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An omen

It’s the middle of winter and all the windows are

closed. I am lying on my bed, listening to a fat

bee fly around my home.

I feel sure that it wasn’t here before he arrived.

It must have snuck its way in on his clothes, and

then crawled out at some point between him

taking them off and putting them back on to

leave.



The Arboretum

When we finish our coffees, I suggest to Lee that

we go for a walk in the Arboretum. He laughs

and tells me that he hasn’t been there in years.

Not since he was a teenager. Not since he was

there with Matthew, who, now that he thinks

about it, looked exactly like me.

He had hopped the park fence on his evening

walk home, and seen Matthew with his girlfriend.

And then he had seen him another evening, on

the same bench, but this time alone; they had

ended up sitting there together, and kissing. And

then they kept meeting there, sucking each

others’ cocks and trying to fuck each other

(“Brave little soldiers, no one told us about

lube!”)

When school ended, they parted ways. Lee saw

him once more in town, but Matthew was with



his girlfriend, and so ignored him.

We leave the café and slowly make our way to the

Arboretum. We sit on a bench. We talk. We kiss.



What

Jack cooked risotto with asparagus and cherry

tomatoes. After we ate, he took me to his

bedroom to rim me. What was it about the way

he was looking up at me that made me turn

away?



Many things at once

The man who I hope might become my

boyfriend pauses while rimming me to tell me

there is blood coming out of my ass. We pause,

change our position, hold each other, and kiss.

And we talk. Not about the blood, but about the

last time we had sex, when he choked me with

his dick. It’s not that I didn’t like it – me on my

knees, him gripping my head and slowly fucking

my throat, occasionally letting me pull myself

away from his cock to retch – it just left me

feeling a bit shaken. I’m happy for us to go there,

I say, it’s just that I need to make sure that

afterwards I feel looked after.

You can only talk about so many things at once.

We didn’t get to the blood, but I think it was still

a good chat, because later while he’s fucking my

throat he tells me that I’m a good lad.



Which feels nice. He had listened, and even

though not everything is perfect, he’s making an

effort. There can be another chat some other

time. And then I remember that he’d also

mentioned feeling the occasional worry that he’s

not doing a good enough job. So maybe before

we get to the blood thing or anything else, I want

to ask him more about that.

There will always be more to talk about. There

will never be a time when it’s all sorted. I’m so

excited about all the things we can ask of each

other. All the things we can shift. I’m excited

about the idea of calling this man my boyfriend.

Perhaps, if we are still seeing each other in a

couple of weeks, we can have a chat about that

too.



Snow

When he opens the door for me to leave, we see

that the street is covered in thick white snow. It’s

as simple as that – a few hours of touching and

being touched in the close quiet warmth of his

home – and the world is transformed.






