
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Fang and
Fortune

Summer Bigger
Than Others

An Anthology of
Short Hot Summer Reads

 


 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


* * * * *

 


Copyright 2015 L.L. Bucknor at Smashwords.

 


L.L. Bucknor: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/LLBucknor

 


 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


* * * * *

 


This novel is a work of fiction and the characters
and events in it exist only in its pages and in the author’s
imagination.

 


Warning: story contains sex acts between consenting
male adults.

 


* * * * *

 



Table of
Contents

Fang
and Fortune

 


About L.L. Bucknor

By L.L. Bucknor

 


Summer Bigger Than Others

 


* * * * *

 



Fang and
Fortune

L.L. Bucknor

Work. Eat. Sleep. Repeat. Such is the life of
twenty-four-year-old loner, Micah Salvo. Forced to take a vacation
from his two jobs but not having enough money to escape, he visits
a local summer fair. He only goes to ride the rides and watch the
people. What he doesn’t expect is someone to watch back and
possibly give him a chance to change life as he knows it.
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 Fang and Fortune

“You’re heading out to work pretty early,
Micah.”

Damn. Micah had hoped to miss his
landlord tonight. It was a warm summer’s evening, and when his
landlord’s wife was away from the house, Mr. Derkatch made unwanted
advances. Tonight was his wife’s regular bingo night, and Micah
tried to avoid being alone with Mr. Derkatch if the two crossed
paths. It wasn’t hard usually, since Mrs. Derkatch was normally
around the house and Micah’s schedule rarely coincided with the
retired couple’s.

He finished locking his door, his basement
apartment having a separate entrance on the side of the Derkatch
home. “Extra shift,” he explained: a lie, he had the week off from
his job, but Mr. Derkatch did not need to know.

“I can give you a ride to the station,
Micah.”

“That’s fine, Mr. Derkatch. I’ll be able to
make the next b-b-bus.”

“How many times have I told you to call me
Jerry?” His landlord stepped closer, into his personal space, with
his hands lifted. Micah sidestepped the wandering hands and shook
his head.

“G-g-good night, Mr. Derkatch.”

The retirees rented their apartment to Micah
for a decent price. He had enough extra money after paying his
bills to start a measly savings account. He didn’t have enough to
try renting something above ground, but he was beginning to think
he needed to look into moving someplace else. However, the location
was convenient to his main job as a gas station attendant, meaning
he only had to pay for bus fare to the diner where he bussed tables
on the weekends.

With his hands in his pockets, he walked as
quickly as possible away from the house. He ignored Derkatch’s
reply and kept it moving. He didn’t want his landlord knowing he
was off this week. He could just imagine the paltry excuses
Derkatch would come up with to “help” around the house, especially
as his wife was away.

At twenty-four, Micah was sad to admit that
he hadn’t explored much of the city. While people his age might be
starting careers, or finishing grad school, Micah worked two jobs
to ensure he had a relatively safe place to live, food to eat and
enough money for public transportation. Coming from an unstable
background—being a foster kid and having no family who wanted
him—made Micah appreciate the semblance of stability he had
now.

While waiting at the bus stop, he was joined
by a duo of girls: barely teenagers, judging by the way they kept
looking at him and whispering. He wasn’t interested in going to
jail or in girls. Now if it were two men who were closer to his
age, he’d pay attention. Not that it would ever happen to him.
Ignoring the girls’ flirty winks, he let them go in front of him
when the bus arrived. He swiped his fare card and stayed closer to
the front with his ear buds in, listening to the music on his
phone.

Micah Salvo wasn’t used to being off from
work. If his manager hadn’t insisted he use his vacation time, he
wouldn’t have. With limited funds, his options for local
entertainment were, likewise, limited, but the day shift had taped
a flyer about a summer fair visiting his town for the week. He
planned on going tonight with his half-price coupon, instead of
lazing about at home during his usual work hours…or at least until
he knew the Derkatches were both there.

He looked out of the window, surreptitiously
people-watching through the glass’s reflection. The commuters who
ignored fellow passengers didn’t interest him; it was the
passengers conversing with ease that caught his eye. With having a
stutter all his life, he was envious of those who didn’t.

Micah was always conscious of his
stuttering. It wasn’t something he could fully get a handle on when
talking to others, especially new people. He was used to being
ignored and bullied because his speech impediment was the theme of
his childhood. The moment he moved or met someone new, he struggled
to get words out, and the looks of disdain or name-calling began.
Once puberty kicked in, and he realized he was attracted to the
same sex, the magnet for bullies seemed permanently engraved on his
back. The name-calling upgraded to being attacked and jumped.
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