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Brothersin the Dark

by Kevin Esser

It's the day after their mother's funeral, and bwoys have just
arrived at their new home. Aunt Mary and Uncle Kea showing them
around the house. It's a nice little one-storyc@lan the west side of
Sandburg. To the boys, it smells like old peoplé&e- cough syrup and
pipe tobacco and musty carpets. They've beenbefoze, but it was a
long time ago, maybe six or seven years ago — \gnfather was still
alive, when their mother was still alive, when giking was still good
and safe and happy.

They end up at the back of the house in their nedrdom. Aunt
Mary says, "You boys settle in and then I'll getiysome lunch." She
gives each of them a hug and then goes back tkititleen with Uncle
Ken.

The two boys, not saying much, look around the rodtis a small
guestroom with only one bed, a double bed withdvags railings at the
head and the foot. "That's where I'm sleeping,tri®a announces.
Robby looks at him and rolls his eyes and saysat$twhere we'rboth
sleeping, asshole. There's only one bed."

"That's bogus," Patrick grumbles. "This whole plaacks."

"Don't talk so loud."”

"Eat me, man."

Robby shakes his head. "You're so incredibly sttigie says. "l
wish you'd grow up."

Robby is fifteen years old. He's shorter than rhogs his age, but he's
strong, sturdy, with wide shoulders and heavy legs. looks like a young
weight-lifter or a junior wrestling champ. But $i@iot into sports. He likes
heavy-metal music, comic books, science fictiore Has an earring and
he wears his hair long, almost down to his shos|dairly and uncombed.
Uncle Ken says that he looks like a "blond poodkuht Mary says that he
has such pretty golden hair, just like his poorh@tGod rest her soul. Just
like his mother. Same round baby face and uptumesk, same pink
complexion and nervous blue eyes. So pretty. likeshis mother.
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After putting their clothes away, the boys go outhie kitchen for lunch.
Aunt Mary brings a big pot of vegetable soup totdidge. Patrick wrinkles
his nose and says that he hates soup, especigdiiatse soup. Robby pokes
him in the shoulder and murmurs, "Come on, Patibe." But Patrick
won't eat anything until Aunt Mary finally coaxesrhwith a hot dog and
potato chips. He's been like this for several \seeéw, ever since he
turned thirteen and started changing and gettiggdoi He's almost as tall
as his older brother now, but still much thinnighter, with a lean whippet
body ideal for athletics. He plays baseball amdeoat school, swims, runs on
the track team. He always seems sweaty and hygeiua of breath. All the
girls love him because he's a jock and becaussdelste — not pretty like
Robby, but cute, a totally hot stud with sexy diegphnd wicked reddish
blond hair, spiky on top, plenty of mousse. Tepsdago — just before his
mother's accident — he got laid for the first tiamed he loved it. He wants to
do it again as soon as possible. Fucking chickgda better than baseball.

After lunch, Aunt Mary and Uncle Ken leave for aipte of hours to
visit a sick friend in Peoria. Robby explores lilvgng room while they're
gone and finds a case full of oversized art bodksbby likes to look at old
paintings and statues. Someday, maybe, he waeldblibe an artist himself,
he would like to be an artist and paint picturedraigons and warriors.

He finds one book that he especially likes, a babkut the Italian
Renaissance. It's full of great stuff — like dustaof David and a painting of
Cupid called "Triumphant Love". There are also somude women, but
Robby flips past those to look for more guys, nmarde guys.

On the other side of the house, in the bathroortricRds taking a
shower. He's soaping himself between the legagusoth hands to make
lots of lather and to get everything nice and sligp His dick is getting
hard. He loves to feel it and to look at it beeaitis a big one, he knows it's
a big one, he's seen other ones in the locker-eoaihis is better. He's eager
to use it again, to stick it into another chiclhewhole puberty deal is so cool
— getting really big nuts, growing lots of dick hdieing able to shoot real
cum. lIt's all so totally cool.

Robby is in the bedroom when Patrick gets back flasnshower.
Being together like this seems strange to bothhefkoys. They haven't
shared a room or taken a bath together or seenatlhehnaked since they
were tiny kids, probably ten years ago. The staags makes both of them
feel edgy and self-conscious.

Patrick is wearing a long blue towel around hissivaHe wanders to
the mirror above the dresser and starts foolingrattonith his wet hair,
brushing it in different ways — first spiking ithen slicking it back, then
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feathering it forward into bangs — playing andtifiy with his own
reflection. "This house is so shitty," he finadlgys. "I hate it here."

"We don't have much choice," Robby shrugs. Hetsgion the
bed, reading one of hBreadstarcomic books. "Bitchin' about it won't
do any good, so just shut up."

"l bet the school here is shitty, too."

"We'll find out next month."

"A bunch of fuckin' geeks, | bet."

"Just shut up,” Robby mutters again. He throws rddwg comic
book and rolls onto his side, feeling suddenlygfeelrhe room is warm,
quiet. Patrick flips his brush onto the dressleent starts opening the
drawers and looking through them for clean clothBebby is watching
him. A dog is barking from next door. Patrickdily chooses a baggy
white Adidas T-shirt and a pair of red sweat-shotte drops his towel
onto the floor. His suntanned body is brown evédrgxe but his ass, his
smooth white ass. Quickly, without turning or lgak at his brother, he
puts on his underwear and his shirt and his shdrisbby watches him
for a few seconds, then rolls away abruptly andeddis eyes.

Outside, the dog is still barking.

It's just after three o'clock. Aunt Mary and UnKlen are back from
Peoria. They give each of the boys five dollard #ren drop them off at
the nearby shopping mall. As soon as the boyshgee, they split up
and head in opposite directions.

Robby goes to the comic book store to buy the tatssies of
Nexus and Grimjack and Dreadstar. Not finding any of them, he
wanders back to the counter to get some help. riitieager smiles at
him and shakes his head. "One of our suppliersatis with his
shipment," the guy says. "Should be here tomorttwope.”

"Maybe | can come back," Robby says. "l live retbse.”

"Are you new here?"

"l just moved down from Chicago, yeah."

"I thought so," the man says, still looking at Rgbkith a friendly
smile. "l would've remembered you otherwise, limes' He waves at
two boys just coming into the store, then lookskbaicRobby. "That's a
terrific shirt, by the way."

Robby, slightly embarrassed, glances down at himati a bashful
grin. Along with his usual blue jeans — old fadexs, very tight, ripped
at the knees — he's wearing a T-shirt from Broddfigoo, a yellow T-
shirt embossed with pictures of tigers, flamingpatrots, dolphins, an
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entire colorful menagerie. "Thanks," he sayss 'ty favorite one. My
mom bought it for me last month."

"It's terrific," the man says again. "It looks veanful on you."

"What time do you open tomorrow?"

"Nine o'clock... but don't come back until the afton. Your stuff
won't be here until then.”

"OK, cool, I'll come in the afternoon."

"What's your hame, pal?"

"I'm Robby," the boy says. "Robby McCoy."

"Welcome to Sandburg, Robby. My name is Jeff. Ifedbably be
seeing a lot of each other from now on."

"Probably," Robby agrees. "Tomorrow for sure." ldaves the
store and wanders through the mall for the nexedii or twenty
minutes, thinking about the man behind the countendering if he's
gay, if he's one of those guys who likes kids. nkirg about it makes
Robby feel agitated and homy, like the feeling leésgafter smoking
really good grass.

He finds his brother at the video arcade. Patiscilaying one of
the games near the entrance, hunched over the meaghd shoving his
hips against it every time he hits a button or alknThe back of his T-
shirt has worked its way out of his shorts andaisding loose. His bare
arms and legs look fluorescent purple in the arsafteaky lighting.
Robby steps closer. He has the sudden weird onggath out and touch his
little brother's butt — because it looks good, lyegbod, moving around
like that, shoving back and forth like that, flaxihard beneath the stretchy
shorts. Robby wants to put his hand on it andhese it feels — but he
manages, quickly, to force the notion away.

Later, walking back home, Robby mentions the cobdok store to
Patrick. "There's a really cool guy who works thérhe says. "It's a lot
better than the places in Chicago."

"That guy is probably a pervert,” Patrick remarkde has a can of
Coca Cola in his right hand. He takes a gulp fitpthen lets out a loud burp.
"Those guys are all sex perverts," he adds. "Aceope to our school and told
us about it."

"That's bullshit, man."

"They bone kids up the ass and then kill them &g them up.”

"Don't be stupid,” Robby mutters. "This guy idik¢ that at all."

They turn the comer onto Mulberry Street. Aunt yand Uncle Ken's
house is at the end of the block. Patrick dramgsdn of Coke, then throws it
away into the street. It clatters noisily agaitigt concrete. "A chick at
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the arcade was checkin' me out," he says, glaratirts brother with a
smug grin. "She had really gigantic tits, manyéar."

"Great."

"l bet she's a hot fuck."

"Yeah, probably."

"Did you ever fuck that Lisa Van Fleet chick lasty?"

"Sure," Robby lies, "it was way cool, man, she axagsome."

Aunt Mary is in the kitchen when the boys get batkiell," she smiles,
"did you have a good time?"

"It's a nice mall,” Robby says, nodding. "I'm gpiback tomorrow
for some comic books. Is that OK?"

"Of course, dear, that's fine." Aunt Mary wipeg ands on her
checkered terrycloth apron, then glances at thelbik above the stove.
"You boys have about one hour until dinner," shes.s@We're having fried
chicken, hope you like it."

"Fried chicken is great,” Robby says. "We lika ibt."

Patrick, already on his way out of the kitchen,camees that he's taking a
nap. Robby follows him into the bedroom and sé&gs, nice to Aunt Mary,
Pat, she's trying to help us."

"l didn't ask to come here."

"Try not to be such a prick."

Still wearing his clothes and his shoes, Patrickpdl onto the bed
and burrows beneath the sheet. "I'm tired," hg,s&p don't bother me."

Robby takes one of his books and sits in the cmibss the room.
"Take off your shoes first."

"Suck my dick, man."

"I'm serious," Robby says angrily, “take off yoodgamn shoes."

Patrick finally gives in. He reaches beneath treesand pulls off his
dirty gym shoes and drops them thudding to the.fléod then, just to be
devilish and to upset his brother, he starts usihgsll the way. He strips off
his T-shirt and drops it next to his shoes. "Tlseney goddamn shirt," he
says, looking at Robby with one of his sly, dimptgths. "And here's my
goddamn shorts." He reaches beneath the sheataghicomes back out
with the red sweat shorts and drops them ontoikbe p

"Stop being a jerk,” Robby mumbles from the corfiemrely paying
attention. "Act intelligent for a change."

"And here's my goddamn underpants,” Patrick coashdumbling
once more beneath the sheet. He pulls out afpahite Jockey briefs and
waves them over his head, then flings them actassaom at his brother.
"There, asshole, now I'm naked."
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"Stop it, man."

"I'm totally naked,"Patrick announces again, growling the last word
with special, gleeful relish.

Robby looks up from his comic book, suddenly cuwiolWe're eating
dinner pretty soon," he remarks vaguely, not suratvelse to say. "Settle
down."

"| always sleemaked.”

"Thrilling."

"It's best for screwing chicks," Patrick adds, thals onto his belly and
starts humping the mattress. "Like that chickatrhall, man, big time! She
was such a fox." The sheet is riding up and dowrtop of his pumping
rear end. "Huge fuckin' titties!"

"Quiet down," Robby mutters. The bed springs greeaking, making
too much noise. "Uncle Ken can probably hear you."

Patrick rolls onto his back. He's giggling at bisn silliness and
mischief. There's a fat lump in the middle of #heet, right between his
legs. Patrick reaches down with both hands aettlses the sheet tighter,
making the lump easier for his brother to see. wWNbere's aeal man's
dick," he says, a raw, nervous edge to his voitleook at that big old
boner."

"Come on, Pat, put your clothes back on."

"Eat me."

Robby drops his comic book and sits forward. "padr clothes
back on, moron."

Patrick giggles louder and reaches under the shihthis right
hand. "I'm not done yet," he says, still just jakiaround, still just trying
to tease his big brother and get him pissed dffl be done pretty soon,
asshole, don't worry." His hand is making the sled up and down.
He lets out a fake groaning noise and rolls hiseye

Robby gets to his feet. "Stop it, man, | mean it."

"Fuck off."

"This is the weirdest thing you've ever done."

Patrick agrees with a delighted burst of laughtde puts his other
hand beneath the sheet and starts playing withdtis. It feels great, the
whole thing feels great, and suddenly, somehowrdadizes that he's
actually jerking off now, not just pretending, jost kidding around, but
actually jerking off for real — and he can't stbp, doesn't want to stop,
even though his brother is with him in the samemnwpaght there in the
same room, just a few feet away, standing thereaaaiching.

Robby takes a step forward, then back, then forwagain,
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flustered, embarrassed, not certain whether to @tayg leave the room.
He can't stop staring at his little brother. R&ts mouth is still open, but
he's not smiling any more. His eyes are strangeusifocused, his hair
is ruffled, his face is red. The sheet is dowrhi® bare stomach. He
looks messy and feverish and hot. His breathimgitng faster, shakier.
Finally, Robby backs away. "It's almost time td,'ehe mumbles, then
turns quickly and leaves the room. Patrick doasotice. He lifts his
knees beneath the sheet and spreads them, gedgifegh open as wide
as he can, really enjoying himself. Letting hirhsklft. Away. Totally
away.

Later, at dinner, both boys eat plenty of friedc&kn and mashed
potatoes. Robby also eats two or three helpingdrexh buttered
asparagus, but Patrick won't touch the stuff. @tables are gross,” he
says. "l can't even look at 'em." He takes amopiece of chicken
instead.

Afterwards, Uncle Ken challenges the boys to a gafmeheckers.
They take turns playing against him, losing evenet At eight o'clock,
they put the board away to watch a baseball gantelewision. The Cubs are
playing the New York Mets. Uncle Ken settles backis favorite chair and
lights his pipe. Patrick, wearing only his red shasprawls on the floor in
front of the TV. He asks his brother to give hitbagk rub. "Like at home,"
he says. Robby kneels beside him and starts dioingatrick murmurs,
"Mom always does it better."

"You say that every time."

"Because it's true."

"Just shut up."

"She does it better," Patrick murmurs again, tHeses his eyes and
grins.

When the baseball game is over, the boys say dglotamd head for bed.
Aunt Mary kisses both of them and says, "Things leibk a lot brighter
tomorrow." Robby gives her an extra hug beforeiteathe room.

Patrick, in the bedroom, spends several minutéageip his boom box
on the night table. He always listens to music mwhe goes to bed. He
puts in a tape of Fine Young Cannibals and turdewn low. "That's quiet
enough,” he decides, mumbling to himself.

Across the room, Robby is undressing for bed. alest off his T-shirt,
then his jeans, and lays them both across theiolthi corner. His body is
husky and pale, creamy pale everywhere but hisreddened arms and
face. Patrick glances at him. Robby is still weahis underpants. Silky
purple ones. "Those are cool," Patrick says. dhtxsome like that."
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Robby almost says, "Ask Mom about it," then shisitgntly and peels
off his white socks.

"They're really cool," Patrick says again. He seaiistracted and
jittery. "I'm sleeping naked tonight," he addsat few seconds.

"I know," Robby nods. "Me too."

"So we'll both be sleeping naked," Patrick confirgettling the issue.
"That'll be OK, I guess."

Robby crosses to the door. "I'm going to the batim;" he says. Patrick
jumps to his feet and follows him across the haliw@hey go to the sink
together and stand there brushing their teeth.byrihishes first and steps to
the toilet. He tries to pee, but he can't — hé& tacause his cock is starting
to get stiff, it's starting to get stiff and long his hand, and nothing will
come out. Patrick, still holding his toothbruslanges over at him. Robby
glances back. Neither of them says anything. Wéier in the sink is still
miming. Robby turns slightly to let his brotheeddm more clearly. He's
rubbing his thing now, making it bigger. His ldgsl strange and shaky. He
exchanges another glance with his brother, bothesh still standing there
silently, watching each other, afraid to talk.

Patrick finally turns off the water. "I'm going twed," he mumbles.
He puts away his toothbrush and leaves the bathro@obby, alone now,
pulls up his underpants and sits on the edge dfitheThe porcelain is slick
and cold beneath his bare thighs. He's thinkinguaPatrick. And he's
thinking about Jeff — the guy at the store. Ang lfeeling homy. Definitely
homy. He wants to finish masturbating. Right aw8pt not there in the
bathroom. Not alone. He's tired of doing it alone

He goes back to the bedroom. The Fine Young Calentape is still
playing. Patrick is already in bed, curled ongide beneath the sheet. His
shorts and his underwear are on the floor besglghaies. Robby pauses to
shut off the lights, then quickly pulls off his ovamderpants and stretches
out next to his brother. On top of the sheets. ddesn't want to cover
himself. Not yet.

He realizes suddenly that Patrick is crying. Hegas him in the back.
"What's the matter? Are you sick or something?"

"I hate this place," Patrick whimpers. "Everythiagout it is so
shitty."

"Give it a chance, man."

"l want to go home."

"We can't go home," Robby murmurs back. "Noboddithere
any more." He puts his hand on his brother's bhoailder. "Come on,
Pat, don't cry, we'll be OK." He kisses Patricktbe neck. The kiss
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seems to surprise both of them. Something weitthfgening. "We'll
be OK," Robby whispers again. Something totallyireke "Just cool
down, man."

The tape runs out. It clicks off and starts rewigd Robby is
staring at the bizarre moon shadows on the ceilifte still has an
erection. He wants to start playing with it agaiight now, but he's
afraid to do it, he's afraid to move.

Patrick sits up to flip the cassette. He wipesdyies quickly and
pushes the "play" button. The music starts agaime boy looks around
at his brother. "Anyway," he mumbles, "I'm notiogy"

"It's OK."

"I'm not some fuckin' baby."

"I know, man, forget it."

Patrick glances down between Robby's legs. Heolgts soft grunt
of laughter. Robby shakes his head. "It won'tdgan," he says quietly.
"Stupid boner." He hesitates another moment, thkes the thing in his
hand and starts working it, working it slowly atst, nervously, then a
little faster, really rubbing it, really rubbing igood. Something
definitely weird is happening. More than just gagfaround or jerking
off. Both boys can feel the difference, can féed tension, the risky
tension between them.

Patrick watches for another few seconds, then dbogek against
the mattress. "This room is too hot," he muttéian't go to sleep." He
pushes at the sheet, pushes it down to his wRistby rolls towards him.
He puts his hand on Patrick's stomach. "You'revedlaty," he says.

"It's too fuckin' hot in here."

"Just relax, man, everything is OK."

"l can't go to sleep."”

"I know," Robby whispers back, "me neither." Tilgjche gives Patrick
another kiss, this time on the cheek. Patrick fbsay anything, doesn't
resist in any way. He's breathing rapidly, bregfmoisily, waiting. Robby
kisses him on the mouth, the throat, the chestpudbes the sheet down to
uncover his brother's penis, to finally get asitiollen there fat and hard
against Patrick's belly. Patrick is trembling. bBp scoots closer and
presses against him, starts humping against hioshing his boner against the
side of Patrick's leg — both boys uncovered nokedaow, naked together
on the bed, seeing and feeling each other's baghek, other's bare bodies,
bare cocks, getting each other more excited, mored on. Robby starts
humping faster, getting ready to jizz, getting se#al jizz against his little
brother's leg. He's kissing around Patrick's blelltton, using his tongue
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now, making everything wet, working down farthéte can smell the dirty
sweet sex smell from around Patrick's balls. lddsskissing them, licking
them, licking Patrick's balls and Patrick's dick, around the big swollen
knob of Patrick's dick, running his tongue aroundassting the funny stale
sperminess of it, getting it foamy with spit — dhen, slowly, savoring it, he
slides the whole long thing into his mouth.

Patrick closes his eyes. He smiles. Everythimgiter now. Everything
is OK. Being there in the dark. With his brothelust the two of them.
Feeling good. Feeling safe. Together.
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