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Cole: 

"I needed a firm hand to be the man I knew I could be, and the right man to reclaim me, and show me that I was his and his alone."

Overachieving Professor Cole, feeling neglected by his biker mechanic husband. A handsome professor new to the small town of Nevermore looking for a new start and a partner. What could go wrong in Cole’s personal and professional relationship when these things collide?

Cole’s husband Keyes hears the call of the wild when bikers roar into Nevermore, and Keyes has a chance to get back on the road, but will he? 

Will Cole pack up and leave everyone and everything he’s worked for behind for the sake of love, or will he find that the seduction of a new man who has more in common with him as the path to take?

This book contains hurt/comfort, friends to lovers, and HEA
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Taylor had wheeled Chad into the coffee shop ahead of me on a morning that wasn’t so busy. The first-year students who held court at Coffee, Tea, and Thee had taken their exams and were probably sleeping in was my professional opinion, even though the semester wasn’t nearly over.

The new lovers took a booth near me, and I observed when Chad wasn’t wearing his bionic legs, he was happy, all smiles, patting Taylor on the hand, and with Taylor gone was that surly attitude he’d had before.

Chad now allowed Taylor to wheel him into the coffee shop without being insulted if anyone wanted to help him. From what I’d observed, Chad appeared to be a different man, and I guessed regular sex would do that for a man. When Taylor pushed Chad’s wheelchair out of the way of traffic and to the side, he plopped down near Chad, and I heard Taylor say, “Do you believe this?”

“What?” Chad asked alarmed.  

“My innocent, sweet brother with your brother, who could have predicted that? Cody never ceases to amaze me how devious he can be when it comes to a piece of ass. What does Cody have that would make Miles fall for a jerk like him.”

“Tay... my brother is a lot of things, and a jerk and dick tops the list, but he does have some redeeming qualities about him that neither you nor I can see—” Taylor didn’t let him finish that statement.

“I’m sure that quality has been on display every chance he’s gotten, and I can bet he showed his best ass... sets to Miles, which has Miles acting like a lovesick idiot. I just think it’s too soon for this to happen between them. And with us in the same house creeps me out.”   

“Before, you or your friends would have said the same thing if we hadn’t fallen in love with each other. Why did you fall for me?” Chad asked.  

“I think I told you a million times,” Taylor said, turning in the leather seats, and I thought at that moment Taylor was being evasive, but as handsome a man as Chad was, with or without legs, Chad still couldn’t believe that anyone would want him with two missing limbs. 

I had to question my ability to be as patient as Taylor, if that were me, but then I didn’t fall in love with a rich soldier, or a rich disabled man who happened to have money to burn. My guy earned his millions the old-fashioned way with a lot of elbow grease, therefore, I’d give Taylor an all-around-good-guy medal for seeing a rough diamond, and I would relate to that as well. 

“Okay, okay, you’re never satisfied whenever I’ve said to you that you make me happy, you make me hard, and whenever I’m with you, I want you to fuck me, because it makes me hot when a man barks orders at me, but maybe you’ll understand when I tell you my secret...” There was a silence, and I hoped Taylor would reveal what it was about a man without legs that made him desire Chad. 

Let us say I wanted to know on a professional level as much as Chad wanted the answer on a personal level. And I learned one thing sitting in these booths, to never discuss personal business in this coffee shop, because you never knew who was listening.  

“I have a fetish for men without limbs.” My mouth dropped to the floor, and I wished I could have seen Chad’s face when Taylor revealed his secret. I couldn’t believe it, and I thought Chad was too smart to accept that answer. 

Taylor continued, because it appeared Chad had been lost for words. Speaking for myself, I would have been too. “I’d never heard of that kind of fetish until my friend asked about you, because he’d heard we were dating. He’s a first-year psychology student, and he diagnosed me,” Taylor admitted. 

“And you let a friend, a first-year student, tell you that you had a fetish for men without limbs? I don’t know what to feel, or what to think. You led me to believe that it was because we connected on a different level, and that you knew I was your life partner, and you loved me,” Chad said, his voice screaming of hurt and disbelief. 

I thought any moment Chad would get up, climb into his chair and that would be the last of that one-night love affair between these two men, who when I saw them at Grayle’s ranch, I knew beyond belief that they had truly found the loves of their life with each other.

If this was how it would end for the both of them, then where was the hope that my marriage to Keyes would survive? If you couldn’t trust what a partner told you and showed you about how much he loved you, then who would you trust with your feelings when you were vulnerable like Chad?  

When the silence could cut through the noise of the shop, Taylor finally said, “Do you honestly believe that I would be that shallow as to let someone tell me why I fell in love with you. No one can do that but me. I know how I feel about you, and that will never change. And you asking me over and over, because you can’t believe that I love you for you, is getting tiresome. I just threw that out just to fuck with you, baby,” Taylor responded with a light voice. “Come here, you love of my life,” Taylor said.

I heard kissing, and moans of peace and pleasure coming from one or both men.  “I wouldn’t allow anyone to tell me how to I feel about you much less an outsider who knows nothing about me or you. I’m mature enough to know my innermost thoughts and desires, and I can tell you that it has nothing to do with a fetish. I was just joking, baby, and looking at your face you were offended at what I’d said, and I would be too. Don’t you know how much I love you, Chad? And you don’t have to continue to ask me those questions. Haven’t I showed you or proven to you how much I care for and about you?” Taylor’s voice was low, and from where I was sitting he was sincere. I didn’t have to see Taylor to know that, and if Chad was as smart as I thought he was, and he was looking into Taylor’s eyes, then he must know it too without a doubt.  

There was still silence, and I thought about peeping around at their booth, but I didn’t want to be intrusive at such a private moment. 

Finally, Chad answered, “Yes, you have answered my question, and I’ll never ask you again. I guess I wasn’t ready for your sense of humor. We need to get to know each other better, and I need to stop being so serious, because I have you now, and I don’t need anything more,” Chad confessed, his voice breaking.  

Then, their conversation took a lighter turn.

“And will you look at those two. Don’t Miles and Cody make you sick?” Taylor said, and it was loud enough to make me lean, and take a peek around the booth in the direction of Miles’s office door. I could see down the hallway straight to the back where Miles’s office was situated, and now Cody had taken up residence there as well. 

When Cody left, he blew a kiss to Miles. “Oh, for Christ’s sake, can’t they do that somewhere else?” Taylor, added. 

What I noticed, and what Taylor and Chad noticed too, was that Miles was holding a small puppy. “Did your brother give my brother a dog?” Taylor questioned. 

“I’m not sure, but when he passes I’ll stop him and ask,” Chad said with a chuckle. 

“No. No... don’t,” Taylor pleaded. “Don’t stop him, because Cody is such a dick.” I heard Taylor plead, but Chad was laughing and not listening. 

“One good turn deserves another,” Chad joked. “Remember the fetish joke.” 

“I didn’t know you were spiteful.” 

“Remember when I said that we needed to get to know each other, Tay? Well, now you’re finding out that I can be as exacting as the next man. A straight man gone gay is still a straight man at heart—” Chad said as Taylor countered. 

“Well, I will have to change that, because you will find that coming out will change you.  Whether you realize it or not, we both have gone through a conversion of sorts.” 

“Cody, wait a minute,” Chad said. Cody stood in front of the booth, and I was able to look at his once-cold, sad, blue eyes, and now they were soft, and he acknowledged the lovers with a nod of his head. “Did you give Miles a puppy, because Taylor seemed to think you did.” 

“Yes, I did. He told me that he’d never had a puppy, and I wanted him to have one, and what a difference it made in our relationship.” 

“What relationship? You just met him,” Taylor said with a sarcastic voice. “You know nothing about my brother, and if you hurt him—” 

“I was just about to tell you the same thing, Taylor,” Cody said. “He’s my younger brother, and you take good care of him. You hear?” 

“Miles is my older brother, but he is quiet and trusting—” Taylor said. 

“Then, I guess we’re at a stalemate, and we have the same feelings for our brothers, and we are our brother’s keeper, so we would do best to treat each other’s brother as our own, with a slight difference of course,” Cody said, and I heard Chad yawn in the middle of the conversation. 

“Of course,” Taylor said. 

“I’ll see you both at home, Miles is moving the rest of his things in with me, and this will be a big happy family,” Cody said, as he strutted away with his arrogant head held high, because now he was a man in love, and being loved, I thought. 

“Now that wasn’t bad, was it,” Chad said. 

“It’s not your brother being taken over by him,” Taylor continued. 

“How do you know it’s not Miles who’s running everything. Men like Cody behave differently when they’re in love, and it looks like he’s smitten.” 

“Smitten? Please, don’t use that word around me to refer to Cody. I was hoping you didn’t say that he’s in love either. It makes my skin crawl to hear that Cody is in love with Miles. This will take some time to get over, and how do you know that he’ll be any different than that arrogant dick that I’ve come to know?”

Chad responded, “Because, I know my brother. He’s soft inside and he’s showing something different on the outside. It was like me—” There was a long silence, and finally the noise caught up when the coffee shop became packed. 

“Yeah, I see what you mean. Your bark was worse than your bite, and as soon as—” 

“Quiet, Tay, someone will hear you.” And someone did. I’d heard everything, and when I glanced up, there was Grayle entering the shop. Just the man I wanted to talk to. 
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“I have a question, for you Grayle.” I glanced over at Grayle holding his baby Amy as Caden trotted around Coffee, Tea, and Thee listening to customers’ complaints about not enough variety of Augustine’s pastries, and why didn’t they have enough, and why were they constantly running out of their favorites. 

Caden stopped for a second to kiss Amy and explain to her why he couldn’t pick her up in between the praise from most of the customers, then he darted back and forth, asking customers if they had everything they needed, and why not try the special blends, or one of the wonderful pastries, while rushing behind the counters, making sure the waiters were taking care of the customers there. 

They had enough baristas to accommodate the large crowd which had depleted all the pastries. 

On some occasions when the shop appeared to be empty, which wasn’t often, Grayle would stand outside with a baby carrier strapped to his chest with Amy sleeping comfortably, holding flyers and handing them out to bring in new customers. Who could resist a father with his new baby strapped against his chest? Not even I could, when I didn’t even have chick or a child, and didn’t see that in my future, especially since Keyes and I were devoted to our professions, and that was why I was in the coffee shop to see Grayle and Caden. 

“What is it Cole?” Grayle asked after sitting beside me, with Amy sleeping comfortably against his chest.  

I didn’t have all day, and that was when I turned and faced Grayle. “I need help...” I knew I was being vague, but I didn’t know how to reveal my innermost fear, and that was that Keyes and I were growing apart, and I needed to do something, and in a hurry. I blurted out before I’d considered where I was, and that the music piped in was calm and light jazz. “...with my relationship,” I confessed.  

Caden was passing, and had stopped to give Grayle a “good morning, I love you” kiss. However, before he could lean over and ghost a kiss over Grayle’s lips, Grayle and Caden turned to me and said in unison, “Did I hear you correctly?”

“You’re asking for advice about your sex life?” Caden said then, standing straight and narrowing his eyes. 

“That’s not what I said, or what I meant.” I raised my voice, glancing around to see if there was anyone listening to our conversation, and then I lowered my voice. “Our sex life couldn’t be better, but we never have time for each other. We don’t cuddle anymore, or take time to experiment... you know what I mean?” 

“No. I’m afraid we don’t,” Grayle said, when Caden stopped marching around from counter to table, and decided to sit. I guessed he needed to know that I was human, and not that guy who thought he had it all together, and was a know it all. 

“I’m having a bit of a problem trying to do my job properly and have a life. The life of a professor who’s trying to get tenure isn’t what it appears to be. I can’t pay some of my bills—” 

Caden interrupted, “Wait, wait. Isn’t Keyes wealthy?” 

“That’s the problem, because he makes the majority of the money and pays for everything, and I can barely pay for this expensive coffee you sell here.” 

“Let’s not get nasty,” Caden said. “My coffee prices are still low, and if you don’t like it you can go on Main street at the unmentionable, and see what you get for that price, and after you drive there, then calculate what you spent on gas, and speaking of gas, Miles and his new boyfriend make me want to upchuck. How can anyone stand Cody, especially since he’s here every minute?” Caden rose from his seat, gave Grayle a light kiss, and said, “I have one thought about you and Keyes. If those two can fall in love, then everything’s possible... I have to discuss something with Miles.” 

Then Cody, who looked lost in this shop, who had been used to living in New York, strode over before I could get some advice from my best friend. He nodded at me and shook Grayle’s hand. “Grayle, I have some business I’d like to discuss with you, when you have time.” 

“You have my card and number, if you want you can FaceTime me, and we can discuss it, but for now I’m talking to my friend, and I never like to discuss business this early in the morning when I’m having a coffee break and I have my child with me. You do know Cole.” 

“Sorry to intrude, and yes we did speak for a second at your ranch. I’ll contact you later.” And Cody made an awkward turn of his body, stared, hands in pockets, and strode over to the nearest counter, sat, and ordered a coffee as I tried to get Grayle to concentrate on my problem. 

I huffed and took a sip of coffee the waiter had placed in front of me, which was cold. “Maybe this was a bad idea,” I rolled my eyes when I tried to get Grayle’s attention. His eyes were pacing around the shop with Caden. “You two look good together. You have that May to December thing working out just fine.” Maybe that would get him back to my problem. Talking about Caden always had him smiling, and he turned and faced me. 

I wished Keyes’s dick would get that hard whenever I was around. 

“Does it show on my face,” Grayle said as he took a sip of his coffee, and then placing it on the table, said, “What was this about you and Keyes?” 

“We can’t seem to get on the same page,” I admitted. 

“Maybe if you stopped being a professor for a second, and came down to Earth and talked to him. Do something unexpected, like go to his shop and suck his cock in his office.” 

“What, me?” 

“Yes, you. What is this, a game, Cole? You’re a man, and I don’t know your mating habits, and I don’t want to know, but maybe it’s you. You could bore someone to death with those extra classes you’ve signed up to teach. That drama class and everything you wanted to know about Hitchcock, and were afraid to ask, now come on. Why the fuck are you working so hard? Could it be the new professor?” 

“How did you know about more classes on my schedule? And I’m not going to answer that question about the new professor, because you know me better than that.” I narrowed my eyes and furrowed my brow at my friend. He should know me, but how does anyone know anyone that well? 

“Hitchcock, yes, because that seems to be your passion, but drama? Get real. When have you ever been interested in acting? Since that new Professor What’s-his-name signed up this semester. Nevermore is a small town, and there’s talk.” 

“Well, it’s not about me, and his name is Bradley, for your information. Bradley Lund.” 

“That’s exactly what I mean. When you mentioned his name your face lights up, but when you speak about Keyes, there are creases in your face that I’ve never seen before. What is really going on with the two of you?” 

“Keyes never has time for me. He’s always working and—” 

“I thought you said that the sex was great.” 

“It used to be, and I said that, because I didn’t want Caden to know that I’m having problems. You’re my best friend, and I’d like for you to keep that a secret.” Then, I realized where I was, and leaned around to see that Taylor and Chad had left the booth, and it was empty. I huffed out a sigh of relief.  

“Caden and I have no secrets between us, but this once, I promise you I won’t tell him about our conversation. Now, can I enjoy the remains of my morning. I have to talk to Cody later about business, and I don’t want anything to sour on my stomach just yet.” 

I took that as Grayle wanting to change the subject. Therefore, I asked him about his father. “How is Mr. Meadows? I have to get out to see him.” 

“He won’t be at that nursing home for long, Cole, because we’re making preparations to bring him home with us. We have more than enough room in my childhood home, and with Lane’s husband being a nurse, he can take care of him, and Amy and I can help out, because I do most of my business from home. My father is spry for a man his age, and he really should never have been in that home, but you know that I was away, and I did what I could.” 

“I know you did, Grayle, and you’ve done more than enough for me. You’ve been like a big brother to me, and I can’t thank you enough,” I said as I leaned over to hug Grayle, then I felt a pair of eyes on us, and Grayle glanced up. 

“I thought that was you, Cole. Is this your husband?” 

“No. He’s my best friend. Brad meet Grayle Meadows, Nevermore’s resident lawyer. Well, Coffee, Tea, and Thee’s lawyer.” Brad reached over and shook Grayle’s hand. 

“I hope we get to see each other around, because I’m helping Cole produce and select young actors for his production. We haven’t decided on Tennessee Williams’ “A Street Car named Desire”, or Shakespeare.” My choice wouldn’t be Romeo and Juliet, but Julius Caesar would be in order, I thought. I didn’t want Brad telling Grayle that we would be working together at night during the production. 

“It was great meeting you, Grayle. I think I know that guy sitting at the counter. I really should say hello. I think I met him in New York at a club,” Brad said, then he turned and sauntered over to the coffee section, and sat next to Cody. When Grayle and I turned to the left in his direction, they seemed awfully familiar with each other. They were smiling, and Brad squeezed Cody’s shoulder. I was shocked that he’d even allowed anyone to be that familiar with him. Maybe I’d been wrong about Cody after all, and he was loosening up a bit. 
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