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1
Standing on the veranda, Michael feels a cool northern breeze blow
through his midnight black hair.
“God, how long has it been?” He tries to remember the last time he has
seen the light of day.
“Michael, are you talking to yourself again?” A shape forms, coming out of
the darkened orifice of the house.
“You know what they say about people who talk to themselves. You’re not
brooding again, are you?”
“No, Dew. I’m just out here soaking in the midnight air. I don’t brood, anyway.”
Walking past the French doors, Dew comes up behind Michael and wraps
his arms around him.
“You need to go out on the town tonight, love,” he purrs softly into his ear.
“And why would I want to tag along with you. Hmm?”
Turning around, Michael kisses Dew, gently pulling him tighter.
“Come on, love. We are going prowling while the night is still young,”
whispers Dew.
The prospect of a night out with the man he loves excites Michael and
causes a stirring in his loins.
“Okay. But tonight we are not going to dine on any young thing who happens to turn your head. Okay, hon?” Michael smiles.
“Michael,” Dew lets out with a sigh, “you sure know how to ruin a dreamy
night.”
Wiggling free from Michael’s grip, Dew flitters back into the dark interior
of the house, laughing.
“What a queen,” Michael thinks out loud. “I don’t know why I have put up
with you this long.”
Licking his lips, Michael follows him into the bedroom.
“Dew, promise me. Promise that you will be a good boy tonight. Or I will
be forced to punish that cute little thing you call a butt.” He makes a swing at
Dew’s backside.
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“Yeoow!” Dew yelps. “If you want this butt, you are going to have to be
nice to me tonight.”
“Or else what?” Michael puts his hands on his hips.
“Or you aren’t going to be touching my ass,” Dew says, as he grabs both
his butt cheeks, “for at least a month.”
“You’re teasing me,” Michael says, trying to sound hurt.
Dew sticks his tongue out at Michael and tries to look as though he means
it.
As Dew puts his tongue away, Michael lunges off the bed, knocking Dew
and himself to the floor. Michael gets the upper position and sits on Dew’s
chest. Dew’s growing erection is painfully trapped against Michael’s clothed
and grinding upward crotch. Pinning him, Michael leans down and licks the
base of Dew’s neck, just below the earlobe.
“Michael, you are really asking for it.” Dew tries not to laugh.
“Shh, Dew.” Michael gently nibbles on Dew’s earlobe.
“Let’s have a little fun before we head out tonight.” Michael sits up
straight.
Michael lets go of Dew’s arms and reaches for his shirt, which is partially
open. Pulling up on the lapel, Michael rips the shirt off Dew. Not waiting for
Dew to say anything, he rips off his own. Wetting his lips, Michael leans
down and wraps his mouth over one of Dew’s erect pink nipples.
“Uh, Michael,” Dew says, sucking his breath in, “you sure know how to
change the subject.” He arches his back so Michael can wrap his arms around
him.
Michael pays no attention to Dew’s rambling and continues to ravage
Dew’s torso. Warming to the onslaught, Michael raises his head. The light of
the full moon, streaming in through the opened French doors, catches his open
mouth, showing lengthening canines.
“My love forever,” Michael hisses.
In a swoop, Michael impales Dew, plunging his fangs into the hardened
nipple.
“I bet you say that to all the pretty boys,” croons Dew.
Michael wraps his lips around the bloodied nipple and locks on. As
Michael tastes the blood running into his mouth, he rocks. Michael stops
drawing Dew’s blood and pulls his bloody fangs out of the nipple.
“You taste good. Have you been dipping those pretty whites of yours where
you are not supposed to be?” He licks the remaining blood off his lips.
“Wouldn’t you like to know?” laughs Dew as he rolls over, knocking
Michael off him.
Before Michael can move, Dew rips off Michael’s pants and underwear in
one swift tear. Dew pulls his off as fast as he can.
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“I am in the mood for real sex tonight.” He kneels over Michael.
“I need your loving, baby,” Dew says, using a deeper voice.
“God, you’re such a slut.” Michael giggles.
Dew doesn’t answer, but lies down on top of Michael. Locking lips, they
passionately kiss. Michael’s erection pushes at Dew’s belly. Dew runs his
hands around Michael’s waist, grabbing his buttocks and squeezing tightly.
Pulling Michael up, Dew positions his erection behind Michael. Wrapping his
arms around Dew’s shoulders, Michael pushes downward, forcing Dew’s
erection roughly against his rectum.
“Make love to me,” Michael whispers into his ear.
Not needing any more encouragement, Dew pushes his erection into
Michael’s ass. Pushing past the rim, Dew sinks his penis deep into Michael,
up to his testicles. Michael relaxes his muscles and waits for Dew to start.
“Mmm, Michael, I love being inside of you,” Dew says, as he leans and
kisses Michael.
Michael rocks up and down on Dew’s nestled erection. Dew moans and
reaches over, grasping Michael’s erection. As the two rock, Dew masturbates
Michael. Michael continues to rock, and with each downward thrust, Dew
pushes his penis farther in. Feeling his orgasm growing closer, Dew tightens
his grip on Michael’s erection and speeds up his stroking. Dew pushes harder
against Michael, quickening his thrusts.
“I’m coming!” Dew lets out in a long, loud moan.
Dew thrusts his hips upward, shooting his ejaculation deep into Michael’s
bowels. As Dew’s orgasm subsides, Michael’s own erection tightens, and he
shoots his cum all over Dew’s chest and face. The two men stay in their positions as the last of their orgasms spasm out of them. Dew lowers Michael back
onto the floor and lays down on top of him, leaving his still erect penis buried.
Michael straightens out his legs and hugs Dew tightly. They lie there for the
next half hour, just holding one another.
Dew grabs Michael’s shoulders and pulls himself upward, pulling his limp
penis out at the same time. Kissing him deeply, Dew rolls off Michael. Dew
stands up, avoiding Michael’s grabbing hands. Dew laughs and moves toward
the bathroom and a hot shower. Michael stays on the floor, watching Dew’s
naked butt wiggle away from him. He smiles.
“Hurry up, Michael. Come in here and get in the shower with me, or do you
want to stay in tonight?” yells Dew over the roar of the steaming shower.
“No, dear. I need to feed tonight. I am starving.” Michael does not know if
Dew heard him.
Michael stands up and walks into the bathroom. Michael stops and watches
Dew lathering himself. Dew looks up and see Michael smiling in his direction.
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“Well? Michael, get a move on. The night is not growing any longer, you
know.” Dew waits for Michael to move.
Michael obliges and opens the glass door to the shower. Quickly moving
in, Michael positions himself behind Dew and grabs his wet butt.
“Come on, Michael. You are the hungry one,” Dew says, laughing, but
pulling away at the same time.
Dew hands Michael a bar of soap.
“Here. Wash my back while you’re admiring my ass,” Dew commands,
laughing.
Lathering his hands, Michael spreads the soap over Dew’s back, spending
extra time soaping his butt and the curves of his cheeks. Dew leans into the
wall under the shower head and moans.
“Damn you, Michael. You always know how to get me,” Dew sighs with
resignation.
“Well, Dew, where do you want to go tonight?” Michael releases his hold
on Dew’s rump.
Admiring his lover’s body, Michael leans over and kisses the soapy wetness off his back.
“Let’s go down to the riverfront. You know that new club?” Dew stands up
again.
“Sure, baby. But remember the last time we were there? You scared the hell
out of that whore standing in the corner.” Michael laughs at the memory.
“Well, he had to walk into the alley just as I was finishing.” Dew sounds
defensive.
“Yes, with your meal. Then you had to have him, too.” Michael pushes the
shower door open and grabs the towels. “You never seem to get enough, do
you?” Michael hands one of the towels to Dew.
“I did learn from the best, you know,” Dew says mockingly.
“Oh, sure, blame me for your appetite,” answers Michael sarcastically.
They finish drying themselves and head back into the bedroom. Dew
reaches the closet and throws the doors open.
“Michael, what do you think?” Dew reaches in and pulls out two polo
shirts—one white and one green—and presents them to Michael.
Michael stares at them.
“Whichever one you want, dear. You know you will look good in whichever shirt you have on or off.” Michael turns his back and attends to his dressing needs.
“Flattery will get you everywhere.” Dew leans over and kisses Michael on
the butt cheek.
They quickly finish dressing and move downstairs.
“Michael, let’s drive tonight.” Dew looks for the car keys.
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“I would rather walk, if you don’t mind.” Michael looks as though he is
going to pout.
“Whatever.” Dew gives in.
The two leave the house and start walking toward downtown.
Toronto is like every other town that Michael has settled in. He buys a
house on the outskirts of town, always making sure the next door neighbors
are out of earshot. Like the other towns, wherever he settles must have a harbor and a large transient population. Michael must always keep an eye on the
papers for the authorities’ reactions to the missing vagrants. Whenever too
much attention gets paid to them, it is time to move on. Toronto has a large
unseen populace, so they wouldn’t be moving on anytime soon.
“I bet you this old town really livens up in the summer,” Dew comments as
he weaves around overflowing garbage cans.
“If you don’t watch out to where you are going, you’ll be wearing that
trash,” warns Michael as he crashes into one of the trash cans that Dew has
just avoided.
“Hmm, you were saying?” Dew stops to look at Michael with a smirk on
his lips. “Michael, why do we always have to walk?” Dew waits while
Michael cleans up the mess he just made.
“You know why. All we need is some mortals seeing us fly over their
heads. Do you want to have to move so soon again?” He looks down the street
in both directions.
“Well, no.” Dew pouts.
“Come here, baby.” Michael reaches out for Dew.
“Okay, I give in. But you have to be careful this time,” Dew scolds.
Michael hugs Dew and cringes at the thought that he just gave into Dew’s
whining again. Michael releases Dew and takes his hand. Taking another
quick look to make sure that no one is around, they start to rise into the dark
sky. Dew squeals like a little boy.
As the night winds lift them up higher, Michael focuses on the warehouse
district and the club. Michael looks over at Dew and smiles. He would never
tell him that he would rather fly, too. It is so much quicker.
“Are you happy now?” yells Michael over the howl of the early spring
winds.
“Yes,” bellows Dew with an ear-to-ear smile.
Gliding over Toronto at night during the early spring is like sailing across
the North Atlantic. Arctic winds are still trying to push downward and keep
their dominance over the land. But every spring, the southern winds prevail
and warm the land. Soon apple and cherry blossoms would be sending their
ambrosial colognes into the May darkness. Bats on their nightly hunts for
insects would be swooping around their heads as they fly over the country-
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side. Another sign of spring in the city is the people appearing out of the
woodwork and milling around the warming streets. Yes, Michael likes the
spring season the best. It always feels good to get the winter chill out of his
bones.
“Michael?”
“What, hon?” Michael returns his gaze to Dew.
“If I am a good boy tonight, can we go out on the wharf?” Dew shows his
protruding fangs to Michael in a horrifying grin.
“God, if it is not one thing, it is another,” Michael says, smirking.
Still floating on the spring winds, the two of them descend toward the
empty banks of the river below them.
“Michael, why must we always land so far away from the club?” Dew
looks like a little boy.
“You know why. I am not in the mood for scaring the hell out of some old
wino. Anyway, as soon as we get into the club, you aren’t even going to care.”
Michael squeezes Dew’s hand a little too hard.
“Oh, come on. You love it as much as I do. I see you when you smell their
fear.” Dew squeezes back just as tightly.
As Michael returns his gaze to the spot he is going to land on, he notices
that the streets next to the river are packed with pedestrians. Landing is going
to be tricky if they don’t want to be seen.
Michael thinks, Damn, Dew, you always seem to get your way.
Michael positions his feet under him, preparing to land. “You ready, Dew?”
He looks over at Dew and smiles.
Dew smiles back.
“Well, this is going to be fast and dirty. You had better be ready,” Michael
warns as he grabs both of Dew’s protruding nipples and squeezes them.
“Michael, don’t you ever get enough?” squeals Dew.
“Of you? No.”
Michael retakes Dew’s hand and descends toward the only abandoned spot
on the riverbank. Dew realizes suddenly that they are falling toward the sand
too fast. Tightening his grip, he closes his eyes.
“You had better keep them open, love. It is going to take both of us to land
if you don’t want to be spitting up muddy water for the next month.” Michael
smiles at Dew.
Dew obeys and positions his legs beneath himself. The last ten feet would
be the trickiest. One miscalculation, and they would indeed be spitting out
dirty river water. Being a vampire has its advantages, but flying just like a bird
is not one of them. With an oomph, Michael and Dew land hard on the riverbank, sinking into the thawing sand past their shoes. Dew opens his eyes and
looks behind them. They missed landing in the cold, black water by inches.
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“You know, Dew, if you would keep your eyes open and take on some of
the task, we wouldn’t have such close calls all of the time. You are a vampire,
you know,” Michael says, laughing.
“You really are brooding tonight, aren’t you?” Dew pulls away from
Michael and heads to the path that leads up to the street. “Come on. Let’s go
have some fun.” He looks back at Michael.
“I told you earlier, I don’t brood,” Michael snaps, more loudly than he
intended.
“Slowpoke,” Dew yells back as he jumps the twenty feet up the embankment.
“Better watch that cute little mouth of yours, or next time, I will drop you
the last hundred feet or so,” Michael yells to the waiting Dew.
“As you said, I am a vampire as well. You won’t drop me.” He puts his
hands on his hips.
“God! You are such a pain in my ass.” Michael overemphasizes the wiggle
in his walk.
“My ass. You didn’t complain about it an hour ago,” Dew says, mocking
Michael.
“Are you ever going to grow up?” asks Michael.
Making their way up the riverbank, they head toward the club. They are
going to the Pink Flamingo, the club of all nightclubs. If one is good-looking
enough, one never pays for a drink there. It is Dew’s favorite hunting ground.
With all of the viruses floating around in the nineties, there always seems to
be enough to hunt.
Someday I am going to show him what it really means to hunt for dinner,
Michael thinks, smiling.
The closer they get to the bar, the thicker the foot traffic grows. They push
past many young men.
“It really is busy around here tonight,” Dew whispers into Michael’s ear.
“Well then, it should mean finding dinner all the quicker.”
As they pass the growing crowds, the rich smell of musk sits in the air. The
throng of spring-driven males thickens as they approach the entrance to the
Pink Flamingo.
“I hope so,” says Dew.
Pushing through the men, they find themselves standing in front of an
extremely hairy bouncer. The bouncer recognizes them.
“Okay, girls, move out of the way and let two real men pass.” He clears a
path for Michael and Dew.
“Thanks, Frank.” Dew smiles.
“I wish you wouldn’t encourage him like that. I hate it when he makes such
a fuss,” Michael says after they are out of Frank’s earshot.
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Every time they show up, Frank makes it into a gala event. Michael cringes
every time.
As they draw deeper into the dark hallway, the sounds of the interior grow
louder. Ahead of them, the hallway makes an abrupt turn. The hallway opens
up into a warehouse.
Back in the early eighties, gays had started buying up all the riverfront
property, converting it into nightclubs, condos, and even a bathhouse or two.
Nobody in the heterosexual community really cared because at the time, the
riverfront district was rundown and crawling with all of Canada’s derelicts.
Not too many people took much notice. Only as the riverfront area miraculously began transforming into the hotspot of the Territories did anyone start
to yell. Then it was too late. All of the river property was bought and the land
value was building equity for the new owners. The joke was on the community at large.
Dew heads to the nearest bar and bellies up to it. Michael almost has to run
to keep up with him.
“Do you think you can control yourself for a couple of hours?” Michael
puts his hand on Dew’s shoulder after finally catching up to him.
“Only if you keep me occupied.” Dew leans back and plants a kiss on
Michael’s lips.
“I am glad that I really didn’t know you all that well before I had brought
you over,” laughs Michael.
“That’s right, I have you to blame for everything, don’t I?” Dew says back
jokingly.
“Yes, and it would do you good to remember that every once in a while.”
Michael squeezes Dew’s shoulder.
Dew hands Michael a glass of brandy, and the two turn to look out over the
crowd. Michael leads the way through the growing crowd and toward the
back of the bar. Along the back of the club is the dance floor and several
booths. There is also less bright light to have to deal with. Vampires avoid
bright lights as much as possible. They are also a bit afraid of large crowds.
The skin of vampires is almost translucent, and anyone looking at the right
time would see the blue veins under their hides. They avoid being noticed to
keep from causing too much of a ruckus.
Locating the only open booth, Dew quickly jumps in and claims ownership. Michael slides into the other side. As the two relax, a flamboyant,
bleach-blond waiter appears out of nowhere.
“What would you two girls like to drink tonight?” the waiter asks, swishing
his hips.
“Well, the last time I looked, I was sporting a large penis between my legs.
So, I would reconsider your question.” Dew looks perturbed.
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“Dew, be quiet. She is only doing her—I mean his—job. Isn’t that right,
honey?” Michael reaches behind the waiter and pinches his butt.
“You two are sores on my ass,” the waiter responds, annoyed.
“You wish, bitch,” retorts Dew.
“I will have a bourbon, and the blond beach bum will have a Budweiser,”
Michael says, quickly ending their conversation. “You always get him started,
and I have to push him off,” complains Michael.
“She started it,” Dews says, feigning anger.
“I don’t care who starts it.” Michael tries not to laugh.
In a few minutes, the bothersome waiter returns with their drinks.
“Here you go, boys.” He placed the drinks on the table.
“If he wasn’t such a good waitress, I would make him my next meal.”
Michael shows his fangs as the waiter walks away.
“But I doubt it would be worth the trouble,” Dew adds.
“I think that you are right there, love,” snorts Michael.
As the night progresses, the dance floor next to them fills with a mass of
gyrating young men. Michael and Dew watch as men thrust their bodies
against one another in a weird mating ritual, keeping beat with the latest
music.
“Want to dance, hot stuff?” Dew asks, as he gets up from the booth. “I need
to work off some of this booze.” He waits for Michael to stand up.
“What the hell?” responds Michael, sliding off the booth to join Dew.
Dew takes Michael’s hand before he is totally off the booth and pulls him
out onto the dance floor. Pushing through the sweaty mass, Dew leads them to
the back of the floor. From the hanging speakers above them, Madonna bellows out what it is like to be a virgin. Turning to face Michael, Dew gently
kisses him on the lips as they begin their own ritual swaying.
“You know that I love you, don’t you?” Dew asks.
“Yes. I love you, too!” Michael says, as he returns the kiss. “I love you
more than you could ever know, Dew.”
“Try me,” Dew says, as he is being dipped and then twirled.
“I have, and that’s why I keep you around,” laughs Michael.
The two continue to sway to the beat and dance around the floor, oblivious
to two young men standing on the edge of the dance floor watching them.
“God, those two are hot,” states one of the young men.
“Yeah, I wish you looked that good,” says the other.
The two men start to argue with one another over the last comment. They
are both so involved with their fight that they don’t realize that Michael and
Dew have taken notice of them.
“What do you think? Should we make their night?” whispers Dew.
“Let’s let them argue for a while longer.” Michael smiles.
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Keeping an eye on the twosome, Michael and Dew make their way closer
to try to hear the argument. With the music blaring away, the arguing men are
unaware that the focus of their spat has moved directly next to them.
“Guys, don’t argue,” coos Dew.
“What?” one of the men stammers, startled.
“My young companion here said that you two shouldn’t be arguing on such
a beautiful night,” Michael adds.
“Well, he started it,” retorts the other one.
Michael looks over at Dew and wonders if he understood that last remark.
“Well, let me buy you a drink, and we can talk about it.” Michael winks at
Dew.
Michael maneuvers between the two and puts his arm around the waist of
one of the young men, pulling him in the direction of the bar. Dew follows his
lead and begins conversing with the other.
“I know. Men are pigs. They refuse to take you seriously.” Dew leads his
guy in the other direction.
“You are so right, man.” The young man warms up to Dew’s counseling.
“Pete is such a tramp.”
“That’s okay. Can I buy you a drink?” Dew asks, pretending to care.
“Sure, and my name is Bob.”
“Okay, Bob, what do you want to drink?” asks Dew.
“Whatever you are having. And your name?” Bob stares into his eyes.
“My name isn’t all that important, is it?” Dew keeps his eyes locked on to
Bob’s.
As Bob watches, it seems as if Dew’s eyes are swirling like a hypnotist’s
black and white board.
“No, I guess it is not all that important,” replies Bob.
“Good, follow me then.” Dew leads the way.
Dew moves back to the booth with Bob in tow. At the same time, Michael
is working on Pete at the bar.
“So what were the two of you arguing about?” Michael inquires.
“Nothing. We usually can’t get through a night without some fight.” Pete
looks into Michael’s eyes. “You have the most beautiful eyes I have ever
seen.”
“Thanks, I get told that a lot.” Michael smiles.
“Is that really gorgeous guy your lover?” Pete asks shyly.
“Yes. But we share one another,” returns Michael.
Looking more lively at Michael’s response, Pete smiles.
“Oh, so he won’t be mad at you?”
“No, I’m the boss in our relationship.”
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“You think so?” Dew responds after his keen hearing overhears Michael’s
comment.
“What did you say?” Bob looks completely lost.
“Nothing, my sweet,” Dew says, looking over at Michael.
“I heard you, Dew,” whispers Michael.
Turning his head toward Dew, Michael winks and blows him a kiss.
“Tease.”
“Don’t you know it?” Michael whispers back.
Anybody standing near them would have only heard a buzz in their ears.
Communication between vampires would never be a problem.
“Come on, Pete. Let’s go out back and have a toke,” suggests Michael.
“Okay,” Pete says, entranced.
As the two men move toward the back door, which leads out to a large
deck, Dew watches. After they disappear out the door, Dew turns to Bob.
“Let’s head out to the deck. It is such a nice night.” Dew rises off the seat of
the booth.
Dew and Bob make their way over to the deck door and push through.
Michael and Pete are already out on the dark deck. Michael is leaning against
one of the rails, which overhangs the river below them.
“Come here,” Michael commands.
Pete moves toward Michael, unaware that he is even doing so. The closer
Pete gets to Michael, the stronger the surge of static electricity jumps between
them. Pete pays no attention and walks into Michael’s outstretched arms.
“Everything is going to be all right,” coos Michael.
Pete, blinded by Michael, never sees Michael’s protruding fangs. Tightening his grip around the young man, Michael nuzzles his nose up to Pete’s jugular. Pete moans in passion. Michael can feel the warm blood coursing
through Pete’s veins. Raising his head, Michael thrusts downward and piercing his fangs into the throbbing vein.
Another moan escapes Pete. “What are you doing?”
Ignoring the question, Michael sinks his teeth farther into Pete’s neck. With
a loud pop, Michael’s teeth tear into the fresh blood. Instantly his mouth is
filled with hot red life. Savoring the taste for a minute, Michael swallows. As
the feeding becomes fevered, he draws the blood out faster, trying to quench
his vampiric appetite.
Pete’s eyes start to become unfocused as more of his blood is drained out of
him. Soon he goes limp in Michael’s arms. Michael continues to pull the
blood out of Pete, feeling his heart beat slower and slower. Michael hugs Pete
tightly as he drains the last of the blood out of him. Pete is dead.
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Michael pulls his bloody fangs out of the collapsed vein in Pete’s neck.
Standing there, a cool breeze washes over both of them. The taste of the blood
is still strong in his mouth. Michael looks down at Pete’s corpse.
“Thank you,” Michael says, as he picks up Pete and kisses him gently on
the forehead.
“You’re such a ham,” laughs Dew from the dark recess of the deck.
“You need to enjoy the hunt more, my dear,” Michael says without looking
back at Dew.
Michael looks around the deck and is happy to see that no one is around to
witness the little dance of death. Turning with Pete still in his arms, he lifts the
corpse over the rail of the deck. He lets the body drop into the black waters
below him. Slowly bobbing, the body floats away in the current and is pulled
under by an eddy, disappearing from sight.
“Where’s yours?” Michael turns toward Dew.
“Already being covered by the slime at the bottom of the river.” Dew sticks
out his tongue. He turns toward the river and flips it the finger.
“Well, Dew, do you want to go back into the bar?” Michael says, as he
moves toward the deck door.
“No, let’s forget the bar and fly around for a while,” whispers Dew.
“Whatever you wish, my love.”
Walking to the edge of the deck, Michael takes a look around and leaps
upward into the star-filled sky. Leaving Dew behind, Michael rises steadily
upward and stops about forty feet up. Hovering, Michael waits for Dew to
catch up.
“Showoff.” Dew laughs.
Without looking around, Dew leaps upward, following Michael. Catching
up with him, Dew leads the way.
“Dew, could you start looking before you leap? One of these days, someone is going to see you,” Michael chides.
“If you weren’t such a showoff, I wouldn’t have been so careless,” Dew
snaps back at Michael.
“I am sorry, hon. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”
“If you would stop treating me like a child, I just might surprise you,” Dew
says, pouting.
“I will when you stop pouting like one.” Michael floats over to Dew’s side.
Putting his arms around his waist, Michael hugs him. “I’m sorry,” he says,
trying to soothe Dew’s ruffled feathers. “You are my special love, Dew. I
would be lost without you.” Michael pulls Dew to him and kisses him.
Dew and Michael rise farther into the night sky. Heading toward home,
they gently float, taking an hour to arrive. As their feet touch down on the second-floor veranda, the sun slowly shows signs of rising.
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“Michael?”
“What, pet?” Michael turns to look at Dew.
“Do you really love me?” Dew asks childishly.
“You are the greatest love of my life,” Michael says. Walking over to Dew,
he caresses his cheek. “In all of my years, you’re the only man I have loved so
deeply.” Leaning over, Michael kisses Dew gently.
“How old are you anyway?” asks Dew.
“Old enough to know better, my love.” Michael pulls Dew behind him and
leads the way back into the house and their bedroom.
Walking over to the bed, Michael lays down and pulls Dew on top of him.
“I will always love you, Dew.” A blood tear forms in his eye, and he lets it
slowly fall down his cheek.
He kisses Dew as he has never kissed him before.
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