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        April 17, 2020

      

      

      Adam Miller slid his key into the door of his condo and turned it until he heard the latch click. He removed the key and entered the twenty-third-floor luxury condo that he shared with his fiancé, Scott Turner. He and Scott had been dating for almost six years and had been living together in Scott’s upscale condo for the last four.

      Scott, who was nine years older than Adam, worked as a movie financier and had done well financially over the past decade. Most of his success could be traced back to his father, an executive at MGM Studios, who had numerous connections throughout the movie industry. The saying is true… Hollywood is a boy’s club. If you know the right people and have the right connections, you are set.

      With guidance from his father, Scott had been able to purchase the luxury condo that he and Adam now shared, well below market value, thanks to one of his father’s connections.

      Adam was proud of Scott’s success, but to be honest, money was never a driving factor for Adam in this relationship. He was a romantic at heart who loved love. Adam met the man who would become his fiancé at a movie premiere party. Tommy Davis, Adam’s best friend since childhood, had dragged him to the event, insisting that everyone of importance would be there and that he needed his best friend to keep him company. Adam, of course, spent most of the evening watching Tommy flirt endlessly with every underwear model at the event.

      It was during this event that Adam first laid eyes on Scott. Their meeting was one of those magical moments that occur only in movies – two strangers locking eyes from across the room. They slowly walk toward each other, eyes hungry, before meeting in the center of the room, where, of course, they share a passionate kiss! This is how Adam wished his first encounter had occurred. In reality, Adam had been sipping a beer when he looked up and noticed a handsome man staring at him from across the bar. The handsome stranger winked at Adam, causing Adam to immediately turn fifty shades of red. The stranger smiled, placed his beer down, and walked confidently over to where an awkward and blushing Adam stood. This was how Adam and Scott first met one another. Scott eventually told Adam that it was that insecurity and shyness that drew him in.

      Throughout their relationship, Scott had always moved at a glacial pace. Adam always feared that if he put too much pressure on Scott to take the relationship to the next level, he would feel pressured, and it might drive him away. Adam had a tendency to move too quickly when it came to relationships. According to his friends and family, he would rush into a relationship and scare guys off by moving way too fast. Adam blamed this impatience on his love of romance movies. So, when Adam started dating Scott, he had been extra careful not to move too fast. He waited patiently for Scott to decide when he was ready to take things to the next level in the relationship, even though it drove him insane waiting.

      Adam had been so ecstatic when Scott had finally asked Adam to move in with him. He had been growing concerned that perhaps Scott was not interested in moving forward with their relationship, as it was taking Scott such a long time to suggest living together. Adam felt a huge weight being lifted off his chest. They were finally taking the next step as a couple.

      Six months ago, Scott took another momentous step in their relationship… he proposed to Adam. Adam had thought that this day would never come! Scott was never in a hurry when it came to their relationship. It had taken Scott nine months to finally say “I love you” to Adam for the first time. But Adam had been determined to learn from his past mistakes, so he remained silent and waited patiently for Scott to decide when he was ready. His patience had finally paid off.

      All in all, Adam was happy with his life. He was in a relationship, planning a wedding, had parents who loved him, and a job he enjoyed.

      Adam worked as an assistant chef at Il Posto Dell’Amico, a restaurant in West Hollywood. Most nights, he was stuck working until one a.m., but tonight, the restaurant closed early for a private function. Adam was happy to finally be able to get home before ten p.m. He hoped that Scott was still awake, as Adam was feeling a little horny and looking forward to having some fun with his man. Adam had even purchased a bottle of red wine for them to share before things got hot and heavy.

      Adam walked into the condo and placed his keys in the bowl that stood next to the front door. He dropped his work bag down on the floor and made his way into the living room, carrying the bottle of wine.

      The television was on, but the room was empty. Adam made his way into the kitchen and looked around at the mess. Pans and dishes were scattered across the counter and in the sink. Guess this is another mess that I’ll have to clean up, Adam thought to himself. In this relationship, the housework always seemed to fall onto Adam. Scott handled all the repairs and taking out the trash, but the heavy chores were always left for him. Adam shook his head at the mess and decided to go and surprise Scott in the bedroom. This mess could wait until tomorrow. Tonight was about him and his man.

      Adam slowed as he approached the bedroom door. He could hear Scott’s voice muffled, along with other indistinct sounds coming from the bedroom. What is he doing? Adam thought to himself as he gripped the doorknob. He turned it and pushed the door open.

      Adam’s world came to a standstill. All sounds went silent. Adam’s breathing stopped as his heart was ripped apart. The bottle of wine that Adam had been holding slipped from his hand and shattered as the bottle hit the floor. Wine splashed all over Adam’s feet, but he didn’t notice.

      A moment later, the world came back to life as Adam stood in the doorway, watching his fiancé having sex with his best friend, Tommy. The two looked up at Adam, startled.

      “Oh, shit!” Adam heard Scott’s voice say off in the distance. Adam felt as though he were standing in a dream. He was aware of what was happening around him, but the voices and people seemed very far away.

      “Adam, please…” Tommy’s voice was heard as he pushed Scott off him and reached for the sheets.

      Adam was speechless as he watched his world come crumbling down around him. His eyes were fixed on the two people who meant the most to him in the world, betraying him at the same time. All his hopes and dreams with Scott shattered in an instant.

      Feeling as though he were watching from outside his body, Adam turned and started to walk toward the front door. He stepped on broken glass but didn’t feel any pain. Bloody footsteps followed Adam as he grabbed his keys from the bowl and walked out of the condo in only his socks.

      Voices called after him from inside the condo, pleading for him to return, but he continued to walk to the elevator and pressed the down button.

      Still in a daze, he stepped into the elevator when it arrived and pressed the ground floor button.

      Adam didn’t know where he was going or what he would do when he got there. He just knew he needed to get out of the condo and away from the two who had just shattered his heart.

      The image of Scott thrusting deep into Tommy burned into Adam’s mind. This was an image that he would carry with him for years to come. An image that would influence all future relationships he entered.

      How could they? Why?

      As the elevator doors began to close, Adam watched as Scott ran toward the elevator, wearing only his boxer briefs; the look of remorse plastered across his face.

      Adam stared into the eyes of the man he had been madly in love with, the man he was going to build a future with, the man who shattered his heart.

      The elevator doors closed as a tear rolled down Adam’s cheek.
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      Adam sat in his beat-up Chevrolet, staring up at the house. The house was a 1980s’ brown-and-gray semi-detached home, with a porch that ran along the entire length of the house.

      The house had seen better days, but it was still better than having to move back into his old room at his parents’ place.

      Adam’s gaze narrowed in on the two bicycles sprawled across the lawn of the joining house.

      Great, looks like kids are living next door. Hope I don’t get stuck listening to kids screaming through the walls at all hours of the day, he thought to himself.

      Adam usually loved kids and was looking forward to perhaps having some of his own one day, but at the moment, Adam was still depressed over the breakup with his ex. The last thing he wanted was to hear the screaming of children at all hours of the day.

      These past few weeks, Adam had spent most of his time in bed… or should he say, on the couch, crying and feeling sorry for himself.

      Adam’s gaze fell onto his side of the house and realized that his place was in no better condition. The previous tenants had left hideous lawn ornaments in the front garden and the porch needed a fresh coat of paint.

      At least I have a few projects to keep my mind busy.

      Yes, this place was a significant step down from the luxury condo he had shared with his fiancé… well, former fiancé. One does not tend to continue with wedding plans when they find their fiancé in bed with their best friend.

      He had lost two close friends that day.

      Moisture pooled on the surface of his eyes.

      No, not today, he told himself. Today was going to be a happy day. Today, he got the keys to his new place, his freedom, and his independence. This was a chance to start a new and forget about Scott.

      Today, he would not cry.

      Adam had never really lived on his own. He had gone from living with his parents, to living with Tommy while in college, to moving in with Scott. This change had him both nervous and excited at the same time.

      “You’ll be fine. You can do this,” he said to himself as he tried to muster up the courage to step out of his car.

      Adam took a deep breath, opened his car door, and stepped out. The Chicago spring air felt good against his face. It was a welcomed change from the California heat.

      He needed to get as far away as he could from his ex and the memories they had shared together. Returning to his hometown on the other side of the country seemed far enough.

      When Adam had called his mother to inform her that the wedding was off and that he was moving back to Chicago, he had never heard his mother so happy.

      Of course, she was pissed that Adam had his heart broken, and she had even offered to put a hit out on Scott and Tommy. Apparently, she knew some guys who knew a guy… Adam hoped that she was joking, but when it came to mothers protecting their cubs… you never really knew…

      In the end, his mother was just happy that he was finally returning home.

      Realizing his mother’s misunderstanding, he had to quickly explain to her that even though he was moving back to Chicago. He needed his space in order to heal, so he would not be moving back home with his parents.

      His mother then began her thirty-minute monologue entitled, “One million reasons why it would be better to move back home with your mother,” which began with home-cooked meals and ended with the benefits of never being alone.

      It was difficult, but Adam was able to stick to his guns and won the debate. In retaliation for this win, his mother insisted that Adam let her realtor friend find him the perfect rental unit. Adam agreed and thanked his mother for all her help.

      No matter the circumstances, he always appreciated the help she gave.

      Returning to the present, Adam grabbed a few of the boxes from the back seat of his car. These were the few important possessions he had been able to grab in his mad dash to move out of the condo.

      Adam had returned to the condo the following day, hoping to grab a few of his belongings while Scott was at work. Thankfully, he was able to get in and out of the condo undetected. He wasn’t sure what he would have done if Scott had come home early, or worse, was there with Tommy.

      On his way out the door, he left his engagement ring on the nightstand and said goodbye to the condo and the life he shared with the man he once hoped to spend the rest of his life with.

      As so many recently single people do, Adam spent the next couple of weeks sleeping on his friend Sarah’s couch while he tried to figure out his next move. Eventually, he realized that the best decision was to move back home and leave this toxic environment behind him.

      Adam couldn’t bear going back to the condo to get the rest of his stuff before leaving LA. Seeing Scott would have broken his heart all over again.

      Clothing and furniture could always be replaced, but a wounded heart carried the battle scars of every relationship. Adam didn’t need any more scars.

      He closed the car door and began carrying the boxes into his new home.

      Inside, the house was in much better condition than he had expected.

      Adam was secretly relieved.

      The photos he had seen online didn’t do the place justice. He was expecting to walk into a sad, middle-aged, single man’s house with the smell of sadness and neglect. Instead, he found himself standing in a slightly dusty home with only a hint of neglect.

      “Welcome to your new home, Adam,” he said to himself as he stood in the hallway. He placed his hands on his hips and smiled. “You can do this.” With that, Adam brought in his boxes and explored his new home.

      At around ten in the evening, Adam had finished unpacking the few boxes he had brought with him and decided to take a rest.

      He was so glad that his mother had found him a place that came fully furnished. Having furniture in his place already made it feel less depressing. It actually felt like a home – well, a stranger’s home – but at least it wasn’t just him sitting on the floor, surrounded by boxes. That would have made tonight harder to get through.

      Tomorrow, he would do some shopping and grab some food and some wine. Well, lots of wine. The wine was an important part of the healing process. It provided comfort, clarity, and helped with devising ways to torture those who wronged him. This last part was more therapeutic than of actual use, but hey, one was allowed to fantasize.

      Tomorrow, he would begin the healing process.

      Tonight, he would just sit here in front of the fireplace and breathe.
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        * * *

      

      The following day, Adam headed to the grocery store to stock up on food and necessities. As he drove down the streets, he noted how calm the streets were in comparison to the LA traffic he was used to.

      Everyone in LA was so aggressive and always in a rush. Here, people actually stopped to let families cross the road. Adam had forgotten how nice this friendlier pace could be.

      He pulled into the grocery store parking lot and found a spot near the entrance. It felt odd not having to battle ten other housewives and houseboys, all vying for the same parking spot. Many eyes had been clawed at in the epic battles for prime parking in LA.

      Smiling, Adam pulled calmly into the parking spot and made his way into the grocery store.

      As he walked along the aisles, he wondered when the last time was that he had stepped foot in a grocery store. In Los Angeles, everyone did their shopping at specialty shops that didn’t sell in bulk or have “sales.” People were so concerned with appearances and status levels that they insisted on shopping only at high-end shops. Adam never really felt comfortable with this level of self-involvement, but it was important to Scott and his friends, so Adam went along with it. Why fight against the tide?

      Adam couldn’t believe how much cheaper the food prices were in this grocery store. He picked up a box of no-name crackers and gawked at the price.

      For that price, I’m sure they must taste like feet, Adam thought to himself as he put the box back on the shelf.

      Then another thought occurred to him; had he become a snob over the years and not realized it? He used to complain all the time about the number of snobbish people living in LA, but had he actually become one of them?

      He didn’t like that thought and hoped it wasn’t the case.

      Mulling through the aisles, Adam grabbed the last of his food items, including plenty of comfort foods, then made his way to the alcohol aisle.

      When he arrived, he scanned the shelves, hoping to find a wine that he had actually heard of. And there it was, a bottle of 2018 Cabernet Sauvignon Red wine that he absolutely loved!

      That was precisely what he needed – a nice glass of wine while sitting in front of the fireplace. After the difficult few weeks he had just suffered through, this was exactly what he needed.

      Adam picked up the last bottle and glanced at the label. Hello, gorgeous, Adam thought to himself as his cell phone rang. He placed the bottle down on the shelf and pulled out his phone from his pocket.

      The display showed his mother’s picture – perfect timing as always mom.

      “Hi, Mom,” Adam said, scanning the items in his cart, wondering what other items he might need.

      “Hey, hon, how are you doing?” his mother asked. She was always so cheery and pleasant when on the phone. How does she do it?

      “I’m doing well. Just out grabbing some groceries for the new place.”

      “I hope you’re eating healthy
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