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Cannon

“Hey Cannon,” a pap called as I walked out of the restaurant and lit a cigarette.  I tipped my chin and the guy as he lifted his camera toward me. “Ben from TMZ.”

I nodded and took a long drag on my cigarette, relishing the burn in my throat and lungs. 

“What’s up?” I said as I blew the smoke out the corner of my mouth.

“Not much, so, when are you going to make an announcement about your new boyfriend?”

I frowned and shook my head. “What are you talking about?”

“Briggs Newton?”

I stopped. I forced my face to stay neutral, but inside my heart had started to speed up. How the hell did he know? Briggs and I weren’t in any kind of relationship, we’d spent the night together two nights together, things had got dirty, and I’d left with a very large smile on my lips, but no one should have known. I was very upfront with Briggs. I told him what happened in the hotel room, stayed there. He’d agreed.

“We met at a party the other night, but we aren’t boyfriends. I’m not gay.”

Ben chuckled and shook his head. “Come on man, it’s not 1952 anymore, it’s okay to be gay. You don’t have to hide in the closet anymore.”

I raised my brow as I glared at the man. I was fighting to stop my hands from shaking as I took another drag from my cigarette.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, if I was gay, I wouldn’t have an issue coming out, but I don’t know what to tell you, I’m not gay. Briggs isn’t my boyfriend.”

Ben pulled his phone from his pocket and swiped open the screen before turning it around. I stared in horror. There was no denying that photo. I was asleep, naked, next to Briggs who was smiling for the camera. That bastard. He took a photo of me in my sleep. 

“There are worse,” Ben said as he swiped his thumb across the screen. The next shot was worse, it was my spent dick laying against my stomach and Briggs running his tongue along my shaft.

“What the hell?” I shouted. My panic was gripping at my throat, and I was finding it hard to breathe. The shaking I’d been fighting to hide was in full view and there was no disguising it.

“It doesn’t matter man. So, you are gay, what does that matter?”

I looked at him with wide eyes. “I’m not gay,” I said quietly. Even I could hear the lack of conviction in my voice. “Where did you get those images?”

“Briggs sent them to me.”

“And where else?” I asked.

Ben shook his head. “I don’t know, man. Look I’m sorry that I’m the one to break this to you. What he did is shit.”

I snorted. “But you don’t care, you’re going to use your footage anyway.”

Ben shrugged. “It’s my job.”

I nodded pulled another cigarette from my packet and stuck it in my mouth, lighting it and taking a deep drag. 

“Yeah, it is,” I said as I turned away and walked back to my car. I could feel tears burning in my eyes. I didn’t know what to do. How the fuck was I going to get on top of this? 

Sure, there was nothing wrong with being gay. I didn’t feel ashamed of who I was. Or maybe I did. But I was a country singer. Most of our fans expected us to be loving on blonde girls in booty shorts and cowboy boots. Not chasing some twinks ass. I scrubbed my hand down over my face in the safety of my car and let my tears fall. This was going to turn everything upside down. I saw what happened when Tyler Childers brought out a film clip about a gay couple, damn his fans burned their albums, they completely attempted to destroy him on social media. How were they going to react when they knew I’d taken it one step further? 

Nausea washed over me. I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to face this. My phone buzzed causing me to startle and I looked at my car display. It was my manager, Teddy. With a groan, I answered the call.

“Hello,” I said as I cleared my throat.

“Do you know?”

“Yeah, I just got confronted in the street by some guy from TMZ.”

“Shit,” he growled. “I’m going to contact the legal team, what that little bastard has done has to be illegal.”

“It won’t stop the media from using them and destroying my career.”

“I don’t think your career will be over.”

“Yeah, because there are no redneck, homophobes that obsess over me marrying their daughters.”

“I know, I know. I don’t think it’s going to be easy. You are going to going to get backlash over this, but I don’t think it’s going to kill your career.”

“I can’t see any positive to this.”

“I know. Maybe it is time for you to take a break and get away for a while. You’ve been working pretty much full-on for the last ten years. Why not take some time, go back to Australia, visit your family and relax.”

I sighed and nodded. “Yeah. My brothers have been asking for me to come home for a while now.”

“Then that’s what you should do.”

I’d left the Mallee in Victoria, Australia when I was only sixteen years old. Having won a music competition, my life pushed me into stardom. Before I knew it I was jet-setting all over the world and performing at concerts every night. Album after the album was pushed out. The more I thought about going home to my brothers, the more appealing it seemed to be. The last time I’d seen them was at Dad’s funeral. That was six years ago. I hadn’t gone home since. But this might be what I need.

“Yeah, I think I’m going to do that.”

“Good.”
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Lawson

I yawned as I walked into the back of the shop to gather the tools I was going to need to do an oil change.

“Big night, mate?” Keenan called with laughter. He knew damned well that there was no big night for me. I didn’t do big nights. I’d been diagnosed with Fibromyalgia, a chronic pain disease, five years ago. It ruled my entire life. The pain was unbearable and I walked around most of the time like a damned zombie I was so tired. 

“Hardly,” I threw over my shoulder. “This humidity has stripped me of every ounce of energy I have.”

“Yeah, it’s shit, I reckon you should hit your old man up for an air conditioner in the office and a nice big comfortable seat.”

I chuckled. The kid was looking out for me, and it was sweet, if only it were that easy. “How am I going to change Mr Lidell’s oil from the office?”

Keenan hummed before sighing. “True I can’t see him hiring a new mechanic and getting a new air conditioner.”

I barked out a laugh as I nodded my head. My father owned the mechanic business, which I pretty much ran now that he was semi-retired. He only stepped in occasionally so that I could take a break. I needed it, particularly on hot days or days where it was bitter. The temperature wreaked havoc on my body and the minute there was a bit of humidity or that bitter icy wind, I was done for. Today was one of those days. 

I’d promised Dad that I would finish Mr Liddell’s oil change because it was quick and simple and then I was going home to rest. I could see the worry on Dad’s face every day that he would see me. He grew more and more concerned. The problem with Fibromyalgia was that there wasn’t a pill that fixed it all. It was a series of symptoms that couldn’t be explained because Doctors still didn’t quite understand the disease. They didn’t know where it began and had no idea what it really was. Unlike Lyme disease which could be traced back to a tick or mosquito bite, Fibromyalgia was just one of those things that one day I seemed to wake up and be sick and was never able to get better.

There were some days that my feet and legs would be so swollen I couldn’t even walk. Other days I would put the kettle in the fridge and the milk on the stove because the brain fog was so bad. It was a constant struggle. That didn’t mean I didn’t have good days, but sometimes it felt like they were far between.

Sighing I lifted Mr Liddell’s old Mitsubishi in the air and unplugged the sump. This car was over thirty years old, and yet still ran like a dream. There was something to be said about regular services and really looking after the car. I watched as the oil that probably didn’t really need changing flowed into the large metal container. Once the sump was empty, I plugged it all back up and lowered the car to its wheels, before changing out the oil filter and topping it up with fresh oil. Checking to make sure I hadn’t either over or underfilled the oil I brought the car to life and listened to it purr as always.

“I can’t believe this thing still goes like this, shit, my old truck is newer than this by about a hundred years and I still have to crank the bitch up every morning,” Keenan said from beside me as we stared down into the engine bay to make sure everything was going and running the way it should.

I snorted and shook my head. “You should perhaps stop taking that thing up sides of mountains and she might run a bit better.”

Keenan grinned and shrugged his shoulders. “Where would the fun be in that? You should come along one day; I know the guys in the club would love to have you along.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think I’d be able to keep up with you.”

Keenan belonged to a four-wheel drive club in Donald, the tiny town I was born and raised in. I’d never lived anywhere else. While sometimes I’d dreamt
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