


 
 
 
 
 
Patrickõs best friend, Josh, offered to take Patrick 
home to spend the summer. With a job in a 
restaurant and free room and board with Joshõs 
father on the ranch, it seemed like a pleasant 
alternative to the city.  

Patrick had been warned that there probably 
wouldnõt be a lot of hot young men around for the 
picking, but Josh never prepared him for Dakota.  

Dakota was all Patrick could have wanted in a 
man and more. A big strong, cowboy with a 
smooth charm that would have melted butter , the 
heat between them was electric, and when the big 
Wyoming sky grew dark there would be no use 
denying the secret desires Patrick harboured for 
his best friendõs father.  
But is passion enough when Dakotaõs dark past 

is still very much a source of bitterness for Josh, 
and a young manõs best friend, falls hopelessly in 
love with his father?  
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Chapter One  
 
 

osh had always been rather mysterious about his 
family  and thatõs why  Patrick had been so 

surprised when heõd been invited  to spend the 
summer with  Josh in his hometown  of Mills , a 
small place with  a population  of about six 
thousand in Wyoming . 

Heõd met Josh Bailey two  years ago at the 
University  of Denver. They were both studying  
marketing.  Josh would  have been the love of his 
life  if  not for  one thingñhe was straight.  But Josh 
didnõt even blink  when Patrick told  him  he was 
gay. They became fast friends, almost like  
brothers, and they told  each other everything,  
even about their  sexual adventures or lack thereof. 

Josh had lined  up a summer job for  both of 
them at his auntõs restaurant and motel back 
home. òIt  will  be easy,ó he said. òSome waiting  on 
tables, maybe cleaning up the cabins. We mostly  
get locals in the summer, very  few tourists.ó 
òWill  we live  in the hotel?ó 

J 



DJ Manly

 
 

2 

òNo, weõll  stay with  my dad. He lives a few 
miles out of town.ó 

Patrick knew a little  bit  about Joshõs dad, but he 
never mentioned his mother much. His parents 
were divorced  and she didnõt seem to have much 
contact with  Josh. òYour dad wonõt mind?ó 
òNo, I talked to him  the other day. Heõs glad 

Iõm coming home this summer. The house is big, 
four  bedrooms, and heõs all alone up there.ó 
òDidnõt you tell  me your  father was a teacher?ó 
Josh looked away. òThat was a long time ago. 

He doesnõt teach anymore. He has some cattle and 
he writes  articles for  magazines on education and 
such.ó 
òOh. Thatõs cool.ó 
Patrick was born and bred in Denver. His  

parents ran a travel  agency and they traveled a lot. 
Last summer, he and Josh had worked  for  his 
parents, giving  tours around Denver, but this 
summer, they wanted to get out of the city. He 
knew that theyõd have a good time together 
wherever they were. òI suppose I wonõt find  any 
hot, gay men in this little  hometown  of yours?ó he 
teased. 

Josh gave him  a sympathetic look. òProbably 
none that would  admit  to it  and I wouldnõt go 
around advertising  it  too much if  I were you. Mill s 
isnõt Denver.ó 
òDonõt worry.  I wonõt embarrass you.ó 
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òPat,ó Josh said, òIõm not ashamed to be your  
friend.  I just donõt want  you to set yourself  up.ó 
òI get you.ó 
òLook, free room and board and a paying  job in 

a place where we wonõt have a chance to blow  it  
all this time. Remember last summer?ó 
òYep, money went  as fast as I earned it,ó 

Patrick laughed. 
 
Two weeks later, Patrick got on a plane with  

Josh and they flew  from  Denver to Casper. The 
flight  took less than three hours, but Patrick felt  
like  heõd landed at the end of the earth. òItõs 
another forty -five-minute  drive  from  here,ó Josh 
told  him  as they got off  the plane. Sensing 
Patrickõs mood, he said, òIf we ever get cabin 
fever, Iõm sure Dad will  let us borrow  the vehicle 
and we can come into Casper.ó 
òCasper is pretty  big, right?ó Patrick inquired,  

following  his friend  to the luggage carrousel. 
òAbout  fifty  thousand people. Itõs the second 

largest city  in Wyoming,  known  mainly  for  the oil  
industry.  Now,  my dad should be around  here 
somewhere,ó Josh glanced around. òHe said heõd 
meet us here. He might  be a little  late due to the 
traffic.  It  is five oõclock. Ah,  thatõs your  bag,ó he 
pointed  out. 

Patrick grabbed his and then saw Joshõs. He 
picked that one up as well.  
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òLook, have a seat, stay with  the bags and Iõll  
give him  a call.ó 
òDonõt you have your  cell?ó 
òOut of money,ó he smirked.  
Patrick laughed. òMine  is here somewhere.ó He 

began to unzip  his bag. 
òForget it . Iõll  use the pay phone.ó He went 

sauntering off  around the corner while  Patrick 
took a seat with  the bags. He was content to sit 
there watching  the passengers stroll  by, listening  
to the calling  of flights , thinking  about how  good 
the fresh mountain  air was going to smell. 

His parents had thought  him  nuts for  wanting  
to spend the summer out here in some little  God-
forsaken place. His mother  offered to take him  to 
Paris with  her, but heõd been there before and 
after the hectic schedule heõd had at school this 
year, he was looking  forward  to a little  rest and 
relaxation. It  would  be nice to lead a quiet life, 
surround ed by nature and mountains.  

Suddenly, a man caught his attention . He was 
tall,  with  a mop of thick , black hair, roughly  
shaven. He was wearing  a pair  of black jeans with  
well -worn  cowboy boots. He had on a jean shirt , 
which  was neatly tucked in at his slim waist , and 
there was a big shiny silver  buckle on his belt , 
with  a picture  of a cowboy riding  a bull.  He was 
holding  a big, black Stetson in his hand. Yum. That 
was his kind  of cowboy. When he got closer, 
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Patrick realized that the man was headed straight  
for  him.  He could  see his eyes now.  They were 
blue with  shades of grey and clear like  the sky. 
òPatrick?ó he said. 
òAh,  yeah,ó he replied , jumping  to his feet. òDo 

I know  you?ó He didnõt, but he sure as hell  would  
have liked to. 
òIõm Dakota Bailey. People call me Dak,ó he 

held out his hand, òIõm Joshõs dad.ó 
Patrickõs mouth  fell  open. This is Joshõs dad? 

Patrick made an awkward  attempt to take his 
hand, but suddenly,  some classical song from  
Bach or Strauss or one of those people started to 
play . 
òExcuse me,ó Dak Bailey muttered  and took his 

phone out of his pocket. òHey, yeah, Iõm here,ó he 
said, smiling  at Patrick at the same time. òSorry, I 
just turned  my phone on. I found  your  friend , by 
the wayéokay.ó He closed the phone. òHeõs 
coming. Is that all the luggage you guys brought ?ó 
òUm, yeah. We traveled light,ó Patrick said 

with  a grin.  
Dak smiled back. 
Josh came around the corner as Dak Bailey, 

picked up both the bags. òHey, Dad,ó he said. 
Josh gave his father a brief  hug. 
Dak placed a hand on his sonõs shoulder. òHow  

you doing? How  was the flight?ó 
òGood,ó Josh said. òAre we all set?ó 
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òSure, the truck  is parked in the visitorõs lot.ó 
òOh damn, you had to pay for  parking,ó Josh 

commented as they followed  Dak outside. 
òItõs not so bad. Donõt worry  about it .ó 
òYou met Pat, right?ó 
òYeah,ó he said, turning  around and grinning  at 

him.  òPat or Patrick?ó 
òI answer to both.ó 
òYeah, especially if  thereõs food involved ,ó Josh 

sniggered. 
Patrick gave him  a shove. 
His father laughed. 
They walked  across the parking  lot, the sound 

of planes flying  over their  heads. Dak stopped at a 
black Cherokee Jeep. 
òIs this new?ó Josh asked his father. 
òBought her last month,ó he patted the hood. 
òDonõt you know  these things are no longer in 

style, Dad,ó Josh complained. òTheyõre 
environmentally  unfriendly  gas guzzlers.ó 
òYep, I know,ó he said, getting  behind the 

wheel as Josh climbed in beside his father and 
Patrick got into the backseat. òThatõs why  I got a 
good price.ó 
òItõs a wonder  you didnõt buy a Harley,  another 

sign of going through  a mid -life  crisis,ó Josh 
scoffed. 
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òAccording  to my son.ó Dak grinned . òIõm 
middle  aged now and Iõm supposed to take up 
crossword puzzles and sit beside the fire.ó 

Patrick laughed. òYou certainly  donõt look 
middle  aged, MréI mean, Dak.ó 
òI never said that,ó Josh protested. òItõs just 

hard to always have to act more mature than my 
own father.ó 

Patrick fell  quiet. 
Dak started the engine, choosing not to 

comment on his sonõs latest dig. 
Patrick sensed a lot  of animosity  coming from  

Josh toward  his father and he wasnõt quite sure 
why.  He seemed really  cool. 
òYou guys hungry?ó Dak asked suddenly  as he 

drove away from  the airport,  out onto the 
highway.  
òStarving,ó Patrick said. 
òOkay, well,  Josh, how about we treat Patrick to 

some rib -sticking  fried  chicken at that place just 
outside of Mill s?ó 
òI could go for  that,ó Josh said. 
òGreat. Chicken it  is,ó Dak replied.  òYou do like 

chicken?ó Dak glanced at Patrick in the rearview.  
òLove it.ó 
òAs long as itõs food, heõll  eat it,ó Josh teased. 
òStop it,ó Patrick said. òIõll  kick  your  butt  when 

I get out of here.ó 
òYou and what  army?ó 
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They both started laughing.  
Dak drove on silently  as Patrick and Josh 

exchanged digs for  a little  while , then tapered off  
to watch the scenery. It  was beautiful.  The open 
spaces, along with  a sky that seemed to go on 
forever, appeared to be in conflict  with  the 
obstacles of the mountains.  

They stopped at the chicken place and Dak 
bought  them dinner.  Patrick sat across from  Dak, 
in the booth beside Josh. From time to time, he 
found  himself  looking  at Dakota Bailey a little  too 
long. This man was far too good looking  for  his 
own good. He didnõt look old  enough to be Joshõs 
father. 

Josh did  resemble him  somewhat, although  
Dakõs hair  was darker and longer than his sonõs, 
his eyes were blue, rather than brown , but Josh 
was tall  like  his father, six feet or so, broad 
shouldered, slim. Dak was more muscular though,  
his skin darkened by the sun. You could tell  he 
worked  manually  and was outdoors a lot. Heõd 
rolled  up the sleeves of his shirt  now and Patrick 
could see his muscular forearms, adorned with  
light  brown  hairs. He felt  like  such a boy in 
comparison suddenly , even at his twenty -one 
years. There was no man heõd ever been with  in 
Denver that would  have compared to Dak Bailey. 
This was a man, albeit an older, he excited him.  
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When Dak lifted  his head up and looked 
straight  at him,  Patrick knocked his napkin  on the 
floor.  He felt nervous all of a sudden, unsure of 
himself , foolish  for  thinking  what  he was thinking . 
òAre you all right  there, Patrick?ó Dak asked. 
òYeah, I dropped  my napkin,  I think.ó 
Dak reached under  the table at the same time 

that Patrick did  and their  hands touched. 
Patrick withdrew  his so quickly , he bumped his 

head on the table. òOuch.ó 
Dak came up with  his napkin  and handed it  to 

him.  òAre you all right?ó 
He nodded, rubbing  his head. 
òYou didnõt knock yourself  out, did  you?ó Josh 

started laughing,  chewing on his chicken leg. 
òNo,ó Patrick muttered,  feeling embarrassed. 
òCoffee?ó the waitress came by suddenly,  

holding  the coffee pot. 
òYeah, thanks,ó Dak said. òBoys?ó 
They both nodded, Patrick frowning  a little  at 

being called a boy. But he guessed thatõs what  he 
was to Dak Bailey. 
òSo, howõs Aunt  Kate doing  with  the business?ó 

Josh asked his father, stirring  milk  into  his coffee. 
òThe motel is full.  Got a bunch of loggers in, 

government  stuff.  Sheõll  be full  all summer.ó 
òOh great,ó Josh groaned. òI thought  it  would  

be quiet.ó 
òThere are only  four  cabins, Josh. Come on.ó 
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òI know,  but Iõve got to have time to laze 
around, swim  in the creek. Oh, Patrick, Iõve got to 
show you the creek, youõll  love it.ó 
òGreat.ó 
òSo, is Jazz still  around?ó Josh asked suddenly,  

taking a sip of his coffee. 
òNo,ó Dak said a little  stiffly,  òno worries.  Heõs 

gone.ó 
òI wasnõt worried.  But Iõm glad.ó 
òThought  you would  be,ó he said dryly  and 

slipp ed out of the booth. òIõll  go pay the bill.ó 
òThank you, Mr.  Bailey, I mean, Dak,ó Patrick 

said. 
òMy  pleasure,ó he replied , walking  off. 
Patrick watched him  go. He had a great ass. 

Those jeans didnõt do it  justice. 
When he was at the cash register, Patrick tore 

his eyes away and looked at Josh. òWhoõs Jazz?ó 
he asked casually. 
òOh, just some dude my dad had helping  him  

run  cattle.ó He wiped  his mouth  on the napkin.  
òCome on, letõs go.ó 
òSo, how did  you like  the chicken?ó Dak asked, 

on the way back. 
òExcellent, not like  youõd get in Denver,ó 

Patrick replied . 
òThey know  their  fried  chicken here,ó Dak told  

him , then fell  silent. 
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As they entered town,  Josh did  the honours and 
pointed  out a few thingsñthe motel and 
restaurant where theyõd be working,  post office, 
town  hall, school, clinic  and bank. There wasnõt 
much else. 

Dak drove through  town  and turned  off  onto a 
road, which  led up into  the mountains.  He didnõt 
drive  very  far before he said, òThere she is.ó 

They passed some fences and then pulled  into  
the driveway  of a two -story, stone house. Not  far 
from  the house were a corral and a barn. 
òThis is nice,ó Patrick said as Dak took their  

bags out of the trunk.  òDo you have horses, Dak?ó 
òSure,ó he said. òWe have three.ó 
òOneõs mine,ó Josh said, òher name is Sugar. I 

canõt wait  to see her. Then thereõs my dadõs old 
girl,  Filly,  and her son, Handsome. Iõm going to 
see them now,ó Josh called out, already on his way 
to the barn. 

Dak grinned  at Patrick. òGo on,ó he tossed his 
head toward  the barn when he saw Patrickõs look 
of delight,  òIõll  bring  in the bags. You both have 
your  own rooms. You can choose which  one you 
want.  Iõll  leave your  stuff  in the kitchen by the 
door.ó 

Patrick thanked him  and ran after Josh. 
The horses were beautiful.  Patrick fell  in love 

with  them instantly.  
òCan you ride?ó Josh asked him.  
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òYeah, I mean, Iõve ridden  horses, but Iõm no 
expert.ó 
òYou will  be by the end of the summer.ó Josh 

laid  his head on Sugarõs mane. 
òSheõs a beauty.ó It  was a big brown  horse, her 

coat shiny. 
òYeah. Thatõs Dadsõ Filly . Sheõs at least twenty -

two  now.ó 
òThat old?ó 
òIf  you pay attention  to their  health, horses can 

live  to be over thirty  years old. Dad exercises her 
every day, huh, baby?ó Josh cooed to her and Filly  
stomped her feet. She was black with  a white  star 
shape between her eyes. Her son was black, also, 
and spirited.  Patrick decided to keep his distance 
from  that one for  now. 
òLetõs go in,ó Josh said. 
Patrick followed  Josh out of the barn. òSo, how 

many head of cattle does your  father have? I saw 
quite a few cows on the way in.ó 
òHeõs only  got about forty  head, Hereford -

Angus, and thatõs counting  the new calves that 
were born this spring . He could expand if  he 
wanted, but I donõt think  he wants to bother with  
it.  They keep him  busy.ó 
òItõs a big job, I imagine,ó Patrick said, walking  

up onto the veranda with  Josh. 
òYeah, thatõs why  he hired  that Jazz guy.ó 
òOh.ó 
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They were inside now, a nice big kitchen down  
a hallway  from  the living  room. There was a 
fireplace, large television, sofa and comfortable 
chairs. Josh turned  the corner and ran up the 
stairs. òCome on.ó There were four  rooms. òThis is 
where my dad sleeps,ó Josh said, walking  by the 
first  one. òMine  is at the other end. There are two  
rooms in between, take your  choice.ó 
òThis one will  do,ó Patrick said, choosing the 

one next to Dak. After  he chose it,  he asked 
himself  silently  why  he didnõt take the one closer 
to Josh, then dismissed it  from  his mind.  òOh 
damn, I forgot  the bags,ó Josh said. 
òYour dad said heõd leave them in the kitchen. 

Where is he?ó 
òHeõs probably  in the basement. His office is 

there,ó Josh said. òIõll  run  down  and get our  bags.ó 
òK.ó Patrick walked  into  the room that heõd 

chosen. There was a nice single bed with  a 
nightstand,  a closet and a small bureau. There was 
a window , which  opened out to the back, giving  
him  a nice view  of the mountains.  

He left  the room and wandered next door, 
peeking into  Dakõs room. The door was ajar, so he 
didnõt feel like  he was intruding.  The bed was 
large and covered in a dark  blue bedspread. It  
looked rumbled  like  it  had been just thrown  
together haphazardly.  He could see a bottle of 
aftershave sitting  on his bureau and on his 
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nightstand  was an alarm clock and a phone. There 
was a photograph  of a rodeo cowboy on his wall.  
He was riding  a horse, his hat dipped  down  over 
his face. The horse was bucking  like  crazy. 

Patrick was intrigued.  He walked  into  the 
room, peered closer at the picture.  
òI was eighteen in that picture ,ó a voice said 

suddenly.  
Patrick jumped, placed a hand to his chest. 

òShit,ó he breathed. òIõm sorry, I didnõt mean 
toéó 
òThatõs okay,ó he laughed. òSorry I startled 

you.ó He moved closer to the picture  as well.  òMy  
father insisted I enter a contest for  breaking wild  
horses. There was a prize of two  hundred  dollars.ó 
òDid  you win?ó 
He laughed, shook his head. òNo. I came in 

second, lost out by twenty -five  seconds.ó 
òIt  was that close?ó Patrick laughed. 
òYes, sir, and boy, was my butt  sore for  a 

week.ó 
They both laughed. 
òThere you are,ó Josh said, walking  into  the 

room with  both their  bags. òYou telling  him  that 
story about the horse breaking?ó Josh moaned. 
òHe doesnõt want  to hear that.ó 
òI donõt mind,ó Patrick said. òThanks.ó He 

looked at Dak. 
Dak nodded at him.  
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Patrick took his bag from  Josh. òHe was just 
being nice.ó 

Josh shook his head. òWhatever.ó 
Patrick took his bag into  his room and started to 

unpack. Josh was lucky  to have a father like Dak. 
He wasnõt sure why  Josh was so rude to his father. 
Josh wasnõt like  that normally.  

A little  while  later, Josh came into  his room and 
laid  on the bed, picking  up this and that book that 
Patrick had been reading. òIs this good?ó he asked 
about a gay novel Patrick had in his packsack. 
òI donõt know.  I havenõt read it  yet. Itõs 

supposed to be a romance about an older  man and 
a younger  man falling  in love.ó 
òYou mean, like  a gay Lolita?ó He chuckled. 
òKind  of.ó 
òI couldnõt see myself with  a forty -year-old 

woman.ó 
òThink  of all the great-looking,  sexy fortyðyear-

old  wom en out there. Youõd be missing out on all 
that experience in bed.ó Patrick looked out the 
window.  The moon was shining  in a starlit  sky. It  
was sensational. 
òI suppose.ó 
òI donõt think  you can control  who  you fall  in  

love with,ó Patrick said, glancing down  now to see 
Dak riding  Filly  slowly  around  the yard. 
òGuess not.ó 
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òSo, Josh, you never mention  your  mom much. 
Does she live  in Mills , too?ó 

He sat up. òNot  any more.ó 
òDo you hear from  her sometimes?ó 
òShe sends a card on my birthday.ó 
Patrick fell  silent. 
òYou know,  Iõm beat, think  Iõm going to hit  the 

bed. Iõll  call my aunt in the morning  and weõll  go 
down  to see her, okay?ó 
òSure. Night,  Josh,ó Patrick said. 
òNight,  bud,ó he replied.  
Patrick walked  over to the window  again and 

looked out. Dak had gotten off  Filly.  He was 
walking  her toward  the barn. Dak paused once, 
placed his head near hers, and stroked her gently  
for  a little  while  before leading her into  the barn. 
Suddenly, Patrick envied that horse. 
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Chapter Two  
 
 

atrick  was up early the next morning.  When 
he walked  into  the kitchen, Dak lifted  his head 

from  the newspaper and said good morning.  òDid  
you sleep okay?ó 
òGreat,ó he said. òMust  be all the fresh air.ó 
òCoffee is made, help yourself,ó he said. òCan I 

make you some breakfast?ó 
òThanks, toast will  do. I guess I can throw  the 

bread in the toaster myself,ó he laughed. 
òThereõs jam and stuff  in the fridge.  Fresh 

strawberries picked yesterday.ó 
Patrick thanked him  and put  some bread in the 

toaster. He glanced back at him  to see that his 
head was in the paper again. òJosh likes to sleep 
late.ó 
òYeah, I remember,ó he said behind his paper, 

òbut Iõll  have to wake him  soon if  he wants to go 
into  town.  I need the Jeep later so Iõll  have to drop  
you guys off.ó 

P 
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òWant me to wake him?ó 
òNo, Iõll  give him  another half  hour.ó 
A  few minutes later, Patrick sat down  with  his 

toast at the table, a fresh cup of coffee in his hand. 
òItõs really  nice of you to have me here this 
summer, Mr.  Bailey.ó 

He put  the paper down.  òDak, please. And  itõs 
nice having  people in the house again. It  gets 
pretty  quiet up here sometimes. Iõm curious 
though,  maybe curious isnõt the word,  surprised 
that you guys would  want  to spend the summer 
here. Last summer, Josh stayed in Denver and 
from  the constant requests I got for  money, seems 
like  you guys had a pretty  good time.ó 
òToo good,ó Patrick said. òWe spent every cent 

partying.  We figured  out here we could save some 
for  school next year. And  weõre talking  about 
going on a trip  maybe to Europe next summer.ó 
òSounds like  Josh may be growing  up.ó 
òYeah,ó Patrick said, òyou live  and learn.ó 
Dak smiled, laying  the paper aside. òThat sure 

is the truth.  Youõll  like my sister, Kate. Sheõs pretty  
laid  back. I doubt  sheõll  work  you too hard, but 
she is glad for  the help. Young people donõt hang 
around Mills  in the summer. Nothing  to do.ó 
òWhat do you do?ó He hoped it  didnõt come 

out as being too noisy. 
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òWell, I write,  look after the ranch. Now,  Iõm on 
my own again. I travel  some when I can, go into  
Casper for  the rodeo.ó 
òThereõs a rodeo in Casper?ó 
òA small one. I entered the bronco ride last 

year. Took third  place.ó 
òHey, thatõs great.ó 
òIt  is, considering my two  competitors were 

nineteen years old.ó 
òYouõre still  young, Dak.ó Patrick met his gaze. 
Dak stood. òThanks. Well,  got to go out and see 

to the horses. If  heõs not up by the time I get back, 
Iõll  wake him.ó 
òOkay,ó Patrick said, drinking  his coffee, 

watching  him  walk  out the door. 
He picked up his hat and settled it  onto his 

dark  head. He was dressed in faded blue jeans 
today with  a white  t-shirt.  The jeans hung low  on 
his hips and the t-shirt  showed off  the muscles in 
his chest and his biceps. Damn. 

Turned out, they didnõt have to wake him,  Josh 
came down  a few minutes after Dak went  outside, 
looking  all bleary eyed. He poured some coffee 
and slumped down  in a chair across from  Patrick. 
òIs Dad going to drive  us to town?ó 
òYeah, but he said we had to go soon. He needs 

the Jeep.ó 
òOkay, Iõll  go up and shower.ó He left  the 

kitchen with  the coffee in his hand. 
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Dak came back as Patrick was doing  up the 
dishes. òOh, Dak, Josh is awake, in the shower.ó 
òGood. Iõll  be downstairs  in my office. Just give 

me a holler  when youõre ready. You donõt have to 
do the dishes, you know.ó 
òI donõt mind,ó he said. 
A few minutes later, Patrick heard some 80s 

hard rock coming from  downstairs.  It  was his 
favourite  music to listen to, that and the 70s. Josh 
called him  retrograde, but rap wasnõt his thing.  
òMetal?ó Josh groaned, as he walked  into  the 

kitchen and grabbed a strawberry  out of a bowl  on 
the counter. òDad,ó he banged his foot on the 
floor,  òyouõre torturing  me.ó 

The music went  off  and Dak ran up the stairs. 
òReady?ó 
òYes, but please, donõt you have any good 

music?ó 
òThat is good music,ó both Patrick and Dak 

said at exactly the same time, then looked at each 
other and laughed. 
òSee,ó Dak said, òyouõre outnumbered.ó He 

picked his keys up off  the counter and walked  
outside. 

Patrick and Josh followed.  
òI hope we donõt have to start today,ó Josh said. 

òItõs too nice.ó 
òItõs Friday,ó Dak said, òjust tell  Kate you want  

to start on Monday.ó He started the engine. 
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òI was hoping  for  another week off,ó Josh 
announced. 

They were in town  ten minutes later. Dak let 
them off, blew his horn and sped off. 
òI wonder  where heõs going,ó Josh muttered.  
òMaybe he has a girlfriend, ó Patrick suggested. 
òNo chance of that,ó Josh threw  back, walking  

into  the diner.  
òWhy  not?ó Patrick probed. òHeõs good 

looking,  heõs single, heõs a nice man, thereõs 
probably  a womanñó 
òThereõs no woman,ó Josh snapped. òDrop  it.ó 
Patrick was taken aback. Josh seemed really  

pissed off  suddenly.  òHey, whatõs with  you?ó 
òNothing,ó he said, òforget it.  Aunt  Kate,ó he 

called out, as a woman about fifty  walked  out of a 
door behind the counter. She was pretty  with  
long, fair  hair  and freckles. She was wearing  a 
long, flowing  summer dress with  purple  flowers  
on it.  
òJoshey!ó she yelped and came around the 

counter to give him  a hug. She kissed the top of 
his head. òAnd  this must be Patrick,ó she hugged 
him , too. òIõm glad youõre here. Whereõs Dakota?ó 
òI have no idea,ó Josh said. òSo, do we have to 

start today?ó 
òFrom that whine  in your  voice,ó she said, òI 

take it  that you want  to wait  until  Monday?ó 
òAnother  week, please, Auntie ?ó 
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She laughed. òOkay.ó She looked at Patrick. 
òHeõd get away with  murder  when he was a kid  
talking  to me like  that. Well,  at least let me show 
you what  you have to do. And  you donõt need to 
keep regular  hours or anything,  as long as things 
are done by the end of the day. Get me?ó 
òGot you,ó Patrick smiled. 
Josh saluted. 
òYou can fight  over the chores, trade off  if  you 

like. I made a list, lawn  care, flowers,  cleaning the 
cabins, dumping  the garbage, washing the floors 
in the diner  on a need-to basis, unloading  the 
supplies when they come in once a week and 
putting  them away. Iõll  be paying  by the week, not 
the hour,  with  all the French fries and soda pop 
you can drink,  ice cream, too, of course. Oh, and if  
anyone is out sick, you may be asked to fill  in.ó 

Kate showed Patrick around the place. The 
diner  had eight booths and several tables outside. 
They served breakfast every day and there was a 
window  where people could come up to buy ice 
cream cones. Right in back of the diner  was the 
motel. Four cabins and they were all full.  
òWhat about the weekends?ó Josh asked. 
òTry  to get all your  work  done and you wonõt 

have to come in, but sometimes, it  canõt be helped. 
Now,  you boys want  milkshakes?ó She beamed. 

Kate was a charm. Patrick liked  her from  the 
beginning.  
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After  they left  the diner,  Josh walked  around  
town  with  him  for  a little  while,  pointing  out 
places he used to play  and get into  trouble.  
òLetõs go home,ó Josh said after awhile,  òand 

Iõll  take you swimming  in the creek.ó 
òWe can walk  it,ó Patrick said. 
òOkay,ó Josh said. òI wonder  if  those old 

bicycles are in the shed. We could  fix  them up and 
use those, then I wouldnõt have to depend on Dad 
all the time.ó 
òThat would  be great.ó 
As they walked  down  the street past the diner,  

someone called out, òOh thereõs that Bailey boy. 
Come home to visit  the pedophile?ó 

Josh kept walking.  
Patrick picked up his pace in order to keep up. 

òWho was that?ó he asked, glancing back to see 
two  young  girls  standing on the corner, laughing.  
òNo one I know . Just some town  crazies.ó 
òFreak!ó They called out. 
òDid  they say pedophile?ó Patrick glanced back 

at them. They were laughing.  
Josh didnõt answer. In fact, he didnõt say a word  

all the way back to the house. When he got into  
the yard, he turned  around and said, òLetõs check 
those bikes in the shed.ó 

Patrick wanted to ask him  again what  that was 
all about in town  wh ile they were looking  at the 
bikes in the barn, but he didnõt. 
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As it  turned  out, the bikes were okay to ride 
after they pumped  some air into the tires. They got 
into  their  swim  trunks,  took some sandwiches and 
towels and headed down  to the creek. 
òHow  do you like  the water?ó Josh asked later 

as they were splashing around  like  two  kid s. 
òI love it,ó Patrick said, floating  on his back in 

the sunshine. He could have stayed in the water 
all afternoon. And  they did,  practically,  peddling  
home only  when the sun was setting over the 
mountains.  

Dakõs Jeep was in the yard  when they got there. 
Josh threw  his bike down  on the ground  near the 
porch and announced that he was famished. 
òMy  stomach is growling , too,ó Patrick said. 
Josh quieted considerably upon seeing his 

father, who  was sitting  at the kitchen table, 
marking  something in a book. 
òHey,ó Dak said, òlooks like  you guys had 

some fun. Were you swimming?ó 
òYeah,ó Josh said. 
òCreek is wonderful, ó Patrick added. 
òThereõs some lasagna in the oven,ó Dak 

offered, starting  to get up. òI can get you some ifñ
ó 
òWeõll  get it,  Dad,ó Josh said. òYou donõt need 

to fuss over us. Iõm all grown  up now.ó 
Patrick looked down  at the floor.  He felt  the 

tension in the air. It  was a little  stifling.  He wasnõt 
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sure where it  was coming from  this time, but he 
had an idea that it  had something to do with  what  
had happened in town.  
òYouõre right ,ó he said, sitting  back down.  
Josh opened the oven. òWhat did  you do in 

Casper today?ó 
òRanching business, why?ó 
Josh placed two  plates on the table and some 

forks. He set the casserole dish in the middle.  òDig  
in,ó he said to Patrick. 

Patrick sat down  across from  Dak. òLookõs 
great.ó 
òThanks, itõs an old  recipe that came fromñó 
Josh snapped. òI want  to know  what  you did  in 

town ,ó Josh snapped. òYou arenõt thinking  of 
hiring  on someone else, are you?ó 

Patrick knew that none of this was his business, 
but he couldnõt believe the way Josh was talk ing 
to his father. He stuck some lasagna in his mouth . 
He felt  like  telling  Josh to knock it  off. 

Dak sighed deeply. òJosh, can we please talk  
about this another time?ó 
òYou need to keep a low  profile  and keeping a 

low  profile  doesnõt mean having  another one of 
yourésome man living  up here.ó 

Patrick swallowed,  wondering  if  there was 
some way he could just leave the room without  
anyone noticing.  For a second, he thought  Dak 
wasnõt going to answer. Then suddenly,  he 
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snapped the pen he was holding  in half. Patrick 
saw his fingers tighten  into  a fist. 
òThis is my house, Josh,ó he raised his head. 

There was anger in his eyes, but he didnõt raise his 
voice. òIõm your  father. You still  owe me some 
respect.ó 
òI donõt owe you anything.  You lost that right  

years ago,ó Josh accused and stalked out of the 
kitchen, slamming  the door behind him.  

Patrick put  down  his fork. He didnõt know  
what  to say. 
òDid  something happen in town  today?ó Dak 

asked him,  his words  seemed to carry a deliberate 
heaviness. 
òNo, not really.ó 
òWhat do you mean by, ônot reallyõ?ó 
Patrick played with  the fork. òI donõt think  itõs 

my place toémaybe you should ask Josh about 
that.ó 
òIõm asking you.ó 
Patrick met his gaze. òSome girlséthey said 

something to Joshécalled out something about 
aéó 
òAbout  what?ó His voice was insistent. 
òIt  was stupid , didnõt make sense.ó 
òPatrick! What did  they say?ó 
òPedophile.ó 
Dak closed his book. òI see.ó 
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Patrick sucked in a breath. òIs there a pedophile  
in town?ó 
òYeah,ó he said, standing, òyouõre looking  at 

him.ó 
Patrick couldnõt have been any more shocked if  

Dak would  have told  him  he was a cold-blooded 
killer.  òYouõre not a pedophile,ó he said, standing 
himself.  

Dak looked a little  stunned. òHow would  you 
know  what  I am?ó 
òI justédo,ó he said. òDonõt ask me how  I 

know . I just know  you could never do such a 
thing.ó 
òWell, you have a lot  more faith  in me than my 

son does.ó 
Patrick moved closer to him.  He reached out 

and placed a hand on his shoulder. òIõm sorry, I 
donõt know  the story, soébut Josh should  trust  
you. You didnõt do this thing,  whatever  it  was. 
And  if  you told  him  that, he should believe you.ó 

Dak placed a hand on top of Patrickõs for  a few 
minutes. òThank you,ó he said. 

Patrick took his hand away. òDo you want  me 
to talk  to Josh?ó 
òYeah,ó he said, òhe needs someone to talk  to. I 

was wrong  in encouraging him  to come home this 
summer. I told  him  that it  was all right  now.ó 

Patrick narrowed  his brows. òI donõt 
understand.ó 
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òIõm sure heõll  tell  you all about it . Iõm going for  
a ride on Filly .ó 

Patrick stood there in the middle  of the kitchen 
for  a few minutes, trying  to digest everything.  
Accusing someone of pedophilia  was a very 
serious accusation. Josh was obviously suffering as 
well, but why hadnõt he opened up to me about this? 

 
Josh came back in about a half  hour  later. 
Patrick sat up in his room, reading, waiting  

until  he heard his footsteps coming down  the hall. 
Dak was still  out. 

When the door to his room opened and Josh 
poked his head in, Patrick was surprised. He 
expected Josh to avoid  him  tonight.  òHey,ó Patrick 
said, òyou okay?ó 
òYeah. Iõm sorry.ó He came in and sat on the 

bed. 
òIf  you want  to talk, welléó Patrick put  down  

his book. 
òYouõre going to hear it  in town  as soon as they 

figure  out youõre staying up here. Small towns can 
be vicious and people might  think  thatéó 
òThink  that what?ó 
òYou and my dadéthat heõs molesting you or 

something.ó He looked embarrassed. 
òMolesting  me?ó Patrick laughed. òIõm twenty -

one-years old. Why  would  they say such a 
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thingéohéó he stopped. òI know.  Your dad is 
gay, is that it?ó 

Josh sighed. òNot  really.ó 
Patrick felt  a surge of disappointment.  òHeõs 

straight  then?ó 
òI didnõt say that either. Itõs not about that.ó He 

took a breath, stood up and looked out the 
window.  òRemember I told  you that my father 
used to be a teacher?ó 
òYeah.ó 
òHe taught  English and history  at the high 

school in town.  When I was ten years old, my 
father got a phone call from  the princip al. It  was at 
six oõclock in the evening on a Friday.ó 

Josh was speaking as if  he was watching  a scene 
play  out in his life, a scene that was as vivid  as 
yesterday. òFriday  night  was a special night.  Dad 
used to make his famous lasagna and weõd rent a 
movie. I knew something was wrong  by the way 
my father was talking  on the phone and so did  my 
mother. My  fatherõs voice was low  and filled  with  
concern. When he got done talking , he didnõt say a 
word  to us. He just walked  outside. Later, after Iõd 
gone to bed, I heard my mother crying.  And  then 
they were arguing.  As the weeks went  on, my best 
friends turned  their  back on me, calling  my father 
all kinds  of names. It  turns out that one of my 
dadõs seniors, a seventeen-year-old  boy by the 
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name of William  Gallant, had accused my father 
of making  him  suck his cock.ó 
òOh my God,ó Patrick said. 
òMy  father was suspended from  his job and 

arrested. He made bail and got a lawyer.  He swore 
that he didnõt do these things. His defence was 
that this boy was failing  and wanted revenge. 
Gallant apparently  gave some pretty  explicit  
details and he had been surfing  gay pornographic  
sites on the internet.  The prosecution claimed that 
his curiosity  was fuelled  by my fatherõs abuse.ó 
òDid  you believe your  father?ó 
òYes, with  my whole  heart.ó 
òAnd  your  mother? Did  she believe him?ó 
òI donõt know  what  she believed. I adored my 

father and to me, he could do no wrong,  but you 
have to understand, my entire life  was falling  
apart.ó He turned  from  the window.  òWe were 
ostracized from  town,  from  everything  and 
everyone, except for  Aunt  Kate. Then the trial  
started and it  was looking  like  it  could go either 
way for  Dad, until  they found  out that my father 
had a lover  in Casperéa male lover.ó 

Patrickõs eyes opened. 
òMy  mother  left  as soon as it  came out. She just 

packed her bags one day and took off. She didnõt 
even say goodbye. I cried myself to sleep every 
night.  I was sure my father was going to go to 
prison and Iõd be all alone.ó 
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òOh, Josh, Iõm sorry. Was this lover  of your  
fatherõs underage?ó 
òNo, he was in his twenties, but the prosecution 

used his sexuality  to prove he was guilty  of 
sexually abusing William  Gallant.ó 
òOf course,ó Patrick sneered, òeveryone knows 

all gay men love children.ó 
Josh nodded with  a sigh. òTo the court, he was 

a repressed pervert,  immoral,  cheating on his wife  
and so sexually depraved that he had to prey on 
children  to satisfy that depravity.ó 
òSo, he was convicted?ó 
òNo, actually  the Gallant boy ended up 

changing his story, claiming  that he never actually  
gave my father a blowjob,  but he still  insisted my 
father tried  to get him  to do it.  The charges were 
dropped , but Dad was told  he could never work  
with  or be around young people again in any 
position  of authority.  He became the town  pervert  
overnight  and my mother leaving just sealed his 
reputation.  I begged him  to sell everything  and 
move away, but he refused, saying something like, 
ôno one is going to run  me out of here. I didnõt do 
anything  wrong.õ What he didnõt understandñor 
fucking  care aboutñis that his actions ruined  my 
life. Heõs a selfish prick  and a liar.  He cheated on 
my mother and betrayed everyone who  loved 
him.  And  he had the gall last summer to bring  one 
of his fuck mates here to live  with  him.ó 
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òJazz?ó 
òYeah, Jazz, hired  hand my ass. Everyone in 

town  knew what  was going on with  that derelict 
cowboy and Dad didnõt care.ó 
òIõm sorry, Josh. I donõt know  what  to say.ó 
òDonõt say anything.  Look, itõs better that you 

know,  in case someone says something to you 
about my father. Just ignore them.ó 
òOkay. Any  chance you guys can get along a bit  

better though ?ó 
òIõll  try.  I didnõt realize it  wasnõt comfortable 

for  you and Iõm sorry. I really  jumped  on him  
tonight  and I didnõt mean to. Iõll  go easier.ó 
òGood,ó Patrick said. He went  over and gave 

him  a hug. òJosh,ó he said, releasing him,  òthat 
William  guy, is he still  in town?ó 
òI donõt know,  maybe. You donõt have to worry  

about him,  after the tr ial, he never bothered me. 
He was practically  the only  one who  didnõt have a 
snide remark to make. Maybe he thought  heõd 
done enough damage.ó Josh bid  him  goodnight  
and left  the room. 

Patrick tried  his best to sleep, but after all that, 
he couldnõt. Had Dak really come on to one of his 
students? Was he gay, or was that just some 
speculation on the part of the prosecutor in the case? 
Did Josh expect him to be alone for the rest of his life? 
Was that supposed to be his punishment, self-imposed 
chastity? 



Last Call

 
 

33 

He gave up trying  to sleep and pulled  on a pair  
of jean shorts. He went  downstairs,  noticing  that a 
light  was on in the kitchen. When he walked  in, 
Dak was sitting  at the table with  a bottle of 
whiskey.  His glass was half-full  and he was 
leaning on his hand, his fingers in his hair. 
Patrickõs heart went  out to him.  Heõd never seen 
anyone look quite that alone before. 

Dak suddenly  noticed him  standing there. 
òSorry,ó Patrick said, òI didnõt mean to 

intrude.ó 
òIf  you want  me to take you to the airport  

tomorrow,  Iõll  understand,ó he said, raking  his 
hand through  his hair  now. òMaybe you donõt 
want  to stay here now.ó 
òDo you want  me to leave?ó 
òIõm assuming Josh told  you the story.ó 
Patrick nodded. He walked  into  the kitchen and 

pulled  out the chair. òMind  if  I sit down?ó 
Dak shook his head, looking  down  into  his 

glass. 
Patrick reached over and placed his hand over 

it.  òThat wonõt help.ó 
He looked up, smiled faintly.  òWhat would  a 

young fellow  your  age know  about that?ó 
òYouõd be surprised. I started drinking  quite a 

bit  in my teens. My  parents werenõt around a lot  
and I was questioning  a lot  of things. When I was 
sober, the problems were still  there.ó 
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Dak met his gaze. òYouõre so different  than 
Josh, soéó 
òGrown  up?ó He offered. 
Dak nodded. 
òIõve had to be. I was on my own a lot  growing  

up, like  I said, and when I was with  them, we 
were traveling.  I got to see a lot  of the world,  but 
unfortunately,  I had to figure  it  out on my own.ó 
òMaybe I coddled Josh too much.ó 
òMaybe you felt  you had to protect him.ó 

Patrick eyed Dakõs hand, which  was lying  on the 
table. He suddenly  had the most-urgent  desire to 
touch it.  He held back. 

They sat there together in silence for  awhile,  but 
for  some reason, it  felt  comfortable, soothing. 
òIt  meant a lot  to me, what  you said earlier,ó 

Dak looked at him . òYou donõt even know  me and 
yet you believe Iõm innocent.ó 

Patrick did  cover Dakõs hand with  his now. He 
looked at him,  squeezed it.  òI have good 
instincts.ó 

Dak looked at Patrickõs hand. 
Patrick withdrew  it. He looked around the 

kitchen. òWhy  did  you stay here in this town  after 
the tr ial? I think  thatõs what  Josh resents the most, 
that you didnõt leave here, make a fresh start 
somewhere else.ó 

Dak pushed the bottle away and sat back in his 
chair. òI thought  that if  I left, it  would  be like  



Last Call

 
 

35 

confessing. My  pride  kept me here and because of 
that, I ruined  Joshõs adolescence. But heõs happy 
now in Denver, right?ó 
òI think  so,ó Patrick said. òAnd  if  you think  so, 

too, then why  do you keep on living  your  life  for  
Josh?ó As soon as the words  came out of Patrickõs 
mouth,  he marvelled  at them. What in hell had 
possessed me to say that, to get that personal with a 
man I hardly know? òDak, Iõm sorry. I shouldnõt 
haveéó 

Dak put  up a hand. òItõs a fair  question. 
Someone needed to ask it.ó 
òWhatõs the answer?ó 
He shrugged. òGuilt,  maybe.ó 
òBut none of it  was your  fault.  What really  

happened with  William?  Did  you tell  the court 
everything?ó 
òThey didnõt believe me. I was the adult.ó 
òIõll  believe you.ó 
Dak looked into  his eyes. 
òIf  you want  to tell  me.ó 
òAt  the trial,ó Dak said, òthe prosecution tried  

to make William  look like  an innocent kid.  He was 
anything  but. One day he came into  my office to 
talk  to me about his grade and he asked me if  my 
wife  ever sucked my cock. I told  him  to get out of 
my office. I should have reported his behaviour  to 
the princip al right  away.ó 
òAnd  why  didnõt you?ó 
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òBecause I was having  an affair  with  a man in 
Casper. And  I was paranoid  to even so much as 
speak aloud about such things.ó 
òYou didnõt want  your  wife  to know.ó 
òJoshõs mother  knew.ó 
Patrickõs eyes widened.  òJosh made it  sound 

like  she only  found  out at the trial.ó 
òNo. I told  her I thought  I was gay shortly  after 

Josh was born. She told  me if  I left, sheõd make 
sure I never saw Josh again. So I stayed. 
Eventually,  it  became unbearable. I told  her that if  
I stayed, we should both be free to see who  we 
wanted. 
òShe agreed. I started seeing a man I met in a 

bar in Casper. It  wasnõt serious, just enough to 
keep me sane. She didnõt care about the affair , 
what  she couldnõt deal with  was the 
embarrassment of it  becoming public  knowledge.ó 
òShe left  Josh with  you.ó 
He nodded. 
òIf  she really  thought  you were a child  

molester, then wouldnõt she have taken Josh?ó 
òShe knew I was innocent. Maybe leaving Josh 

with  me was her way of letting  people know  that 
she believed in me. I donõt know.  I was lucky  that 
the court  didnõt take my son.ó 
òJosh doesnõt have a lot  of contact with  her.ó 
òNo, and he blames me for  that, too. But the 

truth  is she doesnõt want  to have contact with  him . 
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I think  when she left, she meant to cut her ties 
completely, no look ing back. Alice  was like  thatñ
all or nothing.ó 
òYou need to explain these things to Josh.ó 
òIõve tried  to explain them. He wonõt listen to 

me.ó 
òSo, this accusation by William  Gallant was 

over his grades, or was there more to it?ó 
òHe was struggling  with  his sexuality . He still  

is, for  that matter. His family  is deeply religious.  
He couldnõt come out and admit  that to anyone. 
He developed a little  crush and maybe he picked 
up on something in me. I donõt know.  I was 
struggling  as well.  Is there such thing  as gaydar, 
as they call it?ó He laughed a little.  
òSometimes,ó Patrick smiled  thoughtfully . òIõm 

not any good at it.ó 
òI think  you are,ó he said, looking  at him. 
Patrick found  himself  looking  quite helplessly 

into  those blue eyes for  a second, then away. òSo, 
whatéwhat happenedéwith William  Gallant, if  
you want  to tell  me?ó 

He shrugged. òHe came into  my office again, 
after his outburst,  and came on pretty  heavy. He 
put  his hand on my thigh.  I had to get quit e cross 
with  him.  He said he wanted me, that we could be 
together and so forth.  He said he loved me. I tried  
to be sensitive. He was young and I knew the pain 
of coming out and the only  person Iõd ever come 
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out to was Alice.  That was my error. My  
compassion was twisted  and turned  against me. I 
told  him , of course, that there could be nothing  
between us. I used the married  man card and I 
told  him  that one day, heõd find  the right  person. 
He went  crazy on me, started yelling  and 
screaming. He went  running  out of my office. I 
went  to see the princip al, but heõd already left  for  
the day. I went  home, trying  to act like  everything  
was normal  and later, I got the phone call.ó 
òWhy  did  Gallant change his accusation, soften 

the charge?ó 
òI donõt know.  Maybe his conscience was 

bothering  him.  I loved teaching and I was good at 
it  and in the end, it  didnõt matter what  William  
said, the town  had already convicted me. I lost 
everythingñmy job, my reputation  and the 
respect of my son. I almost went  to jail. Thankfully  
for  Josh, I didnõt.ó 
òI think  that staying here in the town  took 

courage.ó Patrick felt  tears burn  the back of his 
eyes. He held them back. 
òIt  was selfish in a way. I put  my pride  before 

Joshõs happiness. I hoped that eventually  people 
in the town  would  forget, would  let Josh hold  his 
head up again, but it  doesnõt look like  they have. 
Maybe Josh was right.  I shouldnõt have let Jazz 
stay here with  me before. Any  little  thing  some 
people can jump  on, they will.ó 
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òThe hired  hand?ó 
Dak fell  quiet. 
òJazz is none of my business and heõs really  

none of Joshõs business either. Dak, Josh is a 
grown  man and you have a right  to be happy. If  
you were happy with  this Jazz guy, then Josh 
didnõt have the right  to make you send him  
away.ó 

Dak smiled. òI didnõt send Jazz away because of 
Josh. True, Josh didnõt make it  easy, I donõt think  
heõd make any relationship  I got into  easy, but the 
truth  is I wasnõt in love with  Jazz. And  once he 
figured  out that I couldnõt give him  what  he really  
wanted, he left. Weõre still  friends though .ó 

Patrick didnõt comment. His mind  was 
suddenly  filled  with  images of Dak making  love to 
a man up in his room, maybe out in the field,  in 
the barn. He pushed it  away, a tongue wetting  his 
lips. There could never be anything  between him  
and Dak, although,  right  now, looking  at him,  he 
couldnõt remember ever wanting  someone more. It  
was insanity.  

Patrick stood, abruptly  pushing  his chair back. 
òI think,ó he said, looking  at the clock, òshit. Itõs 
after two,  I should go to bed.ó 
òUm, me, too. Iõve got the cattle to look after 

tomorrow,  with  no one to help me anymore.ó 
òLook, itõs Sunday tomorrow,  Iõll  help you. 

What time?ó 
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òPatrick, I couldnõt ask you toñó 
òTell me what  time, Iõll  be up. You can pay me 

back by taking  me to that chicken place again.ó 
Dak laughed. òAll  right.  Seven too early?ó 
òSounds great.ó 
òPatrick?ó 
Patrick turned  at the door. òYeah?ó 
òThanks for  listening .ó 
Patrick smiled and went  back up to his room. 
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Chapter Three  
 
 

hen the alarm rang at six thirty,  Patrick 
headed to the bathroom. He opened the 

door, which  was ajar, then froze. Dak stood there 
in front  of the mirror,  shaving, a big white  towel  
wrapped  around  his waist. He didnõt notice the 
intrusion  as he gently  scraped the straight  razor 
over his jaw. It  was clear that heõd just gotten out 
of the shower. The mirror  was still  steamy and 
droplets  of water stood on his bronze skin like  
diamonds. God, but he is well put together. 

Patrickõs cock was hard when Dak noticed he 
was there. 

He paused with  the razor, glanced at him  
through  the mirror.  
òIõm sorry, I thought  it  was empty.ó His voice 

was shaking. He tore his gaze away from  his 
damp, naked flesh and backed out of the 
bathroom. òIõll  come back.ó 
òIõll  be finished  in a minute,ó Dak said. 

W 
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Patrick stood outside the door, his back leaning 
against the wall.  He closed his eyes. Does Dak have 
any idea of the affect heõd just had on me? He thought  
not. He wasnõt even sure if  Josh had told  Dak that 
he was gay. Anyway,  it  didnõt matterñnothing  
was going happen between them. 
òAll  done,ó Dak announced, coming out of the 

bathroom, his face clean except for  a trace of 
shaving cream on his lower  jaw. òYou can go.ó 
òWait,ó Patrick said. He placed a hand on Dakõs 

forearm and reached up to dab at the shaving 
cream with  his finger,  òYou have shaving cream 
on youréó He stopped talking  because Dak 
seemed to be holding  his breath and he was 
looking  at him  in a way that made Josh feel as if  
he was, too. God, can this be happening? Could Dak 
possibly be feeling it , too? He lowered  his hand, 
stepped back. 
òThanks.ó Dak smiled. 
òDonõt mention  it,ó Patrick muttered,  heading 

for  the sanctuary of the bathroom. When he got 
inside, he stripped  off  his shorts and wrapped  his 
hand around  his erection. òDamn.ó He got under  
a cold shower and stroked it  a few times, trying  to 
think  of anything  but Dak, naked, standing there 
with  only  that towel  wrapped  around  his waist. 

He got his erection under  control  and went  to 
get dressed. Twenty  minutes later, he had put  on 



Last Call

 
 

43 

his jeans and a sweatshirt  and was on his way 
downstairs.  

Dak was drinking  his coffee. òI made French 
toast. Saved you some in the oven.ó 
òThanks, I love French toast.ó 
òThereõs real syrup  there. Canõt stand the fake 

kind.ó 
Patrick took out his breakfast, two  pieces of 

French toast and sausages. He poured  on the 
syrup  and accepted a cup of coffee from  Dak. 
òSausage, too? Wow,  Iõm being spoiled.ó 
òI used to put  powdered  sugar on Joshõs when 

he was a kid.  He liked  that.ó 
òYou were a good dad.ó 
He shook his head. òI would  have been.ó 
Patrick met his gaze across the table. òAt  least 

you were around.ó 
òI was around,ó he said, sipping  his coffee. 
òSo, tell  me, what  do we do today?ó 
He chuckled. òYou wonõt seem so anxious once 

you start working.  Itõs lucky  I donõt have the cattle 
I used to. I used to have one hundred  or so head. I 
had three people working  for  me. Now,  alone, itõs 
all I can do to manage forty.ó 

Patrick finished  off  the rest of his breakfast. 
òThis is great.ó 
òThanks.ó 
òDo you like  it?ó 
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He shrugged, getting  up to put  the dishes in the 
sink. òSometimes. I like  being out in the fresh air.ó 
He turned  and looked at him.  òWe have at least 
two  hours of riding  to do. Are you up for  it?ó 
òSure,ó Patrick grinned.  
Dak walked  across the floor  and threw  Patrick a 

big hat. òYouõre going to need this.ó He put  his 
own hat on his head. 
òYou look like  a real cowboy,ó Patrick smiled at 

him.  He was wearing  chaps over his jeans today 
and a faded checked shirt  with  his cowboy boots 
and big black hat. He looked like  heõd walked  
right  out of some rodeo magazine. 
òYou like  cowboys?ó Dak asked him,  looking  

down  into  his eyes. 
Patrickõs heart thudded  in his chest. He was 

probably  blushing.  He liked  this cowboy. òYeah,ó 
he managed. 

Dak laughed. òDid  you watch a lot  of cowboy 
movies when you were a kid?ó he asked, heading 
over to the barn. 

Patrick had to hurry  to keep up. òNo, not really. 
Isnõt it  every gay boyõs fantasy?ó 

Dak stopped, glanced at him.  òMine  was men 
in uniform s.ó 
òLike military?ó 
òYeah, and cops and construction  workers  and 

bikers andéó He was joking  now, laughing  as he 
walked  into  the barn. 



Last Call

 
 

45 

òYou did  know  then,ó Patrick said. 
Dak took the saddles down  from  the place 

where they were hanging on the wall.  òYes,ó he 
said, òI knew.ó He didnõt look at him.  
òJosh told  you.ó 
òNo.ó 
Patrick narrowed  his eyes. 
Dak turned  and looked at him.  òIõll  let you ride 

Filly , sheõs gentle and she doesnõt go so fast 
anymore, right  girl ?ó he patted her back and 
began to fasten on the saddle. She stomped her 
feet. òShe loves it,  going up in the pasture.ó 
òSheõs beautiful,ó Patrick came to stand on the 

other side of the horse. 
òYes, she is. Iõll  ride her boy, Handsome. He 

still  needs taming  and Josh doesnõt have the touch 
with  him  yet, lets him  get away with  everything.ó 
He swung the saddle onto him.  

Patrick noticed that they had fresh oats and 
water and the stalls had already been cleaned out. 
Dak must have done that last night  before he went  
to bed. 
òDonõt worry,  Sugar baby,ó he told  Joshõs 

horse, òIõll  make sure you get a work  out later.ó 
He led Filly  out of the barn, then Handsome. òCan 
you get up onto her, or do you need a hand?ó 
òNo, I think  Iõm okay,ó Patrick said, putting  his 

foot in the saddle then lifting  his leg over the top. 
Filly  didnõt move. 
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òSheõs really  gentle,ó Dak said, swinging  up 
onto Handsome, who  protested some, calming 
when Dak leaned down  and said a few words  in 
his ear. òOkay, we donõt need to look for  any new 
calves, theyõve all been born that I know  of, but we 
need to check the water and the fencing. Some 
neighbours helped me brand and vaccinate the 
last of them before you guys came.ó 
òThen not everyone turned  on you?ó 
òSome of the neighbours are okay. We kind  of 

need one another if  we raise cattle. 
òYou can help me with  the fences today. Iõve 

moved the cattle to a new grazing area around 
three miles away and I need to secure the new 
fences.ó 
òOkay,ó Patrick laughed, òthat sounded 

Greek.ó 
He laughed. òCome on,ó he kicked Handsome 

in the side, òIõll  show you.ó 
Dak took off  like  a bolt  of lightning  on that 

horse. Patrick began galloping  as well,  surprised 
that he hadnõt forgotten  the riding  lessons he took 
at that summer camp when he was sixteen. Heõd 
been miserable there and heõd developed a crush 
on his camp counsellor, who  was straight,  and 
completely  oblivious  to a gay, adolescent boyõs 
heartbreak. But the horses heõd loved. And  now 
the riding  lessons, at least, were coming in handy. 
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Dak slowed down  to allow  him  to catch up as 
they headed to higher  ground.  After  a little  while,  
Dak got off  the horse and opened one of the 
fences. The cattle were basically all grazing in one 
place. Dak did  a head count and explained to 
Patrick why  they had to be moved. òDid  you 
notice the grass back there?ó he pointed.  òIt  needs 
to have time to grow  back. Iõve re-fertilized  it.  The 
cattle will  graze here now.ó 
òDak,ó Patrick laughed, òI wouldnõt know  one 

pasture from  the other.ó 
Dak grinned.  òYou want  to do me a favour ? I 

left  all my tools in that shelter over there. Bring me 
the toolbox and weõll  start securing this fence.ó 
òSure.ó 
òYou can tie Filly  and Handsome up over there 

as well,  out of the sun. Iõm going to go up to check 
on one of the cows.ó 

Patrick learned a lot  about cattle that day. He 
worked  side by side with  Dak, mending  fences 
and marvelling  at how much work  it  was. 

 
It  was suppertime  by the time they put  the 

horses back in the barn. òWould  you have 
preferred dairy  farming?ó Patrick asked him  as 
Dak took off  the saddles and began to rub down  
the horses. Patrick helped him.  
òGod, no, at least I donõt have to milk  these 

ones every day.ó 
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Patrick laughed. òI like  it.ó 
òYou like  what?ó 
òThis,ó he said, pausing for  a moment, his hand 

on Fillyõs mane. òThat was fun  today. I probably  
wonõt be able to walk  tomorrow , but what  the 
hell.ó 

Dak grinned.  òYouõre a country  boy at heart, 
Patrick.ó 
òDak?ó 
òYeah?ó he asked, putting  down  fresh water. 
òYou never answered my question earlier, 

about how you knew?ó 
He paused, glanced at him,  òHow  I knew that 

you were gay?ó 
òYeah. You said Josh didnõt mention  it.ó 
òHe didnõt. Iéwell,ó he turned  his back, 

hanging one of the saddles up on the wall,  òitõs in 
the way you look at me, I guess.ó 

Patrick swallowed.  
Dak turned  around now. òShall we go inside? I 

donõt know  about you, but Iõm starving  andñó 
òDak,ó Patrick said, coming closer, òIñó 
òPatrick, donõt,ó he said. He took off  his hat, 

gave him  a faint  smile and then left  Patrick 
standing there in the barn. 

Donõt? Donõt what? Donõt say it, donõt express the 
mess my emotions are in, twirling  around inside of me, 
taking my breath away? Donõt feel it? Maybe Dak 
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was used to pushing everything  deep inside, but 
he wasnõt. 

When he went  into  the house, Josh was sitting  
in the living  room watching  some show. He 
looked up when Patrick walked  in. òWhereõd you 
go?ó 
òYour father needed a hand in the field,  fixing  

fences. I think  I banged my fingers more than I did  
the nails,ó he joked. 
òI would  have come.ó 
òYou were sleeping. We left  early. Itõs a lot  of 

work  for  just your  dad. He really  needs someone 
to give him  a hand.ó 

Josh sighed. 
òWould  you object to me helping  him  out 

here?ó 
Josh glanced at him.  òWhat about your  job?ó 
òI could do both, I guess.ó 
òPat, donõt tell  me youõve got the country  itch.ó 
òI loved it  out there today. I love the horses and 

the smells andñó 
òOh, brother,ó he rolled  his eyes. òWell, ask 

Dad.ó 
òAsk Dad what?ó Dak came into  the living  

room. He had washed his face and hands and was 
holding  an over mitt.  òPizza for  supper, sound 
okay to you guys?ó 
òWhatever,ó Josh said. òYouõve addicted my 

friend  to manure.ó 
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òJosh,ó Patrick threw  a cushion at him.  
òManure?ó Dak made a face. 
òI was just wondering  if  I could help you out 

this summer once in awhile ?ó Patrick looked at 
him.  
òSure, but I thought  youñó 
òI can do both.ó 
òIõd appreciate the help anytime, Patrick.ó 
òPay him,ó Josh said. 
òI will,ó he replied.  
òNo, itõs not necessary,ó Patrick protested. 
òIõll  pay you, Patrick. No worries.  Okay, got to 

check the pizza.ó 
òHe doesnõt like  me to help him,ó Josh said. 
òIõm sure thatõs not true.ó 
òHe never asks me.ó 
Patrick fell  silent. 
 
A little  while  later, they were eating frozen 

pizza around  the kitchen table. Josh seemed to be 
more relaxed tonight  and he was recalling funny  
stories that happened when he was growing  up. 

Josh and Dak were laughing  and they seemed 
happy. Patrick laughed along with  them, but he 
couldnõt help thinking  about what  Dak had said to 
him  in the barn. He knew that maybe he shouldnõt 
be thinking  about Dak in that way, but he couldnõt 
help what  he was feeling. And what in hell is wrong 
with it? So what if Dak is older? It  didnõt feel like 
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that when they were together and he was so 
beautiful.  He couldnõt stop imagining  what  it  
would  be like  to be with  him,  really  be with  him.  

Josh and Dak didnõt notice when he slipped  
away. They were engrossed in their  story telling.  
Patrick walked  outside and looked at the stars. 
When Josh came out to join him,  he was almost 
disappointed.  He wanted it  to be Dak. òWant to go 
swimming  down  at the creek again tomorrow?ó 
òSure, that would  be fun.ó 
Dak seemed to be avoiding  him  some. Every 

morning  by the time he got up, Dak had already 
left  and sometimes he didnõt come home for  
supper. Patrick had a lot  of fun  just lazing around 
and swimming  with  Josh, but he missed seeing 
Dak. 

The following  Sunday evening, Josh made 
supper and he asked Patrick if  he was ready for  
work.  
òYeah, sure.ó 
òYou should get to bed early tonight.  You seem 

a little  tired.  Must  be all the swimming.ó 
òIõm fine, really.ó 
òWeõll  bike down  around  ten, okay? I called 

Aunt  Kate to tell  her.ó 
òSounds fine.ó 
òYou okay?ó 
òUm. Iõm a little  tired.  I think  Iõll  go to bed.ó 
òOkay, see you in the morning.ó 
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Patrick went  directly  up to his room. He 
stripped  off  his clothes and got into  bed. He told  
himself  he wouldnõt think  about Dak, but his 
mind  immediately  conjured up the image of him  
standing half  naked in the bathroom. Heõd been 
picturing  him  like  that since theyõd had that 
encounter in the bathroom over a week ago. 
Patrick punched his pillow  and closed his eyes. 

He walked toward him down the hallway, his fingers 
slipping inside the towel. He opened it, holding it  out 
on both sides. òIs this what you want, Patrick?ó 

He whimpered. He went down on his knees. He 
couldnõt see it, but he knew it  was big and beautiful and 
that heõd know exactly what to do with it.  òI want it, I 
want you. I want to taste you. Um. Dak. Dak. God, 
yeahéyeahéó 

 
His eyes snapped open. The sun was streaming 

through  the window.  He was wet with  
perspiration,  his cock sticky, unsatisfied. He 
buried  his face in the pillow.  This wasnõt 
happening. Dak had looked at him  in the barn that 
day and said, ôdonõt.õ Damn, I wish my body knew 
the meaning of the word. 

He was in a foul  mood when he and Josh biked 
into  town.  Dak wasnõt around  at breakfast againñ
heõd already left. His Jeep was gone. 
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Josh was talking  about some girl  he used to 
have a big crush on in Mills  and Patrick found  it  
annoying.  

They parked their  bikes in town  and Josh 
finally  realized that Patrick hadnõt said anything  
at all. òDid  you hear me?ó 
òYeah, the girl  had twins.ó 
òThat wasnõt the point,ó he clicked his tongue. 
òSorry.ó 
They started by cleaning cabins and emptying  

garbage. It  wasnõt hard work,  but it  was nothing  
like  working  with  Dak. Patrick finished  the day by 
helping  the girl  at the ice cream counter. Her name 
was Susie and she kept flicking  her ponytail  in his 
face every time he tried  to move around  to help 
her. 

Over the next few days, Patrick fell  into  the 
routine  of the job at Kateõs, but he lived  for  the 
time when theyõd go home and he could see 
Dakota, talk  to him,  watch him  when Dak wasnõt 
noticing.  Three times during  the week, he got up 
early to help him  with  the horses in the barn and 
again on the weekend, he went  up into  the pasture 
and followed  Dak around  on the horse. 
òIõm not sure how much help Iõm being to 

you,ó he said that Saturday as they rode side by 
side back to the house. I really  know  nothing  
about this stuff.ó 
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òJust good to have the company,ó Dak said, 
adjusting  his hat on his head. 

Patrickõs gaze wandered over his fine muscular 
forearms and the places his shirt  clung to his torso. 
òJosh is jealous,ó Patrick said. òHe says you 

donõt invite  him  to go with  you.ó 
òI donõt,ó Dak grinned,  òheõs out here ten 

minutes and he wants to go back. Heõs no cowboy, 
Patrick. Come on,ó he said, òIõll  race you back to 
the barn.ó He let out a whoop  and spanked Fillyõs 
flank.  Patrick did  the same with  Handsome, and 
they were both breathless and laughing  when they 
reached the barn. 

When Monday  morning  came and Patrick 
hopped on his bike to go with  Josh to work,  he 
was thinking  of the long week ahead before he 
could be with  Dak in the pasture again. He was 
falling  in love with  his gentle manner and rugged 
good looks and that slow smile of his. Part of him  
said to slow down,  but  his heart had gone deaf. 

The week dragged out before him  and Patrick  
threw  himself  into  helping  Kate. He cleaned up all 
the grounds and stayed late in the diner.  He even 
got up early to go to the barn to help Dak, but 
most of the time, Dak had already seen to the 
horses and was off  to take care of the cattle. 

That Friday, Patrick was feeling a little  beat. 
Kate praised him  for  all his hard work,  shaking 
her head at her nephew, who  was busy flirting  
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again with  Susie, the ice cream girl.  òTalk about a 
skirt  chaser,ó she giggled, nudging  Patrick then 
looked out the window  and announced, òOh, 
thereõs Dak.ó 

Patrickõs heartbeat sped up. He ran a hand 
through  his hair. òIs he coming in?ó 
òYeah,ó she said with  a smile. òHey, Dakota.ó 

She walked  over and gave him  a hug, òhow about 
some coffee?ó 
òSounds good,ó he replied,  taking  off  his hat. 

He smiled at Patrick. 
òWhat you been up to?ó Kate was asking, 

pouring  his coffee. 
òTrying  to reinforce the last of those fences.ó 
Patrick walked  over to the table now. òIõll  help 

you tomorrow.ó 
òGood,ó he said, sipping  his coffee, looking  

around. òWhereõs my son?ó 
òLast time I saw him,ó Kate said, òhe was 

drooling  over Susie.ó 
òOh,ó Dak smiled. 
òWhereõs Josh?ó Kate asked Susie as she 

walked  away from  the counter. 
òHe just went  over to the cabins. He said he 

had one left  to clean up. And  weõre all out of 
chocolate, by the way.ó 
òIõll  put  it  on the order form,ó Kate said. 
òWhatõs the special?ó Dak picked up the menu. 
òMeatloaf,ó Patrick told  him.  



DJ Manly

 
 

56 

òI like  Kateõs meatloaf. Kate,ó he called out, òIõll  
get the boys some supper here tonight.ó 
òK, Dak,ó she said, going off  to hand a menu to 

an elderly  couple sitting  in a booth by the 
window . 

Josh came in now, wiping  his brow.  òHey, 
Dad,ó he said. òYou look beat.ó 
òYou, too,ó he laughed. òJoin me for  supper. 

Iõm buying.ó 
òSounds good. Aunt  Kate, the cabins are all 

done.ó 
òYou can knock off  now, you guys. Sit  down  

and Iõll  serve you up some meatloaf. Wonder  you 
had time today,ó Kate slapped Josh on the head 
lightly,  òwith  all that flirting. ó 
òHa, ha. I told  you Iõd do it.  Mm, Iõve been 

eyeing that meatloaf all day,ó Josh said. òBring it  
on.ó 

Patrick slid  in beside his friend.  òMe, too.ó He 
looked at Dak, then away. Heõd missed him  today. 
He missed him  everyday. 
òHow  about a movie in Casper tonight?ó Dak 

suggested, laying  the menu aside and picking  up 
his coffee cup. 
òWhatõs playing ?ó Josh asked. 
òSome comedy, I think,ó Dak replied.  
òYou sure you want  to drive  all the way into  

Casper tonight?ó Josh added as Kate put  steaming 
plates of food in front  of them. 
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òWhy  not?ó 
òI think  Iõll  pass,ó his gaze was on Susie, who  

was putting  on her lipstick  in the mirror  by the 
cash register. 
òSusie?ó Patrick laughed. 
òSheõs hot.ó 
Dak grinned.  òGuess you got plans?ó 
òIõm hoping  so and, Patrick, tomorrow  I get to 

do ice cream.ó 
òSure,ó Patrick smiled. òThatõs all you did  all 

day.ó 
òDid  not. I finished  the cabins.ó 
òFair enough.ó 
òYou go to the movies with  Dad,ó he said, 

sticking  meatloaf in his mouth . 
Patrick froze. 
Dak looked at him.  òWe can do it  another 

time.ó 
òNo, I mean,ó Patrick stammered, òI want  to 

go, if  you do.ó 
òAll  right,ó Dak said, lifting  some meatloaf into  

his mouth.  òIõll  ahétake Josh and the bikes home 
first  andñó 
òCorrection, take the bikes home, Dad, and Iõll  

find  my way home,ó Josh told  him , smiling  at 
Susie who  was staring at him  from  where she was 
leaning on the counter. 

Dak smirked  and thanked Kate as she came 
over to refill  his coffee cup. 
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òJosh has it  bad,ó Kate winked  at her nephew. 
Josh made a face and everyone laughed. 
Patrick glanced at Dak. I have it  bad, too. 
Dak finished  eating first.  He stood, kissed his 

sister on the cheek and announced that he was 
going to put  the bikes in the vehicle. He laid  a 
twenty  on the table and walked  out the door. 
Every table in the restaurant was taken and it  
seemed to grow  silent when Dak got up and 
walked  across the room. When he walked  out the 
door, the chatter started up again. 

A man behind them in the next booth said, òI 
wonder  who  those boys heõs got with  him  are.ó 
òThose boys,ó Kate said in a loud  voice 

suddenly,  so that everyone in the diner heard, 
òare my brotherõs son and his best friend.  Got any 
more questions you need answering, Ned, donõt 
be shy. Iõll  get your  bill.ó 

Josh nudged Patrick. He hadnõt taken his eyes 
off  Susie. òLet me out, will  you?ó 

Patrick got up, glaring  at the man sitting  
nearby. Ignorant bastard. 

Susie walked  over now and she smiled at Josh. 
òHey, how about you buying  me an ice cream 
cone?ó 

Josh smiled then. He reached over, took her 
hand and they walked  outside together. 
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Kate came over and stood beside Patrick. She 
picked up the money her brother  had left. òYou 
okay?ó 

Patrick nodded. òItõs just not fair ,ó he stared at 
the man until  he disappeared out the door. 
òNothing  is fair,ó she touched his shoulder. 

òYou like  my brother , donõt you?ó 
Patrick looked up at her. òIéyeah, I mean, heõs 

a nice man.ó 
She smiled, nodded. 
òReady?ó Dak poked his head in the door. 
Patrick jumped  up and followed  him  to the 

vehicle. They rode in silence for  awhile,  Patrick 
glancing over at him  from  time to time. òDak?ó 
òWe donõt have to go to the movies if  you donõt 

want  to.ó 
òNo, I mean, itõs okay, itõs up to you. Iõd be just 

as happy to stay home and watch television.ó 
He didnõt say anything.  
òDak?ó 
Dak glanced at him,  pulling  the vehicle up in 

front  of the house. òYeah?ó 
The crickets were singing  all around  them and 

the cool night  air raised the goose bumps on his 
arms. He was feeling the most intense sense of 
desperation. òI didnõt mean for  this toéI know  
you must be feeling it , too.ó 

Dak got out of the vehicle. 
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Patrick didnõt move for  a minute.  òGoddamn 
it,ó he said, getting  out and slamming  the door as 
Dak took out the bikes and set them against the 
side of the house, òwill  you stop and listen to me 
for  two  seconds?ó 

Dak sighed heavily,  put ting  his hands on his 
hips. The brow  of his hat tipped  down  and he 
couldnõt really  see his face. òThere is nothing  to 
say, Patrick,ó he said. òWhat could there possibly 
be to say? Youõve been hereéwhatéthree weeks? 
Whatever it  is, itõs all in your  head.ó 
òNo, actually,  itõs more than in my head,ó he 

cried out, òitõs in myémy cock and itõs in my 
heart. Andéó He stopped. He sounded 
ridiculous.  

Dak put  up a hand. òStop.ó He took a few steps 
backward. 
òIõm sorry. I know  that soundséoutrageous. 

Do you want  me to leave?ó 
òNo, I donõt want  you to leave. Quit  asking me 

that.ó He walked  into  the house. 
Patrick followed  him  silently.  
Dak threw  his hat on the chair. Patrick ran his 

gaze over all that dark  hair, his shoulders, his ass 
in those jeans. òDakota,ó he managed, òwhy  do 
you deprive  yourself  of love?ó 
òLove?ó He turned  around  and looked at him,  

his mouth  open. òLove? Love now?ó 
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òI want  to touch you, is that wrong?ó Patrick 
swallowed.  His mouth  was dry.  He was shaking 
badly. 
òYes,ó he said, closing his eyes, òitõs wrong.ó 
òYou want  to touch me, too. I know  it.ó 
òIt  doesnõt matter what  I want,ó he groaned. 

òPlease, Patrick, stop torturing  me.ó He walked  off  
down  the hallway.   

Patrick stood there alone for  a moment. Is that 
what this is? Torture? Yes, Goddamn it.  Well, Dak had 
found the right word. But who is torturing who? 

Slowly , Patrick walked  through  the house. He 
found  Dak sitting  on the sofa, his head resting in 
his hand. The television hadnõt been turned  on. 
òI donõt want  to go to the movies and I donõt 

think  you do either?ó 
He didnõt answer. 
òIs it  my age?ó 
òAmong  other things,ó he said, but he didnõt 

look at him. 
òIõm not a boy.ó 
Dak looked over at him.  òI know  that, believe 

me.ó 
Patrick pulled  off  his t-shirt.  
Dakõs eyes widened  a little . òPatrick,ó he said, 

starting  to get up off  the sofa. 
Patrick walked  over and placed a hand on 

Dakõs chest and Dak eased back down  to the sofa. 
òI know  exactly what  Iõm getting  into,  exactly 
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what  I want.ó He undid  the belt on his jeans. òIf  
you donõt want  me,ó Patrick paused, met his gaze, 
òtell  me now. No lies, the truth.ó Patrick was 
weakening, finding  it  hard to speak. He reached 
out his hand and touched Dakõs face, running  his 
thumb  along his cheekbone, across his lips. 

Dakõs eyes were filled  with  desire and that need 
in his eyes was fuelling  Patrickõs lust. He put  one 
knee between Dakõs legs and rested the other on 
the outside of his leg. 

Dak placed his hands on either side of Patrickõs 
ribs suddenly . He pulled  him  closer, searched his 
face, a question, needing one last confirmation.  

Patrick reached out and stroked his hair, he 
lowered  his head, touched his lips softly  against 
his. It  was electric, hypnotic,  his mouth  soft and 
yielding  as Dak let his head go back against the 
sofa, his mouth  opening, surrendering  to Patrickõs 
passionate assault. Dak moaned softly  as Patrick 
tasted his lips, slid  his tongue seductively  around 
his and then began to undo his shirt.  

Dak widened  his thighs and Patrick could feel 
his erection brush against his knee. Patrick 
whimpered  against his mouth,  trying  to keep from  
ripping  the buttons off  of his shirt.  He opened it, 
tore his mouth  away, his gaze moving  over his 
naked flesh. He kissed his throat,  trailed  his lips  
down  to one nipple  and twirled  his tongue around 
it.  He didnõt want  to miss an inch of his body. His 
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cock was pushing  uncomfortably  against his own 
jeans now. He couldnõt wait  any longer to unzip  
his pants. He went  to his knees in front  of him.  

Dak glanced down  at him , then grunted  when 
Patrick undid  the snap on his jeans and pulled  
down  the zipper.  Dakõs head went  back again. He 
pushed his hips forward,  inviting  him  to take 
down  the briefs that were already stained with  his 
juices. 

The top of his erection was pushing  out of those 
shorts and it  was the sexiest thing  Patrick had ever 
seen. With  his shirt  open, his chest bare, his jeans 
undone and the head of his cock exposed, Patrick 
felt  his cock pump.  He jumped  to his feet and took 
down  his pants, his underwear,  kicked off  his 
shoes. 

Dak was looking  at him,  his gaze caressing 
Patrickõs sex, his balls. òYouõre beautiful,ó he 
whispered.  òPatrick.ó His eyes pleaded now. 

Patrick went  back to his knees. Dak lifted  his 
hips and Patrick stripped  off  his pants. He left  the 
briefs, carefully  taking  out his cock. òSpread your  
legs wider,ó Patrick urged. 

Dak opened his legs. 
òOh God,ó Patrick groaned, òwhat  a man you 

are. Look at that cock. How  long has it  been since 
someone touched you?ó 

Dakõs head went  back against the sofa again. òI 
donõt remember,ó he whispered.  
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Patrick pressed his lips against the shaft then 
licked his tongue up the length of it.  òYouõre a big 
boy and I love big cocks. I want  to suck youébut 
not like this. Take me upstairs,ó he said. He pulled  
Dak off  the sofa and led him  by the hand up the 
stairs. 

At  the top, Dak pulled  him  in against his body. 
He ran his hands over Patrickõs chest, teasing his 
nipples, his lips  came down  on his throat  and he 
fondled  Patrickõs cock, his balls, squeezed his ass. 
òOh God, Dak, stop it,  Iõm going to come and 

thereõs so much I want  to do beforeñó 
òYou can come again,ó he whispered,  òand 

again.ó 
He turned  Patrick around  in his arms and 

kissed him  deeply. òGod help me,ó he groaned, òI 
want  you. I want  to fuck you. I want  to fuck you 
now.ó 

Patrick was on fire. Dakõs hands and lips were 
everywhere and when they got to the bedroom, 
Dak pressed him  down  to the mattress with  his 
body, his mouth.  He kissed him  all  over, then 
flipped  him  and licked him  between the ass 
cheeks until  Patrick was almost clinging  to the 
ceiling. 

When a creamy finger  entered him,  Patrick 
moaned. òDak,ó he whimpered,  òoh Jesus, I knew 
it  would  be like  this.ó He grunted  as Dakõs finger  
fucked him  intensely. 
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òThe condom,ó Dak breathed against his neck, 
òopen it.  I need you. I need you now.ó He handed 
it  to Patrick. 

Patrick tore it  with  his teeth. 
Dak turned  him  over, spread his legs wide  and 

hoisted them over his broad shoulders. òPut it  
on.ó 

Patrick stroked his cock for  a moment and then 
rolled  on the condom. òYouõre so beautiful,ó 
Patrick told  him.  
òLook into my eyes,ó he urged. òLook at me,ó 

he grunted,  his cock beginning  to poke his hole. 
He pressed and then stopped, pressed again and 
then pushed all the way. 
òOh God,ó Patrick cried out, clutching  the 

blanket in his fists. òFuck me, yeahéoh 
yeahéyeahéDakéDakéummmm.ó 

Dak came inside of him  with  a thunderous  roar, 
his hand reaching out at the same time to milk  
what  remained of Patrickõs erection. 

His hand felt  nice there, but he really  hadnõt 
needed any help with  coming. His orgasm shot 
through  his body straight  to his soul. Flying,  
dizzy,  out of this world.  This was love. Dakota 
Bailey was love. And  now that heõd tasted him,  
heõd want  him,  over and over again. 

Dakõs head was on his chest. Patrick stroked his 
hair, took his hand in his. A few seconds later, Dak 
moved away from  him  and lay on his back. 
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The fear grew. Patrick dreaded what  would  
come out of Dakõs mouth  when he finally  spoke. 
Will  he tell me to get out, that he never wants to see me 
again? Will  he blame me for seducing him, or worse, 
would he get out of this bed and pretend it  never 
happened? 

He felt  Dakõs fingers suddenly  curl  around his 
and Patrick began to breathe again. Suddenly 
Dakota was feverishly  kissing him,  one hand 
sliding  down  Patrickõs stomach to his cock. His 
mouth  followed,  his tongue licking  his cock, his 
balls, then taking  it  into  his mouth.  

Patrick smiled, thinking  of how he never did  
get around  to doing  him  the same favour . òI want  
you to fuck me again,ó Patrick grunted  as Dak 
knelt  between his legs and swallowed  his cock. 
Patrick grabbed Dakõs hair  and pulled  as he began 
to shoot into  his mouth  and Dak moved off  his 
cock and wiped  his mouth  with  his the back of 
hand. òDamn, Dak,ó Patrick laughed and pulled  
him  up into  his arms, òIõm not hard anymore and I 
wantñó 
òI know  what  you want,ó he kissed his neck 

and laughed. òSo get to work,ó he urged, flipping  
himself  around  so that his cock was close to 
Patrickõs mouth.  

At  the same time as Patrick began to feast on 
Dakõs balls and cock, Dak went  back to work  on 
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his. It  didnõt take long for  both of them to start 
moaning with  pleasure. 

Patrick sat up now and turned  his back to Dak. 
òIõve done my job, do yours. Oh God, your  dick  is 
so hard, come on, baby, take me for  a ride.ó 

Dakota laughed, grabbing Patrick around the 
waist  from  behind, he kissed his neck, ran his 
hands all over him  slowly  then moved one finger  
into  his ass. òIs that what  you want?ó He yanked 
him  up on his knees and held him  tight.  
òYou know  what  I want.  Dak, come on, your  

cock, now.ó 
Patrick felt  his head being pushed down.  He 

was on all fours, his hips grabbed, his ass open. 
He spread his legs more, feeling his cockhead 
tease his anus. When it  pushed inside of him,  he 
let out some air, licked his lips. òDonõt hold  back,ó 
he pleaded, òGod, Dak, you feel soésoéoh 
Godégoooooooooood.ó 

Dak fucked him  in and out, from  side to side, 
pulling  him  up so that Patrick palmed the wall,  
then back down,  his head touching  the mattress. 
He came hard, his orgasm so intense that it  
completely  shook him  to his soul. 

When Dak released him,  Patrick turned  around 
and went  into  his arms. He kissed his mouth,  his 
eyes, his throat.  He went  down  and spread Dakõs 
thighs and licked him  slowly,  tenderly,  until  Dak 
moaned softly,  his head turning  to the side on the 
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pillow.  Patrick urged him  onto his stomach. His 
kissed his shoulders, his back, separated his ass 
and teased his opening. òCan I fuck you?ó Patrick 
asked him.  òWhen my cock comes back, I want  
toñó 
òYes,ó he groaned. òYes, do it,  fuck me.ó 
Patrick reached for  the lube. òIõll  get hard 

lubing  you up. Get up on your  knees. I want  to 
play  with  your  cock a little.  Iõd love to tie you up. 
Damn, youõd be so hot. Would  it  turn  you on? You 
said you liked  military.  Usually  strong guys get 
off  on that.ó 
òDo what  you want,ó he breathed. 
A little  thrill  ran through  Patrick and he was on 

his way to hard again. 
òThereõs a rope in the closet.ó 
òWhat is that doing  there?ó Patrick teased. 
Dak laughed. 
òWhat else would  I find  there?ó 
òNipple  clamps. A cock ring.  Jazz liked  that 

stuff.ó 
Patrick balked at the thought  of that, then 

pushed it  away. Jazz wasnõt here. He was. He took 
out some stuff  and brought  it  around  to the front  
of the bed. 

Dak was on his knees, looking  at him.  
Patrick lowered  his head and bit  and pulled  at 

his nipples. Dak made a noise, which  sounded like 
a cross between pleasure and pain. 
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Patrick pinched one nipple,  applied  the clamp, 
then clamped the other. To see this beautiful,  big, 
tough cowboy like  this was turning  him  on big 
time and Dak was enjoying it  himself.  

Patrick took his cock in his hand and stroked it , 
then he wrapped  the leather cock ring  around  the 
base. 
òDid  you find  the rope?ó 
òI found  these,ó he dangled the handcuffs. 

òEven better. Hands behind your  head.ó 
Dak obliged him,  leaning back, his chest and 

cock puffed  out, his nipples clamped. 
Patrick was leaking come. He stood there, 

pulled  a few times on the clamps, cuffed his cock, 
cupped his balls and then began to lube his ass. 

Dak was panting,  his hips moving  back and 
forth.  

Patrick lubed him  big time, fucking  his ass with  
two  then three fingers before entering him  with  
his aching cock, a cock that wouldnõt hold  on 
anymore. He moved inside of him  almost 
violently,  unwrapped  the strap so that Dak could 
come, pulling  brutally  on those clamps. He 
pressed him  forward  on his face as he finished  
pumping  him,  knowing  Dak was having  a hard 
time balancing with  his hands cuffed like  that. 

Dak came with  a muffled  cry into  the mattress 
and Patrick was still  riding  the tide of his orgasm 
as he lay atop of him  and kissed his shoulder over 
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and over, undoing  the cuffs and throwing  them 
aside. òYouõre so sexy, God, what  a sexy man.ó 

Dak laughed softly,  his face turned  to the side. 
òYou really  got off  on dominating  me, didnõt 
you?ó 
òOh God yeah, is that why  you let me do it?ó 

He kissed his ear. òYou were indulging  me?ó He 
started tickling  him. 

Dak rolled  over, fending  him  off  and removed 
the clamps. òOuch,ó he said. 
òPoor baby,ó Patrick cooed, kissing one nipple , 

then the other, then licking  both of them in turn.  
Dak placed a hand under  his head and looked 

at him  silently.  
Patrick put  his head on Dakõs chest and listened 

to his heartbeat. 
òAre you trying  to make sure Iõm still  alive?ó 
òStop that,ó Patrick said, laughing.  
òAm  I the oldest guy youõve ever been with?ó 
òAre you that hung up on age?ó 
òNo. I was just wondering.ó 
òHow  old  was Jazz?ó 
òTwenty -five.ó 
òWas he hung up on your  age?ó 
òHe was hung up on everything.ó 
òWhy  do they call him  Jazz?ó 
òHe played sax in a band.ó 
òOh. And  it  was true when you told  me you 

didnõt love him?ó 
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òI loved the idea of him.ó 
òWhat does that mean?ó 
òI loved the idea of not sleeping alone 

anymore.ó 
Patrick bit  his lip.  òJosh isnõt homophobic,  you 

know.ó 
òI know  that. I didnõt raise him  to disrespect 

people.ó 
Patrick traced his cheek with  his finger.  òIs Josh 

afraid  that if  youõre with  someone, it  will  fire  up 
the gossip again?ó 
òThatõs what  he wants me to believe.ó 
òBut you donõt?ó 
He shook his head. òIõm all Josh has. Heõs 

afraid  to lose me. Heõs afraid  he wonõt be number 
one anymore.ó 
òThat doesnõt make sense. Youõd never replace 

him  in your  heart. Heõs your  child.ó 
òI didnõt say it  was rational,  Patrick. Youõd have 

to understand what  it  has been like  for  Josh and 
then it  would  make sense. At  one time, he was 
completely  alone in this town.  Only  Kate stuck by 
us through  everything  and she almost lost her 
business because of it .ó 
òI canõt believe that everyone in town  thought  

you were guilty?ó 
òNo, not everyone, but those who  werenõt sure 

didnõt want  to be ostracized, too, so they followed  
the lynch mob.ó 
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Patrick kissed his mouth,  pressed his cheek 
against his. òNone of it  was fair,  all because a 
teenager developed a crush.ó 

Dak touched his hair. After  a few seconds, he 
said, òWhat have we done, Patrick?ó 
òNo,ó Patrick shook his head, sitting  up, òdonõt 

do this, donõt do this to me. Say anything  you 
want,  but donõt tell  me you wished this would  
have never happened.ó Tears stung his eyes. 
òI canõt say something that isnõt true. I donõt 

wish  it  had never happened, but it  probably  
shouldnõt have.ó 

Patrick wanted Dak to reach out and touch him  
now, but he didnõt. When Patrick forced out the 
next words,  they came out barely above a whisper,  
òAnd youõre not going to let this happen again, 
are you?ó The tears that flowed  down  his cheeks 
took him  by surprise. Hopelessness. Thatõs what  
he felt. Theirs was a love that was going to be 
strangled in its infancy, going nowhere. 
òPatrick,ó Dak said softly,  òdonõt.ó 
Patrick got out of bed. òYou said that to me 

before, in the barn. You said donõt. You might  as 
well  tell  me not to breathe.ó 

Dak sat up in bed. He looked down  at his 
hands. òJosh should  never know  about this. He 
wouldnõt understand. Youõre his best friend.ó 
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òSo, Iõm supposed to choose between my best 
friend  and the man Iñó He stopped, òand my 
lover.ó 

Dak rubbed his jaw. òIt  happened. It was nice, 
no, fuck, it  was more than nice, it  was beautiful.  
Thank you. But I canõt be your  lover, Patrick. It  
happened because Iõm lonely,  vulnerable  and hell, 
youõre a great-looking , young guy who  wanted 
me.ó 
òGratitude,ó Patrick laughed bitterly.  òThe old  

man thanks the boy for  the nice blowjob  and the 
use of his ass. Youõre pathetic, Dakota.ó 

He walked  out of the room, and went  in search 
of his clothes. He got dressed and walked  outside 
into  the night  air. Now what? Do I leave, taking my 
pain with me? If  he did,  Josh would  want  to know  
why  and eventually  heõd figure  it  out. Do I stay 
and beg for Dakotaõs touch, hoping that some night Dak 
would be so horny that heõd crawl into my bed and 
ravish me? It  didnõt leave him  much of a choice. 
Patrick knew Dak was the one. And of all the men 
who might have been the love of my life, why in the hell 
this one? He wasnõt even sure if  Dak felt  anything  
for  him  besides an itch in his pants. He wanted his 
body, but for  the first  time in his life, he wanted 
more than that, he wanted his heart and although  
it  was bizarre, heõd known  that almost from  the 
moment he first  laid  eyes on Dak. 
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Chapter Four  
 
 

hat in hell are you doing  out here?ó Josh 
asked as he waved off  the ice cream girl  in  

her little  Toyota. 
òStar gazing,ó Patrick replied . 
òItõs four  in the morning.ó 
òReally? How  was your  date?ó 
òScrumptious.ó 
Patrick sighed. òItõs so easy for  you.ó 
òHuh?ó 
òItõs so easy for  you, being straight,  dating.ó 
òIõm sorry there are no gay guys in Mills,  Pat. I 

warned you.ó 
òYouõre right,  no one for  me,ó he said, his voice 

brittle.  He bit  his lip.  òI guess Iõll  go to bed in a 
few minutes. Work  tomorrow.ó 
òNight,ó Josh yawned and went  inside. 
Patrick looked up at Dakõs bedroom window.  

He wondered  if  Dakota was sleeping. He went  
inside and walked  passed his room. It  was quiet. 

»W 
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He walked  into  his own  room and shut the door. 
He lay down  on the bed and looked at the ceiling. 
He was still  looking  at the ceiling as the sun came 
up. 

Dak was gone by sunup. Patrick heard the 
vehicle start and out the window,  he watched him  
drive  off  up the road. 

He was tired  and the day stretched on 
endlessly. When he came home, Dak still  wasnõt 
there. òWhere is Dak?ó Patrick asked Josh 
suddenly  as they sat eating take out theyõd 
brought  back from  the diner. òWhy  isnõt he here?ó 

Josh gave him  a strange look. òHeõs gone into  
Casper for  a few days, something about that rodeo 
heõs involved  in. Heõs on the organizersõ 
committee this year or something. Why ?ó 
òNothing . How  long is a few days?ó 
Josh shrugged. òI have no idea, a week maybe. 

Itõs nice to have the house to ourselves.ó 
Patrick got up and pushed back his chair. He 

went  upstairs, slow ing as he passed Dakõs room. 
He walked in and looked at the bed for  a few 
minutes. He crawled into  the middle  and curled 
up into  a ball, inhaling  Dakõs scent. No, Dak 
hadnõt told  him  he was going away. God only  
knew what  he was doing  in Casper. Is he meeting 
up with Jazz maybe? Heõd said they were still  
friends. Do I stand a chance against this Jazz guy, 
older, more experienced in bed? 



DJ Manly

 
 

76 

Patrick closed his eyes and when he opened 
them again, the sun was up. 

 
Josh made mention  of how quiet he was a few 

times as they stripped  the beds in the cabins and 
shoved the sheets into  laundry  bags. 

Finally,  when Patrick was tired  of hearing it,  he 
said, òUnlike  you, who  canõt shut up. Susie, Susie, 
Susie. Weõll  get back to Denver and youõll  forget 
you ever saw her.ó 

Josh came over to the other side of the bed to 
help Patrick put  on the clean sheets. òThat wasnõt 
very  nice. You think  Iõm shallow?ó 
òI didnõt say that.ó 
òYou implied  it.  How  many guys have you 

slept with,  Patrick, and forgotten  their  names or 
never knew them to begin with?ó 

Dak. Dakota. Dak. There was a name he wasnõt 
about to forget. Maybe he was being punished. 
òLetõs drop  it.ó 
òGood idea. You know,  Dad said he might  

bring  home a new puppy.  Our  dog died last 
summer. She was fourteen. Dad wouldnõt hear of 
getting another dog for  awhile , but I think  he 
might  be mellowing , because he said he saw some 
really  cute puppies.ó 
òYou spoke to him?ó 
òYeah, he called last night  after you went  to 

bed.ó 
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òHe didnõt ask to speak to me?ó 
òWhy  would  he?ó Josh squished up his face. 
òNo reason. Did  he say when heõd be back?ó 
òNo. Come on, weõre done here.ó 
They were walking  around the corner of the 

motel with  the laundry  bags when Josh said, 
òWait.ó 

Patrick stopped, Joshõs hand was on his arm. 
òWhat?ó 
òI donõt want  to see that fucking  bastard.ó 
Patrick looked across the street to where Josh 

was looking.  There was a tall,  blond  man standing 
there, holding  on to a baby carriage. òWho is he?ó 
òThatõs William  Gallant.ó 
òHe still  lives here in Mills?ó 
òOh yeah, got married  a few years back, has 

two  kids.ó 
Patrick clenched his fist. òCloseted freak.ó 
Josh glanced at him.  òHey, he ruined  my life, 

not yours.ó 
òHe ruined  your  fatherõs life,ó Patrick snapped. 

òItõs not all about you. What about what  he lost? 
Do you even care? And  how long do you want  
him  to keep paying  for  it,  Josh?ó 

Josh was stunned. He stood there speechless as 
Patrick dragged the laundry  into  the laundry  
room. He didnõt want  to look at Gallant anymore, 
because now his lie was affecting his life  as well.  
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Patrick wasnõt aware that heõd been pounding  
his fist  on the cement wall  until  a hand covered his 
and Kate was looking  into  his eyes. òWhatõs 
wrong,  honey?ó 

Patrickõs eyes filled  with  tears. òHow  come he 
gets to walk  around, have a life, when your  
brotheréó He sighed deeply. 
òWho?ó She was looking  at his hand. òItõs 

bleeding. Youõve scraped off  the skin.ó 
Patrick pulled  his hand away. òThat William  

Gallant. I hate him.ó 
òDonõt hate him,ó Kate said, òpity  him.ó 
òPity  him,  how can you say that after what  he 

did  to your  brother? I could kill  him  for  that, for  
ruining  Dakõs life.ó 

Kate placed her hands on his shoulders 
suddenly  and looked into  his eyes intently.  òWhen 
did  it  happen?ó 

Patrick stiffened. òWhat? When did  what  
happen?ó 
òWhen did  you develop these kinds  of feelings 

for  Dakota?ó 
òI-I donõt know  what  youõre talking  about.ó 
òYes, you do. I see it  every time heõs near you 

and now, itõs in your  voice.ó 
Patrick wiped  the stray tear off  his cheek. He 

turned  away, started emptying  the bag. òI suppose 
youõre going to tell  me Iõm out of mind  that itõs not 
real and I should just forget him .ó 
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òI wasnõt going to say any of those things. You 
know,  Jazz loved my brother , too.ó 

Patrick turned  around, looked at her. 
òI was so pleased to see that he wasnõt alone 

anymore, that he was finally  allowing  himself  to 
be happy. I didnõt realize Dak didnõt feel the same 
way. Dakota cared about Jazz, but I think  it  was 
more a sexual thing  than anything  else. Dak didnõt 
love Jazz, the way Jazz wanted him  to. The poor 
guy came to speak to me before he left  Mills.  I felt  
so bad for  him,  but he wasnõt the one.ó 
òI thought  Josh broke them up.ó 
òHa, you donõt know  my brother  very  well.  

Josh doesnõt have that kind  of power  over him . 
Donõt let my brotherõs easygoing charm fool  you, 
but believe me, if  heõd really  loved Jazz, no one 
would  have torn  them apart. Josh was more of an 
excuse than anything.  Josh loves his father so 
much that I donõt think  Dak could do anything  
bad enough to alienate that boy from  him. Does 
Josh know  how you feel about Dak? It  happened 
pretty  fast, honey.ó 
òIt  doesnõt matter. He doesnõt want  to hear it.  

And  damn it,  Kate, I think  it  was love at first  sight. 
Donõt say anything,  okay? Dak made me swear 
not to say anything.ó 
òSay anything  about what,  Patrick?ó She 

paused then gasped. òDid  something happen 
between you and Dak?ó 
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Patrick nodded silently.  
òThis is an ongoing thing ?ó 
Patrick shook his head. òNo. He thinks  Iõm too 

young for  him.  I doubt  heõll  let me near him  
again.ó 
òOr he thinks  heõs too old  for  you? What do 

you think?ó 
òI think  that when I look into  his eyes, Iéó He 

swallowed.  òIõve never been in love like  this. I 
didnõt expect to be. I didnõt want  to be. It  just 
happened. It  doesnõt even seem possible. Dak left 
because of me, because of what  happened. I know  
it.ó 
òNo, honey,ó she said, smiling,  opening her 

arms and hugging  Patrick, òDak left because he 
needs some space and in order to get some space, 
he finally  agreed to be on that stupid  committee 
he hates. I know  my brother. When heõs confused, 
he needs to be alone. He doesnõt say a lot  
sometimes, but he feels deeply.ó 
òWhat if  he doesnõt come back?ó 
òOh, baby, he will,ó Kate said, kissing his 

forehead. 
òDonõt tell  Josh what  I told  you.ó 
òThatõs up to you and my little  brother,ó she 

said. òNow,  stop fretting  and get back to work.ó 
She paused at the door for  a second, òAnd  you 
know  what? Sometimes I hate William  Gallant, 
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too. But love can make monsters out of the best of 
us.ó 

Those words  haunted him  as he put  the first  
load in. He came out of the laundry  room and 
took a chair outside, watching  the people walk  by 
on the street. 

He spotted William  Gallant. He was getting  his 
children  ice cream now. There was a young  boy 
around six and a baby in the carriage. He glanced 
at Patrick as he went  by, nodded. 

Patrick swallowed  his hatred. òHi,ó he said. 
òHey,ó he walked  over. òHot  day.ó 
òIt  is.ó 
òIõm William.ó 
òPatrick.ó He clenched his teeth. 
William  was a handsome, young man and his 

children  were beautiful.  
òWhereõs their  mother?ó 
òVisiting  her parents in Denver. Iõm on my own  

all week.ó His gaze gave Patrick the once over. 
Patrick couldnõt believe it . He was coming on to 
him.  
òOh, yeah?ó 
òYeah. I live  right  over there,ó he pointed,  

òwhite  house, third  from  the top. If  you ever want  
to come over, shoot the breeze, you know.  Youõre 
new here in town.  You hang out with  Josh 
Bailey?ó 
òNo. Iõm boarding  there.ó 
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òOh, cool. Well,  anywhere, take care,ó he said 
and walked  off. 

Patrick got up and walked  back in the laundry  
room. He was shaking. When heõd finished  the 
laundry,  he went  into  the diner and found  Josh. 

Josh still  looked pissed at him.  
òIõm sorry, okay?ó 
Josh nodded. òMe, too. I just donõt know  whatõs 

got into  you, thatõs all.ó 
òIõm hanging out here later, so donõt wait  for  

me, okay?ó 
òWhat for?ó 
òI met a friend.ó 
òPat, I told  you to be careful here. This townéó 
òItõs not like  that. Tell Kate all the laundry  is 

dry  and folded  and that I locked up the place.ó He 
walked  out of the diner. He had to go now before 
he changed his mind.  

 
William  Gallant seemed surprised to see him  

standing there when he opened the door. Then he 
looked pleased. He opened the door wide r. òCome 
in. I just put  the kids down.  Want a drink?ó 
òNo thanks.ó Patrick walked  into  the living  

room. He wouldnõt have been able to describe the 
way he felt  being in this guyõs living  room. He 
focused on the photographs hanging on the wall.  
There was a picture  of some high  school basketball 
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players. òThis you?ó He pointed  to the tall  blond  
kid  in the picture.  
òYeah. Senior year.ó 
His wedding  picture  sat on top of the television. 

He didnõt look much older  in that one. 
òSo, what  do you do, William?ó 
òI work  as a clerk in the town  hall. Not  a great 

job, but it  helps pay the bills.  I coach little  league 
on the weekends and Iõm a local scout master.ó 
òThat must be fun.ó It  was, also, a red flagña 

closeted man who  worked  with  little  boys. 
òItõs a blast, my way of doing  a little  something 

for  the community . Have a seat.ó 
Patrick sat down  on the sofa. 
òSo, where you from?ó William  asked, taking  a 

chair opposite from  him . 
òDenver.ó 
òGreat city.  I would  have gone with  Elaine to 

visit  her parents, but I couldnõt get the time off. Itõs 
hard with  the kids.ó 
òI bet. You must have married  young.ó 
òRight out of high school. Elaineõs family  were 

members of the same church soéó He trailed  off, 
shifted in his chair a little.  òYou married?ó 
òNo, but Iõd like  to be one day.ó That was no 

lie, if  he was in a place where gay marriage was 
permitted , heõd marry  Dakota in a second, if  heõd 
have him . 
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òItõs great, marriage, the corner stone of 
society.ó 

Great place to hide, Patrick thought.  
òSo, what  would  you like  to do?ó William  

asked him.  
òDo?ó 
òYeah, here tonight?ó 
òIõm open,ó Patrick shrugged. 
òI got some new movies today in the mail.  The 

nearest movie house is in Casper and I donõt get a 
chance to go there often. We could check those 
out.ó 
òSounds good,ó Patrick said. 
òCome downstairs ,ó he invited  him  with  a 

smile. 
Patrick hesitated for  a minute,  not sure if  that 

was a good idea. 
òCome on,ó William  said, òtelevision is 

downstairs.ó 
After  a second, Patrick followed  him  into  the 

basement. 
òWe keep the television down  here for  after the 

babies go to bed, so as not to wake them. Take a 
seat,ó he indicated  another sofa, this one covered 
with  an old  red car blanket. òI got this in the mail  
the other day,ó he said, taking  out a package from  
under  the sofa, òI donõt think  itõs what  I ordered, 
supposed to be an action movie. I havenõt looked 



Last Call

 
 

85 

at it  yet.ó He took the movie out. òIõll  stick it  in 
and weõll  have a look.ó 
òSure.ó Patrick sat on the edge of the sofa as 

William  put  in the film.  Patrick noticed the movie 
was in a brown  package. No writing,  no pictures. 

Two naked men came up on the television and 
started fucking  like  two  animals. William  feigned 
surprise. òOh my,ó he laughed, putting  a hand on 
his chest, òI didnõt expect this. Have you ever seen 
the likes of anything  like  that before, Patrick?ó He 
asked, licking  his lips. His  hand moved down  to 
his crotch now.  

Patrick stood. òActually,  Iõve seen a lot  of 
them.ó 

William  looked at him.  òYouõre not a homo, are 
you?ó 
òOh Gallant, fuck yourself,  youõre a piece of 

goddamn work.ó 
òI beg your  pardon.ó 
òDonõt play  innocent with  me. Tell me, how 

badly  do you still  want  Dakota Bailey?ó 
His face suddenly  seemed to drain  of color 

while  the two  men kept grunting  on the screen in 
the background. òWho are you? Who sent you 
here?ó 
òNo one sent me. Iõm just someone who  knows 

the truth.ó 
òGet out.ó 
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òYou ruined  a manõs life  because he wouldnõt 
fuck you. Doesnõt that bother you a little  bit? Do 
you dream of him,  William,  dream of Dakota 
doing  that to you?ó He pointed  to the television 
screen. 
òI donõt know  what  youõre talking  about.ó 
òIf  you want  to live  your  life  in a fantasy, 

William,  go ahead, I donõt give a shit, but if you 
ever really  cared about Dakota, youõd come clean, 
give him  back his name, the job that he loved. You 
wouldnõt lose anything.  You were a kid,  they 
wouldnõt prosecute you now, but youõd give him  
back his dignity.ó 

Heõd turned  his back. 
òWilliam,  you lied. Admit  it.  Dak never 

touched you and he never asked you to suck him  
off  or touch him  or do anything  with  him.  He was 
your  teacher and you didnõt like  your  grade. You, 
also, were struggling  with  feelings that needed 
release. And  if  youõre doing  sexual things with  
little  boys, William,  you need to get help.ó 
òGet out,ó William  growled.  òGet to hell out of 

here.ó 
Patrick shook his head. òMay that God you 

profess to believe in, pity  you, William,ó Patrick 
told  him . He walked  up the basement stairs and 
out the door. 
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His bike had a flat  and it took him  an hour  to 
walk  back to the house, his mind  filled  with  all 
kinds  of thoughts on the way back. He was 
wondering  if  heõd done the right  thing  going 
there. He could have done more harm than good, 
stirred  up everything  again. He was tired  and hot 
when he arrived  in the yard . There was an 
unfamiliar  truck  out front  and some strange old  
man was coming out of the barn. 
òHey,ó he held up his hand. òYou Dakotaõs 

boy?ó 
òNo, Iõm Patrick, a friend.ó 
òIõm Sam. I just live  a few miles up the road. 

Dak asked me to take care of things for  him  for  a 
few days while  heõs away. You can tell  him  all is 
good when youõre talking  to him.ó 
òI will,ó Patrick said, waving  goodbye as the 

man got into  his truck  and drove off. 
Josh had left  him  a note on the fridge  saying 

that he was swimming  at the creek. Patrick made a 
sandwich and ate it  in front  of the television. He 
wondered  what  Dakõs cell phone number  was. He 
should have asked Kate. She would  have given it  
to him.  He didnõt dare ask Josh, because Josh 
would  think  it  strange. At least I could call him, but 
call to say what? I miss you. Come home. I want to hold 
you. I love you. To Dak, he was just some crazy boy 
with  a crush, maybe another William  Gallant. 
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William  Gallant. Patrick couldnõt get that little  
bastard off  of his mind.  He went  for  a ride on Filly  
to try  and put  some perspective on it.  Was Gallant 
the real pedophile? It  certainly  seemed like  it.  But he 
couldnõt prove that. And  there was little  chance 
that William  would  do the right  thing  and clear 
Dakõs name. Why would he? 

Josh came in an hour  after Patrick had put  Filly  
back in the barn. He was going on about how nice 
the water was. Patrick wanted to tell  him  about his 
visit  with  William , but he wasnõt sure how  Josh 
would  take it.  He decided to keep it  to himself. 
The two  of them spent a pleasant evening 
watching  television together and joking  around 
and then went  to bed. 

The next day was a long one at the diner. It  was 
Friday  and a big night  to eat out. Josh was cuddly  
with  Susie and spent his time serving ice cream, 
leaving Patrick to unload  all the new stock. Patrick 
grumbled  about it  under  his breath but did  it  
anyway.  

When Josh took off  with  Susie, Patrick decided 
to stay late and help Kate, who  seemed 
overwhelmed,  especially since one of her 
waitresses was out sick. 

Patrick was in the kitchen washing up the last 
of the dishes when he heard Kate say, òWilliam  
Gallant, youõre not welcome in here.ó 
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Patrick dropped  the dish on the floor  and it  
shattered into  a whole  lot  of pieces. 
òI came to see Patrick.ó 
òItõs all right,  Kate,ó Patrick said, coming out of 

the kitchen. òLook, Iõm finished.  Iõll  just clean up 
the broken dish. William,  wait  outside for  me.ó 

Kate followed  him  into  the kitchen. òWhat are 
you playing  at with  that fool? Heõs dangerous.ó 

He swept up the glass and put  it  into  the 
garbage. òI asked him  to do the right  thing  by 
Dakota.ó 
òAnd  why  would  he?ó 
òIõm not sure. But if  thereõs a chance,ó Patrick 

said, looking  at her and then left  the kitchen. 
 
Gallant was drunk.  Patrick could smell it  on 

him.  
òWhere are your  children?ó 
òBaby sitter,ó he said. 
òWhat do you want  with  me?ó 
òWhy  do you care what  in hell happened with  

me and Dakota Bailey?ó 
òBecause I love him.ó 
He started to laugh. 
òYou didnõt think  that was so funny  when you 

were seventeen.ó 
He sobered. òFuck you.ó 
òI donõt think  so,ó Patrick walked  along the 

sidewalk.  William  followed.  
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òSo tell  me. I donõt have a tape recorder. Even if  
you do tell  me what  really  happened, it  wonõt 
change anything.  Only  you can do that.ó 

William  sat down  on the curb. òI didnõt do 
nothing  to any little  boys.ó 
òOkay.ó 
òDonõt you even suggest that to nobody.ó He 

stuck a finger  at him.  
òMight  ruin  you in this town,  huh, William?  

Sound familiar?ó 
òI told  the judge at the end Dak and I didnõt do 

anything .ó 
òBut you said he wanted you to. That was your  

fantasy, believing  that Dak wanted you. Thatõs 
what  you would  have wanted and you didnõt get 
it,  so you ruined  him.ó 

William  put  his face in his hands. òHe was 
soéhe would  walk  into  the classroom and my 
heart would  beat in my chest like  a drum.  It  was 
like  he was the devil  or something there to tempt  
me. I thought  dirty  thoughts  about him.  It  made 
me look up dirty  things on the computer. And  my 
schoolwork  started going down.  My  daddy, he 
was mad about that and heõd give me a good 
beating, told  me heõd throw  me in the street if  I 
didnõt bring  up my grades. I couldnõt concentrate 
on nothing  but Dak.ó 
òThe feelings you were having  were normal,  

William.  It  was just hormones.ó 
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òHormones gone bad.ó 
òNo. Gay isnõt bad. Hiding  is bad and sooner or 

later it  comes out.ó 
òI begged Mr.  Bailey to raise my grade. He said 

he was going to talk  to my daddy, ôcause I told  
him  about the beatings. I got to crying  and he held 
me. It  felt  good. It  felt  incredible  and my body, it  
reacted to that. I got hard.ó 

Patrick closed his eyes. òDid  he touch you 
inappropriately?ó 

William  shook his head. òNo. I went  into  his 
office one day after school and used some of that 
talk  I learned on the computer  about doing  nasty 
stuff  and I asked to do that with  him.  And  he said 
no. He tried  to talk  to me and I told  him  I loved 
him  and he said I couldnõt feel that way. I was so 
upset, angry, confused. I went  home and told  my 
parents something had happened, I described just 
like  on the computer  and after thatéyou know  the 
rest.ó 
òYou need to tell  the truth  now.ó 
òI canõt,ó he shook his head. òEveryone would  

know  about those bad feelings I had for  Mr.  
Bailey. Iõd be kicked out of my church, lose my 
kids, my wife.  I canõt.ó He started to sob. 

Patrick wanted to beat him  senseless, but Kate 
was right.  He was to be pitied.  Patrick left  him  
there on the curb, drunk,  crying.  He shed a few 
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tears himself, looked up into  the night  sky and 
said, òDak, please come home.ó 

When he came up the road that night,  the first  
thing  he saw was Dakotaõs vehicle in the yard. It  
felt  as if  his heart was about to burst with  joy. He 
jumped  off  the bike and threw  it  down.  Then, as 
he got closer to the house, he heard the sound of a 
puppy  barking.  

He walked  in, only  to be greeting by a small 
Labrador  who  jumped  and bounced all over him.  
òHey, hey, who  are you?ó Patrick laughed, 
picking  it  up. He was rewarded  with  several licks 
in the face. 
òWhat do you think? Isnõt she wonderful?ó Josh 

asked, coming out into  the hallway.  òWeõre trying  
to come up with  a name.ó 
òHi , Patrick,ó Dak said, coming out into  the 

hallway  as well.  
Patrick swallowed.  He wanted to run  into  his 

arms, but he couldnõt, so he cleared his throat  and 
said, òHi.  Good to have you home.ó 
òThanks,ó he nodded and went  back into  the 

kitchen. 
Josh took the puppy  and threw  a rubber ball  at 

her. They went  running  through  the house. 
Patrick leaned against the wall  for  a second and 

closed his eyes. He took a deep breath and walked  
into  the kitchen. 
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Dak was sitting  at the table, a cup of tea on the 
table at his elbow. He was looking  at the paper. 
òOh, Sam said everything  was fine,ó Patrick 

offered, desperately searching for  words.  
òI know , thanks. I just got off  the phone with  

him.ó 
Patrick sat down  opposite him.  òHow  did  the 

organizing  go?ó 
òFine, lots of work.  Boring.ó 
Patrick looked at his hand that was resting on 

the table. He reached for  it,  touched it  briefly.  
Dak slowly  withdrew  it  off  the table. 
òI think  we should call her Jumper,ó Josh came 

into  the kitchen suddenly , laughing.  òWhat do 
you think,  Dad?ó 
òFine,ó he said. òWell,ó he looked at the clock 

on the wall,  òIõm going to bed now, lots of work  to 
catch up on tomorrow.  Josh, put  some fresh water 
down  for  the puppy.ó 
òHer name is Jump. And  sheõs coming to bed 

with  me, if  not, sheõll  cry all night.ó 
òBetter take her out before you lock up,ó he 

said, leaving the kitchen. 
Josh took the puppy  outside. òCome on, girl,ó 

he called. 
Patrick raced up the stairs after Dak as soon as 

he heard the screen door slam. òDakota,ó he said, 
òI need to talk  to you.ó 
































































































































































