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CHAPTER ONE










SILENCE WAS SOMETHING I really enjoyed, unlike music or voices, which invaded my solace no matter how much effort I made to avoid them. Stores always had something playing in the background, then there were the droves of people in public and their incessant chatter, all of which was impossible to avoid if I ever wanted to live a normal life. I had never met a person I liked. Their expressions and their words never seemed to make sense to me. They were needlessly complicated, but I couldn’t avoid them. Even with all my disdain for other people, I still felt this unexplainable longing for them sometimes.


“Hey, Matthew. Right on time as always.”


I tried to smile in response, but I wasn’t sure if it was successful. Thankfully he wasn’t looking at me. Instead, he was gathering his half-eaten bag of chips, soda bottle, and lunch bag from the security desk. His gut hung over his pants, and the faint scent of grease and body odor wafted off him as he stood up from the squealing desk chair. He disgusted me, but he was what everyone called ‘nice,’ so I did my best to get along with him even during the few interactions we had with each other.


“My wife will be pissed if I’m not home on time tonight. I’m sure you know how that is.”


He grinned at me then, showing off the faint smile lines that framed his crooked grin. Matching crow’s feet lined either side of his eyes, and his eyelids seemed unnaturally wrinkly. I wanted to frown, but I tried my best to mimic his positive facial expression.


“I don’t, but it sounds like you should get going.”


I found that the easiest way to get people to leave you alone was to tell them the bare minimum of what they wanted to hear and show them what they wanted to see. No matter how badly I wanted just to ignore him and will him away, I only had this job because he was close with my sculpting professor. I couldn’t risk the head security guard of the only art museum in this Podunk town hating me and costing me this job. I didn’t want much from this world, but this part-time security job was something I desperately wanted. If I had to interact with this guy a few minutes out of the day to get it, then it was well worth the mild annoyance.


He smiled and patted my shoulder with his thick, sweaty hand. It took everything I had not to flinch away. That was something else I couldn’t stand about people: the unnecessary touching.


“By the way, if you could, just do a couple of extra passes through the west wing today. The new exhibit from Louis is there, and the head guys are really paranoid about it.”


Something warm flared up in my chest. Even though I had started feeling this for months now, it was still shocking. In all nineteen years of existence, I had felt very little. Happiness, sadness, fear, and these words were facial expressions I had carefully curated from therapists, doctors, my parents, and TV. I could execute them when I needed to, but never once had I experienced what they felt like. Not until I came to this museum.


“Sure thing. Have a good night, sir.”


He tossed his lunch box strap over his shoulder with a grunt and scuttled out of the security office, though not before hitting the various light switches on the main console. As he did, the screens that displayed the camera feeds from the museum dimmed.


“Careful walking around there, though. Nearly shit myself the night before when I saw that new statue by the entrance.”


He laughed, and even though I didn’t find the prospect of shitting oneself funny, I chuckled in reply and waved him away. Once his footsteps faded, and silence fell, I could finally rest my face. Of course, nothing was worse than holding that serene, neutral face, but every time I would go out frowning like I would’ve preferred, I could still hear my mother:


“Matthew. No one will ever want to speak to you if you go out looking like that.”


While that only seemed like a positive, I could still see my mother crying, tears rushing down her face as she clutched my shoulders and squeezed them in her trembling hands. It was the only time mom ever hurt me, and all she could do was beg me:


“Please be normal. Please. Just be normal, won’t you, Matthew?”


I didn’t feel one way or another about that particular day, but I knew I didn’t want my mother to do that ever again. So, we practiced, and soon I could go out and subconsciously smile throughout my entire day, but the moment I was alone, that smile was gone. My nightly shift at the museum was no exception. Once I was alone here, no one expected me to smile because the sculptures were the only semblance of humanity here.


It was then I remembered what my boss had said before he left: the new collection from Louis was in the west wing. That warmth spread out from my chest down into my abdomen. Sweat was beginning to form on the nape of my neck, and even my breathing rushed out in raspy, labored gasps. Not wanting to waste another moment, I tossed my lunch bag into the security seat and ran out into the hallway. I was met with the silence I so often craved, and while I usually took a moment to bask in it, the new collection was flickering through my mind’s eye. I broke the silence with the sounds of my flurried steps as I made my way to the west wing.


Calling them wings was rather generous and probably just a request from the director to make it sound much more majestic than the building actually was. This museum was barely two stories, with the second floor used for the nearby college's art classes. My sculpture class was there. Besides the handful of classrooms upstairs, the main floor consisted of three rooms: the main entryway where all of the most eye-catching pieces were housed and where the security office was located, the east wing, which was exclusively paintings, books, and a few fossils that the school could get their hands on. Then there was the west wing, the wing that drew me in every night I worked. It was my favorite place.


It was the only place I had ever felt warmth, perhaps the only place I had ever felt anything. It was the sculpture wing and was home to famed French sculptor Louis’s collection lui-même or himself for the next week. It was a display of the male form, intimate and detailed perfection. Even when there wasn’t a featured collection, this place was sacred, if only to me.


As the hallway opened into the main display area, Louis's work was prominently displayed across the floor, protected by gaudy ball-topped brass stanchions connected with burgundy ropes. Ten different pieces filled the usually vacant floor space with all of our standard displays lining the walls. Each of the ten pieces was of a man, the same man, in different poses. Some he was standing, idly as if waiting for something that would never come; others he was lounging or simply sitting, basking in the room. My favorite was the only one whose eyes were closed as if he were sleeping. He was splayed across a pedestal, his eyelids intricately sculpted closed with wrinkles and delicate eyelashes. His lips, plump, were slightly open. His hair was curly and fell across his shoulders and chest in waves.


Something about him made me want to touch him. I wondered what he would say if I did, if he would like it or if he would shy away from my touch. I never touched them, not often anyway. No one was allowed to touch the artwork, but knowing that only made me want to feel it that much more. As I let my gaze touch everywhere I couldn’t, the defined clavicle, the jutting of his hip bone, and the coquettish way his soft member draped across his thigh - I absorbed it all. It was only ever the male sculptures that did this to me.


The front of my pants was growing unbearably tight, and it took everything in me to keep myself from touching it for some relief. This was the only time I could tolerate other people, though I knew deep down they weren’t people at all. Even so, the only time I could enjoy the presence of another was if they were like these sculptures. They didn’t speak unnecessarily. They didn’t say things they didn’t mean, and their facial expressions were easy to read as they only ever had one. However, there were days I longed for them to speak to me. I often wondered what they would say.


Before I even realized it, I climbed over the rope, and my fingers brushed the sleeping man’s lips. It was smooth to the touch and disappointingly cold. It was strange how lifelike they all looked, yet they would never be warm. Thankfully, though, I didn’t necessarily need their warmth. I only needed what they created inside me, and as I brushed the sculpture’s lips with my thumb, that warmth was beginning to spread, even among the chilly sculptures.


There was the warmth I so craved, growing more and more the longer I touched the statue’s chest, abs, and groin. The warmth spread out from my abdomen to my member, which left it rubbing uncomfortably against my underwear and jeans. I wanted to touch it, but there was something else that caught my attention. There was something new, a rhythmic thumping I could barely hear over the rushing of my blood in my ears. Was that my heart? No, it was something else.


It was footsteps. There, standing in the dim lighting from the streetlights outside, was a man. The hazy smoke from the cigarette he seemed to be chewing glowed.


“Well, shit. I wasn’t expecting to see this. You a pervert?”


He was at least a foot shorter than I was, and his face was prettier than a woman’s, small and round, with large eyes that projected every emotion in stark clarity. His hair was long but choppy and fell across his face and shoulders in uneven chunks. His lips were turned up in a sneer. For some reason, I desperately wanted to know what body a man like that would have with that face, but ill-fitting shirts and coats enveloped him. They were piled onto him, so much so that he physically slumped forward.


His legs, though, weren’t nearly as well-covered. All he had were some torn-up jeans, which looked to be about three or four sizes too big. What looked to be a torn cable was laced through the belt loops just to keep them up on his hips. Just by the look of his knobby knees through the open rips, he was probably skin and bones underneath. He was far from the ideal male form compared to the figures displayed around him. Even so, his pale skin blended in with the marble all around him as if he belonged there. I desperately wanted to touch him, to know what warm marble might feel like under my fingertips.


His gaze shifted down to my pants, and when his eyes lit on what was awaiting him there, his lips closed around the cigarette. He took a deep breath before taking the cigarette in one of his hands and releasing a puff of smoke into the air. His fingers were long with nails that looked like frosted glass. He had beautiful hands.


“Guess that answers my question.”


“What are you doing in here?”


The man tapped his cigarette against the sleeve of his outer jacket, sending smoldering ashes flying.


“I could ask the same of you, pervert. I just wanted to get out of the cold, is all. Figured the statues wouldn’t mind.” His gaze shifted back up to meet mine as he stuck the cigarette back between his rosy lips. “Would you mind, Mr. Pervert?”


I really didn’t mind, but logically, I knew if it were ever discovered that I just let some random vagrant into the museum after hours during a rare exhibition, I would be fired, no questions asked. Even after accepting this fact, though, my voice wasn’t as sure as I had hoped it would be as I said:


“I don’t, but my boss might.”


The man waved his beautiful hands in front of him as if he were feigning panic or fear.


“Oh no, not boss man. I won’t tell if you won’t.”


He took another long draw on his cigarette.


“Anyways, Mr. Pervert, what makes a good-looking guy like you want to molest a bunch of rocks? Your girlfriend blue-balling you?” then his gaze shifted to my hand, still grasping the perfectly sculpted member, “… or maybe your boyfriend?”


That warmth burned in my cheeks. This was as unfamiliar of a feeling as all the others I had experienced thus far. I couldn’t pinpoint its name, but it made me feel like my head might boil over.


“How did you get in here?”


The man’s eyebrows jumped up as if he was surprised by that question. He took the cigarette from his mouth again and used it to motion toward the back wall. There was the back door. It locked automatically from the outside and could only be opened from the inside or with a key card. However, just barely visible was what appeared to be a crack in the door, letting in just a bit of light. At the bottom of the door was a sock, which kept the door from entirely stopping and thus kept it unlocked. When my gaze returned to the man, he had his left foot out of his tattered shoe, revealing a naked foot.


“I am shocked no one noticed. I almost thought you wanted me in here, Mr. Pervert.”


My eyebrow was twitching.


“My name isn’t, Mr. Pervert. It’s Matthew.”


Why did I feel the need to tell him that? I was so stunned by this entire situation, from having been caught in the act, for having someone break into the museum, and then from wanting to desperately touch this weird guy. Never once had I ever wanted to get so close to another human being, especially someone so unpredictable as this man who just did as he wished with little care for the rules of the world around him. There was something attractive about that, though.


“Well, nice to meet you, Matthew the Pervert. Now, can I stay here or not?”


Once again, I knew I should have told him to leave. Even better, I should have caught him, taken him to the security office, called the police, and let them deal with him, but the thought of him leaving had my stomach turning. Then the idea of another person putting their hands on him only made it worse.


The man didn’t seem to care one way or another as he idly awaited my response, taking short puffs of his dwindling cigarette. Once it was down to the filter, he tossed it onto the floor and ground it down flat with his shoe. It left a blackened smudge behind. I would have to clean that before the morning shift came in, but for some reason, I didn’t really care all that much about it. Finally, he broke the silence.


“Well, since you can’t seem to make up your mind, how about this? I’ll make a deal with you.” As he spoke, he slipped off his shoes and kicked them to the side, “Since you seem to be pent up, how about I help relieve some of that in exchange for a night out of the cold? What do you say? Matthew, the Pervert?”


It was ironic having someone call me a pervert as they offered sex in exchange for a night in the museum, of all places. Though I had yet to give him an answer, he was already beginning to peel off the layers. Jacket after jacket, then shirt after shirt came off one by one and dropped to his feet. By the time he had made it down to the last white tee, his cheeks were flushed from the effort.


“Why do you wear all of that?”


He grinned as he lifted the edges of his shirt, exposing his stomach's flat and pristine planes.


“It gets pretty cold at night, in case you didn’t know.”


The thought of him trembling in the cold, as small and delicate as he was, made me want to hold him. I wanted to spread the warmth that had steadily been building in my chest and groin and wrap him in it.


“Doesn’t seem you cared as much about your legs.”


He hummed, lifting the shirt over his head and tossing it to the side with the rest of his clothes. All that was left were the shoddy jeans, barely held to his bony frame with that broken cable.


“If I am going to lose something on me to frostbite, it’d be my legs. Harder to smoke without my arms, and people would probably give me more money if I didn’t have legs.”


I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, but I wasn’t really all that concerned with continuing that conversation. As his pants hit the floor and he stepped out of them, I was left with a view unlike any I had ever seen. His penis was as pale as the rest of him, though the head was swollen and flush, probably from rubbing against his jeans as he didn’t have any underwear. I had never wanted to touch anything more in my entire life.


As if it had heard my thoughts, it sprung to life, engorged yet still as pale as the rest of him. It twitched as if beckoning me over. When my gaze finally tore away from it to meet the man’s eyes, he was smiling.


“Well? Take off your pants.”


I sputtered.


“My pants?”


The man grinned, flashing a perfect set of white teeth.


“Don’t tell me the statue molester is a virgin. Promise you’ll like it. Take them off.”


When I didn’t move, he crossed his arms. It was almost hilarious how perturbed he looked, standing stark naked in the middle of the museum.


“Oh, come on. Am I going to have to do everything for you?” He splayed his hands out before him then, exasperated, “If it makes you feel better, I want to have sex with you. Okay? You’re pretty cute, even if you are a pervert.”


Cute? No one had ever called me cute before. Apparently, my stunned expression was enough for him to give up on waiting for me to make a move as he sighed and began his languid walk over to me.


“How do I always end up finding the virgins?”


By the time I realized he was making his way over to me, he was already in front of me, his hand untucking my shirt from my pants. Once he had an opening, his hand snaked up, so his cold palm was pressed against my abs. The temperature difference was so much that I worried I might burn him, but he didn’t seem bothered at all, his smile widening as his fingers traced the shape of my muscles.


“Wow. You’re almost as built as these statue guys. I wonder what you look like under this drab uniform.”


His gaze trailed up and down my frame before settling back on my face.


“You can touch me like you were that statue if you want.”


As he spoke, his hands worked on my belt, sliding it off with ease before unbuttoning my pants and letting them hit the floor.


“Boxers. Thank god.”


With that, he tugged them down to my knees, and with them down, he knelt on the ground. His cold hands wrapped around the base of my member, which was hard and steaming in the chilled room of the museum. No one had ever touched me there before, and as a result, cum was steadily leaking from my tip just from that touch. The man grinned as he pressed his lips to the head.


“He’s almost as cute as you are, and look how happy he is to see me.”


With that, his delicate, flushed lips parted, and he brought my sex into his mouth. His tongue, warm and rough, swiped achingly slow over the slit, lapping up every drop of cum as it seeped out. I wanted more. I wanted to sheath myself fully inside his warmth, and my hands shook with the want to just push his head down to my root. Instead, I clenched my hands into fists until the nails bit into my palms.


His eyes flickered up to meet my gaze, the head of my dick pressing into the pocket of his left cheek. Despite my best effort, I couldn’t help letting out a moan, which elicited a pleasant hum from the man that reverberated down the length of my dick. Then, with an audible pop, he pulled my member out of his mouth and began stroking his saliva down the entire length.


“You have a pretty voice, too. Are you perfect or what?”


I wasn’t sure what to say, not that I could have said much. The feeling of another person’s hand stroking my cock was dizzying. Now that it was out in the cool air of the museum again, it desperately twitched as if searching for that warmth again. After a few more strokes, though, he fully released my cock, which was met with an involuntary whimper - a sound I didn’t think I could make. My face was warming as the man chuckled in response.



