
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Runaway Millions

A Novel

by

Parker Avrile

♥♥♥

©2016 by Parker Avrile & Paris April Press

♥♥♥

Kyle and Bryce are falling hard for each other.

Then a competitor wrests away Bryce's fortune, while the immigration authorities ship Kyle back to England.

Can their love survive when they find an ocean between them?
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You know you're playing in the big leagues when you're taking a shower on a private jet.

Oh, it wasn't a very big shower. Kyle knocked his elbows against the walls a couple of times. But he didn't care. It felt so good to get clean.

He liked the citrus peel body shampoo. It was an expensive brand. Fifty-two dollars a bottle. A travel-sized bottle. Kyle liked to smell expensive, and he knew a hint of the citrus fragrance would linger even after he rinsed.

It wouldn't replace the three hundred dollar an ounce men's cologne Kyle usually wore. But it smelled a lot better than the vomit and dehydration he'd tasted as a kidnap victim.

Kyle closed his eyes and threw back his head. Opened his mouth a little. Let the water splash on him inside and out. Yes. He was getting clean. He was washing the perv's hands off his bare skin.

A knock.

"Kyle, you OK?" Bryce. That Lake Charles, Louisiana accent wasn't heavy, but Kyle recognized it even through a closed door.

East East Texas, Bryce once said. Many petroleum speculators came from that region. Many of them had cashed in on the fracking boom. And many of them were worth hundreds of millions of dollars.

But it was December 2014. The price of oil was a little shaky. Not many of them flew quite as close to the sun as Bryce did these days.

He spoke softly. He wouldn't want to disturb the team who'd helped him rescue Kyle from his stalker. They were entitled to grab a quick snooze in the jet's custom-designed lie-flat seats.

"Yeah, love, I'm OK. Coming right out." Kyle's northern English accent was thick on his own tongue. He was too tired to make much effort to practice his American.

It had been the longest twenty-four hours of Kyle's life.

"Just making sure." Bryce sounded worried. Kyle knew why.

The wanker who abducted Kyle fed him one drug and injected him with another. The cocktail might still be having some unpredictable side effects.

It would be terrible to send out an unauthorized paramilitary operation to rescue a hostage― only to have that hostage collapse and die afterward in his white knight's shower.

Kyle knew what he looked like when he stepped dewy and pink from the tight stall. Six feet tall and most of it legs. Tight ass barely the size of a ripe peach. The satin chest of a boy in an ad for men's cologne. Often, these days, the boy in the ad was Kyle himself.

Too tired to hold his arms above his head for long, he toweled briefly at the soaking-wet hair matted against his scalp. The shower had turned his brown hair black, all the better to frame mahogany eyes slightly too large for his face.

And, as always, the focus was on his crooked little smile. His lips curved upward at the corners, hinting at secrets he was laughing about somewhere deep inside. It was the smile that sold his look, his agent said. It was a smile that promised things.

Sweet things. Tasty things.

Forbidden things.

Bryce's nostrils flared visibly when he stepped close to wrap a larger towel around Kyle's sleek body. The citrus peel fragrance. As well as a slight musk that was all Kyle.

He knew what he was doing to Bryce. But Bryce was also doing it back to him.

Kyle's knees sagged for a moment. He should have been exhausted. But there was something intoxicating about being pampered by a fit all-American man who was a good ten years older.

He twisted around in the towel to grind against him face-to-face. Bryce's blue-gray eyes half-closed with pleasure. His sandy hair, neglected and grown slightly too long since Kyle had last seen him, had been brushed off his face to get it out of the way. 

Bryce kissed him. Firm lips. A flirt of the tongue. "You need your sleep. We all do."

Of course he was right.

Bryce was wearing a pair of designer tracksuit bottoms. Turquoise velour. A dated look Kyle associated with middle-aged Russian mobsters. He'd have to teach Bryce a thing or two about real style.

But Kyle would never wear the clothes he was abducted in again. Not one fucking time ever.

When Bryce handed him a second pair, Kyle slipped them on without protest. At least they were gray.

He wished he could kiss Bryce again. But it wasn't the time or the place.

Some private jets are configured like a commuter plane― the kind of plane that reminds you of a public bus. An aisle too narrow even for a supermodel's hips. Two tiny plastic seats on each side of that aisle.

Not this one. It was configured more like a billionaire's flying RV, with a series of elongated rooms that ran from the bath at the back to the cockpit at the front.

The bath exited into a mini conference room complete with elongated table. Empty, of course. No one was in the mood for a business meeting after their long night.

The next section was a living area complete with a leather couch that could be converted into a bed. Arnold Geurne, Bryce's hacker friend, was currently stretched out there. He was only twenty-eight but it was an out-of-shape twenty-eight, and he snored audibly when he rolled over onto his back.

Next came the galley complete with a small breakfast nook. It was a litter of abandoned smoothie glasses and espresso cups.

The last major room before the cockpit looked the most like something you'd find in a conventional aircraft. Here were six leather seats― three rows of two seats each― that converted into fully lie-flat beds. Perhaps the jet's interior designer had imagined a rich couple with a trio of kids and a nanny. Each of the seats in the back and middle row was divided by the aisle, so that each of the three sleeping men had his own bed. At the front of the middle row, the aisle made an abrupt turn so that it ran along the left side of the aircraft. That put both front seats together on the right.

Someone had already converted those two seats into the lie-flat position.

On commercial airlines, there would always be a little barrier between each pair of business class seats. There was no barrier here. It was, in effect, a double bed. And it was expertly made up complete with full-sized pillows and soft-as-butter six-hundred thread-count linens. Kyle's deft fingers brushed the Egyptian cotton to be sure.

Of course there was no cabin crew on this quasi-legal flight. Bryce must have made the bed himself. It looked like he'd even thought to fluff the pillows. Sweet gesture, that. If Kyle's heart wasn't melting already, it was now.

Bryce started to touch Kyle's hip. Pulled back. "I don't know if you feel comfortable having anybody close right now. If you don't want me sleeping here, it's fine. I'm going to the galley for some coffee. You need to get some rest."

Kyle crawled into the window seat and patted the one next to him. "Don't be silly, love. Come here."

The darkness was coming. Not the drug cocktail's darkness. Just good honest exhaustion. Kyle felt himself glide down into sleep almost before he was fully under the sheets. Two minutes after that, he was curled against Bryce, his arms wrapping around and around the other man's firm waist.

But his sleep wasn't dreamless. Kyle's mind flashed on all-too-real memories of curling around Michel in their flat in Hell's Kitchen. In dreams Kyle saw a blurred snapshot of the two of them, Michel and Kyle, posing together for Kyle's very first modeling job. They'd been dressed as twins.

Kyle was safe. But Michel still needed rescue.

"My English twin."

"My brother."

There was nothing brotherly about Kyle's magnetic attraction toward Bryce. Nothing brotherly about his desire to run his hands over the older man's sturdy muscles. He was as tall as Kyle and probably twenty pounds heavier. But Bryce wasn't a self-involved bodybuilder with an eight-pack. He was a real man with real muscle beneath the lightly tanned skin.

Kyle snuggled closer. They were spooning. Slender Kyle was the big spoon today. Even through the trackie bottoms, even through the dreams, he could feel the suggestively firm muscles of Bryce's toned ass.

Kyle's dreams turned dirty.

Dirty and delicious.

Too bad it was only an hour flight.

♥♥♥
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THE VOICE OF VERNYN Carter, the jet's pilot, jolted Kyle awake. "It's been a long night, folks, but it's time to prepare for our landing in beautiful Teterboro, New Jersey. Check those seatbelts, please." 

It was well into a sunny December afternoon by this point. Kyle lifted the shades on the window to admire the view. Manhattan was only twelve miles away. 

They weren't assigned to a gate. They didn't need one. They could land on a back airstrip and descend down their own retractable steps.

"Uh oh." The pilot's voice again. "We've got a welcoming committee."

"Shit. It's about deviating from the flight plan," Bryce said.

He started to get up, then remembered that he wasn't supposed to be out of his seat during the landing process. He pressed a button on an intercom that went directly to the cockpit. "Vernyn. The deviations are my fault. Blame it on me. I'll pay your fines. I'll make this right."

There was a pause. A crackle of static. Then Carter's deep voice: "Nobody's talking. I guess we'll find out after I land this bird."

Another brief silence.

"DEA," one of the guards said. "We say we deviated so we'd come down for an emergency repair over an uninhabited area. But they figure it's because we made a drug pickup."

"The jet's clean," Bryce said. "Let them search."

They were all looking out the windows now. There were seven black cars hanging back from the spot where the pilot would be expected to put down.

They weren't Crown Vics. Hell, they weren't any kind of Ford sedan any kind of way.

A bodyguard handed Bryce his field glasses. "Mercedes GL SUVs," Bryce said after a moment. "Dark tint on the windows. Bulletproof glass if I don't miss my guess."

"Fuck me," Arnold said. "No way those are feds. Taxpayers never bought those land yachts."

Kyle studied the black cars. He'd pulled on the trackie top, which looked large and sloppy on his slender frame. It had the name of a Lake Charles riverboat on it. Evidently the tracksuits were tacky casino giveaways. He'd feel more like himself when he got back to the flat and into some of his own clothes.

But right now it seemed like there would be a slight delay.

"They look like showboaters to me," Kyle said. "Rich fucks, isn't it then? Trying to make some kind of point about something we don't know about yet."

"Whoever they are, they want something," Bryce said. "We all have to stick to the script."

"The script," Kyle said. "I hope those wankers know their parts." He had plenty of reasons not to trust in the system. Starting with how long his stalker, a schoolteacher, had been free to track him down. Kyle would probably be on a secret flight to a hidden cavern in England at this very moment, if Bryce and his team hadn't broken half the laws in the states of New York and New Jersey to save him. The authorities would never have taken action in time.

They never did care, Kyle thought. Not about lost boys. Thief, illegal alien, hustler, whore... Kyle had been called a lot of names, all of them excuses for not seeing him as a human being.

Michel's fate was proof enough of that. You were supposed to have the right to self-defense but it didn't seem like you did really. Not unless you were a well-connected man with a gun.

A kid with a knife was written off as a vicious animal.

Don't think about Michel right now. One crisis at a time. He had to get through today and keep himself out of prison. It was the only way he'd be able to be there for his brother.

First trained as a pilot for the US Air Force, Carter made an expert landing despite the long hours he'd been on duty. Kyle wouldn't have expected anything less of a member of Bryce's elite team.

The black cars began to close in once the jet came to a full stop.

The unknowns did look intimidating. But they'd just landed at one of the world's biggest private airports during the hectic Christmas shopping season only miles away from Manhattan, one of the world's favorite shopping destinations.

Bryce's bodyguards wouldn't need their weapons. At least Kyle hoped they wouldn't need them, because they'd dumped into a particularly obscure bit of swamp once Kyle was safe. They knew their unscheduled stop for an alleged emergency would put them at a higher risk of being searched when they returned to the Manhattan area.

With Bryce's hundreds of millions of dollars, he could buy them all the brand-new weapons they wanted once they returned to gun-friendly North Dakota.

Please let it be OK, Kyle thought. Please God, I haven't put Bryce and his team at risk just for helping me and Stoney.

"I doubt I'm being kidnapped," Bryce said. "There's too many eyes on us. And if it is feds, I don't want to look like a douche with my own private army. They'd associate that with drug activity for sure. I don't want anybody to play bodyguard right now. Let's just leave the plane in natural order."

Kyle hooked his arm into Bryce's. Then he remembered that Bryce wasn't officially out.

Or was he? The older man made no move to distance himself. They'd gone through too much tonight for that. When Kyle stepped back a fraction of an inch, Bryce pulled him in closer.

The two of them deplaned first. Kyle's knees weren't really that shaky any more, but Bryce was taking care to help support Kyle's weight as he went down the steps of the steel ramp. Kyle liked the feeling of being taken care of. He'd had too little of that in his life.

The black armored cars made a circle around the jet. Whatever they wanted, they'd guaranteed that it couldn't take off again.

Kyle and Bryce were now back on solid ground. But Kyle couldn't feel entirely safe.

Bryce stopped. Kyle stood a little too close to him. He could tell from the squeeze of Bryce's arm around his waist that Bryce wanted it that way.

They waited.

It happened like a well-choreographed dance. All the car doors flew open at once. All the men in their cheap business suits stepped out at once.

Kyle was reminded of the service at a Michelin-starred restaurant where all the waiters arrived together so everyone's dish hits the table at the exact same moment.

There was a leader. Dark hair with silver at the temples. Botoxed tanned skin but a little crinkle left at the corners of his eyes to show he was a serious man. Fit but not muscular.

His suit wasn't cheap. Kyle recognized the designer. Hell, he recognized the suit. It was this season. Ready-to-wear but limited production. A cool twenty-six thousand dollars.

But the watch on his wrist was the real tell. Two hundred fifty-nine thousand dollars, so you could tell your friends you'd just bought a watch that cost "more than a quarter of million."

Poseur. Works on commission like one of those bloody ambulance chasers that gets so rich here in America.

It was too many cars to be somebody filing a lawsuit or a legal summons. But Kyle wasn't sure what else it could be.

"Bryce Auburn." Slight accent. Kyle thought it might be Norwegian. If so, he'd been educated in America or Canada for several years during his youth. "Are you Bryce Auburn?"

"You know perfectly well that I am. Who are you? What's all this about?"

"Bryce Yourself Petroleum has defaulted on one too many of its credit obligations. Under the terms of your loan agreement, you assigned this jet as collateral against your debts. So we're taking it. Now."

"The fuck you're taking my jet," Bryce said. "I need my fucking jet."

"We prefer to do business peacefully, Mr. Auburn. But if you want to force us to have you detained, we're certainly prepared to do so."

"The fuck? You have no authority to detain me. You have no authority to seize my jet."

"Actually, sir, it isn't your jet." Mr. My Watch Cost More Than A Quarter Million Dollars And Yours Didn't had an unpleasantly toothy smile. "It now belongs to the Norwegian Oil Network. We can and will have you arrested for grand larceny if you refuse to turn over our property."

"The fuck is this? I refused your offer. The Norwegian Oil Network has fuck-all to do with my business."

"That's where you're wrong, Mr. Auburn."

"This is a mistake. I'm telling you now. Let me talk to my banker at Lake Charles Lending. He told me I had plenty of time to settle up. I only need a few more weeks. The price of oil just can't stay this low. Look at the oil futures, for Christ's sake."

Unpleasantly toothy? Kyle decided the man deserved a role in the next remake of Jaws. He was a shoo-in for the role of the shark.

"You wouldn't accept a reasonable price from NON. But Lake Charles Lending was more than happy to take advantage of our generous offer to buy out your debt. I agree that LCL would have been delighted to give you more time to meet your obligations. They're a bank, not an oil company. They wouldn't know what to do with a bunch of North Dakota leases and a corporate jet. They just want the cash."

Kyle tightened his grip around Bryce's waist. Squeezed him a little. He was no longer worried about his own shaky knees.

He was worried about Bryce.

The wanker in the suit kept on talking. The words washed over Kyle, although he'd remember them later.

"But NON is an oil company, not a bank. We'd rather have the collateral than your money. Look on the bright side, Mr. Auburn. As of today, you're a free man. You had a highly leveraged business that was almost a billion dollars in debt. Now you owe absolutely nothing to absolutely nobody. It's all paid off. We've simply taken the collateral instead."

"The collateral," Bryce said.

"Yes," the suit said. "You do understand. The collateral. All of the collateral."

"All? My company? My oil leases? My fucking jet?"

"And of course the building in Bismarck."

"You're the ones committing grand larceny. You're the thieves. I borrowed from Lake Charles Lending, not from you fuckers. How can you pop up out of nowhere and take everything just because the price of oil dipped below fifty dollars a barrel for a few days? We all know it's going back up."

Kyle felt a stab of guilt. Bryce, the master negotiator, wouldn't be ranting like that if he wasn't exhausted from Kyle's rescue.

Judging from his untroubled smile, the well-dressed wanker was used to being yelled at by the bankrupt former rich. "We're stealing nothing. You gambled, and you lost. We offered you a very generous 800 million to buy out your company. You refused. We had to find another way to get those leases. And we did. It's legal. You signed the loan agreement. LCL sold it to us."

"Those leases will be worth twenty billion dollars in two years' time."

"We agree. That's why we acquired them."

By now, the bodyguards had all exited the jet and joined the little group. They'd heard most of the conversation. Kyle kept his arm around Bryce's waist, supporting him when he seemed to sway a little. He didn't know what else to do.

"You're stealing my company," Bryce said. "You're stealing my fucking jet. Why don't you steal the fucking boots off my feet while you're at it?"

He squirmed down suddenly and made as if to tug off his right boot. Kyle clutched at his hip to pull him back up.

"Don't," Kyle said. "Love, don't."

"What is this? Is this for real?" asked one of the bodyguards.

"I don't know," Kyle said.

"Probably," Arnold said. "The company was highly leveraged. He always knew it was possible he could lose everything if the price of oil dropped below a certain level. Fracking leases are really only profitable when oil is over sixty. And the Saudis don't like fracking. Too much of it and America becomes the leading petroleum producer again. They wouldn't need the Middle East reserves any more."

"Listen to your adviser," the suit said. "He sounds like he knows the score."

Kyle followed the music and fashion blogs. Maybe a few online gossip sheets. He wasn't sure what Arnold was saying. "The Saudis crashed the price?"

"Yeah. Basically. Most creditors would have let him ride a little longer. The price won't stay this low. Oil is a nonrenewable resource. But..."

Arnold didn't have to spell it out. The suit already had.

For a moment everyone went silent. At least Bryce had quit trying to take his boots off. He stood there, lost and dazed, as if he'd been struck by lightning out of a clear blue sky.

"It's a wobble in the market," he finally said. "Give me more time."

"I'm sorry, Mr. Auburn. I don't have the authority to do that. At the end of the day, I'm just doing my job. I'm following orders. And my orders are to take possession of this jet. If you could sign these papers acknowledging that you surrender possession..."

"Fuck you," Bryce said. "I've already signed too fucking many papers."

"If you have any personal items on the jet, we'll forward them to you as soon as you supply us with your new address."

"The condo too?" Bryce said.

"Yes, Mr. Auburn. The condo too."

Bryce began to march forward blindly. Kyle had to walk briskly to keep pace with him. Arnold and the three bodyguards followed only a few steps behind.
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Somehow they rented a limo. A multi-millionaire's version of broke was different from Kyle's version. Bryce still had a wallet full of platinum and gold credit cards. At least for now.

The three bodyguards kept their game faces on. "Good thing you paid us in advance, eh, boss?"

Bryce tried to smile.

But Kyle suspected they'd wanted more from Bryce than a good payday. They'd wanted a future with an up-and-coming young billionaire who could keep them in challenging jobs for years. Where would they go now?

For the moment, they headed for JFK, where the three of them would take flights to the holiday destinations of their choice. It was probably always how they thought the mission would end.

Except it wasn't how anyone in their wildest dreams ever thought it would end.

It wasn't a long ride. But it was a tense one.

When the driver parked at arrivals, Arnold hopped out at the last minute. "I think I'll be in Switzerland, boss," he said. "I'm pretty sure those accounts weren't part of the collateral but I'd like to check on them myself."

"It's less than three million," Bryce said.

"It's more than nothing," Arnold said. "You need to take some time off. I'll get this. You take a few days and get your head together."

"Yeah."

"We've come up from nothing before, boss. We can do it again if we have to."

"Yeah."

Now it was the two of them in back. Kyle remembered the last time they'd shared a limo. It was only this past April. But it seemed like a lifetime away.

"Shall we go to mine then?" he asked.

"Yours?" Bryce sounded baffled. Like he'd forgotten Kyle was no longer the runaway homeless boy he'd met in Vegas.

Kyle pressed the intercom button to give the driver his address in Hell's Kitchen. Bryce stared out the window. It got dark early in December. Christmas lights twinkled here and there.

"Do you remember?" Bryce suddenly asked.

"Of course I remember, love." Kyle squeezed Bryce's thigh. He wondered if he dared squeeze something more intimate. Maybe not just yet.

But he was glad he wasn't the only one thinking about that blowie in the back of the limo on Las Vegas Boulevard. To get away with something that sexual... it had a power of its own.

It wasn't about money. Maybe it was a feeling you couldn't buy with money.

The traffic in Manhattan was shit. A cab driver might have suggested they get out and walk. At four hundred dollars an hour, the limo driver didn't care.

Bryce had pulled out his phone and was texting away. Business, from the look of it.

Kyle pulled out his phone too. Oh God. There were dozens of voicemails and texts from Chance, his agent. He'd better get it over with.

"Kyle. Baby. Talk to me." Chance had never sounded more thrilled. "I need the inside scoop, baby. And I need it now."

Kyle choked down a groan. What was he thinking? He should have texted instead of calling. Bryce was sitting right here and could hear every word of Kyle's end of the conversation.

"I hate to disappoint you. There's no thrilling adventure after all."

"What happened? Did you find Stoney? What was he doing?" Chance, an inveterate gossip, had overheard enough to know that Kyle's stalker had threatened the hard-partying rock star. But he could never know that Kyle had agreed to trade his life for Stoney's, setting the scene for Bryce and his team to close in on the perv. Kyle's agent really, truly did not need to find out that his beautiful property was offering himself as bait in a hostage negotiation.

So Kyle thought fast. "Yeah. I found Stoney. He were in bed with a fan. Was in bed with a fan. He didn't want his people to know. It were― it was― a nineteen-year-old boy."

"But what about that stalker guy? I want to hear about Bruce Willis stuff. That's what's going to sell my movie script."

"There's no Bruce Willis. The movie script is a no-go." Kyle sighed, loud enough for both Bryce and Chance to hear. He wanted them to. "That wanker was fucking with our minds. He must have followed Stoney. Knew he was fucking around with a teenage hookup he met in a pub. So he decided to do me head in by pretending he'd stolen him. Stoney came back just fine on his own, and the stalker's in the wind."

Kyle wasn't letting Chance Lanconi get anywhere within a thousand miles of the true story.

"Well, have you seen Bryce Auburn?"

Kyle glanced over at Bryce. He was looking down at his own smartphone, but his shoulders had gone still.

"Because just a few minutes ago I heard an un-fucking-believable rumor about our Bryce."

"What rumor is that?"

"I heard he lost every penny and owes billions of dollars to the Russian mob."

The Russian mob? Where did Chance get this stuff? "You need to stay off Twitter."

"I heard he was in his private jet and it got repossessed at dawn by a whole team of Norwegian heavies."

Fuck. That was actually pretty close to the truth. "Who told you that?"

"Just now. It was on Twitter. Like maybe five minutes ago. This employee at Teterboro airport posted this photo of a bunch of black cars surrounding this jet."

"Could you see Bryce in the photo?"

"You couldn't make out faces. But they say it's his jet so..."

"Yeah, right." Kyle forced a laugh. "Seems legit."

"Well, you better stick with Stoney, babe," Chance said. "It's cooler anyway to be with a rock star. Nobody likes those fracker dudes. Everybody's rooting for them to lose."

"Yeah," Kyle said. "I've got to get off the phone. It's all cool about Stoney now. Try to avoid spreading too many rumors, OK?"

"I only spread the rumors I need to get you work, baby. Remember, I get twenty-five percent of your invoices. It's good for both of us if I create some mystique."

"Yeah, OK." Kyle couldn't really rag on Chance too much. He'd been guilty in the past of spinning a few tall tales to promote his fan blog. "I'll talk to you later."

"OK, later, but don't forget. We need to meet sometime tomorrow to talk about your outfit for PomoRetro."

Once inside, Bryce headed directly for the mini-fridge to root around for something to drink. He'd never been there before, but it wasn't exactly hard to find your way around Kyle's postage stamp of a flat.

The fridge held all the necessities of life for a fashion model. Vodka, cranberry juice, pomegranate juice, some limes. Bottled water. Fancy smoothie blends with names like Naked. Coke Zero.

Bryce took two cans and a lime. Opened the cupboards and rattled around until he found two glasses. A knife. A cutting board.

Kyle watched him make the Coke Zero with a twist of lime. He knew how to wield the knife to make a perfect curly zest. Had he once worked as a bartender? Strange to think of Bryce in a regular man's job.

"You heard," Kyle finally said. "Word's out. Soon everybody will know you're broke."

"I know, Kyle." Bryce handed him one of the glasses. Their fingers brushed together, and the hair on the back of Kyle's arm stood up as if electrified. "It's public information. Bryce Yourself is privately owned, but NON is traded on OMX."

He paused to sip his Coke. He must have realized Kyle couldn't know what OMX was. "That's a Nordic stock exchange. So... NON is a public company. People have a right to know. A big petroleum industry takeover wasn't ever going to be a secret."

"I'm sorry," Kyle said.

"It's business. I fucked up. I placed my bet on the wrong pony."

"Anybody would have done the same. Prices always go up, don't they?"

Bryce laughed. A single snort really. "No, prices don't always go up. That's amateur thinking. I'm supposed to be a professional. Prices wobble around. Sometimes unpredictably. The random walk, they call it. But the price of oil was over a hundred dollars a barrel at the beginning of 2014. I honestly didn't believe it could ever dip below fifty again in my lifetime."

Kyle's Coke tasted good. It was the hint of lime that did it. He wished Bryce could calm down. Get some sleep. They both needed sleep. But Kyle was all-too-familiar with the need to keep in motion when you were hit by something big. Let him talk it out.

"I could have stayed small and out of debt," Bryce was saying. "But then I'd never be worth more than a few million dollars. There are lots of Louisiana boys who are happy with that. Maybe I should have been happy too.

"But I saw a chance to build something. You don't create a multi-billion dollar business without taking risk. I borrowed money. Too much money, as it turned out. I must have made my banker nervous, or he never would have sold me to NON. I was going to make him a billionaire too. Now he's missed his once-in-a-lifetime chance. I'll never trust him with another deal."

Kyle drained the Coke Zero. Poured another glass. Bryce picked up the knife and without looking down cut out another curl of lime.

"I think me head hurts," Kyle said. "My head hurts."

"The drugs," Bryce said. "It will take a while to fully recover."

"Maybe you better kiss it and make it better." 

Talking wasn't the only way to stay in motion. It wasn't even the best way.

The hideous tracksuits went flying. Kyle promised himself he'd arrange to have them burned. Later. Not now.

No, not now. Much too busy right now. The bed was small but it was all the world to them.

Kyle ran his tongue from Bryce's collarbone to his belly button. Squatting between Bryce's legs, he looked up through long flirtatious eyelashes to meet Bryce's hungry gaze. 

"I can't just lay here." Bryce rocked his hips from side to side to make his long thighs squirm against Kyle's face. "I've got to do something."

Kyle shifted into the sixty-nine position. It was a favorite of his. So primal. You were eye-to-eye with a man's cock. And he was eye-to-eye with yours.

Tasting, licking.

Sucking.

Kyle half-closed his eyes to focus on the salty taste. His hands stroked the length of Bryce's throbbing shaft, while his lips targeted the join of stalk to crown. He liked to tease the little indented place there, first by grazing it with the tip of his tongue. And then by locking down his lips to suck hard.

Since he was on top, he made a point of dipping and bouncing in Bryce's face. Sometimes he thrust his cock within easy reach of Bryce's eager tongue― and sometimes he'd dance away.

They were too tired to get off fast, and Kyle was just as happy. Let it take forever. Let it be a lifetime out of a lifetime.

Kyle's stalker was a fading memory.

Bryce's business failure was a vague nightmare.

The only thing that mattered was what they could feel and touch and taste right now.

Bryce's mouth grasped him more firmly. Kyle danced back once more, a final tease, but Bryce's lips held on tight. The long length of his stretched-out mouth twitched around Kyle's shaft.

Yes. Fuck yes. There was nothing in Kyle's mind except sensation. He twisted here, sucked there, bobbed that way.

Time had no meaning.

All that mattered was the white-hot fire of their shared spasms.

♥♥♥
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A SHRILL ARCHAIC RING. Bryce jumped. They must have been sleeping after all. Kyle could still detect the perfume of sexual sweat and spilled cum in the air, but it was fading.

"The doorman," Kyle said. "He's the only one who calls that number."

The landline was hanging from a cradle on the wall near the mini-fridge, so Kyle had to step out of bed to answer. He was naked but too comfortable in his own skin to reach for a robe. "Hello?"

"Delivery for you, Mr. Marchane."

"Hey, Tommy. I wasn't expecting a delivery, was I?"

"You want me to send him away?"

Kyle thought. It wasn't the first time an admirer had sent up a gift. Sometimes an expensive one.

"What do you think, Tommy? I trust your good eye."

"He looks legit to me, Mr. Marchane. He's got a fistful of balloons. We have his picture on our surveillance camera, and I think he knows it. He took off his shades when he stepped inside."

Bryce was shaking his head "no" but Kyle wasn't really looking at the bed. "I like balloons. Send him up."

He dropped the receiver into the cradle.

"You shouldn't do that," Bryce said. "My kidnap advisers told me that you never accept an unsolicited delivery."

"It's OK. I'm an eighteen-year-old fresh face in the big bad city. A few old boys think they're in love with me. They're harmless."

They pulled on the tracksuits. Russian middle-aged mobster look or not, they slid on quickly.

The doorbell played a little snippet of Stoney Rockland's "Granite for Granted." Michel had installed that ringtone himself to make Kyle feel more at home in New York.

Kyle looked into the peephole.

The delivery man looked like, well, like a delivery man. One of those triathlete types you see working in big cities sometimes. Long and stringy, with overly muscled tanned legs mostly exposed in his lime-green biking shorts.

"It's cool," Kyle said.

Bryce didn't try to stop him from opening the door. But he stood close, as if ready to go a few rounds of hand-to-hand combat if he had to. That protective instinct. It touched Kyle's heart.

"Kyle Marchane?" Delivery dude looked from Kyle to Bryce. It was obvious he didn't know who Kyle was or what he was supposed to look like.

"That's me."

"I've got a delivery for you from Stoney Rockland. Can I come in?"

Again Bryce shook his head "no." Kyle registered the gesture but he thought it was a little too over-protective. "Sure."

The man glanced around the tiny starter flat. "Where I should put this, sir?"

Kyle took the balloons and tied them to the near leg at the foot of the bed. The strings were long enough to let the balloons drift up to touch the ceiling even when they were anchored so low. A festive look, that. A bit like a birthday celebration.

"Thanks." Vegas to the core, Kyle had already pulled out a twenty-dollar bill for the tip.

The man handed him a small box with a crisp ivory envelope attached. "That's yours too. Would you mind signing?"

Kyle scratched the plastic pen over the electronic tablet. "Thanks again."

"Yeah, you too. Thanks a lot. I appreciate it." He looked as if he did, actually. Maybe twenty dollars was too much tip for delivering balloons in Manhattan. Maybe it should have been ten. But the man was already out the door.

"What's that?" Bryce asked. His eyes were more gray than blue. His mouth was a thin line. He'd come to Stoney's rescue, but he wasn't the singer's biggest fan. He'd done it for Kyle.
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