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When Brian strode away and climbed into his car, never looking back, and drove north to his hometown of Nevermore, he knew in an instant that he’d live to regret his decision. 

Brian:

“I had promised everyone who cared about me, that I wouldn’t give in to my passion and urges to take care of young men ever again. After all, I’d turned forty, and what did I have to show for it? A husband who’d tired of me, my finances dwindling, and no one to share a life with. 

I drove away leaving Valentine standing at a truck stop, begging for cigarettes and a light. When I turned and he had gone, I knew I’d made a mistake, and I’d never see his sexy, beautiful, sad face again.” 

This is a heartfelt M/m romance, age play, hurt/comfort with humor.  
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Chapter 1


Valentine 

Weeks Before Arriving in Nevermore
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“WE HAVE TO DO SOMETHING, because I can’t pay this mortgage much longer. You said that you could find a job by now,” I reminded Jake, a childhood friend, who needed a place to stay in LA, and because his roomy kicked him out of their studio flat the size of a suitcase. I’d begged Jake to help me out. I’d impressed on him the seriousness of the matter, and I needed someone with me I knew, who could keep me grounded after I’d broken up with my longtime manager. 

Well, my manager walked out on me, and took everything.

I glanced over at Jake, wedging into a pair of white shorts that appeared two sizes too small. He laid his back and ass on the bed, trying for an advantage, hoping to make them fit over a stomach he’d accumulated since he’d been in LA and eaten more pizzas than he’d realized. 

“Where did you see that?” I questioned, after he did manage to get them over his stomach, but his balls and shaft didn’t make a pretty picture when he stood, as if he was proud of his accomplishment. 

“On television and TikTok.” Unlike Jake I didn’t have a free moment to watch new or old shows on Netflix, or peruse the insanity on TikTok. I heard it was all the rage for someone my age. Nineteen was supposed to be the year I could retire from modeling boys’ and men’s underwear. 

Sadly, I’ll probably work until I’m dead. After working as a child actor since I was old enough to walk, I feel like an old man, I thought, looking at Jake who appeared to be full of life, and he was all of twenty-two. 

Jake turned and looked in the mirror, and then to me. “What do you think?” 

“I think you should burn those shorts.” 

“What do you know,” he chided. “You’ve been protected too long. You need to get out. Why don’t you come with me?” 

Maybe because I have too many things to worry about, I thought, and I wouldn’t be any fun. Jake, however, lived to have fun, and the next drink and meal.  

After Jake appeared he’d given up trying to fit a round peg into a tight hole, he pulled his shorts down past his ankles, kicked them to the side, lay there for a few seconds, before reaching for a pair of jeans that he’d thrown on the floor maybe a week ago, littering the already-cluttered room with more clothes. It dawned on me just why his roommate had asked him to leave. 

“Do you really need that many clothes and shoes?” I asked as a plea. “Maybe a job to help me out with the rent.”

“I’ll have you know that I didn’t buy these things. I have this guy who I’ve dated off and on—on when I need a fresh change of clothes, and he works for this designer, and he offered me clothes to date him.” 

I wasn’t shocked by what Jake had said. I’d known him in high school, when he’d always tried to get something for free, and he loved the attention of men. “You know there is nothing free, Jake. Everything costs.” 

“Yeah, you’re right. You’re always right. How did you get so smart?” he questioned as he picked up a pair of jeans and smelled them, then threw them back on the floor. 

I was sure that was a rhetorical question, therefore, I didn’t take the time to answer him, and it would have done me no good if I had replied, because he’d find some reason to justify his lifestyle. 

Now, standing with a pair of jeans that passed the smell test, he’d dropped on the bed on top of a mound of clothes. Jake pranced in front of me, and I turned my head, because I wouldn’t look at him in his briefs and bare chest. 

Jake needed to find a shirt, not a tee, because he rarely visited the gym, and he had these large nipples. I couldn’t imagine how they got so large, and I didn’t want to think about it, because when my eyes landed on them, Jake noticed, and smiled. I quickly turned around, and he proceeded to explain how he’d broken up with a guy he really liked, because of a friend who’d offered him free clothing.  

“That guy cost me the man I loved.” I didn’t have time to entertain Jake, because we’d be here all day, and I had to get to my lawyer’s office to discuss a settlement with my partner slash manager.  

Jake sat on to the bed, pulled off his briefs showing only his jockstrap, then he rose and traipsed over to the pile of clothes, bent like the exhibitionist I knew him to be, his round furry ass full of dark hair on display. I turned around to counteract his craving for attention. He wanted me to tell him how desirable he’d become since he’d lost some weight. He knew it, and I knew he hadn’t lost a pound.  

If he’d dropped weight, it was because I couldn’t afford to buy food, or go out to eat, and he had run out of men who would support his eating habits. The kind of food that was costly and cheap, and fast-food Jake had been used to scoffing down by the truck loads. He needed a boyfriend who worked in a restaurant, and I believed that was who he was talking about, when he said he had lost the man he loved.  

Jake moved from the closet to the floor, in search of a clean tee. He bent and smelled it first, then it would land back in a piled of unwashed clothing. I stood with my back to him, wondering how long he’d stay in that position, since everywhere I looked there was a mirror. When I wouldn’t indulge him in his fantasy that one day, he’d convince me that he was the man for me, and we’d get together, because I’d wake up and notice how handsome he was, or I’d become so horny, or drunk that we’d sleep together, and he’d be the pièce-de-resistance, and we’d be friends with benefits, and the benefit would be my contacts as well as the money he thought I had at my disposal. 

I didn’t have the heart to tell Jake that I wasn’t as smart as he thought, because I had done some stupid things too that would cost me dearly. That was how I knew that everything had a price, and I was about to pay the ultimate one.  

When he could no longer tempt me today, Jake’s hands landed on a pair of black jeans he hadn’t noticed before. This pair he’d selected appeared to be the only clean one in the bunch. After pulling them up, and zipping, I let out a sigh of relief, and turned to face him. He offered me a wide smile, sucked in his stomach, puffed out his chest, and said, “How do I look, Val?” Same question, different answer. 

“Did you at least hear me? Were you listening?” I glanced at his blank stare, and I could tell that everything I’d said had washed over him, unlike the jeans and shirts he’d been wearing.  

He rolled his eyes. “I was listening to you, Val. I listen with my ears and not my eyes. I heard every word you said. Do you want me to repeat them?” he questioned, his hand on his hips, and turning around where I could comment on his attire. 

“You look... clean. You even lost a couple of pounds.” One lie wouldn’t destroy our friendship. The truth might.  

“That’s all you have to say?” 

“Maybe, wash those clothes before you go out on a date, so you could have something clean to look for a job.” He twisted his mouth, turned to check his ass, and rolled his eyes once more, then he strolled closer to me, but I didn’t have time for his shit. I was ready to get an early start to my lawyer and accountant’s office, and learn my fate.  

“I promise you tomorrow that I will have a job, and then I’ll be able to contribute, but I have this guy who works at a coffee shop who gives me free coffee.” As I was trying to control myself and walk away, Jake reached for my arm, and I turned to hear him out and remind him that things in LA weren’t as permanent and lucrative for me as he believed it to be. 

“It’s not like you don’t have the money,” he continued to my dismay. “You were the one who asked me to come out here to be with you. I had no intentions of going to LA. I was on my way to New York for a job.” 

I turned to meet Jake’s eyes, with a raised eyebrow. “And, what were you going to do in New York?” 

“Get a job as a dancer, of course.” I didn’t know how that was possible, because he was all of five feet five, not very thin, and had never taken dance lessons in his life, even if you counted ballet lessons as a child, because his mother had wanted that, but his father thought it was a waste of money, and his father ranted that he’d done better by putting his talents to work, by feeding and caring for the farm animals. 

Jake had been looking for a way out, even as I’d return to visit him each year that I’d been in LA, and that was since I was a child. 

When my father died of a heart attack in his sixties, and my mother left to live with her sister, I sold our farm, and gave all the money and more to my mother, and now I had to make another decision.  

Jake had red hair, and that may have been fine in LA as an extra on a movie set, which he’d done a few times when he wasn’t fucking the extras, and he’d brought in a few bucks, but I wasn’t certain about New York, because of the sky-high rent, and Jake had never paid for anything, not even rent in his life. 

He didn’t seem to be equipped for the real world, because there were no cowboys in LA or New York. But, there were jobs for young men in the arts with talent and a name. I had been told that since I was a child actor and model that I should go to New York, but I didn’t listen. I wanted to stay in LA near my manager, who had been with me since I was a child. He’d come to our small rural town in Montana on a recruitment for a blond child who could remember a few lines, and had a bright infectious smile. 

Well, that was me, and my mother who needed money, and a man was taken in by him. She later discovered that he wasn’t after a straight mother, but her gay son.  

To his credit, he never made a move on me until I turned eighteen, and boy was I blown away, and smitten by him, which made me suspicious of men a certain age. That was because he came to me one day, said that I was broke, and we needed to move out of the home I’d bought and lived in most of my life. 

I’d called Jake, knowing that he wanted a way out of his farm life, hoping he’d help me keep my home by contributing to something, hopefully the mortgage, while I tried to secure more work. Jake came to LA with the promise that he’d get a job, and help out, and now I couldn’t afford this home I’d spent my childhood years working and paying for.  

Tonight, had been the hottest night with all the fires in the canyon, and one threatening my Malibu home, and I was in no mood for Jake’s promises, and especially tonight. I’d been told earlier to sell the house, take the money, go to New York, and get a modeling job, which I thought I could do.  

My friend Jake glanced over at me as he and I were leaving at the same time. He placed his arm around my shoulder, and said, “Don’t worry, Val, I’ll come through for you. I have this thing I’m doing to make some fast money.” I raised an eyebrow. “I’ll have the money in no time.” 

“I hope it’s not something illegal, because if it is, I don’t want it, and I don’t want to see you and have to visit you in jail. You know they put gay men in solitary confinement to protect them.” 

“Don’t worry your pretty little head, Val. It’s nothing like that. It’s perfectly legal. You’ll see, and I’ll have money to help you.” I swallowed a large breath.  

Reaching for my phone, I called an Uber, and in a few minutes I was at my lawyer’s office. I left Jake climbing into a car going somewhere, hopefully it was to a job interview. I could only wish, because he didn’t look like he was dressed for anything that had to do with work. Maybe a restaurant gig. 

Maybe?
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Chapter 2

Valentine 
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After a long talk with my lawyer and accountant, I was sure I’d been fucked over in more ways than I’d ever thought anyone could do. All the years of working and not being a child, missing birthdays, because I was busy on a set, in front of cameras, not able to go to baseball, soccer and football games, not dating, because my manager was grooming me for himself when I turned legal age, and he knew that I was ripe for the pickings as a gay child.  

Now I had nothing, not even the sale of my house to tide me over for a few years. I had to break the news to Jake that he had to go home, because I had to sell my house to pay my manager and creditors, and there would be nothing left. 

When I stepped out of the Uber, I slogged to the door to have Jake open it, and he was wearing a robe and a wide grin. “Guess what?” 

“I’m in no mood, Jake. Why don’t you tell me,” I said as I ambled into the kitchen, reached for a bottle of wine that someone had given me to celebrate something that right now I couldn’t remember what. I reached for a glass, and Jake did too. 

“Pour me one too,” Jake said, his voice excited and upbeat. “I told you I’d have good news today. I made some money, and I’m going to check to see how much is in my account. I thought I’d wait to celebrate with you.” 

Jake sat down at the computer sitting on the bar, and I plopped next to him as he searched his account. I gulped down a large glass of wine, when I heard Jake say, “No fucking way. There should be more money in there.” 

“What’s wrong? You tell me your bad news, and I’ll tell you mine,” I said, dejected and inconsolable, holding on to the glass, then taking a gulp of my wine.

He hesitated for a second, and then he turned to face me, and confessed, “A friend told me that I could make money on this site. All I had to do was pose naked.” I closed my eyes and exhaled.  

“You did what?” I barked, and raised my palm to him. “No, don’t tell me again. I heard what you said. Why would you do something like that?”

“For money. You said that you needed it quick, and I didn’t know a faster way of getting it,” he confessed. 

“Don’t tell me I made you do this, because I didn’t. If I had known I would have said not to do this.” I may have been responsible for some of this, but not all of it, I thought. Jake knew better. Jake stared at the computer, tears flowing down his cheeks. 

“I did it to help out, that’s all, Val.” His sad expression, his teary green eyes told me everything.  

“Couldn’t you have gotten a job at a fast-food place? It’s not like you’re a stranger to those places. You must have known someone, or worked as a barista at a coffee shop?” 

Jake rose from the bar stool and paced the floor, scrubbing his palm along his day-old beard. “Do you think my parents will see those pictures?” 

I chose a lie instead of the truth. With Jake, the lies were coming easily now. The truth was that those pictures would be around on the internet until he died, and then some. I stood and brought Jake into a hug. “I don’t think they will see those, because you said that you didn’t have internet, or it was too slow.” 

“My younger brother convinced my parents to get internet service, but it’s not reliable, so you may be right.” He chose to buy into my lie. Sometimes that was the only way you could survive your mistakes, and we were still young. We had a long time to make more mistakes. 

I leaned in and noticed that Jake had dyed his hair a dark color, but it looked sort of bronze. “You dyed your hair...” Maybe that would be his saving grace. “That will confuse people if they saw that. You could say that was a look-a-like. You know it’s said that everyone has a twin somewhere in the world, and that could be your twin.” 

Jake blew out a large breath, and I could see that he was relieved. He reached for the glass and swallowed a large portion of the wine. 

Jake’s chest moved up and down, and then he made another admission.  

“I thought I could make some money, and I had been doing this for two months, but all I have in my account is two hundred and fifty dollars to show for all of this. Two hundred from nude pictures, and fifty from my feet.” 

I bit my lip, holding in a laugh, trying not to reveal how hilarious and useless all of this had been. We both didn’t want to face that there was no way we could cobble together enough money to save our lifestyle.  

Shaking my head, I didn’t mean to laugh, and I even tried stifling my chuckle, but thinking about Jake’s feet had me almost falling on the floor. “I didn’t know there was money in feet.” I cupped my hand over my mouth, as if I’d yawned, then I took a deep breath and stretched my hands over my head, hoping I could conceal my notion to burst out in laughter when Jake appeared to be so sincere, and so seriously sad.  

“Yeah, there’s lots of money there. You know people have these feet fetishes, but I found out that women make more money than the men’s counterparts. It appears that’s a niche market.” 

“I can see that.” I tried to be supportive. “I would think so, because here you are with those gorgeous feet, not a callus or bunion anywhere, and all you manage to bring in was fifty dollars after two months.” 

We both glanced at each other, raised an eyebrow, and then laughed out loud at the thought of Jake trying to make money with his feet. Finally, I’d given him the compliments he’d been looking for. 

“The money’s in my account, and we can split it, Val.” I didn’t have the heart to tell him that one hundred and twenty-five dollars couldn’t buy us a tent. Maybe a small one, but not one to share, because he had too many clothes, and his appetite was too big.  

“I can’t take your money, Jake. You’re going to need it to get back home to Montana.” 

“I don’t want to go home. I want to stay here with you.” 

“Sit down and listen to what I have to say. We have to pack up and leave. I can’t take anything but my clothes with me. My partner fucked me out of all my money, and stole my house. I have a little something left, and I’m going to take it and get on a bus heading to New York. When I get there, and find a job at this agency, I’ll send for you. Just go home. We can pack together, and take a Greyhound tomorrow. You can’t stay here in LA without any money, and neither can I. And obviously, you’re not cut out to be a nude model on the internet, even if you have the best-looking feet I’d ever seen, and if I was into that kind of fetish, then you’d be my regular customer.” 

That too was a lie. I had less than two hundred dollars in my pocket, and I’d surrendered my credit cards to my lawyer, and everything else. My lawyer said to me on my way out of his office, “You’re a young man, Valentine. Nineteen.” He shook his head, “I wish I was nineteen again. You have a bright future in front of you. You can make all that money back.” 

He sounded like my partner at some phase of my career from a child star to eventually being the most sought-after teen model in the world—

“Valentine, the boy who launched and sold a dick-load of jockeys,” my partner had said before, and after he stole my savings of a lifetime of work.
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Valentine
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JAKE AND I PARTED AT the Greyhound terminal, after much crying, sobbing, hugging, and promises that we’d see each other again. He was going north to his home, and my intentions were to go as far east as the little money and change I’d found under the cushions when I was told to vacate the premises would allow me. 

I sat in a window seat, after placing my small luggage in a compartment, glanced outside at the people boarding buses, wondering where they were going, and what were their stories. I knew everything was real when I watched the bus drive off, leaving the haze and scenery of the city and mountains behind, and heading out into the endless desert highway. 

Loneliness overtook me along with gloom. I was on my own for the first time in my life. I didn’t have anyone to lean on, and maybe that was a good thing, because Sam had taken care of my finances, and look what happened to that. My mother had a home and money she’d probably saved from my generous contributions, and now I had no one to help me navigate this second life. 

One thing was for sure, Sam had taught me—along with another man in my life—a valuable lesson, and that was to be suspicious of men much older than me. 

My dad was forty when he left, soon after I was born and had recently died, and I blamed him for me not wanting to trust older men, and being attracted to them, because of my daddy issues. 

The bus cruised along, stopping at every small town on its route, making endless stops along the way. I’d almost used up some of the few dollars I had to make it to New York, when the driver pulled the bus in to a truck-stop, probably to let us get a breath of fresh air. I’d glanced out of the window earlier, and it said Welcome to New Mexico, and that was all I remembered, but for the dust and the mountains in the distance. 

I did remember stepping from the bus into the heat, the likes I’d never experienced before. It had to be one hundred and ten degrees in the shade. The wind blew past, and took my breath away. I hurried into the store for a cold drink, but decided on a cup of coffee. 

Not looking around, one hand tucked in my pocket, head down, because I didn’t want anyone to recognize me, or meet a man’s gaze, and have him think I was there to pick up someone, I looked down the entire time I was in the store. 

The store was filled with men standing in line making purchases, with two females in the entire store, one at the counter, and one who appeared to be a trucker. 

When the female cashier opened and called me forward, she said, “I know who you are. You’re that guy who models and you were a child star once.” It wasn’t a question. She’d recognized me. “We still have your old posters up around town.” I just smiled and paid for my coffee, lowered my head once more, and rushed out, leaving her wondering. There was no way she’d yell, “There’s Valentine, the kid on the posters wearing his famous red underwear.” 

I was surprised when that woman recognized me. I was surprised when I strolled quickly out of the store, coffee in hand, my nerves all on edge, and then I saw him. But, did he see me? Why did I want recognition from this man? What was it about him that caught my attention? 

Was it because he was tall, naturally muscular strong appearance, a handsome face, a body that had my young cock twitching, because he was the age I’d been attracted to, since I discovered men.  

I didn’t know how long or where I was going, because I only had enough money, and a ticket to get to a place called Nevermore. What a fitting name. Nevermore would I put myself in a position like this. If I could only get back what I’d lost, I would never trust an older man again, I thought, taking a sip of my coffee, and eyeing a man I thought I’d be a fool to trust.  

When I placed my coffee on the ledge of the window of the shop, I reached into my pocket to check the money I had, and I pulled out a broken cigarette, and no lighter. I stood there trying to decide whether to smoke it, and ride that merry-go-round of addiction again. 

The only thing Sam ever did for me was wean me off this habit, and never took advantage of me sexually. Even when I turned nineteen, he said that if he’d had sex with me, that would ruin our relationship. He didn’t consider it was sex if I gave him a blow job. I guess that was the cost of doing business with him—occasional blow jobs, hand jobs, and bankrupting me.  

Then I glanced up, and parked in front of me was this great-looking guy I’d seen pumping gas, and our eyes locked. He was driving an expensive sports car, the kind Sam promised I’d have once I’d gotten my driver’s license. That too was a wash, because I didn’t have time to practice my driving skills, because I was always making money for someone else. 

When the tall guy with the wide shoulders and brown eyes stepped out of his car, wearing a black tee, tight black jeans, his face stunning, and he had grey on the sides of his dark hair and a day-old beard with a few grey strands in it. 

My heart stopped, I stared, and I fell in love that day. 

He walked up to me, and said, “Hi, my name is Brian, do you—?” I stopped him from completing his sentence. I didn’t know him from anyone, and all I knew was I had just had a bad experience with a man I’d trusted all my life, and I didn’t want to talk to anyone as handsome and sophisticated looking as this man, and especially since I’d been vulnerable, young, and stupid. 

“I don’t want anything but a light, if you have one.” I showed him my broken cigarette. I must have looked like a bum, and why would he want to talk to someone like me, unless he was looking for a blow job around the back of the store?

It wasn’t my thing to pick up men, and I wouldn’t know how to do that anyway. I was sure there was trick to it, but I wasn’t privy to any of that stuff. I’d been a working stiff since I could crawl.  

“You didn’t let me finish—” Brian said. I didn’t let him complete his sentence, because I’d heard all of this before. I wished I could have been in a loving, honest relationship, where I didn’t find myself standing here, broke and looking destitute. 

I wished I had more bargaining power, where I’d met him in one of those gay dance clubs, and he’d asked me to dance, and then out to dinner where I’d get to know him better, but then there was Sam, always around and cockblocking anyone that showed interest in me when I became old enough to go out dancing. This Brian appeared to be what I needed to make me understand that I didn’t need someone like Sam, who controlled every part of my life. 

But, Brian had come into my orbit too late. You’re too fucking late, I thought.  

“You don’t have to finish,” I said, my defenses showing. “I can read your mind, and no I don’t want you to fuck me. All I want is a smoke.” 

Brian glared at me with a raised eyebrow, and then he smiled. “I was only going to ask you if you needed anything, a ride—” 

“No, I don’t need a ride. I’m not getting in a car with a man I don’t know. I just got off a bus, and I’m getting back on it.” 

Brian slanted his head to the side. “A young boy like you shouldn’t be so hostile. All I wanted to do was give you some money if you needed any. I wasn’t trying to pick you up. I just separated from my husband, and I wanted to help you out.” I was right. He was gay. Maybe he wasn’t a serial killer or a rapist, but how would I know? I didn’t know I’d been sleeping with the enemy by the name of Sam.  

“Thank you, Mr. Brian, but I don’t need anything now.” I needed everything I could get at this moment in my life, but there was no way I’d accept something from a stranger. However, this man would have saved my life if I’d believed in his kindness, and not given in to my distrust of men his age. 

Brian said very little for a few minutes. His eyes perused me, and he gave out a warm smile. “Please, don’t call me Mr. Just call me Brian.” And he offered me a closed smile, turned and walked away in the direction of his car. 

My heart ached at that moment, because I’d experienced something I’d never had before in my life—a sexual attraction, and a profound need to be close to him. It was the warmth of a truly good man that I craved, yet I wasn’t ready for him at this point, and I hoped that I would know these feelings again, because I thought I’d never see him. 

As he strolled away and climbed into his Corvette, my insides had this hollow, numbing sensation. I thought it had something to do with the coffee, and not having enough to eat.  
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Brian
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“You’re not going to fuck me tonight,” my husband Will said. That wasn’t a question, but a declaration of war. I’d slid behind him after my long drive from Arizona, because I couldn’t wait to ease inside of him. Placing my arms around his waist, my palms smoothing over the chills of bumps on his skin, I’d been responsible for putting there. 

He really was angry with me, and after I’d rushed to be with him. I tried once more to snuggle up to his back, and kiss the shell of his ear, and he swatted my hand away and moved further to the other side of our large bed. I knew I should have bought a smaller bed, I thought, however, even that misstep wasn’t going to cure what stood between us now.  

I leaned over and said, “Why not?” 

William turned around to face me. “Because, I’ve filed for a divorce,” he barked with a furrowed brow. 

“You always say that when I come home to you.” 

He jumped out of bed naked, and I palmed my cock. Then, he reached for a paper on the night stand, and threw it on to my chest. “Here, read this,” he announced.  

“It’s too late to read. I just need some rest, and you know what it takes to calm me down.” 

“It’s too late for a number of things,” he said, his voice salty, his facial expression sour. “For one, coming home and expecting me to be your boy, and give in to you when you’ve probably been fucking every man or boy over the age of eighteen.” He might have been right. Most of the guys I’d fucked around with were over eighteen, nineteen, and twenty a good fit. “Why don’t you see a therapist. Maybe they can tell you why you’re oversexed.” 

In my defense, I called out, “I’m a man for fuck’s sake. It comes with the territory.” 

“You’re a man in your forties, you would think you’d slow down.” 

“When you get in your forties, then you can tell me if a man my age can slow down. Everyone is different, and I’m just getting started,” I declared.

“Then, you will have to get started without me,” he said.  

Will must have been upset, because I didn’t bring him a present. I usually brought him something when I went out of town. Since Will hadn’t been his usual, jovial, agreeable self, I knew something had to be seriously wrong, so I opened the paper as he stood over me, his eyes searching mine. 

After placing on my reading glasses, and looking over the paper, I glanced up at him as he was tapping his foot, with his hand on his hip, and his cock showed no life in it. “It said that I had a long-time relationship with—” 

“I know what it says. Keep reading, and this time you’ve gone too far. You’ve been fucking around since you met me and married me. What the fuck did you marry me for?” 

“Because I love you.” That was a lie, and he knew it.

“Fuck you and your lies. I’m not going through this again. This time the world knows how fucked up you are, and me for putting up with you.” 

I could not believe that we were going through this again, and especially since I needed to fuck like yesterday, because I’d made up my mind that I’d try to make my marriage work with William, because he’d been right. A man my age should grow up. I’d grown tired of cocking around and traveling all the time. Finally, when I’d decided to sell my business interests, and find something local to invest in, this was what happened. 

I thought I’d try one more thing, and then sell all my business ventures, and get the fuck out. Take Will on a trip to Europe, but first I had to honor my commitment to Tony Paesano. 

Tony had said that his husband had found this beautiful small town to open a tattoo business that would employ wounded vets, and since it was in my home town, I thought that Will and I could move there, and I could give Will the attention he craved, and there wouldn’t be any distractions to take my attention from him.  

Lying on my back, holding my cock, I jerked it as Will paced the floor. This time he appeared to be more restless than before. He stopped at the foot of the bed and peered at me, jerking away and hoping he’d take pity on me and give me what I needed.

When Will made no move to come back to bed, I said, “You knew I fooled around when you met me. It never upset you before. Don’t act like it’s a secret. Do you think I was opening up businesses year-round when I’d leave you here? And what about you? You liked the cars and homes I bought you, now don’t act like you don’t. I take good care of you.” 

“I thought you would change. A man your age should think about other things besides how tight someone’s hole is.” He was right, but I didn’t like him always hinting and mentioning my age. Hell, yes, I was forty plus, but my stamina was strong, and my dick was always needy. And, at this moment, I needed a nice warm hole to plant my cock.  

I reached for his hand, and pulled him into the bed. He glanced at me when I mumbled, “Don’t be angry. I need this,” I coaxed, as I ran my slick cock along his hard ass cheeks. He continued talking as I reached for the lube and condom, not hearing a word he’d said.  

“I could overlook everything before, but when that man sold his story to the papers, and everyone knows what’s going on in our house, and that fucking man told private things that only you could have said to him in bed, then it’s too much.” William bounded out of bed. “I’m leaving, and I’m getting a divorce, and you can find some other unsuspecting boy to fuck around on.”

“You weren’t gullible. If I remember correctly, you had someone introduce you to me. You knew what kind of man I was. I like to take care of my boys—” 

“But, you married me, and I thought I could be everything you needed.”

“You are,” I said, yawning in a not-so-convincing voice. Will stopped and gazed long at me, reached for a robe and threw it on, then stomped, and headed into the bathroom.  

It had been a long day, and driving alone had been tedious, monotonous, and uneventful. However, I had my music playing in the background. Sam Smith’s song came across the radio, not the song I had in mind, but one that proved to be fortuitous. “I’m Not the Only One,” reminding me of why I should change my ways, and at that point I had.  

As usual, I thought I had a lot of time, and I could convince Will not to leave me for the umpteenth time. It had worked several times before. All I had to do was give him a new sports car, and I knew without a doubt that would be it.

I would go tomorrow and pick up one for him. I’d buy him a convertible to ease his pain, and we would be good once more. He’d be snuggling in my arms. There was no reason to believe that this time would be any different. I hadn’t been fooling around for months, and I even told the last guy that I was breaking it off, which was probably why he thought it necessary to go to the gossip papers, and tell all about the rich, married, venture capitalist he’d been fucking around with. 

I’d been exhausted driving home with little sleep, weaving in and out of those lonely highways through Arizona. I’d gone to see Anthony Paesano and his husband Parker to invest in his tattoo company, Wounded Inked, and I’d agreed to pour my money into his venture. I could have flown, but driving always cleared my mind, and had given me time to think, and for the first time I hadn’t fucked anyone along the way, or brought anyone with me. Before, if I’d driven as far as I had, I’d have a hotel room, and been holed up inside fucking by now, but I didn’t do that. I was changing, or I was trying hard.

Just when I thought I was turning my marriage around by altering my lifestyle, this had happened with Will, and now he was being unreasonable, and he was threatening to leave me and get a divorce. I thought I could deal with this tomorrow if I had a little sleep, so I turned over, reached for a pillow, curled up with it, and fell asleep. 

When I woke the next morning, I searched around the bed touching Will’s pillow, moving my hand down where I thought he should be on the other side of the bed, ready to fuck his round young ass into oblivion, when my hand laid on a piece of paper, and because I was still out of it, eyes half closed, mouth dry, cock dripping wet from the night before, I reached for my shaft, jerked it a few times, then I turned on my stomach, and slipped back to sleep, thinking Will had gotten up early to do some errands.  

I needed my morning blow job, but since Will was still angry with me, now had been a good time to catch up on the rest I hadn’t had for two days.  

Waking in the middle of the day, well rested, my feet hit the hardwood floor, and I headed to the shower. I could relieve myself of the painful hard on, or look for Will in the kitchen sulking. I chose the shower, and then returned to my bedroom, strutted into the closet to discover that Will’s clothes were gone. 

I dressed and didn’t worry about him, because I knew he’d be back. He’d done that many times when he wanted his own space. 

Will had gone to his parents’ home, only to return the next day, therefore, I wasn’t worried, that was until I sat on the bed near Will’s pillow, and glared at an official paper.  

Reaching for the parchment, and then realizing it wasn’t a note that he usually wrote, where he said, “I’ve gone out, and I’ll be back soon.” Instead, I came face to face with divorce papers. After looking at the small print, I realized that Will had filed earlier, and I knew nothing about it, and now he was divorcing me, and he wanted to live in our home without me, until the divorce was final.

“What the fuck?” I should have known this was coming, but I refused to believe it. I took another look at the paper, as if it was going to disappear. It didn’t. He had found the most expensive lawyers he could, and I knew I would be royally screwed. The reasonable thing to do was to get me a lawyer as well, but I thought I had been in shock, and once Will realized what he was doing, then it would be over, he’d tear up the papers, and we could make up and have some of that hot make-up sex I looked forward to. 

However, as I read the papers, I came to the conclusion that this was it. There wasn’t going to be make-up sex or anything with him.  

Will had given me a reasonable time to vacate the place, but I needed to get away from here, so I gathered only what was necessary, and took off in my Corvette, left the other things behind, and headed to my home town of Nevermore. I knew my brother Scott would take me in for a few days, until I could get my head right, then I would go back and talk it over with Will, and prove to him that I had changed, or was trying to.
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Chapter 5

Brian
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When I glanced down, I had about forty miles left in my gas tank. I wasn’t taking any chances, so I pulled into to this truck stop in a dusty little town. I stepped out, reached for my card and ready to fuel up my Vette, when I watched as this young boy of eighteen, maybe he was nineteen. God, I hoped he was nineteen, because I didn’t want to have to explain that I wasn’t his father. 

He stepped off the bus, his head down, his hands stuffed in his pockets, all alone, strutting in the direction of a store that sold hamburgers, coffee, and a variety of things. There was a sign that said showers. He didn’t look like he needed a shower, but the truckers heading for the store was a good guess.  

As he strode across the cemented street, it was something about the way he walked, his hips didn’t move, yet he was the epitome of sex. He embodied the meaning of it, not because he was young, but it was something about him that said, “Look at me, I’m what you need.” 

I could have been imagining that. In my own world, I could have conjured something in my forty-something mind that had me captivated by the very sight of him—so pretty, so slim, and so fuckable. I wondered if he’d observed me watching at him, because he turned around for a few minutes once he reached the sidewalk. He appeared to be used to men and women taking first and second glances, because he didn’t look around, or cared when they’d passed and appeared to be making a comment.  

The boy held his shoulders back, head up, even as his eyes were lowered, not in an arrogant manner, but as second nature. Then he raised his head and kept his focus, which made him different from the others traveling, and stepping off that bus. Immediately, I knew he didn’t belong on that bus with that crowd. 

Yet, as he stood back and opened the door of the store for the women, and a man to enter before him, he never behaved as if he wasn’t one of them. However, I believed he wasn’t, because I’d known different groups of people throughout my life, and when I was a salesman starting my career, I had a good grasp of people’s personalities. There was one thing I did know for sure, he was indeed gay. 

You always know your own, I chuckled at the thought.  

While standing pumping gas, wondering when the car tank would be filled, I studied that cute young guy with the tight tee, exposing his muscular arms and chest, and stressed jeans covering his taut ass. 

He made a perfect picture of sexy young manhood when he strolled into the store, and before long, he sauntered out carrying a cup of coffee. Men were passing him and looking, and he never met their glances. A few men who had just driven up in a big rig, stepped out to go into the store, paused a moment and said something to him, and he offered them a closed smile, and lowered his head once more, as if he was shy. 

I didn’t hear what they had said to him, but I could guess. He just looked down embarrassed, cheeks flushed, teeth raised over his pink lips, taking in a full breath and blowing it out. Then, he chuckled to himself, and took a sip of his coffee, until he raised his head, and our eyes met.  

After pumping the gas, retrieving my receipt from my card, I stuffed it into my pocket and climbed into my car, but just as I was about to turn and go on my way, I spotted a car pulling out. The parking was straight in front of the store, and I could see him up close. I didn’t know why I decided to pull my car and stop, except I couldn’t leave without saying something to him. I gave myself an excuse. I am going to get something to drink, only when my cock has calmed down.

I cut the motor off after parking in front of that boy who had aroused my interest, and not to mention my cock. He stood there eyeing me and our eyes locked. Our eyes never wavered from each other for a few seconds.

When my length calmed and my arousal was under check, I stepped out.  

He glanced up to see me step out of my car, and why I’d driven so close to where he was standing. Once out of the car we gazed at each other again. My heart hammered in my chest when I strolled near him. This can’t be happening to me, I thought. 

Young men didn’t make me nervous, I made them nervous. 

I had to tell myself to calm down. I stood as if I was checking my pockets for something as I faced my door, hoping he didn’t notice my arousal. 

I couldn’t believe how hard my cock had been. It hadn’t gotten this hard for anyone, not even Will for months. I stood there afraid to move, checking my pockets. I must have looked like an idiot, then I made a move, as if I’d finally found my keys. I murmured, “Here it is.” And I turned to face him. 

I was mesmerized by his beautiful blue eyes and his blond hair. Was that all I had been interested in, and was I missing something about myself that I hadn’t tuned into until now? Could I have been fixated on the fact that he was a blond, and the opposite of me? I never knew that about myself. Or maybe it wasn’t that. Maybe it was that finally I’d come across the one I’d been in search of my whole life. Had I been so superficial, looking for a younger man who was pretty, and I’d been more interested in the package than what was inside of it, that I didn’t have time to see beyond the outer wrappings? 

When I was younger, I had to prove myself by working hard, accumulating wealth, because I wasn’t as good-looking, and attractive as my brother, and the gay men I’d come in contact with. I had been trying to prove something to myself since I was very young, and now I was facing myself for the first time in many years. I’d paid for homes and cars and other things, not because I wanted to be a Daddy, but because I thought I wasn’t good enough for the pretty men I’d lust after.  

Was something wrong with me that I would consider chasing someone that I’d met at a truck stop? I’d just had divorce papers given to me by Will, who I’d sworn to love, and during our ceremony, before the ink was dry on my marriage license, I was locked in a bathroom stall getting a blow job.  

I needed to believe that I had changed, and I had, because not only did I feel different than I felt about any of the young men I’d met before, it was something unlike now, and that I could finally admit to myself.

Nevertheless, I’d come to understand that all the fooling around wasn’t because something was missing inside me, and I thought I wasn’t attractive as I thought I should be, but because I hadn’t met anyone that had stirred passion and feelings in me the way this young man had just done at one glance. 

Stepping up to him, my eyes following his, I slanted my head, and said, “Do you want—” And he cut me off. Not even I knew what I’d planned on saying, but it must have been in the nature of, “Do you need anything? Do you need a ride, or money?” But, that never escaped my mouth, because he shut me down.

“I don’t need anything from a stranger. I’m not here to pick up men. I just want a light.” 

“I don’t have one. My name is Brian.” I held out my hand, and he looked down at it and placed his small palm inside my large hands. “If you wait, I can go into the store and get you one.” 

“That’s okay. I don’t need to smoke anyway.” He tossed the broken cigarette away, and stared at me. I calmed and smiled after he pulled his hand away.  

I didn’t know what to say, but, “I hope I’ll see you around.” And I turned, as if I was in a dream, and as if I had been waiting for the dream to play out, and William would wake me up. 

When I did recover, I was sitting in my car, and driving to Nevermore. I knew then that I’d made a mistake by not asking his name, and where he was going. It was a mistake that I didn’t do everything I could to find him again, because deep down inside I knew I would need him, because after all, my heart told me that he was the one. 

It was then, I took a U turn on the highway, on a dusty patch, my Corvette taking the impact of my recklessness about five miles out. When I reached that gas station again, I was too late, because he wasn’t there, and the bus had gone. 

I didn’t notice where the Greyhound’s destination was, because I thought we were headed east in the same direction. I rushed out of my car and into the store to ask the cashier and get whatever information I could. “Do you know where that bus is going.” 

“I wish I could tell you, mister, but we have lots of buses coming through here, just like the trucks. My manager comes in at five this evening, maybe he can tell you something.” 

I knew I couldn’t stay there that long, so I rushed to my car with the thought that I could find the bus if I hurried. Once inside my car, I did a quick turn on the gravel drive in front of a big rig. It could have jackknifed just from a foolish stunt on my part. 

My thoughts were maybe I could find it. So, I took off going ninety miles an hour, and then up to ninety-five when a state trooper pulled me over. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck,” I said as I reached for my driver’s license and insurance card.  

“What? Eighty-five isn’t fast enough for you?” the trooper said, looking at my license. After he gave me a lecture, and a warning, he let me go, but it was too late by then.  

I never took the time to see where the bus was traveling to, or the number of the bus, because I kept thinking that maybe I’d made a mistake. Yet, how could this be a mistake, because my heart told me for the first time in my life that I’d fallen in love at first sight. I’d never believed others when they’d said that. My brother even made that statement to me about Lane, but I laughed, but I was no longer laughing, because it was happening to me. 

Driving to Nevermore, I decided not to tell my brother, Scott, about the boy I’d fallen in love with, because if he revealed that information to his partner, Lane, then there would be an endless line of questioning, and they both knew my reputation when it came to young men.  

Lane should have been a lawyer, or better yet a detective, the way he sweated someone with interminable questions, staring at them as if he knew the answers. Anytime I was around him, I’d confess to anything just to get him to stop, and shut the fuck up.

I’d say it was because Lane watched too many old movies, because when Lane discovered that I had a boyfriend, and was married at the time, he went on and on. By the time he was finished with me, and before I’d left their apartment, I thought he’d bring out a thick phone book and bash it on the side of my head. Lane was something. Yet, Lane couldn’t figure out that Scott had taken an extra job to buy him a new home. 

He thought Scott was fooling around. I could have laid his mind to rest, but he didn’t consult Scott’s brother on the matter, and instead went to Caden who had his own set of problems at the time. I guess we were all having a few problems of our own. However, Caden and Grayle were happy now, and Lane and Scott had never been more devoted to each other. 

I needed what they all had, but I let this young man, the love of my life slip away.  

I did enough fucking around on my spouse for a lifetime, and it would probably take a lifetime to convince anyone to take a chance on me. One brother being unfaithful was enough to set everyone talking in Nevermore, and acting as if I was a pariah, but I wasn’t after anyone now. All I wanted was to see that beautiful boy again.  

Lane and Scott knew if I’d shown up at their doorstep with one bag, and this wasn’t the first time that Will and I had a fallen out, but this time it was more serious, and everyone knew who was to blame. 

To get Lane and Scott to take me in and take a chance on me one more time, I had confessed all my bad actions and deeds, because I guessed I was looking for a shoulder to cry on, and I didn’t want to be alone now.  

With Lane, his shoulder had been wet and dried from the last time. “I don’t want to know about your problems,” he’d said. “I have some of my own. I need someone to help me in this coffee shop. I’m trying to help Caden out, and it’s taking a toll on my relationship with Scott.” It appeared he was having problems with Scott, and he didn’t need my BS.  

When I’d settled in and was introduced to the shop’s owner, Caden Walker, at Coffee Tea and Thee, my emotions had calmed about my pending divorce, and I knew I’d found my home again. It was a place I could be myself without distractions and recriminations. Yet, it was a place that permitted me the luxury of too many thoughts, because working there was more physical than anything, and I enjoyed every moment of interaction with the young crowd. 

The problem of interacting with the young gay men in Nevermore, who came from other towns to go to school was, I entered into some of my old habits, and with the young men who I dated. I had been searching for that young man at the truck stop, the one I could never rid myself of his picture, the pretty shy boy who wasn’t looking for anything from me, and the one I wanted to give everything to, even if he didn’t want it.  

I tried to work through my pain by lying, and saying it was my marriage breaking up that had me in the doldrums, but it was the boy who had finally slipped through my hands. All the other men I’d met, I had an empty feeling for them, and I knew I would be out looking for someone to fill that hollowness. He was the one where I couldn’t get his face out of my mind, and those eyes, I saw him in every blue-eyed boy his age that I came into contact with at Coffee, Tea, and Thee, but they weren’t him.  

This young man who brought light into my heart, and had me smiling when I wanted to cry, this was the one. If I could ever find him again, I would love him to the end of my days, I thought. 
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Chapter 6

Valentine
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When the bus driver said, “Wake up, this is your last stop, Nevermore,” I scurried off the bus, after angling my backpack on my shoulder, reaching for my carryon, then I checked my pockets on my way outside, to make sure I hadn’t forgotten anything. I couldn’t afford to lose one quarter, because I had less than twenty dollars. I sucked in a hard breath, waited for the people in the front seats to step outside, before I reluctantly bounded off the bus. Standing at the foot of the door closing behind me, I sucked in a deep breath, took a look around, and wondered what next. 

Once I was on the sidewalk, I stood in one spot, turned around looking for a place to get a hamburger. My stomach grumbled and I reached inside my backpack, and pulled out my last apple. After taking a bite, my thoughts prompted me that I had been a fool not to take the stranger up on his offer.

However, I knew enough not to get into a stranger’s car in the middle of nowhere. Too many gay teens had bad experiences traveling alone, and had been susceptible to a kind smile from someone they didn’t know. If there was one thing Sam and my mother taught me, it was not to put my trust into a warm smile, promises, and some adults. And, if you couldn’t trust your mother to keep you safe, then who could you trust? I thought.  

I wandered down the sidewalk looking at the storefronts, thinking about that man called Brian. I wanted to trust him, and if I’d given him time, and been a little less combative, then I would have discovered everything I needed to know. My eyes were open now and I finally allowed myself to see men for who they were, and for once I had plenty of time to concentrate on myself. 

If you did nothing else for hundreds of miles, but stare out a window of a Greyhound bus seeing dry, barren desert, and cacti, wondering about your future, you could learn some things about yourself— Sam was wrong for me, but this man, Brian, he was the right one. 

However, it had been too late. That opportunity had come and gone, and might never come again.  

Brian had soft, sympathetic, brown eyes, his voice low, easy, and comforting, a man I could have put my trust in, but for one thing, I had been afraid that if I trusted him, I would be disappointed. He was older than me, so maybe I reminded him of his son. I didn’t know, but the look in his eyes signaled that he wasn’t looking for a son, and he didn’t appear to be a man that wanted something from me the way the others who’d populated my life had before. 

What I took away from that encounter was, he was being honest when he said that he wanted to give me money to help me out, even if I didn’t go with him, and he didn’t want anything in return. He’d said all he wanted was to give me a ride to my destination, or money if I needed it. 

I needed it, but I didn’t want to take anything from him, because I liked him a lot, and I had been too embarrassed to let him know that I was broke, but anyone could see that, so who was I fooling? I had no idea where my next stop, Nevermore, would be, and I had no money or hotel for the night. I didn’t want to reveal that either, and I’d promised myself that I wasn’t going to trust a man his age again. I had been burnt by men older than me, and I swore I wouldn’t go that way again. 

To be able to live with my decision, I rationalized that he was a stranger, and I couldn’t trust that my decisions had been wrong in the past, and he could have done me harm. I was on my own now, and to make it through this life as a young gay man, I had to know men. I was still too young to learn everything I needed to, and I had no one to give me direction.  

Ambling around town, pulling a carry-on, no one seemed to notice or care that I was a stranger. They smiled and nodded, and asked if I needed help. I politely answered that I didn’t, even though I knew better. 

It came to me immediately that this was a place I could stay a while, until I could put together some cash, and then buy a ticket to New York. I headed up Main Street, and the first place I saw had a sign which said they needed waiters or bartenders for day and night shifts. 

“Wow, how lucky could I have gotten?” I asked myself. I met a man I was attracted to who didn’t want anything from me, and now this. 

Standing and gazing at the sign, I couldn’t help wondering how it would have been if I’d agreed to take that stranger up on his offer for a ride. I wondered if he would stop off here in Nevermore. Looking at his sports car, that was highly unlikely. This place was made for SUVs with women driving their children to school, or those larger SUVs where families would take trips out of town, and spend time at a lake house. It had all the things I’d dreamed about when I was a child, and as a teen. 

I thought by now that would be me driving around relaxed, heading out of town to a home in a small town, where I could enjoy the clean air, and I’d have all the money I needed, and I could work when I wanted, and not when someone pushed me for their own selfish reasons. 

Standing in front of the bar, I thought I should try to get this job, and not look for something else. My mother would say, “A bird in the hand is better than several in the bush.” She’d make that comment when I didn’t want to take the first thing offered me.  

Therefore, I rang the buzzer. The sign said, Closed. Open at six. I glanced at the time on my phone. It was five thirty. I watched through the window as a heavy-set man marched up to the door. I guessed the owner. He turned a key and opened the door. 

His smile was infectious and as warm as the other townspeople, and I instantly calmed down. My hands didn’t shake, because of the importance of making money to take care of myself. Then, he said, “Can I help you?” It was something about the warmth and comfort of how he’d said those words that set me at ease. “Come in, will you.” Another smile.  

Hurrying inside, I strode past him, and turned to face the owner, placing my luggage to rest on the floor, and then I said, “I’m looking for a job.” 

“Have you ever served food?” I had, and this wouldn’t be a lie. I had worked as a waiter in an exclusive restaurant in LA. I was between acting jobs when I turned eighteen, and was told by Sam and my mother that I needed to work to supplement the money that had gone to pay the mortgage on my gigantic home, and a place I’d bought for my mother. Sam had said that I could meet influential people in the entertainment business. 

Without questions, I did as I was told. I made lots of money as tips, and sometimes I bussed tables, then I got the call I’d been waiting for. I would be the face for a new startup company called Cock. The slogan was, buy Cock underwear and you could be Cock of the Walk.  

I sold tons of jockey underwear and briefs, my face was everywhere, and men and boys wore the jockeys I’d sold them with just my face as a selling point. I was even given stock in the company as extra compensation. Then, Sam came to me and said it would be wise to purchase more stock. 

With a convincing smile and a kiss, he’d said, “You need to invest in yourself.” I agreed, but he didn’t tell me how much he’d purchased, then one day the stock dropped. I focused on the owner and his question.  

“Yes, I’ve worked as a waiter.” I didn’t waste his time by telling him that it was an exclusive restaurant in LA. He wouldn’t have known about it anyway, and he probably didn’t care. “And I can do some cleaning if you need that too,” I offered. “I must tell you that it would be temporary, and I don’t want to make a long-term commitment, because I’m passing through.”

He laughed. “With young men, a long-term commitment is a day, and I don’t blame you. If I was your age and a good-looking boy like yourself, I’d go where the women and girls are loose.” I couldn’t tell him that I wasn’t looking for a loose girl or woman, or a man. I needed time to myself and space to think.  

He glanced around with a wide smile, and said, “I just bought this place, and I can’t pay you much. You’ll have to depend on your tips, which I don’t think you’ll have much of a problem, because you appear to be agreeable, and you offered to mop floors. Now that’s a switch from the last guy I hired.” 

“I have to tell you a few things first, and if you want me, then I’m ready to work today.” I knew I shouldn’t be confessing anything in the chance that I wouldn’t get hired, but I had to be honest with this man.

The owner gestured for me to follow him to the bar area, where he sat on a stool, and I sat nearby. 

He leaned his arms on the counter, and turned to me. “Well, young man, what are the few things you want to tell me. I warn you nothing will surprise me, so go ahead.” He raised an eyebrow. “Don’t tell me you’re underage, because I can’t hire you, other than that, you’re hired.” Then, he glanced over at me. “No. You don’t have that look.”

“What look is that?” I questioned, waiting to hear him out. 

“That you’ve just committed a crime.” He chuckled. “I’m old enough to know human nature, so what bad thing in your life you’ve done that I would be interested in.”  

“No, that’s not it. I wanted to warn you that I’m gay.” 

“And what does that have to do with you working in here? We don’t have a policy where we’re concerned about who you choose to like, or fall in love with. I don’t care whether you like men or women. I prefer that you don’t date any of our clients, and if you do, they can’t hang around and cause any problems. Can you promise me that one thing?” That in itself was a no-brainer. Me date anyone? No way, not after what I’d been through.  

Well, this appeared to be the easiest interview I’d ever had, and considering that I didn’t know anyone, and I wasn’t looking for a relationship that was a given—no dating. “I can promise to do that.” 

“Then, we’ll have no problems. He extended his hand for a shake, and I took it. He introduced himself. “My name is Jim Burdine.”

“Call me Valentine. It’s my surname, but that’s the one I go by.”  

“Okay, Valentine. Do you have a place to stay?” I bit down on my bottom lip, and met Jim’s eyes. 

“No. Can you tell me where I can get a bed for a few nights.” 

“We have a bed and breakfast inn on the outside of Nevermore, but you won’t be happy there. The lady that runs that place inherited it from her parents who had hordes of cats in and outside, and a few dogs. The fighting amongst that group, and the noise alone will drive you insane.” 

Some people from out of town go there for the entertainment. She has birds and peacocks running around the place. If you’ve never heard a peacock during mating season, well, all I can say is the sound is different. I guess that’s all the entertainment you can expect. A young man like yourself, if you’re looking for excitement, that’s pretty much all we have, except for the state fair which comes to town once a year, the coffee shop across from the college. You can meet people your age there. We do have some clubs outside of town, other than that, I don’t know, because I’m a certain age and I try to get my rest.” 

I managed a smile, and he continued with the cats. I guessed he wasn’t keen on cats, and I wondered why he was trying to dissuade me from going to the bed and breakfast inn.  

“If I were you, I’d try to look for someplace else. If the cats don’t beat you to the sparse breakfast of tea and toast in the mornings, the dogs will be begging for the rest. But, to her credit, and from what I hear, she has the best tea in town. She gets a special blend called B Loves V from Coffee, Tea, and Thee. That’s why she still has people who stop there for the night. It’s an animal and tea drinker’s heaven, and her prices are reasonable.” 

I wondered how reasonable were her prices, because until I got my first paycheck, I would have to stay here, or on the street. And, from looking at this pristine little town they had no homeless. Maybe the good people offered someone like me a place to work and sleep. 

When I hadn’t said anything, the owner said, “You’ll starve if you go there, and looking at you, you need a good home-cooked meal. Make up your mind.” I didn’t tell him that I hardly had enough for breakfast.  

“Other than that, we have Motels, but they’re expensive and too far if you don’t have a car. I can do you one better. You can sleep in the storeroom on the cot in there, if you don’t mind roughing it. It’s not fancy, and my mother brings in fresh linen and food on days I have to stay late. She loves to take care of me, and she will love you. I’m too old to be coddled, and you’re just the right age for her motherly instincts. I can tell her that you’ll eat the food, and she’ll be pleased. If you want to make her happy, then let her wash your clothes too.” 

“I can eat her food, but I don’t want to impose on her with the washing,” I protested.

“Judging by the few clothes you have in that backpack, and that little suitcase you’re carrying around, you’ll need fresh clothing, and don’t be ashamed to let her launder your things. She raised five boys. She gets along with boys well,” Jim added.  

After he showed me around the bar, I followed him to the storeroom. It looked like my childhood bedroom without celebrity posters. I was at home. I chuckled, because there was a time when I did want to feel like a child, because I knew I’d never been one. Now, for the first time in my life, it was as if I belonged somewhere, not in a storeroom, but in this town.  

I fell asleep, and when I woke I could hear the chatter of voices and laughter. I smelled beer, and all type of beef sandwiches, and there was no way I could forget the smell of a cheeseburger being grilled. 

The door opened and Jim stood holding a large white plate filled with pickles, onions, lettuce and tomatoes, and a hamburger patty with cheese dripping over the side, and a cold coke. “I thought you’d need to eat first. I didn’t expect it to get this crowded, although that was the main purpose I’d bought the place. The town is expanding, and the place is full tonight. Do you think you can fill in?” 

What? I couldn’t tell him no. “Of course, I’m ready to start work.” 

“I didn’t want it to be a Saturday night when all these college students would be in the place. I thought a weekday would have been better—” 

“No. I’m happy to help out. You were kind enough to hire me. The least I can do is be of use, and show you that I’m up for the job.” 

“What I really need is a bartender.” I couldn’t tell him that I was nineteen and never had any skills in mixing drinks, but I think he knew that. “You can take the sandwich and food orders, and serve beer. When it’s slow during the week, I’ll show you how to mix drinks and what garnish to place. Sort of mentor you on how everything is done.” He pulled out a book and dropped it on the cot. “In the meantime, study this, and you should be okay,” he said. “You look like a quick study.” He gave me a broad smile.  

Those were the same words my agent said to Sam, when he convinced my mother to put me into the movies and commercials as a very young kid, and he was right. I made money for everyone, but nothing for myself, because the adults were busy stuffing their pockets. 
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Chapter 7

Brian
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The moment I arrived at my brother’s home, Scott and his partner Lane welcomed me in, and introduced me to Caden the owner of Coffee, Tea, and Thee. While everyone was tiptoeing around, and not asking what happened between me and my partner, I was consumed with the thought of that young man I’d left at the truck stop. I tried to forget everything, but I kept coming back to the look on his face. 

After I left the coffee shop after working half the night organizing the storeroom for Caden and Lane, I contacted a private investigator I’d found on Google who was in the area. I made an appointment to see him the next day. Not knowing where to start, and with no info I strolled into his office. 

The office building had been in the downtown area. Main Street hadn’t been busy for years, and leaving and coming back to Nevermore, I thought I’d never left, because there were still empty storefronts where most stores had closed up, because of no business. Realizing that there was a college in Nevermore, and people from all over coming there, I decided to invest in some of the empty properties, because I knew the college meant the future for Nevermore and Main Street would come to life soon.  

After locating a PI, and giving him what I knew, I headed over to Wounded Inked to see how the business was coming along, and whether Tony needed anything, and that was when I ran into his husband, Parker. 

“Hello, Handsome,” Parker joked. He had a way of making a man feel important, and Tony knew it, and never raised an eyebrow when Tony first introduced Parker to me. 

“Hi, yourself.” Parker reached and gave me a hug. After he released me, I stood back, looking at their place they’d convinced me I should invest in. “You’re going to be a rich man, you and your husband, Tony. This place is different from all the tattoo shops I’ve gone into. Whose idea was it to open a chain of these?” 
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