


For the folks at the comm
who knew a crazy idea when they heard it
but kept reading anyway.
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Chapter 1

ANDY lay still on his thin mattress, staring into the
darkness. It was cold in the cell, and the worn old blanket
he’d been given wasn’t helping much. But that wasn’t why
he couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t believe his life had come to
this. A stupid mistake, an out-of-control night of drinking, a
monumentally bad decision to get behind the wheel. And
then there were screeching brakes and breaking glass and a
lot of other, much worse sounds. Sounds that hadn’t left his
head in the ten months that had passed since, months of
subpoenas and lawyers and hearings and judgment. And
now here he was, a convict, lying in the tiny cell that would
be his home for a very, very long time. He was an awfully
long way from the luxurious home he’d grown up in back in
Altoona, and not just in terms of miles.

He heard his cellmate shifting on his own mattress and
closed his eyes, turning toward the wall. Cohen was tall,
intimidating, downright terrifying. Black hair and strong
features with eyes that weren’t just blue, but ice-blue, like
glaciers. Nothing like Andy’s eyes, which were so dark they
hardly seemed blue at all unless he was laughing. That’s
what his mother used to say, anyway, that they got lighter
when he laughed. But she wasn’t to be trusted—she also
referred to Andy’s hair as “strawberry blond” when it had
only ever been Howdy Doody red.
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Anyway, Cohen wasn’t like that at all. Or maybe he was.
Maybe his eyes changed color when he laughed, too, but
Andy sure wouldn’t have any way of knowing it. Cohen’s face
had shown no emotion when they’d been introduced early
that morning, and he’d barely looked at Andy since. Andy
had no idea what the guy was in for, but he thought maybe
it was better he didn’t. He would just stay away from Cohen,
and Cohen would stay away from him.

Andy had decided months ago that it was better to face
things on his own. It was why he’d broken up with Dean,
why he had stopped returning his friends’ calls, why he
didn’t really talk to his parents anymore. Not really. Not like
he used to. He had let everybody down, and he couldn’t bear
to cause anyone any more pain. So he was alone. It was
better that way. But now that he was really alone, sleeping
in a tiny, dark cell for the first of many, many nights to
come, he suddenly felt lonely. For the first time in a long
time, he wanted someone to hold him, to touch him, to take
care of him. He felt so small.

Suddenly, he heard a soft noise behind him and felt a
body crawl onto his mattress. Eyes flying open, he tried to sit
up, turn around, but a strong hand held him in place.

“Cohen... what...?”
“Shh.”

One hand was on Andy’s hip while another slid under
his shirt, stroking the skin of his back, surprisingly gentle.
Andy’s breath caught in his throat. Is this how it went in
prison? Did you just get taken, grabbed? Smaller man
belonging to bigger man? Only that’s not how this felt. This
wasn’t the touch of someone preparing to take advantage of
him, to rape him. This was the touch of a lover.
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Cohen’s hand slid around to Andy’s stomach now, still
touching so softly, caressing. He felt a mouth at the spot
where his neck met his shoulder, kissing, biting. Andy’s
breathing grew faster. His cock was beginning to respond.
But he stayed frozen, body tense, hands in fists, eyes wide
open. When Cohen’s hand sank a little lower, grazing his
crotch over the pants of his prison uniform, he whimpered.

“Do you want this?” Cohen whispered, his mouth
against Andy’s ear. And Andy closed his eyes again. The
truth was, he did want this. His relationship with Dean had
never been that great, but he did miss being touched this
way, feeling this closeness, holding another body against his
own. He’d been alone for too long. He needed someone with
him tonight.

“Yes,” he whispered back, not turning his head. And
Cohen’s hands were moving faster now, lifting Andy’s shirt
off, throwing it on the floor with his own. Andy tried again to
turn around, but Cohen held him in place, stroking his palm
over Andy’s back, sliding it down to tug Andy’s pants and
underwear down to his knees. The hand disappeared for a
minute, and Andy heard a sucking sound and realized that
Cohen was coating his fingers in saliva, getting ready. His
cock grew harder. But when Cohen’s fingers grazed his hole,
he reached back suddenly, grabbing Cohen’s wrist, looking
over his shoulder. “Wait.”

“What?” Cohen was looking down, his muscles tense. He
refused to meet Andy’s gaze.

“Cohen....” Andy’s voice trailed off. He wasn’t sure what
he wanted to ask. He’d never done it like this, so impersonal,
so meaningless. They hadn’t even kissed, and somehow
Andy knew better than to try. As he gazed at Cohen’s
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gorgeous features in the dark room, he decided he was okay
with that. But he still needed... something. “I don’t... I don’t
even know your first name.”

“It’s Jesse.” Andy stared for another beat, trying to will
Jesse’s eyes to meet his own, but it wasn’t happening.
Gazing at him, he realized with a start that Jesse was just as
young as he was: nineteen, maybe twenty. He looked just as
scared as he was too. And God, he was gorgeous up close,
and with his shirt off.... God. Maybe he was over-thinking
this.

“Okay,” he said, and he turned back around.

When the first finger pushed inside him, Andy gasped,
tucking his head into his chest, closing his eyes tight. This
was all that mattered tonight, this feeling. Jesse’s finger
pressed against his prostate, and Andy moaned low.
“Jesse....”

“Shh.” Another finger joined the first, pushing,
stretching. Andy moved his hips, searching for more, trying
to be quiet. Suddenly, the fingers withdrew and he heard the
rustle of Jesse’s clothing, then the tear of the condom
wrapper. He heard Jesse slide it onto his dick, then spit into
his palm, coating the latex with saliva. Andy clutched the
mattress, preparing for what was to come.

And then there it was: Jesse’s cock, thick and hard and
pressing inside, filling him up. Andy moaned low, white-
knuckling the mattress now. He had missed this so much.

When he was all the way in, Jesse paused, breathing
hard against Andy’s shoulder, his grip tight on Andy’s hip.
Then slowly, gently, he began to move. Andy moved with
him, pushing his ass back to meet each thrust, his mind
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clear of everything but this feeling, this fullness. There was
no room for anything else.

Jesse grunted behind him with each thrust as he picked
up his pace, his breath hot against Andy’s skin. There were
no kisses, no words of tenderness, no words at all. Andy
leaned his head back, his mouth open on a moan, and
Jesse’s hand slid off his hip and grabbed his cock, beginning
to stroke. He bit down on Andy’s neck again as Andy reached
behind him, searching for Jesse’s back, pulling him in
deeper. When his hand found Jesse’s ass, Jesse grunted in
approval and pushed a little harder.

“Yes...,” Andy whispered. “Jesse....” Jesse’s breath was
coming even faster now, and Andy knew he was close. “A
little more... just a little more... don’t stop....” He felt the

familiar tightening in his balls, and before he could get out a
warning, it was over, he was coming, covering Jesse’s hand.
With three more quick thrusts and a strangled groan, Jesse
came too, burying himself deep in Andy’s ass, pressing him
tight.

They lay that way for a few moments, breathing heavy,
and then Jesse pulled out, pulled his pants back up, and
quietly eased out of the bed. Andy stayed where he was,
staring at the wall, not speaking. After a few minutes, he
closed his eyes. And eventually, he fell asleep.

THE next day, they didn’t talk about it, as Andy had pretty
much figured they wouldn’t. Jesse went about his day in
stoic silence, barely speaking to anyone. He didn’t sit with
Andy at mealtimes. He hardly acknowledged Andy at all.
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Andy was okay with that. He had enough to deal with,
learning the rules of his new environment and figuring out
who he could trust and who he couldn’t. He was used to
being alone by now. He wasn’t looking for a friend.

But that night, when the lights were out, Andy lay on
his mattress listening to Jesse breathing and found himself
hoping Jesse would join him again. The sex had been good,
Jesse’s fingers expert, his touch exhilarating, his cock
spectacular. But more than that, Andy wanted that
closeness again, the intimacy of being with another person
again. He rolled onto his side, facing the wall like he had the
night before, and couldn’t stop himself from smiling when he
felt Jesse climb onto the mattress behind him. They did it
just the same way as before, not facing each other, no
kisses, no words. And it was so good, so good. Their bodies
moved together as if they were made for this, made for each
other. And when Andy came, Jesse moaned, as if feeling
Andy’s come shoot onto his hand was as erotic for him as
any part of it. He came a few short thrusts later, and Andy
clung to his ass, holding him inside, wanting to draw out
this moment for as long as he possibly could.

AS THE weeks went by, Andy began to relax a little. He
found a few guys he could talk to, and he and Jesse were
even starting to become friends. The day he first got Jesse to
smile, just a quick reaction to a stupid joke Andy made
about mystery meat, Andy wanted to pump his fist in the air
in victory. But he restrained himself. They still didn’t talk
about what went on at night. Every night. Andy told himself
he was fine with that. He could have a fuck buddy without
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falling in love. He was sure he could. And Jesse, God,
gorgeous fucking Jesse—what fool would kick that man out
of his bed, no matter what the circumstances? So he
followed Jesse’s unstated rules, never touched him outside
the cell, never let on that they were anything more than
cellmates. Which maybe they weren’t. Maybe everybody did
this at night. Andy didn’t really want to know.

It did bother Andy that Jesse wouldn’t kiss him, though.
He had tried a few times, tried to turn around when Jesse
got into his bed, tried to touch him, but Jesse would never
allow it. With never anything more than a firm hand and a
silent shake of his head, Jesse pushed him gently away. He
never forced himself on Andy, and Andy knew that a single
“no” from him would be enough to stop everything, but there
were certain lines that would simply not be crossed. Andy
wondered about that. But for now, he let it go.

The day the letter from Dean arrived, everything began
to change. Andy knew Jesse saw his face when he was
handed the envelope, and how he stuffed it into his pocket
without opening it, but neither of them said anything. Only
later, when they were standing side by side on KP duty,
washing endless piles of dishes, did Jesse ask about it. “Are
you going to read that letter?”

Andy bit his lip, not turning his head from his work.
“No,” he said quietly. They washed in silence for several more
minutes, and Andy knew he could let it go at that and Jesse
wouldn’t press him on it. But Andy had always been a talker,
and eventually the silence got to him. “It’s just... it’s from
somebody I hurt. And I don’t really want to hear what he has
to say.”
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“Oh.” Jesse stared at the dishes in front of him, his
hands going about their task mechanically. “So... who is it?”

“My ex-boyfriend. It didn’t end well, and I just—”"

“Your ex-boyfriend?” Jesse turned to stare at him,
clinging to an armful of plates, his mouth dropping open.
“You—you’re gay?”

Andy stared back, puzzled. “Well, yeah. I mean,
obviously. Didn’t you kind of figure that out from the—"

With a loud clatter, Jesse threw the entire pile of plates
into the sink, his face filling with anger. “I'm not a fucking
fag,” he said, and he stormed out. Andy stared after him.
What the hell just happened?

Jesse avoided him for the rest of that day. Every time
Andy approached him, Jesse turned away. When he tried to
sit with him at dinner, Jesse picked up his tray and moved
to a different table. Eventually, Andy stopped trying.

But at night, it was just the two of them in the cell.
Andy lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling. I will not talk first.
I will not talk first.

Unfortunately, staying quiet had never been Andy’s
strong suit. “What the fuck happened today?” he said, his
voice echoing in the dark room. Jesse didn’t respond. The
silent treatment, Andy thought, chuckling inwardly. I don’t
think so.

Sitting up in a rush, he climbed out of bed and went to
Jesse, who was lying flat on his back, his arms crossed over
his chest. Without hesitating, Andy climbed on top of him,
straddling his hips. “Hey!” Jesse protested, trying to push
Andy away. “What the fuck?”
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But Andy seized both of Jesse’s hands and pinned them
down to the mattress, fixing Jesse with an intense gaze.
“You’re going to talk to me,” he said. Internally, he knew
Jesse was stronger and could toss him off like a sack of
potatoes if he wanted to. But he also knew enough about
Jesse by now to know that the brooding, tough-guy exterior
was nothing but an act, that Jesse wasn’t capable of actually
hurting anyone. At least, he hoped he was right about that.

Jesse glared at him, but he didn’t pull his arms free.
“Get off of me,” he muttered.

“NO.”
“Andy_”
“What was that? Why did you get so mad?”

Jesse bit his lip, and Andy saw it again. That fear that
he saw the first night. Suddenly, he wanted nothing more
than to draw Jesse into his arms, comfort him, tell him
everything would be all right. But he didn’t. “I just—I didn’t
know you were gay,” Jesse said finally. “I mean, you know...
outside of here.”

“And you’re not.”

“No!” The anger was back, and Jesse struggled with his
wrists. But Andy pressed down a little harder, and the
struggling stopped. “I—this is—I never did anything like this
before I came here.”

Andy paused, wondering how to respond. He knew there
were plenty of guys at the prison who fucked guys only
because there were no women around. But he was sure,
absolutely sure, that Jesse was not one of those guys. The
way he touched Andy’s body, caressing it, worshipping it...
the way he kissed his neck, so tenderly... the way Andy’s
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every moan seemed to turn him on even further.... No, Jesse
was not one of those guys. But maybe that was a
conversation for another time. There was something else
going on here. “Okay,” he said slowly. “But that doesn’t
really answer my question.”

Jesse stared up at him, silently, defiantly, waiting. Shit.
He had a stubborn streak a mile wide. Almost as wide as
Andy’s.

“Why did you get so mad when you found out I have an
ex-boyfriend?” Jesse looked away, wincing almost
imperceptibly at the word, and Andy suddenly got it. “Oh,
my God,” he said softly. “You’re jealous.”

Jesse whipped his head back around, his brow
furrowing in anger, and this time he did pull his hands
away, pushing Andy off him, scooting back to the other side
of the mattress. “What the hell are you talking about? I am
not.”

“You are,” Andy said, marveling at it.

“Bingham, why would I give a fuck how many guys have
fucked my faggot-ass cellmate up the ass? Why would I give
a flying ass fuck?”

That hurt, and Andy failed to hide it. “Fuck you,” he
said, his voice straining, and he stood up, climbing back into
his own uncomfortable bed. But as the minutes passed and
they lay listening to each other breathing, he found he
couldn’t leave it at that. “Because maybe I'm not just your
cellmate anymore,” he said.

There was no reply.
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HOURS later, Andy awoke to a familiar hand on his hip, a
familiar weight on the mattress behind him. “You have got to
be kidding me,” he said, pulling away. But the hand
returned, gently rolling him onto his back, and Jesse’s face
was hovering over his.

“I'm sorry,” Jesse said quietly. He was stretched on his
side, propped on an elbow, and his eyes searched Andy’s
face, hopeful, sad. Tentatively, he reached out and placed a
hand on Andy’s cheek, stroking it gently. Just as Andy’s
brain caught up to the fact that Jesse was touching him
while looking at him for the first time in the month and a
half since he’d come to this godforsaken place, he noticed
that Jesse’s gaze was shifting to his mouth, then to his eyes
again. Oh, my God, he thought. But before he could
formulate much more, it was happening, Jesse’s lips were on
his, pressing gently, then pulling back, a soft, perfect kiss.

“You’re an asshole,” Andy whispered, but his hand was
moving of its own accord, sliding up Jesse’s strong arm,
finding its way to the back of Jesse’s neck. Jesse nodded,
opening his mouth to speak again, but Andy covered it with
his own, pulling Jesse’s body down on top of him. And Jesse
kissed him back, sliding his tongue into Andy’s mouth,
moaning into the kiss, and Andy’s hands covered Jesse’s
back, pulling him in close, feeling Jesse’s cock harden
against him as the kiss deepened. Nope, definitely not one of
those guys, he thought, and he smiled. Jesse broke the kiss,
smiling back at him, and Andy’s breath caught in his throat.
God, you’re beautiful. But he knew better than to say it out
loud.

Jesse kissed him again. And that night, they made love
for the very first time.
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Chapter 2

THE next morning, Andy woke up with a smile on his face
for the first time in over a year. Since before the accident,
before the drinking binges, before everything. He had been so
low for so long that he almost didn’t recognize this feeling,
but he lay in bed, eyes still closed, replaying the previous
night’s lovemaking, and the smile turned into a grin.

THE kiss was like a breath of fresh air, something they’d both
been desperate for without even realizing it was missing.
Andy’s hands were everywhere, in Jesse’s hair, on his back,
squeezing his ass. And Jesse was kissing him passionately,
lying on top of him, each new touch bringing out another low
moan.

When they finally began to undress, it was mutual this
time, Andy sliding off Jesse’s clothes as Jesse peeled off his.
Jesse pushed against him more strongly when they were
shirtless, and Andy clutched him tight, relishing the feeling of
Jesse’s naked chest finally pressed against his own. He slid
his hand down into the front of Jesse’s pants, and Jesse
broke the kiss, freezing over him, panting, looking like he
wanted to run for the hills and dive deeper into Andy all at the
same time. But Andy stared deeply into his eyes, moving his
hand slowly lower, not breaking the gaze as his fingers curled
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around Jesse’s cock and squeezed it. And Jesse closed his
eyes, his mouth hanging open, and Andy grabbed the back of
his head and kissed him again.

And then there was no more hesitation. Pants and
underwear fell quickly to the floor, and Andy moaned as
Jesse’s wet fingers found their spot inside him. But it was
Andy who opened the condom, Andy who slid it onto his
lover’s cock, Andy who raised his legs high on Jesse’s waist
and clutched his hips as he pressed inside. They kissed again
as they moved together, Andy’s hands on Jesse’s ass, Jesse’s
hands everywhere at once. And it was tender, and heated,
and strong, and amazing. “Come for me,” Jesse whispered
when Andy was close, the first time he’d said anything at all
during sex, and Andy did. And when Jesse threw back his
head and came, he moaned Andy’s name.

Afterward, they lay together, Jesse curled around Andy’s
body, and they didn’t talk. But they didn’t need to. And Andy
fell asleep in Jesse’s arms.

ANDY opened his eyes, stretching, discovering that Jesse
had left his bed sometime during the night. He was on the
other side of the room, doing his morning pushups, his gaze
fixed on the floor.

“Morning,” Andy said, smiling.
“Hey,” Jesse said shortly, not looking up.
“That was... last night was....”

But Jesse was getting up, turning his back to Andy,
making his bed. “I don’t want to talk about it.”
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In fact, Jesse apparently didn’t want to talk at all, and
he didn’t say another word all morning. When the cell doors
opened so they could head to breakfast, he bolted out of
there, keeping his distance from Andy. He stayed away all
day. And Andy’s heart sank. His morning smile was gone.

The third time Andy saw Jesse walk out of a room the
moment he entered it, he decided he had had enough. To hell
with this, he thought. I'm not going to chase after him. From
then on, Andy purposely kept his distance, too, staying as
far away as he could, avoiding eye contact when they had to
be in the same room, not speaking to him. He kept it up that
night when they returned to their cell, getting quietly into
bed and turning away without a word. Jesse stood in the
center of the room for a moment, looking at him, and for a
second Andy thought he would speak. But he didn’t. He just
went to his own bed, crawled in, and turned toward the wall.
Andy shut his eyes tight, telling himself it didn’t matter, he
didn’t care. Wishing they had never kissed. Because maybe
then this wouldn’t be so hard.

That night, for the first time in the six weeks Andy had
been living in his cell, Jesse didn’t come to his bed. Andy
told himself he was glad.

It felt a little easier to believe the second night and even
easier the night after that. By the time a week had passed,
Andy had nothing but anger left in his gut, and he was sure
that he would kick Jesse out of his bed if he ever tried to
come back to it.

That night, he got his chance. He woke up to Jesse’s
hand on his shoulder, his touch gentle, the first physical
contact they’d had in seven days. “Go away,” Andy said,
keeping his eyes shut tight.



The Cellmate | Rachel West

17

“Andy_”

“Go away,” he repeated, shaking Jesse’s hand off his
shoulder angrily.

But Jesse stayed, sitting on the edge of his bed, staring
at him. Several minutes passed before he spoke again. “It
wasn’t my first time,” he said suddenly, his voice small,
shaking.

Andy stayed where he was. Half of him wanted to bodily
push Jesse off the mattress, but the other half.... “What?” he
finally said, his eyes still closed.

“I told you that I'd never... that | hadn’t done anything,
with guys, you know. Until I came here. That wasn’t... that
wasn’t exactly true.”

Slowly, Andy sat up, pulling his knees to his chest,
crossing his arms over them. He gazed at Jesse for a long
moment before responding. “Why are you telling me this?”

“I—I don’t know. I'm trying to explain, I guess. Trying to
apologize.” They stared at each other, the silence heavy in
the room.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, you know,” Andy said
finally, quietly. He watched the emotions wash over Jesse’s
face as he looked down at his hands, and there might as well
have been a cartoon thought bubble hanging over the boy’s
head, with yes, it is written in it. “Hey.” He reached out,
covering Jesse’s hand with his own. Jesse jumped slightly at
the touch, looking up. “I mean it. You haven’t done anything
wrong.”

Now, Jesse laughed, standing, walking to the center of
the small cell, and running both hands through his hair.
“You don’t get it.”
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“What don’t I get?”

Jesse stood with his back to him, arms crossed in front
of his chest. “It wasn’t... it wasn’t my choice.”

Andy’s heart broke a little as the meaning of those
words sunk in. “Oh, Jesse....”

“Look, it—it doesn’t matter now.”

“Yes, it does.” Jesse stood still, still facing away, not
moving. Shut up, Andy. Let him talk. He bit his tongue,
struggling to keep the words back, to give Jesse room to
speak. Eventually, he did.

“It was my senior year in high school,” he said, slowly
turning around. “It’s just been me and my dad my whole life,
in our quiet little house, in our quiet little town, and he was
strict, but I knew the rules, and it wasn’t so bad.” He
swallowed, and Andy knew there was more to that story. But
he kept quiet. “Senior year, though, we got some guests. An
old football buddy of my dad’s had just moved to town, only
the house he’d bought was being worked on, so he and his
son Taylor stayed with us for a few weeks while they finished
it.” He paused, and when he spoke again, his voice was
smaller. “One night, I woke up and Taylor was in my room.
And he was....” Jesse’s voice trailed off, and he looked away,
his jaw clenching. “He was stronger than me,” he said
quietly.

Andy wanted to wrap his arms around Jesse, to hold
him close, to tell him it would all be okay. But he knew this
moment was fragile, knew he had to proceed with caution.
Finally, he stood up, walked slowly to Jesse, and took his
hand. “It wasn’t your fault,” he whispered.
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Jesse shook his head. “You don’t understand.” His gaze
was focused on his feet, his body tense. But he hadn’t pulled
his hand away. “He kept coming to my room, every night. I
could have stopped it, but I didn’t. I didn’t... I didn’t want to
stop it.” He swallowed hard. “The first time, it hurt. A lot.
But after that....” He paused, breathing. “I liked it,” he said,
the words barely audible in the quiet room.

“Jesse. Listen to me.” Andy raised his hands to both
sides of Jesse’s head, lifting his face until his gaze met his
own. “You were a teenaged guy, and your body was
responding to what he was doing. That doesn’t mean—"

But Jesse was pulling away, walking away again,
standing at the edge of the cell, looking out into the hallway.
Andy balled his hands into fists, trying to control the urge to
fill the silence with words.

“Three weeks into it, his dad caught us.” Jesse’s voice
was flat now, emotionless. He was still staring out into the
hall. “Taylor told him I'd forced him. His dad believed it. So
did mine.”

“Didn’t you tell them—7?”

“I tried. But Taylor was on the football team, and he had
a girlfriend, and everybody liked him. And I was this shy
geek who likes comic books a lot and can’t catch a ball to
save my life. And it didn’t matter, anyway. Taylor’s dad
started yelling his head off when he caught us, and my dad
came running in. And as soon as he saw us in bed together,
he lost it. He screamed at me, called me names, said I wasn’t
his son. And that was before he even found out what Taylor
was accusing me of. Once he did, he called the police
himself.”
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Andy’s jaw dropped open. “That’s what you were
convicted of?”

Jesse chuckled softly, but there was no humor in it.
“That’s what I pled guilty to.”

If possible, Andy’s jaw fell even further. “Jesse, why?”

“What would have been the point? A trial, testifying, the
scandal. Telling the world, and my dad, how much I loved it
when Taylor stuck his dick up my ass. Telling them how
Taylor forced me at first but made me come afterwards, and I
wanted him to do it again. Telling them that I'd had these
sick fantasies about guys ever since I was a kid, and—"

“Jesse—"

“A' man doesn’t do that, Andy! A man doesn’t... I
can’t....” He was shaking, and Andy crossed the room in two
broad steps, wrapping his arms tightly around him, holding
him close. “I can’t be gay,” he said. And Andy got it. He
thinks he deserves to be punished, Andy thought. Jesus.

Andy held him tight, and Jesse clutched him back. And
then all of a sudden, Jesse was kissing him, even more
intensely than the first time, one hand at the back of Andy’s
neck while the other squeezed tight against his back,
crushing their lips together, pushing his tongue forward
desperately. Andy kissed him back, strongly, meeting his
tongue with his own, pulling him even closer. He had no idea
what was happening, but he wanted this kiss to go on
forever.

Finally, the kiss broke, and Jesse leaned his forehead
against Andy’s, his eyes dark, his mouth open, panting.
“That part is new,” he whispered hoarsely.

“Wh-what?”
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“The kissing. The... everything. The way we did it the
last time. I’ve never done that. I've never....” He swallowed.
“I’'ve never felt like this. I don’t even know what ‘this’ is.”

Andy had a sudden feeling that he knew exactly what it
was, but he squelched the thought immediately. That was a
bad idea. Couldn’t be that. Couldn’t be love.

Jesse stroked Andy’s cheek with his thumb. “You’re
being awfully quiet.”

Andy smiled sheepishly. “Doing my best.”

Jesse smiled back. Wow. “It’s okay for you to talk,” he
said, kissing his lips gently. “I like it when you talk.”

“I like it when you talk. I'm... I'm glad you did.”

“I'm sorry. I—I'm just sorry. When I woke up in your bed
that morning, I just—I freaked out. I couldn’t handle it. Ever
since Taylor, I've been—I’ve tried really hard to... to be in
control. You know? I made these rules.”

“No kissing.” Jesse nodded, looking down again. “And
you touch the guy, but the guy doesn’t touch you.” He
nodded again.

“But with you, I... I wanted you to touch me. I wanted to
kiss you. And I’'d never done that before.”

Andy furrowed his brow slightly, confused. “Wait. You’d
never kissed a guy before?”

Jesse’s feet were apparently extremely interesting. He
kept staring at them, swallowing again. “I’d never kissed
anyone,” he said.

For once, Andy was at a loss for words. Was it possible
that a human being this gorgeous had never been kissed?
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Luckily, Jesse’s gaze was still cemented downward, and
he missed Andy’s open-mouthed stare. “What we did that
last time,” he said, and then paused. “I really, really liked it.
Like, a lot. Too much.”

“Too much? What does that mean?”
“I was out of control.”

Tenderly, Andy placed a hand under Jesse’s chin, lifting
his face, waiting until Jesse’s gaze met his own. “Do you feel
out of control now?” he asked, his voice low, husky. Jesse
nodded slowly. So afraid. And Andy kissed him gently, softly.
“Do you think...?” he said, stroking Jesse’s face, breathing
the words against his mouth, “Do you think maybe that’s
okay?” Jesse swallowed hard, then nodded again. And Jesse
cupped Andy’s face in both hands and kissed him back.

The kiss deepened gradually, and they made their way
to Andy’s bed, still kissing as they lay down on it together.
Andy rolled on top of Jesse and gazed into his eyes. “I don’t
want you to freak out,” he said softly, kissing his face. Jesse
exhaled, not speaking. “I don’t want to push you into
anything. So I need you to talk to me. I need you to tell me
when something is new, when something is too much, when
you want me to stop.” Jesse’s jaw clenched, but he nodded.
“Is this okay?” Andy asked, tracing his tongue along the
clenched muscle. Jesse swallowed, his cock throbbing under
Andy’s hips as Andy moved above him.

“Yeah,” he croaked.

Andy continued his kisses, pulling Jesse’s shirt off,
kissing his way lower. “What about this?” he whispered
when his lips reached Jesse’s waistband. “Have you done
this before?” he asked, sliding the pants down and planting a
feather-light kiss on Jesse’s shaft.
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Jesse gasped, his hips bucking. Eyes wide, he shook his
head. Andy rose up slightly. “No you’ve never done this, or
no you don’t want it?”

“Never—never done it. Want it.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes. God, yes.”

With a smile, Andy lowered his head and seized Jesse’s
cock firmly with his hand, sliding his lips over it. Jesse threw
his head back as he began to suck. “Oh, God,” he moaned.
“Andy... God....” Andy bobbed his head, sucking harder,
moving his tongue. He relished every 