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You died too young, Michael.
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Synopsis

ANGEL

Angel Rivera Donnelly was born into poverty. He came from the slums of San Juan, Puerto Rico, and as a teenage boy, he took to the city streets to make a living. He worked and begged at the gay saunas and bathhouses of the city. There, he discovered his attraction to men. 

Knowing his mother had him as a young prostitute, she had no choice but to place him as a toddler in an orphanage. Once adopted, his adoptive American parents gave him the last name Donnelly. He hoped for a better life. 

Once out on his own, he enters the world of gay porn. Pushing his way up the ladder of gay society, will Angel find love and respect. 

Adult content over 18. HEA ending with hot male-on-male graphic love scenes love. 
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“Lights, camera, and action,” the director yelled. Naked and on the bed with two other male actors, he was ready to fuck. His tight, muscular body ached. This was the third take. One of the actors couldn’t keep his cock hard any longer, so they had Joey replace him. Fresh fuckin’ blood, Angel thought. Joey’s cock measured 10 inches, and he could keep it hard longer than most. Maybe he wasn’t as good-looking as the last actor, but he’d finish the scene without a problem. The scene would have been over an hour ago if he had been the director’s first choice. 

“Wait!” the director said as she came in with a tube of KY jelly. “I want more grease; I love how these scenes look with more grease.” She handed the KY to Angel. “Please rub more on your cock. When you put that hard-on in his ass, it will glide in, and that’s what the viewers want to see. It’s really a turn-on,” she said, smiling.

Angel’s look was full of venom. How the hell would this fucking woman know what gay men liked? However, he did as she asked. She was the director, and if he gave her a hard time, he’d be out of a job.

Angel Rivera Donnelly wanted to be a movie star. Unfortunately, this was the only way he knew how to get to Hollywood. He hated what he was doing. He was gay, an orphan, and broke, and this job paid well. The shit he had to do to earn a living, and his stomach churned every time he had to expose himself in front of a camera.

Every so often, one of the young actors got lucky, and a legitimate producer or director noticed them. He could only hope.

Today, an older, good-looking man showed up on the set to watch the shoot and piqued Angel’s curiosity. He wondered who he was and if he had any connection to the motion picture industry. After they shot the first scene, he asked Rob, another actor, who the old guy was.

“Hey,” he said quietly. “Who’s the old queen?”

“His name is Carl Hagen, and the talk is about the guy having money to burn,” Rob said.

“Interesting. You going after him?” Angel asked.

“Who, me? Nope, he’s not my type, and I’m done with old queens. What I need is new blood, younger blood.” Rob took a swig of water. “Fuck,” Rob muttered. “Damn cock is getting soft. I’m not taking another Viagra; I’ll have to deal with this.”

Angel smiled and could relate to Rob’s dilemma. “Mike’s not doing a shoot today; I’m sure he’ll come to your aid.”

“Yeah,” answered Rob. “See ya in about five; I’ll have Mike suck and play with me right before we have to shoot the next scene.”

Porn wasn’t as easy as it looked to shoot, especially gay porn. Sex had become a job, and Angel wanted out. In addition, he wanted to move from the dump he was sharing with two other guys who were part of this little movie company. So, he asked around further, and the answer was that Carl had a condo on the waterfront and didn’t have a partner. 

As Angel rubbed the jelly on his erect cock, he made eye contact with Carl. Did he sense some electricity? He took a good look at the older man. He was of average height and had medium brown hair sprinkled throughout with gray. He could see from the way his clothing fit him he wore designer rags. Did he detect a slightly buffed body beneath his clothing? That impressed him, and he figured he was in his early fifties. 

Carl Hagen was a porn fanboy. Was he there on the set looking? Angel gave him a slow, deliberate smile. The lure was on. He was on the prowl. He wanted to be noticed by Hagen. 

“Okay, boys, are we ready? Let’s get this show on the road. Time is money,” said Tamara. “Angel, I want that cock ready to hammer away. Boyd, get that camera here,” she said, calling over to one of the cameramen. “I want a great ass shot.” She turned to Angel. “Baby, when you cum, out you go, and I wanna see that cock on the crack of Howie’s ass, you got that? And Rob, suck Angel’s balls. I know they love a shot like that. Sells movies.”

Angel smirked. He hated that she always spoke to him and the others as if they were idiots. She usually directed her sarcasm at him, implying he couldn’t understand English. He’d worked harder than most to drop his Spanish accent and only let it come out when it suited him and the situation. 

“Keep them cocks hard. Alrightie, again, boys,” she said snidely. “Lights, camera, action!” she yelled. “And let’s fuck!”

Angel let his cock slip into Bobby’s ass, and he watched Bobby grab the sheets. Tony came over and grabbed Angel in a deep, tongue-searching kiss, and Angel closed his eyes, letting his mind grab onto the sex. He’d become so good at blocking out everyone and everything around him when filming. Now, the goal was an orgasm, one that would fill the screen and grab Carl Hagen’s attention. Damn, he wanted out of this industry. He wanted more out of life—he wanted Hollywood. Maybe the old queen amorously eying him was his ticket to California.

He’d conquered so much in life. This small hump was nothing compared to what he’d been through as a kid. The days of being hungry, cold, and abandoned caused fear in his heart. As an adult, he hadn’t let go of those feelings and his childhood experiences. Not having much as a child drove him, making him determined never to be without again.

Carl Hagen might be the stepping-stone he was looking for. Was it selfish of him? Hell yeah, but he’d risen so far above the mud of the streets of San Juan that he had no choice but to keep going.

Now, as he fucked for the camera, he let his mind leave his body. He’d learned as a kid how easy it was to do. He’d think of himself on a remote island with the man of his dreams, the man he loved and who loved him back. Angel was never giving up on his dream. 

He then made eye contact with Carl Hagen. Angel gave him a broad, perfect smile as his hand slapped the ass of the actor he was fucking. He began to ram, and now he heard the director.

“Oh yes, boys, I want great cum shots now. Let’s end this thing with a bang,” she yelled as the three actors shot their wads and came.
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San Juan, Puerto Rico
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Angel stared out the window of their waterfront condo. He and Carl were at it again, arguing. He rolled his fingers into a fist and kept them plastered at his side, fearing they’d end up in Carl’s face if he lost control.

“Two fucking years,” he said, not wanting to turn around to look at Carl.

Carl Hagen’s whiny voice was grating on his nerves. “Baby, I’m tapped out, another business deal, kaput. But I’m working on another one, and I’m sorry, but for the next few weeks, we’ll have to cut back on partying and eating out. This will be for just a little while, I promise.” 

This was Carl at his best, his begging mode, thought Angel. “Goddamn it, Carl, another promise. I’m getting sick of your promises. This has been going on for over two years. I’m not a naive kid from the streets of San Juan anymore. Nor am I some star-struck porn actor, either. I need to move on and get out there on my own. Besides, Carl, I’ve been hearing the same old shit story from you for far too long.” 

Angel walked back to the bed and threw himself down onto the sheets. He was disgusted. Carl’s little begging act didn’t cut it any longer. The argument they had in bed this morning escalated, with Angel finally telling Carl he was packing his things and leaving. 

Carl ran to the bed and sat down, trying to stroke his abs, attempting to arouse him.

“Getting your fucking hands off me,” Angel said, pushing Carl away. “I’m done. I should be in California, in Hollywood; instead, I’m here with your sorry ass.” 

Carl gave him a sorry-looking face and a frown, which Angel had grown to hate. “Oh, please, you ought to kiss my ass. I got you out of that business. Low-budget porn movies, who the hell are you kidding,” Carl argued back.

Angel got up from the bed again, escaping Carl’s amorous advances.

“Come back to bed, baby; I hate fighting first thing in the morning,” Carl said.

Angel headed to the bathroom and slammed the door behind him. He pushed the seat up and relieved himself. How he hated hearing the same bullshit every day. But this morning, he kept the argument going until mid-morning, deterring Carl from any notion of having sex. 

Carl knocked on the door. “You’re running away from me. You can’t run away from me, Angel,” Carl yelled through the door.

Angel washed his hands and looked at himself in the mirror. “I have to get out of here,” he whispered to his image. He bowed his head and answered Carl.

“Can I take a piss?” he yelled.

He waited a few more minutes, unable to face Carl. Finally, his hand touched the cold nickel knob of the door.

He had started packing the other night when
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