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Jack:

“Logan has me believing that I’m too old to hang with him. I’m thirty-seven, and I’ve never been a man to lose confidence in myself until now. Maybe it’s because I want Oliver so badly that I will accept his inability to cut ties with his previous life. I’ll never allow any other man to put me through what Oliver has.”

The eldest brother Jack Sinclair, has his hands full with Oliver Wolff, who leads Jack around by a collar, and can’t decide if he’s in love with him, or just wants Jack for one purpose.

When Jack discovers he has competition for Oliver’s heart, and he can’t get past the idea that he’s expendable, that is until someone different enters the picture where Jack thinks the new man is the one. Will Jack lose the love of his life, because he doesn’t want to accept his new responsibilities?

This is a triangle that can be broken, but it will take Jack realizing his life will change once he goes all in with Oliver.

This book contains bisexual romance, age play, fake boyfriend, and a HFN ending.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue 

Blake 

Six months later 
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I arrived in Nevermore earlier than I thought, relaxed because I wasn’t sure whether I could handle the road. I’d been overly surprised I’d made it here at all, what with the traffic leaving Manhattan, and relying on a faulty GPS system taking me off on these side roads to nowhere. I guessed that’s what happened when you discovered you wanted to live in a small town with little or no preparation. However, the travel wasn’t long to get to Nevermore and Sand Hill Lakes was another small town about thirty miles north where Morgan lived. 

Morgan had been my main mission ahead of anything I could think of at the time, and I had lots of time, and I would devote it to making him mine. As I rounded the turn to Main Street in Sand Hill, I wasn’t concentrating, and a small dog rushed out in front, and my instinct said there would be someone behind him, and sure enough there was, and I had to skid to keep from running over both the dog and his handler. 

The man quickly gathered the small white dog in his arms. I stopped, and parked to take a rest on the wrought-iron bench after parking my bike. The older man came over, and said, “Are you okay?” 

“I’m doing fine.” 

“You don’t look okay. Relax, young man. That’s what I do, and you’ll live longer because of it.” I didn’t care if I lived longer, not unless it was waking up and looking in Morgan’s rugged handsome face in the mornings. That indeed will lengthen my life, I thought.

“I’m new here.” 

“So, I gathered.” 

“I might need some work on my bike.” The man turned to appraise me and my bike.

“How much work, because it’s shining like it’s new. Anyway, the Sinclair boys have a shop not too far from here. He looked up. “I have to go.” And he climbed into his truck, backed out into the street. Cars slowed for him and dodged his entrance onto the road.

I guessed when you got a certain age you could take those liberties. So that’s what I have to look forward to, dodging the elderly and their dogs. At one point it might have been appealing, but city life hadn’t quite relinquished its hold on me, and as Glen had said, I might be back in Manhattan sooner than I thought.      

Nevertheless, it had been a great idea to ride the short distance to Sand Hill Lakes, survey the town, and ask around about the Sinclair men. After resting a bit, I climbed on my bike and stopped at the first bar, did a U-turn in the middle of the quiet street, then looked around for the police when I spotted a camera. Well, I guess I’ll get a ticket in the mail very soon.   

I could test out my new look in town. I was a blond now and had a short beard. I didn’t know what I’d find when I parked my bike among a few cars after sitting for a few minutes and watching the locals march into the grocery store, and hardware store nearby. There was a movie theater and I thanked God for that. Not like the gigantic complexes, but one you might see in Manhattan that played foreign films.   

I chuckled, climbed off my bike, parked it, and strutted into the bar. It was like the biker bars I’d seen in the movies. A few of the guys were dressed in jeans, and although I’d rolled in on a Saturday it was still early, about 1 p.m. 

I was hungry, and I hoped I could get something to eat and a drink in there when I opened the door to a dim-lit room. The only real light was coming from beer signs and the back poolroom, where you could hear the cue sticks hitting the cue balls through the sounds of country and western music.   

When I sat at the bar, the bartender was coming from the back. I assumed it was his storeroom, and he tossed a towel over his shoulder and leaned on the bar. “Can I help you?” 

“A glass of wine, please.” 

“Sorry, but we don’t carry wine. We only carry hard liquor, and if you want wine you’ll have to go to the grocery store across the street, or the liquor store. There are two in this town, and you probably passed them on your way here. Just turn to your left when you leave here—” 

“Do you sell food?” 

“The cook isn’t in today, because we get busy at night, but I can get you a sandwich if you’re hungry.” 

“I’m famished, I would appreciate anything,” I said, my stomach growling like a hungry animal ready to make something its meal.  

The bartender slanted his head and glanced at me, sizing me up in a second. “You aren’t from here are you?” 

“How did you know?” 

He chuckled, and replied, “It wasn’t hard. You’re dressed in clothes that look like you just walked out of a magazine. Take your black leather jacket. Not too many men around here can afford leather like that, well, not that kind. And your haircut... Looks like it cost a pretty penny.” The bartender reached for a bottle of expensive Scotch and poured me a drink. “This won’t get you high where you can’t ride that expensive bike you rode in on. I never thought I’d sell any. The taste around here is not as lofty as guys from Manhattan, and we don’t have many from the city. You are from Manhattan?” 

“That I am.” 

“See, I know men.” Then he turned to head in the back. The game was over when I heard the sound of men talking and looking my way. I didn’t want to be left alone in a straight bar, therefore, I called out to the bar guy. 

“Where are you going?” I might have sounded more nervous than I wanted to let on. He turned on his heels and stood in front of me.   

“To make you a sandwich. I hope roast beef is good, because that’s all I got.” 

“That will do just fine. Can you tell me something before you go? I’m looking for the Sinclair brothers’ shop. Where can I find it?” 

“Getting your bike customized? No better place than to go there. Those boys are known for what they can do to a bike. They’re geniuses when it comes to motorcycles. Jack is the eldest, and he’s the brains behind the business, and the younger one, Logan, he’s the creative one. That boy can create a design like Leonardo da Vinci painted the Mona Lisa.”

“What about Morgan?” 

“You’ve heard the saying, if you can’t say something good about a man, don’t say anything. All I can say is he served his country.” Then the bartender looked up, and said, “Speaking of the devil. I’ve got to go. You do want the sandwich?” I shook my head yes, but the bartender had stepped to the back. Suddenly, I felt nervous, because I didn’t know what to expect. 

When Morgan didn’t see the guy at the bar, one of the guys playing pool stopped him and he turned, and our eyes locked. He furrowed his brow and turned back to speak to the guy. 

I stared at the precision of his movement—his long legs crossing the floor, his body fluid like a river flowing into another body of water, his taut skin sliding over hard muscles, and his face more youthful than I remembered in the bed sleeping next to him. He appeared to have rested, and his youthful, matured looks had my heated traitorous cock twitching, trying to release itself from the covering of leather. 

The sweat from wearing his helmet, which he’d propped on a chair when he entered the area where the men stood playing pool, had straightened out the curls I’d not too long ago raked my fingers through when he lay in my bed, and I leaned over him, sat on his cock and rode him all night. 

When he bent over, his lawlessly hard ass had me wishing I was a top instead of a bottom. I caught my breath and reached behind me, and brought the glass of Scotch to my lips. There was no way I’d turn to face the mirror, because when Morgan stood up straight with the cue in his hand, he glanced in my direction, and my heart shuddered.

He stared at me before he leaned and hit the ball. It appeared to be longer than I expected. There was no denying hunger, desire in his scorching gaze, and it had nothing to do with curiosity. I knew, because my lingering gaze had been nothing but sensuous as I found myself flirting with him when I wouldn’t divert my eyes, but instead swiped my tongue around my lips. 

Oh, fuck me, but I was flirting with a known straight guy in a bar with men like himself. I must be a fool to think I could get away with that after what Morgan had last said to me. 

When the fuck is he going to be finished with my sandwich? I thought as the bartender entered with a tray, dropped my sandwich on the bar and reached for a few beers. 

I noticed that he had prepared four more sandwiches. “I thought you might want to take this with you. It’s time for my crowd to come in, and you don’t want to be the only gay dude in this sea of testosterone with liquor in their systems, now do you?” 

The question wasn’t debatable. He dropped my check, and I reached for my pocket and laid money and a tip on it. When the bartender reached the back with the guys playing pool, Morgan stopped him when he handed him his beer and sandwich. I saw him pointing at me, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying, because a song had been playing in the background of pool cues, and men cursing and laughing. 

When Morgan took a step in my direction, I rose from the stool and left the place. However, before I could start my bike and store my sandwich for later, Morgan was standing at the door. “That’s a damn... pretty, I mean handsome bike. What’s its name?” 

“I haven’t named it yet,” I said, holding back my smile.  

“You really should. If you need anything for it, and if you’re going to hang around Sand Hill, why don’t you come to my shop. The Sinclair boys will take care of it for you. By the way, I’m Morgan.” 

I consciously avoided giving my name, because I hadn’t decided if I should provide my real name, which he might have forgotten and that would hurt me the most, and I hadn’t thought of another name. 

“If I’m here longer, then I’ll take you up on it.” Before he could ask my name, I panicked and drove away, leaving him standing there in the open door with a small smile. I didn’t know if he was smiling because he thought he’d see me again, or he thought he’d gotten another customer for their bike shop. 

Fuck me, if he wasn’t as handsome as I’d dreamed.      
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Chapter 1

Morgan 
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Jack bit back a grin, his teeth biting down on his lower lip, but his eyes demonstrated there was no way he could contain himself even if he tried. Then it happened, a choke and swallow, clearing of his throat, and his entire expression of calm and a partial smile turned into a roar. “You’ve got to be fucking with me. Not you, Morgan.”

He began laughing, and his taut cheeks turned a sickly red, and he leaned over and laughed some more as I stood watching, as if I’d been the head clown in a circus, or the clown that scared children into peeing on themselves. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you, Jack? I pour my heart out to you, my older, understanding, gay brother, and you behave as if I’m the laughing stock of Sand Hill Lakes. What about my statement is funny?” I demanded. 

Tears drenched his cheeks after he’d combined laughing with tears. “You will have to give me a moment to digest what you just said to me.”

“You heard me right. I think I’m in love with Blake.” Jack stared and glared at me, then strode around in a circle eyeing my face, while biting back what turned into a full-on laughing fest, to snickering, and investigating visually whether I’d lost my mind, or I’d fallen off my motorcycle and had another concussion. 

Jack remained silent, as if someone had put a limit on the number of words he could say for the day, but sadly I knew it wouldn’t be the case today. “I needed a change of environment to discover what had been important in my life. My personal life had been shot all to hell with the booze and the women. Most of the time I didn’t know where the fuck I was, and whose legs I’d been between—” 

“It happens like that sometimes, Morgan. There was a time when I’d made it my mission to fuck my way through the hot fit male population, gay and straight, to prove something to myself. But I don’t have anything to prove anymore, because now I’m happy. I’ve found the man that makes me whole.” 

Since Jack had derailed my conversation, and there was no way I could upright it at this time, I interjected, “How can you be happy when you’re with a bisexual man who has a wife and a young child? A baby to be exact.” 

“I knew you would fuck up this conversation, but at least I’m not so-called straight, and I’ve fallen in love with a gay man. So, which is worse?” Jack questioned.  

“I’d say you are, because that woman is never going to leave Oliver. All I have to do is change my way of thinking, and that’s not hard to do for me. I’m not adverse to change. I can change in a minute,” I said. 

“Since when?” Jack questioned. He knew how to switch a conversation from himself to me. I thought my life had been simple and less complicated than what Jack had been into. I never promised a woman anything, whereas he’d promised Oliver his entire life going forward, which wouldn’t have been bad, but it could get complicated, especially since he’d gotten himself involved with Oliver.  

When Jack finally stopped pacing and came to a stop, he stood eye to eye with me before aiming narrowed eyes, and a quick mumble, “Are you talking about Mr. Blake Steward? If you are, then you have lost your fucking mind. Do you know what you’ve done? Relationships are messy, Morgan, and a relationship with you and a straight dude is as messy as they come, since you’re my brother and I know you. He’s gay and fucking rich. What are you? What makes you think you can ever be anything to him, but a fucking waste of his time,” Jack barked.

So much for my pride and confidence. Say goodbye to all that shit I’d need to get me through this type of relationship I was now convinced I could pursue with a man of his stature.  

I didn’t like the way he’d put me down. “Do you think I’m that stupid that I didn’t take that into consideration. That’s why I came to you. I could have gone to anyone for advice. Hell, my therapist asked me to open up for years and I never did. I could have gotten those words of wisdom from Parker with a little more finesse than you’ve given.” I strode away not wanting Jack to know that I felt vulnerable, and I tried to hide my inadequacies with the next words, “Maybe I’m the one who’s wasting my time with him. Clearly I’m what he wants.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. You’ve been back for months from Manhattan. Has he called or sought you out? Don’t answer that. Of course, he hasn’t. You’re straight, for fuck’s sake, and on any given night or day you’ve had your face between a woman’s legs and your nose in her pussy, and a bottle of Jack Daniels lying nearby what you consider a bed. Remember.”

“I remember, but a man can change.” 

Jack snickered. “Right.” Then Jack moved closer, and tapped me on the head. “Think. You’re a straight dude, and you’re playing with fire. You don’t know the first thing about gay men.” 

“If I don’t, you and Logan can give me pointers. The sex was incredible—” 

“And that’s what you’re basing your life on, the sex. There’s more to being a gay man and having great sex—” 

“Hold on. I’m not saying that I’m gay just because I fell in love with a gay man, I’m saying that I can change to accommodate him and fulfill my desire for Blake. I’m in love for the first time in my life. Be happy for me and stop shitting on everything I confess. This isn’t easy for me to admit,” I said, hoping he’d at least give me some degree of encouragement and understanding for once. “I’m close to being contented and I have a chance for a stable life, and if being in love with a man will curb my drinking, I’m all for it.” 

“Look at you. You want to fall in love with a gay man, and have hot sex with him and still be straight if it doesn’t work out. That’s who I see in front of me. There are names for men like you, and we won’t even go down that path, because it won’t be pretty. Have you even thought about how you’ll be viewed in this town, nonetheless, when you leave the safety of Sand Hill Lakes? What about all the women you’ve fucked or fucked over?” 

“It worked out for Tony and Parker,” I added guilelessly. “And Tony was broke, but look at him now.” 

“That’s because he had his own way of making a living, and made it work for him. He met Parker, and you know how that relationship could be if Tony hadn’t been as committed to everything Parker wanted. They worked hard together on something to build a future and life, and let Parker tell it. It wasn’t a ‘smooth road they marched down.’ There were minefields everywhere, but they were together and in love. Not one, but both. But, you, you’ve fallen in love with someone you don’t know, and has the resources to have anyone he chooses, and you don’t know how he feels about you.” 

I knew this was going to be one of those long lectures Jack was famous for in the family, and I pulled up a chair, sat, and listened to it. Nevertheless, I knew I wanted Blake, but I didn’t know how to approach him after walking out and declaring that he’d played me for a fool. I’d conveniently left that piece of information out of our conversation. 

“Did you tell Blake you’re in love with him?” 

“Not quite.” 

Jack raised his eyebrow. “You did, or you didn’t? It’s a simple question. Black and white, no grey areas.”  

“I said I loved him—” I saw a smile on Jack’s lips which was in my favor. “—while we were making love, and then I walked out on him.” Jack snapped his eyes shut. I guessed that wasn’t the answer he’d been looking for. 

“You did what... the fuck did you say?” His mouth fell ajar.  

“I walked out.” 

“You did say you’d return and finish the job you were contracted for.” I shook my head no. “Did you at least say you’d made a mistake by fucking the boss, and you needed time to get yourself together, and you would send one of your brothers to complete the assignment at another date. If I remember Tony had asked me or Logan to take the job if you weren’t going back.” 

“No, because things had gotten complicated... more than I thought.”

“How complicated could this be? You get up and ride in a limo with him or his bank manager. You keep the business side separated from your personal life.” 

I didn’t know how to do this, I wanted to explain to Jack. This shit was new to me. No one told me that my experience with a man would propel me into another universe, and I’d feel things I’d never felt for a woman. No one had prepared me for this. Not even Jack or Logan. As Jack rattled on interfering with my thinking, I heard him over the noise in the next room. 

“You have a licensed gun you can carry in the state of New York, so what the fuck is complicated about that?” Jack’s eyes strained to read my expression as he waited for me to answer, which took too long for him. 

I answered before he interrupted the uneasy silence that permeated between us, “He had a boyfriend, and his boyfriend proceeded to tell me that he’d been fucking around, and some of it I heard, and the rest I became upset over.” 

“You’re not going to tell me you pulled your gun and shot the man, are you? Because, that’s it. I wash my hands of you.”

“It didn’t quite go down that way. Or though I wished it had. I may have placed my hands around his throat just to scare him, and shut him up, and no harm was done to him, because Blake talked to me calmly, and I understood what kinds of problems I could be in if I’d done what I wanted to.” 

“Blake is probably the only one who could talk sense into you, because I know I never could. You need to call and talk to your therapist, and this time don’t just go there for the entertainment value and bring your ass back here without speaking honestly about your problems, because I’m afraid you have deep problems, and it’s not Blake.” Jack shook his head. “Yeah, you are in love. Anytime a man gets upset if someone else has been banging the ass he’s claimed in one night, and he’s been told the man he loved is sucking another man’s cock, I guess you would be upset, considering you just became gay. Go figure.” 

I stood to clear my head. “If you continue calling me gay, then I’m not going to tell you the rest.” 

“What more could there be? He has a boyfriend, and you want to fuck a gay man, but you don’t want to commit to the lifestyle of being a gay man. I’m not surprised. Morgan, you haven’t surprised me in years. You’re too fucking predictable.” 
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