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“You okay?”  Tyler Jones asked his best friend. Stupid question.  Of course 

Dante wasn’t.  His dad had a stroke and was lying in a hospital bed close to 

death. 

“Yeah,” Dante said, his voice strained enough to hear over the cell 

connection.  “I’m coming home.”  

Tyler both was, and wasn’t, surprised.  Dante had stayed away for ten 

years— left the day after high school graduation and never came back. But as 

much as his family treated him like shit, he wasn’t the kind of guy who’d leave a 

continental divide if it could be mended.   

Tyler propped his hip against the linoleum kitchen counter in his small ranch 

house a couple of blocks away from his shop.  “What do you need?” 

A long pause, then Dante cleared his throat.  “A place to stay.”   

“You don’t even have to ask.” It might have been a long time but it changed 

nothing.   

It didn’t matter that Dante lived in New York, in a world filled with photo 

shoots, art gallery openings and the type of clubs Tyler had only seen in movies, 

while he’d never left the small South Carolina town where they’d grown up. 

Dante had seen the whole world while Tyler couldn’t think of one significant 

thing that had happened to him since he’d graduated high school.   

Time, distance, and circumstance didn’t matter.  

It had been ten years and Tyler still talked to Dante more than any of the 

guys he hung out with at the local tavern on Friday and Saturday nights.  “My 

extra room even has a bed now.”   

Dante laughed, the heaviness from a second ago lifting.  “Fuck, it’s almost 

like you’re becoming an adult.”   

“Don’t get too excited, I’m not sure I have sheets. Or a blanket. Or an extra 

pillow.” 
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“Hey, as long as it’s not my old man’s house, I’ll sleep on the floor.”   

The strain once again threaded through the line.  “Are you sure you want to 

do this?”  

“No,” Dante said, his tone harsh. “But I don’t have a choice.”  

“Did you call your mom?”  

Dead. Silence. “Yeah.”   

Tyler didn’t ask, he already knew how it went.  

Another throat clear.  “She told me not to come.”  

“Sorry, man.” Tyler didn’t know what else to say.  He didn’t know how 

Dante kept at it.  Or why.  Tyler was stubborn with too much pride for his own 

good. He’d have said fuck ‘em a long time ago, but then again, he didn’t have to 

deal with a family who’d kicked him out of the house when he was eighteen.    

“I have to try.”  

“I know.”  Tyler shook his head, a hot ball of anger forming in his stomach.  

“It’s this town, you know that.”   

“I’m their son.” A simple statement that said everything.  

Tyler rubbed the back of his neck. “It shouldn’t fucking matter. But they 

grew up here and don’t know anything but this small town mentality.”  

“Are you making excuses for them?” Dante’s voice rose, taking on the edge of 

meanness that signaled someone on the prowl for a fight.  

Hell, maybe he was.  Not that Tyler agreed with narrow mindedness, he 

didn’t, but still felt compelled to offer Dante some sort of it’s-not-you-it’s-them-

pep-talk. “No. I’m just saying they’re too damn stupid to know better.”  

“You live in that town, and you’re not too damn stupid to know better.”  

Tyler shrugged and ran a hand through his short brown hair.  “Hey, you like 

to suck cock, there’s worse things in the world. Doesn’t seem worth losing a 

twenty-eight year old friendship over.”   
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A bark of laughter. “Leave it to you to break it down to the simplest common 

denominator.” 

“I’m a simple guy.”  

Dante didn’t speak for a good thirty seconds and all Tyler heard was his slow 

even breath over the line.  “Are you sure, Ty?”  

“About what? Me being simple?”   

“No. Me staying. I don’t want to cause trouble for you.”  

Tyler snorted.  “Don’t worry about it. Most of the crazy is in the generation 

before us. Sure, we’ve still got our fair share of red necks, but anyone you’d care 

to see is gonna be cool. Besides most of them probably don’t even know, it’s not 

like your parents are out on Main Street wearing my son’s gay t-shirts.”  

“True,” Dante said, his voice going thoughtful.  “But I won’t pretend either.”  

“Don’t expect you too.” 

“Some people are gonna get ideas.”   

“Nah, you’re way too pretty for me. Everybody knows that.”  It was the 

truth. Dante’s looks were almost godlike. Even at eighteen people used to stop 

and watch him as he walked down the street. Girls, back when he swung that 

way, turned to puddles at his feet. Not that Tyler had any problems in the 

woman department, he had his own brand of hard eyed, dominant arrogance 

that melted most resistance, but he didn’t come close to Dante.  

“Don’t knock the looks. They pay the rent.”  His face, in all its chiseled, eye 

rolling perfection, graced magazine ads for some of the world’s top designers.  

“Hell, man, somebody has too. Keeps you honest.”  

“And who keeps you honest, Tyler?” Dante asked, his tone peculiar.  

Tyler’s head cocked trying to catch the undertone of the words.  “Nobody 

needs to. I’m just a regular joe. When does your plane get in? I’ll pick you up.”   

“No you don’t have to, it’s too far.” 
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“Fuck you. Don’t be a girl.”  

Dante sighed. “Fine, my plane gets in at eleven.”   

“I’ll be there.”   

Another long pause before Dante said, “Thanks. For everything.”  

“Anytime.”   

Tyler hung up to the phone and walked through his small twelve hundred 

square foot house to the living room that sported a sixty-inch flat screen far too 

big for the space, an old nicked up wooden coffee table, and dark brown 

sectional sofa. He kicked back and picked up the remote before glancing at the 

laptop.  He turned on the TV and flipped the station to ESPN.   

The laptop nagged at him in that way it sometimes did after he got off the 

phone with Dante.  He didn’t want to, but reached for it, giving in far quicker 

than usual. It was pointless to resist, and he wanted the memory of his peculiar 

actions gone by the time he had to pick up his friend.   

He flipped open the screen, balancing the computer on his stomach and 

pushing the power button. He waited for it to chug through the start up with an 

impatience that irritated him.  When the machine was finally done, he opened 

Google and typed in Dante Sarafino, switching over to images once the results 

came up.  

Picture after picture filled the screen.  

Tyler asked himself the same question he asked every time he gave into the 

urge. Why? It was such an odd thing to do. His current theory was it put a 

visual to the voice he talked to so frequently.  Of course, it didn’t explain what 

he sometimes did after, but he’d given it a lot of thought and was sure he liked 

women.  He was a pragmatic guy. He’d tested the theory and watched gay porn 

a few times, but even the pretty ones hadn’t attracted him.  He hadn’t been 
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disgusted like a lot of straight guys were, instead he’d been mildly curious and 

watched it with a certain amount of detachment.   

He might be a grease monkey, but he was prone to introspection.  He liked 

esoteric philosophical shit and wasn’t scared to delve into his own mind and face 

his demons the way some people were. Not that he’d ever use words like esoteric 

with his Friday night crowd and maybe that’s why he’d always stayed tight with 

Dante.   

He was the only person Ty could really talk to.   

The only person who seemed interested in what he had to say. When he 

stumbled through reading Plato’s, The Republic, the guy listened without making 

any stupid ass remarks like most people in this town would. Sometimes he’d ask 

Tyler what he was reading and a week later Dante would call having caught up 

to where he was so they could debate the thoughts rolling around in his 

overactive mind. 

He scrolled through the thumbnails until he found his favorite and clicked 

the picture, letting the image fill the screen.  Dante was leaning back on a couch, 

one hand behind his head, the warm glow of his skin a contrast to the 

stylistically messy, midnight black of his hair.  His piercing, arctic blue eyes 

seemed to bore right into Tyler and the mischievous smile on his lips made Tyler 

feel like Dante knew what he’d been up to.   

He had one knee propped up while the other foot rested on the floor.  The ad 

was for a pair of jeans that rode low on his hips, halfway undone to show the cut 

of his hip. The flat, sculpted planes of his abdomen and broad chest peeked 

through the crisp, white unbuttoned shirt he wore.  He looked glossy and 

sophisticated and distinctly sexual.  
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Tyler couldn’t deny the picture made his cock twitch.  Something about the 

look on Dante’s face, and splay of his body reminded Ty of when they use to 

jerk together in high school and he figured that’s what cause the sexual stirring.     

His erection gained steam as he remembered the way Dante’s fingers curled 

around his own shaft as he pumped his cock.  It had been completely 

mesmerizing and Tyler had often watched the lightening fast movement of 

Dante’s wrist as he stroked himself instead of the porn they’d been watching.  

Tyler didn’t know if it was strange that he could recall the exact details of 

their teenage masturbation sessions with such clarity, but he didn’t think so.  

After all he could still recall with perfect clarity the shape and fullness of Tiffany 

Stevens ripe fifteen-year-old tits while they fooled around in her basement after 

school.  Could still remember her raspberry tinted nipples and the way they felt 

in his mouth as he sucked on them for the first time. Still got hot over the 

breathy little moans she’d made as made her cum under the blankets while they 

were supposed to be watching a movie. 

It made sense to him that he could recall the same for the first, and only, dick 

he’d ever seen that closely.  During those heated, horny exchanges they’d never 

touched. Just jerked off side by side watching his dad’s stolen porn with only 

the occasional glance of their muscled thighs.  Sure, he’d forget to watch the 

movie sometimes, his gaze glued to his friend’s grip and the sight of that angry 

ruddy head dripping with pre-cum.  And maybe he’d gotten a little carried away 

with the dirty talk sometimes, but that was to be expected— he’d been a 

teenager.  

Tyler’s own cock jerked in the memory, becoming an incessant ache as 

Dante’s blue arctic gaze heated him up, despite his heterosexuality.  He shifted 

his now too heavy balls, gritting his teeth. Sometimes he’d stare at this image 
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and stroke until he came in a hard rush, keeping his mind blank enough not to 

think about the why.  

But today wasn’t that day.  

Not with Dante invading his house in less than twenty-four hours.  

 

*** 

 

Dante’s already tight stomach knotted as he climbed into Tyler’s pickup 

truck.  He closed the door and the resounding slam echoed in his head like a 

prisoner being locked in his jail cell for the first time.  The scenery— both 

outside and in this truck sitting beside him— was both achingly familiar and 

jarringly foreign.   

Strange. Like a dream and reality mixed into one.   

Tyler cocked his head, shooting him a sidelong glance.  “Fuckin’ weird, huh?”  

“Yeah.” Dante grinned, the tension easing they way it always did when he 

talked to Ty.  “Like I saw you yesterday and I’ve never seen you before.”  

“Ten years will do that, I suppose.” Tyler turned the key in the ignition and 

the engine roared to life. “Where too, my man? Bar, home, or hospital?”  

Part of Dante wanted to go straight to the hospital and get the 

disappointment over with.  He didn’t have any delusions that the graveness of 

his father’s condition would change his mind about disowning his gay son, but 

Dante couldn’t seem to let go of the hope. The idea that his deeply religious 

parents would some day forgive him was a dream he continued to harbor, 

despite evidence to the contrary. He could let the hope live a bit longer.  

He shrugged.  “Have you got booze at home?”   
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“Depends on your drink of choice,” Tyler said in that gruff no nonsense way 

he had, rubbing a big hand over a dark brown, stubbled jaw that had seen five 

o’clock ages ago.    

For a moment, Dante forgot everything and just took in the man next to him.  

Ty’d been eighteen the last he’d seen him. Full of youthful, cocky arrogance, an 

easy grin, and all American, captain of the football team good looks. The years 

had only been good to him. The fullness in his cheeks had disappeared, leaving 

behind a sculpted cheekbones and jaw that erased the boyishness of his features. 

At six-four he’d only grown broader, more powerfully muscled with none of his 

former teenage lankiness.  

He was devastatingly male. Totally different from the guys he hung out with.  

Tyler probably never even looked in a mirror, let alone been groomed. He 

wasn’t pretty or cultured, there was nothing urban about him, nothing effected.   

He was just pure, walking, talking, testosterone dripping sex.   

And he was straight.   

As tragic as that was, Dante had given up deluding himself that their teenage 

curiosity would turn into more, about ten minutes after he stepped off the bus in 

the big bad city and realized there were plenty of fish in the gay sea. These days 

he focused on the things he could have, instead of thinking about the things he’d 

only imagined he’d lost.   

Easier. Smarter. With a hell of a lot less emotional drama.  

Ty cocked a brow in silent question and his biceps rippled as he palmed the 

gearshift, patiently waiting for Dante to answer.   

“Red wine?”  Dante asked.    

Ty’s brow furrowed and he shrugged one shoulder. “I’ve got beer or Jack, 

take your pick.” He pointed to the truck’s digital clock.  “Too late to get 

anything else.”  



 

10 

A smile spread over Dante’s lips.  “Jack it is. Much quicker than beer.”  

With a decisive nod, Tyler threw the truck into drive and Dante turned to 

look out the window, soaking in the memories of his childhood and remembering 

a life that felt like it belonged to someone else.  Trying to forget that he was 

going to have to see a family that wanted nothing to do with him tomorrow.  

 

*** 

 

Three hours and far too much Jack Daniels later Tyler cast another covert 

glance at Dante as they watched a hockey game.  Despite all the pictures he’d 

looked at, they hadn’t done his friend justice, and his head was far too fuzzy to 

give a shit that he was staring. The guy was fascinating to watch. Like a living 

sculpture crafted by one of the masters Dante loved so much.  His movements 

were all city now, smooth and refined.  And even wearing black knit pullover 

and jeans he looked sophisticated in a way Tyler could never be.  

Truth be told, sitting next to Dante he felt kind of like a hick. It bothered 

him. He was small town and liked it that way.  He’d never coveted that glossy 

world Dante lived in.  

Dante caught him staring. His grin was pure, sloppy drunk.  “What?”  The 

word slurring just enough to hint at his long ago dropped southern drawl.   

Ty blinked himself out of his trance and shrugged. “Nothing, just seems 

strange to have you sitting here is all.”  

“Not sure I’m real?” He dropped his head back against the couch, his cheek 

resting on the cushion.  Those piercing blue eyes seemed far more intense in 

person, framed by eyelashes too long to be decent on a guy.     

Disconcerted he paid attention to a guy’s eyelashes at all; he scrubbed a hand 

over his jaw. “I almost miss having a phone between us.”  



 

11 

Dante’s long fingers were curled around his tumbler, and resting against his 

flat stomach, the smoky amber liquid swayed back and forth gently as he 

breathed.  He might as well have stepped out of an advertisement for high-class 

booze. “Why’s that?”  

Because it was easier to forget over the phone that he didn’t quite see Dante 

as a straight guy should, but he couldn’t say that.  Instead, Ty settled for a half 

truth. “Easier to forget how different we are, I guess. With you sitting here it’s 

hard to forget you’re not from around here anymore. You’ve changed, and the 

rest of us have all stayed the same.”  

Dante took a long drink and squinted at the TV.  “I don’t think we’re that 

different. Clothes don’t make the man and all that.”  

Not knowing what to say, Ty didn’t say anything, just turned back to the 

game.  Five minutes passed filled with an awkward silence, made all the more 

awkward by the fact that they didn’t have this problem on the phone.  

“I know what you mean though,” Dante said, taking another swig of Jack.  

“It’s not quite comfortable, is it?” 

“No, it’s not.”   

“It’s not because of me, is it?”  

Tyler shook his head and rolled his eyes.  “Get over yourself.”  

“It occurred as we were sitting here this is the first time you’ve seen me since 

you found out.”  

Tyler jerked his head and narrowed his eyes and something in Dante’s 

expression flickered.  “Are you trying to pick a fight with me?”  

Another flutter behind those pale eyes. “No.”  

That dominant part of him, that shouldn’t be rearing it’s head in his friend’s 

presence, flamed to life.  He gave him a long, slow once over. “You don’t scare 

me Dante.”  
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“You’re wrong, you know.” Dante’s pupils dilated, telling Ty everything he 

needed to know.  

“About what?”  

 “You are different.”  

“Nah.” Tyler scrubbed a hand through is hair trying to snap himself out of 

this strange mood he was in.   

“You’re all man now. When I left you were a boy.”  

“I guess I hadn’t thought about it, since I’ve seen pictures of you, but you 

haven’t seen me since I was eighteen.”  

“You’ve seen pictures of me?” Dante’s voice turned lazy.   

“‘Course,” Ty said, casually, as though it wasn’t strange. 

A satisfied smile.  “Really now. Interesting.”  

“Don’t look so smug, like you wouldn’t have looked if I was splashed all over 

a bunch of magazines.”   

“Oh, I’d look.”  Dante chuckled. “But that doesn’t count.” 

  Wanting to change the subject Tyler asked, “Do you like it? Modeling that 

is? Don’t think I ever asked.”  

“No.”  The word clipped.  

“Then why do it?”   

Dante shrugged and took another healthy slug of alcohol.  “When I started I 

didn’t know what else to do. I was alone with no money and no skills.  It was 

either that or blow married guys in bathroom stalls for cash. I picked modeling.”  

They’d lost touch those first few years Dante had been gone after his parent’s 

had kicked him out with only the clothes on his back.  When they’d first 

reconnected, Ty’d tried to ask him about what happened but Dante’d refused to 

discuss it. He’d left it alone not wanting to pry.   

He nodded. “Good choice.”  
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“Now it’s for money.” Dante shook his head, a small, cruel smirk sliding over 

his lips.  “Not that far from prostitution after all.”  

Dante wasn’t bitter by nature, and Ty figured it was the combination of stress 

and liquor causing the mood.  “You could do something else.”   

“Yeah, like what?”   

“Don’t know, but there’s always options.”  

“What about you? Cause I know you didn’t want to be a mechanic growing 

up.”  

“I’m fine.” Ty shrugged.  No, he hadn’t, but life had other plans for him and 

he didn’t see the point in complaining. “I played the cards I was dealt.”  

“Don’t you ever want to get out of this town?”   

“I can’t even imagine it.” Not sure if it depressed him that he couldn’t.   

“You could come to New York and stay with me.”   

Tyler laughed at the craziness of that idea.  “And do what?”   

“I’m sure you could come up with something.  Don’t you think you’re wasting 

that brain of yours?”  

“Liking to read isn’t the same as having a brain.”  God, this topic was making 

his head hurt.  He drained his glass and plopped onto the table in front of him. 

“Too drunk to have this conversation.”  

“All right then.” Dante smiled, his teeth white and perfect. “It occurs to me I 

have no idea what straight guys talk about when they’re drunk?”  

Tyler laughed. “That’s easy. Women and sports.”  

Dante stretched his long, leanly muscled legs out in front of him.   “We’re 

already watching hockey, so that one’s down. I guess that leaves women.  Tell 

me about the girl you’re currently fucking.”  

Ty couldn’t remember the last time they’d discussed anything that had to do 

with relationships or sex. It was one of those off limit subjects they silently 
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agreed not to talk about. He cocked a brow. “How do you know I’m fucking 

anyone?”   

Dante snorted.  “Because I’ve got eyes and know a thing or two about men.”  

The statement intrigued Tyler far more than it should and the desire to ask 

what he saw too tempting for comfort, so he ran with the opening of women and 

didn’t look back.  “Remember, Katie Cassidy?”  

Dante scrubbed a hand over his jaw and squinted.  “Blonde, big tits?”   

“That’s the one. I screw her on a semi-regular basis.”  

“What’s semi-regular mean?”  

Ty slanted a glance in his friend’s direction.  “Whenever I get the urge to tie 

her up and pound into her.” 

“Really now?” Dante’s brows rose.  “Kinky.”   

“Not really, she’s a little tame for my taste.”  

Dante had been in the middle of taking a sip of Jack and started to sputter 

and cough, sitting up as he tried to catch his breath.  

Tyler reached over and pounded him on the back.  “Geez, what kind of sex 

are you having? Sounds pretty boring if a little bondage causes you to choke.”  

Dante coughed a few more times before seeming to compose himself.  “No, 

sorry, you just caught me off guard.”  

“You sound surprised.” 

Dante leaned back against the couch, fluid and graceful as a lapping wave. “I 

guess I’m not now that I’m thinking about it.  You’ve got dominant written all 

over you.”  

“Nah, it’s nothing like that, I just want what I want when I want it.”  

Another spurt of laughter. “What do you think dominant is?”  

True, he hadn’t really thought of it like that.  “I meant I don’t get all formal 

about it, walking around expecting girls to call me master or any shit like that.”  
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Dante’s eyes met his, so intensely blue Tyler resisted the urge to look away.  

“You just like a good hard fuck where you’re in complete control and calling all 

the shots.”  

His cock jerked to life as the words stirred something deep inside him. He 

could actually feel that impassive, mean expression slide unbidden over his face.  

“Something wrong with that?”  

 

*** 

Dante wasn’t sure if he was actually catching a vibe from Tyler or if his 

drunken brain was playing tricks on him.  Had to be tricks.  He’d never been 

anything but crystal clear that his friend was straight.  

But something about that half-lidded, almost cocky expression begged to be 

played with. Challenged.  Unless it was his imagination.  He tried to clear the 

cobwebs from his brain, what was wrong with him?  Of course it was his 

imagination. A couple hours back in this town and he was already falling into 

old, bad patterns.  

Dante slowly shook his head.  “Nope. Nothing at all. I lean that way myself.”   

Tyler crossed his arms over his wide chest, his gaze flicking dismissively over 

Dante’s body.  He knew that look. He’d given it himself but before he could 

think too much about it, Ty said, “Now that surprises me.”  

The alcohol betrayed him, causing a spike of indignation. “Why?”  

One big shoulder shrugged. “For one thing, you’re so fucking pretty.”  

Dante knew better than to raise to the bait, but couldn’t seem to help himself. 

“You think pretty, gay men can’t be masculine?” 

“I didn’t say you weren’t masculine,” Tyler said, in a slow, deliberate tone. 

“Sounds more like your judgment then mine.”  

The statement threw him. Irritated him.  “Pretty is a feminine term.”  
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“Sorry if I offended you, it wasn’t intentional. There’s nothing girlish about 

you.” Tyler’s gaze flicked over him and an involuntary shiver raced down 

Dante’s spine. “But I stand by my statement, you are pretty.”  

The topic of conversation was throwing Dante off balance and he didn’t like 

it.  The advantage of being pretty was he was the one doing the throwing. He 

took another swig of the brown liquor that had tasted like hell to him three 

hours ago but now was liquid gold. He swallowed and said,  “No prettier than 

you are.”  

“I’m not pretty,” Ty said, not sounding at all put off by the statement.  “And 

you’d be hard pressed to find someone who’d disagree.”  

Desperate to feel back in control of the situation, Dante said, “Ty, there’s not 

a man or woman alive that would look at you and not think about sex. You’re 

practically dripping with it, and that’s a lot more compelling…” He pointed to 

his face that had been both a blessing and a curse in this life.  “Than a pretty 

face.”  

Tyler blinked, his shoulders jerking a bit, but he didn’t drop that dominant 

expression.  Instead, his muscles relaxed and his eyelids drooped even further. 

“Yeah, I am a good lay.”  

Dante laughed, shaking his head.  “Doesn’t surprise me one bit that you’d 

think so.”  

“Call up Katie and ask her. I don’t mind.”   

“No need, I remember girl’s singing your praises back in high school.”  

Tyler tossed him a smug, arrogant smile that stirred his blood, even though it 

shouldn’t.  “I won’t say what I heard about you.”  

Dante threw up his arms.  “For fuck’s sake I was gay, it was hard to work up 

the proper interest.”  
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They both laughed then their attention shifted back to the game where they 

watched in silence for a good five minutes before Ty’s statement started to irk 

him again.  He’d said, for one thing. What did that mean? Logic dictated Dante 

leave it alone, but the day had been stressful with the news about his dad, his 

flight back home, and seeing Ty again for the first time in far too long.  At this 

point he was a mess of emotions.  He cast a side ways glance at him.  “What are 

the other things?”  

“Huh?”  Ty asked. 

“You said for one thing, what are the other things that made you surprised 

about my preference.”  

Ty scrubbed a hand over his jaw.  “Call it a hunch.”  

“But what makes you think that?”  

“Don’t know, just your expression, the defensiveness when I called you 

pretty.”  

Dante’s eyes narrowed. Why the hell had he brought it up?”  “I wasn’t 

defensive.”  

“You weren’t apathetic either.”  

“So? Maybe I don’t like the stereotype.” 

A hint of a smirk slid over Ty’s full, oh so masculine lips. “Maybe.”   

Drop it.  Dante clenched his teeth and tried to relax into the cushions. “What 

else?” 

Ty was quiet for a good thirty seconds before he turned those dark, all too 

knowing eyes on him. “Maybe I’m surprised because I seem to remember issuing 

the orders way back when.”   

Dante’s erection went from half-mast, to full on at the mention of those 

forbidden masturbation sessions that confirmed every one of his doubts about 
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being a heterosexual.  Even though he could recall every detail, he’d somehow 

conveniently blocked out the way Tyler use to dominant the proceedings.  

He feigned casual, stretching out his legs and crossing his ankles. “Yeah, well, 

that was just because I was too afraid if I took control you’d figure out how gay 

I was.”  

Tyler chuckled and shook his head.   

“What’s so funny?”   

“Ironic is all. That’s when I figured out I liked being in control. I’d never had 

dared talked that way to a girl.”  

Dante’s lips twitched in a smile. “You were pretty filthy.” 

“Yeah, still am,” Ty said, his gaze drifting back to his friend.  “So you like to 

top?”  

The question should have calmed his nerves, but didn’t.  He’d never really 

given much thought about his preference. When he’d immersed himself in the 

scene it had to some extent been assumed. As Ty pointed out, while his face 

never left him without guys who wanted to fuck him, he wasn’t particularly 

effeminate and at six-two he towered over his fair share of men.  It had been 

such a relief to finally feel in control for once in his life and he’d never wanted to 

be without that control again. He nodded. “Yeah.” 

“What does that mean, in your world?”  

“It means I usually do the fucking.”   

“You’ve never been fucked?” Ty shifted on the couch, his expression seemed 

genuinely curious. 

“I have been,” Dante said, a little dizzy, as excitement started to pound 

through is veins. “But it’s not a rule.”  

“When?” One word phrased in a question, but it sounded a hell of a lot like a 

command.  
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It lit him up in away he hadn’t experienced in a long, long time. Shaking him.   

Ty raised a brow.   

Mouth suddenly dry, Dante swallowed as it occurred to him that his friend 

wasn’t intimidated by him, or his looks, like a lot of people were.  It felt… 

strange. And he realized he’d become dependent on it, like a security blanket.  It 

was a layer of protection he needed. He swallowed. “I don’t remember.”  

“Tell me.” It wasn’t a request, although his inflection hadn’t changed.  

Dante searched through his memory and finally recalled the last time.  “A 

couple years ago.” 

“And why did you let him?”  

“Why are you asking?” The conversation making him vulnerable.  

“Because I want to know.”  

“You ask a lot of questions for a straight guy.”  

Ty’s eyes hardened, taking on a steely quality that made Dante want to melt. 

He leaned forward, moving just slightly into his space. “I’m not afraid of you 

being gay, Dante. I never have been and that’s not going to change.”  

Dante licked his lips and Tyler tracked his movements, distinctly predatory.  

What in the hell was going on here?    

“Now tell me.”  

“His name was Kevin.  I’d been seeing him for about six months and he asked 

me. It didn’t seem like a hard thing to give him if it made him happy.”  

Tyler looked at him for a very, very long time his eyes assessing, his jaw set, 

his expression like sex and sin and all kinds of wicked.  Finally he said, “We’re 

drunk.”  

“Yeah.” Breathing a sigh of relief.  

“It’s time for bed. I’ll show you to your room.”  Tyler stood up, straightening 

to all six-foot-four inches and walked out of the living room.  
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Dante had no real choice but to follow.   

Ty pointed out the bathroom and the linen closet, before pointing to the 

empty bedroom. Despite his earlier proclamation it had sheets, a blanket and a 

pillow.  “Need any thing?”  

Unfamiliar nervousness jumped in his belly. “No.”  

“Holler if you do.” Tyler started walking the short distance to his room then 

stopped on a dime and craned his neck over his shoulder.  “And Dante.”  

“Yeah?”   

“You’re not a top.” And with that, Tyler turned and walked into his bedroom, 

closing the door behind him.   

 

   


