mitch’s hands on his back, Pierceulbhave fallen
backward onto the floor. “So that’s it, one supby love me
enough for one suck, huh?” Okay, buddy, this gahasegone far
enough. Mitch lifted Pierce up off of his legs aratried him to
the sofa. Then with one movement, he had Piefeaiss on the
floor. Naked from the waist down, Pierce lay thi&re drunk to
move, while Mitch seated himself between PiercegsIspreading
them apart, and began sucking his dick with hang ksucks.
Pierce lay limp, moaning and trying to meet Mitchigks with
pelvic thrusts but had little energy to do so. dilis hands cupped
Pierce’s buttocks and squeezed them as his mouatinoed to
suck even harder. Moaning continuously and enppire dizzy
feeling along with the sexual feeling of Mitch’spext sucking,
Pierce lost all inhibitions. “Oh, that’s it, nowseeze my balls.”
Mitch did as he was commanded, hoping that Pieicteethember
this part of the night. Pierce’s body jerked wihditch squeezed



his balls, while intensifying his sucking even mof&ou still
want me, Mitch?” In response, Mitch squeezed loar®ierce’s
balls, allowing a finger to stray to that erogenpleace beneath,
stopping just at the edge of that opening thatdaeMitch would
fill, fully consummating their love. Pierce flined just enough
that Mitch’s finger entered him slightly. This wasiew feeling
for Pierce which was electrifying. He gasped, atitth a last hard
expert suck from Mitch, Pierce’s orgasm came fastlzard, and
Mitch once again cupped Pierce’s ass and contisueking until
Pierce’s erection had completely become flaccibisnmouth and
all of its contents drained. Pierce was exhaulsted the day’s
trauma, and with one last low moan, fell into apskeep. Mitch
carefully lifted him off the sofa and carried himp to his bed.

Pierce opened his eyes to a blinding stream ofghitrdnd
a pounding headache. He fought the urge to vamitit, waves of
nausea ebbing and flowing like the waves that elaipedflowed
off of Martha'’s Vineyard during those forced summnaacations
his wife made him endure in an effort to impressfalow society
ladies. Mitch was awake, and quickly got up amdet! the drapes
completely. Pierce was hurting enough without b@iagover
headache. Pierce looked at Mitch for a secona, gjugckly shut
his eyes and held his head. He turned his bakktth. He was
too embarrassed to face him. What had he doneilgist? Pierce
could remember very little, other than the sexitchlreally cared
about him, he was certain of that. Mitch rolledoohis side and
rubbed Pierce’s arm. “It's okay, Pierce. No hanmfoul.” He
continued to rub Pierce’s arm as he spoke. “l'okthe perfect
remedy for a hangover. It's an old family recig&e right back.”
Mitch walked across the room and began to dresscd®opened
his eyes slightly. Mitch’s back was to him, andree stared. He
loved the view of Mitch’s supple ass staring backim. Even
more, he loved the feel of it in his hands, onbdady, touching any
part of him. Mitch zipped his jeans, and headedobthe room.
Pierce closed his eyes and tried to sleep.

Mitch blended his famous “hangover smoothie” that
worked every time. With the mix blending, Mitch mtento the
sunroom to straighten up from last night. He pitlke Pierce’s
jeans from the floor, and as he so the crumpledepid paper that
Pierce had guarded so tightly yesterday fell ouhefpocket.



Mitch knew he shouldn’t read it, but he loved Pgtao much not
to. He wanted to help Pierce in any way he colthgued with
guilt, he carefully unfolded the crumpled piecepaper and read
every word. What kind of rejection was this? st kind. His
father and his wife together, and having a babytciivhad to sit
down to read it all. Pierce didn’t deserve thi¥o wonder he had
wanted to be loved last night. He deserved tmbed. How can |
possibly give him love enough to deal with thisierée would
have to first love himself before accepting lovenfranyone else,
Mitch thought. He would have to accept himseld, toefore he
would be able to accept the actions of his fatinertas wife.
Mitch held his head in his hands. He had no id¢aw he knew
why Pierce had escaped. Well, | can at least geokim with that,
an escape, Mitch thought. This was the best pglaescape to.
The blender stopped, and Mitch headed back upstaitlsnuch
needed help for Pierce’s hangover.

Pierce was awake, but continued to keep his epsed!
“Pierce, drink this, buddy. | promise it will helpPierce slowly
pulled himself up enough to drink the liquid thaitéh offered. It
wasn’t half bad. Pierce drank it all, and gavedlass back to
Mitch. “What was in that? It works pretty fastMitch got back
into bed beside Pierce and propped up the pillcetériol them
both. “Can you sit up?” Mitch asked. “I think sdviitch helped
him so that he was leaning against the pillowsh,“@an, what a
night. Tell me | didn’t do anything too embarragsi Mitch was
glad that Pierce didn’t remember everything, angelohe never
would. “Nope. You just had a little too much tontk.” “I'm
sorry | ruined your surprise weekend, Mitch. Itjnseded to
think.” Mitch turned onto his side next to Pierc&.ou haven't
ruined a thing, baby. Pierce looked at him. “TkgMitch. That
means a lot.” Pierce reached underneath the ctenfand
realized his pants were off. He looked over tlde sif the bed.
Mitch quickly said, “You left your pants downstairgll go get
them.” “No, I'll get them,” Pierce stated abruptlile
remembered now why he drank so much last nightwdrat was
in the pocket of his jeans. He also rememberedlihejob.
Mitch’s blowjobs were something he could never &rgHe was
good. Mitch could see that Pierce was thinkinig.wobuld just
take me a second, Pierce. Let me go get themd, that's okay.



They can wait.” He looked somewhat panicked, amgiMvould
have been confused, but he knew now what was ceutan that
pair of jeans. He was hoping that Pierce woulldhieh about it.
“Suit yourself. I'm going to take a shower.” Mitdeft him alone,
giving him the opportunity to retrieve his jeans.

While Mitch showered, Pierce quietly went downst@nd

retrieved his jeans, making certain that the letias still in the
back pocket. Relieved that it was, Pierce crepkhgp the stairs
and back into bed. He was still a little light-Hed, but not bad
after the drink Mitch had brought him earlier. bkitemerged from
the shower with just a towel, and dressed rigtitant of Pierce.
Pierce envied Mitch the comfort he had with his dvaaly, and
Pierce loved Mitch’s body. Mitch had a supplentesisis body
that Pierce did not. He especially loved Mitchipgle ass.
“Well, I'll go downstairs and let you rest or whaéz you like,
okay?” “I'm fine. I'll take a quick shower and Ibight down.”
Mitch left, and Pierce hurried with his shower. lked being
with Mitch, and didn’t want to waste the weekend.

Mitch was sitting in the sunroom eating breakfakew
Pierce came downstairs. He quickly finished angr@d some
coffee for himself and offered Pierce a cup. Hanéra little and
was surprised he could keep it down. It wasn’f batl. The
hangover drink that Mitch had given him was verfgetive.

Mitch had a packed bag by the door and Pierce weddéhe was
planning to leave, or if maybe he was planningH@rce to leave.
“I want to show you the grounds, Pierce. I've pactkunch. Are
you up for it, buddy?” “Sure.” Pierce was soeeid that they
were still together that “sure” was all he coulg.sditch swung
the backpack over his shoulder and held the dadPiterce.

“Right this way.”

They walked to the pool which brought back fond
memories of their first night in Mitch’s room. Pie stared at the
sparkling blue water which seemed to dance a dafiteedom.
He felt free here, free from the confines of hisrier conformed
existence. It had been just that, an existendea tite. He had not
really felt alive until he had moved here. Evemhwieff, he had
known that their time together was very short, ey would
never be more than good friends, not in their woNtéitch had
taken Pierce’s hand, and noticed the far away iodks eyes.



“Doing okay?” Pierce hadn’t noticed that Mitch ha#ten his
hand until then, and instinctively tried to withdr& but Mitch
held it tighter. He smiled at Pierce, and Pienstantly calmed.
Mitch had that effect on him. It was as if Mitcbutd see him as
he was, but could also see what he could not sasdfi. Mitch
pointed out the strawberry fields that stretchethass the eye
could see, and from the top of the hills the fiedgpeared like
giant pieces of bread covered entirely with strampbmm. There
was a gentle breeze that made the fields appegerdle waves
that created this appearance. “It's beautiful hktigch. It's no
wonder you love it.” Mitch did love it here. Nadwe knew the
only thing that had been missing, and that wascBier

In the distance was a small cottage. “What's that@rce
inquired. “That, my friend, is my refuge. Thatibere |
discovered myself, as it were, after spending nranys with my
own thoughts.” He winked at Pierce in an efforlighten the
mood. He hadn’t meant to be so serious. Thisanday for
loving. “That’s where | want us to have lunch.hély walked
hand in hand to the little cottage, and Mitch ukkxtthe door.
Pierce hadn’t expected it to be so immaculatethmttwas Mitch.
It was beautifully decorated, and oh, so cozy's ‘fierfect, Mitch.”
Mitch set the backpack down and turned to facecBieThen he
held him and kissed him lightly on the lips. Hented this to be
their place.

He led Pierce to the bed at the far end of theagett
Without saying a word, Mitch picked him up and gddim on
the bed. Mitch climbed onto the bed and strad&liedce’s legs.
He leaned forward and kissed Pierce slowly anddedly, while
unbuttoning his shirt. He kissed each of Piereeéct nipples
which he knew would give Pierce an erection. Ri@losed his
eyes and arched his back. He moaned. The longeh Bucked
and licked, the hornier Pierce became. “Suck haidiéch.”
Mitch was so turned on that his jeans were becomingght he
would soon need to remove them. As he suckedd&nipples,
pulling them upward as he did, Mitch undid Piergeans and slid
them down and off, freeing Pierce’s visibly engargenis
begging to be free. Completely naked now, Piepceasl his legs
wide, anticipating Mitch’s mouth on his dick. Rierraised his
arms over his head. Mitch kissed Pierce lightlyttmalips as he



cupped Pierce’s balls and slid his hand along Bigmick.
Pierce’s mouth opened in anticipation, and Mitchresked for and
found Pierce’s tongue and drew it into his moutitking it in and
pushing it out with his own tongue, over and overerce was
overwhelmed with the combination of arousing tosch®litch
broke the kiss just long enough to quickly remoigedwn clothes.
Pierce opened his eyes to see Mitch leaning ovey this supple
body hovering above his own slight one, and histere lying
next to his own. Mitch took one of Pierce’s batit his mouth,
and then the other one, letting his tongue enjeytdiste and feel of
each. He then leaned in to kiss Pierce’s open imétuerce
meeting him as he leaned up to kiss Mitch. Pierag falling for
Mitch, and he was falling fast.

Mitch had already fallen. He was in deep, and rankit.
After years of one night stands and not wantinglationship, he
was ready, and hoped that Pierce was too. Henadated to make
love to Pierce in the most intimate way, but knbat tPierce had
never gone that far. When he thought about beieg®s first, he
swore he could feel his dick become larger. Wkigsing Pierce,
Mitch also cupped his balls and massaged his parineausing
Pierce to gasp. Mitch intensified his kissingwesl as the
massage, and reached his hand further to spreexeBibuttocks
apart. He slid his fingers between them sevemadiand then
stopped to insert a finger into that opening tleawould fill for the
first time. With the massaging and kissing, Piexeécomed the
extra stimulation, and wanted even more. He waktiéch inside
him. He tried to speak, but could barely get betwords. When
he finally did, he spoke breathily. “Over”, wasthlat came out.
Mitch was confused. Pierce pushed him gently off,land Mitch
wished he could turn back time. If I've offendeg mew love, |
will just die, he thought. He lay on his side avaited for Pierce’s
next move. Pierce lay face down, and pulled Hgs lg under
him, resting his buttocks on top of them. He lehdewn to
spread his buttocks as far apart as far as he ,caattimotioned for
Mitch to take him. He looked at Mitch with defiaitove in his
eyes, and Mitch knew it. “Oh, baby, are you suré?és, Mitch,
yes. You're the one I've waited for.” His eye#dtitch what he
already knew, and those same eyes made his heanvibaly.
Mitch was horny as hell, but also nervous. He @ging for this,



planning for this, and had brought his very owntééail which
almost made him orgasm as he dipped his throblygxgien into
it. He held Pierce’s buttocks, one in each hand,ldted them to
his face. He squeezed Pierce’s balls and heardrttan. Mitch
wanted Pierce more than he had wanted any otherandras he
squeezed Pierce’s balls he inserted his tongueidsigle Pierce,
burying his face between Pierce’s buttocks. N@eexing this,
Pierce gasped, and felt his legs go weak. He oduiekl them
any longer. The only thing he could feel was tleagure that
Mitch was supplying. Mitch stroked Pierce’s erentand
squeezed his balls while he probed with his tongiaating Pierce
to experience an orgasm like he had never expaknklitch was
stroking Pierce’s dick with the hot oil that wasaousing Pierce
was gasping for air. He wanted more than Mitchiggue inside
him. He couldn’t wait. “Fuck me, Mitch. | waritall.” Mitch
had to steady himself at this erotic command. AV
throbbing penis entered him, Pierce moaned andegasjih
pleasure. Mitch filled him completely. Mitch hemisteady
himself for a second each time he entered Piefbes was
definitely Pierce’s first time. Mitch had to figtd keep from
climaxing too soon. With Pierce’s moans of pleasamd the
tightness of his ass, Mitch knew his own orgasm gwasg to be
explosive. As Mitch went deeper and deeper, Permeans and
gasps became louder and louder until with his dedpeust yet,
Pierce raised up on his hands and pushed hardsadéitch. “Oh
my God, Mitch. That's it. Do it there.” Mitchisead was
swimming. He must have found Pierce’s ultimatepige point.
Pierce moved his ass in a circular motion enjoyirgggreatest
pleasure he had ever felt, and pushed against Maping for
even greater penetration. Mitch spread Piercettobks apart as
wide as he could and held them there while he tbtoe very last
of his hardness into Pierce. He grabbed Piergg¥euthigh and
pulled him against his pelvis as hard as he cduiddgking Pierce
down on his chest. Pierce screamed as the plegsensified.
Mitch withdrew just a little before pulling Pierteward him again
and again as he penetrated Pierce as deeply assibly could.
How Mitch was controlling his own orgasm, he hadaea.
Pierce moaned louder with every thrust until he Ibeeh fully
satisfied. He wanted to feel Mitch’s explosion pl@gside him.



“Do it, Mitch, give me what you're holding backPierce barely
got the words out when his wish was granted. Miteld onto
Pierce’s bobbing erection as he exploded deepmiRierce. “Oh,
Mitch, give it all to me, all of it.” Mitch was dig just that. He
couldn’t believe how long it lasted. He was bafalgathing.
Mitch started to pull out, when Pierce command&th,“not yet,
not until it's completely gone.” These words fréherce meant
more to Mitch than Pierce could possibly know. wisaild do
anything for Pierce, anything. Mitch and Pierceaeed in this
position, Mitch on his knees with Pierce against kiith his legs
spread apart as wide as they could be spread Mittih’s penis
was completely flaccid. Mitch let his very satsfidick slide out
of Pierce’s welcoming tightness, and then with oraion he
rolled Pierce onto his back and began massagingrédion with
the very erotic oil that could turn ordinary arous¢o a climax
which was almost too much to bear. He sucked erc€s balls,
as he held Pierce’s legs apart with his knees. nitens began
again as Mitch applied greater pressure with higttnand his
hands. Mitch knew that Pierce had never beenensichan
before, but he knew that once in, he would expegen
completely different orgasm than he had when heblesth sucked
off. And, oh, Mitch wanted Pierce inside him. k&d wanted
Pierce inside him since he had first seen him. ‘Minat shall we
do with this?” Mitch asked, while seductively arovdy
masturbating Pierce. Pierce opened his eyes gligimd Mitch
saw love and lust in those eyes. Mitch moved bdylforward on
Pierce’s body until he was positioned over Piereeéction. He
slid Pierce’s erection between his spread buttatyisg to feel
Pierce enter him fully. Mitch let Pierce enter Humt slightly, and
once again looked at Pierce. Pierce moaned, ekedihis lips.
Then he squeezed Mitch’s supple ass and triedrte o
downward so that his erect penis could enter Mitielitch was
ecstatic. He didn’t need encouragement. He slidndonto
Pierce’s dick and caressed Pierce’s erect nippéssing Pierce to
scream out, as before. “Oh, Mitch, you feel sodqgbbe moaned
over and over. Mitch was too lost in the feelifidg’cerce deep
inside him to speak. Mitch and Pierce were moaaimg) gasping
to the pleasure each was providing. Mitch knew bowosition
himself for his own maximal pleasure. He squedziedce’s dick



hard as he enjoyed his own orgasmic pleasure. mdowildly and
moaning, Mitch reached orgasm just as Pierce caap thside
him. Pierce gasped at this new feeling, and caetirupward
thrusts until his orgasm was complete.

Mitch lay on top of Pierce, their lovemaking fully
complete, their love fully consummated. He kisB&sfce on the
lips, and rolled onto his side facing Pierce, agd¢#’s flaccid penis
slipped slowly out. They lay holding each othext talking, for
almost an hour.

Not realizing they had dozed for awhile, Mitch opérhis
eyes and looked at Pierce. Pierce could barelg bgeeyes, but
when he did and saw Mitch looking at him, in theges he saw
love, not just lust. Mitch knew how to please anpthat’'s for
sure, thought Pierce. Then his entire body brakeroa cold
sweat, which didn’t go unnoticed by Mitch. He thrihe cover
over them both. Pierce’s eyes were wide. Mitck as@nfused and
concerned. “What is it, baby?” Mitch stroked e&gs arm. “Talk
to me.” Pierce felt embarrassed, but he had tevknditch had to
have been with lots of men. How did he know henftddaught”
something? “Oh, um, | was just thinking about hexperienced
you are, and how inept I am.” “You're far from ptePierce, and
yes, | have had experience.” Mitch knew that iswués experience
that was Pierce’s real concern, and not so muatcégeperceived
ineptitude. Mitch could see right through him baistone. Pierce
propped himself up on the pillows and Mitch did Haene. Mitch
reached over the bed and pulled the papers ous gédns pocket.
“Look at me, Pierce. | felt lost for a long timitea Dad died.
Everything changed. | was only twenty at the tiarg] felt an
emptiness inside me for several years. Mom montxtown, and
| was alone. | tried to fill the void with one higstands and brief
flings in Seattle. It didn’t work, of course. dhly made me feel
lonelier. | didn’t care what happened to me thi#rwasn’t until
about three years ago that I took control of mg &ihd, yes, at the
time | was extremely concerned about AIDS. As @ pitaking
control and assuming responsibility for my actidnsas tested,
and luckily and very thankfully, I was negativével been tested
every six months since then, even though | haus®en with
anyone until you, just to be sure, and every tastdome back
negative. Let me show you.” He opened the papedsshowed



them to Pierce. “Oh, no, | trust you.” Pierceatpted to push the
papers away. “Well, you shouldn’t have, and | dtiota have
taken things this far without letting you knowjust wanted you
so much, wanted to make you happy, and wantedo/tavé me
as | do you.” Pierce looked at the papers, and kheked at
Mitch. Mitch looked frightened. “Thank you, Mit¢hMitch
looked confused. “Why are you thanking me? laialy don’t
deserve it.” “I'm thanking you because it's obvsaiat you
wouldn’t have gone this far had you not known y@i were
okay, and because you chose me to give yoursatjam. You
must have wanted me.” Pierce looked away as loetlsase last
words. Mitch gently turned Pierce’s head back t@dam. “Yes,
| wanted you, and still want you. | love you, Ref Pierce
wasn’t accustomed to this openness, and tried agdurn away,
though Mitch wouldn’t let him. Mitch kissed Pieroa the cheek.
“Okay?” Pierce nodded. “You can ask me anythingua my
past, Pierce, at any time.” With these words,d@@nce again
broke out in a cold sweat. Mitch thought he knelywbut waited
for Pierce to speak. Pierce closed his eyes $acand, and when
he opened them again they were wet. Fighting beels, Pierce
told Mitch everything that was in the letter he Hdught with
him. He told him about his unhappy marriage, aisddemanding
father. Mitch listened intently, subconsciouslglieg the pain that
had been inflicted upon his new love. “l was sbappy, Mitch,
and my wife didn’t want me. All my father did wase me as a
pawn in his corporate game. | had to either leavéjll myself.”
Mitch knew what it was like to feel that low, angbg&e softly,

“I'm glad you made the choice that you did, and thet latter.”
Pierce looked at Mitch. Expecting judgment fornieg his wife,
instead he received compassion. Mitch understdtodas if he
could see him from two sides at the same time. wida your
wife and father find you here, Pierce?” “Who kn@wgVith my
dad’s connections, | knew he would. But | wasaway prepared
for the contents of the letter. | thought my wifas cheating, but
had no idea it was with him. I'm ashamed of mys$aifletting the
news get to me like it did.” Pierce looked awayd ¢his time
Mitch didn’t try to stop him. “You felt betraye®ierce, by the
two people in your life who should have been mogal to you.
You may not have loved them, but somewhere deegern®u did



expect a certain loyalty. You needn’t be ashamnedefeling
betrayed. You needn’t be ashamed of any of yaelimigs, baby.
You own your own feelings.” There he goes agdiaught Pierce.
He can see right through me.

Continuing to look away, Pierce asked, “Mitch, dgear mother
know?” Mitch continued to look at Pierce. “Sheolars I'm gay,
Pierce, but she doesn’t know about the one nigimdst, and she
doesn’t know how lost | felt. Looking back, | thime both would
have been better off turning to each other. ButrMas her
friends, and she’s fine. She would like you, Regrc

Nothing was said for several minutes, each losisrown
thoughts. Pierce rolled onto his stomach, andd&digch. “| just
need to sleep for awhile, Mitch. I'm sorry.” “Nwoblem, baby,
I’'m bushed.” He rolled onto his back, and was sasleep beside
the sleeping Pierce.

Pierce woke first. He must have had a bad drearause
his heart was beating fast and he was sweatingreTwas no light
in the room. It was entirely dark, and he could®é a thing. He
sat up and yelled as loud as he could, “Mitch.”tdliwas awoken
immediately from a deep sleep, and sat straighttig put his arm
around Pierce’s shaking body. “It's okay, babtys dkay. It's
dark out. We must have slept longer than | thowghtvould.”
Keeping his arm around Pierce, Mitch reached avéne
nightstand and turned on the light. “How’s thatét’s lie back
down for awhile, okay?” Pierce lay back and closedeyes. He
took a deep breath, and realized he had been drgariitch
looked at his watch. It was past 8:00. They haehlan bed most
of the day. He liked the sound of that. “Unless yeally want to
go back, | suggest we stay out here tonight, Pieltt®a long
walk back in the dark, and | didn’t pack a flashtigoday.”
“Sounds good. I'm comfortable right where | anMitch left the
lamp on, and rolled over with his arm across Piefeerce turned
toward Mitch, and pressed his body against histcivineld him
close, and they slept until morning.

The sun streaming in through the east window wokelv
and then Pierce. Pierce looked around. He coutdniember
when he had slept this good. “Sleep good?” Mitked. “Never
better.” Mitch knew that Pierce meant it. “We’tbpably better
head back to the house, buddy. We didn’t eat nyesterday, and



I'm starved.” Mitch was always hungry, and not sitipput eating.
Pierce loved this about him. Mitch’s body was dagnd meaty,
and he didn’t try to conform to any preconceivedis@l notions
about being thin. Pierce thought this comfortaegsnwith himself
made him a better lover, too. They dressed, aaddteoutside
into the beautiful day. “Is the weather alwaysfeetrhere?”
Pierce asked with incredulity. “Almost always.”itbh placed his
arm around Pierce’s waist and kissed his chee&rc@returned
the affection, and they walked back to the housslemce,
enjoying the touch of each other.

Mitch immediately began making his usual heartyakfast
of pancakes with strawberry syrup, of course. deiesat and
watched. He was definitely not a chef, and Mibeld to cook.
“You’re going to make me fat, you know that,” Piergaid with a
chuckle as he took the plate from Mitch. “I'll lewou fat or thin,
you know that,” was the comforting reply. Pierde kihow that,
more than he had known anything before. Mitchdsain beside
him with his heaping plate of pancakes drenchet stiawberry
syrup. “l do have other types of syrup, Piercgpi’'d prefer.”
“No, I'm growing quite fond of strawberry.” He lghed as he
said this. He especially loved the taste of stewbwine on
Mitch’s lips. “I'm still planning a special weekdror us. Next
weekend good?” Pierce nodded in agreement. Henteth better
having something in his stomach. He was hunghian he had
thought. “You ready to head back into town, buddiyPbetter
check on the restaurant. Can you spend the daig gou need to
get back to the inn?” “No, most of my day is frd&l probably
better get back before the dinner crowd, thougteelllike I've
been gone a long time.” Mitch smiled. He wantezf¢e to be
happy, and Pierce was happy running the inn.

They drove into town, enjoying the beauty all arddmem.
It was mostly sunny which made the dew kissed gedlearound
them glisten. Mitch opened the door to his coffeep to find the
employees busily serving customers and telling them much
they would enjoy their time here on the island.tdfiloved his
staff, and rewarded their customer service gengrotdshey
seemed to Pierce to be a lot like his own staffy vearm, and
friendly. Mitch poured him a cup of his favoriteoming brew,
and Pierce sat at the counter and watched Mitah¢ake of the



day’s business. Pierce drank another cup, antyfifedt fully
awake.

With things under control, Mitch was able to enjbg rest
of the day with Pierce. “Would you like to meet MpPierce?
She’ll love you, | promise.” Pierce just nodddde hoped she
liked him, or least didn’t hate him. Mitch’s momadha very
spacious little house, with large rooms and a vezlcome feel.
She welcomed Mitch with a hug, and then, to Pierserprise,
hugged him as well. She was so warm and welconmusglike
the little house here in town and the house ircthentry. She
didn’t bombard Pierce with questions of his pasat,ibstead asked
them what their plans were for the day. She krieat Pierce had
come to the island alone, but didn’t think it was place to ask
why. She was one of those kinds of people whovjasited others
to be happy. Her Mitch was happy, and if Piercs tis@ reason
for his happiness, that was all she needed to kridvey said
goodbye and once again she hugged them both. kétomded
her that he would be back much later, after heecldke store, just
as he always did.

Pierce and Mitch decided that they would spend the
afternoon at the various downtown shops. Neitlagrrnuch time
away from their own business to visit their neigtshoPierce loved
the arts and crafts shops, but didn’t want to fahesn on Mitch.
“Let’s go in,” Mitch offered, as he watched Pietoek through the
windows of the shops. “Okay,” Pierce agreed. htright that
Mitch had only offered in order to please him, thén realized
that Mitch’s words were genuine. Pierce found ach had a
genuine love of art, even though he wasn't artisitieself. He
offered advice on colors, but was never pushy at@lutg Pierce
exactly what he thought he should paint. Piercebdecome so
accustomed to others mapping his entire life far that at first he
mistook Mitch’s seeming aloofness for a lack ofingr It was a
continual struggle for Pierce to realize that Miveas supportive
of everything he did, but was not going to be oearing like
Pierce’s father had been. | guess | have to relidw meaning of
love, Pierce thought. Before returning to the idiitch and Pierce
stopped for some of the delicious iced cream tratynof Pierce’s
patrons raved about.



They reached the inn just as Pierce’s guests vi@shing
dinner. Mitch helped him in with his newly bougd#int supplies
and closed the door behind him. His room lookedlsoompared
to the spaciousness that had surrounded him ogevelekend.
Still, he didn’t mind. This was his, and he lovedThough he had
to admit, Mitch’s spacious home had a cozinesgsatiwn, despite
its spaciousness. Mitch’s lips on his snappedcBieut of his
daydream. He kissed him back hungrily, wanting Biran more
than he had yesterday. Mitch held him close, samgsis back.
“Mm, would you have a room available at your inndilesday
night?” Mitch inquired, with a wink. “I think | myht,” teased
Pierce. “Will you be bringing anyone special?”reekept up the
charade. “Very!” Mitch stated looking deeply ireerce’s lust
filled eyes.

Mitch let himself out, and Pierce went over the kotvom
the weekend, but his mind wandered back to the hienand Mitch
had spent together. Mitch was perfect for him. Ié¥ed with his
entire being, both in bed and out. Pierce finisivbdt he had to
do, and then did what he wanted to do. He painkéslpainted a
perfect likeness of Mitch’s house, as well as tighlgreens and
strawberry fields that completed the property,stiewberry
shaped pool, and the little cottage where theyrhade love
completely for the first time. Pierce was horngtjthinking about
it. He couldn’t wait until Wednesday.

Wednesday night was the one night during the wieak t
Mitch left his business in the hands of his vergatae staff. This
was usually the night when he drove out of the ttthe cozy
refuge of his country home. He would take a swimake himself
a home cooked meal, and sit and read a book isuheom,
alone, always alone. He didn’t mind the aloneness| now.
Now that he had Pierce, he never wanted to be @gaim, and he
never wanted to be without Pierce.

Just as planned, Mitch drove up to the inn promatly:00
p.m., to find an eagerly awaiting Pierce. Theynditlide that fact
that Pierce was staying in Mitch’s room. Thereev&s many
visitors to Bainbridge, gay and straight, that $kedff was quite
accustomed to seeing same-sex couples. Anywamwsita well
known fact that Mitch was gay. He never tried ibeht.



Pierce had reserved one of the suites facing edbis
Mitch could watch the sunrise, just as he likeds s&on as the
door closed behind them, Mitch lifted Pierce uphig/buttocks
until he was straddling his waist, his fingers fiyrim the warm
inviting space between Pierce’s buttocks. Pieraaiss were
around him in an instant, and their lips soughttbatother’s,
kissing each other hungrily, fighting each othertfe chance to
pull the other’s tongue into his mouth. With refgel'mm”
coming from each, Mitch carried Pierce to the bexier allowing
his mouth to leave Pierce’s, and only intensifylighold on
Pierce’s buttocks, pressing his erection agairssotvn. He laid
Pierce on the bed, and continued to maintain threegaosition as
he placed his body on top of Pierce’s. He movedihgers in
between Pierce’s buttocks and pressed deeply wheedthed his
perineum. Even with his jeans on Pierce was artbbgehe
intensity of this feeling. He stopped kissing, big mouth
remained open as his concentration was solely ®fetding that
Mitch was providing down below. Mitch continueckttieep
massage, and with his lips he sucked Pierce’s ®ugtil it was
deep within his mouth. Pierce couldn’t move, heldo’'t breathe,
and from his mouth came only small gasping sourisrce’s
knees lay apart, and Mitch cupped his balls stdlde his jeans,
and Pierce broke the hold that Mitch had on higtenin a reflex
action and let out an audible gasp. Mitch loveat tie could put
Pierce in such a state of ecstatic abandon, andde Mitch
hornier every time it happened. He quickly undierée’s jeans,
as Pierce was squirming to free himself of theifowe. Naked
from the waist down now, Pierce’s erection was taard full,
begging for a good sucking and fucking. Mitchpgted off his
own clothes and flung them on the floor. He coiildmit to feel
Pierce’s naked body against his own. Mitch squeéé&Zerce’s
tight perfectly shaped ass while he massaged hisguen now
free of once confining jeans, and sucked each &sPierce’s full
erection pulsated with each stroke and each sBakce had his
own shirt undone and was stroking his nipples filvdiher
strengthened his own arousal. He couldn’t speak¢duld only
moan as Mitch continued with his expert lovemakiighen
Mitch felt that Pierce’s balls had received théiae of attention,
he expertly slid his tongue upward along the sbRierce’s



erection, allowing his mouth to wrap around it astent. As he
intensified the perineal massage, Mitch continweskueeze
Pierce’s perfect ass and found that space in betiee had
brought him such pleasure just a few nights age.céuldn’t wait
to fill that space again and feel it squeeze tok dntil he was
delirious with ecstasy. Pierce bent his knees,taed to force
Mitch’s fingers deep inside him. Mitch let themder just at the
opening. Moaning over and over, Pierce thoughwbeld
explode. He reached for Mitch to get him to turousd so that he
could feel the suppleness of Mitch’s round assissnouth
enjoyed the suppleness of Mitch’s erection whicltdweld now
feel against his balls. Mitch needed little eneg@&ment. He
turned so that he was straddling Pierce’s chesthnobbing
erection teasing Mitch’s awaiting mouth as it jonately touched
his lips. Pierce squeezed Mitch’s round buttoaiks jpulled them
to him in one quick motion forcing Mitch to fallefl against
Pierce’s body, and slowly and seductively suckettis hard
dick into his mouth. Mitch was taken off guardthg suddenness
of Pierce’s movements, and heard himself gasp &ssheontrol
over the situation. This made Mitch even hornianthe already
was, and when he regained his senses, he oncetagkiRierce’s
erection deep into his mouth and pulled Piercelks baward his
body as he reached underneath to continue his gesge he
massaged, he opened Pierce’s buttocks fully arsedethe
opening between as he allowed a finger to bareigrerPierce
sucked harder on Mitch’s dick, and lightly outlinge inner space
between Mitch’s supple round buttocks. Mitch foumehself
gasping once again, not expecting Pierce’s boldnBgsce was
now causing Mitch to experience the same delirexstasy that
Mitch had caused Pierce, and Mitch found himsedpgag just as
Pierce had. Mitch not only was gasping, but hallaiol onto
Pierce’s ass just to steady himself as Pierce’smexgucking was
almost too much to bear. “Ohh,” he heard fromdws lips as
Pierce swallowed him whole, and squeezed his balid. The
“Ohh” was followed by two short gasps as Piercentbthat
erogenous place beneath Mitch’s balls and witharnimg
squeezed his buttocks apart and eased two fingeyssiowly
inward. Mitch almost came. He had to use alldbwtrol he had,
which wasn’t much at the moment, to keep from edjplg. As



Pierce squeezed Mitch’s dick hard with his moutid antered him
with greater force, Mitch couldn’t concentrate. ¢taild barely
think. He held onto Pierce’s buttocks, and hekléd’s hardness
in his mouth, and enjoyed the intense feelings Fiatce was
providing. The intensity of Pierce’s sucking axgert tongue
action made Mitch unable to have any control. deidrad full
control of Mitch’s erection and impending orgasme avhat he
was doing with his fingers made Mitch want Pie@emter him
with his full erection even more. Mitch was alde¢sume his
sucking of Pierce’s dick, if only to want it to tape Pierce’s
fingers to claim its rightful home. He had onlguened sucking
for a few seconds when Pierce intensified his sugkiven more
and was filling him as much as he could betweerchVitwidely
spread buttocks. Mitch gave up all control to serHis body
went limp as Pierce continued to bring him closet eloser to
orgasm. Pierce felt Mitch’s body go limp, and f&k own
erection harden even more as he realized thatuid bang Mitch
as much pleasure as Mitch had him. He loved Matoth wanted to
see him happy. Mitch deserved happiness. Piexdalieeling
that he had not only been alone, but had beeny@selvell.
Pierce was enjoying what he was doing so muchhth&iadn’t
noticed Mitch’s moans and gasps that were clearssig his
nearing orgasm. Pierce sucked as hard as he @ddntered
Mitch with equally hard thrusts. Mitch felt Piers@rection leave
his mouth, as he arched his back and held tightBi¢rce’s spread
buttocks. He breathed in as he came deep insated®s mouth.
Pierce continued the intensity of his sucking umlfelt Mitch’s
erection go completely flaccid.

Mitch fell flat on top of Pierce and held onto Rieis
erection. “Oh, Pierce, baby, | wasn’'t expectinglat,” he said in
between small gasps. “Mm, yummy,” Pierce respond&@h his
fingers still deep inside Mitch, Pierce eased hifrsat from under
a lifeless Mitch, and while Mitch was still tryirig catch his
breath, Pierce positioned Mitch’s legs underneg&lshpple
buttocks and entered him with such force that MitoHered out.
Not expecting this either, Mitch was once agaia state of
ecstasy. He had wanted Pierce inside him, andheowas. He
was more inside him than he thought possible. cBiplunged
deeply inside Mitch, reaching the ultimate poineoftasy that



made Mitch grab the bed to steady himself. Heedao scream
Pierce’s name, but no sound came out. Pierce ulisgpMitch’s
body to him by his thighs, entering him deeper deeper, until
Mitch felt like he had been hit with a bolt of ligling. Mitch once
again felt his body go limp as he lay on the béslaks high, so
that Pierce could have full access to Mitch’s insggice so
deserving of fulfillment. As Pierce entered hinaggand again,
Mitch surrendered full control to him. Mitch wasrapletely lost
in the feeling. So soon after his explosive orgdslitch was
about to have another one. “Pierce,” the word cauntehis time.
That was the only word to leave Mitch’s lips, besawith two
more pounding thrusts Pierce came with a forceghahed him
backward as he forced Mitch’s supple buttocks ajdinm. Pierce
closed his eyes as his own orgasm forced all oinimisr contents
deep inside Mitch. Mitch gasped and moaned onaeéaglong
with Pierce. Mitch was too weak to move, and Riemasn’t about
to let his penis leave its favorite home untiladhbecome
completely lifeless.

When Mitch had finally summoned the strength taipit
he first leaned up on his arms and turned and thek&ierce.
Pierce leaned up, his almost flaccid penis stiltsrcocoon, and
looked at Mitch. “Mm,” he said, running his harmeer Mitch’s
well rounded ass, “yummy.” He kissed both sides! lat his
flaccid penis slip out, and he lay on his stomaeside Mitch.
Mitch turned onto his side and pulled Pierce uptmexim. “I've
missed you, baby. | want you more each time lysee I've
never wanted anybody as much as | do you.” Miiskdd Pierce
on the mouth before turning him onto his back amujgl on top of
him. He stretched his legs out and straddled Pisocthat their
now flaccid penises were next to each other. Migchhis fingers
through Pierce’s thick black hair, and looked ihi® beautiful
bright blue eyes. “You know I love you, don’t ydRigrce?”
Pierce nodded, a little embarrassed. He was stccustomed to
words of love and praise that it was hard for hinb&lieve them
when they were spoken. “I mean | really love yBigrce, more
than I've loved anyone.” Pierce closed his eyasd, then opened
them to find Mitch’s eyes still upon him. In thosges Pierce did
see love. He saw love for the first time in his.liHe now knew
the look of love, the words of love, the touchoid, and what it



meant to be in love, for the very first time. Haged his arms
around Mitch and held him tight. “Yes, Mitch, Idw you love
me.” Mitch laid his head on the bed beside Piec&Vith his
head turned away from Pierce, Mitch heard him sagtty, “I
love you too, Mitch.” Mitch said nothing, but huggyPierce a
little more tightly. They lay together for whatdaane a few hours.
When they awoke it was dark outside. Mitch turaad
kissed Pierce on the cheek. “Baby, it's midnigiAte must have
fallen asleep.” Pierce yawned. “Hmm. | sleepraecch better
when sleeping with you than when sleeping aloritch kissed
him again, this time a long lover’s kiss. Pieroald feel his
erection beginning to build again, and Mitch fekioio as he moved
off of Pierce and wrapped his hand around Piengerss. “Mm,
sleep has been kind to you, very kind indeed.rd@idlushed.
Then Mitch took Pierce’s hand and placed it ondws now erect
penis. “I think it's been good for both of us.'ieRce grinned, and
Mitch kissed him on the nose. “C'mon. Let's haage fun.”
Mitch led him to the bathroom and to the large Vplwiol
tub that Pierce had had installed in every rootwals big, with
multiple jets to ease aching muscles and stimuwltkter parts of
the body. The warm water felt good as they steppetid sat on
the bottom. The water came to Pierce’s nipplesitg them to
their full hardness as the jets forced the watdéotm waves as it
flowed across his chest. Mitch submerged his emady, and
emerged again in front of Pierce and kissed eathoske hardened
entities before kissing Pierce firmly on the mouBierce had had
his eyes closed and the unexpected kisses quickes@dlise. He
was holding himself up with his arms on the edgthefwhirlpool,
letting his legs be held apart just under the vigtarrface. Mitch
cupped Pierce’s balls just underneath the watersgodezed them,
as he intensified his kissing. Backed againssttie of the
whirlpool, Pierce had no means of escape or theedsescape.
He loved the feel of Mitch’s probing hands as tegqyeezed his
buttocks together, and when pulled apart the imten$one of the
jets hitting in between made him gasp. When thevgaild hit,
Mitch allowed his probing fingers to join the watar its journey
to Pierce’s inner core. With Pierce’s mouth opefnech a gasp,
Mitch seized the opportunity to draw Pierce’s tomguo his
mouth in a teasing simulation of the ecstasy toedown below.



Mitch squeezed Pierce’s balls again, forcing hesgon
underneath the water and then letting it springggin. He ran his
hand along the shaft of Pierce’s penis, which niaidece want
Mitch to return to what he had been doing. Pi¢oodk Mitch’s
hand and placed it firmly where it had been, tryindorce Mitch’s
fingers deep inside him. Mitch gave Pierce whatvaated and
more. He lifted Pierce up onto his lap and witle swift
movement spread his buttocks wide and entered lowlysso that
the warm water entered too and made a sloshingdsaoaherneath
the water. Pierce had never experienced suchsasen His
arms were limp as they hung over Mitch’s shouldéstch held
Pierce’s buttocks apart as he entered him agairagaith, filling
Pierce completely. With every thrust, all Pieroald utter was
“uh” over and over. Mitch had always loved doibguiwater, but
knowing that he was the first to share this extrgteasure with
Pierce made him hornier than usual. He was neaiselease
and wanted to slow down so that it would last,dmutld not. It
felt too good. Instead, he thrust upward evendrasghich forced
even louder “uh” utterances from Pierce. Holdimghow to
Mitch, Pierce was at the height of pleasure astjibined him
with his own release. Holding tightly to each athibey once
again experienced passion that only two peopleva tould
know. When Mitch had regained some strength indgs, with
his slowly diminishing erection still tucked inside very snug
home, he lifted Pierce up and out of the water dm¢oside of the
hot tub. Pierce was still breathing hard when NMiwaned over
and took Pierce’s throbbing erection into his maunhl he had
engulfed it entirely. Pierce let out a loud noiSéde warmth of the
water combined with the warmth of Mitch’s mouth vedisiost too
much to bear. Bringing Pierce this much pleasevesed Mitch’s
erection. Mitch wasted no time in beginning hisugting
movements again as he continued to increase hikngLICAs this
incredible pleasure intensified, Pierce massagea\Wwn nipples.
Pierce could feel his own climax very near, andiigsh increased
the intensity of his sucking and the intensity isf thrusting, Pierce
came fast and hard, as did Mitch for the second amd held onto
Pierce to steady himself. He climbed out of thednd lay on top
of Pierce just long enough to turn over, with Peeending up on
top of him. Pierce was like a rag doll as Mitchig@d him up on



him so he could hold him by his buttocks. He kis#e top of
Pierce’s head. “I love you, baby.” Pierce didméve the strength
to say it, but he loved Mitch too, and Mitch kndvat he did.

Pierce awoke in the bed, and turned to find Mitchg
next to him. “Last thing | knew we were by theesmf the hot tub,
Mitch.” “I didn’t want to wake you, Pierce, but nipack was
killing me. You were definitely asleep, because stood up your
sweet ass got dunked back into the water.” Pieleghed at the
“sweet ass” remark, and Mitch chuckled. “Can yelidve it's
5:30 a.m. already? We had a very productive nighyldn’t you
say?” Mitch rolled over and kissed Pierce on tloaith. “Now
that’s what | call a good night at the inn,” Mittdlased. Pierce
blushed, but wasn’t as embarrassed as he had bbéttl's
endearments. “I've made plans for our weekendvggja
beginning Friday evening, if that's okay with yolitch said as a
hopefully welcome surprise. “Definitely, yes,” Rie
emphatically stated. He always had fun with Miteb,matter
what they did or where they did it. “But now I'get to get going,
and so do you.” Pierce knew it was true. Pieressed and left
Mitch to shower and dress alone. They agreedstawering
together would have delayed them indefinitely.

Pierce showered in his own room and then tookfifieen
minutes for himself, to paint. He painted the rdeenand Mitch
had shared last night. His painting, which had gufew weeks
ago been an outlet for his pain, had now beconmudat for his
joy.

Mitch arrived with the day’s morning brew, justlas had
every day, and shared the first day’s cup withd@gjust as he had
every day. They were both exhausted, but both kappy, as
they discussed their respective businesses angptteaming events
that would bring even more visitors to the island.

A Democratic stronghold, Bainbridge Island was imgst
mini convention to support this year’'s Democratieninee for
president who was from their very own state of Wagion.

Pierce hadn’t met him yet, but the island nativeseawery fond of
him. He was a young upstart who had come to ®eaith his
family about ten years prior, and had proved tedry supportive
of the liberal causes of the country. Mitch fillBderce in on what
he knew about the man. He told Pierce that theninee had



come to Bainbridge several times with his familyddad loved
the strawberry wine that Mitch served at his essabtent. “He
sounds nice,” Pierce said. “He is. He has twangpgirls. His
wife stayed in Seattle, though. I've never met’héitch went
on. “Invite his family to stay here, if you likerou’ll like him, |
promise.” Pierce agreed that it would be good feobusiness
aspect, so he got the man’s address and sent parsanalized
invitation. He received call from the man’s peraloaissistant
stating that he would be happy to accept the ihgitaand was
planning to visit the island this weekend. Thewntion was two
months away, but the assistant said that the Deatiod¢ropeful
had wanted to get away for the weekend to do s@wha§. This
weekend Mitch had made plans just for them. Noevdeifelt that
he had to be here since he had personally invitedtan. Mitch
understood, as Mitch always did, and changed laisspio the
following weekend. “Send him over when he getghand you
come to. We'll fill him with wine and the best e¥erything
Bainbridge.” Pierce smiled, and wondered how rekdwtten so
lucky to have Mitch in his life.

On Friday afternoon, just as promised, the young
democratic hopeful arrived at the inn. Registasdatthew
James, he checked in and a staff member went teigete.
Pierce came to the front, all smiles, and heldchhisd out to the
man. When they shook hands, however, and lookedddt other,
a look of shock covered both of their faces. Isweff, Jeff from
college. Pierce was sure of it. But why had henged his name?
The man looked at Pierce, and knew it was himrcBjawvith his
brilliant blue eyes, could not be mistaken. Piatickr’t want to
make a scene in front of the other guests, sodd\the man to see
his paintings. He followed Pierce into his rootdeff?”

“Pierce?” Neither could believe his eyes. Thegdrd a usual
“guy hug” and stepped back and looked at each other
wondered what happened to you, Pierce. Thoughtwere
working for your dad.” These words cut deep, hetde tried not
to let it show. “I was, but my wife went for mydiand now she’s
knocked up with his kid.” Pierce laughed, but deffild tell he
was hurting. “I came here to paint and run this ihlike it here.”
“Bainbridge is great, Pierce. I'm glad you're hggpPierce was
happy, and he couldn’t let the past pull him batBut look at



you, Jeff. You're a big presidential hopeful, huiKYes, | am.

My wife thought we should move up. Always the atien seeker,
she is.” Pierce could see the stress in Jeffs,fand realized that
he was looking at himself just a few months agbeyididn’t
know what to say anymore, so Pierce suggestedgihéy Mitch’s
for some wine. “He said you liked his strawberiypev | do too.”

Jeff followed him out and Pierce drove them to Misc
Jeff remembered Mitch and his strawberry wine. yHdatthew,
good to see you again.” Mitch shook his hand, aftismiled,
and then looked at Pierce. He wished he had teit®why he
had changed his name, and hoped that Pierce weelal Ikis
secret. “Pierce get you all tucked in?” Piercd aeff froze at
these words. They brought back college memoriestlzeir times
together after their “dates.” “He’s got a nice,ifired it up
perfectly.” The three of them sat and downed #dof wine.
Pierce and Jeff needed it more than Mitch did tohithat was for
sure. Mitch told Jeff of some of the best newifigiplaces on the
island. “I'm planning to fish all day tomorrow,ah head back to
Seattle late,” Jeff added. Mitch noticed that effl Pierce were
well into a second bottle of wine by themselveobethe food
had arrived. He also noticed that Pierce seemgd, gquaybe even
a little frightened. But of what? Mitch was hayitrouble
figuring this one out. The three of them ate theuth watering
fish that Mitch had cooked especially for them, amatle small
talk the rest of the evening. They stayed ancethikith Mitch
until late in the evening, until Jeff said he wiasd and needed to
get some sleep. “Well, | may see you tomorrow rmgyavhen |
bring the morning’s brew over to the inn,” Mitchidas he shook
Jeff's hand. Jeff headed toward the door. Mitdbbed Pierce’s
back and winked at him. “I'll see you tomorrowight and early.”
Pierce couldn’t hide the pained expression ondus fwhen he
smiled back at Mitch. Mitch watched them leavél ebnfused
about why Pierce seemed so different tonight.

Pierce and Jeff drove back to the inn in silentleey were
both more than a little buzzed from the wine. “®hue to my
room, okay Pierce?” “Sure.” Pierce took him te@ af the best
suites in the inn, and Mitch was impressed. “T&iseautiful,
Pierce. You always did have the best taste.” galone in the
room together brought back old memories and oltinge Jeff



took off his clothes down to his shorts, and clichb@o bed. “It
sure feels good to get out of that suit and tiee Wife has me
dressed up like some Adonis or something.” “Corheish me.
Let's talk.” He patted the bed. Pierce sat ondtige of the bed.
Jeff had had way too much to drink, and Pierce avasd that he
had too. Jeff reached out and held Pierce’s hdimn he placed
Pierce’s hand on the hard entity just beneathtimedotton.
“You've still got it, Pierce. Just looking at yonade me hard.”
Then he took off his shorts and threw them on kberf “Look at
this thing. You’d think the wife would want somégthis,
wouldn’t you?” Jeff stroked his hard penis. Peefelt sorry for
Jeff. He knew what he was talking about. Pieras definitely
feeling the wine now. He was horny. “Let me de®ierce.” Jeff
reached out and unzipped Pierce’s jeans beforeuld protest,
and Pierce was taking his off too, and was soomassed sitting
in front of Jeff, just like old times. “Mm, not danot bad at all,”
Jeff said as he stroked Pierce’s dick. He plagect®s hand
around his erection and with his eyes begged fercBis approval.
Jeff stretched his legs and spread them wide, aleldoPierce to
him, spreading his legs too so that their dicksens@most
touching. Jeff leaned down and took Pierce’s eradhto his
mouth entirely, and cupped his balls. Pierce bagtdéady himself
by holding onto Jeff's arms. After awhile he stegpand with
pleading eyes looked at Pierce. “Please, Piest® doesn’'t want
me.” Pierce knew who “she” was, and felt bad fisrdid friend.
He sucked Jeff, and as he did Jeff leaned backrerzhed over
and over. Pierce always had liked this, and wasuzaed he had
forgotten it was Jeff and not Mitch that he wasksug. Pierce’s
expert tongue and mouth was just what Jeff neegletias he
neared climax he reached out and masturbated Pieledissed
Pierce on the top of his head, and stroked thé& thiexck hair that
he remembered so well. So absorbed was Pierds owm
pleasure that he didn’t notice anything else. Wiree was well
into his head and the feeling of what he thougrg M#ch’s
hardness was in his mouth. He wanted who he tioug$ Mitch
to be fully satisfied, so didn’t stop until thedtad penis wouldn’t
stay entrapped. He came at the same time asadédffyaited for
the feel of Mitch’s body to cover him as it dideaftheir
lovemaking. But the feeling didn’t come. He lodkg through



dazed eyes to find a man he barely knew leaning &ad basking
in the feeling of his own sexual release. Whatehladone? Pierce
felt like he could puke. He quickly dressed and wat the door,
as Jeff slowly drifted off to sleep.

Pierce looked at the clock on the wall of his roolnwas
past 2:00 a.m. He couldn’t be here when Jeff awdkéere could
he go? He was suddenly very sober. He got isdnisind drove
and drove. He had no idea where he was goingusi@eeded to
drive. He had all the car windows down, allowihg tool breeze
to further sober him. When he drove up in froniiich’s
country home, he couldn’t remember how he had gdttere. At
least | know where | am, he thought. He unlochkeddoor with
the key that Mitch had entrusted him with. Entedshim, that was
a joke. What kind of person did this? He wasrortivy of a man
like Mitch. He had to tell him. But he couldndde him. He
wouldn’t want him now, now that he wasn’t perfathis eyes.
When perfection wore off, that was when they wareugh with
you.

He stepped inside the house, and once again &lt th
familiar coziness that he loved about this plathkis was a home,
not just a house, not just real estate. He s@t@wcouch and
realized that he wasn’t as sober as he thoughtase We took off
his shoes and lay down. He felt cold. He got g somehow
managed to climb the stairs. He looked at Mitdiéd. He
climbed under the covers and held tightly to Migchillow. It
smelled like Mitch. “I'm sorry, Mitch, I'm so soyr” he said into
the pillow. Holding onto the pillow as if it weiditch, Pierce
finally fell asleep.

It was 5:00 a.m. When Mitch arrived at the inrd&diver
the morning’s brew, Pierce wasn’t there awaitingf first cup as
he usually was. He looked around. He’s probalelgsng off the
wine, he thought. He knocked on Pierce’s door.aNswer.
“Pierce, you okay?” Still no answer. He turned kmob and
finding it unlocked, slowly opened it. The bed hadbeen slept
in. He asked some of the staff, and no one haa Bezce since
yesterday afternoon. Mitch went outside and loakexdind for
Pierce’s car. It was gone too. Now he was worrigé tried
calling him but there was no answer. He certavdgn’t in any
shape to drive very far when | last saw him, Miticbught. He



wouldn’t have driven out to the house in the dar&uld he?

Mitch then remembered the troubled look on Piertate when he
left. Did he receive more hurtful news from higevor father? |
should have asked Pierce what was wrong. | shuaNé excused
us from Matthew and taken Pierce into the officd asked him.
How thoughtless I've been, and Pierce has beemghreo much.
The sun was just coming up. Mitch tried calling house in the
country, but there was no answer. He tried agaid,let the phone
ring and ring and ring.

At the house, Pierce stirred. The noise was deajen
Where was it coming from? It's the phone. He ddwdrely make
his arm move to pick it up. He knocked the receoféand it fell
on the bed. On the other end, Mitch was callifiefce, are you
there? Pierce, is that you?” Mitch was callindpitim, but from
where? “Mitch?” Mitch could barely hear him. &ece, is that
you?” “Mitch, I'm so sorry.” Mitch still could jst barely hear
him. What was he sorry for?

Mitch didn’t waste any time. He hung up the phag]
drove as fast as he could out to the house. Psectaewas in front
of the house. He opened the door and called‘®ierce, Pierce.”
No answer. He wasn'’t in the kitchen or anywhese elHe hadn’t
gone outside. All the doors were still locked.emhe ran up the
stairs and into his bedroom. The phone was beepin@n he
placed the receiver back. He climbed into bedd#eBierce who
was still clutching the pillow. He eased the pillout of his
hands, and held him close. He kissed his tearesidace, and
spoke softly over his shoulder. “Baby, it's Mitchm here,
baby.” “Mitch,” Pierce barely spoke. “Yes, balbyn here.”
“Help me, Mitch.” “I will, baby, I will.” Mitch held him closer
and rubbed his back. “Mitch, it's you.” “Yes, Rie, it's me.
You're okay, now. I'm here.” Pierce felt cold. itegh held him as
close as he could and massaged his back, hopimgrta him up.
He reached over Pierce and turned the heated ssfiegl on
underneath him. Pierce soon relaxed and fell pste#litch’s
arms. Mitch had no idea what had frightened Pisaceuch that
he drove so far in the darkness. Was it somethloogit Matthew
James? Did he have connections with Pierce’sfathe

Mitch lay there for quite awhile, and then snuclagyust
long enough to make some of his famous hangovekdiie had



a feeling that Pierce was going to need it whewblee up. Mitch
wasn't tired, but didn’t want to leave Pierce aldoetoo long. He
went into the library and chose a book to read.heided back up
the stairs and into the bedroom. Pierce was muglisiomething
and thrashing about when Mitch walked in. He petlhook down
and got into bed. He pulled Pierce to him andeaddtalf of his
body on top of Pierce’s to quiet him. “Pierce, walp now.
You've having a bad dream. Let me see those pbéity eyes.”
Pierce was barely able to open his eyes. He optheed just a
little, and then closed them again. Then he opémexth once
more and tried hard to focus. “Mitch?” “Yes, balils Mitch.

Are you awake?” Pierce tried to sit up, but Miteid him down.
“Let’s stay here for awhile. Do you remember dntyhere last
night?” Pierce tried to think. Then it hit hindis face went
white. He couldn’t tell Mitch what happened lagjht. It made
him sick just thinking about it. If Mitch found guhe would kick
him out, and Pierce didn’t think he could drivehtigtow. Mitch
noticed Pierce’s body stiffen, and he also notited same
frightened look he had seen last night was backence’s eyes.
“What happened, Pierce? Why did you come herate@ | I'm not
upset. I'm glad you came here. You're always wele here.
That's why | gave you the key.” You wouldn’t feélat way if you
knew what | did, thought Pierce. What was he géindgo? “You
feel cold, baby. Talk to me.” Mitch’s body was tmp of Pierce’s
now, his legs straddling Pierce’s, trying to keap lvarm. Mitch
had pulled the covers up over his head so thaast dark in the
room, as he leaned up on his forearms with his iander
Pierce’s head. He kissed Pierce’s cheek, stitlgganed from last
night. “Tell me about these tear stains.” Mitchsaso direct, and
Pierce loved this about him, but now he was afr&lé.was afraid
to tell Mitch what happened. What would happehito? “I,

um,” Pierce stopped. “It can’t be that bad, babyust me, I've
heard it all. Is it about your dad? Did he ups®i? You seemed
different last night. You seemed frightened somehdid
something frighten you, Pierce? Is that why yomedere?”
Mitch pushed back the hair from Pierce’s foreheaud waited for
him to speak. Pierce opened his eyes which hiedi fiVith tears
that he was now fighting hard to keep from beingioeal. Mitch
noticed. He kissed Pierce’s nose. “Talk to meoh’t let you



make yourself sick by keeping things inside.” Beeclosed his
eyes, and one by one the tears slid from the cowfdnis eyes to
land on the bed. Keeping his eyes closed, Pigrokessoftly. “I
messed up, Mitch. | messed up real bad.” Mitdsdd a tear
from the side of Pierce’s left eye. “Somehow | bbtlnat, Pierce.
Why do you think that?” “I messed us up, Mitchuyand me.”
“Hmm, if you mentioned to Matthew that I'm gay,stokay baby.
I’'m not ashamed. It's who | am.” Pierce wishedtttvas all there
was to it. “No, that’s not it. | did somethingdayou will leave
me, I'm sure of it.” “You did, huh? Look at meigRce.” Pierce
opened his eyes, and looked at Mitch’s eyes ashMibnitinued to
wipe the tears as they fell down Pierce’s cheékkve you,
Pierce. Nothing can change that.” Pierce waged.tHe tried to
roll onto his side to avoid Mitch’s eyes, but MitkId him still.
“No running away, baby. It never helps.” Mitchubw feel
Pierce’s heart begin to race. “Really, baby,dkay. Tell me.” It
tore him up inside to see Pierce like this. Hidywas definitely
reacting to something. “I messed up bad, Mitclou want me
to leave and | drank too much last night, and ltadnive myself
home right now.” He said this fast so that he wlaubke sure he
got it out. “Whoa. I'm not going to ask you taiee, ever. I'm
worried about you, baby, really worried.” “Mitchwas really
drunk last night, and | usually don’t drink that ohu That man,
Mitchell James, that’s not his real name.” Mitchsantrigued, but
still didn’t know what this had to do with Piercele stroked
Pierce’s cheeks and kissed his nose. “Tell mey.b&tshat's
wrong?” Pierce felt sick. How was he going tolexpthis?
Pierce exhaled with short quick breaths. “He’$.JePierce said
this so quietly that Mitch barely heard. “Jeffficcollege?”
Pierce nodded. “Did he not recognize you, Piertethat what
upset you?” “He knew me, Mitch. | don’t know whg changed
his name. | didn’t ask.” Mitch kissed him on tips for
encouragement, and continued to stroke his cheiesce thought
that might be the last kiss that Mitch placed alips, the lips that
loved Mitch’s kisses and couldn’t wait for the nexie. “We
drank too much, Mitch. You saw that.” “Yes, | ditlalso saw
pain in your eyes.” “The pain you saw then wasfithe
memories that seeing him brought back. It seerked was back
there, in college, but now | knew the horrible fdtat awaited me,



the loveless marriage, the father who wanted tckwoe to death
and take credit for all | did, the father who wasking my wife.”
He placed great emphasis on the word fucking, whicprised
Mitch. “I know I didn’t love her and she didn’tve me, but | just
still feel betrayed by my own father.” “Of courgeu do, Pierce.
There’s no shame in that. Your feelings are yaun.b Mitch
always made sense. “Is that why you drove out,H&ezce,
because you needed to be in the present?” Piesbedvthat was
all there was to it. “No, Mitch. There’s more ftéx we drove
back to the inn, | helped him take his bags taddsn and |
showed him how | decorated each room perfectlyenTine asked
me to sit with him. He started to talk about ofdgs. He took his
clothes off and he was hard, Mitch, really harce dtarted
stroking himself and asked if | could believe thet wife didn’t
want any of it.” Mitch tried not to show his owedr. If Pierce
was still in love with Jeff, he couldn’t bear td lém go. Pierce
hated to go on. “Do you want to hear the restchit “Baby, |
think you'll feel better if you tell me, don’t yotiPierce
continued. “He asked if he could see mine. Theewvas clearly
in my head by then, Mitch. | swear | thought | veaging you. |
took my pants off, and he pulled me to him, with l@gs
outstretched, and our erections touching. Thewdrged me to
suck him.” Now Mitch felt sick. How far had thggpne? He had
to know. “I did, Mitch, | gave him a blow job, but my mind |
was sucking you, | swear. Then he masturbated.Je# fell
asleep after that, and when | looked at him anlizeghthat it
wasn’t you, | left. But | didn’t know what to dor where to go. |
just had to leave the inn.” Mitch could feel Perscheart beating
against his own, could see and feel Pierce’s hgashest trying
desperately to get air. “Baby, it's okay. Reaitlg okay. | still
love you. | still want you.” Pierce looked at efits
understanding eyes. “How can you still love anditwae after
what I've done?” Pierce’s eyes were big now, tgyia understand
how Mitch could still want him after having fallesmort of
perfection. “Because | have the most important pyou, Pierce.
| have your heart. You admitted that | was the yme thought
you were with.” They looked at each other in siken Mitch was
searching Pierce’s face for signs of something ntbugh he
didn’t know what. Pierce continued to look for apgal and



forgiveness in Mitch’s eyes, though it had alwagsermpresent.
“Pierce, do you want to be with Jeff in all the wakiat we've
been together? Do you want to know if old feelingght still be
alive, just dormant?” “No, Mitch. | felt awful @gfrward. I've
tried since then to go back in time in my mind andhehow make
the night be with you and not Jeff. | can’t. kel couldn’t, but |
felt so empty afterward. | wanted to find you, dwas 2:00 a.m.
| don’t know what | would have said, but | even bBdghat when |
opened the door to the house, you would be hef@lti, Pierce,
you can always come to me, no matter where, ncematien.
You can tell me anything at any time. If I'm atmkpjust come in
and pull me aside. I'll always be there for yokag?” Pierce
closed his eyes. How could he have been so blHd® could he
have found such a good man? He opened his eyhs feel of
Mitch’s lips on his. Mitch brushed Pierce’s haad, and stroked
his cheeks. “You don’t have to be perfect, Piencd,for me. |
love Pierce, not some preconceived notion of aggeRierce. |
love the human, the artist, the man whose facedigh when
guests arrive at his inn, the Pierce who lovesetrr lof their
adventures, their stories, whatever they may b&”"smiled his
warm smile, and Pierce felt better. Mitch knewcbealdn't erase
Pierce’s insecurities. What he could give himutjio, was
unconditional love, which was what Pierce hadn&rbgiven, but
what he definitely deserved to be given. Piertate felt warmer
to Mitch now. His body felt warmer too. “You okagpw, baby?”
He managed a half smile at Mitch. Mitch hugged tittn his
entire body, and remained that way for several tesuThen he
looked at Pierce again. His eyes looked brighkéitch winked at
Pierce, and kissed his neck. “Let’s rest here kybkay?” Pierce
wrapped his arms around Mitch, and they lay togeth&l noon.
Mitch rolled onto his back and held Pierce’s hantline
awoke. “You feel okay, buddy? Were you able &eplit off?” “I
think so. I'm just tired.” Mitch turned to look Rierce. “That's
understandable. You went through a lot last nigHtsuppose |
should go back. After all, Jeff is representingarsd who knows
what he’s saying now.” “No, call your staff. Tle& no need to
put yourself through that again. Believe me, ishrenning for
office he’s not going to say a thing.” Mitch waght. Pierce
called his staff and told them he wasn’t feelindlw&hey told



him that Mr. James had checked out that mornind,headl decided
to postpone his fishing day. He had headed baSe#itle that
morning. Pierce told Mitch what he had been taftj Mitch just
winked at him. “l wish we hadn’t postponed yourekend
surprise again, Mitch.” “Next weekend is all ousapy, just you
and me.” Mitch winked again, and Pierce knew thetrything
would be all right.

The next week Pierce received a thank-you note flefh
for the hospitality, but it had said nothing motde also received
divorce papers to sign, which he did. It was THaysevening, the
day before his big weekend with Mitch, when he nesd both of
these, and just as he had promised Mitch, Piemeedo his café
to share these documents, as receiving both oé ttiésupset him
a little. True to form, although it was one of thesiest nights of
the week for Mitch, when Pierce touched him onaira he was
immediately available to him. Mitch could see feaworry in
Pierce’s eyes, and he immediately led Pierce irg@tiice and
closed the door. He put his arm around Piercdehtim to the
small couch he kept in his office for much needadsnafter
twelve and fourteen hour days. Mitch kept his anound Pierce,
and asked, “What's up, babe? You okay?” Piertreexeed the
two documents from his pocket and showed them tehMiMitch
read each word, and laid them in his lap. “Thigasd, Pierce.
Looks like a one-way ticket straight to your futuneth nothing
holding you back.” Mitch always seemed to seegbipositively
somehow. “I just wanted you to see them.” “I'nadjl Pierce. It's
not easy letting go of the past. | learned fromfatiier’'s death,
though, just how short life really is, and too mtiche is spent on
thinking about what might have been or how mucletimas
wasted. No time is ever wasted, Pierce, excepghiotime we
spend thinking about how we could have done thdifjsrently at
some time in our lives. Since we can’t reverseetithinking about
changing time which has already passed is timeasddstHe held
Pierce’s hands with both of his. “We have timedbefus, not
behind us. | want the time before me to be spétht you. We're
going to have a great weekend, Pierce. It's tioneu$, just us.”
He rubbed Pierce’s back, and kissed his cheek.ayObuddy?”
Pierce surprised Mitch by kissing him a lover'sskésd squeezing
his upper thigh. “Tomorrow night,” Pierce saidiefee was



almost to the door of the office when Mitch regalines
composure. “If | can wait that long,” he said, dMdrce went back
to the inn.

Friday night was here at last, and Mitch picked¢deup at
the inn and they headed off for their surprise veeek “Where are
we going, Mitch?” “We’ll be there soon enoughmihot going to
spoil the surprise now.” Mitch reached out to hBldrce’s hand
who gave it freely. They soon came to an even rheeaitiful
place than Mitch’s home in the country. They drowte an area
of Bainbridge Island that Pierce didn’'t know exésterhey parked
in the area reserved for vehicles, and loaded bagjs onto a golf
cart which was painted in the style of JapaneseMitch began to
follow the path to their weekend hideaway, whilerPe looked
around in awe. “What is this, Mitch?” “This is &een, Pierce.
This is the Bloedel Reserve, a 150 acre forestegawhich
belonged to Prentice and Virginia Bloedel. Theisiwwas to
capture the essence of the Japanese garden, tieesud
naturalness, subtlety, reverence, and tranquditg, construct a
Western expression of it.” He couldn’t take higepff of Pierce.
He wanted him to love this place as he did. “Themtraditional
Japanese garden, though other than that the reemahthe
property contrasts the look of the traditional Jegs® garden. The
property contains both natural and immaculatelg$maped lakes,
lawns, woods, and a rock and sand Zen garden.cdinge’s
original home, which was a French chateau styled)dras been
preserved as a visitor center, and still has méarig original
furnishings. We’ll go there tomorrow.” Mitch drewon deep into
the reserve until he stopped in front of one ofrttay secluded
little cottages which held many memories of coupthed visited
Bainbridge Island. “We're staying here? Thiseésubtiful, Mitch.”
“This is our home for the weekend, baby. Glad Weelit.” Mitch
got out and took the bags out, and he and Piertieed/i¢o the
door. All around them was beauty.

Mitch opened the door and they walked inside. ds\a
cozy little cottage, just as cozy as the cottag&ldoh’s property.
“This is as cute as your cottage, Mitch.” “Thiseeve is where |
came up with the idea, Pierce. Mom and Dad wotaly sere
every year on their anniversary. 1 still bring Mdwere to enjoy the
Japanese garden. She wanted me to see the cdteaaged



immediately fell in love with the entire reservePierce wondered
if Mitch had brought anyone special here, but Weaidto ask,
and wasn't sure he really wanted the answer. ‘igeer stayed
here. | was waiting to share it with someone spieand now |
have that special someone.” He walked over tccBiand put his
arms around him. Pierce did the same and thegdisach other
as if they had the rest of their lives to enjoyteather. They
kissed each other slowly at first, and then withdpen mouth
kisses, trying to satisfying a hunger that hadtgdte satisfied.

When they eventually broke the kiss, they did sy tmeat
a light dinner and relax with a bottle of sweeagtoerry wine that
Mitch had brought. They spoke very little as thhelaxed on the
beautiful cushiony rug that adorned the floor & little cottage
and drank the wine. Mitch couldn’t take his eyffbPierce. It
was as if he were seeing him for the very firstetinWhen Pierce
looked at Mitch, Mitch no longer saw the stresPiarce’s face
that had been present until now, nor did he ses sgarching for
approval in his own. For the first time, Mitch sawPierce self
acceptance, and a man wanting to love insteachedradoubting
his worthiness of being given love.

Pierce and Mitch set down their empty glasses tlagyl lay
on their side facing each other. They touched e#uér’'s face,
outlining each other’s lips with a single fingendathen tasting the
sweet wine on the lips of the other. They unbwgtbeach other’s
shirt and laid them aside. They explored eachristiobest,
watching as the rise and fall quickened with easttlg stroke.
They encircled the nipples of the other, eagerlgiting that
moment when the nubs would reach their full erecéind demand
greater attention. They teased these erectionsanrgven greater
erection was yearning to make its debut, once ffemd its tight
confine inside zippered jeans. Pierce closedyes,eand Mitch
laid him back onto the floor. He licked those areace teased,
and then satisfied each erect nipple with a moatfeeto please.
Pierce’s body was electrified at every touch thatMwas
providing. Mitch looked at Pierce’s serene faceghwyes closed,
as he provided the release for Pierce’s erectianitidemanded.
As he relieved Pierce of all clothing, he lookedhiatbody. Pierce
was beautiful. Pierce’s inner beauty now shoneugin. Mitch
stroked Pierce’s erection and leaned up to kiss Fvim,” he said



as he reached for Mitch’s jeans. Mitch helped refreve his own
hardness, and they lay on their side once agaokisy each
other, and kissing wine sweetened lips. They kled, exploring
each other’s body as if for the first time. Pielmeked into
Mitch’s eyes and saw love and acceptance, as leyaliaad, and
at that moment Pierce wanted to give him anythimy@verything
he wanted. Pierce kissed him hungrily and withdws body
eased him onto his back, as he forced Mitch’s thigbart to
explore the wonders between them. With his cheddliich’s, his
lips on Mitch’s lips opening Mitch’s mouth, he dteal Mitch’s
inner thighs allowing his hand to lightly brush thery sensitive
area between, until Mitch’s body was begging fer tibuch of
Pierce’s hand. Pierce let his lips slowly leavediiis and gently
touched his lips with a finger which Mitch drewarttis mouth,
holding it there with his hand. He looked at Peewho was
looking at him. Mitch continued to look into Piefs eyes as he
explored all that was for the taking between Migcthiighs. He
squeezed Mitch’s balls, and massaged deeply berstafiping
just at the opening that hadn’t been filled for oaeveek, since
that Wednesday night of lovemaking all night loridjs body
ached for Pierce, and as Pierce watched Mitch's, flae could see
the passion and longing in his eyes. Mitch bestkhiees and
pulled another of Pierce’s fingers into his mowthcking hard
now. Pierce intensified his massage, and as Mitchned, he
allowed a probing finger to enter him. Mitch opéres mouth
and gasped. The very touch of Pierce was eleictgfyHe
removed Pierce’s fingers from his mouth, and gasygedn, trying
to say “Pierce”, and barely getting the word oBterce kissed him
on his full open mouth and continued his slow eatry exit
between Mitch’s supple thighs. Mitch was gropingRierce’s
hardened entity to somehow replace it where Pigifoeger was
probing. Pierce could feel that Mitch was defilyiteeady for him,
and he was definitely ready to enter Mitch. HersgzeMitch’s
bent legs wide, and slowly entered him. He slelbody upward
along Mitch’s until he had entered him completeye seductively
stroked Mitch’s own hardness with his body as bkl entered
and withdrew several times before increasing thenisity.
Writhing and moaning with pleasure, Mitch squeeRexice’s
erection every time it entered which made it vafiyalt for



Pierce to keep from climaxing. He wanted thisast,| but the
intensity of their passion was greater tonight thaver had been.
“Give it to me, Pierce.” Mitch wanted to feel Rierexplode deep
within him. With these words from Mitch, Pierceett to hold on,
but Mitch squeezed hard and when Pierce was fadlige him, he
exploded with such force that he had to hold ontwiVto steady
himself. “That's it. You knew what | wanted.” Eny breathy
utterance from Mitch was seducing Pierce to hiywere. He had
a lot to give, and Mitch wanted it all. He squekPReerce’s
erection over and over until the last drop had merendered. He
could feel Pierce’s heart beating under his ows.Pkerce’s once
hard dick reached its flaccid state, Mitch lifteiériee off of him
and had him in the position he had wanted him flong time, in
just a few seconds.

Mitch was behind Pierce, with Pierce’s buttockgingson
his legs. Mitch lifted Pierce’s ass up to his faoel used his
expert tongue to tease Pierce’s special placehtichonly been
entered by Mitch. The memories of Mitch deep iagitm made
Pierce want him again which Mitch could now feethwhis tongue
and then his fingers, as Pierce’s body opened fatiyitch to
enter. Mitch surprised Pierce with a full erectssimulated with
the warm oil that had brought him so much pleashedirst time.
Pierce let out a loud noise that sounded like “Klifdut Mitch
couldn’t be sure. He was too caught up in thequieathat
Pierce’s body was giving him, and the feel of Reésduttocks in
his hands, as he couldn’t stop stroking them. ceigras clawing at
the rug as Mitch entered him again and again. iVBtbeart was
beating fast as the tightness of Pierce was brgnlgim closer and
closer to his own explosion. He wanted Piercentovkno greater
pleasure than the feel of his hardness deep whihin Mitch
turned Pierce onto his side and lifted Pierce’shigy, and entered
him. Mitch could see Pierce’s face with a looloojasmic
pleasure on it. “Look at me, baby.” Pierce lookéthim. “Do
you like it?” Mitch never stopped his thrusts asdsked. All
Pierce could do was gasp and moan as Mitch reableddner
place that made Pierce feel like a man. Mitch egaé Pierce’s
ass, and then with the thrust that resulted inx@tosive orgasm,
held onto Pierce’s leg as he filled Pierce’s insaice with the
love and desire for him that he had been waitimgHis very night



to give. Pierce was breathing harder than he leagras Mitch lay
on his side and held him close. Mitch kissed R¥srcheek, and
they embraced each other until morning. That weelet Bloedel
Reserve brought Mitch and Pierce closer to eacérdttan they
had ever been.

The following week Mitch knew how he wanted to hono
his mom and dad. He approached Pierce with thewdi a
surprise visit to the inn at 4:30 a.m. Over aieathan usual first
cup of coffee, Mitch told Pierce that he wanteduim his country
home into a bed and breakfast. He wanted to dexiriske
Pierce had decorated his inn, with Pierce’s bealyteintings
adorning each room. He wanted to serve his moudnng
pancakes with his homemade strawberry syrup to ¢ueists each
morning. “We’ll make the property the perfect gedy for lovers,
just as Bloedel had been for my parents year gétar, and just as
it had been for us over this past weekend. Itbella place where
all who stay here can feel as if they are lookinthamselves in a
two way mirror; as they are, and as they would tikbe.” Pierce
listened intently. “Sounds great, Mitch, soundsag” Pierce saw
a new light in Mitch’s eyes, and in those eyesd¢@ieould see his
own two way mirror.

~B.K. Wright~
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“History is written by the victors. That which society
does not want known is omitted. Such is the history of male
love which has been revered and prevalent in societies from
the earliest times of record. The fictional stories of male love
by B.K. Wright convey the message that gay men are entitled
to the love of a significant other with whom they can share
friendship and intimacy to the fullest degree of their

choosing.” N
~B.K. Wright~

Male Love

“I' am the Love that Dare not Speak its Name.”

“Two Loves”
~Lord Alfred Douglas~

Among the Greeks, male love did more than dare
speak its name; it fairly shouted it from the rooftops. It was
one of the fundamental traditions of Greek life, one practiced
and enjoyed to the fullest. Indeed, it was a social must which
no poet, no philosopher, no artist disdained to explore. It
was discussed in public as a matter of course and included in
the reflections of the greatest minds.

~The World History of Male Love~
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