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Chapter One

 


Even though this had been carefully planned
out and nondisclosure agreements had been signed, I still couldn’t
believe I was doing this. My breath came in short, quick bursts and
it felt like my heart was pounding in my throat.

I was so nervous. If the wrong people got
wind of this, it could mean the end of everything — my personal
life, my career ... the scandal would be immense, bigger than
anything in the history of this country.

I looked around the grand and opulent hotel
room. It seemed a bit ostentatious a setting for what was about to
happen. But, at the same time, this hotel had a reputation for its
discretion and had been recommended to me by my chief of security
when I had made it known what I had in mind.

My pulse was pounding in my ears — I could
hear the rush of blood through my veins — but above all that noise,
I could hear faint voices approach the door, followed by some
rattling as my chief of security slid his card through the reader.
And a moment later, the door opened.

There was no turning back now. I was all
in.

Brad, my chief of security, poked his head
in and made eye contact with me, confirming that we were still
going ahead with the plan. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking,
what his opinion was of me doing this. Not only was I breaking the
law, I was breaking the trust of uncountable people, betraying
everything I stood for.

But I needed it. So bad. So fucking bad.

I nodded and Brad nodded in return. He swung
the door open and next to him stood a young man — far younger than
me — in a pair of skinny jeans and a black leather jacket. God, he
was gorgeous. He looked even better than the photo he’d posted
online.

When the twink’s deep brown eyes settled on
me, he arched a dark eyebrow, as if he was surprised by what he
found. I wondered if he recognized me yet. The non-disclosure
agreement he’d signed had not mentioned me by name — it had been
carefully worded to not mention me, but still be legally valid, in
case the twink would decide not to sign the agreement after seeing
my name. It was the only way to ensure total and complete
protection.

“Come in,” I said. I tried
to keep my voice steady and clear, commanding and authoritative,
but I couldn’t keep it from quivering.

The twink — Ricky — came in. Brad closed the
door, leaving just me and the young man in the room.

“I recognize you...” Ricky
said, trailing off. My blood suddenly ran cold, but then he added,
“But I can’t place it.”

I almost wondered if he was playing me. I
was on the news almost every day — I was a huge celebrity — how
could someone not know who I was? I eyed him up and down, my gaze
lingering just a little too long on his bulge. He didn’t strike me
as the type that watched the news, but, still, I was easily the
most recognizable person in the United States.

“I hope you’ll understand
if I don’t make the connection for you.”

Ricky nodded. No doubt, he had done this
before. Ricky was a rentboy — a prostitute — who specialized in
catering to the needs of men in positions of great power, men who
could be brought down by the mere mention of a gay sex scandal. I
didn’t know all of Ricky’s clients, didn’t know if I even wanted
that knowledge, but a senator had passed his name and number to me
when he had figured out what I was yearning for. That senator said
he didn’t use Ricky anymore, but had very fond memories of him.

“Yeah, I understand. You
have a first name, though? Something I can moan in the throes of
passion?” He unzipped his jacket, revealing a tight red shirt
underneath — it hugged his slender frame and emphasized his
pecs.

My mind tumbled in panic. If I gave him my
name, he’d know who I was, and that would be the first step to the
end of everything. But the rational part of my mind broke through —
Ricky had signed a nondisclosure agreement and came highly
recommended by a man who had almost as much to lose as me.

“Dan,” I finally said,
voice barely more than a whisper. Few people called me Dan, most
preferring my full name, Daniel. It felt right, though, that I
would give Ricky a more intimate form of my name.

Ricky arched his eyebrow again and he looked
me up and down. He still seemed to be struggling to make the
connection of who I was. Eventually, he seemed to give up.
Shrugging the jacket off his shoulders, he tossed it onto a nearby
chair.

With the jacket off, he seemed even slimmer
and younger. The shirt clung tightly to him, leaving nothing to the
imagination, but still somehow making him even more tantalizing.
The bottom of the shirt seemed to end a half-inch before the top of
his jeans, giving me a glimpse of the rich brown skin of his Latin
heritage. And his jeans hugged him as tightly as his shirt — I
could almost see the outline of his bulge. When he noticed me
looking him over, he did a little circle for me, giving me a
glimpse of his astounding ass. It looked round and firm, filling
out his jeans perfectly. I couldn’t wait to slide my tongue between
those cheeks, to make him wet before I pushed my cock in there.

I stood up and crossed the room to him. He
was a good six inches shorter than me. I wanted to reach out and
touch him, to pull him close and shove my tongue down his throat,
to grope him and make him moan, but I was suddenly overcome by
nervousness. If only the public could see me now — not only for the
supposed moral depravity of the situation, but for my sudden
meekness. I wasn’t known as a weak-willed man.

Instead, I walked in a slow circle around
Ricky. I could smell him — clean with a hint of scented soap. He
was a feast for every sense so far — but I still had to know how he
tasted and how his skin felt against mine. Fuck, I was straining in
my briefs.

When I came around to the front of him
again, he looked up at me through his long eyelashes.

“You like what you see,
Dan?”

“I do,” I said, feeling a
little more confident. “You’re gorgeous, Ricky.”

He was young, too, but I’d had Brad
double-check the kid’s ID. He was in his early twenties, just like
he’d said — but with me more than double his age, he just seemed
even younger, making this all the more illicit.

“Don’t you want to...” he
paused to tilt his head back and lick his lips, making his mouth
seem plump and moist, and exposing the length of his slender neck,
“kiss me?”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I
put one hand behind his head and the other at the small of his back
and pressed my lips against his. He kissed me back hungrily and
soon our mouths were open and my tongue was brushing against his.
Ricky seemed to melt in my hands as he pressed against my body,
succumbing entirely to me and my will. I slid my hand down the back
of his tight pants, groping his bare ass cheeks. They were smooth —
exactly as I expected of him.

He moaned and shifted his body against mine.
I felt his hard cock press firmly against my thigh. Fuck, this was
turning him on just as much as he was doing to me. In the back of
my mind, I’d feared that he’d just be doing it for the money, but,
no, he seemed to be really into it.

Maybe I was deluding myself about my sexual
prowess, but it didn’t matter. The fact that he was turned on only
turned me on even more.

I squeezed his ass again and then slid my
finger between his cheeks, quickly finding his tight, smooth hole.
I pressed my finger against it. The boy whimpered.

I pulled away from the kiss and gripped the
back of his hair, holding him in place. He looked up at me with
eyes full of lust.

“Dan...”

“Let’s go to the bedroom.”
I grabbed his thighs and lifted him up — he wrapped his legs and
arms around me — and carried him across the living room of this
grand suite and into the bedroom. Two small lamps were on and the
curtains were closed, giving the room a dark, romantic
feel.

When we reached the bed, I let go of his
legs and he slid off me, bouncing on the mattress. He propped his
elbows under him and looked up at me.

“Why don’t you take some of
that off?” he asked.

I tugged on my suit jacket. “Don’t you like
it?”

“It looks great on you,” he
said. He moved his foot and brought it to my groin, rubbing it
against my cock. A thrill ran through me, a sexual charge I’d not
felt in years. “But I’d much rather see you naked.”

“Ah,” I said, smiling, “I
think that makes sense.”

I gently shrugged out of my suit jacket — my
outfit probably cost more than Ricky made in a year of being a
rentboy — and laid it over the chair against the wall. I yanked off
my tie and unbuttoned my shirt, adding them to the pile. In just an
undershirt and pants, I already felt exposed, but I felt
comfortable, especially given the grin on Ricky’s beautiful
cocksucking lips.

I felt the comfort needed to go the full
monty. I undid my pants and dropped them to the floor, standing
there in just my white briefs and undershirt. I added the pants to
the pile of clothes, then sauntered over to the bed.

“I’m not the only one that
needs to lose some clothing,” I said.

Ricky bit his lower lip in a very seductive
manner. “You’re going to have to help me — some of this is pretty
tight.”

I climbed on the bed with him, running a
hand up his leg, across his bulge, and under his shirt. His tight
abs rippled under my fingers. I kissed him — open-mouthed and with
my tongue rubbing against his — as I lifted the hem of his shirt.
We broke our kiss as I pulled it off over his head. He fell back
down onto the mattress as I tossed his shirt aside.

I sat back and looked at Ricky’s fine body.
His rich skin color was just incredible, really accenting the
definition of his muscles. Along one side of his torso ran a tattoo
— an inscription in Spanish. And both his nipples were pierced with
small bars.

Leaning over him, I kissed first one nipple
and then the other, playing with those bars against my tongue and
teeth. When I abraded his nipples with the edges of my teeth, Ricky
let out a sharp gasp of pleasure, arching his back and pushing his
nipple further into my mouth. As I continued to play with his
chest, I reached down and groped his bulge. He was thick, I could
tell, and he was hard. He was so fucking hard.
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