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Chapter 1

Jacob Daniels drove through the Sierra
foothills enjoying the incredible change of scenery as he drew
closer to the magnificent Yosemite Valley. A photographer of some
renown in the Bay Area, he’d always promised himself that he’d take
the time to return to his childhood fantasy, Yosemite National
Park.

He had vacationed there as a young boy,
but life and career had taken their toll and he never went back
until he finally pushed the mental issue and was now
returning.

Following the recent death of his
mother, he found himself with a nagging ache that wouldn’t go away,
so he decided to make the pilgrimage back to the place where they
had visited so many years before ago.

Being a single mom, his mother didn’t
have whole a lot of time and energy for traveling, but the year
after his dad had died, she had taken him to this magic place and
created memories to last a lifetime.

When his mother was gone, Jacob
realized that his own life was slipping slowly away as well, with
wishes left unfulfilled. He had a small group of close friends,
many short and meaningless affairs over the years, but had never
found the man and relationship he tried so hard to find, and over
the last several years, had just given up on the tiresome
quest.

From the time he was a young boy, he’d
dreamed of owning a small Craftsman style home, adopting a loveable
dog, falling in love, and making a life with a man he adored. All
his dreams were rolled into that fantasy, but still yet to be
realized.

Now as he drove toward Yosemite Valley,
he listened to soft classical music and had time to consider
reality against the goals he’d tried to achieve and could feel his
happy mood begin to fade with the result.

He lived alone in a rented non-descript
plain small house in the burbs, no dog, and no permanent man or
love in his life.

He knew that while he’d gained
financial success, he had failed on all his true goals, and he
realized the clock was ticking for him. Mentally shaking himself
from his disappointing mental evaluation, Jacob pushed aside the
thoughts of regrets in his life and privately vowed to do better
for himself.

His needs had been simple, and his
photographic artistry had given him the freedom he wanted. Money
was not an issue any longer, considering his unrelenting talent and
great success. He did what he loved, but still the thoughts
returned of his early dreams and how they had eluded him for so
long.

Just for once, Jacob had decided to
forget his self-imposed frugality and splurge on this trip and was
staying at the famed Ahwahnee hotel. He was excited from all the
good things he’d heard and remembered about the historic hotel and
the reputation for excellent food and superb
accommodations.

He drove into the park on El Portal
Road, through the Merced River Canyon with the rushing spring fed
sparkling river following near the road, lined with the myriad of
colorful wildflowers scattered along the way.

Once inside the park the tall pine and
fir trees added their luxury to the dramatic granite landscape,
finally giving way to the magnificent waterfalls and breathtaking
rivers of Yosemite Valley.

He drove through the gorgeous, wooded
forest highway, and Jacob finally arrived at the world famous
hotel.

Upon entering the wonderful building,
he admired the dramatic huge main lobby, and was tempted to pull
out his camera. Within a few minutes he was finished checking in
and was escorted to his room, vowing to come back downstairs once
he was settled to wander around the magnificent
building.

His room was beautifully appointed and
very comfortable with a Native American motif. The placement of the
window in the room afforded a superb view of the incredible
Yosemite Falls cascading down the cliff. The base of the falls was
lost in a heavy mist created by the thundering water.

Jacob picked up the phone and made
reservations for dinner in the Grand Dining Room before unpacking,
and then took a hot shower to relax and work out the kinks after
his long drive.

The heavy shower stream pounded into
his body like an impromptu massage and felt soothing flowing
through his thick auburn hair.

He gasped as the needles touched the
tips of his sensitive nipples, sending an erotic shock from their
tips straight to his heavy cock that grew weighty and expectant due
to the intense hot stimulation.

Trying to ignore his growing need,
Jacob lathered his body and enjoyed the feel of his hands sliding
over his slick soap covered body.

He gently touched and then tugged on
his swollen cock, closing his eyes to isolate the erotic sensation.
Smiling to himself, he knew where this would lead, so he turned the
water to cold at once breaking into the moment.

He instantly yelped as the icy
refreshing water invigorated him, and promptly took his mind off
his racing libido, at least for now.

Following a brisk toweling, he pulled
on some deep maroon boxer shorts along with black slacks and a
black short sleeved silk shirt owing to the unusually warm weather
this early in the year.

With one final look in the mirror to
make sure his thick auburn hair was behaving, he collected his
personal items and then set off for a drink in the hotel bar before
his dinner reservation.

As Jacob went downstairs and realized
he was still quite early for his dinner reservation, so he glanced
through some gift shops displaying handmade art and then went into
the bar for a very Dirty Martini before dinner.

He spotted a young couple leaving their
small table and snagged it as they moved away from the crowded bar.
Using his new vantage point he enjoyed the refreshing view of the
forest beyond the patio outside and took a deep breath.

When his Martini arrived, he tried to
ignore the constant din of the too many voices in the room,
breaking continuously into his concentration, as he checked out the
distant view with a photographer’s eye.

With a sigh at the noisy distraction,
he combed his fingers through his long thick hair and then turned
to pick up his frosty glass. He stood, then ventured out to the
patio to watch the sunlight fade as night overtook the Yosemite
Valley.

For the first time in longer than he
could remember Jacob finally felt his busy world fade, and he was
stuck with a feeling of being terribly alone.

Even though he was surrounded by a lot
of boisterous and loud people enjoying their vacations, he was
amazed and a bit dismayed at how quickly the unusual melancholy had
overtaken him. He felt an extraordinary wave of sadness washing
over him that took him by surprise.

Looking around the small area, he saw a
table near the edge of the patio and wasted no time to rushed to
claim it.

He quickly sat down, feeling very
pleased with the quieter area and his luck at managing to snag a
table closer to the trees, but then again, a lingering sense of
unexplained sadness seemed to envelop him.

When the waiter stopped by, he changed
his mind about another Martini, and ordered a glass of heady local
Merlot along with some finger food, and then leaned back to once
again try to lose himself in the scenery.

“Excuse me, but I’m dying
for a drink and all the tables in this place are taken. If you
don’t mind, and are alone, do you care if I share this table with
you, and I’ll buy you a drink? I’m afraid to admit that I’m
parched?” a tall man with black hair and striking deep blue eyes
asked.

Startled, Jacob looked up at the
handsome guy who was awkwardly and hopefully smiling at
him.

“No, I’m not here with
anyone, and I don’t mind sharing the table at all. So please, help
yourself and you don’t have to buy me a drink,” he said, being
polite but still a bit irritated at the unexpected and yet another
intrusion.

“Wow, this is great of you,
I’m Brian, Brian Jeffery by the way. I just got here a half hour
ago and didn’t realize this place would still be like Grand Central
this early in the year. I came over here as it was much too quiet
at my place up the road a bit. I needed to get away and imbibe in a
bit of social interaction,” he smiled again, as he rapidly
explained his situation to him.

He then waved to a passing waiter who,
much to his frustration and surprise just ignored him.

“Yeah, I was awfully
surprised by the crowds here myself when I first arrived here
earlier today, but I guess the waterfalls with the spring runoff
are a big draw at this time of year from what I’ve heard in the
past. I’m Jacob Daniels and I live in the Bay Area, so I know all
about intrusive crowds. So you say you live up here?” he asked,
while Brian signaled another waiter for a glass of wine.

Brian nodded and flashed him another
dazzling smile.

“I do live here. I have a
house that my grandparents built back in the 1940’s with several
acres, located not too far away from here actually. I often come
down here when I get lonely and don’t feel like cooking for myself
and it gets me out of the house for a while. So you say you live in
the San Francisco Bay Area, what is it you do for a living when
you’re not up here goofing off,” he asked.

“I’m a photographer based
there, and do a lot of work for corporations, magazines, and
weddings now and then, along with specialized coffee table books on
commission. I can’t really complain as the profession has been very
good to me, exceptionally good in fact, but now I want to have a
life of my own without all the racing around. I want to do some of
the things I’ve only dreamed about so far with my life. I came up
here once a long time ago when I was a young child with my mom, and
wanted to see how accurate my memories were, along with trying to
decompress.”

“Fair enough. I’ve been
lucky enough to live off the trust my parent left me so it gives me
time to write but it can be lonely as I said. Sometimes nature just
seems to close in on me and I need to get out for a while,” he told
him, quickly draining his glass.

“I can see your point. I
have the opposite problem with being bombarded all the time by so
many people and requests for my work. There are times when I get up
in the morning and suddenly find myself at home after 11 P.M and
don't have a clue where the day went. I don't like that feeling at
all, being so busy that I don't even see my life passing me by,” he
said, slowly saying his last words as their meaning once again came
home to him.

Brian nodded his head in agreement, and
Jacob happened to notice Brian watching him closely.

"I hear that for sure, not that I can
claim to be as popular and in demand as you seem to be. Lately
however, I've been thinking about the things that I wanted for my
life but never found, or somehow lost," he said
somberly.

"All this natural beauty can be
uplifting, but as I said a while ago, it gets lonely. Sure I have a
lot of friends that live around here but they all have their own
lives and relationships, and they don't have time to babysit
someone like me."

Jacob laughed at the image that flashed
through his mind.

"I know exactly how you feel. It is odd
as when they do try to take care of you, it usually involves
setting you up with someone that could not be more wrong for you
and the awkwardness begins. They have good intentions for sure, but
nothing that gets the brass ring, for lack of a better
phrase."

"That sounds like the perfect way to
describe it to me and being nice about it at the same time. The
word troll did enter my mind," Brian mentioned, laughing out
loud.

Jacob joined in his laughter in silent
agreement.

"I guess, it just seems like I've done
so much in my lifetime, and yes I've enjoyed my accomplishments,
but they all seem so empty when you come home to a lonely house. My
friends all have lives away from their jobs. They seem to thrive on
it, while I'm exhausted just taking care of myself and barely have
the time to do even that most of the time. I finally decided if
things were going to change for me, it had to come from me as a
conscious effort. No one else was going to do it for me, so here I
am, ready for wherever this might take me as I break out of my
self-imposed rut," he said, finally locking eyes with
Brian.

Brian unconsciously leaned in closer to
Jacob, his eyes amazing Jacob with their deep blue
intensity.

"I couldn't agree more with you about
that, and you are right, it has to come from you, not anyone else.
So tell me, if you don't mind me asking, just what is it that you
are seeking that has eluded you in your wildly successful life that
you describe," Brian asked, his eyes never leaving Jacob's
eyes.

Jacob looked away suddenly feeling the
intensity of Brian's stare and glanced out at the forest without
really seeing it, as he thought about his answer before
speaking.

He looked down at his watch and saw it
was time for his dinner reservation, and then looked back at
Brian.

"Look, I'm really enjoying talking with
you but it's time for my reservation in the dining room. If I don't
take it now, I doubt I'll be able to get another for tonight. I
don't know if you have other plans, but I'm sure the dining room
can accommodate another person at my table if you'd like to have
dinner with me and continue our conversation," he told
him.
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