
	Sometimes the second time around is the right time.

	 

	 

	Kevin McCallum walked out of a verbally abusive relationship of over twenty-four years, leaving his house and ending up in an apartment in his home town. His older brother, Jason, sends him a private message on messenger telling him that an old boyfriend of his, Matthew Logan, says hi.

	It troubles Kevin. When he was dating Matthew, he broke off the relationship before it had gone two months. He’d realized then that he didn’t care for him in that way. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but it hadn’t felt right when Matthew had held him in his arms.

	Kevin decides what the heck. He can talk to Matthew, no biggie. It doesn’t take long. Kevin finds Matthew’s profile page and requests a friendship. An hour later, the chat box pops up and Kevin and Matthew start chatting. They chat until dawn. The next day, they chat again right after work. Before Kevin realizes it, he’s telling Matthew everything and discovers he and Matthew have a lot more in common than he realized. Matthew’s going through a bad divorce himself, and with two kids, too. That’s not the end of the common things and life events they shared.

	When Matthew suggests they meet up, should Kevin agree? Can it ever work the second time around?

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Around the Block

	Copyright © 2019 Jo Tannah

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2257-8

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Around the Block

	Divorced Divas Collection

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Jo Tannah

	 



Chapter One

	 

	 

	Kevin

	 

	Kevin carefully pulled on the paintbrush, making sure he didn’t go beyond the taped area of the baseboard. He liked clean lines and didn’t want different colored paint messing up the wall. As he was dipping the tip of the brush into the tray of paint, the distinctive sound of the messenger app pinged softly from the laptop behind him. He turned and peered up into the screen where a private message box had popped open. Looking down at his watch, he was surprised to read that it was already past midnight. Thinking he could use a bit of rest—he’d been painting since six—Kevin placed the brush inside a resealable bag. Carefully, he poured the remainder of the paint into the can before closing it for the night. His lower back made a soft popping sound as he straightened and he felt the twinge of pain he associated with sitting on the floor for too long. Grimacing at the unwanted sign of old age, he rubbed it and leaned down to read the message.

	Hey bro you online?

	Kevin stared at the chatbox. He didn’t need to hover the cursor over the sender’s avatar to see who was on the other side. He’d recognize his older brother, Jason’s, avatar anywhere. He should. He’d designed it himself. Knowing there was no chance of ignoring Jason without risking him coming over and probably eating all the food in his fridge, he sighed—he was in for a long online chat. He sat on the chair in front of the dining table. Although he really didn’t want to respond, he dutifully typed in a reply.

	Yeah, I’m here.

	Only three seconds passed before Jason replied.

	Settled in all right?

	Yeah.

	This time, Jason didn’t respond immediately. Probably he took Kevin’s short replies as a clue that he wasn’t in the mood to talk. Jason would be correct in that assumption. He knew Kevin well enough that he wouldn’t run off or disappear.

	Kevin watched the cursor blink on the reply box and waited. He’d give Jason ten more seconds. Right on cue, the dots at the bottom of his reply bubble appeared and began to move, indicating someone was typing up a storm.

	Don’t want to talk yeah?

	Of course, Kevin wanted to talk. He was bursting to talk. Insert sarcasm. Kevin closed his eyes and took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. The action cleared his mind of the sudden rage that gripped him like a vice—almost painful in its phantom hold, but easily shed off. That last part was thanks to the endless talks he’d had with his psychiatrist. Letting go of his anger had been the hardest and the most difficult to deal with after he’d left Michael.

	A smile curled over his lips. The thought of his ex-husband didn’t bring on the debilitating anxiety like it usually did. Not today. Who would have thought? Only one year before, he’d have been rendered immobile by the simple thought of Michael and his profound disappointment in everything Kevin did or didn’t do.

	Kevin opened his eyes and leaned first to the left and then to the right until he felt his spine crack. He stared at Jason’s words, and for a brief moment, he was tempted to throw all of his anger and fear at his older brother. But the thought of Jason knowing what Kevin had kept secret for most of his adult life left a bitter taste in his mouth. No. Jason was not the right man—the right someone—to confess all. He placed his hands on the keyboard and typed in a word.

	Yeah.

	Okay, I can deal with that. There was a pause before the next words popped up. I told mom, about you know, what happened.

	Well, fuck him sideways. Kevin twisted his mouth and rolled his eyes. Of course, his mother had to get involved.

	What she say?

	The usual. That she saw it coming Yadda yadda yadda.

	Kevin rolled his eyes again. I bet she did

	Hey, no one looking at you two ever thought there would be a problem. I certainly didn’t see anything wrong going on.

	Kevin gritted his teeth. Yeah. He and Michael had been the perfect couple. Picture perfect to everyone looking in from the outside, totally missing the hidden tensions.

	I’m sorry I didn’t believe you when you told me a few years back, Jason continued.

	No biggie.

	Kevin didn’t want to say that Jason’s lack of sympathy had, in fact, been a huge deal.

	No, really, little brother. I’m sorry. I didn’t believe you when you tried to tell me. I thought you were being a diva again.

	Kevin didn’t bother to respond. His shoulders sagged and he closed his eyes against the oncoming tears. He’d never been a diva, quite the opposite in fact. Just because he was gay didn’t mean he acted the bitch. That didn’t just come from Jason, either. All of his friends had dismissed him when he’d finally found the courage to tell them what was going on. Some had laughed at him, even made claims that all he wanted was attention. Of course those people had mostly been Michael’s friends, not his. After the tenth attempt at telling someone, he’d finally given up and taken matters into his own hands. He might have allowed Michael to abuse him verbally for over two decades, but damn if he was stupid. In fact, he had a high IQ. Thanks to an unlikely Samaritan, he sought help from an anonymous support person online. The anonymity helped him find the guts to make some changes in his life. The ping of another message pulled him back to the present.

	Look, I’m sorry. I should have been there to support you

	Kevin pulled a face. Jason wasn’t the type who said sorry twice in under a minute. He must really be feeling guiltier than Kevin had initially thought.

	It’s okay I knew you understood in your own way.

	The sheepish emoji that immediately popped up made Kevin rethink his assumption about Jason’s apathy. Maybe Jason was feeling more than he’d been letting on. Somehow that knowledge endeared him to Kevin more than he ever thought he would ever feel for his big brother. However, Kevin didn’t feel in the least bit guilty that Jason was feeling responsible.

	It’s not okay and I knew you didn’t understand.

	No. It had not been okay. Once again, the resentment he’d felt for not being listened to reared its ugly head.

	No, Kev, it’s not okay. It is NEVER okay. Anyway, I thought I should drop by tomorrow. Take you out for lunch or something. Get you refamiliarized with the neighborhood

	Kevin frowned down at the words. Now why would Jason do that? What was he up to?

	I grew up here, what’s there to get familiar with? I know this place.

	He clicked hard on the Enter key and stared at the chat box, mentally willing it to reveal Jason’s reply.

	Yeah, but you left over twenty years ago, and things have changed around here

	Oh yeah? Like how?

	Well, there’s an LGBTQ youth center, for one. The mayor’s daughter came out as gay and he flipped sides. Literally and figuratively. You wouldn’t believe it, knowing him. He’s now an out and proud advocate for the gay youth and even introduced city legislation for the protection of gay youth and all. Took everyone by surprise how quickly he turned sides. Seems he’s one of those who still loves their children unconditionally.

	Kevin was quite familiar with Mayor John Davidson and his family. Who in La Costa didn’t know about them? They were not only the lone politicos in that area, but Davidson’s ancestors had actually founded the lake town way back in the eighteen hundreds.

	Well, Torie is his only child. I remember how his wife Macy used to go pray at the church every day for a miracle pregnancy.

	Kevin sat deeper in his chair, wondering where Jason was taking the conversation.

	Yeah, the invitro kind. I still remember that scandal.

	Kevin also remembered the scandal. Their decision to have a child through unnatural means had been met with not only disbelief, but fear. Davidson and his wife had belonged to an ultra-conservative church that frowned on anything unnatural. Husband and wife disregarded the calls not to go through the process and risked getting kicked out. That never happened. The pastor leading the congregation most likely rethought his position and that of the mayor’s influence.

	Look. I need to get to bed. It’s getting late. Kevin didn’t want to talk about Davidson or his wife. The man’s parents had made his life miserable after he’d been outed.

	Kevin had come home from college for the holidays and had brought Michael with him. Although he’d introduced Michael as his roommate, his family had known better. His dad hadn’t said anything, just shrugged and told him to be careful. His mother had been a different story. She’d solicited the help of her brothers and sisters in the church, including Davidson’s father and mother, who immediately started up a prayer intervention.

	Surprisingly, it had been Jason who’d come to Kevin and Michael’s rescue and shooed everyone out of the house. He’d berated their mother, and as Jason was the apple of her eye, mother dearest had backed down. But Kevin and Michael had packed up and taken up lodging in a local inn before turning their backs on La Costa.

	Despite all that had happened, Kevin had understood why his mother had been intolerant. Back in the day, there was no public tolerance for anything gay, and bullies had a fun time getting away with making life unhappy for Kevin. If there had been something he’d been grateful for, she never kicked him out of the family. His father made sure to come and visit at least five times a year. It was as though his mother had been given the chance to pretend she didn’t know anything about Kevin and Michael, and Kevin wasn’t about to begin giving her lessons in life. She was way too old and set in her ways to leave room for change.

	Kevin blinked at another ping from the app and looked down to read the message there.

	Okay, little bro. I’ll talk to you later.

	Okay, good night, Jason.

	Glad that the conversation was finally over, Kevin moved the mouse, ready to click close the app. Of course, Jason wasn’t done yet. He had to send a final message.

	Oh wait. Before I go. Guess who dropped by at the office the other day? You wouldn’t believe me even if I told you :D

	Kevin rolled his eyes.

	Who?

	Matthew Logan. He said to tell you hi.

	Finally. Kevin got the answer to his question about where Jason was taking the conversation.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Matthew Logan. That was a name Kevin hadn’t thought about for a very long time. Twenty-six years, to be precise. They’d been friends for over a year back when they were juniors. Matthew had confessed to him that he was gay and that he suspected Kevin was, too. Although Kevin had never really talked about his preferences, he’d suspected Matthew leaned the same way he did and chosen not to talk about it. The eighties had been a difficult time for the gay community, what with the HIV and AIDS epidemic in the early years of the decade. At sixteen, Kevin had been too scared and paranoid about being found out and accused of being an HIV carrier. There had been no chance of the latter, as he’d never even kissed a guy. Those had been trying years, and he’d not known any other friend who was gay. He’d grabbed on to Matthew’s confession and summarily confused relief and friendship for feelings of lust and love.

	One week after the confession, Matthew had kissed him. For each of them, that had been a first kiss. He could still recall their first date. Of course, neither of them had admitted it had been a date. Who would they tell? They’d gone to a movie and then a drive through.

	Kevin let out a long sigh as he stared at Jason’s message. He didn’t know what to think. Two months of dating and making out in the shadows of any place that had shadows had ended abruptly when Kevin finally confessed that he wasn’t feeling the connection he’d hoped to have with Matthew. At that time, he’d thought being in love involved a lot of sex and feeling high all the time. He’d been stupid, and he knew that now, but it was too late. Whatever potential they’d had together had long since passed. The soft ping of another message coming in startled him out of his reverie.

	You still there little bro?

	Kevin shook his head, willing his memories to stay right where they should. At the back of his mind.

	Yeah, I’m still here.

	Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow. Pick you up for lunch?

	Sure, okay. See you. Good night.

	Nighty night little bro. It’s good to have you back home. Pick you up at twelve.

	Okay. Night.

	Kevin watched the online green light go dim and knew that Jason had logged off for the night. He didn’t know how long he stared at the chat box, but when the right side of his ass started to burn, he finally shifted position. At the same time, his gaze fell on the clock on the lower right-hand corner of the monitor. One twenty-five. He found himself thinking about Matthew as he started the motions of powering down his computer.

	Matthew had been fifteen when his family had moved to La Costa. While
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