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Tom was staring at the road before him as he silently accompanied Liam, the driver. 

Liam was a Lieutenant in the army, and outranked him, which was why Tom had been silent through the ride, abiding to the adage of not speaking unless spoken to.

The golden sun bathed the road as their car advanced through its light. 

All the vegetation on the sides of the road invited those looking to a moment of deep thoughts and self-evaluation. 

The trees were tall and could be felt if one were to stick his hand out, even briefly. 

These type of environment always made Tom introspective.

They were an hour away from the nearest town, and Tom hoped to get there soon, as well as Liam ordering him to get a room so they could rest for the night.

He noticed how his mind rapidly travelled to different scenarios in which they both shared a bed, cuddled and had sex, while confessing their attraction for each other. 

The idea of Liam being thinking the same thing excited him, but Tom knew that could not be. 

Ever since they met Liam had been close only as a figure of authority, an unusually friendly one, sure, but there had never been any moments that let anything shine through him, indicating that he might have feelings for Tom.

Why do we feel like we need someone else to complete us, to make us happy? Tom reflected as the light became darker in front of them. 

The landscape was in that weird transition between light and dark, where everything seems grim and cheerful at the same time, as if it fought the coming of the night.

The idea of sharing a lifetime with someone was a notion that every person that Tom had met, including himself, had inside their minds. 

Maybe they did not openly admitted that they wanted to find a special someone who could support them on their bad times and sail with them through the good, but the idea was there, deep inside their subconscious minds.

Tom had been aware of this for a while, and, while he had been part of the group that searches for the voluntary captivity found in monogamy, he had rapidly adjusted to his single status, with which his quest for love also transformed.

As the car drove towards the horizon, he realized something he had been feeling ever since he joined the army. 

Something that he had denied to himself and that now was surfacing with the strength of a caged animal: He wanted to fuck somebody, plain and simple. 

No romance, no elements of the dating scene, just plain old lustful release. 

However, his desire was not for any man to come in and service him while he happily accepted; no, his desire for carnal union could only be satisfied by one man, specifically, the man who was sitting right next to him, sitting in silence. 

He felt intensely drawn to Liam.

This notion and search for mere pleasure did not come overnight for Tom. 

In fact, there was a time where he believed in finding love, in teaming up with someone with similar goals, and helping each other achieve them. 

The problem was: Tom had always been a soldier; and, something his service had taught him, is that there is no civilian who can handle his unusual life.

It was not that they did not support him either, it was just that Tom knew he could never ask someone to put himself through a state of uncertainty for him. 

The fact that Tom’s company was constantly travelling made it almost impossible to maintain said relationship. 

After all, which boyfriend would endure a year-long absence? It would be silly of him to expect anyone to just welcome him with open arms, which, they did, before telling him that things between them would not work.

At first, Tom was angry, and even considered quitting, but then, after one particular breakup, he began accepting his life, accepting who he was and what he did. 

Knowing he did something that could claim his life at any moment; and, while he could not ask anyone to share a lifetime with him, however briefly, he could make a commitment to himself to always live his life as if he had nothing else, investing himself completely for a brief moment.

All these thoughts were dancing around in his mind, inviting him to act on his impulse to confess his attraction towards Liam.

Tom had had a lot of chances to settle down, to dedicate his life to only one person; but he had never done that; instead, he had been drawn to a solitary life, and now, when he craved company the most, he found himself unable to do so, as nobody stood in line to do that anymore.

Tom remembered one time when he was close to getting married, right before he joined the army.

Tom was at a wedding, and he had gone there only to support one of his best friends, who was marrying a woman that seemed to be the devil, especially because she always talked about money and criticized everyone around her. 

He knew the groom since he was a kid, and he was happy to support him on his big day, even if for all the people that knew him, that beautiful day was nothing more than a charade to pretend to celebrate the end of his life.

This was not negative thinking either; the first fight they had prompted her to leave Frank (the groom) after leaving him with nothing. 

It was a dark scene, but Tom did not remember that wedding because of that.

While he was sitting down at his table, Tom noticed a man across the room. 

He had short, blonde hair, with a hint of grey to it. 

His face spoke volumes of wisdom and attractiveness. 

He even felt worried that he had been staring for too long, as the man looked at him and smiled approvingly.

During the course of the wedding he could not think about anything else, planning a way to approach him. 

That man seemed to have something that he had not yet found in anyone up to that point: experience.

The evening progressed as the couple exchanged false hopes and dreams, and then, the mysterious man revealed himself to the guests as the father of the bride.

Tom did not care too much about it, except of course for the fact that his status within the event allowed him to approach him in an innocuous way, to congratulate him on his daughter’s marriage.

So, he took a sip of the champagne glass that rested in his hand and walked over to the table, having to dodge guests, waiters and other minor hazards that at the moment seemed to be blocking his way towards heaven.

Tom finally stood next to the man and introduced himself, after which he learnt that the man’s name was Norman, and congratulated him on his daughter’s wedding. 

The comments that followed were bitter and depressing: Norman could foresee something would not go right with the union.

He was determined to get closer to Norman, so he offered to drink with him a few glasses of whiskey. 

To his surprise, Norman looked at him with a deep gaze, and, while grabbing his head and smiling, as their noses were close enough to touch each other, he said: 

“Why don
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