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  one

The salty smell of the ocean and the blue skies calmed Theo’s nerves somewhat from being on a motorcycle. He had always considered motorbikes to be unsafe and death traps, but in a desperate attempt to change the scenery and clear his mind, he’d accepted his best friend Valerie’s invitation for a road trip. 
Theodore Lowe had befriended Valerie Carter in preschool, when she was the only kind child to him. Theo had always been extroverted and independent. He had never cared about anyone’s opinion regarding his choices in life.
At the age of five, he got into his mother’s drawers and chose a flowery dress, the tallest heels, and the bright-pink nail polish. The moment he clumsily painted his nails he knew this would become part of his daily attire at one point.
His love for vibrant colors and wearing clothes not designed for his gender had brought him tears and heartache during his teen years, but once he left all that behind and stepped into the world with his flame burning brightly, he was unstoppable.
Ree, as he loved to call Valerie, had stood by his side, sometimes acting as his personal bodyguard, other times as his cheerleader. But she was his biggest supporter in everything he did.
Theo’s love for photography made him stop Valerie several times during their trip so he could snap photos of the landscape and the sky. It was the best tactic to feel the ground under his feet for a few minutes.
He was relaxed enough to enjoy the beauty of the road they were speeding down toward Los Angeles. When Ree had suggested he should accompany her for one of her music gigs, Theo was all for it until he found out they were taking the bike. Only the idea of the beauty of their country and the photos he could get out of this adventure had convinced him to accept the invitation.
He also needed to get out of his head and away from Sacramento. After yet another failed attempt at finding a partner, Theo was excited about their trip. He planned on simply living in the moment during this vacation. For once, he didn’t want to find someone to spend the rest of his life with. He wanted to have fun.
They were in Santa Barbara, a couple of hours away from their destination, and Valerie reduced the speed considerably due to early evening traffic.
Theo became aware of how agitated his friend was. One of Ree’s legs was bouncing while her hands gripped the handlebars. It made him feel sick, because there had to be something wrong with the bike.
As she veered right, leaving US 101 behind, Theo noticed smoke coming from the engine. His grip on Valerie tightened, because he wasn’t sure what that meant.
Not long after, she stopped and shrugged him off before dismounting. Theo followed her, watching thick white smoke coming from the engine.
“Fuck,” she spat, taking her helmet off. She crouched to see the damage and Theo took a step back, pulling her with him.
“What if it catches fire?” he asked, trying to hide his anxiety.
“It won’t.” She stood and looked around. “Amazing…no one nearby.”
Theo pulled his phone out and googled “bike garage in the area.” He thumbed through the results, checking them on the map, until he found one not far from where they were.
“I found a garage. Let’s have it checked out,” he suggested.
Valerie nodded, handing him her helmet. “I’ll push. You tell me which way I go.”
“Isn’t it too heavy for you? I can help.”
Ree flipped her long black hair over her shoulder, looking offended. She was a five-foot-tall firecracker. She kicked the stand, then steered the bike ahead. Theo hurried after her, holding both their helmets against his chest while also keeping his eyes on the virtual map on his phone.
The ocean’s breeze helped with the heat, but the short walk to the garage felt like a long trek through the desert.
“There!” Theo shouted when he spotted the sign indicating the location to a building on the other side of the road.
Bike Doctors was a concrete structure with a large rolling door coiled up. There were several motorcycles parked outside, and a couple more inside the garage.
The crosswalk wasn’t far from where they were, but judging by the traffic, Theo expected they’d have to wait a while for someone to allow them to reach the other side. Of course, he tended to forget how confident and fearless Valerie was.
She pushed her bike on the crosswalk, steering it into the traffic. All incoming cars had to come to an abrupt halt so they wouldn’t crash into her.
“Jesus Christ, Ree! That car nearly ran into you,” Theo chided her, walking alongside her.
“But it didn’t.” She side-eyed him. “Trust me, Theo. I know how to handle situations like these when men tend to be dicks. I’m the main man in a man’s world.” She winked.
He laughed, shaking his head. “Whatever you say, honey.” Although he knew Valerie could take care of herself and that she was tough, Theo had always been protective of her. They had each other’s back. “What do you think happened?” He sensed his friend was calm enough to discuss her beloved bike.
“I just told you. They wouldn’t have driven over us.” She sounded somewhat aggravated.
He laughed. “No, I meant with the bike.”
“Oh.” She shrugged, struggling to veer right on the gravel in front of the garage. “I hope it’s not the engine.”
Two men came out of the garage, heading to their bikes, but they stopped when they noticed Theo and Valerie. The taller of the duo approached them. His bald head shone in the blazing sun and Theo tried not to laugh. He couldn’t imagine ever shaving his hair, unless he had some condition that required it. His hair was part of his personality, and its color often changed, but he had been platinum blond for the past half year.
“Hello! Can we help?” The bald man stopped by their side.
His friend approached slower, due to a limp in his leg. His Hispanic features were accentuated by the thick mop of black hair and the mustache and goatee combo. His dark eyes were sunken in, the wrinkles around them showing his age.
“Hi,” Valerie said, smiling. “I hope you guys aren’t closing. I need someone to check out my bike. It broke down a few minutes ago.”
“What happened?” The Hispanic man stopped on their other side, assessing the bike. “Engine failure?” he guessed. There was smoke still coming from the engine, but only thin clouds, unlike earlier.
“I hope not. I have to be in Los Angeles tonight.” Ree ran a hand through her hair.
“You’ll find Kurt inside. Unfortunately, we have to leave,” the bald man said in a hurry.
Theo thanked them as Valerie jerked her head toward the opened door of the garage.
The two men got on their bikes, as Valerie pushed her motorcycle up the path with Theo hot on her heels.
They stopped in the doorway, and Theo looked around, finding something about the place very aesthetically pleasing. There were two bike skeletons not far from them, an engine on a worktable, various parts on a bigger worktable, more tools hanging from the walls, and many oil and grease stains on the concrete floor.
Then the most attractive man Theo had ever seen came into their line of sight. He was tall, with his muscles defined and ripped. He was wearing a white tank top with grease stains on it, along with a pair of ripped blue jeans, also with stains on them. His hair, caught in a man bun, was the color of melted caramels.
Theo forgot how to breathe for a moment, and only a jab in the ribs from Valerie made him shake his head from daydreaming. Clearly, this fine specimen wasn’t gay. But Theo could dream, and it was such a beautiful vision of him bent over one of the worktables with the hunky man working him.
“Theo,” she hissed, stepping on his foot.
He winced, but there was no time to explain why he was acting like a lovestruck tool.
The hunky man stopped in front of them, wiping his hands on a hand towel. His smile showed a hint of his bunny teeth, and Theo knocked the helmets together as he made sure that they covered his groin area. There was no need to show everyone how affected he was.
“Hello!” The man smiled at them.
“Hi! Your friends pointed us inside to ask for Kurt,” Valerie said, smiling back.
“That would be me,” he answered. His light-brown eyes shot to Theo and gave him a once-over that left Theo weak at the knees. “What happened?” Kurt turned his attention to Valerie and her bike.
“There was smoke coming from her engine, but Diablo was acting weird for a couple of miles before it happened.”
“I’ll have to check it out. What sort of engine oil do you use?”
“The best. My mechanic at home taught me all I need to know.”
“I see. So, you’re not from here?” Kurt checked, steering the bike to an empty slot.
“No. We’re from Sacramento. We have to be in Los Angeles by tonight,” she insisted. “What’s the time?” She turned to Theo, her large black eyes reflecting panic.
Theo checked his phone and grimaced. “It’s close to six.”
“Fuck,” Valerie spat. “Please,” she begged, walking closer to the mechanic. “Is there any chance I can get to LA by nine? I have a music gig there.”
Kurt glanced at her, and Theo could see he was trying to figure out if she was some celebrity. “One of my friends is headed into the city. Unfortunately, there’s only space for one on his bike,” he said, looking between Theo and Valerie.
“Yes, that would be amazing. You can find accommodation and wait for me here. Besides, I wouldn’t leave Diablo all alone.” She turned to Theo. “I’ll hitch a ride back after the concert.”
“Relax. I can take care of your bike,” Theo promised.
Kurt grabbed his phone. “I’m going to call my friend.”
“Sweet! Thank you,” she said eagerly.
While Kurt walked several feet away to make the call, she opened one of the side trunks and pulled out her backpack.
“Are you sure, Theo? I know how much you wanted to go to LA.”
“Stop worrying. I can live without seeing Los Angeles. Go and rock their world.”
“You’re so good to me, Theo.” Valerie threw her arms around him and hugged him tightly.
“My friend can be here in ten minutes.” Kurt returned to their side. “I’m going to need you to fill out the registration form before I check the damage on your bike.” He handed Valerie a standard paper form and a pen.
She uncapped it and, holding the cap between her teeth, pressed the paper to the closest wall and started writing all the information needed.
Theo held the helmets, each in one hand, as he walked closer to where Kurt was looking at the bike.
“So…is it salvageable?” he asked, trying to make small talk.
“All bikes are salvageable. It might be pretty expensive if the engine is messed up, but no bike has left my garage in shambles.”
Theo grinned. He liked the man’s dedication to his job.
“Have you seen my wallet?” Valerie cried out.
“Didn’t you need it at the gas station earlier?” Theo returned to his friend. He was the calm and collected half of their friendship. When Valerie lost something, she could create a real mess in her quest for the thing.
Right now, she was in the process of taking things out of her backpack.
“Hey. Calm down. Maybe it fell out in the trunk.” Theo went to look in there but then remembered he had needed her card at the food stop a few towns ago. “It’s in my backpack.” He pulled his bag out and rummaged through it. “Here you go.” He handed her the red wallet.
“Damn it, Theo. You fucking scared me,” she moaned, going back to the paper.
Theo rolled his eyes, because he was an expert at dealing with Valerie’s tantrums.
“You can mark the storage box if you want to keep the spare helmet safely in our garage,” Kurt suggested from where he was checking on the bike.
Valerie hurried to find the box and mark it.
“Are you sure? I can take it to the hotel,” Theo offered.
“Yeah. I’m sure it’ll be safer here,” she said.
“For sure,” Kurt confirmed. “Only the owner has access to the box.”
“Well, I’m going to search for a hotel then,” Theo decided.
“You should write down your boyfriend’s number, considering you won’t be around. I might be ready before you return, or I might need more info,” Kurt said.
Valerie added Theo’s number under hers, along with his name. “I think I’m done. Can you check if you need anything else?”
Kurt took the paper and scanned it, then nodded. “It’s good.”
Theo was ready to comment that he wasn’t Valerie’s boyfriend, but the growl of a powerful engine approaching distracted both Valerie and Kurt.
“That’s Dom—your ride.”
Valerie hurried to stuff her possessions and wallet back into her backpack.
A large motorcycle parked askew in front of the open garage door. The rider lifted his visor. “Hey, there! I hear you need a lift to the City of Angels.”
Valerie dropped her backpack, staring in amazement at the man. “Hi. Yes. Thank you so much,” she said, picking up her bag and fumbling with her helmet when Theo handed it to her.
Theo couldn’t remember seeing his friend so flustered. This guy seemed to be her type, and he hoped she would find peace. Valerie had only ever had one serious relationship, which messed her up. She had lived off Theo’s couch for years before she found her footing and her music provided a steady income so she could get a studio of her own.
“Nice helmet,” Dom commented, grinning.
Valerie looked down at her black helmet with a flying eagle sketched on the top. “Thanks.” After securing her backpack on her shoulders, she threw her arms around Theo. “Be careful and have fun. I’ll send you pictures from the concert.”
“Stop worrying. I don’t plan on staying cooped up in the room.”
“Good.” She kissed his forehead before putting the helmet on her head. She went to straddle Dom’s bike, and with one final wave, they were off.
Theo was left standing in a cloud of exhaust smoke, holding his helmet. Valerie had insisted on him having a custom-made one, exactly the way he wanted it. It was a reflective opal with pink glitter.
“Is your girlfriend well known? I didn’t even catch your guys’ names,” Kurt commented.
“Valerie is not my girlfriend. I’m Theo,” he answered, shifting nervously. All he could think of was how hot the man in front of him was, and how much he wanted to touch his ripped muscles and kiss those plush lips.
Kurt met his eyes, smiling brightly. “I see.”
“And Ree is not some famous artist, but she has gigs at local bars and at some festivals in the area. This is the first time she was invited to Rock Your World in LA.”
Kurt laughed loudly, then shook his head. “I’m not laughing at you. It’s just…my friend, Dom, is headed to that festival. Small world, huh?”
“He’ll be in for a shock,” Theo joked.
“Clearly. Dom seemed taken with your friend.”
“Oh, so I wasn’t imagining it. Don’t worry, Ree was just as taken with him.” Theo ran a hand through his hair, realizing with horror that his usual style had suffered under the helmet for hours. “I better dust off my dancing shoes.”
Kurt threw his head back, laughing along. “I’d love to see that happen.”
“It was a manner of speaking,” Theo mumbled.
“You were hinting at them getting married. I’d love to see the day Dom finally settles down.”
“Well…” Theo was unsure if Kurt was being sarcastic or serious with his statement. “I’d love to see my best friend finally happy.”
Kurt nodded, turning his focus back on the bike.
“Look, you can leave your helmet…” He stopped talking as he eyed Theo’s helmet critically. “Is that thing even allowed on the streets? I can only imagine what havoc it might create with the sun shining and reflecting off it.”
“No one’s ever honked at us or complained about being blinded,” Theo explained.
“Good thing you gave her your helmet. Dom would have had a fit over it.”
Theo squared his shoulders, narrowing his eyes at the fine yet rude specimen in front of him. “This is mine. You were telling me where I can leave it?”
Kurt seemed surprised by Theo’s confession, but he pointed wordlessly to an area further inside the garage. There were several lockers.
“Pick one with a key stuck in the lock. Try not to lose the key. We have copies somewhere in the office, but fuck knows where,” he added, amused.
“Don’t worry. I won’t lose it.”
After Theo placed his helmet in the locker, he pocketed the key, then turned to grab his small duffel bag and his backpack from the other trunk of the bike.
“I’ll keep you updated with the diagnosis,” Kurt promised.
“Thank you. Uh, do you know any good hotels in the area?”
“La Playa Inn is down the street. Maybe fifteen minutes on foot. I could give you a lift if you want.”
“I’ll walk, it’s okay. I’d like to see the town and maybe get a few good photos.”
Theo walked backward, but when Kurt didn’t reply, he turned around.
“See you,” Kurt called after him.
“Later,” Theo said over his shoulder, heading down the street, like Kurt had instructed him. He entered the hotel’s name in the Maps app and found out it was actually a thirty-minute walk.
Theo crossed to the other side of the street, heading to the beach. He walked slowly, enjoying this adventure. He planned on finding the best local gay club and having some fun. Part of him was happy to have this experience without Valerie, because he would have felt guilty about leaving her alone when he found a man to spend the night with.






  
  two

“She’s a menace, man. I’ve never understood the term ‘Bridezilla,’ but now it makes a lot of sense.” 
“Shh. Do you want Kurt to hear you and cut your brakes?”
“He knows very well what a psycho his sister is.”
Kurt Hart was trying to concentrate on repairing the hydraulic system of the motorbike in front of him, but it was difficult with his two friends having a supposedly hushed conversation while getting ready to leave for the day.
He upped the volume of the radio to cover their voices, and because he liked the song playing.
The louder music grabbed his friends’ attention. Rusty came closer and clapped his shoulder. “You okay on your own for the rest of the day?”
Kurt narrowed his eyes at him. “Thursdays are slow. Go and help Keith and Bea. As for you, Morrison, I hear all women lose their mind during wedding preparations.”
Keith huffed, flipping him off. “Easy for you to say. You don’t live with her,” he muttered.
“No, but I have to listen to her complaining over the phone about what an insensitive pig you are. Her words, not mine. Look, just go with the flow. The wedding is in a few weeks. Things will relax afterwards.”
“I hope you’re right, man.” Keith shuddered. “Anyway, we should be off.”
Kurt saluted them with the wrench in his hand before returning to his task.
Rusty wrapped an arm around Keith’s shoulders and led him out of the garage.
Rodrigo “Rusty” Morales was the founding member of Motorcycling Club Nomads of the Road. His old friend, Andrew Hewitt, was the other member of NOTR, and they traveled along the coast. In one of their adventures up north, they came across three people stranded on the side of the road.
Dominic Clayton and Kurt Hart, along with Kurt’s late boyfriend, William Field, were on their way to Salem for a concert. Unfortunately, Kurt had not taken into consideration how scatterbrained his best friend was. Dom managed to end up without gas a few miles outside the city. Will was beginning to panic that they were going to be eaten by a bear, while Dom tried unsuccessfully to start his bike. Kurt took it upon himself to find a bike service on the internet, but none were open at that time of night.
Their luck came in the form of two bikers.
Rusty knew people all over the country, as Kurt had learned over the years. He called one of his friends, who came with gas for Dom’s bike.
It was a surprise to hear they were all from Santa Barbara. Kurt and Will had recently moved into a small house in the Bel Air area, leaving behind the hectic lives they had in Los Angeles. 
It turned out Rusty and Andy were in Salem for the same concert. It didn’t take long for Rusty to invite Kurt and Dom into his MC.
When it was time to return home, Rusty suggested they should ride together, and Kurt was ready to accept. He had always wanted to be part of a group of motorcycle enthusiasts, but he was living his dream by having his best friend share his passion for bikes.
Will had learned how to ride a bike to join his boyfriend on his adventures, but Kurt knew Will didn’t love bikes as much as him.
After their experience getting stranded, Kurt knew exactly what he wanted to do with what was left from the money inherited from his grandfather, after investing some of it in their new home. He decided to open his own garage service for bikes. Rusty had all the connections he needed to get the equipment at good prices, and Andy worked at the Harley-Davidson store in Ventura.
Kurt was lost in thought about how he had taken everything for granted, and how his life had changed in the blink of an eye. After ten years of dedicating his days and nights to the garage and the Nomads of the Road, Kurt understood that he should never have taken for granted having Will in his life.
When Kurt went to lower the volume on the radio, he noticed a couple in the doorway. The woman reminded him of their Amanda, dressed in leather from head to toe. The only difference was, this woman had jet-black hair and dark eyes. The man next to her had platinum-blond hair that looked like it was once styled in spikes, now flattened by wearing a helmet. He had striking blue eyes, matching his pale-blue leather jacket.
The woman elbowed her boyfriend, but he seemed taken with the interior of the garage.
“Hello,” Kurt greeted them, smiling.
“Hi! Your friends pointed us inside to ask for Kurt,” she said, smiling back.
“That would be me.” He allowed his eyes to slide to her boyfriend. His cheeks bloomed with color, and he averted his eyes. It was a nervous reaction Kurt didn’t expect.
Kurt knew he appeared as intimidating to his peers, but he rarely got such reactions from other men. Unless they were interested in him and unsure how to approach him. Dom always joked that Kurt would end up forever single because of his rough appearance. He scared off his potential lovers before he even introduced himself.
Kurt had stopped bothering to tell Dom or the others that as much as he might want someone as a life partner, he wasn’t going to go down that road again. He was more than satisfied with the one-night stands. He intentionally picked tourists, because they didn’t linger and they didn’t become clingy.
While he checked the bike to assess the damage to the engine, he tried not to eavesdrop on the couple bickering about her wallet ending up in his bag. But when he heard the woman had to be in Los Angeles that evening, he offered to help. Dom was headed into the city for a festival he had been raving about for weeks. It featured only unknown artists, which wasn’t Kurt’s cup of tea.
It didn’t take long to call his friend and explain in a few words how his latest clients needed a ride to Los Angeles. Dom only agreed to make a detour to the garage when he heard the client was a lady. Kurt didn’t have the time to warn him that she was taken.
As it turned out, after Dom flirtatiously introduced himself before departing with the woman, her friend clarified how they weren’t a couple. He also introduced himself as Theo, and his friend was Valerie.
Kurt managed to upset Theo with his comment about his helmet. He wouldn’t have guessed the shiny helmet was Theo’s, but that knowledge solidified the ping he had gotten on his gaydar. He subtly assessed Theo, trying to figure out if his assumption was correct.
The dyed platinum hair should have been a hint. The reflective, opal-colored helmet was another hint.
But Theo was ready to find accommodation and get away from Kurt, judging by his question whether he knew of any hotels. Kurt pointed him to the closest one, knowing for a fact it was good enough for a couple of nights.
With Theo gone, Kurt checked the engine of Valerie’s bike. It was still hot from the overheating and the long ride from Sacramento. At first look, it seemed there was a problem with the water pump, but once the engine had cooled enough, he would be able to further investigate.
Kurt returned to his previous task because he had promised to have the Ducati ready by Friday morning. He had stopped staying long hours at the garage, but when he was alone in there, he usually lost track of time.
It was after eight when he finished repairing the Ducati. After drawing up the invoice, and leaving it on the desk for Amanda, he closed the garage.
Amanda Nash was the early bird in their group. She arrived at the garage around seven every morning, despite the fact they didn’t open until seven thirty. She was a force of nature, and no one who met her dared to mess with her. Kurt had never met a stronger or more independent woman.
She had crossed the threshold of their garage on a rainy day a few years ago. Kurt still thought fondly of that moment. It had been a slow day, and Will was visiting him before his shift at the club. They were taking advantage of being the only ones in the garage and no work pressing Kurt to part from his boyfriend’s lips. He had Will against the desk, kissing him, and moments away from taking him into the back office for a quickie.
Loud throat clearing had pulled them apart. Even though the woman in front of them was drenched, she radiated confidence and an air of don’t-fuck-with-me. Water dripped from her blonde locks, her black eyeliner pooled under her blue eyes, and her leather clothes clung to her body.
“My bike broke down near the DMV. It’s not that far from here. You’re the only service open now.” She gestured in the general direction her bike was, giving them an expectant look.
“I’ve got you.” Kurt grabbed the keys of the tow truck, ready to go and help.
During the short ride, he found out Amanda had recently moved to Santa Barbara, and she was looking for a job. They were in dire need of someone organized and Amanda turned out to be the missing link.
And the newest member of their crew was Keith. Kurt’s sister, Beatrice, first brought him over to one of their barbeque gatherings several months ago. They used to meet at one of their houses each weekend, but after Kurt lost Will, he had withdrawn from his friends. He had recently started to join them for their weekend gatherings once more, but he often stayed aside.
Rusty didn’t like Keith at first, but they became good friends when Keith told them about his collection of motorcycles.
Since Kurt lost Will, he rarely left the house, and Keith was eager to help at the garage. Soon, he became part of NOTR.
Kurt could still remember how everything seemed different once he resurfaced from his hiding spot. It took him months to realize that staying cooped up in the house, full of memories of Will, wasn’t doing him any good. It was a slow process to becoming a functioning member of society again, but he was eternally grateful for his friends.
Dom had been there for him from the first moment, visiting him often and taking all problems in stride. He stood strong through all of Kurt’s stages of mourning his lover, never leaving his side.
Amanda had shown her softest side. She brought him cooked meals and sat with him at the kitchen table, holding him, as he stared at the plate without any intention of eating.
When Rusty found out Kurt had found solace in alcohol, he emptied his house of all booze bottles.
Keith and Beatrice invited him over as a way of making him leave his own house for a few hours.
Kurt knew that he wouldn’t be here if he didn’t have such amazing friends.
But returning to the empty house every evening was like a punch to his stomach, leaving him hollow on the inside. Not quite an empty house, Kurt reminded himself when he heard the click-clack of nails down the tiles of the hallway.
Dixie hurried to him, yapping loudly, and circled his feet. Dixie was a six-month-old American Staffordshire and pit bull mix. She was completely white with the exception of a black patch on her left eye. Kurt had clicked with her during a visit at the closest pet adoption center. The staff had told him upfront the puppy was blind and that was probably why her previous cruel owner had thrown her away.
“Hey. Shh,” he said calmly, stepping over her quivering body.
Thankfully, Dixie was a smart girl and eager to please her new owner. She was a fast learner and very obedient.
While Kurt went to grab a shower and change his clothes before their evening walk, Dixie waited by the front door, her tail wagging.
“Good girl.” He patted her side when he returned several minutes later.
Kurt had invested all his free time in training her, and Dixie was the best dog he could have asked for. It took her several accidents to learn that peeing in the house was not permitted, and her toys were the only things she was allowed to chew on. Kurt was proud of her for waiting patiently for him, without breaking the command. She often got scared of being abandoned, especially because she couldn’t see him. She used her other senses, but this only worked inside the house.
Kurt had tried to leave her waiting for him outside a store, and she had cried the whole time he was gone.

      [image: ]The Spanish-style architecture of La Playa Inn captured the essence of Santa Barbara. It was a lot more luxurious than Theo expected, but he appreciated the good accommodation. He had to thank Kurt next time he saw him. 
His room had a view of the ocean, but he could barely enjoy the beauty of the scenery. He was tired after spending the whole day on Valerie’s bike, fighting with his anxiety and the adrenaline rush of being in such a dangerous situation. Theo wasn’t sure how he would survive the ride back home, but he had to confront his fear one last time. There was no way in hell Theo would ever get on a bike again after returning to Sacramento.
After catching dinner at the hotel’s restaurant, Theo found the courtyard. He threw himself on an empty rattan couch. He was about to check on Valerie when his phone started ringing with her name on the screen. He chuckled.
“Hey, Ree! Did you make it to the festival?”
“Yes! You wouldn’t believe it! Dom is here for the festival too. Of course, I didn’t tell him I’m one of the performers,” she said, giggling.
“It won’t be long until he finds out,” Theo commented. “I checked in at this nice hotel not far from the garage.”
“Good. You have the money?”
“Hopefully, I won’t have to stay more than a couple of days.”
“I’ll help with money. Keep me updated with what your hunky mechanic says,” she joked.
“He’s not my hunky mechanic. I doubt he bats for my team. Besides, he’s sort of an ass.”
“Sounds like your type. I don’t know how you attract them.”
“It’s called class,” Theo mumbled. It was true; he couldn’t seem to find a decent man who wanted him and took him the way he was. They all tried to change something about Theo and even complained that he was too gay for them. Theo still couldn’t believe another queer could call him too gay, but he had stopped trying to find logic in the men he usually attracted. They were all enticed by his looks, but then they met the man behind the glitter and makeup and bright clothes and they couldn’t handle him.
“Well, I have to go. I have to be on stage soon.”
“Good luck…and don’t break a leg,” Theo warned, with a hint of amusement. The first time he wished Ree to proverbially break a leg as good luck, she had tripped over a wire on stage and broke her left leg. She was sure Theo had jinxed her, but he had helped her around during that unfortunate time.
“Ha, very funny, Lowe.”
“Just saying, babe.”
“Bye,” she said flatly.
“Byeee!”
After hanging up, Theo sat on the couch for a while longer before returning to his room.
Instead of caving to the inviting bed, because he knew he would be up at two in the morning if he fell asleep too early, Theo curled up on the armchair by the window.
After killing time with several silly games on his phone, he opened Grindr. It had been calling to him ever since he realized he had to spend time alone in this city.
Theo checked his profile because he couldn’t remember the last time he had used the app. He changed the profile picture to one that didn’t give away his identity. It had been taken last Halloween when he had dressed up as Elton John, wearing big glasses with the frames in the shape of stars. He also contemplated changing his name but ended up leaving the one chosen when he created the profile.
The excitement of finding a match in the area made Theo pay close attention to all the profiles, in hopes of finding someone. All the pictures and descriptions were boring: looking for friends, hook up with me, looking for a memorable time, searching for my soulmate.
Theo felt unimpressed with each swipe, until the close-up picture of a toned abdomen stopped him from going to the next potential match. He was pleasantly surprised not to find any rude remarks about this guy wanting his abs licked, because Theo would do it without prompting.
D.K. was about three miles away and online.
Theo hovered over the chat button; the only thing holding him back was the fact that D.K. was about a decade older than him. While he liked his men older, he had never had someone more than a couple of years his senior. At twenty-eight, Theo had seen and done everything, but after the ugly breakup with his ex, he decided he was past the age of clubbing and sleeping around.
If he ended up finding someone, so be it but he had stopped actively seeking a partner. He dedicated his time to his passion for photography.
A new message popped up in the app. D.K. was writing to him.
Theo considered this a sign, because what were the chances of this guy checking out his profile at the same time?
D.K.: Hello Theodorable!


Theo grimaced, wishing he had changed his profile name when he had the chance. He had chosen this silly name while drunk and after losing a bet to Valerie about creating a Grindr profile.
Theodorable: Hi! =)

D.K.: How is your evening?

Theodorable: Better now.


Theo wondered how fast this guy could block him for being a tool.
Theodorable: I’m tired and bored, actually. I had a long day.

D.K.: I know what you mean.

D.K.: How about coffee tomorrow morning? Before work.

Theodorable: Sure.


There was no time to explain he didn’t have a job constricting him.
D.K.: 8am at the coffee shack on the beach?

Theodorable: Is this on Google Maps? I’m not from here.


So much for keeping secrets. As much as Theo tried to be mysterious, he often ended up telling others too much.
D.K.: It’s close to West Beach, near the sailing center.

Theodorable: Oh, I should be able to find it. I’m close to that point.


He looked out the window, frowning in the direction of the small harbor. He hadn’t paid much attention to the area earlier when he arrived at the hotel.
D.K.: Is 8 okay? Do you want earlier?

Theodorable: 8:30, pretty please? I’d like to sleep in.

D.K.: hahaha sure

D.K.: Any particularity about you to recognize you?

D.K.: Will you wear these glasses?

Theodorable: NO! haha They were part of my Halloween costume.

Theodorable: Like it says on my profile—I’m 5’ 10’’ with light blond hair.

D.K.: How about another try? Look, I’ll wear a leather jacket with a big eagle on the back.

Theodorable: I’ll be the one in pajamas and flip-flops.

Theodorable: I plan on returning to my room as soon as we’re done having coffee.

D.K.: Putting out on the first date?

Theodorable: To sleep!!! Unless it wasn’t clear, I love sleeping.

D.K.: I see. Well, I will have to be at work unfortunately.

Theodorable: Sucks to be you.

D.K.: I know that already.

D.K.: I have to go take my dog out before she does her business in the living room.

Theodorable: See you tomorrow!


As soon as D.K. went offline, Theo returned to the man’s profile to check out what he had agreed to. He relaxed when he read that D.K. was a Top, which was exactly what Theo was looking for. Theo paused when he read his quirks, because he had never been with someone who sought a younger partner.
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While Kurt walked Dixie the following morning, he thought back on the impulsive decision he had made the previous evening. 
Some days being lonely got the best of him and he fell down the Grindr hole. He never brought anyone home, but there were ways to entertain himself while meeting other willing man in different places, even at their house.
While having a beer and relaxing after his long day at the garage, he had decided to check the app. He wanted to blame Dom for pestering him to install it, because that was how Dom found the best fucks. Of course, his friend used Tinder.
Kurt had scrolled and read through the repetitive, supposedly catchy phrases until a profile picture stood out. This man had on a red suit coat, his hair was styled with a side part, and what had grabbed Kurt’s attention was the big purple glasses in the shape of stars.
Theodorable was twenty-eight, but Kurt had found out how many men lied about their age. Though the big age gap wasn’t a turn-off. He was also a Bottom, and looking for fun without any strings attached.
The words were what Kurt had seen a million times, yet at the end of the date they all wanted more.
Kurt had never been on a Grindr date in the morning. The only person he had ever taken out for coffee while dating was Will. For Kurt, having coffee felt like an intimate action.
When he and Dixie returned from the jog on the streets, Kurt hopped in the shower. He was running late, which wasn’t something common for him.
It took him a minute longer than usual to choose his clothes for the day, and he even put on two touches of cologne which he rarely wore during workdays.
After filling Dixie’s bowl of water and offering her a carrot as a treat and to keep her occupied for a while, he left.
As his bike roared to life, he shot Amanda a text that he would be coming in later. It wasn’t uncommon for him to arrive around ten.
The ride would take him between five and ten minutes, depending if he caught any red lights on Cliff Drive.
Kurt tried to envision meeting Theodorable. He supposed the man’s name was Theodore, but the profile name was adorable. Men usually chose names to emphasize their masculinity, yet this guy was showing some vulnerability.
Kurt hoped he wouldn’t be faced with questions about his own profile name; that topic always made its way into the conversation. After several men had wrongly guessed it stood for Daddy Kink, he allowed them to believe whatever they wanted.
It was a mix of Dom and Kurt’s initials, because Dom wanted to be funny and mysterious when he created Kurt’s profile.
Kurt stopped his bike where the road met the beach. As he dismounted, he glanced toward the coffee shack. It had his favorite coffee in the city. The shack was an RV turned into an open bar with overhung straw covering the front.
He couldn’t spot any guy in pajamas and flip-flops like Theodorable had promised to be dressed.
He took his helmet off and placed it on the seat before redoing his topknot, which never survived the helmet.
“Good morning,” a timid voice said from behind him.
Kurt turned around, and was surprised to see Theo, the guy from the previous day. He and his friend had brought her overheated bike to the garage.
“Good morning. I take it you listened and checked into La Playa Inn,” Kurt said.
“Oh, yes. I planned on dropping by later to thank you for the suggestion.”
Kurt grinned. “I didn’t get to look at your friend’s bike properly with the engine still being hot from the ride, but I plan on checking her first thing when I get to the garage.”
“Thank you!” Theo yawned loudly, glancing at the coffee place.
“That’s the best coffee,” Kurt said, nodding to his friend Billy who ran the shack, who was watching them with interest.
“No amount of coffee can make me function in the morning. I’d rather sleep until ten, but a promise is a promise.” Theo winked, catching his bottom lip between his teeth.
Kurt let his eyes wander to how Theo was dressed. He had some Bermuda shorts and a rumpled T-shirt on, and on his feet were flip-flops.
“Please call me Theo. Never say out loud that atrocious name Valerie picked for my profile.”
Kurt laughed, still surprised at the discovery of who his date was. “And call me Kurt.”
Theo cleared his throat, meeting his eyes. “One thing…just to be clear. D doesn’t stand for Dominant or some shit?”
“No, no! Though, you are the first guy to think of another word that starts with D besides Daddy.”
Theo’s blue eyes widened. “You’re into that?” he gasped.
“Are you?” Kurt asked, hearing the hint of hope in Theo’s voice.
“I asked you. God, I’m not awake enough to go down this lane.”
“Come on. Let’s grab that coffee and go sit over there.” Kurt pointed to the cushions on the side of the shack.
“Maybe we could walk on the beach? I rarely get to see the ocean, and I’d like to have coffee while looking at it.”
Kurt nodded in agreement, because he didn’t do the whole sitting in the sand and staring at the ocean thing enough. He realized how many things he used to do with Will that brought him joy but he had stopped doing.
Billy greeted them with a jovial smile. “Good morning. One iced coffee with two drops of almond milk coming right up.” He winked at Kurt. Then he turned to Theo.
Theo stared incredulously at Billy. “How did you know what I wanted to order?”
“Two iced coffees with two drops of almond milk coming right up,” Billy corrected himself.
“Though, do you have coconut milk?” Theo asked, looking behind the counter, trying to figure out what sort of stuff the coffee place provided.
Kurt hadn’t met another person besides Will to seek out that atrocity. He slid his eyes to Billy, who simply nodded.
“How crazy is this?” Theo laughed. “We take coffee the same way.”
“You take it with coconut milk. We are not the same,” Kurt pointed out, not trying to mask his dislike for the beverage.
“It’s true, coconut milk is an acquired taste. I love everything coconut.”
“I see.”
Theo chuckled. “I take it you’re not a fan.”
“You can say that again,” Kurt agreed.
Billy placed their coffees on the counter, and with two flourishing movements he had straws in them. He pushed the one with the blue straw to Kurt. “Almond milk.” Then he pushed the one with the pink straw to Theo. “Coconut milk.”
“What happened to the black straws?” Kurt asked, fishing out his wallet. He held a hand up for Theo when he noticed the man was patting his pockets. “On me.”
“You’re not going to die if you suck through a blue one,” Billy huffed.
Theo choked on his spit, looking with round eyes at him.
“Billy has lost his sense of humor,” Kurt snorted.
“No, Billy is pointing out how even straws come in colors,” Billy said, amused.
“How many times have you said this speech since you changed them?”
“I might record myself by this point. I couldn’t find any black ones on my last order. But they had a sweet deal for colored ones. You’ll be seeing these for months.”
After paying, Kurt lifted his paper cup in salute. “Call me when you’re back to black straws.”
Theo laughed loudly. “Jesus Christ! Can I tell Ree about this conversation? She needs to see there is a bigger queen than me out there.”
“Honey, Kurt is the biggest queen you’ve ever met! Don’t let his rough appearance scare you.”
“Fuck off,” Kurt muttered. He nudged Theo to move.
“Bye! I’ll be sure to drop by again before I leave,” Theo promised, heading onto the beach.
They walked for a few minutes in silence, sipping from their coffees, looking at the ocean.
“I actually seek out the colored straws in all coffee shops,” Theo admitted.
“Of course, you do.” Kurt rolled his eyes.
“Let’s be on the same page here. I haven’t done a coffee Grindr date before. What do you want out of this?” Theo asked.
“It’s a first for me too. Unless you still want to sleep after we finish our coffee, we could go to your room.”
Theo’s cheeks bloomed red. “That’s what I’m talking about.”
Kurt nodded, staring at the man in front of him—he was so delicate and beautiful. Kurt could tell this was a face others rarely saw, especially potential fucks. He took Theo to be the whole package when it came to dressing up and putting on makeup.
“I haven’t seen the ocean in years.” Theo plopped down in the sand. He ran his free hand through the fine grains.
“No chance to visit?” Kurt asked.
“Yeah.”
Kurt sensed there was more to the story.
“Well, I live here, and I haven’t done this in a while,” he offered. “I wanted to suggest you should see the sunrise tomorrow, but that implies waking up at five.”
Theo grimaced. “I’ll have to check the exact time for sunrise. I wanted to do it today, but I barely heard the alarm to come and meet you.”
Kurt laughed. “I’m actually surprised you didn’t come in your pajamas.”
Theo wrapped his lips around his straw and sucked slowly, keeping his eyes on Kurt. It took all his restraint not to manhandle him back to his room. “I’ll have you know, I’ve never come in my pants,” he pointed out, once he parted from the straw.
“Is that so?” Kurt slid closer and nudged Theo’s shoulder with his.
Theo squirmed. “Let’s not test my ability to resist hot men.”
“Good, because you caught my eye yesterday. Some people would call this shit fate…us finding each other on Grindr.”
“I’m some people then. I believe in this stuff.”
Kurt grinned, because besides being cute, Theo was interesting and intriguing. While his usual partners were more around Kurt’s build and as straightforward as they could get, something about Theo caught his attention. It was a good thing he was leaving as soon as the bike was repaired because he was a potential danger to Kurt’s plan to never get attached.
“So…what are you into?” Theo asked, meeting Kurt’s eyes.
“You, soon, hopefully.”
Theo’s cheeks reddened further. “We got that covered from our profiles. Anything else?”
“I’m not sure what answer you expect…so what about you?”
“I like it rough. I don’t mind dirty talking. And I want respect.”
The last statement grabbed Kurt’s attention. “Got it. Though, can I ask…it’s not my business, but I’m curious…”
“I recently got out of a messy relationship.”
“Shit. That sucks.” Kurt touched Theo’s back, and he didn’t let it show how surprised he was when Theo winced.
Now he was even more intrigued about Theo, which was a big red flag in his plan to keep this as a one-time fuck. The truth was, Kurt had met his Grindr dates at the local pub, then they found their way into bed or even into the bathroom of the pub. Their conversations were meaningless.
“I hope you’re not seeing someone. It’s not my business, but I don’t sleep with cheaters,” Theo said.
“Don’t worry about that. I’m single.” Theo searched his eyes, because Kurt’s voice broke. Kurt cleared his throat. “To answer your previous question, this is a 100 percent match.”
Theo narrowed his eyes at him, as if trying to figure out what Kurt was hiding. Then he turned his head to stare at the ocean and sipped from his coffee.
Kurt drank from his own cup, looking at Theo’s profile.
“Has anyone told you it’s rude to stare?” Theo groaned, turning to meet his eyes with a heated look. Kurt knew his defense wall was crumbling.
He lifted a hand to stroke Theo’s cheek. “You’re pretty.”
“Uh…thank you. You’re hot.”
Kurt smiled as Theo squirmed.
“Fuck it,” Theo mumbled, placing his cup in the sand before moving to straddle Kurt’s lap. Theo wrapped his fingers in Kurt’s hair, then crashed their mouths together. “God,” he gasped, licking at Kurt’s lips.
Kurt abandoned his coffee, and he didn’t even care if it spilled. He wrapped his arms around Theo, kissing him back with hunger.
Theo moaned, grinding into Kurt’s lap. Kurt could feel Theo’s desire pressed into his stomach, and there was no way Theo couldn’t feel his own need for him.
“I think you should show me to your room if we don’t want to be arrested for indecent exposure,” Kurt said quietly, moving his hands to cup Theo’s ass.
“Yeah, yeah. Great idea.”
They grabbed their cups of coffee to discard them in the first trash can, as Theo led the way to the hotel.

      [image: ]Theo couldn’t believe who his Grindr date turned out to be. When he saw Kurt next to his bike close to the coffee shack, he knew. And the fact that he had an eagle on the back of his leather jacket proved his assumption was correct. 
Then they ordered the same type of coffee, except for their choice of vegan milk.
Theo didn’t do small talk with his one-night stands, but this was an atypical date. They touched on a few sensitive subjects for both of them.
He wasn’t ready for more awkward conversations and decided it was time to cut to the chase. Besides, he couldn’t keep his hands to himself anymore.
Kurt was toned all over, and Theo couldn’t get enough of touching Kurt’s hair. He’d never had a lover with long hair, but there was always a first time for everything. He didn’t even know this could be such a turn-on.
When they reached his room, he unlocked the door and stepped inside. He glanced over his shoulder to see Kurt watching him with hunger in his whiskey-colored eyes. Theo lifted a brow. Kurt followed him and closed the door.
Kurt shrugged out of his jacket and draped it over the back of a chair before taking his T-shirt off.
Theo was acutely aware there might be drool at the corner of his mouth. The only other ripped guy he had ever fucked was his gym instructor on the solitary time he had attempted to visit the gym regularly.
He stepped closer and ran his hands over Kurt’s toned abdomen and up to his pectorals. He looked up to find Kurt’s pupils dilated with arousal. Theo dug his fingers into Kurt’s biceps as he pressed his lips to Kurt’s plush ones. His beard was surprisingly soft against Theo’s skin.
Theo moaned loudly when Kurt dipped one of his hands into Theo’s pants and cupped him. Theo bucked into the touch, needing more. It had been a while since he had been so turned on, almost to the brink of insanity.
Kurt pulled away and searched his eyes before squatting in front of Theo. He pulled Theo’s shorts down and nearly got slapped in the face by Theo’s erection. Still maintaining eye contact, Kurt pumped Theo’s dick slowly, using his own precum as lubricant. Then he leaned closer and took him in his mouth.
“Holy fuck,” Theo gasped. His back arched, as he hoped his legs wouldn’t give out. Kurt had such a wet and hot mouth; it was difficult to restrain himself from fucking into it. Theo grabbed two fistfuls of Kurt’s hair, slowly jerking his hips in time with Kurt bobbing his head.
Theo could already feel the telltale signs of an impending release in his body, and he wasn’t sure if he should be mortified by his lack of control or impressed with Kurt’s skill.
“I’m close,” Theo breathed out.
Kurt stood slowly. He lifted off Theo’s T-shirt and threw it on the floor. Theo latched on to Kurt’s neck to suck and lick it, while Kurt undid his jeans and stepped out of them.
Theo glanced down between them and bit back a moan. Kurt’s white briefs could barely contain his erection. Theo rolled down Kurt’s underwear, and while Kurt stepped out of them, Theo started pumping his hard dick.
Kurt walked him backward, kissing him deeply. But Theo reached for his bag on the chair and collected the bottle of lube and a condom foil.
Kurt took the lube from him and threw it on the bed. Then he lifted Theo off the floor, making Theo wrap his legs around his waist and cling to him.
“I’m not going to drop you,” Kurt promised.
With the serious muscles Kurt was packing, Theo believed him. He relaxed enough to go back to kissing him, opening his mouth. Theo startled when Kurt’s thumb teased his hole. He pushed against Kurt’s stomach, throwing his head back.
Kurt licked at the column of his neck, while he lowered Theo on the mattress. Theo pulled him closer, leaning over to suck at one of Kurt’s nipples. He had been dreaming of tracing each defined muscle group on Kurt’s abdomen with his tongue since he saw the Grindr profile picture.
Theo hissed when cold, lubed fingers circled his hole. “Warm it up,” he protested, squirming.
“Shit. Sorry.”
Next time Kurt touched his sensitive ass the lube was significantly warmer. Theo returned to licking Kurt’s chest, while Kurt stretched him slowly. Theo was usually better prepared for such hookups, but now he didn’t have a dildo or plug with him. And he had barely made it on time to their meeting, let alone take his time to get ready. It was a lesson learned to never have morning dates.
“You feel so good,” Kurt said hotly, bringing Theo’s head closer so they could kiss.
“And you’re so fucking hot,” Theo whispered, running his hands over Kurt’s chest. “I had no idea muscles were such a turn-on.”
Kurt chuckled. “Thanks. Turn around.”
Reluctantly, Theo parted from touching and kissing Kurt. He planted his knees on the mattress, leaning forward on his elbows. A deep groan escaped his chest when Kurt pushed two slick fingers into his hole, making Theo arch his back and push against Kurt’s hand.
Kurt brought him to the brink of madness before he pulled back. Theo glanced over his shoulder, the coil in his stomach tightening at the sight of Kurt ripping the foil and rolling the condom down his dick. Their eyes met and Theo realized what was different than his usual hookups. They were both sober and horny as hell.
The idea that they could barely contain their need for each other without the aid of alcohol or drugs was a bigger turn-on than anything.
“Fuck,” Kurt grunted, when he breached Theo. His hands held Theo’s hips in a vice grip.
Theo’s jaw went slack as he took in the incredible pleasure of being filled by Kurt’s thick meat. His fists wrapped into the bedsheet, while Kurt seemed to push for hours before his hipbones met Theo’s ass. After a moment of getting adjusted, Kurt pulled back slightly, then pushed in slowly.
“Yeeessss.” Theo reached behind him to clutch at the back of Kurt’s thigh.
While Kurt found a rhythm, Theo pressed his chest into the mattress, gasping with each stroke. As Kurt picked up pace, Theo was sure he was going to embarrass himself. Then Kurt slapped his ass playfully, and Theo’s eyes crossed with pleasure.
“That okay?” Kurt checked.
“Fuck…so good.”
Theo was surprised when Kurt slipped out, but he went back in after flipping Theo around, so he was lying on his back. He hooked Theo’s legs over his shoulders, bending his body in half, as he moved so fast the bed rocked and squeaked under them.
Theo slapped a hand on Kurt’s back, while his other wrapped around the edge of the bed, his head hanging down. There was no way he could keep the gasps and groans locked. He couldn’t remember the last time someone had fucked him so good.
When Kurt slowed his fast pace, Theo guessed he was getting closer, just like him, and he was trying to draw out the release. Kurt pulled back all the way before pushing in slowly. This made him slip out several times, until he scooted up the bed and leaned against the pillows.
Theo climbed over him and sank down with a low groan. He started bouncing, anchoring himself on Kurt’s shoulders.
“Spread them. Spread your cheeks.”
Theo was amazed how he didn’t come on the spot from that order. He complied immediately, feeling like he was melting and burning at the same time when Kurt pumped up into him.
While Theo could feel the tingling in his toes, as his balls drew up, Kurt threw him on his chest across the bed. He went back inside with a sharp movement, making Theo’s eyes roll back in his head. Theo arched his spine, allowing the warm feeling of the sweet release to wash over him.
Kurt turned out to be an amazing listener, not just the best fuck he had ever had. He had listened to Theo’s desires from earlier, and he delivered flawlessly.
With a loud growl that rumbled through his whole body, Kurt stilled his movements, jerking his hips twice, while gripping Theo’s waist.
They slumped on the bed, breathing harshly.
“Fuck, that was amazing,” Theo breathed out. “Best fuck.”
Kurt side-eyed him, smiling. “I agree.”
Theo’s heart melted, and he knew he was in trouble if his heart decided to get involved in his fucks.
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Kurt arrived a few minutes past eleven at Bike Doctors. He walked to the radio, turned up the volume on the eighties ballad playing, and whistled along. 
“Good morning,” Amanda said pointedly. “Thanks a bunch for leaving me alone.”
Kurt looked around, surprised to see Keith and Rusty weren’t there. “Did you call Keith?”
“Yeah, they’re anywhere but here. Your sister sent them to Camarillo to get samples of those orchids she wants.”
“Shit. Why didn’t you call me?”
“I did. Of course you didn’t pick up.” Amanda rolled her eyes. “You got laid. I can’t even be mad at you.”
Kurt laughed. “I’ll keep that in mind. Sex saves the day.”
“Don’t be a dick. Anyway, what’s with this Triumph?”
“I’ve got it. It was late yesterday when a woman brought it over. She and her friend rode the bike from Sacramento. I have a feeling it’s the engine.”
“It is. I looked at it earlier. By the way, your client was impressed with the work on the Ducati. You got a nice tip.” Amanda nodded to the few bills on the desk by the documents containing Theo’s friend’s file.
Kurt pocketed the bills before he set to work on the Triumph. She was an older model, but it was obvious Valerie took care of her.
“So, who’s the guy?” Amanda asked after a while.
Kurt looked up from the dismounted engine, amused to find her watching him eagerly. “A Grindr lucky find.”
She hummed, nodding.
The poor engine had been decimated. The lubrication system, the balancer, and the connecting rods, pistons, and liners had to be changed.
It took Kurt several hours to find all the damaged parts at good prices. The total was a number that usually scared his clients, but most of them paid up because they loved their bikes that much.
After a light lunch where Amanda tried to convince him to join her at the pride parade in June in Los Angeles, Kurt was able to return to his work. It wasn’t that he didn’t like going to the parade. He had attended a few with Will, but he wasn’t ready to march and celebrate when no matter how hard they all fought for their rights, idiots still murdered innocent people from their community. Their only reasoning was them being queer. The law would never be in their favor, because Kurt was still hoping for justice for Will and the other ten people who perished along with him.
Besides, June would be hectic with his sister’s wedding coming later in the month.
Around four in the afternoon Kurt dialed Valerie’s number, but her phone was off. He had no choice but to call Theo. One-time fucks should be just that. And if he happened to know the guy, he shouldn’t get involved.
Kurt rolled his chair between the desk and the engine to make sure he got everything right.
He dialed Theo’s number and waited to hear his soft voice.
“Hello?” Theo answered, uncertain.
“Hi, it’s Kurt from Bike Doctors.”
Theo’s breathy laugh made him relax. “I see how it is. It’s Kurt from Bike Doctors, not Kurt from Grindr. That was your alter ego?”
Kurt laughed too. “Well, I’m at work. It’s how I present myself.”
“Okay, Kurt from Bike Doctors. I didn’t expect a booty call, really.”
Kurt glanced at Amanda. She was on the other side of the garage, hopefully not listening in. “This is not a booty call. It’s a call about your friend’s bike.”
“Oh, shoot. I know about bikes like you know about nail polish.”
“I couldn’t get ahold of your friend. I think her phone is turned off.”
“Yeah, she might kill me. Her charger is in my bag. I found it after you left,” Theo admitted.
“Ouch.”
“You can say that again. Anyway…what’s wrong with Diablo?”
“Sorry?”
“The bike. That’s her name—Diablo,” Theo explained.
“Oh, I see. Well, it is the engine, like I feared from the beginning. The things I found messed up are the lubrication system, the balancer, and the connecting rods, pistons, and liners,” Kurt explained.
“Yeah, sure. You lost me at lubrication system. What’s the score?”
Kurt stared at the amount, knowing Theo would freak out. “Nine thousand three hundred and thirty-eight dollars.”
“Fuck me. That’s insane!”
“I only use original parts. Of course, if your friend wants to take the bike somewhere else, I won’t mind.”
“Does she even start?”
“I think so, but chances are she might break on the interstate on your way back home. The engine might catch fire this time.” Kurt couldn’t imagine Theo being in such danger.
Theo whimpered into his ear. “Hold on, I’m googling how long it will take me if I walk home.”
“If your friend agrees to let me fix the bike, it might be a week or so before it’s ready. Some parts are coming from out of the city,” Kurt told him quietly.
“Fix her. At this point, you won’t be able to take me to court for leading you on with buying all the necessary parts if Ree can’t pay. Because Ree might kill me before you get a chance to get to me,” Theo joked.
Kurt grimaced. Death jokes were not his favorite. “Ha. Okay, I’m making a list of what I’m missing and getting started with what I have.”
“Do you accept checks? Credit cards?”
“Uh, just cash.”
“I’m a dead man. At least I got the best fuck before my imminent doom.”
Kurt rolled his eyes. “When your friend returns, point her to me. I’ll break down the price and explain why I have to change so many things.”
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