
  
    
      TEXAS SUN

    

    
      
        SAMUEL YORK

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Texas Sun

      

      

      

      
        
        The seventh of the Texas Soul Series

      

      

      

      
        
        Copyright 2019 Samuel York

        Cover Art by Samuel York ©Copyright 2019

      

      

      

      This book is a work of fiction. All characters, places, and events are from the author's imagination and should not be confused with fact. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, events or places is purely coincidental.

      This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it or purchased it for your use only, please return and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any material form, whether by printing, photocopying, scanning or otherwise, without the written permission of Samuel York.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      The Texas Soul series is dedicated to my readers. Thank you so much for sticking by me and making my dreams come true. I love creating new stories for you to explore. I hope you enjoyed the Texas Soul series.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lafferty Miller's lips cracked into a wide smile as the huge brute pounded his fists on the table. The jerk didn't scare him, though it was obvious other people were terrified based on how they backed away. Some people even left the bar. He threw back his head and laughed before sobering to meet the brute's gaze.

      “You don’t scare me,” Lafferty drawled. “I don’t give a fuck if you think gay guys shouldn’t be here. Go to hell.”

      “You little—” The guy lunged at Lafferty, and he ducked, plowing forward, slamming into the dude’s midsection. Solid muscle met his head, and he bounced back, staggering as he tried to gain his footing.

      “I’m going to make you pay.” The roar filled the space, sending more people fleeing.

      Those were the last words Lafferty heard from the guy before the doors banged open, and a cop stepped in. Lafferty crawled under a table, weaving his way to the back of the bar and the back door. This wasn’t the first time he’d made an exit like this, and he was sure it wouldn’t be the last.

      He raced out into the alley and ran around the corner, right into the arms of a waiting police officer. He gasped, the cop gasped, and they both scrambled as they wobbled to the left, then the right before Lafferty disentangled himself and stepped back.

      “Where are you going so fast?” the officer asked.

      “Away from the fight in there.” He threw a glance over his shoulder and shivered. “It’s dangerous in there. A fight broke out, and I ran.”

      The cop narrowed his gaze and nodded. “Stick around. We’ll be questioning people. Stand over there with the group of patrons from the bar.”

      “Sure thing.” Lafferty headed to the other bargoers, some he recognized, and settled in beside them. He slowly turned, meeting the cop’s gaze who’d sent him over here. He smiled and waved as he moved to the back of the pack.

      The cop’s lips tilted up in a sneer before his attention was drawn to someone else. Lafferty saw an opening and made his escape. Slinking low, he moved away from the center of activity and did his best to blend in with the rest of humanity who’d come to find out why four cop cars had descended on the bar.

      Laughter bubbled up as he raced away from the chaos he’d created. The place he was staying reminded him of La Bohéme and not the Ritz Carleton, where most people who knew who he was imagined he stayed.

      Lights spilled out over broken fire escapes dotted with the glow of cigarettes. The pungent scent of weed floated along the alleyway, following him to the small room he was renting on the basement level at the end of the building. He turned the key in the lock and opened the door. He sighed as he stepped in.

      “Honey, I’m home,” he called out to the empty place as he shut the door. No one lived with him in this small, one-room apartment.

      He stepped over to the tiny kitchenette and grabbed a beer from the refrigerator, then took three steps and dropped to the beanbag in the corner just as thunder boomed outside. He twisted open the beer and flicked the bottle cap in the general direction of the trashcan. It bounced off the wall and landed in the middle of the linoleum floor.

      “I’ll get it later.”

      The first sip of beer felt good on his throat. The next sip, he tasted the hops and sighed, enjoying the flavor. This was the life.

      Lightning flashed, and more thunder rumbled. Rain fell, leaving him feeling melancholy. Memories of him and Matthew on the streets surfaced, and he pushed them away. Lane and Gresh had seen taken him in, making sure he'd never be homeless again. He had everything he needed, but for some strange reason, the ragtag atmosphere of this part of Greenwich Village called to him. This area was fresh and unadulterated by the wealth hindering most of the people he met when he traveled in the circles Lane and Gresh had introduced him to. Sure, the cowboys at the ranch were good people, and there were a few good people in Houston who he actually liked, but he felt alive in this place, almost like he really was on the edge of the world looking out.

      Seeing Matthew a few weeks ago had been a kick. He wasn’t sure what was going on with him, but Lafferty found it odd how his brother had been in New York the same day as an assassination attempt on the president. He’d not wanted to think about the implications.

      The scrape of something brushing against his door made him sit up fast. His heart hammered as he scrambled over, setting his beer down on the small table by the one chair in the room. The door didn’t have a peephole or any way for him to look out and see what was on the other side. Thunder crashed, and the rain sounded like it picked up. He flipped on the light and took a chance as he tugged the door open.

      Some wet little dude fell in, his eyes wide as he scrambled to stand. A string of words Lafferty didn’t understand flew from the kid’s mouth.

      “What? Speak English.”

      The kid wobbled and stumbled in his quest to stay upright. He was sopping wet, the coat he wore stank, and the grunge on his hands and face made him look wild. Lafferty didn’t hesitate and grabbed his arm, keeping him from falling. The dark-eyed kid stared up at him, fear shining through.

      A ghost of a memory floated through his mind. This kid wasn’t dangerous. He was probably hungry, tired, and now he was afraid. Lafferty’s heart squeezed, and he forced himself to calm as he reached back and shut the door, blocking out the rain.

      “What is your name?”

      The guy swallowed before he opened his mouth. “A-Andries.”

      “Andries. Your name is unique. Why are you on the streets?”

      The kid glanced at the door, then back at him. "I'm lost and have nowhere else to go." The kid's lips thinned, and his eyes narrowed as he stared at Lafferty. For a second, Lafferty thought the guy looked older. "What is your name?"

      The guy had a unique accent Lafferty couldn’t place. “Lafferty.”

      The guy's nose wrinkled, and lines branched out from the corner of his eyes. "Talk about odd names."

      He ignored the comment about his name. He’d heard it all. “Why don’t you use my bathroom, get cleaned up, maybe shower. I have some extra clothes. We can wash these, and then in the morning, you can get some food while you tell me what’s going on.”

      Andries ducked his head, and a shiver raced through him. He lifted his chin. A determined slant to his lips made him again look mature. "How much?"

      Lafferty didn’t understand the question. “How much what?”

      “I-I.” Andries’s cheeks turned pink. “I can do anal if you need it.”

      Anger filled Lafferty. Memories from his past surfaced. He wasn’t going to make this kid have sex. “No.”

      Andries flinched. “No, what?”

      “I don’t want sex. I’m doing this to be nice. Clean up, shower, and then we can talk after we both get some sleep.”

      Andries’s eyes narrowed, and Lafferty again noticed the age-showing lines. Later he’d get the full story, but for now, Andries needed to shower.

      “Are you being real? No sex, you’re letting me shower and eat without sucking you?”

      Lafferty sighed. “Yeah, kid, I’m letting you shower.”

      “I’m not a kid.” Andries’s jaw jutted out before his expression softened. “I’m not.”

      “We can discuss it later. Get out of those clothes and toss them out of the bathroom. I’ll wash them in the sink while you shower.”

      Andries started removing his clothes. When he peeled off his shirt, revealing pale skin with a trail of dark hair down the center of his chest, Lafferty turned around.

      “You shy?” Andries asked.

      “No. I don’t need to see you naked.”

      The kid who said he wasn’t a kid laughed. Something dropped to the floor, and he assumed it was the kid’s pants. The aroma of unwashed body wafted over him, pushing away any desire. The guy was living rough. Lafferty knew the feeling. He knew what it took to survive in the wild.

      The sharp slide of metal on metal, indicating the shower curtain was being pushed back, was followed by the sound of water running. Lafferty turned and found Andries standing in the bathroom door, his hands on the door jamb, his body on full display. Lafferty rolled his eyes and glanced away but couldn’t keep his eyes off the man and glanced back.

      “Shower and get dressed in the clothes I put in there. Then we can get some sleep.”

      Andries shrugged and stepped into the shower-tub, moaning loudly. Lafferty ignored the sexy sounds coming from the room. After he delivered a pair of sweats and a t-shirt to the bathroom, he concentrated on preparing beans for coffee the next morning. He may be trying to live like a bohemian, but he’d grown used to certain luxuries, like whole bean coffee, freshly ground in a burr grinder and brewed to perfection in an expensive coffeemaker.

      The twerp had been in the shower for over ten minutes and had stopped moaning. Lafferty wasn’t going to check on him because he was afraid of what he’d find.

      The man’s clothes were filthy and would take more than a quick rinse in the sink. He’d have to soak them in the tub.

      The water cut off, then the shower curtain rings slid over the rod, making a metallic screeching sound. He needed to replace a few that were rusted. A few minutes later, Andries stepped out of the bathroom, his eyes on the ground.

      “I found a toothbrush and used it.”

      “Good, I’m glad you found it. Do you want to sleep on the bed?” Lafferty asked.

      “What about you?”

      “I’m good on the beanbag.”

      “No, I can sleep there. It’s better than the asphalt I normally sleep on.”

      Lafferty grabbed an extra sheet and blanket along with a pillow and took them to the beanbag.

      “I’m sorry,” Andries said.

      He spun back and lifted his eyebrows. “About?”

      “Acting like a shit. It’s been a while since I’ve been treated like a human and not a sex toy. Thank you.”

      He nodded and looked around, trying to find anything else to focus on other than the cute guy in front of him because the last thing he wanted was this man to freak out because he really was attracted to him.

      “Do you have any food?”

      Andries’s question pushed him into action. “Yes.” He stepped over to the tiny freezer and opened it. “I have leftover pizza and a boxed meal I can microwave quickly.” He shut the freezer and opened the refrigerator. “Oh, this. It’s leftovers, but only from lunch. It’s chicken and pasta.”

      Andries’s eyes rounded. “Sure. Sounds good.”

      Lafferty heated the food while watching the guy look around. He hoped the kid wasn't planning on stealing anything from him. Andries’s gaze met his. The man's eyes shone brightly with anticipation. After he'd showered, the kid looked different. His hair was curly and black but a little too long to be considered tame. His skin was pale, but it looked like he'd burned recently based on the flakiness. His eyes were dark pools Lafferty could drown in. Thoughts he shouldn't be having surfaced.

      “How old are you?” Lafferty asked.

      Andries blinked at him, then shrugged. "You want the real answer or what I tell others?"

      “Real.”

      “I’m twenty.”

      Lafferty lifted his brow. “I said, real answer.”

      “I gave you the real answer. I’m really twenty. I know I look younger. You probably thought I was sixteen, maybe seventeen. It gets me more money if I say I’m fifteen or younger.”

      “So, you’re on the streets doing tricks?” Lafferty noticed the way Andries sucked in a breath and how his cheeks grew darker.

      The microwave beeped, and he turned to take the food out. When he turned back, Andries didn’t look like he wanted to bolt.

      Lafferty set the food on the table and sat across from him, watching as Andries inhaled the meal. When the food was half gone, Lafferty started talking.

      “When I was fourteen, I was kicked out and on the streets.”

      Andries looked up mid-chew. His eyelids narrowed, and his lips thinned after he swallowed. It took him a moment, but he finally spoke. “You were young. What happened?”

      “My parents found out I liked guys, so they kicked me out. On the streets, I found another gay kid, and we became friends. We looked after each other.”

      “Ever have to trick to get cash?”

      Lafferty nodded, not wanting to think of the time. “It wasn’t fun. I sucked someone, and it was easy money. Then a guy wanted me to let him fuck me. He wasn’t easy on me.”

      Andries shoveled more food into his mouth and talked around the food. “What happened?”

      Memories of meeting Lane and Gresh flashed through his mind. The first day at their house had been wild. He missed Matthew, but having Jump and Daniel around was sweet.

      “You’re deep into it,” Andries said.

      He blinked and then shrugged. “Sorry. Memories.”

      “What happened on the streets?”

      “I was lucky.” Luck didn’t really express the depths of what he’d been through or how Lane and Gresh saved him.

      “How so?”

      “The kid I met, Matthew, he made me go to this holiday dinner thing at a church. There was this guy serving food, and he started asking questions.”

      “He didn’t want to fuck you?” Andries asked.

      “God, no. He and his husband are good people. We were lucky. Actually more than lucky. They took me in and made my life so much better. They adopted us.”

      “So why are you living in a dump like this?”

      Lafferty let his eyes linger on the broken cabinets, the stained paint, and crappy furniture. Why was he here, really? They had money, and he could have insisted his dads let him rent a condo on the east side, or maybe the upper west side. He could have made a case for it, but he’d picked this one-room apartment with chipped paint and bad smells.

      “I know this sounds weird, maybe it is weird, but I needed to remind myself where I came from.”

      It was only half the truth. Four months ago, Lafferty had been in a bar in Houston picking up a guy. The man had treated him like shit. He'd been used like a hooker then shoved out the door while still naked. The man had called him trash. He'd begun to wonder if maybe he was trash. What if the man had been right, and he wasn't worth what Lane or Gresh said? What if he was supposed to live in a shithole?

      “So you moved here just to punish yourself?” Andries shook his head. “If I could…”

      He didn't finish the sentence, and a faraway look drifted over his expression. Lafferty waited a moment, then lifted his eyebrows.

      “Could what?”

      The kid shook his head. “Nothing.”

      Lafferty lifted his eyebrows. "I told you mine. You should tell me yours."

      Andries finished the food and took the plate to the sink, washing it before setting it in the drying rack.  He turned to face Lafferty but didn’t meet his gaze. “I’m ready to sleep.”

      “So your clothes were too much for the sink. I need to drop them in the tub and let them soak.”

      “Sure. But what about tomorrow?”

      “Well, you can let them dry all day tomorrow while you hang here and eat some food, and maybe we can figure something out. Or we’ll head to a laundromat and dry them, then you can be on your way. It’s your choice.”

      Andries nodded, then shrugged. "They need to get clean. It's been a while."

      Lafferty picked up the pile of clothes, careful not to let them touch his own clothes. They weren't just smelly. They stank. He wasn't sure how Andries had worn them.

      “Anything in the pockets?” Lafferty asked.

      “Maybe.” Andries came over and dug through his pockets, turning his nose up as he explored. “Jesus, I smelled this bad. It’s awful.”

      “You were pretty ripe.”

      “You get used to it after a while.” Andries dropped the pants and underwear into the tub.

      Lafferty pushed down the plug and started the water. He poured in clothes detergent and some laundry booster.

      “I’ll close the door while it soaks. It’ll take a while.”

      “Sure,” Andries said.

      “You take the bed,” Lafferty said. “I’m good with the beanbag.”

      Andries glanced at the beanbag and then the bed. “You’re not going to try and fuck me?”

      “No.”

      Andries shrugged as he washed his hands. After he finished, he stepped over to the bed and stretched out, pulling the sheets over his body. Lafferty washed his hands and then settled on the beanbag, getting comfortable. He closed his eyes and drifted off. Later, Lafferty woke to the sound of coffee gurgling in the pot. Based on how the light streamed in, the sun was up.

      “Hey, I started the coffee. I hope you don’t mind.” Andries was smiling at him from the kitchenette.

      “No, not at all.” Lafferty sat up and stretched. It had been ages since he’d fallen asleep in the beanbag, and he wasn’t sure sleeping here would be good for his back. He stood and shuffled to the bathroom. Andries’s clothes were hanging on the shower rod.

      “I’ve been up for a while,” Andries called out as Lafferty shut the bathroom door.

      Mornings weren’t his thing. If he was at the ranch and Daniel was around, Lafferty would be all about hopping out of bed to make pancakes or something else for the kid, but not when he was flying solo. He liked his solitude and his coffee in total quiet. He didn’t think he’d get peace with Andries here.

      After he pissed and brushed his teeth, he stumbled out to his little kitchenette. Andries smiled at him, and his heart lurched.

      “I just poured you some coffee.”

      “Huh,” Lafferty said. “You even got it in my favorite mug.” He added cream and sugar to the coffee and stirred. The first sip made him moan. “It’s good.”

      “Thanks. I didn’t do much other than press the button.”

      Lafferty took another sip and then leaned against the counter, his eyes on the kid. Andries’s stare was bold and sure. This really wasn’t a kid, and he needed to stop thinking of this man as a child.

      “You’re twenty for real?”

      Andries nodded. This guy could have been a drug-addicted killer, but Lafferty had gambled against it. Plus, it seemed like he’d won so far.

      “What are your plans?”

      Andries shrugged. “For today, get my clothes dry.”

      “You want to let them sit here and dry, or do you want to find a dryer?”

      Again Andries shrugged. Lafferty knew pushing the kid might lead to lies, but not pushing him may lead to lies too.

      “I have questions, but first, let’s eat. Do you like eggs?”

      “Oh yeah. I love them.” A sad expression flitted across his face before he recovered. “My mom used to make the best scrambled eggs I’ve ever had.”

      “Do you know how she made them?”

      “I do. Can I attempt it?”

      Lafferty flashed him an encouraging smile. Andries hopped into action, pulling out a bowl, the carton of eggs, milk, butter, and salt and pepper. He cracked six eggs and whipped them with a fork. Then he added milk and butter to the eggs while the pan heated. More butter was dropped into the pan and melted before the eggs were poured in. The sizzle of eggs as they hit the pan made Lafferty’s stomach growl.

      Andries cut his gaze over then smiled. “You hungry?”

      “After watching you put the food together, yes.”

      “Hopefully, I got it right. Mom was a master in the kitchen.”

      Lafferty had questions but hesitated and watched Andries add salt and pepper to the cooking eggs. Andries was on the streets, but he talked about his mom like he loved her. Finally, curiosity won out.

      “What happened to her?”

      Andries’s lips turned down, then he shrugged. “She died when I was twelve. I miss her.”

      “I’m sorry. I’m sure you miss her a lot.”

      Andries’s sad nodding along with the droop of his shoulders told Lafferty a lot about the man. But Andries’s next words broke Lafferty's heart.

      “Sometimes, I pretend she’s not gone.”

      “I bet it was tough growing up without her.”

      “It was. Then my dad moved us to New York.”

      “Where were you before?”

      “In Greece. I’m a citizen here now, so I don’t need a green card or anything.”

      Lafferty looked him up and down, the question flying without even thinking. “Have you been harassed by the police?”

      Andries chuckled. “No man, I’m white. They don’t care if I’m homeless, as long as I’m not black or Mexican.”

      “Is it really bad? I mean, I’ve seen stories, but I wasn’t sure.”

      Andries stopped stirring the eggs and met his gaze, his expression serious. “Oh yeah, it’s bad.”

      “So, why are you on the streets?”

      Andries sighed. “It’s a long story.”

      The eggs became fluffy as they cooked and looked perfect. Lafferty might just want to cook eggs like this every time he made them.

      “How about after breakfast we get out of here and go walk, and if you want, you can tell me.”

      “Sure.” Andries plated the eggs and set them on the table, but he kept his gaze diverted.

      Lafferty remembered being homeless, not knowing who to trust. When he found someone he did trust, he had to question his sanity. He took his first bite of eggs and moaned. “These are great. Like the best I’ve ever had.”

      “Thanks. I tried to replicate what my mom did to fix them.”

      “Based on these eggs, I’d have to say she was an amazing cook,” Lafferty said

      “She was.” Sadness cloaked Andries’s features. His fork hung in the air before he shook his head and took another bite.

      They finished eating, and he washed the dishes while Andries brushed his teeth. In less than ten minutes, they were on their way headed south. He figured they’d stop and get some more coffee or maybe a pastry. They’d gone about two blocks when Andries started talking.

      “When my mom died, my dad married again like six months later. The new woman wasn’t nice. She was awfully religious.”

      Lafferty sucked in a breath as he looked at Andries. “Oh, no.”

      “Um, yes. I admit I could have toned it down, but I was still angry about mom dying and my dad replacing her so fast. I was against his new marriage. Made a huge stink. We moved to New York, and it only got worse. She would beat me when she thought I was too gay.”

      Lafferty’s heart stalled. “Beat you?”

      “Yeah. Of course, the few times I mentioned it at school, she was able to twist what happened to make it sound like I was a bad child, and she was just punishing me for evil. They had me attend a Christian school. It wasn’t like people who cared were asking if I was okay. Nothing was good at all once she married my dad.”

      “It sounds like you had it rough.”

      They crossed the street at the light and kept walking. Eventually, Andries started talking again.

      “When I turned seventeen, she decided she’d had enough. She made up a lie and told my dad I’d tried to have sex with the pastor’s son, who was only ten at the time. He believed her, and I had no room to tell the truth. I was kicked out. My stuff was tossed to the curb, and I wasn’t allowed home again. I’ve lived on the streets since. Of course, I barely even knew the pastor’s son. He went to school where I did, but I hadn’t ever met him. My Dad ignored the facts. Anyway, I tried working and tried shelters, but shelters can be worse, and you have to have an address to get work.”

      “I’m sorry,” was all Lafferty could say. “Did you try talking to your dad again?”

      The scent of cinnamon and waffles filled the street, and Andries stopped. Lafferty
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