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    For anyone who has ever hidden pieces of themselves to make others comfortable.
May you one day find the freedom to be fully seen—and fully loved.
 
For my Dad—wish you were here to see this.
 
For the version of me who always wanted to write a book and finally did.
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​Chapter 1 

​Kieran
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Ugh. I hate dirt. I hate being dirty. I hate being outside. Why hasn’t someone invented outdoor AC yet? I’m not stupid...I know you can’t have 80 mph balls flying around inside, so I understand that not all sports can take place indoors. But why do the best friend rules dictate that I have to be here? Outside. In the dirt. In the sun. Why? Isn’t my love enough? Why is my presence necessary? Granted, I am fabulous, so I understand why Danny wants me here, but c’mon man. I’m an indoor queen. Okay enough whining. I’ll live, even if I leave with eye strain from rolling my eyes the entire game.  

“Honey? Should you be wandering around alone? Where are your parents?” A very deep, smooth voice asks from behind me. Not this shit...again! Jesus fucking Christ it never stops. Although I distantly register the concern in that hypnotic voice, I have to fight off the overwhelming aggravation. I spin around in my now very dirty custom sparkly Chucks and glare at the mountain of a man behind me. 

“Dead. Where the fuck are your parents, asshole?” I spit out. 

His eyes widen as he takes a step back. He looks me up and down and I can see him mentally revising his thoughts as he considers what he sees. I stare right back. He is gigantic. At least compared to me. Bright emerald eyes that are almost glowing in the sunlight, a shapely mouth that looks made for kissing, a jawline sharp enough to cut glass, and dark hair framing his beautiful face. He is dressed in shorts and a t-shirt that subtly emphasize his very substantial build. In short, the man is a walking wet dream. Too bad he had to ruin it with that staggeringly asinine bullshit. 

Let’s get this out of the way. I’m short. Really short. Like four-foot-six short. I didn’t ask to be this short. But a crackhead mom and a severe lack of nutrition will do that to a kid. But everything else about me is glorious. My long cinnamon-colored hair, hitting the middle of my back, my dark blue eyes and my hard-earned physique (even if I am short, I’m still built nicely – just ask any of my 50,000 plus subs). My clothes are probably messing with his small-town sensibilities. How dare I have sparkly shoes, and dress how I want when out in public? A man in a mini skirt? A man in a sparkly tank? Yeah. I wear what makes me feel good. Sparkly things do that. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to insult you. I thought you might’ve– “ he starts. 

I cut him off. “Yes, I know. You thought I was a child. Obviously, I’m not. You can go about your day and fuck off now.” 

This giant of a man calmly takes me in. “Again, I apologize. I’m Shane,” he states as if he didn’t just jump up and down on my very last dirt-streaked, wind-blown, sun-crisped nerve.  

“Congratulations. You know your name.” I roll my eyes in obvious irritation before turning around to walk away. I don’t hear anything further from him as I stomp my way to the  bleachers across the field. Stupid Danny. Stupid sports. Stupid dirty shoes. Why did I move to this state again? Why did I think I would enjoy living in Oklahoma? Oh yeah...Danny. Fuck my life. 

Maybe I’m being unfair. Danny offered me something new in a new place. While in Wisconsin, it all sounded so enticing. Less freezing in the winter, way warmer in the summer and most of all actually being in the same place as my best friend. I will admit that part is still spectacular. I’ve missed him tremendously since he came back here after college. Even though I always knew he would leave, it still hit me hard when it happened. In his long-running campaign to get me here, he proved that taking a chance on our friendship years ago was worth it. It IS worth it, I remind myself, yet again. I will get used to it. Somehow...sigh. 

As I climb my way up the bleachers to the sliver of shade provided by a nearby tree, the crowd starts making noise. When I get to the coveted spot of almost coolness, I look around and try to pretend I have any idea what is happening. There are men. In uniforms. Really built men. In uniforms. The situation is looking up. I may not know sports but I know fashion and damn honey, those baseball pants are nice. Gives me a few ideas for some material for next week’s uploads. As I’m taking in the smorgasbord of asses on the field, my eyes are caught by the man standing by the bat cave thing for the other team. (I told you I’m not sporty. I don’t know what those things are called.) That man really is huge. And honestly, very easy to look at, now that I’m feeling less stabby. Shane. His name is Shane. Not that it matters. I doubt I’ll see him again, let alone have a chance to say his name. I mean, I could seek him out and apologize for being such a dick, but why bother? It’s not like we’d ever be friends. I shake off the lingering sense of shame for taking my frustration with the heat out on him. 

People around me start clapping and hollering, someone even lets out a piercing whistle. I assume something good is happening on the field. I couldn’t tell you what, but I politely clap so I don’t stick out or draw attention. All I need is another scene with another country boy to make this day just shit. I have been to a few of Danny’s games through the years when we were in Wisconsin. But he and I both knew it was so I wouldn’t sit home alone, as was my habit.  He claimed he wanted to help me possibly find some hot hookups. I will admit that the hookup scene at a sports event can be very lucrative, sexually speaking. Well, the scene back in Wisconsin. I don’t know how it would go down here. I guess I’ll stick to my cam career for my raging libido. Make money, get off, stay in the air conditioning...win/win/win.

A lot of raucous booing and yelling draws my attention back to the field. There are guys running and somebody is shouting “Shane!” A few players help another player to the edge of the field and it looks like there might be blood involved. Damn, what did I miss? Shane grabs a bag and meets the group. Then he’s taking charge of whatever disaster’s occurring.

Yum...competency. That is always a nice thing, isn’t it? Is he a team medic? Is that even a thing? Sports are so confusing. I watch while Shane does things to the damaged guy. I am no more knowledgeable about medical things than I am about sports. Let’s hope Shane is. 

He must be, because the guys all disperse back to random places around the field and the bleeder is sent to our bat cave. I guess both teams share a doctor? I don’t know. I’m rapidly losing what little interest I had in this event. The bloodletting was only temporary, it appears. I pull out my phone and start checking my uploads and stats, while scanning the comment sections on my latest videos. Looks like I’ve gained a few new subs. I’m more than happy with this. More subs, more money. 

Don’t get the wrong idea, I’m not greedy. After a lifetime of foster care and never owning more than could fit in a plastic bag, I’m determined I’ll never be broke again. I have money, but it’s never enough. I have investments. I have advisors and a portfolio. I literally could not tell you what those things entail other than smart money guys make me richer when I let them invest what I’ve earned. The only things I spend money on currently are the few bills Danny lets me contribute to and my cameras and studio equipment. Okay and a few toys. Maybe more than a few. Fine. I have an enormous collection of sex toys. They are investments for my career. And once in a while they might keep me company on a random Tuesday. Don’t judge me. 

While I went to college for IT security at the urging of my academic advisor (she worried my ADHD would hinder any attempt at a normal nine to five career path), I learned about camboy work in my first semester. Danny introduced me to one of his friends and I learned in our first conversation, he paid for school by having sex on camera. I gave it literally zero thought and jumped right in. Fast forward over a decade, and I have a nice little following and more financial security than I could have dreamed. I finished the IT degree but unless something tragic happens to my gorgeous self, I can’t see ever using it. 

I look up as people make more cheering noises. Fuck, when will this sun baked nightmare be over? It has already been an eternity. I don’t understand why anyone would willingly run around in this heat and humidity to hit a ball around. What is the appeal? I’m guessing not everyone is here for the pants, or the asses. I wonder if I could add some sporty content to my site. I usually just stay in my pervy little lane of wearing lace and silk while indulging in self-love, but I can branch out. Especially if it brings in more subscribers. I could add some of those pants, I certainly have the ass for it. Ohhh, lace jock straps. I guess tonight will be dedicated to researching the market on sports content and how far I would need to get out of my comfort zone. If it gets too complicated, I could ask Danny’s help for logistics. It’s not like I’m going to be playing any sportsball stuff on camera, but the uniforms I can do. The hilarity of asking for Danny’s help is an added bonus. He isn’t a prude. He is very sex positive. However, he gets very squirmy when faced with the reality of me doing sex type stuff. He was there at the beginning, helping me figure out clothes, plot lines, and even holding the cameras before I had money for a single tripod. But there has never been an ounce of sexual attraction between us and we are both fine with that. He was more than happy to take a step back when I could finally afford to make content without his help. But being the asshole that I am, I still like making him squirm, just a little bit though. I love him, I don’t want to torture him too much. 

I look up at the sound of people moving. Looks like this ninth circle of hell might finally be over. Now to find my way back across the dirt and sun to the safety of a shaded, air-conditioned vehicle. Maybe we can finally go eat. As I’m once again trudging my way through the dirt, I hear Danny running up behind me, calling out my name. 

“Kieran! What did you think?” he pants, once he reaches me.. 

“Dude, I thought the same thing I always think at one of your games...yay team, go sports. Although I did forget how nice the pants are...that was a bonus.” I grin up at him as he gives me his trademark glare. 

“Someday, you will enjoy a game,” he swears. 

I don’t know where he gets that idea, as it hasn’t ever happened and I haven’t had a traumatic brain injury to alter my personality. “I seriously doubt it, and your insistence on believing that makes me question your mental health, sweetheart.” I laugh at him. 

“Let’s get out of here and go grab some food, I’m starving,” Danny shades his eyes and looks around. He finally spots whoever he is searching for and waves. Some of his teammates are meeting up around the cars. 

Danny hands me the keys and secures my undying devotion by saying, “Go start the Jeep and cool down while I figure out where we are eating.” I grab the keys and comply. Anything to get out of this sticky heat. Once I climb into his ridiculously tall Jeep and get the air breathable again, I watch him mingle and talk with his sports people. They really are some fine specimens of manhood. I haven’t been here long enough to meet any of his friends yet, but looks like that will be changing today. 

He finally does some weird dude-bro hand shake things and starts jogging towards the Jeep. He gets in and informs me, “Everyone agreed on Texas Roadhouse. Sound okay to you?” 

I consider for a minute and ask him, “Is my outfit going to cause any problems for them?” I know Danny fully supports me in whatever I say, do and even wear, but I’m not about to be the cause of a homophobic bonfire in his life. 

“Nah, Kier. You know I’m not going to hang with anyone that would be a dick to you. Or to me, for that matter.” He adds with a bit of trepidation. Although he has never hidden that he is pan, he is very selective who he lets close to him, so there is every chance that most of his teammates assume he is straight-ish. 

“Okay, then pookie bear, let’s go feed that black hole you call a stomach,” I tease him. He just laughs and shakes his head at me. “You’re so damn odd, Kier. Please never change.”
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​Chapter 2

​Shane


[image: ]


I love Shawn. He is my favorite human on the entire planet. I would do anything for him, no questions asked. But fuck, he is a lot sometimes. As we head towards our parent’s house for Sunday dinner, he is nonstop rambling about the game and his teammates, as if I had not spent the past two and a half hours literally within sight of him. I take a deep breath and try to breathe out the stress of the day. He was diagnosed with ADHD before we were even in kindergarten and that has never bothered me. I understand everything he says or even thinks. 

However, we couldn’t be more different. Although we shared living space for the first nine months of our existence, and look like carbon copies of each other, we are night and day when it comes to personality. Shawn is unapologetically loud and unfiltered. He has definite opinions and will share all of them in the span of a five-minute conversation. Shawn has never met a stranger, has never had an enemy, and he is an amazing person. He just lacks an off switch. 

I never really match his intensity but today I feel even more wiped out. Nothing has happened; I’m just tired. I want to go home and read a book, maybe watch some TV with Shawn or play a video game. Hell, I wouldn’t say no to a nap. But first, the ritual of dinner. It is a command performance, none of us are allowed to cancel without written notice. Perhaps not even then. Okay, it isn’t that bad, but our parents are still insanely involved in all of our lives. I don’t know where they get the energy. Seven kids and they still keep tabs on all of us, daily. Sometimes even hourly, depending on the kid and the situation. Being the eldest (by 12 minutes) I have spent all of my life being the big brother. That position, in this family, comes with definite responsibilities. On a normal day, I’m fine with any and all of those responsibilities. But something about the past year or so has changed me. I feel disconnected from my family. I still love all of them, but I don’t long for the weekend dinners, or the holidays, or any of the get-togethers that happen on a regular basis. 

“You’re thinking extra hard over there...do I need to shut up and let you have some quiet time?” Shawn asks gently. 

I smile at him and reassure him, “No, you’re fine, I’m just tired.” 

He looks at me in clear disbelief. His piercing emerald eyes, twin to mine, shine with compassion as he reaches over to turn on music. My music, not his. While he listens to the heaviest of grunge and rock, I prefer softer music. On really stressful days I break out Vivaldi. Something about the passion in his work soothes me. Shawn knows me and is trying to do his best to help me re-center myself before we descend into the chaos of our childhood home. We spend the rest of the drive listening to The Four Seasons and just breathing. It helps and I’m once again desperately grateful for my twin. 

As we pull up, Shawn asks, “What do you think? Pot roast?” 

I laugh at his lifelong game of guessing meals in advance. “I’m going with pizza, since mom is doing her summer courses. She isn’t going to want to cook tonight.” Our mom is a professor of sociology and psychology. The woman is scary intelligent and holds PhDs in both fields. She hasn’t always taught summer courses, but with her four eldest out of the house, she claims she has too much time on her hands and she can’t be bothered with gardening. 

Shawn leaps out of the car and bounces impatiently by the garage while I drag myself out. “Come on! You know Winter, Raine and Sebastian are all probably devouring the food by now.” 

I roll my eyes at him, gently reminding him, “Mom would smack any of us for starting without the rest.” As we head inside, we are greeted by the normal chaos that is our family. There is laughter, shouting, bickering, and the smell of food. All presided over by the calm oasis that is our mother. 

“Boys. Good to see you. How was the game? Have you spoken to Avery and Alicia? They seem to be running late,” all of this comes out of mom in her usual unrushed manner, as she starts setting out paper plates and condiments on the table. A wave of love rolls over me as I watch her handle everything in her normal tranquil way. 

Shawn and I take turns hugging her. Shawn, of course, goes the extra mile and ruffles her hair, asking her “How’s it going, Short Stuff?” 

Mom snickers at him while elbowing him in the side. “This Short Stuff will still take you down in less than five seconds, Behemoth Boy.” Neither of them is wrong. Mom is short at 5’3” and Shawn and I are both 6’2”. Standing together, laughing at each other, their height difference is staggering. For such a tiny woman, mom managed to produce a brood of overly tall children. Even Sebastian, the youngest, already towers over her by more than a foot. 

The front door slams open, bringing with it feminine voices raised in teasing. “I told you I was wearing the purple today, so we wouldn’t match again...but you obviously forgot,” Avery tells Alicia, obviously continuing their argument from the car. 

“Forgot? You think I was actually listening to you while you were talking over my favorite song?” Alicia scoffs. They are both wearing the same outfit, in purple. This has been an ongoing theme in their lives. They protest that they cannot stand dressing similarly, and yet they seem to do it daily, “by accident.” Twins. We are all a little weird. 

As the girls hug mom, Dad comes in the kitchen with a platter of hamburgers and hot dogss, followed by the youngest three. Winter and Raine, the youngest set of twins and Sebastian, the baby. The round of greetings starts all over again as we all say hi to dad. It is ordinary, but I still feel that slight disconnect from everyone. I don’t know what is happening with me. I just continue pushing it down and try to act normal. It isn’t hard hiding in this mob. Everyone is talking over one another, and I don’t have the energy or urge to join in, let alone compete for attention. I think longingly of my couch and the serenity of Shawn’s and my house. After dinner. It really can’t come soon enough. I look up to see Shawn watching me quietly. He smiles at me and lets me know with a look that we don’t have to stay too much longer. I nod to thank him and sit down to eat with the rest of the family. 

I’m concentrating on my burger when Shawn nudges me, “Who was that kid you were talking to at the game? Were they lost?” I choke on my food while trying not to laugh. The noise draws everyone’s attention. Great. 

“That was not a kid. Believe me, I made that assumption and regretted it immediately,” I explained. 

Mom laughs, “Well don’t leave us hanging, who was it and what happened?” 

As I pour out the story, I can feel my face heating up. It was an honest mistake but I feel no less guilty. My overprotective instincts are always on duty. It is part of my personality even if you don’t count the six younger siblings I have watched over my entire life. I don’t think that mattered to him though. Man, he was pissed. 

Avery is watching and I can already feel the tsunami of questions before they start. My sister has to be the nosiest person to exist. Add the absolute lack of filter, a quality she shares with Shawn, and I can only hope she doesn’t embarrass me further. 

“He was short? But looked like an adult? Are you sure it was a man? They could have been NB or trans or ... anything really.” 

I consider her questions. It isn’t like you can tell a person’s gender or sexuality by looking. And I would never presume to try, but he could have been gender-fluid, considering his long hair, makeup, and more feminine clothing. Whatever he identifies as, I can’t and won’t deny he was breathtaking.

Mom interrupts my musings, “He, assuming they were a he, said his parents were dead? Did you ever find out who he belonged to?” 

By this point, Shawn is laughing at our conversation, “He isn’t a puppy. ‘...who he belonged to’ Damn, Mom, way to infringe on the rights of your fellow shorties.” 

I sigh with exasperation at all of them. “I told you the extent of our conversation...if you can call it that.” More like a dressing down. Either way, everyone will have to stay curious. I doubt I’ll see him again and even if I did, he clearly had nothing else to say. I think of our confrontation and those dazzling blue eyes, flashing up at me in fury. He really was gorgeous. 

Dad, the quietest person in our family, says gently, “You never know, Shane. The universe has a peculiar sense of humor.” I look at him as he smiles at me, wondering what in the world that is supposed to mean. I smile back at him and go back to my food, all while trying to shake an inexplicable feeling of regret. 

My family, folks. Gotta love them.  
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​Chapter 3

​Kieran
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I slowly remove the giant dildo from my ass, while lowering my legs. I am covered in cum and ready to call it done. But I still have to tell Daddy Trevor bye. I sit up and look at the monitor, seeing myself fully for the first time in minutes. I look wrecked. My hair is a mess, my mascara has definitely migrated off my lashes onto the rest of my face, but I have to admit, none of that detracts from the experience, for me or my current client. 

I hear another ding and look at the chat. Daddy Trevor has tipped me another $500 for my efforts. This man does not disappoint, so I better get my head in the game.

“Thanks, Daddy T. I hope you had as much fun as I did,” I purr as seductively as possible while looking as ruined as I do. The message box lights up with his reply:

I’m always happy after our time together, Dark One. Thank you. 

“Me too, can’t wait until next time.” I blow him a kiss and close the live. Daddy Trevor has proven to be one of my steadiest supporters. Even when he comes up with the wildest cosplay ideas - wings, lace and glitter and some unpronounceable manga name - I go with it, knowing he’ll pay me what I’m worth. While I want to fall back on the bed and take a much needed nap, I still have too much to do. I get up and remove the shoulder harness with wings attached (Daddy Trevor is nothing if not extra) and hang them back up in my wardrobe. I gently take off the lace G-string and matching garter belt to set aside for soaking. There is a lot of cum to clean up from the outfit, the bed, and even myself. But, first things first. It is time to settle the money for the day. I make sure everything is set to transfer to the bank without issue. While I used to have to wait a month, and then a week for clearance, I earn enough now that I’ve been given special privileges to transfer daily funds from my platform to the bank. The satisfaction I get from the transfer is at least equal to the satisfaction from the orgasms I had today. I make a mental note to contact my investment advisor to see what other avenues of revenue he can recommend. With those responsibilities done, it is time for a shower and then I can take a hard earned break and binge watch some Winchester shenanigans. Damn, if only Dean was real. I’d do some one on one action with that man. Alas...I’ll settle for consoling myself with some TV and ice cream. I love my life. 

————-
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THE FRONT DOOR OPENS, and I grab the remote to pause the deliciousness on the screen. I’ll be back soon, Demon Dean, I whisper mentally. Danny comes in, depositing his keys and wallet on the hallway table, never breaking stride on his way to the kitchen. This man eats more than any other person I’ve known. As he is rummaging around for one of his preplanned meals he checks in with me.

“Hey Kier. You eat today? I can throw some extra in for you,” he offers.

I look at the coffee table and wonder how he missed the empty pint in front of me and inform him, “Between the cum and ice cream, I’m full.” 

“Dammit Kieran, we’ve talked about this; cum is not a balanced diet,” he laughs while glancing over at me. At least he is laughing and not lecturing me for the thousandth time. 

“Maybe not, but it sure pays well to eat it,” I smirk at him. 

Danny walks over to the couch, and glances at the paused TV. “Still having an ongoing affair with Dean, huh?”

“Absolutely. Want to join us? There is more ice cream,” I offer. We haven’t had much chance to just hang out in the month I’ve been here. 

“Actually, the guys want to meet up tonight and check out a new club.” Danny works long hours and doesn’t have much of a nightlife. His main recreational activities usually involve sports. A night out will do him good.

Of course, I have to give him shit first, “A gay club? How progressive.”

Danny is so used to my snark, he just laughs, “I don’t think so, but I’m still asking if you want to go.” 

“I don’t think so. I filmed so much content today that my hole is begging for a break,” I admit freely. 

“Funny, usually it’s you begging, not your hole.” 

“Ha fucking ha. We really need to invest in soundproofing if you’re that intimately acquainted with my techniques,” I manage to get out between genuine laughs.

Danny comes back quickly, “No, just not-so-fond memories of your early days.” 

“Stop pretending you don’t miss watching me take that ten inch tentacle monster. I know it was your favorite.”

He grumbles, “Please don’t remind me of that horror. I still have nightmares. Honestly, I miss your fashion shows more than your tentacle porn. You do find the most interesting outfits. Are they still your best earners?”

What a perfect opening. “The lingerie ones are definitely still top tier, but I’m thinking of branching out into a new direction. I could definitely use your help. We should discuss the details when you have more time.” 

“Oh Lord, I know that tone...what are you plotting?”

I smirk at him. “No details before the conversation. But I do want to know if you have a queer friendly doctor?”

“That segue has me more alarmed than you know,” Danny laughs. “There is a clinic I go to that is very queer friendly, it’s even open on the weekends. Are you feeling badly again? You should have told me. What can I do?” The growing apprehension in his voice has me rushing to reassure him. 

“Calm down, Danny boy. Just the usual. I need to get my prescription for PrEP switched to Oklahoma and get my usual physical to make sure my crack baby after effects are under control.”

His relief is instant and clearly visible, “Fuck, Kier. You really need to stop referring to yourself as a crack baby. You’re a crack adult now.” This asshole> Damn, I love him. He continues, “I’ll give you the info to the clinic and you can make an appointment. We can even go to the strip in OKC after and see what’s what if you want.” 

With that settled, I magnanimously wave him off, “Sounds like a plan. Now go play with the straight boys while I rest my hole and feast my eyes on some more Dean.” 

*****
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I WAKE UP THE NEXT morning and decide I have earned a holiday. Or at least what passes for a holiday in my world: an administration day. Time to check in with my money men, to see where I am in projected revenues. Next, the monthly, sometimes weekly, tasks of taking care of my content on CAMBOYSRUS. Sometimes I wish I’d focused more on a business degree instead of an IT track, to help with all of the chores involved with handling my content creator business. It might have made things easier on me. 

Today, scheduling is a priority. I set dates and times for my uploads, update my automated welcome messages for new subscribers, manage subscriptions, analyze the metrics for long term users versus those that only pay for one or two videos and see if there is a way to merge those subs, double-check for violations-mistakes I seldom make anymore-and see what new promotional content I can put up. This section makes me snort in exasperation. After the first few years and hundreds of violations and temporary suspensions, I had to do a major readjustment of how I filmed. 

My small stature had viewers and other creators sending me notices of violations accusing me of including minors in my content. After so many supposedly flagrant infractions the owners decided more age verification documents were needed and temporarily paused my page, multiple times. It took months of proving my age again via legitimate ID uploads to the site owners alongside legal intent letters declaring that I was in fact an adult, who had a physiological condition responsible for my small frame. 

All of this convinced me to deliberately change my studio set up to include less direct lighting, smaller furniture so there was less contrast to my size, and even added a notification to new subscribers which explained a bit about my condition. The notifications were only to subscribers though, I had no desire to air out my business to randos online that weren’t paying me for content. While I was ecstatic so many people were determined to keep the cam work legitimate and minors safe, it really pissed me off how often I was mistakenly targeted. Shaking my head at the recollection for the thousandth time, I move on.  

I check my DMs and comment sections where I interact directly to stay relevant. I consider doing collaborations, again, but that has never been a viable path. I really am too picky for most people. I like things done my way. I don’t know why that is such a problem but it usually ends up being a huge one. Once all of those admin tasks are done, I need to set up a doctor’s appointment with the place Danny told me about. Did I say holiday? More like a break for my sore ass, but my brain is going to be equally worn out today. 

Three hours, five different phone calls, and a gallon of coffee later, I’m as caught up as I can be right now. My financial advisor is starting to encourage me to invest in myself. I found Nate Rawlins, Senior Financial Planner, through an online search for investors. American Pride Investment Strategies caught my attention because hello, “Pride Investment.” After checking their website, I realized it was a very deliberate name, signifying not just a tolerance to the LGBTQ+ community, but a firm put together to help our community specifically grow with their money. While they are based in New York, they have offices in almost every state. Nate is a brilliant strategist and has made me more money than I thought possible. He offered to manage my accounts after our first virtual meeting, never once suggesting cam work was not a legitimate business. 

Nate has more than earned what little trust I extend to anyone who isn’t Danny. So when he suggests a new venture, I sit up and pay attention. This is the first time he has suggested that I start up my own site though. He said he would email me a business model along with projected revenues and a comparison of having my own site versus staying where I am now. I’m looking forward to reading the models and his thoughts on the project but I’m going to need more convincing if today is an example of the administrative headaches I can look forward to.   

Last task, check out this doctor’s office that Danny recommended. The website is definitely queer friendly. I’m honestly a little surprised that something so progressive is available in this state, but maybe that is just my expectation based on the reputation of life in the South. I fill in all of the normal information, and then, oddly enough, the site asks for a copy of my photo ID and insurance cards, and instructs patients to include a selfie. I giggle to myself, wondering how scandalous a selfie I should actually submit. No, I decide to behave and just let my future care people learn who I am in person. That is always more fun, anyway. Under ‘reason for visit,’ I check the primary care box, and list prescription updates as a specific reason. I can give them more details in person. Oh... the site lets me choose a potential doctor from a drop down menu. That is exciting. I prefer a woman provider. They are usually more open to listening to issues. With that all done, I submit the form and wait to hear back for confirmation of my appointment. 

I think I’ll spend the rest of my free day soaking my delicates, both my clothes and my ass, making sure all of my content for next week is lined up for upload and then I can finally start researching more sporty content and see if it is worth my time. I think there is always room for growth in this industry, especially if it means more money in my pockets. 
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​Chapter 4

​Shane
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The buzz of conversation and the metal clanging of cutlery are a discordant background to the numbness of my thoughts. How is it so difficult to pick out food for lunch? I feel like I have been in the cafeteria line for hours but it has only been a few minutes. Am I even hungry? No, but I have to eat. I grab the least offensive sounding sandwich off the line, a chicken salad on wheat, with a side Caesar salad and a bottle of water. After paying for the meal I start searching for a table. Shawn had mentioned meeting for a quick lunch but I haven’t gotten a text from him so I try to find a spot somewhere I can just relax in peace. 

This day is turning out to be particularly stressful. One of our lab techs had brought a minor clerical issue to my attention. Normally that wouldn’t be a big deal. But this was my mistake; and not the first. This was the third mistake I had made this week. None of those mistakes were dire. But the fact that I was making so many little errors shows just how off my game I really am. It is not just the brain fog or the tension headaches anymore. This...whatever it is, was starting to affect my job performance. I needed to snap out of it. Maybe I needed to increase my exercise routine. Or hell, maybe I needed to decrease it. Nothing sounded like a solution. Even trying to come up with a solution was exhausting.  

“Shane!” 

The loud voice and bang of a tray on the table startled me so badly that I jumped and yelled, “What the fuck, Shawn? Do you have to be so fucking loud all the time?”

I watched in real time as his joyous grin and bright shining eyes just melted into pure misery. “Damn, Shane. I’m sorry. I can go if you aren’t in the mood for my company,” Shawn whispers. I’m such an asshole. I know how sensitive my brother is to rejection and I had crushed his feelings. 

“Of course I don’t want you to leave, Shawn. Jesus man, I’m so sorry. Sit down. I’m glad you’re here,” I promise. He hesitates, just stands there and watches me, trying to gauge my honesty. My favorite person, and I just shit all over his effort to come spend time with me. 

“Please, twin. I’m really sorry. I’m having a shit day. You didn’t do anything wrong. Sit and eat lunch with me,” I plead. 

Still looking uncertain, he slowly lowers himself into the chair opposite me. He is unnaturally still, merely looking down at his food. His dejection is obvious in the slump of his shoulders. Fuck, I have to fix this. 

“Shawn. I’m sorry. I love you,” I murmur. “How was your day going before I decided to take a shit all over it?”

That makes him snicker. He glances up at me, his face a little less forlorn. “Well, it has been mostly good. What’s going on with you? Why are you so grumpy? I know you’ve been tired but you don’t usually snap at me. Do you have another of those tension headaches?” he guesses. 

“That, too.” I don’t even know how to begin to explain to him how I’m feeling but clearly if it is getting bad enough that I’m biting his head off he deserves an explanation. “It isn’t only that, though. I keep making mistakes at work. Like small ones, but I shouldn’t be making any mistakes. I feel numb or I feel overwhelmed. I feel disconnected. I don’t feel like myself. It is fucking with me. I don’t know what is wrong or how to fix it,” I basically word vomit my explanation at him. 

“How long have you been feeling like this,” he asks with growing concern.

“I don’t know, Shawn. It has been a while, at least the last year,” I don’t know why but I’m so ashamed to admit this to him. Not only for feeling it, but ashamed that I haven’t told him yet.

“Hey,” he whispers. “Don’t do that. You don’t have to feel bad for how you feel or even for not knowing how you feel. We can handle this. You don’t have to do it alone, twin. You know I’ve got your back,” he reassures me. “Have you thought about talking to anyone here? I mean you do work in a medical place. I’m sure somebody will know how to help us.” I love when he says us. Like we are struggling. I cannot imagine how anyone survives without a twin. He really is half my soul, walking around outside of my body. 

I can feel the hot creep of tears stinging my eyes as I look over at him, “Do you really think I should talk to someone?” 

“Yeah, Shane. I do. If you have been trying to white knuckle this for a year and nothing is getting better, then it might be time to ask for help. I know you suck at that. But I’ll be here with you.” 

“I don’t suck at asking for help,” I object. 

“Really? So it wasn’t you in high school that waited an entire day before telling mom you think you might have broken your arm,” he cocks an eyebrow at me while waiting for an answer.

I groan, “You just had to bring that up? Fine. I’ll talk to someone.”

“Today,” he demands.

I give in as gracefully as I can. “Fuck. Fine.”

He gives me his sweet smile, “Good. I love you. I don’t like when you’re in pain. It hurts me, too.”

Sighing, I just nod. I know what he means. When I hurt his feelings earlier, it was like stabbing myself in the heart. I might not be enthusiastic about asking for help, but I can’t bear the thought of hurting him again. “I’ll talk to someone after my shift.”

“Good. You can tell me all about it tonight at home,” he grins at me, determined to get his way. 

*****
[image: ]


YOU CAN DO THIS, I give myself a mental pep talk as I walk to the outpatient clinic. It isn’t helping. I’ve been giving myself the same pep talk since Shawn left after lunch, and I still feel like this is a waste of time and resources. I’m a freaking licensed physician’s assistant. I diagnose patients with mental health issues. I think I would know if I were suffering with one. But I did promise Shawn I’d talk to Nancy. 

As I pass through the waiting room of the clinic, I notice it is empty, but Nancy’s receptionist Debi is still behind the window. 

“Hi, Debi. Is Nancy still in? She told me to meet her here,” I inform her casually, hoping she doesn’t notice the sweat that is suddenly beading my forehead. 

“Mr. O’Connor,” she acknowledges me, “good to see you again. She’s in her office, you can go on back.”

“Thanks, Debi. Have a good night,” I tell her as she buzzes me through the door. 

I walk back to Nancy’s office, glancing at the art hanging on the wall as I go. I’ve been to Nancy’s office a few times, in consultation on certain patients. It feels vastly different being on the other side of the equation. As I raise my hand to knock on her door, I notice, in addition to the sweat dotting my face, my hands seem to be trembling now too. I feel anxious as hell and I don’t know why. 

“Come in,” Nancy answers my knock. She looks up as I enter her office, “You can close the door, Shane. Want to take a seat?” she inquires with a gentle smile.

I grab the nearest chair and sit down while she comes around her desk and sits next to me. I watch as she takes her time perusing my features. I wonder what she is looking for, and more importantly what she is finding. 

“So, you sounded a little uncertain when you called earlier. How can I help?” Nancy resembles a fresh scalpel. She cuts so sharply that you don’t notice the sting until you feel the blood flowing. 

“I don’t know if you can help, or if I need help. But I told my brother I would talk to you tonight before I left work. So, here I am,” I explain helplessly. She doesn’t say anything, just calmly listens as I struggle to find a way to justify my presence. Her ongoing silence prompts me to fill the quiet. “He came to have lunch with me today, and I yelled at him. I never yell at Shawn. He is too gentle and his feelings are so easily hurt. But he startled me and I overreacted.” 

“Why do you say you overreacted?”

I stare at her blankly. “I don’t know how to answer that...” I admit. “All he did was say hi and put his tray on the table, I shouldn’t have snapped at him.”

She nods, “Did he ask why you snapped at him?”

“Of course. It was so out of character for me, he was hurt and confused,” I confess.

“What did you tell him?”

As I recount our conversation, Nancy continues to listen, no judgement on her face, taking in the information and nodding her head. “Shane, can I ask you a question?” 

It is my turn to nod, “Yes.”

“When was your last vacation?” she tosses this non sequitur at me like I’m supposed to make sense of it.

“It has been a while, I guess,” I concede. When was the last time I took leave? As I think about it, I can’t recall taking any time off after the pandemic. That can’t be right. Can it?

Nancy gives me another one of her understanding smiles, “The look on your face indicates it has been some time, do you even recall your last vacation?”

More than a little mortified, I breathe out, “Five years, maybe six?”

Nancy’s eyes widen, but she remains calm as she leans towards me, “Shane, you’re one of the most compassionate and caring men I’ve ever known. With those qualities, you have to give equal or even greater care and compassion to yourself. That includes your mental health. In your recollection of today’s encounter with your brother, you mentioned feeling overwhelmed, numb, disconnected, lost, but you also denied there could be anything seriously wrong with you. Do you see where I am going with this?”

“You think I’m having a mental breakdown,” I guess.

“Shane,” she glares at me reprovingly, “I do not think you’re having a mental breakdown. I think you have compassion fatigue. And it is no wonder. You haven’t had a vacation in over six years? That is not only unhealthy, it is severely detrimental to your physical and mental well-being. How can you expect to provide the quality of care your patients expect and deserve when you are emotionally and physically empty? You can’t pour from an empty cup.”

Well, fuck. 

*****
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IT IS WELL PAST NINE when I pull in the driveway. Shawn’s car is parked in his usual spot. I gather everything and slog to the front door, where he is standing and waiting patiently. 

“Hey, Twin.” he murmurs softly. 

I look at him helplessly, totally lost for words. 

“Come on, let’s go sit for a few. You look exhausted.” He gently ushers me into our living room where he has laid out a smallish buffet of takeout. “I ordered some Chinese, thinking it's been a while since we had that.” 

I drop my keys and wallet on the table, and collapse on the couch. I am completely overwhelmed with everything Nancy and I discussed. But Shawn still needs to know. I turn my head to see him gazing at me with worry, waiting for me to say something. 

I take a deep breath, “I talked to Nancy, it took a few hours. She thinks I have compassion fatigue.”

“Okay. What do you think?” he questions softly.

“I think she might be right.” I concede.

Shawn reaches out and wraps his arms around me in a tight hug. “What do you need? How can I help?”

I grab on tightly and hold him while trying not to break down in tears. “I don’t know. Nancy and I discussed some plans, but I feel so stupid. How could I have been so blind?”

“No. We aren’t doing that. You don’t get to beat yourself up over this,” Shawn states firmly. “Tell me the plan and we go from there.”

As he gently disengages and leans back, I fill him in on the hours-long conversation. “I have to take a vacation. Not just a regular one, but an extended one. Nancy insisted on that. According to her, compassion fatigue can take weeks to months to get better.”

Shawn nods, “A vacation, that is doable.”

“Extended,” I remind him.

“Okay, so how do we set that in motion?”

I lean my head back and close my eyes, “Nancy already helped me fill out the necessary paperwork. It is going to be a minimum of six weeks. I’ll need to talk to a counselor, probably weekly. I have a little over seven months of paid time off accrued. But what the hell am I going to do with all that free time?”

“You rest, dumbass,” Shawn grumbles. “You rest, you heal, you sleep, you read, we hang out. You do whatever you need to do.”

“I’m sorry, Shawn,” I whisper.

“What? Why are you sorry?” he demands.

“I let you down. I’ve been so lost and numb. I snapped at you. I’m just sorry,” I mumble.

I hear him sigh. It is so loud and obnoxious I open my eyes to stare at him. “What?”

“I guess I didn’t get the memo telling me you were perfect, you jackass,” he snarks at me. “Eat some food, take a shower, and then we can go from there. I love you, Shane. We’ll get through this.”


​
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​Chapter 5

​Kieran
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I admire my reflection in the sliding glass doors as I walk toward the clinic. Well, I really admire my outfit. The long sheer floral print chiffon wrap around skirt swirls so perfectly beneath the plain silk tank, with my new faux gem-encrusted wedge flip flops completing the casually sophisticated look. The wedge heels add at least an inch to my frame, but I like the sparkle more than the height. Really. I had french braided my hair this morning before leaving, but the windy conditions had caused a few tendrils to escape, framing my face. The overall look gives me an innocence I can’t rightfully claim. But I like the camouflage. 

It took almost two weeks, but I was finally at my first appointment. I wasn’t nervous, but I was dreading the normal medical round robin of a doctor’s visit. First, the looks of surprise, then consternation, coming from people not knowing what to do or how to react with a normal looking adult in a child-sized body. The sidelong stares of other patients instantly irritate me. I have no problem with children, at least. Their curiosity was easier to handle. Well, at least I had plenty of experience dealing with all of it. If it got too much, I had my phone and could review the business models Nate had sent in an email. 

After checking in, I found a seat, and grabbed one of the tabletop magazines. It was only three years old. I content myself looking at all of the red carpet outfits while waiting.

“Kieran Wiley,” beckoned a nurse from a side entrance.

“That’s me,” I acknowledge as I get up and pass by her to get through the door, trying not to roll my eyes as she takes me in, wide-eyed. 

“Take a right and let’s get you on the scale, please,” she directs me. I follow her lead and go through the weigh in process. 

“98 pounds,” she notes as she taps the screen on her device, recording the details. “Do you mind if I get your height,” she requests, clearly embarrassed to be asking an adult.

“Claire,” I state, reading her nametag, “it’s okay, You have to do your job, and I know I’m almost universally unexpected, no need to be embarrassed,” I reassure her, hoping this will make the entire ordeal easier on both of us. 

“Okay, Mr. Wiley. I appreciate it.” She fiddles with the stadiometer (the vertical height thingy on the scale...look, you get measured for growth your entire life, you tend to remember the names of the equipment) and records the numbers. “Four feet and six inches,” she tells me, “does that sound...accurate?”

I can’t help it. I giggle at her hesitation. “Yeah, Claire, I’ve been the same for almost 20 years now. That sounds accurate. Please call me Kieran.”

At first Claire blushes, but then when I catch her eyes and smile at her, inviting her to join in on the joke, she huffs a small laugh. “Okay, Kieran. Let’s go into exam room four and we can go over your new patient information.” 

Once in the room, I pull out the step on the bottom of the exam bench. Look, this isn’t my first rodeo. I know the routine. Once I’m comfortable I look up to see her watching me. There is that adorable blush again. “Relax Claire. I don’t bite,” I grin at her. “Ask your questions.”

“Umm...I don’t...What?” She stammers.

“The new intake questions, honey,” I remind her, laughing. I can’t help it. Her face is so red at this point, I almost offer to trade her places. “You’ll need the details to share with the doctor, right?”

She takes a deep breath, “Sorry, Kieran. Give me a second and I’ll try to pretend I’m a professional,” she says, clearly trying to re-establish her equilibrium. 

I laugh at her self-deprecation. “Seriously, it is okay. Get your pad ready, and I’ll give the brief synopsis you need for the doctor. We can go back for the other details once that is out of the way,” I suggest.

Smiling in relief, Claire grabs the exam stool and sits down with her pad, clearly ready to move on from her embarrassment.

Having told the story of my life at basically every medical appointment, I take a cleansing breath and start, “My mom was a crackhead. Seriously. She had an addiction, and didn’t see being pregnant as a valid enough reason to stop. I was born small for my gestational age. I was a tiny preemie, almost 3 pounds. I was in the NICU for months, while they held mom for inpatient rehab. She got sober long enough to keep custody of me. The first few years weren’t bad, but I didn’t grow much. I missed the milestones for height and weight repeatedly when she was sober enough to get me to the doctor. By the time I was two, a pediatric doctor determined there was something off. I was only 17 pounds and 1.9 feet tall.”

Claire is staring at me in horror, “You were almost a foot under height as a two year old? How does that hap-” she stops. “I’m sorry, Kieran. Honestly, I’ve been in public before. I’ve talked to people. I really do have manners, despite all appearances to the contrary,” she vows, sheepishly.

I laugh, not at all offended. I can see how mortified she is, as I seek to reassure her, “It is fine Claire. I can handle genuine empathetic curiosity.”

“Still, I apologize. Please continue.”

“Sure. Although I was born tiny, and never reached milestones, I don’t have any of the distinctive characteristics of dwarfism, so the pediatrician landed on idiopathic Proportionate Short Stature Syndrome by the time I was 3. Mom went back to full time crackhead status and I was in foster care before 4. I don’t know if you know much about foster care, but finding independently wealthy foster parents willing to take on a medically problematic child is rare. About as rare as foster care facilities willing to shell out tens of thousands of dollars for growth hormone therapy. So I stayed short, and here we are. I make sure to keep in shape to avoid all the obvious issues associated with the syndrome: sleep apnea, obesity, skeletal problems, cardiovascular problems. I’ve been lucky so far.”

“I would disagree; you have been diligent in maintaining your health,” she states with conviction, “If half my patients were as conscientious, I wouldn’t have nearly the workload. So, let’s get the rest of your vitals filled out and then I’ll get the doctor in here. I would imagine she will want to do a fairly routine blood workup and then we can get you out of here.”

*****
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I GET OUT OF THE RIDE share, glad to be back home. Looks like Danny is home in time to have some dinner with me. If he isn’t already consuming one of his prepared horror meals. They aren’t all bad, but I prefer to eat something other than chicken and broccoli on a daily basis. I wonder if I can talk him into grilling some steaks.

“Danny!” I yell as I walk into the house.

I see him stick his head around the corner of the entryway, looking rather alarmed, “Kier? What’s wrong?” he demands.

I laughed at him, “Nothing is wrong, just seeing if you’re home.” 

“Jesus Kieran. Don’t do that shit!”

I follow him back into the kitchen, as he wanders back to the open refrigerator. “What are you up to?” 

He continues to stand in front of the open fridge, scratching his abs as he searches for something to consume. 

“Trying to decide what sounds good for dinner. Any ideas?” He glances over at me.

“Want me to grill some steaks?” I tease him, knowing he would rather run naked through Times Square than let anyone else touch his grill.

“Oh, that sounds delicious. Except for the part where you grill them,” he teases in return. “How about you go change into something comfortable while I get it started. Then you can catch me up on how the doctor’s visit went?” 

When I get refreshed and comfy in sweats and a t-shirt, I wander out back to the patio. The scent of charcoal and grilling meat is almost enough to make me start drooling. I hand Danny one of the bottles of water I grabbed on my way through the kitchen and sit at the patio table with the other water.

Danny looks over at me, “So, how did it go today?”

I hum thoughtfully, “It was relatively painless for a new patient intake appointment.”

“Relatively painless?” he inquires. “Should there have been any pain?” he asks seriously. 

I laugh at him, “You have been to enough appointments with me to know there is always something, or even someone that just doesn’t know how to be a decent person.”

He spins around rapidly, anger flaring in his eyes, “Was somebody a dick to you?” he demands. 

I shrug, “A guy who drew my blood spouted off some shit he thought was funny enough to share.” I was used to people being uncomfortable in my presence and trying to defuse their tension with humor, however misplaced. Being used to it didn’t mean it never bothered me, though. 

Danny looks livid at this point, “What the fuck did he say?”

“Something along the lines of needing to be careful drawing blood, with my size he didn’t want to drain me dry.” I cock my eyebrow at him, “It wasn’t not funny, you know.”

“Fuck that! There is nothing funny about discrimination in any form!” 

I cannot imagine Danny giving any other response. He has been protective of me since our first meeting. I anticipate his next remark before he even has time to formulate it...

“Did you report the fucker?” And there it is...I chuckle at his dependability. 

“No. I didn’t need to report him, just like I don’t need you to go defend my honor. Do you honestly think I sat there passively?” I watch him visibly calm as he considers what I might have said. 

Finally, he laughs. “Did you leave him bleeding out, instead?”

I inspect my nails, smiling to myself as I answer him, “I didn’t draw a single drop of blood. But he will definitely never forget our conversation; nor, will he ever forget how important respect is in a medical setting.”

Danny turns back to the grill, giving the steaks his full attention as me mutters, “Good, I hope you made that fucker cry.”

I can only cackle. Oh, my best friend knows me so well. 


​
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​Chapter 6

​Shane
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I spent the first three days of my enforced vacation sleeping. I didn’t have a choice. The exhaustion just swallowed me whole. Today was dramatically different. I didn’t feel any less tired, but my brain felt like the spin cycle on mom’s industrial washer. No matter how dim the room, how much white noise played, I couldn’t sleep or dislodge the panic taking hold. I’m sure it stemmed from a combination of things. I am anxious for my therapy appointment coming up tomorrow. I keep thinking I should be at work, and feeling like a failure when I think of how many people my absence is inconveniencing. The last few nights, Shawn kept reminding me it was necessary to be kind to myself. He said I had an obligation to treat myself as well as I would any patient I was responsible for. He wasn’t necessarily wrong, but I was still struggling to believe something as simple as compassion fatigue was to blame for all the myriad symptoms I’m enduring.  

I need to get up and do something. Wallowing in bed isn’t going to accomplish anything. But even with the anxiety and restlessness running rampant through me, I have no motivation to actually move. With Shawn at work for another few hours, the day loomed ahead of me with no relief in sight. When I had messaged him earlier and complained, he reminded me that I should be resting and told me to stop feeling guilty. 

I grabbed my phone to complain to him again.

Me: Twin! I am feeling anxious. Come home and keep me company. 

He would know I wasn’t serious, but merely reaching out to him helped calm me down. After a few minutes, his reply came through and shocked me, as I’m sure he meant to. 

Twin: Whenever I’m feeling anxious, what do you tell me to do?? Do that!!!

I remember when he was officially diagnosed with anxiety as a teen. Mom had both of us in therapy so fast we didn’t have a chance to argue. I didn’t object to going with him, but when I asked mom why she was so adamant about it, she said he wouldn’t be able to stop the anxiety if I wasn’t at his side. She wasn’t wrong. When talking with his therapist about his diagnosis and how he was coping with his emotions, she provided him with a handful of paperwork, detailing actions that could potentially help control his anxiety disorder behaviors. One of the pamphlets she provided listed options in a bullet point format. The very last one had left us both flabbergasted. It was simply one word: Orgasms. Of course being the teenage boys we were, it became a running joke, and usually provided enough lightheartedness that he could pull himself out of a spiraling anxiety attack. 

After the first year of therapy, he had confided in me one
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