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DUNCAN woke to something hot and wet on his cock. A week ago, he’d
have been pretty sure he was having an erotic dream. He would have
resigned himself to some self-pleasure. And he would have made some
kind of excuse to spend a little bit of time alone to take care of the problem.
Now, however, he knew it was no dream. He opened his eyes to see the
covers pulled down slightly, Mark’s red head bobbing as he sucked
enthusiastically at Duncan’s dick. He was terrible when it came to skill, but
Duncan didn’t give the tiniest damn.
Because his cock was the first Mark had ever tasted, touched, licked or
sucked. He was the first man Mark had ever kissed. The first male hand to
bring him to orgasm. And that was worth all the fumbling in the world to
Duncan.
Mark’s eyes opened and met Duncan’s. God, the man was beautiful, all
pale skin and deep blue eyes. Compared to Duncan, Mark almost felt tiny
but the size was deceptive. Even with the lack of nutrition over the last
couple of years, he hadn’t lost much of his lean, toned muscles, earned
from hauling people around an emergency room. They’d done their best
more recently, taking the vitamins Mark had scavenged, but even with
those, there was no doubt Mark had lost some muscle mass. Despite that,
he’d still carried Duncan’s much larger, heavier form more than once.
And the man was a quick learner when it came to sucking cock. Duncan’s
eyes slid closed when Mark swallowed Duncan completely, nose touching
the dark blond curls at the base of his dick. Strong, sure hands cupped his
balls, rolling them lightly and teasing them, and it took all Duncan had to
keep from shooting down Mark’s throat in ten seconds flat.
He grunted instead, reaching down and running his hands over Mark’s hair.
―Turn around,‖ he whispered and Mark looked up, eyebrows raised.
Duncan nodded. ―Turn around. Let me taste you too.‖

Remembering What’s Good |Grace R. Duncan

6
Mark hesitated only the briefest of seconds before getting up and crawling
until his legs straddled Duncan’s head. He immediately went back to
licking and sucking on Duncan’s cock, but Duncan was sufficiently
distracted enough to not go off right away.
Instead, he ran his hands over Mark’s firm ass, squeezing the globes of
flesh and parting them slightly. Mark moaned around Duncan’s cock and
Duncan sucked in a breath at the vibrations. Considering that before Mark,
it’d been nearly three years since he’d had sex with someone other than his
right hand—and he and Mark had only just started their sexual
explorations—his control was a sad thing.
But he did his best to hold on, tracing the crevice from tailbone to sac with
light fingers, then wrapping his hand around Mark’s cock. He gave it a
slow, firm stroke from balls to tip, smiling at the new groan Mark released.
He pumped it a second and a third time then wrapped his arms around
Mark’s hips, tugging them lower.
As soon as it was close enough, Duncan guided Mark’s dick into his
mouth, moaning at the salty taste of the precum and the feel of warm flesh.
He’d missed this. So fucking much, it wasn’t funny. He hadn’t given a
blowjob since his boyfriend died from the virus and it was something he’d
always enjoyed.
Mark had been hesitant in their sex up until now. They’d jacked each other
off and frotted a lot, but not gone any further. Duncan understood; Mark
had hidden his bisexuality for so long, it was still difficult for him to let go
of that need to hide, to keep it to himself.
But he wasn’t about to turn down Mark’s new openness and instead
focused on simply giving pleasure. He put everything he had into teasing
and sucking Mark’s cock, running his fingers over the sensitive skin of
Mark’s sac and farther, brushing them over his taint. When he brought his
hand back down and toyed with Mark’s balls more, Mark gave a loud moan
and pulled off.
―Fuck, Duncan…‖ He thrust, pushing his cock farther into Duncan’s mouth
and Duncan fought the gag. He didn’t want to do anything that would make
Mark stop.
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At the same time, his own dick was feeling decidedly ignored. He rolled his
hips and Mark took the hint, swallowing him again.
Forcing himself to focus on Mark and not his own impending orgasm, he
pulled out every trick he’d ever learned for giving a good blowjob. His late
boyfriend had claimed he was pretty damned talented at it and he hoped the
man hadn’t been exaggerating. He teased the head, pushed the tip of his
tongue into the slit, then sucked Mark down. He relaxed his throat and
swallowed when he felt the head push into his throat.
Mark’s grunt was loud and he pulled at his hips. Duncan was sure it was in
warning, but he refused to let go. He wanted all of Mark and greedily
swallowed when the first bits of spunk hit his tongue.
―Oh fuck, shit, Duncan!!‖
Duncan swallowed every tiny drop Mark produced, sucking long after the
twitching stopped. He was so focused on cleaning Mark—figuring he’d just
jerk himself to completion when he was done—he was shocked when Mark
swallowed his dick again, this time to the root.
A swallow, a few bobs, and a full suck later was all it took. He pulled a
little frantically at Mark, sure Mark wasn’t ready to actually swallow, but
Mark—stubborn bastard—refused to let go. Unable to fight the orgasm any
longer, Duncan gave up and shouted Mark’s name as the pleasure hit, sharp
and hard in a way he hadn’t felt in so long. The tingle that had started in his
balls exploded out, sizzling along his spine and shooting huge streams of
cum into Mark’s throat.
Duncan lay stunned as Mark swallowed every bit of it, even licking him
clean when it was over before shifting to turn around. He watched in a bit
of a daze as Mark sat back on his heels grinning like the proverbial cat that
ate the canary. Duncan snorted—he was blond and Mark did look awfully
cat-like in that moment.
Mark raised his eyebrows and Duncan laughed. He told Mark what he’d
been thinking and wasn’t disappointed when Mark laughed with him,
getting it without explanation. Duncan sighed, reaching out a hand and
pulling Mark down to him. He caught Mark’s lips in a long, soft kiss, his
cock twitching at the taste of himself on Mark’s tongue.
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―I love you,‖ he whispered.
Mark stiffened ever so slightly, then relaxed. ―I love you too.‖
Duncan’s arms tightened around the amazing man in his arms. He’d spent
every waking hour of the last week thanking a god he still wasn’t sure he
believed in that Mark stayed, loved him, hadn’t retreated back into his selfimposed exile of self-preservation. He nuzzled Mark’s cheek, kissing a trail
over the pale, freckled skin. He pulled back, brushing his thumb over
Mark’s full bottom lip. ―Not that I’m complaining, but… what brought that
on?‖
Mark’s serious blue eyes studied him for a long moment, before he kissed
Duncan softly on the cheek and sat up. He smiled, then grinned and dove at
the end of the bed. Duncan struggled to a sitting position, still taking care
with his leg and blinked in puzzlement until Mark picked something up
he’d apparently left on the floor.
Duncan’s eyes widened when he sat up with… two wrapped presents. His
mouth opened in shock when Mark said, ―Happy Birthday.‖
―You… I… how… Holy shit!‖ He laughed, grinning and tugging on Mark
again. Mark fell forward, sitting next to him and accepting the kiss Duncan
pushed on him. When Duncan pulled back, he took the two packages Mark
offered him. ―How did you know?‖
―Well, I’m not positive it is the exact right date. I mean, I haven’t been
paying that close attention, but I figure it’s pretty close. And, uh, I found
your wallet on the floor. You’d dropped it and I looked in it because I
didn’t know whose it was.‖
Duncan chuckled. ―Don’t know why I bother keeping it. Not like I need
I.D. anymore.‖
Mark laughed. ―Old habits die hard.‖
―No doubt,‖ Duncan agreed. He ran his hands reverently over the paper,
trying not to let the simple gesture shatter control over emotions he’d been
fighting hard against letting out. In three years, he’d only let himself cry a
handful of times. When his sister Angie died and a couple of times after,
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when the grief got to be too much. But he’d been alone, always, his tears a
scary, private thing. ―Thank you. You didn’t have to do this.‖
Mark shrugged. ―It’s… I don’t know, I think it’s important to hang onto
some things. We’ve lost so much, some of which we will never get back.‖
He brushed a fingertip along the edge of one of the presents. ―I figure this
is something we can do.‖
Duncan blinked at him, swallowing around the lump in his throat. He
finally managed to nod. ―Yeah, you’re right. I don’t know how to thank
you.‖
―Well, you can start by opening the gifts,‖ Mark pointed out.
Duncan laughed, the tears receding. ―Right.‖ He picked up the heavier of
the two, testing its weight in his hand. It felt like a book. He pulled the blue
ribbon off carefully then eased the paper open at the end. Sure enough, he
saw the bottom of a book, pristine from the looks of it. He glanced up at
Mark, who was watching expectantly, then turned back to the gift. He
carefully slid the paper off to find a brand new copy of Harry Potter and
the Deathly Hallows.
He’d been frustrated to find the book missing from the collection in the
house they’d taken. He’d read the books before, of course, and knew what
happened. But he’d wanted to be able to finish it. And with the last
missing, he’d been disappointed.
―Where did you get it?‖ Duncan asked, running his hands reverently over
the cover. He was being a little silly, he guessed. There were millions of
copies of the book lying around. But it touched him, showed him how
Mark felt about him in ways the three words couldn’t.
―Uh, the Food Lion down the road a ways had it. I was collecting some
things there—that store is surprisingly untouched—and was on my way out
when I found it at the register in their books. I know… I know I didn’t buy
it or anything, but—‖
Duncan reached up, yanked him in, and kissed him within an inch of his
life. Hunger for this man, for his touch, clawed at him but he pushed it
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down. Now wasn’t the time, but he had to show Mark how much it meant
and for once, words escaped him.
He pulled back and Mark panted. Blue eyes danced over Duncan’s face,
and he could see the heat he felt reflected back at him. Mark closed the
distance this time, but the kiss he gave in return was much lighter. ―We’ll
never get out of bed if we don’t stop this.‖
―Is that a bad thing?‖ Duncan asked. He couldn’t care a whit that his voice
came out breathless.
Mark smiled and shook his head. ―Not really, but then you won’t see the
rest of my surprises.‖
Duncan’s eyebrows went up and he reluctantly let go of Mark’s face.
―There’s more?‖
―Besides the other unopened present?‖ Duncan nodded and Mark’s
expression turned mischievous. ―You’ll have to open that one and find
out.‖
Duncan wanted to scowl at him, but was too happy. He turned back to the
unopened gift and lifted it. This one wasn’t a book, unless Mark had gone
to a lot of trouble to put it in a box. Duncan pulled this ribbon off and as
carefully as he’d handled the book, pulled at the paper.
He blinked at the box, then up at Mark, then back at the box again. He
stared at the picture on the front—a slice of chocolate cake—and the Betty
Crocker symbol above it and tried to figure out how to tell Mark he
couldn’t make it without hurting the man’s feelings. ―Uh…‖
Mark laughed. ―Your face is priceless.‖
Duncan scowled. ―Not funny. I mean, it’s, uh, a nice idea, but—‖
―Come on, lazy bones. And I’ll show you the rest of my gift.‖
Duncan raised an eyebrow, but let Mark pull him out of bed. He grabbed
his crutches and Mark took the cake mix.
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When they rounded the corner into the kitchen, Duncan blinked at the thing
on the table. The metal box couldn’t have been more than about a foot in
size all around. On the front was a door with what looked like a
thermometer and a small red knob. He glanced at Mark then got a little
closer. As soon as he saw the numbers on the thermometer, it clicked.
―You got me an… is that an… an oven?‖ Duncan spun a little too fast, eyes
wide and hopeful, and wobbled precariously. Mark hurried over to help
steady him.
―Hey, no falling. I didn’t get it so you’d hurt yourself,‖ he grumbled.
Duncan spun back around and grinned like a kid at Christmas. ―An oven!
Holy shit!‖
Mark laughed. ―I’d never have thought buying someone kitchen stuff
would get that reaction.‖
―It’s been so long since I’ve been able to do something like that. I wonder
if we can get flour? If it’s still good? Oh, maybe cornmeal?‖ He started
mentally going through the contents of the cabinets.
―Don’t forget the box,‖ Mark said, holding it up.
―Wait, cake.‖ Duncan started laughing. ―You bought me a birthday cake!‖
He grinned from ear to ear, pulling Mark in for a kiss.
―I considered trying to bake it for you,‖ he said when they broke apart.
―But I figured it’d be more of a gift to not subject you to my scary attempts
at food.‖
Duncan laughed. ―Yeah, I actually don’t mind. It’ll be cool to play with it.
Holy shit, an oven!‖
―I don’t know, for sure, if the mix is good, but I hope, since it’s sealed in
plastic, it will be. I found some powdered milk and powdered eggs. They’re
not going to be good for anything but mixing into something else, but…‖
Mark shrugged. ―I thought it might be a nice treat. Oh,‖ he said, leaning
forward and twisting the knob. He pulled open the oven and sitting inside
was a can of icing.
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―You thought of everything. And… how? Where? I mean, I didn’t even
know these things existed.‖
Mark blushed. ―I’ve had it for a little while. I found it at the camp store, but
I didn’t know what it was, at first.‖
Duncan grinned, shaking his head. ―I probably wouldn’t have, either.‖
He looked back at the oven, then the cake mix and icing, then to Mark. He
studied the freckled nose, the bright blue eyes and sent up a thank you that
he’d found this man. ―I’m going to be a little corny for a minute,‖ Duncan
said, dropping his gaze to Mark’s chest. ―The gifts are… amazing. I
couldn’t have asked for better. But the best one I’ve got?‖ He looked at
Mark through his lashes, cheeks warming. Mark raised his eyebrows.
―You.‖
He half-expected Mark to laugh, but he was pleased to see instead, Mark’s
gaze firmly on their feet and red creeping up Mark’s neck and over his ears.
Mark cleared his throat. ―Thank you. I’m… thank you for wanting me.‖ He
swallowed then looked up again. ―Happy Birthday.‖
―Best ever, Mark.‖
Mark’s smile in response lit up his face. ―So… cake for breakfast?‖
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