
EXCERPT 1 from GAVIN by Russell  
 
Because he traveled eighty percent of the time for his job, his high-ranking position allowed him 

to wrangle in new customers from the competition, exceed sales goals for each period, and establish 
rigorous and ruthless monthly goals for his team. Honestly, he loved his job: travel was the perfect 
excuse. Even more importantly, he could escape from his pathetic home life. On his business trips, 
he could be what he wished to be, what he longed to be, and become who he should have been.   

The liaisons were uninhibited personal treats for the salesman.  
His indiscretions never interrupted his work schedule. He worked especially hard—meeting with 

his clients, going to early dinners, and creating a tight schedule—so he could have time for his fun.  
Next to him, the Latino breathed softly against his naked shoulder. The salesman thought about 

how he loved these moments of caressing his lovers as his hand stroked the curvature of the young 
Latino’s back. His lover moved slightly and whispered in his ear, “I’m jumping in the shower first. 
Feel all sweaty.” 

With that, the Latino leaned over and savagely kissed him, rolling his tongue around and pressing 
his stubbly face against the salesman’s smooth one. Moments later, the satisfied lover drew away with 
a seductive smile. Then he slid his body across the white sticky sheets and walked toward the 
bathroom. How his round bare ass looked marvelously delicious. Even in the faint light, the 
impressions of red hand prints still remained. Echoes of last night. 

 He could be the lover of many men. The salesman did not care about a partner’s history, their past 
lovers, or even their race. Truly, olive-skinned lovers enticed his inner desires the most. Despite it, he 
only cared about the pending pleasure.  

The bathroom light shot out over the shadows, and soon the hard sound of water drummed against 
the granite surfaces. The Latino’s soft hum broke the tranquility of the hotel suite. It hadn’t been the 
first time he had been with this particular lover. Just so coincidental that he had gotten an email the 
other day.  

How quickly the Latino responded to his reply.  
Ubiquitous internet sites allowed the salesman to have discreet interactions. Sometimes he 

remained anonymous. Other times, he used pseudonyms. Rarely, like tonight, he gave out his true 
name. A name he longed to forget, yet it was engraved in his memories. Oddly, when he would use 
his birth name, his most adventurous and seductive side was savagely released on those poor men.  

Slowly, he swung his legs out from underneath the sweaty hotel sheets. In the glass picture frame, 
a faint reflection of his bare torso caught his eye as he was trying to ignore the large mirror on the 
opposite wall. No, he was not a fit man. The bloated surface of his stomach, the receding hairline, and 
the salt-and-pepper hair all over his body pointed to the opposite. He had to catch his breath walking 
up a single flight of stairs. Lately, he was having to buy larger clothes. Yet, men still found him 
attractive. Or was that the money he had been flashing? Still, in the darkened shadow of his image, he 
could have sworn he had seen his father.  

That bastard had been a cruel drunk. While his father never struck him, the cruelty lay within the 
non-committal forms of hypothetical love: the lack of acknowledgement, the disengaged small talk, 
the blatant rants, and the pity of cleaning up his vomit each time. No wonder his mother had left when 
he was seven and never returned.  

A brief tremble shook his body. So long it had been since he thought about his father. That was a 
lifetime ago.  

Another life. 
“Asshole,” he muttered. After slowly standing up and hearing the soft cracks in his knees, he 

ambled toward the window. 
 


