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“Being different is a revolving door in your life where secure people enter and insecure, exit.” 

Shannon L. Alder

 

 

 

 

 

 


Chapter One

WADE

“Mason, please quit teasing and fuck me. My dick is so hard I could hammer goddamn nails with it.”

Mason, my lover, has me at his mercy. I’m spread eagled and tied to the bedposts. All I can do is writhe as he peppers my body with kisses, sucks on my nipples and shoves his fingers into my ass. He’s everywhere but where I want him to be, sucking my cock.

“Darling, you really don’t have any patience, do you?”

“Fuck, no. Not when my dick is aching like hell and my balls are climbing up inside my fuckin’ body. I need to release my cum. Please untie me and let me fuck your sexy ass.”

Mason laughs. “Not gonna happen. I’ll suck you off when I’m ready, not when you want it.”

“I hate you.”

“I know. You tell me that every time we fuck.”

He lowers his lips to mine, and his tongue delves inside. Our teeth clash as the kiss heats up and becomes frantic. I push my cock against his; it causes the friction I need to bring me close to the edge. Then, the bastard moves off me. Just as I’m about to unload, he fuckin’ moves.

“You must have been a fuckin’ torturer in a previous life.”

He runs his soft hand down my cheek before pushing his cock between my lips. I taste the salty sweetness of pre-cum. He’s as randy as I am. My tongue caresses his length as he pushes in, and then draws back. It delves into his slit, and I relish his moans.

“Fuck, you give the best head. I’m gonna come.”

I suck in my cheeks and close tightly around him. Two more sucks and he empties his load down my throat. He moans with delight. I want to touch him. Caress him. Hold him tight and fuck him. I milk him dry, and he withdraws. 

I watch as he grabs a tube of lube and a condom from the nightstand. He sheaths me and reaches around to lube up his ass. I sigh with delight as he lowers himself onto me. My cock pulses, convulses as Mason raises and lowers himself over my length like an out of control piston. It doesn’t take long before I explode. My vision falters for a few seconds as wave after wave of orgasm spears through me. 

Mason leans forward and his lips close over mine. He kisses me tenderly. We’re both satisfied now. The urgency, gone. He unties me and we curl into each other’s arms. Another kiss and Mason drifts off. We’re both exhausted but sated.

I kiss the top of his head as I lay thinking.

***

I’ve been with Mason just over nine months. We met when Cleo’s, the restaurant where he was working, was trashed, and then burnt to the ground. Let me back up and tell you the story.

Hamish is our Head Chef at Leon’s where I work as his second in charge. He recently married Blossom who owns Leon’s and a string of restaurants called Cleo’s, which is all over the country. She didn’t change the name of our restaurant as she wanted to honor the old man who previously owned it. She also didn’t want two Cleo’s so close together.

Blossom caught two of her employees at Cleo’s, her Head Chef and Manager, stealing from her and they were fired. It was something to do with a betting ring. They came back a couple of weeks later and trashed the place. Blossom was angry and she attempted to get back at them by placing losing bets in their names. They found out what she did and came after her. They tied her to a chair in her office, stole money, beat her around the head and set fire to the restaurant. If Hamish hadn’t arrived in time and rushed into the burning building, Blossom would have been killed. 

Blossom rebuilt Cleo’s because she didn’t want the bastards to win or her staff to be out of a job. She kept her regular staff on paid leave while it was being rebuilt. Desiree was appointed the new Manager and she came to work at Leon’s with our Manager, Samuel. They have fallen in love but that’s another story. Mason was appointed Head Chef and came to learn the ropes from Hamish and me while the restaurant was being rebuilt.

The minute all six feet of him sauntered into our kitchen I knew I was gone. Even under his Chef uniform I could see he had an amazing body. My suspicions were confirmed the first time I brought him home and we fucked. He’s a little soft around the middle but he still has a beautiful body. His brown hair is silky and insists on falling over one eye. Something I find amazingly sexy. His brown eyes are like pools of melted chocolate, and I could lose myself in them forever. At thirty-eight years old he’s not a whole lot younger than my forty-five. Yep, Mason is damn near perfect. 

Note, I said near perfect. Mason is still in the closet, and this bothers me like you would not believe. He refuses to go anywhere with me unless it’s out of town where people don’t know us. This is causing a great deal of friction between us because I’m proud of who I am. What I am.

***

I was born to be different, and I have never felt inferior to anyone. It’s the reason I left home at the age of sixteen. My parents made me feel like I was defective. They did everything they could to change me. I lost count of the number of psychiatrists, psychologists, and other doctors I was forced to see. You see, I knew I was gay from a young age. I always felt a kind of attraction to other boys but nothing toward girls. When I finally confessed, at the age of fourteen, to my very staid, banker father, he lost it. He said I was twisted, perverted, and forbid me to tell anyone. He yelled at my mother accusing her of being unfaithful because I couldn’t possibly be his son. No son of his could be queer. It was my first taste of prejudice, and I knew if I could weather his ire, I could take it from anyone.

By the time I turned eighteen, I couldn’t take living at home any more. It became common knowledge I was gay because I said nothing to deny the gossip. My father was furious and warned me to find a young girl and start dating. I refused. He threatened to throw me out, cut me off. I still refused and I realized I needed to get away from him and his poisonous tongue. 

When a businessman acquaintance overheard me complaining to a friend at the gym, he approached me and asked me to go for a coffee. He said he had a proposal for me. I accepted. Finlay was a kind man, forty years older than me. He made me a proposition I couldn’t, and didn’t want to, refuse. He invited me into his home, said he would pay for furthering my education and take care of me. The payment? I was to be his lover. I had no problem with that.

I moved in to his home that afternoon. I didn’t tell my parents or my sister where I was going, I just gathered what I wanted from my room and left. 

That night I lost my virginity. Finlay was a gentle but passionate lover and he patiently taught me what it was to be loved and cherished. Something I had never felt from my mother or father. He was the first person to ask me what I was interested in doing with my life. 

He owned a thriving import business and he talked to me about what it entailed. He asked if I would like to take over some of his management there. He offered to train me. I wanted to do it for Finlay but after the first week he could see my heart wasn’t in it. I can still remember the conversation clearly.

“Darling, it’s obvious the import business isn’t what you want to do. Talk to me. If you could do whatever you want, what would it be?”

“I want to be a chef.”

I’d waited for the laughter, the scoffing like my mother and father when I’d told them. It didn’t come. Instead, he had told me:

“I’ll make enquiries for you tomorrow and book you into the best school there is.”

“The College for Excellence in Creative Cooking.”

“The what, what?”

I’d repeated it slowly and Finlay had written it down. 

“Tomorrow I’ll call them and book you in to the next available course.”

I had moved into his arms and kissed him with everything I had. That night, and every night following, we’d made love. It was the night I realized, Finlay was going to be the most important person in my life.

The following sixteen years were happier than I could have ever imagined. Then, Finlay got stomach cancer. It was advanced and nothing could be done. I was devastated. When he told me, I cried uncontrollably. I couldn’t imagine my life without him in it. I loved him so much. He was my everything.

I gave up my job and nursed him. Finlay had no family except me. We spent every minute of his final six months together. We went to the Bahamas for a vacation in the sun. It was to be our last one together. He passed away in my arms. It was two in the morning, and it was snowing outside.

I cried for hours. Rocked him in my arms, unwilling to let him go. I wanted to die with him. Finally I called for an ambulance, and he was taken away. 

The following couple of days were spent organizing the funeral he’d wanted. The day I buried him was the saddest of my life and I had no idea how I’d go on. He left everything to me; the house on the beach we had shared, four million dollars in his bank accounts, and his business. He’d set me up for the rest of my life. I sold the business and set up a fund to give education scholarships to underprivileged kids. He would have been proud to have his name attached to something so worthwhile.

I spent the following six months wallowing. I couldn’t eat. I lost weight. I was scruffy. Hardly got out of bed. But, one morning I woke and knew Finlay would have been distraught if he knew how I was suffering. I made a decision to change things in my life. I had an excellent reputation as one of the city’s best chefs, but I didn’t want to work in a restaurant, I wanted to teach. I applied for a position as a tutor at the school I had trained at and was accepted. 

That’s where I met Hamish. I saw something in him. He’d had a rough upbringing but wanted to succeed by doing what he loved. We became good friends and slowly he brought me back to life. 

No, Hamish isn’t gay. As I said, he’s married to Blossom, and they now have two kids. Steve, who he saved from the streets, and Liam who has just been born. 

When I decided I no longer wanted to teach I went back to work as a Chef at Leon’s. It was where I had managed to secure a position for Hamish. Although I was offered the position of Head Chef, I refused. I didn’t need the extra salary and Hamish deserved the position more than I did. He’s a brilliant, award winning chef and my best friend. 

He did spend a couple of nights with me and during that time I managed to break down the rest of his barriers. It had taken me ten years, but I finally taught him to trust. I showed him he was worthy of love. We love each other dearly and are always there for each other but we knew after our two nights together, we were not what each other needed.

He found Blossom and they love each other deeply. There were a few blocks in their road to love but they got there. I found Mason and although I have fallen in love with him, something I never thought I would be able to do after Finlay, I’m not sure we’ll make it. I can’t be with a man who can’t be proud of who he is. The problem is, I don’t know how to let him go.

***

Mason moves in my arms, and I kiss his cheek.

“Are you still awake?” His voice is slightly slurred, thick with sleep.

“Hmmm, I’ve been thinking about us.”

He rolls onto his side and props himself on his elbow. He gazes over at me. “Again? When are you going to accept me for who I am?”

“It’s hard, sweetheart. I love you so much. You know you’re the first person I’ve felt anything for since Finlay died but I don’t know if I can live with your denial; your secrecy. It makes everything we share seem somehow sordid. And why won’t you move in with me? You come here almost every night, we make love and then you insist on going home.”

“I can’t do it, Wade. If my family finds out…”

“Are you saying what your family thinks is more important than me? How you feel?”

“Darling. We’ve been over and over this. I can’t come out yet. Why can’t we just go on as we are?”

“I just don’t get it. Everyone we work with knows. What’s the difference if your family knows? If they don’t accept you for who you are that’s their problem. Why do you insist on hiding who you are? Why can’t I meet your family? If they see how happy we are together I’m sure they’ll feel differently.”

“NO! You can’t meet my family. I’m sorry but, no. I’ve told you time and time again, I don’t want them to meet you.”

“Are you ashamed of me?”

Mason sighs. “For the millionth time, I’m not ashamed of you but I don’t want you to meet them. If you knew my father, you would understand why.”

“Well let me meet your father and then I won’t hound you anymore.” Mason leans down and captures my lips. My cock stands up in anticipation. He’s doing a good job of distracting me.

“Forget it, darling. Let me love you.”

His hand drifts down to my dick. It flinches under his touch and pre-cum leaks from the tip. I let it go. For now. 

 


Chapter Two

MASON

I lie beside Wade and listen to his soft breathing. I know he’s not asleep, but I pretend I am. Fucking him is amazing. I love him. I know he loves me. He’s tender, patient but, I fear that patience is about to run out. I want to move in with him. I want to spend every waking moment with him. Therein lies my fucking dilemma. I can want all I like but I can’t give myself completely to the man I adore. I am too scared of the consequences.

The first time I laid eyes on Wade I knew he was the man for me. Although a few inches shorter, the man is all solid, delectable muscle. His soft, baby fine hair is peppered with silver, and he has the most captivating blue eyes. There was an instant attraction between the two of us. 

I have known since I was twelve years old that I wasn’t what my family would consider, normal. Throughout high school I dated girls and battled my attraction to the hunky football jocks. I fantasized what it would be like to lock lips with some of the boys while I was kissing the girls. I was bitterly unhappy. My father is an extremely old fashioned Minister of Religion and has railed against the gay community for as long as I can remember. Faggot, Queer, Fairy, Cock Jockey, were all names my father used with vitriolic disdain to describe them. So much for Christian understanding. 

He’s also a wealthy, thanks to my grandparents, influential man about town. He is not one to cross. I can’t change him, wouldn’t even bother to try. I would never expose Wade to his cruel taunts, his opinionated insults. I dislike the man intensely, but I am stuck with him. I can’t risk losing a multi-million dollar inheritance. 

I sigh deeply, wondering why I don’t confess my shame to Wade, My father is a hypocrite and a bigot, not to mention a vengeful man who has the power to destroy us.

“Are you leaving?”

I hear the disappointment in Wade’s voice. I hear it every time we make love and I have to get up and leave. Fuck, I wish I could stay. I roll over and kiss his lips. He startles me by pushing me away.

“Just go. I’ll talk with you tomorrow.”

“Darling, please don’t be like this.” I plead with him not to be angry.

“Why not? I’m angry because I want the man that I love to stay with me just one fucking night. You never stay. I’m beginning to think you have another man in your life!”

This is new. I’ve never been accused of having another man to go home to. “You know I don’t have another man in my life. I love you Wade. I would never do that to you.”

“Wouldn’t you? I know you’re hiding something from me. If you won’t tell me, what am I supposed to think?”

I climb off the bed and jam my legs into my jeans. I can’t have this conversation with him. I couldn’t bear to see the hatred in his eyes if I told him the truth. I finish dressing; grab my wallet and keys and leave. No kiss. No goodbye. Nothing. Tomorrow is Saturday and we both have the evening shift. I will try and come over and make peace.

I enter the garage via the internal door from the house. I press a button on the wall and the door rises slowly. I get into my Mercedes, a gift from my father, and back out. The word bribe pops into my mind. I shouldn’t have taken it, but I did. I climb from the car, press the button to start the garage door closing and return to the driver’s seat. I sit quietly as the door hits the ground and bounces slightly. I wish with all my heart, I didn’t have to leave.

The engine fires to life and I pull away from the curb. I’m headed home. Home….to my wife and two kids.

***

I drive the car into the garage. The lights in the house are still on and I know Cynthia will still be awake, waiting to unleash her fury at me, again.

I reach for the handle to open the door leading into the house, but Cynthia has already slammed it open. I sigh wearily. I’m so tired of having to be someone I’m not, conforming to what is expected of me. So tired of not being happy.

“Cynthia, I told you not to wait up.” I attempt to peck at her cheek, but she forcefully pushes me away.

“Who is she? Tell me who the fuck you’re screwing around with. I spoke with Cheryl and Therese today at lunch and mentioned how often you stay late at work. They said you’re having an affair. Who the fuck is it?”

I walk past her, kick off my shoes and flop onto the couch. I drag my fingers through my hair. I don’t want to do this.

“I’m not having a fucking affair with a woman. You’re the only woman in my life.”

“That’s what you fucking tell me but Cheryl and T….”

I interrupt her by raising my hands. “I don’t fucking care what those two gossips say. I’m telling you, I am not having an affair with any woman.” Before you say anything, before you judge me, I’m not lying. I’m just not telling her the whole truth.

“Why are you staying late so often? You’re shift finished hours ago so what the fuck have you been doing.”

Okay, skip this part. I’ve got to lie now. “I’m staying late to help with management. There’s a lot of work to be done since Cleo’s has been rebuilt.” Cynthia flopped down on the couch next to me and I wrap an arm around her. She’s a good woman and a great mother but she’s a woman. “How are the kids?”

“Lenore lost a tooth at school today and Ryan received a certificate for getting all the words right in a spelling test. They wanted to tell you but as usual, you weren’t fucking here. You’re never here when we want you.”

She’s right. Even before Wade I made excuses to stay away although it wasn’t as often. It’s not that I don’t love Cynthia. I do, as a friend. Our kids are seven and five years old and fucking adorable. They are the lights of my life, but I need more. Before I met Wade I’d had a few one-night stands and they were always out of town. It seemed to satisfy me, and I was able to be the husband and father Cynthia and the kids wanted for a while. Until I needed another one-night stand. My life was like a fucking dangerous revolving door. 

Then, Wade came into my life, and I fell hard. I knew from the moment we met, it was meant to be. He was the one. “I’m sorry. I’ll try to be here more often.”

“I don’t care anymore, Mason. We sleep in separate rooms in separate beds. We haven’t fucked in I don’t know how long, and I can’t remember the last time we went out as a family. I can’t force you to be part of this family. I know you’re only here for the kids but over the last few months even they don’t seem to matter to you.”

“Of course, they do. You all do. I love the kids with all my heart. I only wish I could love you as more than a good friend. I’m sorry. I hate to see you hurting. Do you want a divorce?”

“You know your father would never allow it. He would persecute you. Hold you up as a poor example of humanity. You’d be ridiculed as a sinner. Disowned publicly. Your inheritance would be gone. I couldn’t do that to you. I do love you and I don’t want you hurt. He would also make public my father’s gambling problem. I couldn’t do that to my mother.”

We’ve had this discussion so many times I’ve lost count. I hug her to me. She’s a good woman and she deserves someone who will love her, treat her like a princess. I wish I could. “I don’t care about any of that, but I care about what he would do to you and the kids. He could make your lives hell on earth. Leaving town wouldn’t help either. The fucking man has tentacles everywhere.”

“I know. I guess we’re stuck, huh?”

“Yep. Tell me, why were you so angry when you thought I might be seeing someone?”

“I hate the fact we’re stuck in this situation, and you might be seeing another woman. It makes me feel …  I don’t know. Like I’m being the good little wife while you get your rocks off and have fun with someone else. I’m sorry I snapped. I’m tired and fed up with fielding questions from the kids about why their daddy isn’t home.”

I wrap her in my arms and kiss the top of her head. “Sweetheart, I promise there are no other women.” When did I become such a lying bastard? Why can’t I tell my best friend the truth?

“Okay.”

Tears well in her eyes. I feel like a real fucktard. “Honey, would you like to see someone. It’s because of my father we’re trapped. I would understand if you want to find someone else.” Yeah, I wouldn’t feel like such a prick the next time I fuck Wade if I knew she had someone who can make her happy.

“Where am I gonna meet someone else. All my time is spent with the kids.”

“Why don’t you and your girlfriends plan a night out of town? Go to a bar. Hook up with some guys. Have fun. It doesn’t have to be serious.”

“Remind me why we’re not in love anymore? You are a wonderful man. Where did things go wrong?”

“Sweetheart, I do love you and I always will but, only as a friend and the mother of my children. I’m sorry it can never be more.”

“I understand. I’m sorry we were forced into this marriage. I mean we hardly knew each other.”
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