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Comforted By
Love

Damian had taken care of his wheelchair bound
mother since he was twelve years old, when his father walked out,
leaving mother and son to fend for themselves. Life dealt them blow
after blow, but his mother repeatedly told him "something good will come from this."

Eight years later, he was juggling community
college classes, a part-time job he was sometimes ashamed of,
volunteer work at a community center, and caring for his mother.
Biking to classes in a downpour, Damian was soaked to the bone. As
he locked his bike to the rack, those words rang through his head
once again. Damian wondered, "What good will come from this?"

Frank, an ambitious, successful restaurateur
wanted more from his life. Hook-ups had become boring, empty, and
shallow. He needed someone to give meaning to his life. His friends
said he was a predator, would never be satisfied with one guy, that
he needed the excitement from new prey in his bed each night. But
his lust had faded, leaving his him and his bed empty.

When Frank saw Damian volunteering at the
community center, run by his sister, his first thought was
"He is Beautiful" "Beth said I make people
my conquest, and maybe she was right, but Damian was different. He
was neither prey nor a notch in my bedpost." He wanted Damian,
couldn't get him out of his mind, and didn't know how to get him.
With his sister's help, Frank and Damian met, but it was not lust
or sex that brought them together.

When a corrupt attorney and greedy developer
attempt to push Damian and his mother to the brink, Frank knows he
needs to help, but how? Can he help mother and son, develop a
relationship with Damian, and not drive a wedge between them?


Chapter 1

Frank


Oh my God, he is beautiful, I thought.
While waiting for Beth, the manager of the Amity Community Center,
I grabbed a cup from the ever full coffee pot in the kitchen and
leaned against the door to the main hall. There, helping an elderly
man at a computer table was a guy who caught my eye. No, he did
more than catch my eye he caught my full attention.

My mind and body were in lust alert the
moment my eyes landed on his obviously hard body. He wore white
shorts, a black T-shirt that hugged his solid back, and sneakers
sans socks. Dark hair, so black it almost looked blue. The contrast
of white against black, on his hard body, gave him an extremely
seductive appearance. If seeing his back was so striking, I
wondered how I would feel seeing his face. Shit, I was in lust and
it was before eight in the morning.

I kept still, hoping he would turn my way and
give me more for my fantasy session later in the shower. As if he
heard my wish, he stood, turned to look in my direction and smiled
when he spotted me. Before I could even return the smile, he moved
to the next computer terminal to help a gray haired lady. "Fuck, he
is beautiful."

"I thought guys don't like being called
beautiful," came the voice over my shoulder. My eyes never left the
scene in front of me. I knew her voice and smiled at her
comment.

"While I agree with you in general, there are
some people who just fit the phrase whether they like it or not.
That is one beautiful man. Who is he?" I asked Beth as she leaned
into me to look at the main hall.

"Oh, that's Damian. He's a volunteer. And
yes, I think he is beautiful too," she laughed as she turned to
walk to the alley door. "Get your mind out of the gutter and let's
get your truck unloaded. We don't have all day." Beth was a good
person, but she could be a bitch when it suited her.

We spent the next twenty minutes moving boxes
of rolls, breads, and left over food from my truck into the kitchen
at Amity Community Center. Then without any preamble, Beth said,
"He's a special kid Frank. Please don't make him one of your
conquests."

Beth knew me well, maybe too well. She was my
brother's wife, a dear friend, and sometimes confidant. We shared
our deepest and sometimes darkest feelings with each other ever
since the day we met. At first, Tony was jealous that we shared
such intimacies, but he soon realized I was never going to hit on
his girl and left us to our special bond. "I'm not going to make
him a conquest, but damn he certainly got my juices flowing," I
said as I put the last tray into the walk in fridge. "Do you know
if…"

I didn't even get the words out when she
laughed in my face. "Yes Frank, he is, and I mean it. Please don't
make him a conquest. He's had a really difficult life and I don't
want to see him used and thrust onto the curb by the likes of you."
Like I said, Beth could be a bitch, but she cared and that was
something most people didn't know how to do anymore.

I wondered what he could have gone through to
make her so protective. Beth adopted people and their causes when
she felt strongly enough about them. Damian must be something very
special. "If I promise to be good, will you introduce me to
him?"

She thought over her answer for a long
minute, and then said, "I will when I feel the timing is right. You
go behind my back and I'll make sure you won't be able to have sex
for a very long time."

I placed my hands over my groin in mock fear,
knowing that she could and would make my life miserable if I didn't
go along with her wishes. "I only want to meet him. If we hit it
off, then everything after that will be by mutual decision."

"Frank, listen to me and hear my words. That
boy is very special. He's been through more than most young people
should ever have to deal with. I'll make sure you two meet, but it
will be on my terms. Clear?"

What could I say but "Yes, ma'am." I stood at
attention and saluted her with a smirk on my face. "Just please do
it soon," I begged. Beth laughed at my salute and comment.

"Go back to the restaurant and try to keep
your mind out of the gutter. You'll get to meet him soon enough."
Once again, I saluted, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and drove to
work.

No matter how much I tried, I couldn't keep
the image of Damian's smile from entering my mind. He was the most
beautiful person I'd ever seen in my life. When he turned to face
me, I saw the bluest of blue eyes and a smile with dimples on both
cheeks. His face was offset by his shaggy black hair, hair that
looked freshly messed up, as if someone had run his hands through
it on purpose. I imagined what it would be like to kiss those lips
and run my hands not only through his hair, but also all over that
body. And from what I could see, he had a damn solid body.

"You daydreaming again?" Henry's voice
brought me out of my fog. He was smiling as he watched me come back
from my lust filled high. Apparently, he knew where my mind had
gone since I saw his eyes move down my body, land on my crotch, and
then back up. "Who is it this time?" he asked with humor in his
voice.

Henry and I have a great relationship. He is
the chef at Sully's and my uncle. I've been hanging onto his
shirttails since I was old enough to grab anything with my small
hands. And he loved that I decided to go into the family business.
He also loved that I was brave enough to come out to my parents
when I fully understood that I was gay. "Someone I saw at the
center this morning. Can't get him out of my mind," I said knowing
he wouldn't back down until I answered his question.

"Well go after him and see if he has what it
takes to satisfy your never ending lust for adventure." Henry had
my back from the very beginning. He understood what a young man
needed.

"Can't, Beth said he's out of bounds until
she gives her approval."

"Blue balls aren't fun young man," he said
laughing. "Better find someone to help you out or you'll be
miserable." As I said, I am extremely lucky to have Beth and Henry
in my life. Both of them understand me, maybe more than I do
myself. "I put the choices for the dinner menu on your desk. I'll
be back in an hour," he said as he walked from the building.

It was early and I was alone. I wondered if I
had time to rub one out before the staff started arriving. But luck
was not with me. No sooner than my thoughts materialized, I heard
the bell from the loading dock door. We had deliveries.

I had trouble concentrating on my job all
morning. I kept thinking the words Beth said earlier, he's been through more than most young people should ever
have to deal with and wondered what could have been so
horrible. A shiver ran down my spine.

I found ten minutes to sneak into the staff
toilet and allow my fantasies to come alive. My hand barely touched
my cock when it sprung to life. I smothered a giggle knowing that
it wouldn't take long for the end game to play out. I was right. A
few strokes, a picture of Damian on his knees with his lips around
my hardness, and I flew over the top. My eruption was epic, making
a mess of the wall behind the toilet. Though I felt sated for the
time being, I knew my hand was not going to take the place of
Damian's lips, or his smooth, solid ass. Oh my
God, now I have another picture to contend with. I took care
of the mess, tried to push the new images down, and walked back
into the kitchen. Henry was sniggering when he saw me, but said
nothing.

Lunch was busier than normal and that says a
lot. Sully's was always busy. My father had developed this
restaurant into a first class eatery many years ago. When I took
over, I made it a must visit destination for locals as well as out
of towners. Dinner reservations at Sully's were necessary and
usually booked a month in advance.

We had little time to catch our breath after
lunch, as we had to convert the place into a high-class dinner
restaurant. Our first table was seated at five sharp. Henry's
dinner menu was printed on cotton stationary and included in
leather binders along with our monthly dinner menu. Our wine list
had its own leather binder.

Dinner was exceptional as well. With at least
three table turns each night, we served hundreds of meals and
gallons of alcohol. Tonight was no different. What made it
exceptional was the fact that the mayor of Monroe had reserved a
party room for his wife's birthday gala. Sully's looked like the
academy awards were being held here with all the dignitaries,
politicians, and friends of the mayor and his wife walking through
the front door.

We closed at three in the morning to a rowdy
group of partygoers who wanted us to remain open till dawn. It was
a weeknight and these people had jobs to go to in a few hours. Yet
they were ready to continue the party as if that didn't matter. On
nights like this, I was eternally thankful that I lived in the
studio apartment above the restaurant. My commute was two flights
of stairs. But sometimes even that commute felt like it was too
much. I was asleep before my head hit the pillow.


Chapter 2

Damian

 I
arrived at the center around seven in the morning. My classes
started at ten today, so I knew I could spend some time helping
Beth and the other volunteers with the morning rush of kids waiting
for their school bus.

The center was the before and after school
day care for parents who had to get off to work before the bus
arrived. Most of the kids were from impoverished families so having
a breakfast before school would probably be their only hot meal of
the day. I helped where I could and was grateful that my mother and
I had managed well enough that we didn't need to rely on the food
banks around town.

My mother often said that we were special and
had to help others less fortunate. At first, I thought she was
crazy. How could she think we were special with all that happened
to us, to her? But I listened and learned. Once I discovered the
center, I began to understand what she meant.

The first time I went to the center, I
spotted an elderly man who was desperately trying to include a
photo in an email he wanted to send. He had no idea how to do it,
so I asked if he wanted some help. His look of desperation nearly
dropped me to my knees. "I want to send this to my daughter," he
said showing me a picture of a younger version of him and another
woman sitting on a park bench.

"Is that your wife?" I asked. He nodded
silently.

After a minute, he looked up and said, "She
was beautiful. My daughter reminds me of her every time I look at
her." He stared at the picture with a yearning that said he missed
her more than most could comprehend. "Can you help me?"

I looked around and found an old
scanner-printer that was attached to another computer. Both looked
antique and I wondered if either worked. I switched on the scanner
and then the computer. After what seemed like an eternity, the
computer warmed up. I put the picture in the scanner and pressed
the scan button. To my surprise, the computer recognized the
request and the picture began to scan.

A few minutes later, I showed the gentleman
how to attach the image to his email. What to me was a simple task
must have seemed like a miracle by the way he reacted. He smiled,
stood, and hugged me repeating thank you several times, as he did.
I felt myself blush from the affectionate approval I was receiving,
and tried not to let it show.

When he finished, I noticed several other
seniors waiting for the few computers that were sitting on the
table. "I wish we had the resources to buy more equipment," said a
woman who had walked from the kitchen. "I'm Beth," she said
extending her hand. "I manage the center." We shook and moved away
from the computer table. "I've
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