
[image: cover.jpg]


 

The Psychologist

By Wayne Mansfield

 

Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

 

Copyright 2019 Wayne Mansfield

ISBN 9781634868242


Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

All rights reserved.

 

WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America.

* * * *

 


The Psychologist

By Wayne Mansfield

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7


Chapter 1

Caleb had had visions of his psychologist as being older and distinguished- looking. Perhaps greying at the sides, but handsome nevertheless. He’d imagined blue eyes that sparkled as the man sat in his chair, watching Caleb for giveaway signs before turning to the pad on his lap where he would make notes. He’d imagined a man who kept fit, who took pride in his appearance and wore one of those jackets with patches on the sleeves. A little dated in the twenty-first century, but when Caleb thought of psychologists, he always imaged them wearing such a jacket.

Yet Richard Johannsen was none of those things. His hair was sandy blond and somewhere between curly and wavy. He had brown eyes and wore a moustache, which hid his top lip. And while he wasn’t unpleasant to look at, there was nothing classically handsome about him. Perhaps that was for the best. Caleb was there for therapy, not for romance.

“Can you tell me why you’ve come to see me today?” Richard began.

Caleb shifted uncomfortably in his chair. On the half-hour drive to the psychologist’s office, he’d anticipated this question and had constructed what he thought was a pretty good answer. But now, with the gaze of the psychologist upon him, his carefully planned words had disappeared from existence.

“In a nutshell, I want to be happy.”

“And what do you think is preventing that from happening?”

Caleb baulked at the question. Surely if he knew what was preventing him from being happy, he could keep the hundred and eighty dollars per session in the bank and do something about it himself.

The psychologist must have sensed his thoughts. “Let me rephrase that. Tell me why you’re unhappy.”

A better question.

“I guess I started out in life feeling pretty good about myself. I had a pretty positive self-image built, word by word, by my mother’s praise and encouragement. When I was six, I began school and there, almost immediately, began the deconstruction of all my mother’s hard work. The other children had no qualms about telling me I was different and that this difference, which was an utter mystery to me, made me in some way inferior.

“After many years of being subjected to name-calling, teasing, and bullying, by both students and teachers, I began to believe what they said. That I was less than everyone else, inferior, until it seeped into my soul and became my truth. And since I believed I wasn’t good enough, that’s what manifested in my life. I couldn’t form lasting relationships of any type, with anyone. This in turn reinforced the idea that I was unworthy, not deserving, not good enough. Eventually I just gave up trying and resigned myself to the fact I’d never be happy.”

Richard nodded. “And do you think not being happy has become a habit?”

Caleb wondered if the psychologist’s questions were more than they seemed. He wondered whether they were as innocent as they appeared, or if they had been carefully constructed in order to extract more from him than he realised. That thought was immediately replaced by another. So what? That’s what he was there for, wasn’t it? What would be the point of paying all that money just to hide things from a man who was going to try and help him?

Caleb carefully considered his reply. “I don’t think so. I’ve basically lost the knack of it.”

“The knack of it?”

“Yes. It seems to me that most people don’t have to do anything to be happy, they just are happy. I can remember times when I was happy. I didn’t have to do anything. I was happy and that was that. And…over time…I’ve lost that knack of just being happy.”

Richard nodded. “Okay. Let’s take a look at what you’ve said. Tell me about a time when you were happy. Describe your life at that time to me.”

“I was younger. I used to go out a lot. You know, to nightclubs and parties and openings. I didn’t have much money, but somehow I managed. God knows I couldn’t afford to do it now.” He sighed and smiled. “It was the happiest time of my life, actually.”

“What made those activities enjoyable for you?”

“Meeting people. Getting drunk. Looking for sex. Finding it.”

Richard’s expression remained unchanged at Caleb’s revelations.

“Gossiping with friends the next day about everything that had happened the night before. Planning the next night out. Being a part of life.”

“Any why is this stage of your life any different?”

“I’ve grown up.”

“You’re only thirty-two. You’ve got years to go before you’re ready for a retirement home.”

Caleb, buoyed by his reminiscences of a misspent youth, felt a familiar grey cloud drift over him. “You don’t understand. My life is different now. Those things are impossible.”

“Why?”

Caleb felt a flash of annoyance. “Because I’m older and wiser. Because I don’t have the same amount of disposable cash. Because those things just don’t interest me anymore. I lived in nightclubs for fourteen years. They bore me now.”

“Can’t you do other things with your friends?”

“I didn’t have many to begin with. Not real friends. With most of them, we gradually lost touch with each other. Work took over. I didn’t have much time for them and we grew apart. I take responsibility for that. It was no one’s fault but my own. It’s like I was telling you, I’ve never been good at maintaining any sort of relationship.”

“You and your friends grew apart because you worked too much?”

Caleb realised how frail his argument sounded, but it was true. Mostly. “Yes and no. I probably used work as an excuse. They still enjoyed going to nightclubs and endless parties, and I grew out of it. I thought most people did. I wanted more out of life, so when it didn’t arrive, and I no longer had anyone to do anything with, I threw myself into work. At first it wasn’t a problem. I was making lots of money. But then one day I realised I wasn’t happy and I hadn’t been for a long time. I missed being happy. Not the things I did that used to make me happy, but the feeling. The sense of joy I used to feel.”

“And what about partners? Boyfriends?”

The question made Caleb squirm. “Like I said, I’m not capable of having a boyfriend.”

“Perhaps you haven’t found the right man.”

Caleb shrugged. “I’m not likely to, either. Who’s going to want all this baggage?”

Richard, who had been writing furiously, flipped the page and rested the pad on his lap. “First of all, Caleb, there is value in everybody, so we’ll have no more of that negative self-talk. Secondly, that’s almost the end of the session. For homework, I want you to do something that makes you happy. Even for a little while. Something you haven’t done for a long time.”

Caleb nodded and wondered at how fast the time had gone, and at how much better he felt for having shared his inner-most thoughts and feelings.

“I want you to tell me how it went next time we meet.”

Caleb smiled warmly at the psychologist. He had a feeling he was going to enjoy these appointments.


Chapter 2

“I went to the beach,” said Caleb. “The nude beach, actually.”

Richard smiled. “And that made you happy?”

“Yes, it did. I’d forgotten how happy the beach makes me. The fresh air. The feeling of the sun beating down on my bare flesh. The cool water. I enjoy walking along the beach, discovering what the sea has washed up. I found a starfish. I’d never seen one before. Not a real one.”

“Why the nude beach?”

“Habit, I suppose. I used to go there all the time. In my early twenties. Besides, I think I look better naked than in a swimsuit.” He realised he was smiling. It seemed that even the memory of the beach made him happy. “I’m going back this weekend, too. In fact, I’m going to try to get there every weekend.”

“That’s great. Now before we begin, your homework for next week is to find something in addition to the beach that makes you happy. You can go to the beach as well, but I want you to do something else you enjoy.”

Caleb nodded and immediately began to consider his options.

“But that’s for later,” said Richard. “Today I want to explore the root of your belief that you are nothing, which is not true, of course. I want you to tell me some of the things you’ve experienced. Some of the things that have shaped this belief.”

Caleb swallowed hard.

The psychologist obviously noticed. “I know it’s going to be difficult, but by expressing these things, you release them. Expunge them.”

“Do you mean things at school?”

“At school. At work. In life.”

Caleb thought a moment. “At school it was mainly names. I never really knew what the names meant. I just knew they weren’t very nice.”

“How did that make you feel?”

Caleb felt a small crease form between his brows. “Well, more than realising they were being nasty to me was the fact I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve it. I was a nice person. I treated everyone with respect, as I’d been raised to do. I was baffled as to why I was being singled out. Naturally it hurt, although I did my best not to show it.”

Richard’s hand was flying across the page as Caleb spoke. “Go on.”

“Random things I can remember. Ummm. The kids hiding my school bag. It must have been hilarious to watch me searching high and low for it. Once I found it on the roof of the school. My teacher had to get the grounds keeper to get a ladder to climb up and retrieve it. Erm, I was always the last to be chosen on teams. Once, the teacher made me captain, and everyone I chose groaned as I called their name.”

There were so many examples vying for Caleb’s attention, it was difficult choosing which ones to give voice to.

“There was lots of pushing and shoving. Punches. My work getting defaced, sometimes while I was doing it. One of the kids would scribble over my writing, and me being a perfectionist, had to rewrite everything. My lunch was often stolen from out of my school bag, so I’d have to go hungry. I had no money to buy anything from the school canteen. I was blamed for things I didn’t do, and because the other kids had friends who would support them, and I had no one, I was often punished for things someone else had done. I think the teachers enjoyed it as much as the students. Once I was made to stay in at every break for a whole week and copy out the dictionary because someone had put a drawing pin on the teacher’s chair. When he asked who had done it, everyone pointed at me.”

Caleb’s eyes began to water as he remembered the associated feelings.

“I had things thrown at me—balls, sticks, stones, books. I was even given the silent treatment. That lasted two weeks before they got bored with it.”

“Who gave you the silent treatment?”

“My classmates. None of them would speak to me. They’d make a point to hold conversations around me and exclude me. They’d even say things about me and then ignore me if I responded. ‘Did you hear something?’ That sort of thing.”

Richard continued to write, turning the page as there was so much to take down.

“I had gum stuck on my chair. In high school, I had my locker graffitied. Horrible caricatures and nasty comments. I found dog shit in there once.” At that thought, the tears came. “How can people be so mean?”

Richard pushed a box of tissues across the coffee table that separated them.

“I’m sorry to hear you had to endure so much.” He put down his pad and pen. “Why do you think they singled you out?”

“I don’t know. Because I was different, I suppose.”

“How were you different?”

“I was gay. I didn’t know it then, but there must have been something about me they could see that I couldn’t. They knew I was inferior to them and I guess, like wild animals, they attacked me because I was weaker.”

“Do you think being gay makes you inferior?”

Caleb sniffed back his tears and pondered the question. “In some ways.”

“In which ways?”

“I can’t have children. Well, not in the normal way.”

“Many heterosexual couples can’t have children the ‘normal’ way. That doesn’t mean a thing. How else?”

“Gay people don’t have the same rights as straight people.”

“That’s changing. Gay and lesbian people certainly have many more rights today than they had even twenty years ago. Things are progressing.” Richard crossed one leg over the other. “Besides, I meant, how does being gay make you inferior—within yourself?”

Caleb found it a difficult question to answer. “I guess I feel inferior because I’ve been told for so much of my life that I was.”

“By other people?”

Caleb felt a flash of irritation. “Yes, by other people. And you should know, as a psychologist, that when you hear something often enough, you begin to believe it.”

Richard held up a hand to placate Caleb. “I don’t mean to upset you. I mean to make you think about things in a different way. For example, could the children at school have teased you because they feared your difference? Or because they were jealous of it. I mean, think about it. You have a whole playground full of children—all the boys behaving one way and all the girls behaving another way, doing exactly what’s expected of them. Now, I don’t mean to be sexist by any means, but for argument’s sake, who knows how many of the boys secretly wanted to join in the girl’s games, and how many girls secretly wanted to join in with the boys? Or perhaps they wanted to do something completely different. How would they view someone who didn’t conform the way they felt they had to? They’d be jealous. They’d want to attack the person who dared to be different.”

It was as if a light had been turned on inside Caleb. Richard was right. Or at least, his argument sounded logical.

“There’s more than one way of looking at any situation. We’re so convinced our solutions are the only solutions that when we’re shown a different point of view, we wonder why we didn’t ever think of it ourselves.”

A grin flowered on Caleb’s face. He gazed at Richard, seeing him in whole new light.

He was an attractive man. How could Caleb have missed that? Richard had perfect teeth, a defined jaw, and nice cheekbones. His five-o’clock shadow darkened his lower jaw, and Caleb imagined that if Richard were to grow a beard, it would be thick and full.

Then there were his nipples, which could be seen pressing against his shirt, forming two barely perceptible lumps beneath the otherwise smooth, crisply-ironed garment. He wondered if, underneath that shirt, the man’s chest was hairy. And whether his cock was. And his arse.

“I can see you agree with me,” said Richard, interrupting Caleb’s musings. “So I want you to think about what we talked about today. Ponder it. For homework this week, aside from doing something besides going to the beach that makes you happy, I want you to compile a list. I want a list of all your positive characteristics and a list of your negative characteristics. There’s only one rule. The list of positives has to be longer than the list of negatives.”

Caleb nodded, and as Richard got to his feet, so did Caleb.

“And I’ll see you at the same time next week?”

“Yes,” said Caleb as he felt Richard’s hand come to rest in the small of his back. “I look forward to it.”


Chapter 3

The first thing Caleb had to do at his next session was to read out the lists he had compiled.

“Positive: Honest, friendly, hard-working, diligent, perfectionist, clean, neat, loyal, trustworthy, good sense of humour, kind to animals, environmentally aware, reasonably intelligent, educated, good at gardening, good at cooking, respectful of others and their property, law abiding, tactful.

“Negative: Impatient, sometimes intolerant, easily bored, not good at relationships, not good at maths, can be judgemental (especially about myself), not usually punctual, can be lazy, pedantic, critical. Is that the same as judgemental? Anyway, what else? I think that’s it. Oh, one more—unhappy.”

“Thank you. That was quite extensive. Was it an easy task?” asked Richard.

Caleb had to be honest. “The list of positive points was difficult, especially since it had to be a longer list than the negatives.”

Richard nodded. “But you did it.”

“Yes.”

“And the other thing you did that made you happy?”

“Well, I didn’t make it to the beach this week, but I did see a film at the cinema. At the Palace, where they have those big, comfortable seats that recline and you can order wine.”

“Sounds like you really pampered yourself.”

“I did. It was nice.”

“And the movie?”

“I saw The Favourite. Historical dramas are a guilty secret.”

“Great,” said Richard. “I think I’ll get you to do this again. Find something else that makes you happy and go ahead and do it.”

Caleb nodded and was already wondering what else there was that made him happy.

Richard smiled. “Now, for today, I want us to explore the negative self-image you have of yourself. Please remove your clothing.”

Caleb did a double-take. “I’m sorry? What did you say?”

Without batting an eyelid, the psychologist repeated his instruction.

“I don’t think you should be asking that,” said Caleb. “It’s not very profession…”

“And where did you get your degree in psychology, Mr. Taylor?”

Richard’s tone was stern, and Caleb felt chastised, like a schoolboy being scolded for not doing his homework. “I just meant, I don’t think removing my clothes…”

Richard leaned forward and placed his pad and pen on the coffee table.

“Okay, then I guess that’s it,” he said. “I can’t help you if you’re not going to help yourself.”

Caleb was flabbergasted. He sat speechless, his mind working a mile a minute to comprehend what he was being asked to do. “Wh-why do you want me to take my clothes off?”

“You’ll find out when you do it. Now, are you going to do as I’ve asked, or can I devote my time to someone who actually wants to be helped?”

Caleb pulled off his shoes and socks, then his T-shirt. He laid it on the chair, then undid his belt buckle. As he slid his jeans down to his ankles, he glanced at Richard, unashamedly watching him. He stepped out of his jeans and placed them with his T-shirt. He turned slightly, facing Richard directly.

“These?” he asked, hooking the tops of his thumbs into the elasticated band at the top of his underpants.

Richard nodded.

Caleb pulled them down and stepped out of them, but didn’t place them with his other clothes. He kept hold of them, letting them hang from his grasp so they covered his genitals.

“You can put them with the rest of your clothes,” said Richard, indicating with a flick of his hand.

Caleb tossed the underpants onto the small pile of clothing and turned back to face Richard, his hands clasped together, hiding what the garment was no longer able to hide.

Richard stood, and Caleb immediately noticed the large protrusion at the front of his pants.

“Come over here,” said Richard, taking Caleb by the shoulders and guiding him to a full-length mirror on the wall in one corner. “Now, hands by your side.” Richard gripped Caleb’s wrists and pulled his hands away from his cock. “Look at that. What is there to be ashamed of?”

Caleb felt on the verge of tears. He blinked madly to stop them from making an appearance. He felt humiliated, though he didn’t want Richard to see it. The session would soon end and he’d never come back again. He had a good mind to report the man.

“Your face,” said Richard. “It’s a handsome face. Very good looking, in fact. Especially your eyes. Look how large and beautiful they are. Big pools of dark chocolate. And your lips. So full and pink. A long slender neck. And broad shoulders. Were you a swimmer at some stage?”

Caleb nodded. He had represented his high school in backstroke. He had also swum competitively for his hometown, winning dozens of medals and trophies. Swimming had been the only sport he’d ever excelled at, and therefore the only one he’d ever enjoyed doing.

“You have a broad chest, nice firm pecs.” At this point, Richard wove his hands beneath Caleb’s arms and ran them across his chest. “Nice pert nipples. And look at this flat stomach.” His hands slid down Caleb’s torso. “Not too defined, but flat.”

Caleb could feel Richard’s erection poking into his left buttock, and that, coupled with the fact Richard now had his hands in Caleb’s pubic hair, soon had him erect.

Richard gripped it. “And this is a big thick muscle.” He gave it a couple of tugs. “Nothing to be ashamed of here.”

Richard crouched, moving his hands over Caleb’s thick, lightly-haired thighs. “And these are very manly legs, solid and hairy.” He swept his hands to Caleb’s calf muscles and to his feet, before standing again. “Is there anything in the mirror that you aren’t proud of?”

Caleb had to admit, there wasn’t.

“Now, when you get to my age, things don’t look so good.” Richard began to undo his tie.

Caleb felt his cock twitch.

Richard removed his tie completely and began to unbutton his shirt. “It’s a lot more work just to maintain your weight, let alone build a body anyone would find attractive.”

He pulled off his shirt, revealing a V-shaped torso covered in sandy-blond hair. His nipples were very pink and stuck out from amongst the thick chest hair that got darker further south.

“You have the benefit of youth. And will have, I daresay, for a few years more.”

Richard kicked off his shoes, then undid his belt buckle, pulling off his trousers and underpants in one smooth movement. He left his clothing in a pile on the floor and stood beside Caleb in front of the mirror. His erection, thick and rigid against his belly, leaked pre-cum.

“You see, with age comes flab. My waist, which used to resemble yours, is slowly losing the battle to maintain its curve. My pectorals are losing their tone and are looking more and more like tits.” He cupped his balls. “These continue to drop, though, so it’s not all bad news.” He laughed, and despite himself, so did Caleb. “I was never a swimmer. I have some structure to my shoulders, but see how they slope at the ends? They aren’t broad and strong like yours.”

“How old are you?” asked Caleb, who, under the circumstances, thought he had a right.

“Forty-six,” replied Richard. “Soon to be forty-seven.” He turned to Caleb, his arms open. “Give me a hug.”

Caleb stepped into Richard’s embrace, the warmth of his body comforting. The thought occurred to him that he no longer felt uncomfortable, but it was a mere flash, and he soon lost himself in the moment.

He could feel Richard’s thick cock pressing against his own and enjoyed the sensation of their two organs sliding over each other as Richard began to gently rock him back and forth on the spot.

“This is nice,” said Richard.

Caleb nodded, his cheek pressed against Richard’s furry chest. “Yes.”

When Richard finally stepped away, Caleb noticed a thin strand of pre-cum keeping their cocks connected until Richard moved too far back and it snapped.

“How are you feeling?”

Caleb walked back to where he’d been sitting. “Strange. Not as strange as when you first asked me to take my clothes off.”

“Anything else?”

“I feel kinda good,” said Caleb. “I feel surprisingly good. Liberated. Relaxed. Almost at peace.”

Richard laughed. “Why do you think that is?” He sat without dressing and watched Caleb follow suit.

Caleb shrugged. It was a bad habit his mother had always told him off for doing. “I don’t know. I guess it was unexpected. Exhilarating. Still not sure how professional it was.”

It was Richard’s turn to shrug. “It did the trick, though, didn’t it? I could have told you that your negative self-talk was untrue, but now that I’ve showed you, the message has really hit home, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, I would say.

Richard stood and began dressing.


Chapter 4

The following week, Caleb was late for his session. He called ahead and Richard explained that it wouldn’t be a problem.

“I’ll get the next client in early and you can take her four-thirty session,” explained Richard. “The last one of the day.”

Caleb heaved a sigh of relief. The traffic was horrendous, but at least the pressure was off now.

He arrived half an hour later, which meant he had another fifteen minutes to wait until his session. He flicked through some magazines, but, as always, they were never magazines an ordinary person wanted to flick through. The copies of Psychology Today, Interiors, and Architectural Digest were obviously Richard’s since only a person who charges a hundred and eighty dollars an hour would read them in the first place.

As four-thirty approached, Caleb felt strangely tense. What did Doctor Johannsen have in store for him today? More nudity? His cock began to stir at the thought. If only. The minutes ticked by more and more slowly. Caleb kept looking from his magazine to the closed door and back again. Finally, he heard a click. The door opened and there were voices. First, a middle-aged woman appeared, all smiles and gratitude, and then Richard, who winked at him. They walked to the small reception desk, where the woman paid her fee. They made an appointment for the following week and Richard escorted her to the door.

“Caleb,” he said as he turned. “You made it.”

Caleb got to his feet and shook Richard’s hand. “I did. Thank you for swapping my appointment.”

Richard guided Caleb into the office.

“You seem happier this week,” said Richard, gesturing for Caleb to take a seat.

“I guess I am. Slowly it happens.”

Richard laughed. “I’m glad things seem to be working out for you. Now, tell me what you did over the past week that made you happy.”

“Well, I did two things. First, I went to the cinema again, but it ended up not making me happy. It ended up being stressful.”

“Why was that?”

“People talking. People using their mobile phones. Someone was throwing popcorn. A bunch of kids were up the back, screaming at all the scary parts. I mean, exaggerated screaming. It ruined the whole experience for me. I like to lose myself in a movie. Lose myself in the story. There wasn’t much chance of that happening with an audience like that.”

Richard, as always, was making notes.

“Then on Sunday, I drove out to the hills and took a walk in the forest.”

“And that made you feel happy?”

“It always does. In fact, if I had enough money, I’d buy a place somewhere in the country and move there for good.”

“That sounds like a goal to me. It’s good to have achievable goals.”

“I don’t know how achievable it is.”

“You’re still young. Work hard and save your money. You never know what you can achieve.”

Caleb wasn’t convinced. Not in the current economic climate.

“Today is going to be difficult,” said Richard. “I want you to sit for a moment and think about what I’m about to ask you, then I want you to speak. I want you to tell me your most painful memory. The one thing that’s perhaps too painful to talk about is the thing I want you to talk about.”

Caleb had so many to choose from, though it didn’t take him long to come to the one memory that could still have him sobbing like a child; still conjure up feelings that were raw and severe.

“When I was five-years-old, I was given a dog. A little corgi. I called him Tango. I can’t remember why. I think I’d read a book where the dog’s name was Tango.” Caleb inhaled deeply. “Anyway, Tango was my responsibility. I had to feed him, with my mother’s supervision, and she and I would take him for walks around the block. Tango and I became as close as two friends can get.

“One day, years later—I think I was about eleven or twelve-years-old—my family and I went away on a shopping trip. Naturally, we left Tango at home. We usually took him with us to the seaside on our summer holidays, but this was just a day trip and we’d be home in time to give him his dinner.”

Caleb could feel the emotion building in his chest, tightening and threatening to explode. He could feel the tears ready to flow. He inhaled deeply and the breath came out in shaky instalments.

“When we got home, Tango was nowhere to be found. Mum said he’d probably dug a hole under the fence somewhere to go looking for us and that he’d soon come home when he was hungry.” Caleb paused. “Only he never came home. I could barely sleep that night, thinking about where Tango was and wondering if he was alright. I imaged he’d been hit by a car and was lying injured by the side of the road somewhere.

“The next morning, I was up earlier than I’d ever been up before. I think the sun had barely made it over the horizon. I got on my bike and began searching for Tango. I rode up and down the surrounding streets, calling his name as loudly as I dared. I didn’t want to wake anyone. It was a Sunday, I think.

“When I had no luck on my bicycle, I returned home. At the back of our place was a large area of bush. It’s been developed since then, but back then, it was natural bushland and I often used to play there.

“I don’t know what made me think to look there, since I’d never taken Tango with me into the bush, but I went anyway. It didn’t take long for me to find him. As soon as I saw him, I could tell he was dead.” Hot tears spilled from Caleb’s eyes and streamed down his cheeks. “His eyes were open and his little tongue was hanging out of his mouth. His fur looked matted and there were traces of blood.”

For a moment, the emotion overtook Caleb and he found it difficult to go on.

Richard remained silent, a sympathetic expression on his face.

“I knelt and began to stroke his fur and talk to him. I told him I was sorry. I began to shake my head. I couldn’t comprehend why people hated me so much that they’d kill my dog. There were sticks nearby and the grass had been trampled. It didn’t take a detective to figure out what had happened.” Caleb took a moment to blow his nose and wipe his eyes. “What had I ever done to anyone, anyone at all, to deserve this? I wasn’t a bad person. I didn’t hate anyone. I didn’t harm anyone. I just couldn’t comprehend it.

“All I wanted to do was lie down next to him and die. I knew it was my fault he was dead. I felt as guilty as if I’d done the deed myself. If I hadn’t been so hated, so outcast, this would never have happened.”

Caleb sniffed and blew his nose once more. “You know, I never told my Mum. I dug a hole right there in the bush and buried him. I picked some wildflowers and covered him with them. I said a prayer—the only one I knew—The Lord’s Prayer. I told him how much I loved him and how I was going to miss him. I was so upset, I could barely see well enough to bury him.

“I sat with him a while longer. I guess I didn’t want to leave him alone in the bush. And when I felt ready, I returned home.”

“And you never told your parents?” asked Richard.

Caleb shook his head.

“Why do you think that was?”

“I was ashamed. I didn’t want them to think their son was a loser, and if I told them what had happened to Tango, I would’ve had to tell them why. It would’ve been too humiliating.”

“What would you say to the people who did it?”

“I know who did it,” said Caleb, hearing the hatred in his voice. “The next day at school, one of the boys, Darren, asked me how my dog was. He’d barely ever spoken to me before, and the way he’d asked, with that…that stupid bloody smile, told me he’d been involved.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing. What could I do? It was my word against his. And God knows what hell I would have copped if I’d got him into trouble.”

“How did that make you feel?”

“Powerless. Angry that they’d get away with what they’d done.”

“But that was your choice, wasn’t it? Not to tell anyone. Perhaps you could have got justice for Tango. If not from your parents or the teachers, then from the police.”

Caleb glared at Richard. “I just told you, I couldn’t tell anyone.”

“And that was your choice.” Richard leaned forward. “I don’t mean to antagonise you, Caleb. I mean to help you think about things in a different way. Whether you like what I say or not, I say it only to help you.” He sat back in his chair. “What would you say to those boys, or the men they’ve become, if they were here right now?”

“I’d ask them why they did it. I’d ask them why they hated me so much that they’d do such a vile thing. I’d ask them if they were sorry.”

Richard nodded. “Good questions. What do you think they’d say?”

Caleb considered the question carefully before he answered. “I don’t think they’d remember why they did it.”

“But imagine they could. What would they say?”

Caleb shrugged. “They probably did it because they knew it would hurt me. Upset me.”

“And it did”

“Of course, it did!”

“And still does, by the looks of things.” Richard placed his pad and pen on the table and crossed his legs. “I want you to imagine that I’m one of those boys. Darren, wasn’t it? Tell me what you’d tell him. Don’t hold back.”

Caleb felt silly, but he could see Richard wasn’t going to let him off the hook.

“You fucking arsehole! I hate you for what you did,” he growled.

“What did I do, Caleb? Tell me why you hate me.”

“I hate you for killing my dog, you low-life motherfucker! For killing an innocent animal because you hated me. I hope you feel bloody guilty. I hope you carry that guilt for the rest of your life and that it eats away at you and makes you bitter and unhappy. You were a nasty, nasty person. I hate you.” Caleb thought he had cried all his tears, but more came, rolling down his cheeks and spotting the fabric of his shirt. “How could you kill someone’s dog? How could you take it away and do God-knows-what to it and still live with yourself?”

“And what do you think Darren would say in return?”

“He’d say he was sorry. He’d say they were only kids and they didn’t know any better.”

“Would you believe them?”

Caleb hung his head. At first, he wasn’t sure whether he would. People would say anything to paint themselves in a better light. Then, upon further reflection, he decided he probably would believe them. He understood how cruel kids could be, and now that they were adults, he imagined that they, like he, would look back on their childhood and regret the bad things they had done.

Caleb nodded.

“You see, when you confront these things, Caleb, when you deal with them, they cease to have any power over you.” He stood, which made Caleb glance at the clock. It was past time. He stood as well. “You’ve been very brave, Caleb. For homework this week, I want you to write to yourself as a teenager and give yourself some advice.”

“Some advice?”

“Yes. Based on everything you’ve learnt in the past few weeks, I want you to help yourself as a teen. But I want it to come from the heart. Don’t just write something you think I might be pleased with. It has to be raw and honest. Don’t hold back. Imagine you’re desperate to help this young man—the young man you were.”

Caleb nodded tentatively. He knew this was going to be the most challenging, by far, of all his homework assignments.


Chapter 5

Dear Caleb,

Hi. I’m writing to you from the future. I’m going to tell you some things that will hopefully help you navigate the years ahead and help you to understand the years that have come before.

First of all, don’t listen to what other people say. When you get older, you’ll realise that being different is not a handicap, but an opportunity. Your difference can take you places where others are unable to go because they simply don’t have the skills or the imagination to get there. Perhaps that’s why they make your life hell. They know, or at least sense, that you’re cut out for something wonderful and they’re jealous. Look at how many famous actors and singers were picked on and bullied at school because they were different. They went on to become rich and famous and have lives that most of us can only dream about. I’m not saying you will be a famous actor or singer, but the point is, you can use your difference to do anything you put your mind to.

When things get rough at school, when the other kids are tormenting you, remind yourself of two things…

One, is that it’s not going to last forever. Bad days end. So do bad weeks and even bad years. The fact I’m writing to you from the future tells you that you survive.

The second thing is try not to take the awful things that people say on board. Deflect it. Water off a duck’s back. Most importantly, never start to believe what they tell you. You are a special person. You are not less than others. You are not less deserving. You are not inferior. What you are is unique.

Never lose faith. There have been tears and there’ll be many more, but if you know in your heart you are a good person, deserving of respect, if you never lose sight of that, you can get through the hard times knowing you’ll make it.

Hang in there. School is important, and when things get you down, I can recommend going to the beach, or going for a walk in the forest. I think you’ll enjoy those things. I do. And trust that life gets better.

Lots of love,

Caleb

* * * *

“That’s a beautiful letter,” said Richard.

Caleb noticed the psychologist’s eyes had misted over.

“How did you feel when you were writing it?”

“At first, I was more concerned with what I wanted to write. I sat at the table for ages, thinking about what I most wanted to tell myself. When I had a couple of ideas, I started writing.” Caleb paused. Tears threatened as he cast his mind back to the writing of the letter. “I cried a fair bit while I was writing it.”

“Why?”

“Not really because of the things I was writing, but because I…” He pondered the words to express exactly what he wanted to say. “I got upset because my younger self would never get to read that letter. Because I couldn’t go back and help myself. And I wanted to. More than anything. I could imagine how that little bit of advice, that kind thought, that little bit of help, would have nourished me, at least for a while. But it was never going to happen, was it?” Caleb blinked back the tears that threatened to fall.

This time, rather than proffer the box of tissues, Richard got up and went to him. “Stand up.”

Caleb stood and was immediately enfolded in Richard’s arms. It felt good to be held. It felt safe. Richard’s arms were like a refuge—one where he could easily remain indefinitely. He could feel the solidness of the psychologist’s muscles, hard as rock, though his embrace was tender. He closed his eyes and breathed in the man’s scent—a mix of natural body odour and a slight trace of cologne, a woody, masculine fragrance.

They stood in silence, but as the tears stopped, Caleb experienced another sensation. His body had begun to tingle. He could feel his cock stirring and there was a moment of panic. When the embrace ended and the psychologist stepped away, he would see Caleb’s excitement. But then Caleb realised he didn’t care if Richard saw it. In fact, he wanted Richard to see it. He wanted Richard to know how he felt about him.

“You were very brave to write that letter,” said Richard. “Well done.”

Richard returned to his seat, though not before Caleb noticed the protrusion at the front of Richard’s trousers. Hoping to catch one last glimpse as Richard sat down, he remained standing a moment too long. As Richard turned to sit, Caleb noticed the man’s eyes drop to bulge in his own pants. But rather than look away, Richard kept his eyes there.

“Emotion can do strange things to us,” he said.

Caleb nodded in agreement.

“Let’s talk about your relationships. I recall you saying…” Richard flipped through the pages of his notes until he found what he was looking for. “Here we go. You said, ‘I couldn’t form lasting relationships of any type, with anyone.’ Past tense. Is this still the case?”

“Yes.”

“Why do you think that is?”

“I never learnt how. My parents were always arguing and my father basically lived his life separately from us. He only came home to eat and sleep. I had no friends at school.” He paused. “That’s not entirely true. I had a couple of classmates who would occasionally come over after school to play, but then ignore me and even join in teasing me at school.”

“I see. And so how are your adult relationships sabotaged?”

“By me.”

Richard cocked his head. “Yes, I realise that, but how does it happen?”

Caleb shrugged. “I guess it all boils down to the fact that I don’t feel I can truly trust anyone. With friends, the minute I get the feeling they’ve been disloyal or are lying to me or are not treating me with respect, I start distancing myself from them. I guess to protect myself from getting hurt. And with romantic partners, I tend to enjoy the first few weeks—you know, all the calls, the dinners, the kissing, the romantic words, the not being able to get enough of each other—but then when it gets serious and all that stops, I think it’s because I’ve done something wrong. And then come worse thoughts.”

“Such as…?”

“That they’ve fallen out of love with me. That they’ve started seeing someone else.”

“And what happens then?”

“I become distant. Usually I end it either directly or by sabotaging it. It hurts less if I end it.”

“You don’t need me to tell you that it’s going to be a pretty lonely life if you distance yourself from people the minute you think they’ve wronged you. What can you do to prevent this from happening in the future?”

It was difficult to suggest solutions when he knew that he was the problem.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I could…discuss how I feel.”

“Good. What else?”

“The thing with that, though, is what happens if I bring something up that’s all in my head? Won’t that scare them away? Won’t they think I’m a headcase and wonder what they’re doing with me in the first place?”

“Caleb, if a person loves you, they’ll take your concerns seriously. If they don’t, then it’s probably better you find out sooner rather than later. What else could you do?”

“Not jump to conclusions.”

“Also good. Regarding the honeymoon period, you know it ends. For all of us. Maybe not completely, but those first few weeks or months are the ‘getting-to-know-you’ phase. It’s like the holiday. But we all know holidays end, and then it’s back to reality. Anything else?”

Caleb was at a loss. He shook his head.

“I think there are two more things you could try. One is to give people the benefit of the doubt. Train yourself not to jump to the worst possible conclusion. I can give you some reading material later on how to do that. People are multi-faceted. You are, too. Are you the same person twenty-four-seven?”

“No.”

“And nor is anyone else. Try to understand that people are going to have their off days, or days when they might not be their usual friendly, outgoing selves. Just as you have those days. Secondly, try some affirmations. They’re also in the reading material I’m going to give you. Choose two or three that speak to you and use them to defeat the negative self-talk. Say them daily. First thing in the morning, last thing at night, and whenever the negative thoughts come. And keep at it. I think the trick is to replace those doubts and negative thoughts with positive thoughts. It’ll take a while, but keep at it. Don’t give up.”

Caleb smiled weakly, unsure whether it would work. He knew how strong his negative thoughts could be.

“Now, next week is our final session together.”

Caleb felt his stomach lurch. Naturally, he had known that the following week was Week Six of a six-week course, but hearing it spoken out loud brought the fact rushing home.

“Am I cured?”

Richard smiled. “You didn’t come here to be cured of anything. You didn’t have a disease. You needed help, and as for whether I’ve helped you…what do you think? Only you can answer that question.”

“I, um, feel more confident. You’ve made me realise a lot of things. And that’s going to help me an awful lot.” It crossed his mind to be more specific, then realised the letter to himself had spoken to that. “I don’t think my issues will evaporate after five weeks with you. No offence,” he hastened to add.

“What do you think the purpose was in you coming to see me, Caleb?”

Caleb furrowed his brow. Wasn’t it obvious? “I’m not sure I understand the question.”

“Do you think the purpose was for me to make everything better? To fix everything, so from now on, your life will be all sunshine and roses?”

Caleb smiled. “No, I guess the purpose was for you to make me think about things and to give me the skills to help myself.”

It sounded like a textbook response, something parroted to please the teacher, but how else could he say it?

“That’s right. Our past tattoos us all. We can never really escape what has come before, but what we can do is put it behind us and move forward in our lives. Hopefully, I’ve helped equip you with some skills and some ideas about how you can continue to do that, long after you’ve stopped coming to me.”

Caleb nodded.

“How confident are you that that’s happened?” Richard went to a small desk, collected three pamphlets, and handed them to Caleb.

“Thank you. Um, I’d say I was pretty confident. I guess I won’t know until after I’ve stopped seeing you.”

Those last five words almost caught in his throat. The thought of never seeing Richard Johannsen again terrified him. And rather than see less of him, Caleb wanted to see more. And not as psychologist and client. But as lovers.


Chapter 6

There had been no homework for the final week and Caleb attended his last session feeling more positive than he had felt in a long time. It had been difficult at times, even traumatic, but he felt as though the poison had been drained from his mind.

“You’ve made it to the end,” said Richard, grinning.

Caleb smiled. “Yes, I have.”

“I want you tell me how you’re going to continue to heal after this session today. Have you thought about that?”

“I’ve realised that dwelling on the past isn’t good for me. I guess you’ve made me realise that the way I was feeling was because I was anchored in the past. I was letting the past dictate my present. You’ve shown me, that by confronting the things that haunt me, and dealing with them, I can let them go. And boy—” he shook his head “—what a feeling of relief that is.”

Richard laughed. “Good to hear. Go on.”

“I realise that while I was clinging to the hurt and the sadness of my past, the people who did these things to me have probably forgotten all about it. They’re probably moving on with their lives, and if I don’t do the same, then I’ve only got myself to blame. And they win.”

“Not ‘probably’,” said Richard. “Definitely.”

“Okay, definitely. You told me a couple of weeks ago, I had choices. And I still do. Coming here, to see you, has given me the choice to break free of the past.”

“How?”

Caleb grinned. “You’re not letting me off lightly, are you?”

Richard smiled. “I want to make sure these aren’t just words. I’m not saying they are, but I think there’s some benefit to be derived from you expressing yourself as clearly and in as much detail as possible. Vagueness doesn’t help anyone.”

“In that case, I think I can break free of the past by focusing on the present. By focusing on the positives.”

“You’ve still got that list I asked you to do in Week Two, was it?”

“It’s on the back of the toilet door. I read it every time I go.”

Richard cocked an eyebrow. “Good idea. But don’t just read it. Believe it. Think of specific examples for each item on the list. And work on the items on the negative side. Life is a journey of improvement, whether we realise it or not. We’re constantly growing and developing, and while it’s good to focus on the positives and be grateful for all that we have, we can also work on those aspects of our character that could do with a bit of polishing. This also has the added benefit of focusing on doing something constructive, that’s going to add to our life.

“Might I suggest you keep a diary? Not only will it be interesting to go back and read, but it’s an avenue to get your thoughts and feelings out in the open. It really works. Writing can be therapeutic because, while we’re writing, we’re thinking, and reflecting. It helps us to make sense of our lives when sometimes there seems to be no sense.

“Do you think you will?”

Caleb hadn’t considered the possibility of writing things down, but it made sense to at least try it and see how it went.

He nodded, but as time was ticking by, there was something he had been burning to say, almost since the first week.

He opened his mouth to speak, then suddenly had second thoughts.

“Go on,” said Richard.

“I’d like to see you again,” he said, blurting it out before his nerves prevented him from doing so.

“Another session?”

“No.”

Richard seemed conflicted. The fact he didn’t speak straight away meant he was considering his reply. Perhaps struggling with himself over what to say. Caleb looked hopefully at him.

He went across and joined Richard, sitting on the padded arm of the chair. He placed a hand on Richard’s shoulder. “I know you want to tell me about ‘professionalism.’ I know you want to say something about ‘clients falling in love with their therapists.’ But now it’s my turn to ask you to look beyond those things. I know you like me.”

Even now he could see the psychologist growing hard, the front of his trousers tenting as his cock grew rigid.

Caleb took a chance and leaned in to kiss Richard.

Richard didn’t push him away and the kiss was long and lingering.

“I’ve been wanting to do that for the longest time,” said Caleb.

Richard remained silent, his eyes locked on Caleb’s. As Richard gazed into his eyes, Caleb wondered what he was thinking. Was he constructing a tactful way of letting him down easy? Or was he weighing the pros and cons of giving in to his heart?

When Caleb could wait no longer, he spoke, “What are you…?”

Richard pulled Caleb to him. Their lips came together, and as they kissed, Richard pulled Caleb into the armchair with him. His hands touched Caleb all over, pulling him closer so his body pressed tight against Richard’s muscular body.

Almost immediately, Richard began to unbutton his shirt before pulling it off and flinging it over the back of the chair. Caleb, likewise, pulled off his T-shirt.

Suddenly, Richard got up and finished the job of undressing, while Caleb did the same. When they were both naked, their erect cocks touching at the tips, Richard pulled Caleb to him.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, covering Caleb’s neck with kisses.

“Yes, you should.”

Richard dropped to his knees and hungrily took Caleb’s cock into his mouth.

Caleb couldn’t help letting a loud moan escape. He only hoped there was no one in the waiting room.

Richard firmly sucked his cock, using his tongue and lips to provide maximum sensation. It felt good to have his cock sucked by someone who knew how to do it properly, taking the full length down his throat before coming swiftly back up to repeat the motion.

Caleb rested his hands on Richard’s head and let his own head fall back against his shoulders. He began to gently thrust his hips forward, knowing it wouldn’t be long before he climaxed in Richard’s mouth. He had waited for this for so long, and now it was happening, now that all his dreams were coming true, he knew he wouldn’t be able to hold off. Nor did he want to.

Richard reached around, his fingers sliding into the crevice between Caleb’s buttocks. The tip of a single finger pressed against his anus, causing him to release another moan. More than that, he could feel his climax building. As Richard pressed more firmly against his arsehole, Caleb pulled Richard’s head more closely to him until the head of his cock pushed against the back of Richard’s throat.

As Richard pushed the tip of his finger into Caleb’s arsehole, there was a flash of pain from behind and an explosion at the front as his seed shot down Richard’s throat.

Even after he’d spilled the last drop, Richard kept sucking, causing Caleb to shake and shudder. Finally, the sensation became overwhelming, and Caleb had to push the psychologist away from him.

Richard looked up at him, smiling, a spot of cum glistening on his lip. He stood and kissed Caleb, his lips and tongue tasting heavily of Caleb’s seed.

Without a word, Caleb dropped to his knees to return the favour.

“No, not like that,” said Richard.

The psychologist turned and bent forward over the armchair. He reached around and pulled one lightly-haired buttock to one side, exposing the dark pink arsehole at the centre.

Caleb placed his hands on both of Richard’s buttocks and pulled them wide apart. He caught a whiff of musty manliness. This had the effect of making his cock grow rigid once more.

He leaned in, the tip of his tongue making contact with the puckered flesh. Richard moaned, and as Caleb began to lick that most private of places, he knew Richard was stroking his cock. His only thought was to please Richard the way the man had pleased him. He wanted to give Richard exactly what he wanted so he would want more, so they could see each other again and again.

He kept Richard’s buttocks spread wide and buried his face between them. He pushed his tongue into the hole and did his best to wriggle the tip.

Richard moaned again. “That’s good.”

Encouraged, Caleb began fucking the hole with the tip of his tongue, drawing more words of encouragement from Richard’s lips. To further add to the pleasure, Caleb began to tickle Richard’s low-hanging balls with one hand.

He heard another moan, then a grunt. Richard’s arsehole clamped down around his tongue, and his body spasmed. When the grunting stopped, Caleb leaned back and saw the creamy splatters that crisscrossed the leather of the armchair. He kissed Richard’s buttock and stood.

Richard turned and took Caleb in his arms. They kissed, passionately, for many minutes, their bodies pressed together in a crushing embrace. Despite the fact his lips were starting to feel a little numb, Caleb wanted the kiss to never end.

Their session had gone overtime, but if Richard didn’t mind, then neither did Caleb.

“I suppose I should clean myself up,” said Richard finally.

“Do you have another client?”

Richard grabbed a handful of tissues and wiped his arse. “Unfortunately, I do. But I’d much rather spend the remainder of the day continuing our session.”

The comment had Caleb grinning. “I could wait for you to finish,” he suggested.

Richard began dressing. “I can’t ask you to do that.”

“I don’t mind,” said Caleb, a little too eagerly. He pulled on his underpants and jeans.

“How about I come around after work and take you out for dinner?”

Caleb could hardly believe his ears. All these weeks, he had been wanting more of Richard, more than just a patient listener, and it looked as if he was going to get his wish. “I think that sounds wonderful.”


Chapter 7

That evening, Richard picked up Caleb at seven-thirty in a sleek black Audi.

“I don’t do this for all my clients,” he said as Caleb opened the door.

They kissed on the doorstep for a while before Caleb invited Richard in for a pre-dinner drink.

“I think we should get going,” said Richard. “We can have that drink later.”

They kissed again, then Richard held open the security door while Caleb locked up.

At the restaurant, they sat at a table by the window overlooking the river. The lights from the buildings on the other side reflected in the dark water, creating a magical effect. Every now and again, a single light would slide through the darkness as a fishing boat returned home for the evening with its catch.

“This is amazing,” said Caleb, and then, tongue-in-cheek, “Good choice.”

Richard chuckled. “You approve, do you? I’m so glad.”

Caleb laughed at the touch of sarcasm in the psychologist’s voice.

They ordered dinner and Richard asked for a bottle of red wine. When the waiter left them alone, Richard spoke.

“Here we are, then.”

Caleb couldn’t hide his delight. “Life’s funny, isn’t it?”

“Why do you say that?”

“When I called you all those weeks ago and made my first appointment, I could never have guessed it would end up like this.”

“When did you first suspect it might?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think I ever suspected. I don’t think I dared to imagine that this could happen.”

“But you wanted it to?”

“Oh, yes,” said Caleb. “Right from the first session, I knew I was attracted to you.”

“Did you know I was attracted to you?”

Caleb’s smiled blossomed into a wide grin. “When you asked me to take my clothes off, I had an inkling.”

Both men laughed.

“I mean, it’s hardly the type of therapy you usually administer, I’d bet.”

Richard chuckled. “It worked, though, didn’t it? I made my point.”

Caleb nodded. “You sure did.”

The waiter arrived with their wine and poured a little for Richard to taste. He nodded, and as the waiter poured them each a glass, they gazed at each other with smirks decorating their faces.

“And the erections,” remembered Caleb once they were alone. “There seemed to be an awful lot of erections, which I suspect are not the norm in a typical counselling session.”

Richard’s eyes sparkled in the candlelight. “You don’t miss much, do you?”

“Not a bulge that size.”

They toasted each other and took a sip of wine.

“You know, I’m treading dangerous water by being here with you,” said Richard, more seriously.

“Why? You’re not my therapist anymore.”

“Nevertheless, we’re not supposed to see our patients romantically for two years after we’ve stopped counselling them. Even then, it can get tricky.”

Caleb latched on to the word “romantically.” It was a word that carried an immense amount of weight, and probably meant more to Caleb at that moment than anything else Richard had uttered.

“Richard, I think I love you. And I know you have feelings for me. I don’t want you to worry about us being together. I’d never hurt you. Even if it doesn’t work out, I’m not the sort of person to be vindictive.”

Richard reached across the table and took Caleb’s hand. “I know that,” he said tenderly. “I wouldn’t be here if I thought you were that sort of person. You forget, you’ve given me great insight into who you are, and I see a gentle person. A good person. A person I can see myself spending quite a bit of time with.”

Caleb felt as though his heart could burst.

“But let’s take things slowly,” said Richard. “Not for any other reason than to enjoy the journey more fully. And there’s also the adventure of discovering each other to look forward to.”

“I think you’ve discovered quite a lot of me.”

Richard shook his head. “You’re more than your past. I can tell there are great depths to plumb with you. And you have yet to explore me.”

“That’s something I’m looking forward to more than Christmas.”

Richard laughed out loud. “That’s the thing about you. One thing that really attracts me to you. You’re quick to laugh. And you make me laugh. Despite all that you’ve told me, there is a joy in you that I suspect nothing will ever quell.”

“They say it’s a sense of humour that gets you through.”

“And they’re right. A lot of the time, laughter is the best medicine.”

Caleb raised his glass. “Here’s to a lot more laughter, then.”

Richard clinked his glass against Caleb’s, then they drank.

Caleb knew in his heart of hearts there would indeed be only good times ahead. He knew that while his previous relationships had failed, this one would last. He’d found a man who could understand him and be patient. Understand him when he failed, and could help him up again.

In short, he’d found the right man.

 

THE END
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