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Chapter One
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A cloud of hay dust flew in his face and it was a relief because it momentarily took the heavy scent of manure from his nose. After a sneezing fit, he threw his gloves off and sat hard on the bale he’d just let fall. 

This was it; he was sure he’d go ahead and run off. If he smelled horse shit one more time, he’d leave. Granddaddy shuffled over to the pole barn, sat on the hay bale with him and asked, “What’s wrong, buckaroo?”

That’s what his grandfather called him. Had called him that since he was little. Well, he wasn’t exactly little anymore. He was almost six-foot-tall and from all the fucking grunt work he had to do from sunup to sundown, he had muscles almost as big as his father. Still, his granddaddy called him buckaroo. Kale thought he would forever. “I’m sick of smelling horse shit and sick of baling hay.”

Instead of getting angry with him for cursing, Granddaddy Ray said, “I was the same at your age. I’d been doing it since I was about ten. My daddy was an old farmer like yours. You know your daddy needs the horses tended to ride the farm.”

He actually didn’t need the horses. They had trucks, four wheelers, and golf carts. He didn’t need the fucking horses, but he wouldn’t trust his son to do any of the real farm work. Not until he graduated from community college. “Yes, sir. I know.”

“Then tend the horses you have to tend and head out to the old Wagon Wheel Tavern. He won’t look for you there. Have a couple beers. None of that hard liquor,” he warned, pronouncing liquor, licker, making Kale smile.

“Yes, sir. Thanks, Granddaddy.”

“You’re a good boy, Kale. We all go through troubles with our papas. When we fathers have sons of our own, we forget what it’s like to be a young man, ready to take on the world.”

Granddaddy Ray had light blue eyes, like his. Grandma called them powder blue. That never made sense to him, because all the powder he’d ever seen was white. He shrugged a shoulder and looked into them, wondering if he’d get all the lines around his when he grew older like Granddaddy, or if he’d see half as much as the old man had seen. “I guess.”

“Maybe there will be a nice girl there, and you can spin her around the dancefloor. Show her some fancy footwork.”

The old had no idea how outdated the things they said really were. “Yes, sir. I’ll give her a spin.”

Ray Sr. left him, and he huffed, then stood up from the hay, absently swiping it off the backside of his jeans as he got to tending the damn horses.

The sky was darkening in the west, the heat not letting up at all. He sometimes wished he lived closer to the mountains. He wished he were a ski bum or something that would keep him in the trees. At least in the summer, so the prairie sun didn’t try to burn him up to let him be carried off on the blowing wind.

Then he’d smell the soil. He’d remember that smell when it was just turned over and set for seed. The alfalfa coming up a few weeks later and the winter wheat, sown in the fall and waiting all winter for its chance to come in the spring, and he’d know. This was inside of him.

It was in his blood. Old Granddaddy said that enough. The soil was in their blood, and it was true. He’d never scraped his knees on concrete when he played as a kid. When his wounds bled, there’d been dirt there, mixing in and infecting him with the need to grow things.

He got the horses bedded down for the night and climbed into the blue F250 pickup that he used to get to school and town. Eleven miles of highway to get to the tavern that was out on its own, taking up the building where an old gas station used to sit. In the hottest part of the summer, it still smelled of oil and gasoline.

The small white building stood alone out on the prairie, the state road the only swath through the barely green land around it. Houses sat miles away, but no one could see them from there. One short line of trees stood on one side, and the only other trees close were some juniper polka dotting the landscape here and there.

Sue Ann Vendergas was the owner and bartended most nights. She kept the place on the quiet side. Anyone messing with her or getting rowdy got to meet her fiery temper, the temper she kept mostly hidden. She was as big around as he was and probably a lot stronger. At least that was the vibe she gave.

“Kale Acer, what the hell are you doin’ here on a weeknight?”

He slid onto a stool and set his folded arms on the bar, smiling weakly. “Need a beer’s all.”

“Yer daddy being difficult?”

Cracking a smile, he asked her, “When isn’t he being difficult?”

Ray Jr. was known around the area as a hard but fair man. Good businessman, hard worker, and someone who stuck to his guns. He could have been a mogul in the corporate world, but he’d been born to the soil as well, never having seed and dirt out from under his fingernails since he was a kid.

She pushed a Bud Light at him and waved on the five-dollar bill he had in his hand, just pulled from his wallet. “First one’s on me, Kale. You know, Ray Sr. used to be as hard on his boy, yer daddy.”

“That’s what I hear. Thanks, Sue Ann.”

She went down to lean over the end of the bar and talk to some good ol’ boys from the county crew. He took a swig of the ice-cold beer, letting it cool his insides as he stared off, thinking of nothing in particular.

The juke played an old country song, Waylon and Willie by the sounds. A pretty girl came in with her boyfriend. They sat at a table and Kale casually watched in the mirror. She giggled and flirted with her guy, practically ignoring Sue Ann as she went to take their order.

When Sue Ann left them alone again, she reached over and grabbed the front of his shirt, pulling him into a forceful kiss.

Moving on the stool and trying not to be obvious, he willed his dick not to get hard. Oh, it wasn’t the girl that was getting him aroused. It was the kiss. How she took it. She wanted a kiss, and she took it. That was sexy. That was who he dreamed of being, but he wasn’t aggressive. He was too passive to tell his parents he was gay. Mostly unwilling to even admit it aloud to himself.

He drank two beers over the course of the hour he was there. Two too many to drive home, but he was in no rush. All there was for him back on the farm was the quiet of his room or the T.V. room, where he would watch the news with the folks. Nah, he liked being on that barstool all right.

He was going to the Wagon Wheel more and more. He didn’t drink much, but besides going into town where rowdy ranchers and farmers hit the bars hard most every night of the week, the Wagon Wheel stayed mellow, caressing the side of himself that didn’t like things overly exciting.

He’d like to dump that part of him. Dump it off in the ditch back of the east forty where Granddaddy took their old truck tires and scraps of lumber to catch the excess soil that washed away in the rains. Erosion was a bad thing for them and any farmer. If the ditch got bigger, that was a few feet of land that would drop off and couldn’t be used to seed. Couldn’t have that. He could fill it fine with his quiet side, letting him find some adventure before he was old, gray, and withered, like all his folks.

Though it was still twilight, the clock ticked on, and he thought he should probably head home. Four o’clock came early in the morning, and by the time he got back to the farm and ate his supper, he’d be ready to nod off. Or jack off. Whichever he was in the mood for.

That’s when he heard the thunder coming toward them. He was the only one to hear it; at least that’s how it seemed. He walked to the dust dulled window and looked out in time to see the bike coming down the road.

It was sputtering. In between roars of the motor, it choked and threatened to stall. Sue Ann came to stand by him. “Ain’t near time for Sturgis, and Red River was weeks ago.”

She was right. They generally didn’t see a lot of bikers except for the two times a year major rallies were going on, either in Sturgis, South Dakota, seeing people headed northeast or Red River, New Mexico, when they were pointed southwest. “He looks to be alone,” Kale observed.

“Yup. He’ll be thirsty, and likely pissed. Looks like he’s havin’ some trouble.”

The closer the biker came; the better Kale saw him. He was tall on the bike, his arms stretched out on ape hangers. Big arms, dark skinned. Jet black beard and hair. “Yeah, trouble.”

Sue Ann left him and went back behind the bar, and he stepped away from the window, watching the bike cough as the man pulled onto the dirt beside his truck.

As the biker swung his leg over to dismount the bike, Kale felt his knees go weak. The man was something out of a movie. Tough looking, like he could chew through a steel pipe, and he was pissed. He stared over the bike, squatting down to check wires while his phone was in his hand. Kale knew he’d be disappointed as soon as he figured out the shit reception they had there.

Kale saw him start to come inside, so he retook his stool to try to act like he’d never been watching. The door swung open, adding the muted light to the darker room. Sue Ann casually dried a glass while the biker walked over, the sound of his boots on the floor loud in the suddenly quiet place.

Sue Ann asked the newcomer, “Help you?”

His voice was thunderous like the bike. Not loud, not at all, but deep and resonating. There was a nice accent too, Spanish, though not thick. “I can’t get a signal on my phone and my engine isn’t getting gas.”

Tattoos covered his arms, roses, and other things he couldn’t make out. Classic badass, and classic exotic beauty. Damn.

Nodding her head to the end of the bar near where Kale sat, she offered, “Go ahead and use ours. No charge as long as it’s in the U.S.”

Taking offense, he growled a little. “I’m not calling Mexico. Just my brothers to come and pick up me and my bike. Unless you got tools?”

“It’s a bar, not a garage,” she said plainly as she set the glass down. “And I didn’t think you were callin’ Mexico. That’s the rule for everyone, not just you.”

Nodding a couple times and keeping his eyes locked with hers, he apologized, “Sorry, Miss.”

He walked over to the end of the bar, picked up the phone, dialed and began talking to someone as one of the patrons started another song playing on the jukebox. Too bad. He wanted to hear that voice some more. It was mesmerizing.

“This ain’t 1955. I don’t give two shits about what color of skin anyone has,” Sue Ann explained to Kale in a huff.

“You’d be surprised at how many still do, though.”

“Not around here! Half the people who come in here are Hispanic. Anyway, have another?”

He didn’t want to leave. Not after the biker had come. “Sure, Sue Ann. Thanks.”

The biker set the phone back in the cradle and sat on a stool three down from Kale. “Can I get a beer, Miss?”

“Sure. They comin’ to get you?”

A breathy chuckle came from him before he shook his head. “No one to come until late. But as long as you don’t mind me hanging around, I’ll try to fix my bike and get out of here.”

As she handed him the beer, she dismissed, “Don’t mind. I’ll try to see if one of these guys have tools in their trucks.”

Kale sat up straight and remembered the toolbox in the back of his own. “I have tools.”

The biker’s eyes met his at last, and Kale felt a bolt of lightning clap right in his crotch. “Thanks...Mr.?”

“I’m Kale Acer. That’s my pickup next to your bike.”

Without looking out the window, he asked, “The blue one?”

He noticed things. Hopefully, the biker wouldn’t notice how Kale was practically drooling as he realized just how amazing he looked. So rough and rugged, sure, but his skin, what shone around his beard and his thick, tattooed arms, was smooth and appetizing. “The blue one, yes, sir.”

“Sir? I ain’t no sir. Call me Eight.”

Eight? Like the number? As much as Kale wanted to ask, he didn’t. “Okay, Eight.”

Eight bent his head back and opened his mouth, pouring the beer into it. Kale’s eyes drank it in as Eight’s Adam’s apple slid up and down as he swallowed. The way his throat worked, and his jaw popping a little were hypnotizing. In a few seconds the beer was gone, and the bottle set back on the bar as he nodded a thanks to Sue Ann.

Kale had watched porn for years, but lately, his tastes had turned a little darker, watching more scenes with hardcore power play. This man, he could be one of those dominant types. Kale could see him, taking charge, manhandling him. He would make Kale do dirty and delicious things.

“Kale? You finished?”

Realizing he’d been staring like some love-struck idiot, he shook his head and put his still full beer down. “Sure.” To Eight, he stuttered, “I-I’ll get you the tools.

He followed Eight outside and felt a nice cool breeze hit his sweaty forehead. Sweating...damn.

The long white toolbox was locked so Kale got the key out of his front pocket while Eight started for his bike. Kale could see him over the bed of the truck, gazing at his bike like he was hurt. He knew some bikers loved their bikes like they were human, but this was a little weird. When Eight placed a hand on the gas tank, a loving touch, caressing the palm over the top. More weirdness.

“What’d ya need?”

Eight’s eyes slid up, and in the setting light, he looked evil. His head down, eyes staring into his and a twitch of one side of his mouth made him look like the devil. “Wrench for starters.”

“Wrench. Right.”

The tools were free of dirt and oil. That was one of Kale’s jobs, keeping the tools clean. He knew exactly where the wrenches were kept so he took one and headed around the cab to hand it over, and when he did, their fingers grazed. Kale’s eyes met his, and he was so riveted he barely saw the smirk on Eight’s dark lips.

Leaning on the side of the truck, waiting to hand him other tools, Kale forced himself to ask, “Is Eight your real name?”

Silently chuckling again, he answered, “No.”

The night came on fast after Eight started working on the bike, but the streetlamp was bright enough for him to see. Eight asked for a few more tools so Kale got into the toolbox to retrieve them and turned to find Eight had followed him and was standing close. Close enough for Kale to smell the grease on his hands and the faint scent of sweat, making him start to sweat again.

“Thank you,” Eight whispered. “Think she’d let us drink a beer out here?”

“Sure. I mean, maybe. I’ll ask.”

He wasn’t shy. Kale wasn’t aggressive, but he wasn’t usually without words, either. He waited until Eight turned away before he did and he got to the door of the tavern before he glanced back, to see Eight crouching at the bike again. Lucky bike.

He got inside, and Sue Ann was telling the patrons it was last call. Weeknights she stayed open until ten unless she didn’t have at least five people. A few had left while he was outside and leaving her only four.

“Can I get a couple and take them out?”

Sue smiled sweetly at him. That wasn’t something he was used to seeing. “You’re one nice kid, Kale, helpin’ that guy. You’re not gonna stay out there all night with him, are ya?”

All night. Wow did the thought of that make his dick dance. “Nah, Sue Ann. He’s almost finished, I think. The beer?”

She took two out of the cooler and handed them over to him, unopened. “I’m not supposed to, but here. I’ll drop off some bottles of water to ya both when I lock up.”

“Thanks, Sue Ann.”

Kale twisted the top off one and held it out to Eight. He set the wrench down and grabbed it, and Kale was happy to see that he threw his head back again to pour a drink down his throat. That was sexy as hell.

After watching this, he moved his eyes down the man’s body. The harsh light of the streetlamp couldn’t take away from him. His legs were open as he squatted, lean thighs spread so he could maneuver closer to the bike. His jeans weren’t tight, but they were snug over his crotch with his legs like that. That didn’t hide his package, however. Not well, anyway.

Kale cut his eyes away as Eight moved his face up, afraid to get caught looking at the man. “Screwdriver?”

Kale had one in his hand, holding it so tightly, his hand was a clammy mess. “Yeah, here.”

This time, he watched Eight’s face again. The way his dark eyes squinted as he worked and sometimes, he’d bite his lip as he turned the tool. A little tilt of his head and his arms, the way they moved, the muscles sliding under the taut flesh.

Sue Ann came out of the tavern, handing him two bottles of water, and he tore his eyes away completely. “I locked up, so there’s no bathroom you can use, but you’re men. Piss on the side of the building.”

Laughing nervously, Kale told her, “Thanks, Sue Ann. If he can’t get it fixed, I’ll take him to a motel.”

“Well, if you don’t take the bike, park it on the side there, where no one can see it because of the trees.”

Eight stood and offered his hand to her. “Gracias, Miss. I appreciate it.”

“De nada, cutie pie. If I was ten years younger and fifty pounds lighter, I’d take you home with me.”

Eight didn’t get embarrassed over the compliment, like Kale expected. He lifted his head a little and confirmed, “If I didn’t have to fix my bike, I’d go now.”

Sighing, she winked at him and headed off to her car while Kale felt miserable. If Eight would go with her, that meant he was straight. He’d thought, for a few minutes that his gaydar was finally kicking in. That Eight might be gay, but this confirmed he would most likely never know. So, unless he drove all the damn way to St. Martin, Springs or Denver and hit a gay bar, he’d never have confirmation the man he was talking to would even consider him.

Well, who cared? The guy was good looking, and he’d never know the dirty things he’d be doing in Kale’s mind later that night when he slid under the covers, and his fantasies got going.

When Eight stood, his junk was much more prominent, the nice bulge there promised of beautiful things inside of the denim. Kale could picture it, long, brown, maybe uncut...

Since Sue Ann had mentioned pissing, he had had four beers, and they were starting to catch up. He thought about telling Eight, but then thought against it and headed to the side of the building that was shielded by a row of heavily leafed Japanese elms.

He went toward the back, the grass there long and patchy, pulling out his dick from his pants once he got far enough from the street. Kale started to piss when he heard Eight walking that way. He glanced over and saw him, stepping through the grass with a slow gait, head down. Kale hurried to finish and zip up so he could give the man some privacy.

The second he zipped up, he turned to leave, and that’s when Eight caught him and threw him against the wall, backhanding him in the face, surprising him so badly he didn’t think to fight back.

The front of his T-shirt was grabbed, and Eight held him there against the plastered outside of the tavern, the cool wall conflicting with the sudden rise of his body temperature from fear. “You were looking at my dick,” Eight growled at him. “Why you looking at my dick? Are you a fag?”
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Chapter Two
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Thinking he should be shaking, Kale wasn’t. He was frozen solid, his body so still he thought maybe he had died of shock, and his mind hadn’t caught the hint. The piercing eyes of the other man drove inside of him, pulling him, causing him to lose even the racing thoughts he was having. “I asked you a question.”

A question? Kale couldn’t remember a question, couldn’t remember anything but the sting of the slap on his cheek.

His throat constricted, but he managed to choke out, “Get off me.”

Eight’s brows rose high, eyes dancing with humor. As his dark lips opened inside of the trimmed beard, he chuckled. “No.”

The hand holding him there was unrelenting. Strong. Kale knew he couldn’t overpower the guy, but he fought to bring back his voice. “I said, get off me.”

“Answer me. Are you a fag, chiquito?”

Kale struggled, unwilling to answer the question. Eight held him easily. Too easily. Kale tried harder, pushing the man’s solid chest with both hands as Eight stood there like he was facing a swarm of flies instead of a man who was a hundred and ninety pounds and years younger than him.

“No! I’m not a fucking fag!”

He screamed this, then hated himself for it. He should have been brave enough to be killed rather than deny who he was, to give in like this, but he was afraid. He’d heard the stories, read about things like this and he was afraid.

Then he got the biggest shock of all. Eight sneered, “Too bad,” and moved his whole body to Kale’s, crotch pressing into his. Eight took his hand from Kale’s shirt and grabbed his hair, forcing his head over so he could lick a line up his neck to his ear and there he hissed, “Sssstay sssstill...”

Eight’s hips bucked hard, moving right to his. The unyielding hardness of Eight’s package pushed into his, rubbing there as Eight ground their dicks together while his mouth stayed right there, right next to his ear. He heard every breath, every rush of air from the man as he was rubbing himself on Kale.

“For not being a fag, your dick doesn’t seem to be shrinking. Big boy, chiquito.”

The hot air rushing past his ear was the only breathing he thought was happening. He didn’t think he was getting a bit of air in his lungs at all. He sure as hell couldn’t inhale enough to say a fucking word. Like a coward, he quietly took the assault. 

Eight’s body was fire, the heat of him threatening to melt Kale into liquid. The dark alley between the trees and building crowded them, squeezing them closer together as Eight moved his hips, the rest of his body crushing him, yet it wasn’t. It only felt that way. The weight of him wasn’t from his body, it seemed, but from him. The mere presence of the man was crushing, heavy and so sexual, Kale was trembling with it.

He was unable to say a word, and he didn’t know what he’d say if he could. To stop? To please stop? He didn’t think he could utter those words. In fact, when Eight asked him, “Are you gonna come for me?” All he could do was give him a little nod.

Eight laughed that low and menacing way, pushing more, and indeed, Kale was going to come, his body overriding his good sense and fear. That’s when his chest and limbs decided they were going to start quaking. At that moment, like some foreign entity had invaded him, causing his normally rational self to take a sidestep and lay down for a nap.

It was as if everything he knew was wrong. Had his cock ever been so hot? Had he? The hot tub he’d been in that one time in Aspen hadn’t heated him so fucking thoroughly. Not one summer competed with how much heat was coursing through him. The sound of the denim should have been a whisper, but it boomed in his ear like Eight’s heavy exhales did, not to mention the soft grunting that was more like bombs going off all around him.

The smell of him, motor oil and sweat, arousal and the wind that blew through his hair as he rode, all of it was a haze around Kale, sparking the dark desire more, never letting him forget this was a man, a wicked and deadly man, who touched him. 

Eight’s lips never moved from his ear, the feel of them, so cool against his flesh, so present that he couldn’t escape. Kale’s body tensed, moving on its own into Eight, grinding back as the orgasm got heavier inside of him, hastening its approach to the center of his body, tightening his stomach and his balls, making his dick so stiff it was painful.

He could hear himself, though it sounded far away, like someone else was whimpering, the sound unfamiliar to his own ears. He was caught in Eight’s grip, yes, but he was caught up in his own lust more, and that was possibly more frightening than Eight could ever be to him.

Eight’s fist clenched harder in his hair, and he couldn’t move, body forced to that wall, eyes closed and rolling back at once. A storm of sensation swept him over into a fall over the edge of the world, floating in a space that wasn’t freeing like he thought, but squeezing and suffocating. The euphoria of it asphyxiating.

Then it hit, and his hips thrust forward as his climax took him, and a throaty chuckle stabbed into him as Eight laughed. “There you go, chiquito. Come for me.”

He hated him, hated the man for making him act like this, a weakling, a fucking quivering mess and as soon as his pants were full of his own double-crossing cum, he wrenched himself away from the still grinning Eight and pushed him off, running and stumbling through the grass, falling twice only to scramble back to his feet and run to his truck.

“I’ll see you soon,” Eight called after him.

Gravel spitting as he backed the truck into the road, he took off, looking over just as Eight emerged from the alley with a smug wave.

oooOooo

The line that separated right and wrong had been blurred long ago. Many things he’d done in his life felt wrong, but he did them anyway, sometimes enough that they began to feel right. What he’d done to Kale Acer, that felt right and wrong. Wrong with Kale could feel really right.

From the first moment he’d seen him in the bar, he knew Kale wanted to know what he looked like naked. Wanted to know what was in his pants. The younger man could barely breathe in his presence. And he was cute as hell. Perfect American and apple pie kinda baby who hadn’t had pubic hair more than ten years and had never sucked a dick in his life.

Guillermo straddled his seat and looked out over the road, the tiny dots of lights on the highway on the horizon speeding fast away from him. That was the chiquito, the little boy in the man’s body.

He started the engine, set his night glasses on, and stepped the bike backward, getting it pointed east, toward Kansas and his father and grandmother. After he started the headlight, he took off fast and felt the air cooling his heated skin immediately and thought he could smell Kale’s arousal on that wind. 

The way those pretty blue eyes looked, red and scared but darkening with a lust that he’d likely never felt before Eight showed him. Moving his hips involuntarily, his orgasm coming on him, despite the way he fought against it. There was no fighting that kind of need, and it was deep in Kale. It was there, wanting to be let out and free.

Guillermo, or Eight, as most called him, he liked to ride at night. It was more dangerous and felt at times like there was no highway under him. Flying in the wind and through the clouds like the birds, the storm was him and between his legs the thunder. The vibration of it making him feel the arousal that hadn’t been released like Kale’s had. That was on purpose. He was going to keep his balls full, remembering...

As much as he liked to ride, this ride was the one he wished he didn’t have to take. He loved his family, but his father was becoming more difficult. The years had not been kind to him, but Guillermo didn’t think anything much had been kind to him except his mother and Guillermo’s mother. Two women had brightened his life, but when his wife left, Juan had given up on everything but work. When work became too much for him, he moved in with his mother and never left that damn chair.

He got over the border and into Kansas a little after ten, then to Riverdale an hour after that. It was late, he knew, but he couldn’t help that, and once he pulled into the trailer park, he got over the few speed bumps until he parked and quickly shut off the bike as to not wake the whole place.

Too late for his family, though. The lights started coming on before he could climb off the bike and he smiled. The gate was barely open before his Grandmother’s head poked out the door. “Guillermo?”

“Si, Abuela,” Guillermo whispered as he hurried up the three steps to the porch. “How are you?”

“Bien,” she said as he leaned over and gave her a kiss to her cold cheek. “Guillermo, entra y come.”

She wanted him to eat. He hadn’t gotten in the door, and she already insisted that he eat. She was as reliable as the sunrise. “No, Abuela, it’s late! I’m fine.”

“You tired?”

She was all wrapped up in her robes though it had to be eighty degrees in the trailer. “I’ll crash on the couch. I had some bike trouble, or I would have been here earlier. You go back to bed.”

“Dejame darte una cobija.”

Guillermo laughed low, so he wouldn’t wake his father and pled, “English, Abuela! I’m not that good at Spanish!”

“Si, si, I’ll get you a blanket.”

She shuffled off in her slippers and was back in a few seconds, an old quilt in her hands, along with a sheet and pillow. “Here. Good to see you, mijo.”

She gave him a strong hug for as tiny as she was and then was off, back to her room. He smiled and got the sheet on the couch before he sat down and threw the still folded quilt on his father’s chair. It was warm enough in there to cook a stew.

After his boots were off, he thought about how much he’d tried to learn Spanish from them, and it was never any good. Abuela spoke it like lightning, and his father didn’t want him to know when they were talking about him. They talked about him a lot as Guillermo grew.

He set the pillow under his head, but he didn’t fall to sleep quickly. Those fear-filled blue eyes kept the sleep at bay for a long time.

Not only them, though. Kale, as a whole, was someone who came to his mind and refused to leave. The name, so interesting, different. As much as he looked like a million other white boys, he was nothing like anyone Eight had ever met. There was a fight inside him, one side was sweet and innocent, the other ready to get dirty and low. It was that middle that Eight wanted, to have both sides struggling with each other so he could push in and possess them both. 

He was awoken when the quilt was thrown on his face that next morning. He pulled it off and bent his neck back to see his father taking his chair. “Hey, Dad.”

“Why you here on a Thursday? You should be working.”

In other words, work more so Guillermo could bring him more money. “I got off for a few days, Dad. No big deal.”

“Fucking gang work. That’s not work.”

The same old fight they’d had for fifteen years. “Yeah, I know, but it’s more fun than picking strawberries for ten cents an hour.”

Before his father could explode on that one, he walked to the kitchen, smelling the beans and chili cooking already. As he entered, he saw his grandmother scurrying around, getting breakfast made for her two men. Fresh tortillas on the griddle, bubbling up as she took the carton of eggs out of the old fridge.

He sat at the table covered with the same flowered plastic spread it wore for the last five years at least. “Smells good, Abuela.”

“Si, be ready soon, mijo.”

“No hurry. I’ll be here for a day or two, depending on how long me and Papi can stand each other.”

She shot him a scathing look and warned, “He’s your father, Guillermo, have some respect, eh?”

Juan Cardenas had been a migrant worker most of his life. Had started picking in Colorado and Kansas as a ten year old right beside his own father, as Abuela got a job in a canning factory. At sixteen, he’d gone out on his own, chasing work, leaving his parents behind, coming back to work a farm closer to home when he’d married and had a son of his own.

He’d gotten hired on a wheat farm and worked hard to earn a good wage, but when the man who owned the farm sold it to a corporation, he’d lost his job to others they brought in to work the fields, firing everyone the old farmer had employed and using machines in many of their places.

After that, he’d become despondent, feeling sorry for himself. He picked up jobs here and there, but never had his heart in it any longer. Eventually, his wife left and moved to New Mexico. Guillermo had gone with his mother to finish growing up in Gallup and then Albuquerque.

“Abuela, you never tell him that.”

She ignored him, and he didn’t mind. He didn’t expect respect from his father. Not even when Guillermo brought the money they lived on every couple of weeks. He got up from the table and took the wad of bills from his jeans and stuck it in the pocket of her robe. “Don’t tell him how much this time, please?”

She pulled him down to kiss his cheek. “Gracias, mijo.”

“Yeah, yeah, that wasn’t a promise.”

“I don’t need to promise.”

oooOooo

Gail came in like she always did, loud and obnoxious, flopping down on her stomach next to him on the bed. “Brother, dear. Mom wants you down for breakfast.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Rain Carrington





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





