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  Dedicated to John, Justin, and Paul


  My brothers in misery,


  here is hoping we all find the love we all richly deserve someday.


  Acknowledgments


  To Andrew Chenhis idea was better than anything I could have come up with


  This is for the Kickstarter group... you guys rock.


  


  Tyler


  

  ON OUR third date, the wheels fell off the cart.


  In other words it took Matt three whole dates to figure out what kind of asshole I was.


  Frankly, I was shocked it took him that long.


  

  

  Matt


  

  SO EVERYTHING was going great.


  Well, I dont want to say great, because it took a kid killing himself to make Tyler stop running from himself. He still hadnt shared what he was running from, but I was willing to give him time. I mean, Id obsessed about this man since I was in high school; what was a couple of months?


  Turns out it was everything.


  We were on our official third date when it finally all came out.


  We had decided to dress up and have a fancy dinner, as Tyler put it, and made reservations at Pauls Bistro, the only place in Foster you need a reservation. I was excited, because who doesnt want to get all suited up and go out in public with someone who looks like Tyler on his arm?


  I was upstairs in my brothers old room, watching out the window since my father said he wanted to have a little fun at Tylers expense. I tried to wave my dad off, but he said he never had any daughters and always wanted to grill a boy about his intentions, so he was taking the chance now.


  Matt knocked on my parents door at 6:30 p.m. sharp. He wore a dark blue suit that had to have been tailored for him because it was hugging him in all the places I wanted to hug at once.


  So of course I hovered.


  Hey, Mr. Wallace, Tyler said with an easy smile. Is Matt ready?


  Hes getting ready. My dads tone was harsh enough to make me jump. Why dont you come in, Mr. Parker?


  I could hear Tyler pause at that. Everything okay, sir?


  My dad had to have loved the sir part; he ate that old-world-manners crap up with a spoon.


  Just come in and sit down, son, my dad insisted gruffly.


  Tyler walked in, and I closed the window quietly before I went to the top of the stairs and crept down two steps to listen. I was a master at this; in fact, all of the Wallace brothers are house ninjas in their own right. We had an overprotective father and a worrisome mother to live with, so we learned young how to navigate the old house without a creak or thud that might give our positions away. We had mischief to get up to and we had no time to deal with parents. That was great training, by the way.


  So now I just perched and listened.


  So you and Matt have been getting close, I heard my dad say.


  Yes, sir, Tyler said, sounding completely unlike himself.


  What are you two up to tonight?


  I almost laughed at the small pause Tyler gave. I assumed he was strangling his first response: Your son and I are almost forty. Im pretty sure I dont have to tell you a thing. Instead he replied, We have reservations at Pauls tonight. Another pause. Sir.


  Pauls, huh? My dads voice sounded moderately impressed. Thats an expensive place.


  Your son is worth it.


  You could toast bread from the heat coming off my smile.


  I suppose. But you footing the bill for a meal like that could imply that you expect to be compensated.


  My smile got a little smaller.


  I dont understand, sir? Tyler asked.


  Well, were both men, son. If youre going to pony up that much money, my son better put out. I mean, if he didnt, that would be a waste of


  He didnt finish because I almost fell down the stairs screaming, Dad, stop!


  Which was when I was blinded by a flash of light.


  Told ya, my dad said as I rubbed my eyes. Like shooting fish in a barrel.


  Still confused, I looked around and saw Tyler almost crying, he was laughing so hard. My mom stood off in the kitchen doorway shaking her head, disapproving of all the horseplay but resigned to the fact that it was inevitable.


  I knew how she felt.


  You were pulling my chain? I growled at my dad.


  And, like any good dog, you came stumbling along! He was shaking a Polaroid picture that dangled from his fingertips, drying.


  You knew about this? I gaped at Tyler. He was busily forcing his face into a more serious expression, although he couldnt do anything about the grin that leaked out….


  I was just playing along! he insisted.


  My eyes darted back and forth between them; I wasnt sure who I was the more pissed at.


  Youre going to make them late! my mom chastised my father.


  Tyler looked at his watch. Shit! We do need to go.


  Go! My dad waved us toward the door. And have fun.


  I hate you, I said over my shoulder at my dad as Tyler walked me out.


  Wait till I post this for your brothers on the tweeter. Then youll hate me.


  I opened my mouth to argue just as Tyler said under his breath, Do you really think your dad has a Twitter account?


  I snapped my jaw shut and strode briskly toward Tylers car.


  You look good in your suit, he offered, jogging past me to open my door.


  You know what that little stunt earned you? I asked, getting in.


  Little bit of punishment? he answered with a huge smile, leaning toward me.


  Youre damn right a little bit of punishment.


  He kissed my cheek. Love ya.


  I said nothing in return.


  If my dad did have a Twitter account, my brothers would never let me live that picture down.


  

  

  Tyler


  

  HE POUTED most of the ride to Pauls, but I rubbed his leg some and kept giving him my kissy face until he finally cracked and laughed.


  Youre such a goofball, he said, shaking his head.


  No one can stay mad at me, I confirmed smugly just as I pulled up to the valet parking stand in front of the Bistro. It is the power of the Parker smile.


  Well, youre cheating, he said as the valet opened his door.


  No, I announced over the car roof. Im winning.


  He rolled his eyes again, but I knew I had him.


  For about fifteen minutes or so.


  

  

  Matt


  

  ID NEVER been in Pauls Bistro before; my dad didnt make anywhere near enough money to be able to afford to eat at a place like that. The sheer tonnage of food my two brothers and I consumed daily pretty much ensured Dad bought food in bulk until we moved out. The restaurants décor was elegant French rich-casual, complete with subdued lighting and quiet ambient instrumental music beloved by other high-end restaurants Id had dinner in on the coast.


  Looking around, I felt my two-year-old Armani suit was like a potato bag with holes for arms.


  All of those women are asking themselves Who in the hell is that hot guy? Tyler whispered next to me.


  And then they ask who the guy in the crappy suit is, I muttered back.


  His eyebrows shot up. Are you kidding? You look so fuckable in that suit right now


  And then the hostess walked up. Name?


  Tylers head snapped toward her. Parker, for two.


  She smiled and looked down at her book. How you been, Tyler?


  There was no way she was not flirting with him.


  Oh! Hey, Mel, good. How are you?


  She glanced up at him. Still waiting for you to call me.


  I tried not to sigh as yet another straight girl hit on the guy I was with. I swore I needed to date less attractive guys.


  Mel, this is my boyfriend, Matt.


  Now it was my turn to look over.


  Her reaction was priceless. In two seconds she experienced shock, then disbelief, and finally unfriendly judgment. In a carefully controlled tone, Mel said, I hate that all of the incredibly hot guys are gay. A lot more hastily than was proper, she snagged two menus from the small pile on her desk. This way, please.


  Tyler grabbed my hand as we followed.


  What are you doing? I asked as we walked through the dining room, our hand-holding drawing glances.


  Making two things clear. One, Im gay, and, two, youre mine. He squeezed my hand, and I couldnt stop the smile that came to my face.


  Here you go, Mel said in what could only be well-controlled annoyance. Your waiter will be right with you.


  Nice to see you again, Tyler called as she stomped off.


  I covered my mouth to stop from laughing out loud.


  You enjoyed that, I said to him.


  He pulled my chair out. Youre damn right I did.


  This was going to be a good night.


  

  

  Tyler


  

  I ORDERED us some wine and looked across the table at Matt.


  So, you hungry?


  All it took was an arch of an eyebrow and the slight twitch of my mouth to make that question really dirty. So dirty I saw him look down at the menu in a flash.


  There are no prices on this, he stated after a second.


  I took the menu from him. You know how the saying goes: in places like this, if you need to ask about price, you shouldnt be here in the first place.


  You cant afford this! he protested.


  I can for one night, and its worth spoiling you. My smile was accompanied by my foot, hidden by the tables floor-length cloth, moving up Matts leg.


  Good thing about loafersyou can slip them off real easy.


  His eyes got wide when he felt my foot, and I could see him struggle not to look down at his lap.


  Tyler, stop! he hissed.


  Full-length tablecloth, I replied. No one can see a thing. Besidesevil grinI can feel youre liking it.


  I paused when the wine steward brought a bottle to our table and opened it up. He offered me the cork, which I set aside. Test one passed. Slightly encouraged, he then poured a small amount into my glass. After the correct sniff, swirl, and nod of approval from me, he poured us each a glass. Of course, I had continued to make Matt squirm the entire time.


  Enjoy your wine, gentlemen. With that, the steward retreated.


  You. Are. Evil, Matt proclaimed, reaching down to push my foot out of his lap.


  What? I cant help it if you drive me crazy, I said, slipping my shoe back on.


  This is full-grown you? God, you must have been horrible in high school.


  I chuckled. In high school I was too terrified that someone would find out about me to even think about fooling around. Most of the time I just sat there and let the girl do the work cause I was too afraid Id do something gay.


  He nodded. Yeah, me too, but I still know better than to molest someone under a table in public.


  Shrugging, I said, Im a growing boy. I just couldnt help myself; I winked at him and added, So were you a couple of seconds ago.


  He opened his mouth to say something when a womans voice shrilled, How dare you?


  I felt my spine shudder as my brain registered the owner of the voice.


  How dare you come here and make a mockery of my sons life?


  Dolores Mathison. Rileys motherthe man I let die in the middle of nowhere.


  My past had just T-boned the present like a semi racing through a red light and smashing a Silverado.


  

  

  Matt


  

  ONE SECOND I was being fondled under the table by Tyleror, rather, Tylers foot; the next a skeleton dressed as a wealthy lady was screeching at us. She came out of nowhere. True, I wasnt paying all that much attention
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