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CHAPTER ONE


Finn

“How’s the book coming along?” my editor asks through the speakerphone as I sit at the kitchen table, looking at my computer screen and the blur of words there. The insane number of words. They won’t stop flowing.

“Didn’t you read my email?” I check.

The woman chuckles, light and airy. “Yes, Finn, I read the email. But I am worried about you.”

Worried. Worried. Worried. Bleh. They’re always worried when I get lost in my world and forget I’m real and human. A human who needs sustenance of the food variety. Not sex. Though, as of late, that’s been far more important than nutrition. Oh. And sleep. I guess sleep is good. That’s what humans need, right? My warriors, they survive on little. They don’t need a solid eight hours of rest. When I’m on a journey with them, through the dark forest, in search of a relic or the queen, then neither do I.

When I’m not journeying, I’m baking. A lot. If I’m not doing those, I’m fucking myself. On the couch. In the same place he fucked me the first time. The first taste I’ve had of a man. Of strong hands and a deep voice. Of beautiful eyes and a kind smile.

Ignoring her concern, I admit something to my editor that I’ve just recently admitted to myself and to him… Beck. A man I don’t know anything about other than his name and what he looks like. I know he drinks tea and likes to eat the food I prepare. Apart from that, I know nothing of real substance. Somehow, that doesn’t bother me. Somehow, it doesn’t taint the warmth I feel when thinking of him. Or the fire that burns bright when he’s in my presence, in my space, filling it with masculine energy.

“I just realized I’m gay,” I tell her, for no other reason than to get her off my back about writing nonstop. I’ve finished two books. Two. Yes, two, in just three weeks. Since the first meeting with Beck.

In response, the woman, full-on, collapses into a fit of teenage giggles. I’m not sure if I should be offended but decide it doesn’t matter one way or the other. I’m gay. I am a little late to the party. I’ve still arrived, though. Now that’s something.

Relaxing in my chair, naked as I always am, I wait for her to catch her breath before she gives a worded reply, “It’s about time you realized.”

“You knew?” My tone is shrill. This is news to me. If she knew, why didn’t she tell me? That could have saved me a lot of trouble over the years.

“We all know.”

I frown, staring at the glowing screen of my phone, arms crossed over my chest. “How?”

“For starters, when your character takes a male lover, the passion is far hotter and more intense than with the females.”

My eyes roll.

Semantics.

“It’s fiction,” I argue.

“You don’t date women,” she volleys in return.

“I have.”

“And you always find something wrong with them when you do.”

Rolling my eyes a second time, I don’t bother explaining myself. My editor knows nothing of my tastes. She knows little of me. Women are beautiful. Just because I don’t picture myself screwing them or sucking their breasts means nothing. Then again, maybe it does. I don’t know. Nor does it matter. I’m out. She knows, and Beck knows. Those are the only two people who should be aware.

“Don’t you have two books you should be editing right now?” I tease, changing the subject to more professional matters.

Not happy by the brushoff, she harrumphs. “Yes. I’m sure they’re amazing. I’ll let you know when they’re complete for you to go back through.”

With that, I hang up and get back to work. Again. Because I haven’t heard from Beck. Not since he left yesterday. I’ve not had the heart to reach out. He drove here. He can be the one to reach out or not. If he doesn’t, then I’ll deal with it like I did the first time he cut ties—ache a little but throw myself back into writing. It’s the perfect balm for every pain.

Before I turn into skin and bones, I slice a hardy piece of bread from a fresh loaf, smother it in homemade garlic butter I churned this week, and devour it as I reread through the three chapters I’ve written thus far today.

As it always goes, it’s dark outside before I resurface from my fictional fantasy land. Much to my surprise, there are three texts from Beck awaiting me. My stomach swoops and dives to the soles of my feet at the mere view of his name glowing on my phone screen. Biting my bottom lip, hands shaking from nerves, I open what I hope to be good news. Not him blowing me off. Because after the vow yesterday of wanting to be in my life, I’m nothing if not giddy. Trust me, I don’t take the word lightly. Up until now, I didn’t know what that word represented outside the context of a book.

In the wise words of Alexander Pope—Hope springs eternal.

And with it…

Anxiety.

Lots and lots of anxiety.

Yay me!

When I notice paragraphs lying in wait, I shut down my computer, tidy up the kitchen, use the restroom, and retire to the bedroom for the night.

In the comfort of my bed, under the ever-watchful eye of a crescent moon and its companion stars, I break down and read the text thread.

Sent almost four hours ago.

Finn, I’m sorry it’s taken me this long to reach out. I had an amazing time with you yesterday. On my drive home, I kept replaying what happened, and I wasn’t sure how to start this conversation. I made a lot of promises. All of which are true. But I left out one important fact… I’m in a relationship and have been with the same man since college. We don’t live together. It’s an open relationship. He has other boyfriends, but I’ve never strayed from the relationship before. I’ve never wanted to. Sure, I’ve done my job as a helper, but I’ve never kissed another man, let alone had sex with one, since we’ve been together. I didn’t think about how this might affect you when I said what I did. We don’t know each other well. But the connection is there. We both feel it.




Soaking up the honesty in his words, a sickness churns in my gut at the knowledge he has a life partner. Of course, he does. An ugly knot forms in my throat. An ache radiates in my chest, just beneath the breastbone. I suck in a sharp, difficult breath as I reread the paragraph three more times before moving on to the others.

Sent an hour and a half ago.

Finn, I’m worried I haven’t heard from you. I would love to talk about this. What all this means. What you want. What you expect. I’m an open book. Ask me anything. I don’t want to lose this before it has time to begin.




Sent fifty minutes ago.

I’m going to sleep soon. Please get back to me whenever you’re available. I look forward to talking this through. I’d like to come and spend a day with you this weekend if you’re free. Thinking of you always—Beck.




Eyes falling closed at the thought of seeing him this weekend, I squeeze my hole and revel in the ache he put there with his hand just yesterday. Filling me, his palm around my cock, making me come for the first time from jacking off.

I recall his angular face, his mossy eyes, and the warmth he brings. It fills me—my lungs, weaving under my skin like the finest of silk.

Beck has a life partner. He’s also a helper of other men, making them come in ways I can only imagine from the posts people have shared of his kindness and expertise.

As sick as it makes me think of him doing what he does to me with others, I can’t be angry. Since the very beginning, he’s been honest and upfront. He could’ve kept me in a fantasy bubble where only we reside, only for it to burst one day and drown whatever we were growing in a dark reality he never disclosed. But he didn’t.

As we all know, I have minimal experience with dating, let alone relationships. What I don’t lack is my need for honesty, even if it makes me uncomfortable. That’s why the day he left me in the living room, reeling from our experience, I didn’t pussyfoot around what I felt. I didn’t deny my urges or the feelings it evoked. I embraced the reality. I was turned on by a man. Not just because of what he did to me, but because of his presence, his voice, his touch. The whole package. Had that been a woman, I probably wouldn’t have had the same reaction. The thought of it going any differently than it did, with who it was with, puts a bad taste in my mouth.

I believe everything happens for a reason. It gives us something to learn from, whether that be positive, negative, or something in between. Sure, I don’t like being exposed to the outside world because it overstimulates me. It’s far too much, too fast. But I do love to experience life at my own pace. Beck is giving me that. A rare, cherished gift to discover pieces of myself I didn’t know existed.

Thanks to his patience, I get a chance to decide what works for me.

He’s not pushing me away.

He’s extending an olive branch.

One I’m going to take because if I don’t, I’ll never know what could be.

Boyfriend or not.

Helper or not.

Beck’s enchanting, and I do enjoy a dash of enchantment in my reality, not just between the pages of my books.


CHAPTER TWO


Pacing my living room, dressed in worn jeans, a navy-blue Henley, and my decades-old hiking boots, I wait for my visitor to arrive.

Beck’s coming here today.

Now.

Right as we speak.

Our conversations this week have been of the textual variety. Simple and vague. My choice. Not his. After mulling over his original messages, I decided I couldn’t commit to anything other than a day together this weekend. There was also nothing significant to communicate through the phone, even though he felt otherwise.

He wanted me to ask him questions. To try and get to know him better. To build a stronger bridge for connection. I couldn’t do that. Not superficially through the phone while he was off doing whatever he was doing in his own world, apart from mine.

When we’re together, we’re together.

When we’re apart, the divide and differences are tangible.

As childish as it may sound—We like each other.

Simple.

He’s also in a committed relationship and a sexual helper.

Facts.

Where do I fit into things? I don’t know, and that’s okay, or so I keep telling myself.

This weekend, we’ll see if we can be in each other’s presence long before I’m begging to be taken again, and again, and again. This morning, I preemptively came twice in the shower. I am dressed in clothes. The toys are secured in my bedroom closet to avoid temptation. The living room lube is hidden, as is the bathroom lube and the kitchen lube. If he wants us to get to know one another, I’m doing my best to facilitate that in person, not through modern technology.

Fiddling with my thumbs, I stare down at the raging erection beneath the fly of my pants. He doesn’t care how many times we’ve come today. He is like a dog, excited for his owner to return home.

The gravel crunches outside, and the hair on my arms stands on end. My heart beats a lot faster. A car door slams shut, and I almost prematurely come in my pants at the sound. Boot heels scrape across the porch, and I forget to breathe.

He’s here!

Shit. He’s here.

A stain blooms on my denim. Okay, maybe these weren’t the best choice of clothes to wear, but I have plans. Normal plans. Not sexual.

Beck knocks twice, solid and firm. I gulp air, staring at the wooden door as an entire murder of crows wreaks havoc on my insides, clawing and biting. I know, it’s usually butterflies. Only it’s not this time. Butterflies are soft and sweet. Nothing going on inside of here is soft or sweet. It’s dark and scary. It’s so damn intense my hands shake as sweat drips down the sides of my face.

I card both hands through my messy hair.

Another knock.

I step forward to let him inside.

I can do this. The crows can’t win.

They…

I grip the outline of my aching cock as every step intensifies the battle within. Oxygen locks in my lungs as I turn the cool brass knob and open the door quickly before I change my mind. Not that I will.

There he stands across the threshold—Smiling.

Those kind eyes train on me, assessing. A bag is slung over his shoulder, the same as the first time he visited. Unable to move, I stand, fixed in the doorway, in his way, staring at his thick, perfectly sculpted body. My mouth waters as his nostrils flare.

I nearly come when he says my name, “Finn,” as if he’s elated to be here, as if he adores me. Me, the odd hermit.

Without seeking permission, the man in expensive combat boots steps closer until my front’s fitted to his. He peels my hand off what I’m trying to hide and presses it to the front of his black cargo pants and the bulge there. Eyes sliding closed in a mix of nerves and desire, I suck in a sharp breath as I feel it. My first touch of another man’s cock. It’s firm yet soft. Long and thick with a fat mushroom head. It’s delicious.

“Is this okay?” he checks, and I nod dumbly because, yes, this is okay. This is amazing.

“It’s big,” I fumble out, cheeks heating from embarrassment.

Beck laughs, warm and deep, as he squeezes his hand over mine, forming it around his girth. The fool I am peeks shyly at the spot between us where I’m touching another man. Where we’re connected. Ever patient, Beck doesn’t stop me when I unbuckle his belt and fumble awkwardly to undo his button and zipper before pushing his pants down to his knees right in my doorway. He sets his bag on the ground just inside, next to the backpack I packed for today’s outdoor adventures. His hands cuff around the top of my doorframe, those massive biceps flexing in his tight, gray shirt like some stupidly attractive person would do when modeling.

“Go on,” he encourages, and I slip my hands inside his boxers, pushing them down until his big, beautiful, uncut cock bounces free. I gasp at the sight.

Thick veins and the head poking halfway through his foreskin. A bead of arousal on the tip. I smear it in with my finger, and he hums his approval. My hole clenches at the sound, and I shiver, happy to have made him happy.

“Wrap your fist around it,” he instructs gently.

I shake my head.

I’ve never… This is…

The crows are strong. They hurt. Fuck.

Pressing my palm to the middle of my stomach to calm the feathery jerks, I chew on my bottom lip, breath coming in sharp pants.

Rubbing my sweaty palms on the front of my pants, I rake my gaze over the specimen before me. His hair’s a tussle of dark, falling every which way, as he watches me with those mossy green, kind, caring, soul-touching eyes.

Beneath his tight V-neck t-shirt, Beck’s chest rises and falls as fast as mine. That tapered waist leads to—It, his dick, and a pair of firm nuts dusted in dark, neatly trimmed hair.

“Go on,” he encourages. “Do whatever you want, Finn.”

Again, I chicken out, intent on staring like a creeper.

Like an idiot.

Like a novice.

I can’t do this.

I don’t know how.

Not wanting anyone to see a naked man in my doorway, I step back to let Beck inside. He doesn’t move, arms still up, hands cuffed over the frame, ass exposed for the world to see. Not that they would up here on the mountain. But they could. It could happen.

“Beck,” I croak, begging him with my eyes to come inside for us to talk. I shouldn’t have exposed his dick. What was I thinking?

Another bead forms at the tip of his glans.

I watch it slide down his head onto his foreskin.

My mouth waters, and the crows crawl up my throat as my dick throbs in time with my pulse.

He eyes it beneath my fly and the mess it’s made there.

Beck smirks as if he likes what he sees, and I’m not a fluttery mess of disappointment.

“Take him out.”

I gulp.

“Go on, handsome.”

With unsteady fingers, I unbutton and unzip my pants, but I don’t go any further. “Are you… are we?” I fumble, unable to form a coherent sentence as I stare at his erection.

“Do you want me inside your ass?”

Yes.

No.

No.

I open my mouth to reply, lips moving, but nothing comes out. Not any words, that is. Broken, needy, embarrassing sounds fill the air.

Head cocking to the side, Beck’s kind, patient gaze flicks to my pants, not at all turned off or disgusted by my noises. “Take him out, sweetheart. Then bend over in front of me,” he encourages, his voice as smooth as melted chocolate.

Doing as I’m told, I awkwardly slide my pants around my ankles and shuffle toward him…

Fuck.

Too nervous to look him in the face, I turn around and bend over to show Beck my ass—my aching, needy ass.

Another hum of appreciation surfaces, and I shiver, hands on my knees as the damp tip of his cock brushes my crack, leaving a trail of cool essence in its wake.

“You have the best ass, sweetheart. Now spread your cheeks for me if you’re ready.”

Refusing to chicken out now, I reach behind me and do as instructed, my face as hot as the sun.

Exposing myself to Beck, he moans, and that’s when I feel it, the kiss of his velvety cock head against the rim of my hole.

“Such a pretty hole. So supple and ready,” he purrs. “If you want me to fuck you, sweetheart, back up and put me inside you. Fuck yourself on me like you do all those dildos.”

Looking over my shoulder, Beck’s there, waiting, wanting, his pupils blown, eyelids lazy as he stares down at my body with desire. One hand on the doorframe above his head, his other grips the base of his dick, readying it for me. Beck smacks my entrance, and I groan. He smacks it again. I push back because I can’t wait another moment. Inside, he slides with ease. His head popping past my rim, it glides in, feeling unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. Soft yet firm, thick.

Slowly, taking him inch by inch, I impale myself on his member before I pause to adjust, to squeeze around it. Beck growls lowly as I do, the short bristles of his pubic hair pressing into my ass, balls hugging my taint.

A strong, tattooed arm wraps around my middle, forcing me to stand with him inside me. My back to his front. His hot breath against my ear. We fit. Perfectly. Our heights are just right as his palm flattens to the center of my chest, right over my pounding heart as his other wraps around my weeping cock, not to pump it, just hold.

He inhales audibly, dragging his lips across the back of my neck.

My eyes fall shut at the closeness, at the intimacy I’ve never had with another person. There we stand, for however long, joined, not fucking. He nuzzles me. Not knowing what to do with my hands, I reach around us both to grip his tight ass cheek as my other rests upon his over my heart.

I breathe.

He breathes.

We breathe… together.

I squeeze around his girth, loving every raw inch inside me.

Shuddering on a deep, guttural moan, Beck’s fist around my cock tightens painfully, and I feel it, the first burst of cum erupting inside me as he goes stiff. A second jet fills me, and I moan at the foreign sensation. His breath sputters at my neck as he jerks into my hole, a base need to fuck me with his seed. I let him do whatever he wants, whatever he needs, as long as he doesn’t stop coming. A third thrust, and he bites my shoulder, growling through his orgasm. I squeeze him tighter, wanting every drop.

Never in my life have I ever felt so… good. So, me.

Somehow, no longer drowning in fear and anxiety, I use his hand around my cock to jack myself. I want us to come together, in this moment, in my cabin.

“Finn,” he breathes.

“Make me come.”

“I’m—”

“Please,” I beg, expelling a long, breathy exhale.

Using my precum as lube, Beck jacks my aching cock. Less than five pumps, and I’m spilling into his hand and onto my floor, stars bursting behind my eyelids as I succumb to him, to our unusual connection, and this all-consuming pleasure he and only he evokes.

Wrung dry, both of us reeling from whatever just happened, I’m the first to step away and let his half-hard cock fall from my filled hole. Cum slides out, lubing my crack—another first. Wanting to know how it feels, I reach between my cheeks with two fingers and swirl his essence around my hole before I push it back inside, not wanting to lose a single drop.

Behind me, Beck watches. I can sense his gaze on me like a wisp of wind brushing over flesh. Goosebumps sprout as I finger fuck myself with his spend.

“Finn.” A warning.

I look over my shoulder at him but don’t stop. “You know I always need more.”

A simple nod is all Beck delivers before the gorgeously half-naked man tears his shirt over his head, tosses it onto the top of his bag, and approaches. Wrapping his fingers around my wrist, he pulls my fingers free.

“Kneel on the floor, sweetheart,” Beck instructs as he tugs up his boxers and pants, leaving them unfastened. Never in my life have I ever found that attractive until now.

Following his direction, I kneel on all fours on the hardwood of my cabin, the door still open behind us. A yawn of light pours across the floor. Beck kneels at my feet, spreads my cheeks, and does what he does best—take care of me. Fucking me with three fingers, Beck doesn’t relent until I’m sated, my cock no longer hard, my ass no longer needy. Then and only then do I collapse onto my side on the ground, the cool wood a balm to overheated flesh.

“No, sweetheart.” He turns me onto my back.

My flaccid member slumbers against my stomach as I tuck an arm under my head for support, shirt riding up to my pecs.

Beck massages my balls as if they’re his to do whatever he wants with. “I think they’re empty now.”

I nod, eyelids growing heavier by the second.

They are.

Without a word, the gorgeous man unties my boots and removes what’s left of my bottom clothing. Kneeling at my side, he bends over and sucks my soft cock into his hot, wet mouth. He hums around the thing as I nearly crawl out of my skin at the sensory overload. I grip the back of his neck to push him away or pull him closer, I can’t decide which as my heels gain purchase on the floor. My member pops free from his mouth a breath later.

“Just cleaning you up, sweetheart.” Beck licks his lips.

True to his word, any cum remnants on or around my member have disappeared.

“Do you like the taste of cum?” I ask, genuinely curious about what he likes and what he doesn’t.

“I like the taste of yours.”

My cheeks heat at his admission. “I… I imagine not all taste the same?” I’ve heard not all pussies taste or look the same either, much like a dick, but I don’t have experience in either area to know a whole lot firsthand. Imagine being my age and figuring all this out now. If Beck wasn’t so understanding, I’d be embarrassed to ask.

Stretching out beside me, his feet by my head, mine by his, staring up at my beamed ceiling, he rests an elbow between my legs and fondles my balls absentmindedly. “I haven’t tasted a lot of cum. But yes, it tastes different. Similar but different.”

“When did you know you were gay?” I ask, hoping he doesn’t mind the prying.

“When I was a teenager.”

“Have you ever been with a woman?”

He scrapes my taint with a nail, and I shiver. “I’ve never had sex with one, if that’s what you’re asking. But I kissed a few before I knew I wasn’t like the rest of the boys.”

“I’ve never been like anyone,” I confess on a whisper.

“That’s a good thing, Finn.”

My eyes squeeze shut at Beck’s soft-spoken conviction, grateful for his compassion. “It’s not. Besides me and the contractors, you’re the first person to ever be in my home.”

Because I’m… you know.

“Your first guest.” A statement.

“I don’t… do well with people.” I shrug, treading lightly, not wanting to spook him with my epic level of weirdness. Not that it matters much. He’s in an established relationship. Speaking of relationship…

“How will your partner feel about what we just did?”

Beck’s finger slips between my cheeks, and I adjust just enough he can swirl the tip of a single finger around my well-used hole. “He won’t care. We’ve always had an open relationship. We don’t talk about what I do and don’t do outside of our relationship.”

Right.

“How do you feel about what we… ya know…”

Beck’s chuckle is as warm as freshly baked bread, setting off a chain reaction of unfamiliar emotions I don’t wish to dissect right now. “It was unexpected but amazing.” To drive his point home, Beck’s digit sinks into my warm body. I accept him with ease, loving the connection far more than I have a right to.

“Mmm,” I hum in tranquil satisfaction as his simple touch grounds me. “I packed a bag for us to hike today. I thought it might keep us… ya know… clothed. But… then… you showed up and I…”

“And you what, sweetheart?”

Heat burns my cheeks as I chew my lip, not wanting to discuss this. “I don’t know.”

“I think you do.”

“Maybe… but… words and stuff… I… Never mind.”

“Did you want me to fuck you?”

My stomach tumbles at his calm brashness. “Yes.” I squeeze around his finger, wishing it was his cock.

“Do you want me to continue to fuck you?”

“Yes.” Every. Single. Day. All days. If only it were possible.

“Is that all you want?”

I swallow thickly. “I… I don’t know.” No truer words have been spoken from these lips. I’ve never had a connection with anyone before. Not as a friend. Not as a lover. If you could call this a connection. I don’t even know what it is. Lust? Desire? A gay awakening? Something more? I’m so far out of my depth that I don’t know which way is up or down. I’m here, experiencing everything with open eyes and a nervous heart. That’s all I can offer today, at this moment, on the floor.

Beck’s voice deepens when he says, “That’s fair. Which is why I offered to come spend the day and, if you’ll have me, maybe the night. If you’re up for that.”

“You want to stay the night?” He wants to stay the night with me? Why? I’ve never had a sleepover before.

“When I said I wanted to get to know you and see where this leads, I meant it.” His words are warm.

“Okay.” More of those weird stomach flutters ensue. I press a palm there to settle the nerves, hoping it’ll help. It doesn’t.

A stretch of comfortable silence descends.

I listen to Beck breathe as his heat permeates through my side.

“Why don’t we get our lazy asses off your floor, clean up a bit, and go on that hike you planned?” he suggests.

“You’re okay with that?”

“If you’re okay with me staring at your ass the entire time we hike, then yeah, I’m down. I love to hike.”

Of course, he does.

He likes to give me orgasms. Spectacular, mind-melting orgasms. He likes to talk and play with my balls. He likes to be inside me in a way that’s… somehow relaxing. Who knew? He eats my food and doesn’t make me feel lesser than. What is wrong with this man? There must be something.

I could tell by the threads many of his clients post, they’re half in love with him. Now I can see why. Not only is Beck a kind soul, but he’s also the most attractive man I’ve known. Perhaps that’s the hormones talking, but it’s true. I’ve never looked at a single man and thought I wanted them to fuck me. Not once. He swoops in like a knight in shining, ass-fucking armor, and I’m suddenly a besotted grown-ass man, salivating over every inch of him. The more he shares, the more I wanna learn.

This is gonna end in pain… I just know it.


CHAPTER THREE


Through a worn dirt path, I’ve carved out with the help of my trusty old boots and a machete, I take the lead in our adventure. That’s been the plan since I woke this morning, a nervous bubble bouncing in my gut at the thought of spending my day with Beck, away from work, away from normalcy. Here we are, him at my back, watching my ass as he said he would while I show off my forest. Well, it’s not mine. Not most of it, anyhow.

Taking a swig of water from my Camelbak, we climb a steep hill, the same hill I’ve scaled hundreds, if not thousands, of times before. We weave through incredible, centuries-old trees with flourishing canopies, casting beams of light to the forest floor through their leaves. Birds sing overhead. Pops of color burst from plants around every corner—of the most beautiful violets, yellows, and whites. This is where I come to commune with life. With nature. This is where I feel a little less alone.

A squirrel chases another up a tree, chattering the adorable way only squirrels know how.

The brook I’ve fished in, time and time again, babbles the purest symphony as we come upon it. I step on a wide, flat rock, then another, following the same path I’ve taken many times before. To let Beck know it’s safe, I wave him on without looking back, in fear of what I might do if I acknowledge his presence. Though I sense him there, feet behind me, his breath heavy, as if he hasn’t hiked this far in ages.

I’ve never trekked with anyone before. Which, I guess, shouldn’t be much of a surprise, considering I’ve never done much of anything with real people before.

Jumping from the final rock onto the stone shore, I smile way, way up at my favorite place in the entire forest. It’s just up ahead. Literally. Beck doesn’t know it yet, but this will be his favorite place in the forest when we arrive.

Kicking my footholds covered in fresh dirt from the last rain, I scale the steep hill. My fingers dig into the damp, chunky ground as I use it for support to get up this last bit of our hike.

“We’re climbing this?” are the first words Beck speaks.

“It’s not far,” I call over the forest chatter.

He snorts as if he doesn’t believe me.

To be fair, it isn’t the easiest ascent. If you fall, you will roll or bounce down the hill, and it won’t feel good. I know from experience. Getting back down is far easier than going up. This is a beast, but the payout is worth it every time. For a strong man like Beck, I’m not worried. He can handle it.

Halfway up, my handsome companion’s grumbles suffuse the air in much-needed humor. I stifle a laugh as I ascend to a giant boulder locked into the hillside. It’s a perfect place to rest before we finish the last leg of our hike.

I readjust my backpack and take another swig of water as I sit on the top of the boulder and breathe. Dripping in sweat, his shirt clinging to his chest like a second skin, Beck joins me. Giving him space to sit, I offer him the straw to my pack to drink. He doesn’t hesitate to suck back mouthfuls of cool water, cheeks rounding before he swallows. He swipes a hand across his forehead and disperses the perspiration on his pant leg.

“When you said hike, I didn’t know you meant scale a damn mountainside.” His head shakes in disbelief, his gaze upon the hillside and the blue skies peeking out from the thick canopy.

“This is hiking,” I emphasize, noting a niggle of unease slithering up my spine because… I messed up. This is my thing. I moved up here to get away from the world. This is my peace. Not everyone else’s. Just because I love the earthiness hanging in the air, the exertion, and the unmatched beauty doesn’t mean anyone else gets it. Hiking means different things to different people. I should’ve thought of that before we left.

“How many times have you done this before?” Beck watches an eagle leave its nest. That’s Burt, the eagle. He does the same flyby whenever I visit. If it wasn’t embarrassing, I’d wave to Burt and ask how he’s doing, as I do each time I’m here. He never answers, but that doesn’t stop me from talking. With Beck present, I squash that part of myself, not wanting to come across stranger than I already do.

To answer Beck’s question, I retie my hair into a bun and shrug. “Probably hundreds. I try to get up here every other week or so, weather permitting.”

His shoulder bumps into mine playfully. “That’s why you’re so fuckin’ lean with all those muscles. That makes sense now. You’re not even breathing hard.”

What can I say? I like to hike. It takes endurance of the mental and physical variety to go long distances. Sometimes I take time off work when it’s warm enough and camp after sixteen-mile days through the mountainside. A simple, three-day round trip with a single tent, camping under the stars. It’s the only real hobby I have besides reading, baking, and… ya know, my sexual cravings.

Unsure how to respond to Beck’s observation, I side-eye him as I take another sip of water. The way his dark, damp hair falls over his forehead, and his chest heaves from exertion makes me think of sex. We had sex. I had a man inside me today. This man. If I leaned in, I bet he’d smell of sweat and spice. My cock twitches at the thought.

Chewing my inner cheek, I slide out beside him to get back to the climb before other things start to happen with my anatomy.

Leaving him to rest as long as he needs, I kick each foothold into the soft earth. Grass and dirt sift through my fingers as I scale, giving my legs and ass a nice workout. Thick roots from ancient trees arch up from the terrain. I use them to pull myself the last bit… where the world yawns open and a meadow of short, yellow blooms drink in the radiant sun across a flat patch of untouched earth.

Burt swoops overhead, probably looking for an early dinner, as I set my backpack against the trunk of a nearby tree and wipe the dirt from my hands onto the thighs of my pants. This place is incredible. It’s as if a finger came down from the sky, anointed the land, and said, “This is where peace shall flourish.”

My peace.

Butterflies and bees dance happily among the buds as I wait for my companion to crest the hill.

I hear his gasp before the stomp of boots. “Holy shit.”

Glancing over my shoulder to a dirt-smeared Beck, I arch a brow in question. “Was it worth it?”

Beck lumbers closer, dusting his grimy paws on his already dirty jeans. He lifts the edge of his soaked shirt to wipe the sweat from his reddened face, exposing his incredible abs. Not caring if he catches me ogling him, I drink up my fill because this might be our last day together. Who knows what tomorrow will bring? Beck has a partner. He leads a totally different life than I. But this… I get to share with the man who opened my world to new possibilities and new pleasures. I consider this my gift to him. Nothing more. Nothing less.

My travel companion looks to me. Those mossy green beauties shine in the sun. The softest of smiles kicks up at the corner of his lips. “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.” His hand reaches out to take mine. Lacing our fingers together, he looks at me, not the landscape, the sky, or the incredible view of the mountains across the meadow.

A blush ignites as it often does in his presence. My attention-starved hole clenches in need. I ignore it all as I look into his eyes and beyond…directly into the depths of his soul. Here, together, the center of my universe cracks open, and Beck floats in, filling all the nooks and crannies.

I hate him just a little for giving me this, for being so… him.

“This is my… favorite place,” I whisper, afraid to break our bubble.

Standing inches apart, Beck’s damp fingers squeeze my own. “This is my favorite place too.”

Oh.

I swallow down the sudden knot in my throat. “Are you real?”

That soft smile dazzles me. “I’ve been wondering the same thing,” he mutters.

“You… feel?” The connection? I wanna ask, but think better of it, not wanting to come on too strong.

Beck nudges the side of my boot with his own. “It. Yes. I feel it.” He winks.

Somehow, Beck knows. He gets it. I’m not alone in this.

“It is real.”

“It’s real,” he reaffirms, and I don’t know whether I should cry, smile, or run away.

With my heart galloping a hundred miles an hour, I decide not to waste this. Whatever this is, it’s significant. You know it. I know it. He knows it.

In the place I cherish most, I take Beck on a tour. I show him the tree I often snooze against. Its curved nook and overhead canopy make for the best naps after a long hike. I show him the home of two fat squirrels I named Chip and Dale. They’ve lived up here for years and often come out to make their presence known when I visit. On most trips, I bring nuts as a gift for sharing their meadow with me. On the far side of the hilltop, we stand on the edge of a rocky cliff that drops hundreds of feet into a valley of endless treetops below. From here, all you can see is green for miles and white-capped mountains in the far distance.

Beck tips his face toward the sun, eyes closed. Long, dark lashes fan across the tops of his cheeks. His chest expands as he inhales the freshest air. On a long, audible exhale, his shoulders deflate as if he’s banishing whatever demons lurk within. Or that’s what I make of it. As a writer, I see those demons. Pouring like thick, tarry smoke through the part in Beck’s lips. The entity slithers into the sky and whips its head around. Glowing yellow eyes flash in defiance at its former host before it turns and zips away.

I blink, and the world is normal again.

No more fantasy.

Just us.

I memorize the contours of Beck’s strong jaw, the start of a beard, and the sinuous lines of his neck, no doubt made from hours in the gym. The bulging caps of his shoulders and equally impressive biceps forcing his shirt to stretch. His tattooed forearms and the veins that pulse as his hand squeezes in mine.

Beck chuckles as light as air. “You’re staring.”

“Observing,” I counter, somehow not at all embarrassed by my perusal.

His cheeks pinken in an adorable, shy way I’ve never seen before. Curious, I brush a finger over the bridge of his nose. Beck sucks in a sharp breath, and my stomach twists in anxious, sexual knots at the sound.

“I think you’re the most attractive man I’ve ever seen,” I admit on a whisper.

That pinkness morphs to red as Beck turns his head away as if he can’t stand to take an outright compliment. I find that hard to believe. A man who looks like him probably has men falling all over him on a daily. Especially his partner.

Not wanting to make him any more uncomfortable, since I know how that feels on a cellular level, I tug us from the cliff's edge back to my backpack, where I let go of his hand long enough to rifle through the contents.

On the grass beside my foot, I drop two once-frozen water bottles, a bag of jerky, trail mix, and an old bed sheet to relax on.

Going about my business, I collect the goods and find a shaded area along the outskirts of the densest part of the meadow to fan out the sheet and toss the goodies into the grass. Because my feet need a breather and I want my clothes to air out, I remove my boots and everything else, down to the clean underwear I put on before we left. Even though I despise them, they do come in handy from time to time.

Fanning everything out in the sun, I drop onto the sheet to finally relax before we return to the cabin. Hopefully, hours from now. Beck follows suit. Off goes the rest of his clothes, down to his boxers. Beside me, he stretches out, close enough I can smell him—spice and man. The tree above provides just enough cover to keep the worst part of the heat at bay. I offer him water. Beck takes small sips as I do the same from my bottle.

“If this is your favorite place… What other things are your favorites?” my companion asks as he tears a piece of jerky off with his teeth and rubs his bare foot against mine.

I shrug, not sure how to answer the question. My favorites? I don’t think anyone’s ever asked me that before. “I like the color green,” I reply rather lamely. I’ve never had an actual favorite color before now, but the color of Beck’s eyes are undeniably perfect.

“What shade?” he probes innocently.

Abort.

Abort mission.

There’s no way I’m giving up the goods on this one.

I shrug again, refusing to answer.

Beck throws his head back and chuckles. To stave off further prodding, I fire back the same question. If we’re going to get to know each other, I suppose it’s essential we take time to get to know each other beyond the sexual bedroom sense.

“Blue,” Beck answers.

Green and blue, what a pair of basic men we are.

“What do you want out of life?” he asks next, throwing me for a loop.

For what feels like the millionth time, I shrug. What I want from life isn’t what most desire. So many seek to be highly successful overachievers, always chasing the next best thing. More money, more power, more influence. I don’t want any of that. Sure, money keeps my world afloat, but beyond that, I don’t need much. Power and influence hold no bearing on me.

“Peace.” I draw the letters with my finger through the air. Peace is the all-encompassing focus in my life. I didn’t have much of it growing up. Not that my childhood was all that bad. It was what it was.

“Mmmm…” Beck hums as if he likes the sound of that. “And what does that look like to you?”

“Freedom to be myself, to live how I want, where I want, to do what I want, without people.”

“So, the way you already live?”

I nod. “Precisely.”

“Alone?”

Another shrug lifts and drops in spectacular fashion. “If that’s how it ends up, then yes… alone.” I’ve always hated how society paints being alone as some second-rate prize. Yet, relationships, no matter their level of toxicity, are applauded. Married for ten years with an abuser, good on you. While men like me, those who suck at dating, and refuse to settle with a mundane long-term partner, are frowned upon. It’s as if we lack something crucial. Sure, I understand people are supposed to be social creatures, and those who don’t wish to be social are outcasts. The thing is, I know this, and I’m more than happy with being just me—Finn. The cabin-living hermit, fantasy writer, bread baker.

Beck’s shoulder bumps mine. “But what if it’s not? Do you have the capacity to make space for a living, breathing person in your world?”

I side-eye him. “Is that person you?”

“Maybe.” He sounds shy, apprehensive, and for some reason, I find it sexy as hell.

I smile to myself. “I can learn to make the space. I can’t pretend this isn’t foreign to me. I’ve lived alone for a long time. I work long hours, wrapped up in my head. I don’t like clothes. I eat far too healthy for most people in modern society, and I intentionally live away from civilization… and none of that I plan to change. What do you want out of life?” I toss back to check and see if we’re on the same page or, at the very least, the same chapter.

“Up until I came to your cabin, I thought I knew.” Beck takes a page out of my playbook and shrugs, staring far off into the distance. “As much as I like my life… I like this too.”

“Which part?”

“The peace. This might come as a surprise, but I don’t open up. I listen. That’s always been my MO. The person there to listen and take care of others. I’m hard-wired that way.”

That makes sense.

“That’s why you’re the helper.”

A shallow nod. “Exactly.”

“And why you’re okay being in a non-monogamous relationship,” I throw out.

“I’ve never thought monogamy was a necessary social construct.”

Right.

I nod along, not knowing if I agree with him. I have no frame of reference to go off of.

“Tell me about your life.” I gesture for Beck to spill. Sure, he might not be a sharer, and perhaps, he prefers to listen, but I’m an observer and a sucker for details. I want to know Beck on a deep, free-dive-into-the-abyss personal level. I wanna know what scared him as a child. What he wanted to be when he grew up. His favorite and least favorite foods. How he takes his coffee. What side of the bed he prefers to sleep on. Hot or cold showers. Fiction or nonfiction books. I want to know every morsel, down to the brand of socks he wears.

For the next however long we talk, him mostly, as I listen and pull random questions out of my ass. In nothing more than our boxers, I get to know the most handsome man I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting. His well-crafted walls come down. In my head, I watch each brick disintegrate to ash. Beck smiles more, holds my hand, and plays footsy. It’s peace. It’s sexy. It’s everything.

When the sun begins to set, we don’t run to grab our clothes, knowing it’ll be a harder trek home in the dark. I packed headlamps just in case. We watch the blended watercolors fade on the horizon, and just as the glow dips, Beck leans over, cups my jaw, and kisses me. What do I do? I kiss him back, lips grazing his, soaking up the warmth and tingles. An electric current passes between us, undeniable in the waning light. It hums through our connection.

Beck pulls back only to press in again, sweeping his pillow-soft lips across mine. “This has been the best day. Thank you, Finn.”

It has.

I rest my hand on his bare thigh. “Will you stay?”

“I’d love nothing more.” Beck’s nose nuzzles the side of mine as the beautiful sound of contentment hums through his chest. It’s low, and I’m not even sure he knows he’s doing it. His breath fans my cheek as he releases the softest sigh.

Not wanting to leave just yet, I draw my fingertips along the tops of his muscled thighs. He shivers against me, his breath sputtering, as he continues to rub his nose along mine.

“Sweetheart,” Beck whispers, taking my hand and placing it over the thick rod hiding in his boxers.

Loving the feel of him, ready for me, I form my fingers around its pulsing heat.

Beck sucks in a sharp breath through his teeth.

“Anytime I think of you, this happens.” He drags his lips across my cheek to kiss the spot just below my ear, and my heart revs into overdrive.

“Beck,” I gasp.

“I can’t wait to get you home. Will you let me fuck you in bed, sweetheart?”

My stomach swan dives at his question.

Unable to form coherent words, I nod dumbly. Yes. A thousand times, yes, he can fuck me in bed. In the living room. On the couch. The floor. In the shower. Anywhere he wants me, he can have me. I will never tell him no. I don’t even know if I could if I wanted to. I’ve never felt like this with another person in my entire life. I never knew it was even possible.

Beck nips my earlobe, and my cock goes from half-hard to railroad spike. “Let’s get home then. Get a shower. Then… I’m gonna make you scream my name.”

Yes.

All of that.

I give his erection one final squeeze before letting it go. Beck groans in disappointment. I chuckle as we get to our feet to dress for our long hike back. As I step into my pants and pull them up, Beck’s behind me, gripping me by the hips and grinding his erection against my cotton-covered ass. He slips his fingers into the waistband and tugs them down to expose me. I don’t protest. Curious to see what he’ll do, I remain quiet, apart from my eager, desire-induced panting.

Hands on my knees, I remain bent over for Beck as a wet, deliciously thick cockhead slips between my globes and massages my rim. “You. Are. Too. Fuckin’. Perfect,” he grinds out, as if he’s fighting a war within himself. As if he wants to stop but doesn’t know how.

“It’s time to open up, sweetheart. Let me inside. Just for a minute.”

I say nothing as Beck presses in, spearing me with his erection. It slides in without a fight, my hole accepting him as if it’s been waiting for him to return home. Strong fingers grip my cheeks as he bottoms out. A low, animalistic groan pours from his lips.

And I love it.

The stretch. The fullness.

My cock weeps precum. My balls ache.

I will never get enough.

Ever.

“Do you want my cum?”

“Yes,” I rasp.

I want it all.

I want him in my bed, in my body, in my soul. The man who loves tea and coffee—no cream, only sugar. The man who wanted to be a teacher, then a firefighter growing up. I want the man who takes care of the elderly because of his deep love for his grandma. I want the man who smiles for no reason. The man with an unmatched sense of calm and kindness. The man with dark hair, green eyes, and thick thighs. Him. Beck. I want it all.

And so, I take him inside of me.

As Beck fucks me deep, with the sun barely kissing the horizon, the moon in the sky, and fireflies dancing across the meadow, I accept him. All of him. When he comes, I don’t chase my release. I revel in his. The spurts of heat filling me. The pulsing of his cock. The imprints I know his fingers will leave for days to come and the imprints the rest of him will leave on my soul… forever. I take it all without shame or fear. I take it with an open heart and mind because this man has changed me.

When Beck pulls me up, to stand with his dick still buried in my ass, he flattens his palm over my heart, much like he did this morning. Only this feels different somehow. He kisses my neck, his chest heaving for air at my back. I lean into him, squeezing my hole around his member.

Beck’s opposite hand finds my throat. “I want this.” He nips my shoulder, leaving a sting in his wake. “I want this,” he repeats.

I know… I want to say, but don’t.

I know he wants this.

I want this.

But we’re living on borrowed time, in a fantasy.

We lead two different lives.

He’s in a committed relationship.

Chemistry can only take us so far.

And tonight, it’s taken us here… to a field where I’ve gotten to know him, the real him. I will be forever grateful for this day. To experience what I have with him.

Another kiss presses to the back of my neck, and there we stand together. No words are needed because this is about as perfect as you can imagine.

When we finally break to dress again and pack up to leave, we don’t speak, not down the hill, with our headlamps lighting the way, not across the brook or through the foot-worn path. We share stolen looks and small smiles.

Back at the cabin, we shower together and towel off, side-by-side, sharing those same looks, stealing simple touches.

In the bedroom, we climb into bed together. Beck cuddles me, my back to his front. His bigger spoon to my smaller. Our lovemaking is slow and endless. I come over and over with his cock buried in my ass, his breath on my neck, a firm fist around my cock, our hearts hammering as one.

When we finally sleep, it’s wrapped in each other, legs and arms clinging to the other, ceasing to part, even for a moment.

In the morning, we have a simple breakfast of eggs and toast, with coffee, at the table in the kitchen, naked, sharing those very same looks.

And when Beck leaves, my heart aches as we share our final kiss at the door, and I watch him go until the moment his Jeep disappears.

Then…

I cry…

Because sometimes, that’s all you can do.

For the rest of the day, I curl up in my comfy chair in the corner, by my bookshelves, and read. My sore ass is a constant reminder that he was here, and he was real. My life will never truly be the same since the moment Beck came into my life.

And that’s okay.

Because I met a man one day…

A helper.

And he changed everything.


NEXT IN THE SERIES


His Helper - Part 4: Heartache & Chocolate Cake

BECK

How do you have a relationship with one man when you're already in one with another? Walter has been my ride-or-die since college. Breaking his heart is last on my list, but there's Finn, and I can't let him go. Finn is my future, and for once in my life, I'm selfishly taking what I want, guilt be damned.

His Helper Part 4 is the final story of the 4 part serial series of m/m shorts.

[image: His Helper: Part 4]



SOCIAL MEDIA


Follow Me On Social Media for further updates and a more personalized experience!

Instagram

Facebook

TikTok

Facebook SS Clubhouse


ALSO BY BINK CUMMINGS


Want a Daddy/Boy M/M - Roommates, Age-Gap Romance?

Check out Justin & Asher in His Boy
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Want to read a M/M Comfort/Hurt - Age Gap Biker Romance?

Check Out Switch & Burn
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Want to read a M/M Master/Sub- Age Gap, Sex Worker romance?

Check out Master & Michael in His Master
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