
MY

GAY

SHORT

STORIES

Volume 5

––––––––
[image: ]


A.B. Deos

––––––––
[image: ]


PUBLISHER

ARTHUR B

Sydney, Australia

Title: MY GAY SHORT STORIES – VOLUME 5

Copyright @ 2025 by A.B. Deos

All rights reserved.

Contact: author.abdeos@gmail.com

This work of fiction is written under the pen name A.B. Deos

Category: Gay themed/character short stories

––––––––
[image: ]


First ebook edition 2025

Language edition: English (U.S.)

ISBN-10:    0-64-882337-7

ISBN-13: 978-0-6488233-7-7

CONTENTS

1. Authentic

2. Privilege

3. Speed

4. Confession

5. Wishes

6. Future

Other works by A.B. Deos

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1.  Authentic
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With a wet umbrella, my work bag, and an order of Thai food in my hands, I managed to get through the front entrance of my apartment building without slipping or sliding on the wet floors. The bruises I could handle, destroying a fabulous dinner for my partner & I, I could not. I walked over to the elevators, pressed the up button, and now waited. It had been a long day, and an even longer week, but as it was Friday night now, for the next two days I could spend all my time with my man. The elevator beeped, and then within two seconds the elevator doors opened. Out walked four adults, no, five adults, four males and the last, a female. How could I forget her, the mystery of the lady in red. The red, long, flowing hair, the red lipstick, the black sunglasses, the red scarf around her neck matching the red dress, the red belt around her waist, the red tinted stockings, and the red shoes. Other times, pants down past her ankles, a blouse, or a jacket, covering all the way to her wrists. Also did I mention the red gloves. I had not a clue who she was, but at least once a week I would see her exit the elevator at the ground floor.
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“Honey, I am home, with dinner,” I yelled out, wanting to eat as soon as I could.

“Sir Jason, my knight in shiny armor, has returned,” said Calvin, as he entered the kitchen/dining room area while I put the dinner order on the counter.

We went to each other, and hugged it out, and then my hands made their way down to grope his other cheeks. 

“Dinner first buddy.”

“It has been a long week, needed reminding of why I slave away so much,” I replied, as I stepped back, and took my work bag to my home office, before going to the bedroom to change my clothes.

After a few minutes, I had returned to the kitchen, after a quick side-stop to the bathroom.

“Hmmm, I’ve been dying for Thai food all week,” said Calvin, as he finished setting up the table. “You know Jason, you always treat me so good, hope it never changes.”

“Well, that is what love is, is it not. Even when we change, we still have those core things inside us that the other person has bonded to,” I replied.

Calvin then blushed.

“Okay let us eat.”
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After dinner we moved to the sofas, chilling out time, while the television was on. Typically, Calvin would be full of stories of his day. Tonight however, he was quiet, sitting cuddled up on his own reading a book. Every time I would glance his way, it was the same expression. His head arched down, and his eyes darting across the width of the pages.

“Cal, what you reading,” I finally asked, feeling a little left out that I was not the center of his intense concentration.

He looked up, like he was startled someone else was in the same room. 

“Just some self-help book,” he answered.

“Self-help, what do you need self-help for, you know you can come to me with anything.”

“I know.”

“Well, I’m here if you need to talk about anything.”

“Okay.”

I turned back to look at the television. I did mean what I had just told him.
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It was Saturday night, and we had decided to go out for drinks. We were at a gay bar, standing on a balcony overlooking the main street, holding each other as a cool breeze swirled by us. I was standing behind Cal as my arms wrapped around his waist, but occasionally wandered up around his nipples. It was the only time when he made a sound, or took any notice of me. Otherwise, his line of sight had wandered, except for a spot he kept coming back to.

“So, what’s caught your eye?”

Calvin turned his head abruptly now, like he had been caught out. I looked up, and judging from where I assumed was the direction, I glanced that way.

“So, some ladies caught your fancy .... or some men in drag,” I said. Either way I was not sure, from the distance, or wanted to play it up, to get some reaction from Cal.

“We shouldn’t presume to know,” he said, “or assume. The world’s changing.”

I thought his response was more serious that what I was used to.
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I closed the apartment door behind me, after we had returned from the night out. 

“You want a cuppa,” I asked, as I put the kettle on to boil water.

“I’m going straight to bed,” he replied.

That, again, was also out of character for Calvin. Usually, he would stay up after our night’s out, and make a big presentation of his scorecard for the night. People seen, and not seen, fashions that worked and did not, and the bodies, all the shapes & sizes that we came across in the hours prior. It was his ritual signoff for the night before retiring to bed.
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I woke up Sunday morning but was alone in bed, as I turned over and Cal was nowhere in sight. Eventually I found the note he had left on a kitchen counter. Apparently, he had an errand to run this morning. I decided to go back to bed, as I liked sleeping in for my designated laziest day of the week.
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Sunday night was roast night at our place, and I would usually do the cooking. On this night the food prep was keeping me busy, rather than my mind thinking about Cal’s new distance and reservedness.

“Dinner is ready,” I called out.

I had set the table, and put all the food on platters in the middle, rather than make two individual plates up. In that way we could each decide how much food to indulge in. Tonight, it was roast beef, accompanied by roast potatoes, carrots & pumpkin, freshly made bread, a salad, and gravy to top it all off.

“This is nice, thanks,” said Cal, as he sat down.

“I like cooking for my man, it brings a great sense of appreciation to me.”

We both then served ourselves, grabbing portions from each of the serving dishes before us. I was glad the beef came out medium, and tender, making it so easy to digest. The latter, a reference to my mother’s way of cooking beef, always well done, and always having to endlessly chew it.

“You know Cal, if there’s anything bothering you, you can tell me.”

I took a second to stare at Cal, and another second, and another.

“You can tell me anything, you know that.”

I had hoped repeating it would reinforce the comfort I wanted to show. Then again, why then did I even have to say it.

After another pause, I was about to resume eating, but Cal then put his knife & fork down on the table.

“I think I’m trans,” he said.

His statement had been so unexpected as so many questions now filled up my mind.

“You think?”

“No, I mean ... I am ... trans, or non-binary, or ... I am not masculine anymore.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling overwhelmed with the labels assault.

How should I proceed with this. What did it even feel like to go through this. I did not know, and would never know, as I had never felt unclear about what I was to myself.

“It doesn’t change how I feel about you,” said Cal, as he extended out his left hand across the table.

“So, when did this all start?”

I was eager for more details, but I hesitated to physically reach out with my own hand for some reason. Still in shock, I guess, and without any advance warning as I now felt I was being put on the spot. I needed time to begin processing all this.

After a few seconds, of silence, I did extend my right hand. But Cal had pulled his hand back by now, and looked away from me. He then stood up from the table, as his chair lurched back making a screeching sound against the floor.

“It’s always been this way, I’ve always felt free, and different, more than just standing out, more than just a male body being attracted to other male bodies.”

“You’ve never mentioned it, not even hinted at possibilities before this.”

“But I have ... never mind.”

“To me you have not.”

I was positive Cal had never brought up this subject to me before, and I felt obliged to point that out rather than validate his version. Still, I did not want to appear too insensitive.

“Okay, okay, it does not matter now. Please sit down.”

Calvin came back to the table, and sat down again.

“Tell you what, you just think about what you need to do going forward, and if you feel ready, you can tell me after dinner.”

“Okay.”

I settled back in my chair, and was only too eager to finish consuming my meal. However, I wondered for how long, and to whom, had he been seeking comfort regarding all this.

––––––––
[image: ]


I had cleaned up in the kitchen, and then taken a nap. Waking up I first went looking for the time. Good it was only 8pm, glad it had not been the middle of the night. When I opened the bedroom door, I could hear more than one voice in the apartment. I went to the bathroom to relieve myself, and splash water on my face to wake me up.

When I walked into the living room, there was another gentleman with Cal.

“Hi,” I said, as I looked over at the unfamiliar face, and then shot a glance to Cal.

“This is Billy. Billy, here is my boyfriend, Jason.”

I brought a hand up to my face to catch the yawn I suddenly exhaled.

“Excuse me, I must be more worn out than I thought.”

“Billy has experience in what I have spent a lot of time over the past few weeks talking to him, and it is helping.”

When I had first seen his form, I could tell he worked out. Then I saw his face, and noticed the subtle makeup. His cheeks had a glow about them, and his eyes were outlined with black borders against his pale skin tone.

To describe the vibe in the room, was it friendly I could not say yet, but it was upsetting that Calvin had been speaking to someone else about his identity prior to having told me.

“Glad I could help Cal out, and he has told me your very supportive of him.”

Billy spoke confidently, and made eye contact with me as he spoke every word. He also called him Cal, which felt unnerving since I had only ever been the one to call him that. What the hell.

I had still been standing in the center of the living room, so I then made my way to sit next to Cal. I leaned my head back as I stared out the windows, which reaching over to grab Cal’s closest hand, and hold it, firmly.

Billy then lifted his left hand, and looked down at the watch face.

“Well, I have to go,” he said, as he glanced at Cal.

He then stood up, and turned his gaze towards me, as I also got up from the couch.

“Nice to finally meet you,” Billy continued.

I stepped closer to Billy, and then extended my right hand, to shake his. Our hands then met, and I could not help but notice the extremely soft, and almost silky, feel of the skin I touched. Cal then stood up and came around me to escort his friend to the door. My last thoughts of Billy, was something familiar, but not like this.

I
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