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Chapter 1
 
	In the rural small town of Valleydale, Texas, during the crisp cold autumn of 1963, a Rolls-Royce gracefully glides across what seems to be an endless road passing through vast plant fields as oak trees overhead shed their orange and brown foliage. Within the warm luxurious confines of the 1955 Rolls-Royce, the Peterson’s embark on a new chapter of their lives moving from the Hamptons, otherwise known as the Beverly Hills of New York. The patriarch, Herald, a handsome forty one year old man of old money, has no choice but to take over his deceased father’s oil refineries in Texas. This ensures that he inherits his father’s substantial fortune, as written in his father’s will.
	 Accompanying right beside him is his younger wife Mallory, a thirty eight year old captivating debutante whose sophisticated charm can transform even the most arid cactus into mere roses like Audrey Hepburn. Their seventeen year old son, Bentley, stands as a remarkable figure, having achieved honors at his private school and being one of the best players on his school’s polo team. Even though this seemingly perfect family is being relocated from the glamorous northern suburbs to the southern prairies, there’s more to their impending move than just the change of scenery. Bentley is gay, and this year intends to bring about some unexpected and potentially damaging revelations for everyone involved.
	Bentley stares out the back passenger window, gazing at the sprawling fields of golden winter wheat. A sigh escapes his lips, lost in thoughts of his memories from New York. Back there, he had it all: perfect grades, a girlfriend - though she was merely a muse, a sport he was passionate about, which was polo, and he was popular. Mallory, sitting next to Bentley, also experiences a mix of emotions because she was chairman of the women’s club back home and just thinking of the glamorous lifestyle that New York offered while also seeing her son in distress. She looks over at him with sympathy.
	 “My darling son, I understand the pain you’re going through, as does your father. Regrettably, life doesn’t always align as desired. Instead of resisting this change, try to see it as an opportunity.” Mallory states, trying to enlighten Bentleys melancholic thoughts. 
	Bentley glances at his mother, offering a feeble smile before leaning his head against the car window again, sulking like a typical seventeen year old would in this scenario. Time passes as a plantation styled mansion materializes amidst lush green fields. The Rolls-Royce’s chauffeur maneuvers the car onto its mile long driveway, leading up to the imposing entrance. The car navigates the roundabout and comes to a halt in front of the entrance staircase. 
	As the chauffeur opens the passenger doors for each Peterson to disembark, they all turn attention to what officially marks their new residence. Perched majestically above them stands a two-story white plantation-style manor, adorned with columns, two forward facing porches and white wood paneled walls complimented with French windows and red double entrance doors. Bentley, scrutinizing the mansion, is startled by his father’s hand that suddenly rest on his shoulder.
	 “Your mother and I had all new furnishings in place before we arrived. Why don’t you have the privilege of exploring and selecting the most suitable bedroom to your preference? Just remember, the bedroom with the double doors is off-limits, as it belongs to us.” Herald gestures as he lights a cigar, while his mother smiles to him, powdering her face.
	 Bentley entertains the idea as he enters the grand foyer, stepping onto finely waxed marbled floors which echo his footsteps across the expansive entry room. The foyer showcases a grand staircase, front in center and a massive crystal chandelier looming overhead. Exploring the lower level, Bentley discovers a well-stocked library with many first edition collections adorned with dark wooden walls and a cozy fireplace. He can’t help but smile, imagining himself engrossed in books by the crackling flames. 
	Next, he enters the dining hall, where he finds a ten-top mahogany table and two elegant chandeliers hanging above. Afterward, he ventures into the kitchen or galley for its sheer size, which seems large enough to feed the entire town, boasting state-of-the-art appliances. Finally, on the other wing of the house, Bentley finds the billiards room filled with a pool table, mini bar, and lounge area, then enters the sitting room, which features a stocked bar, plush velvet couches facing a fireplace with a 20 inch built in tv, big for its time, and a baby grand piano in a corner. 
	He then proceeds up to the upper level of the house to find three available bedrooms. Two of the bedrooms are guest rooms with a conjoined bathroom while the other bedroom was more spacious featuring an on-suite, writing desk with a stocked walk in closet and a private terrace. Clearly this was meant to be his bedroom. Walking out onto the balcony, the scene presented open pastures and an orange and pink sky as the sun sets in the distance. Bentley feels a moment of peace and content as he embraces the natural beauty of his surroundings. Again, his thoughts are hindered by the growing sound of Mallory’s heels clacking on the hardwood floors. He turns to find his mother standing there. 
	“Well, what do you think?” she asked curiously, walking over to him by the railing. Bentley stood there for a moment, taking in his surroundings once more. Then, he smiled and embraced Mallory as she reciprocated the hug.
	 “Thank you for all the encouragement. I think I’ll like it here…eventually.” he said as Herald accompanying them on the terrace. 
	“I’m glad to hear that, son. By the way, I want to show you something in the garage.” he remarked, gesturing for him to follow.
	They made their way to the three-car garage that also has a house above for the staff. As they entered, Bentley spotted the family Rolls-Royce they were just in, Herald’s personal 1962 Cadillac Coupe DeVille, and a cherry-red and white 1957 Chevrolet Corvette. They both approached the sports car, where Herald was brimming with excitement. 
	“Do you remember this beauty? It was my favorite car until your mother insisted I drive a more practical vehicle, so it’s been stored away.” He said tracing the car’s body lines. 
	“So, why are you showing me?” Bentley asked. 
	“Here, catch.” Herald says, tossing the keys to Bentley.
	“Don’t be absurd. Is this really going to be mine?”
	 “On your eighteenth birthday in a few days, I’ll teach you how to drive.” Herald stated.
 	As Bentley examined the keys in his hands, the sound of car tires drew near the house’s entrance. A 1952 burgundy Ford sedan pulled up as a man dressed in chef’s attire stepped out of the vehicle. 
	“Ah, that shall be our cook. I’m going to greet him. Why don’t you settle in and prepare for dinner.” Herald suggested. 
	Later that night, they sat at the dining table, savoring a gourmet meal featuring broiled lamb paired with mint sauce, accompanied with roasted potatoes and asparagus. Bentley, engrossed in thought, contemplated the upcoming start of his new school tomorrow.
	 “What troubles you dear?” Mallory inquired.  
	“I’m just concerned about how I’ll fit in at this new institute. Coming from such a refined background, I fear I’ll be the outcast in this hillbilly town.” Bentley replies, stabbing a potato with his fork. 
	“Bentley, please be mindful of your manners. While we may come from a more privileged background, you shouldn’t let that hinder your mindset. Especially if you aspire to make friends with these ordinary individuals. Regrettably, Valleydale lacks the need for private institutions. However, since we reside in a wealthier district, I’m certain there will be more affluent students at your academy.” She remarks. 
	“Are you interested in joining a sport?” Heralds asks. 
	Bentley ponders for a moment before shrugging. “Perhaps polo if they offer it.”
	Both parents exchange glances, expressing an oncoming disapproval that one will reveal to him.
	 “When I arrived here to set everything up, I visited your institution, and they only offer football.” Herald informs him.
	Bentley becomes visually upset but manages to maintain his composure with a deep sigh. “Well football, it is.” He says sarcastically. 
	Again, Mallory and Herald exchange concerned glances. 
	“Are you certain you want to participate in such a brutish and harmful sport? You’ll likely get injured.” Mallory asks.
	 “I might as well try to make the best of this opportunity as you said. After all, if I’m to mingle with these common folk. A good tackle might take me out of my misery. Honestly, father, how could you do this to us? Why couldn’t you just operate this business from New York?” 
	 “Because my father thought it would be wiser to operate said businesses in person. Plus my father also stated that we need to be serious about the family business if we wanted to inherit the family fortune.” Herald stated.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 2
	Morning dawns as Monday, October 14th begins, with sunlight creeping into Bentley’s bedroom when an alarm clock rings intrusively, startling Bentley awake. He leans over, clumsily finding the ringing clock and silences it. Lying in bed, he ponders why school has to start at six thirty in the morning. Just as he’s about to drift back to sleep, someone opens his bedroom door and turns on the lights.
	“I apologize for the intrusion, young Peterson, but you must prepare for your education.” 
	 Bentley rubs his eyes try focusing on the person standing in the doorway, who turns out to be an older man with a mustache and a bald head, dressed in a butler’s uniform.
 	“I am Mr. Frederick. Good morning, sir,” he says.
	Bentley yawns as he gestures for Frederick to leave, with a shooing motion of his hand. “Fredrick you said, next time do knock. You wouldn’t want to disturb me in any uncanny business.” he states.
	Frederick glances back at him, clearly not amused, and mutters under his breath as he shuts the door.
	Once he musters enough energy to get ready, he takes a moment to admire his slim physique in the bathroom mirror before showering. Afterward, he decides to wear a pair of khakis, diamond-patterned socks, and a pastel-yellow polo. To complete his look, he styles his dark brown hair in a pompadour. He greets his parents in the kitchen’s breakfast nook as the chef prepares eggs benedict with bacon and fresh fruit. 
	His father sits there with a newspaper in hand, dressed in a suit, while Mallory sits prim and proper wearing a purple Chanel dress stirring her coffee. She spots Bentley approaching and smiles, standing up to pull out a chair for him. She then pours him a cup of water and orange juice. They chat and banter until they finish breakfast, after which Bentley greets the chauffeur at the front entrance to be driven to school.
	The drive to school is only ten minutes into the town of Valleydale, which has a population of just three hundred and fifty people. As they pass through downtown, with its charming historical buildings, they come across the brick-and-mortar art deco-styled two-story high school. The luxury car pulls up to the student drop off for Bentley to look out to the students standing beside the car looking back at this luxury vehicle as if it’s a UFO. He sees some of them start talking to one another and others just staring, awaiting to see who reveals themselves from such a pompous vehicle. 
	The chauffeur proceeds to get out and open the door for Bentley, making the scene more dramatic as he steps out and nods to the driver in appreciation and unease. Bentley continues through the crowd keeping his head slightly lowered as he hears people whisper beside him. He walks inside and lets out a sigh of relief only to be stared at by more onlookers. Ignoring them, he
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