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      This story contains explicit graphic depictions of gay sex and crude language unsuitable for young or sensitive readers or anyone offended by gay sex.
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      Juandre and Andrew appear as secondary characters in the “New Beginnings M/M series.”

      As Kashel wrote the follow-up to “Here’s the Deal,” the characters transformed into vampires drinking whiskey.

      Since “Here’s the Deal” was a true recounting of Stefan Pride’s younger days, Kashel shifted the paranormal characters into the New Beginning storyline.

      We blamed Ish, who time-traveled.

      That is a brief explanation of Kashel's bipolar creative process.

      We hope you enjoy the entertaining erotic story of how Juandre and Andrew met.

      Love to all creatures,

      Kashel Char.
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      2004 A.D.

      United States of America

      Interstate seventy-five New York to Lexington, Kentucky

      It was a Friday afternoon when I was racing like the Red Queen down the interstate from New York to Lexington, Kentucky, feeling like I would never reach my destination and, simultaneously, reluctant to start my life as a straight-married man and a father-to-be. I was a busted, young, and closeted gay man with a double major in medicine and environmental science. As a Hispanic with stuck-up as fuck parents who only worried about their status and money, my upbringing was as privileged and sad as a locked-up mouse in Fort Knox. This cheesecake body was going to waste, and I was not getting younger.

      When I crossed the bridge at the Ohio River, I made a pit stop at a pub after I saw the Lord Andrew Distillery advertisement on a billboard. The picture of the bourbon made me crave alcohol, so I swung my sexy sports car over to the first R&G—rainbow and glitter—establishment for a martini or three. One olive turned into several before I returned to the highway, wired and waving off my newfound besties, whom I would probably never see again. Their enthusiastic motivational pep talks pushed me to a point where I gave two fucks about what awaited me in Lexington. I needed to get my asshole polished without disinheriting myself before I married a woman who I was certain had stolen my sperm and impregnated herself without my knowledge.

      At twenty-two, my existence was crusty, and my new friend Angie Joelee from the R&G I’d just visited, convinced me to search for a drag mother and the man of my dreams.

      To this day, I don’t know why I didn’t face up to it years earlier. I mean, I’ve only ever been attracted to men, but I loved feeling like a woman. Some days I didn’t want to be a woman, just a man, but I still wanted to fuck a man so hard I wanted him begging for my magic wand. My girlfriend, Chrissy Montgomery, was conspiring with our parents. My blood ran cold when thinking about the life sentence I was about to enter, all because my Spanish Roman Catholic upbringing deemed it so, to keep me from ending up in the eternal fires of hell. I didn’t recall fucking or fantasizing about fucking the woman, ever. Maybe I wished to rip her Sunday best trappings from her body, but that was to wear it.

      When alone at home, I draped myself in diamonds and jewelry and walked around in black fishnet stockings and size eleven Gianvito Rossi black suede Camnero heels. I loved feeling beautiful while I studied; it made it fun, and I seemed to retain more information as I studied when I felt confident. And that was also why I kept it a secret, because when it wasn’t a secret, I feared losing the magic. I knew it was silly, but I really needed my parents’ money. But since I was getting my degrees, I figured it was time to spread my wings and try them on someone who didn’t know me.

      With alcohol fueling my lust for a man, I loudly exclaimed into the night, “Lord, if you get me a good-looking man to have sex with, I will go to mass every Sunday for the next year!” I doubted God would ever answer my drunken prayers. Then I remembered some meditation classes I’d taken that summer about positivity and visualization being the first step in materialization. So I described to the Lord precisely what I wanted.

      “Lord, if it pleases you, I would like a big man. Straight would be extra nice as long as he doesn’t get violent. I don’t want him to be overweight, but a teddy bear would be perfect. Maybe a swimmer with a muscular physique without veins popping out all over. It would be okay for his cock to be big and veiny. Tall is nice, too. Above all, please ensure he has strong, hairy legs. I don’t care what color eyes he has, as long as they aren’t brown like mine. A pale complexion is preferred, but the color of his skin isn’t as important as an above-average cock size. I like stubble and a sexy swagger.” I kissed the tips of my left pointer and middle finger and sent it into the universe as I howled my prayer into the night.

      Minutes later, my prayers were answered. In the distance, I saw the shape of a man materialize. I took my foot off the gas and, as I drove closer, I noticed his arm was out and thumb up like a hitchhiker.

      “Damn, what have we here? Come to Daddy,” I said and immediately turned my loud music off and slowed the car down to observe the manifestation. I was almost sobered up, so this man with an athletic build standing at the side of the highway was not an apparition but the actual answer to my prayers. He was wearing a baseball cap, had long blond hair, and was in a tight pair of tattered jeans. Sitting next to him on the road was a small duffle bag. He lowered his arm, and I confirmed that, yes, his thumb was up and he was hitchhiking. Which, of course, was illegal, but I didn’t judge as the olives sloshed in martinis inside my stomach. I was driving drunk, after all.

      Eager to inspect my God-given horse in the mouth, I straightened my neck and batted my lashes as I pulled my little sports car off the road near him. He grabbed his bag and ran up to my car with a genuine smile of relief. I lowered the passenger side window and switched on the interior lights. I quickly did a summation of him. I guessed that his shoulder-length blond hair was sun-lightened. He looked like a surfer or someone being outdoors a lot. His eyes sparkled with a shade of green in the dashboard light. He had a thick dark beard shadow, unusual for a blond. He was about my height but much more muscled and packing what appeared to be a full basket.

      “Thank you, Lord,” I whispered.  I made sure to cover all my bases by being thankful and showing appreciation while making a mental note to attend mass every Sunday for a year, as I quickly scanned the hunk hanging on the side of my car.

      “Where you headed?” I asked him, trying not to let my jittery nerves show.

      “South, toward Louisiana, and you?” His voice purred deeper than my car. His accent was a mixture of German or Southern drawl, and I was unfamiliar with its origin.

      “I’m cutting off from the interstate. I’m heading to Cincinnati. I can take you as far as that.” I lied about my final destination and offered a friendly smile while hanging on the steering wheel. I felt cheeky and adventurous, so I batted my eyelashes, showing him how cranking sexy I was. If that was off-putting to him, then I was wasting my time. I’d try the next hitchhiker that came along. But he smiled wider, and I could see he liked me.

      “That would be great! I’ve been walking for almost two hours. I didn’t think anybody was
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