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Dedication

To each and every reader who read “Black Balled” and wanted more - this one is for YOU! ~ Andrea Smith


Larson’s Playlist

Jonas & Ezekial — Indigo Girls

Sadness-Part 1 — Enigma

Sonata number 2 in B flat minor — Frédéric Chopin

Master and Servant — Depeche Mode

Come out and Play — The Offspring

Lose yourself to Dance — Daft Punk

Animals — Maroon 5

High Hopes — Pink Floyd

Big Eyed Fish — Dave Matthews Band

Wrong — Depeche Mode

Jump Around — House of Pain

Get Lucky — Daft Punk

All Along the Watchtower — Dave Matthews Band (original Bob Dylan)

People are People — Depeche Mode

Hurricane — Bob Dylan


Troy’s Playlist

Winning — Santana

How to Save a Life — The Fray

Goodbye, Apathy — One Republic

Say — One Republic

Just Can’t Get Enough — Depeche Mode

Paradise — Cold Play

After All — Cher

Love Stinks — J. Geils Band

All Summer Long — Kid Rock

Start Me Up — Rolling Stones

Star Fucking — Rolling Stones




Prologue

Online Newspaper: Bluffington Gazette
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March 13, 2014

Title: Distraction

Genre: Suspense/Fantasy (NOT)

Author: Xenia Cantrell

Babu’s Grade: F

The Gospel According to Babu:

Well, well, what can I say? Should I feel flattered that this Indie Author took my previous reviews of her work to heart and has come up with this new series, which I can only guess is an attempt to re-invent herself in the literary world? Does she actually believe that I’ve been able to successfully eradicate the memory of “A Clown’s Revenge” from my mind? Jesus H. Christ, it’s only been a year since the word vomit of that story seeped into the deep recesses of my mind and has clung to my brain’s neurons like a sticky plaque that hardens upon contact!

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, Cantrell proved me oh so wrong...

“Distraction” is the story of Armageddon, written in dual POV between the last two humans on earth as they size one another up on the hill of Megiddo. Esidria, the female warrior represents goodness and purity, and is armed with a golden sword, the hilt of which is embedded with powerful rubies that provide her with unmatchable strength and power. Helveccia, the male warrior of evil, is equipped only with a magic shield which nothing can penetrate. His eyes are black onyx and are his most lethal weapon. Once locked onto the eyes of his opponent, they are able to project lasers that will sear the flesh in seconds, effectively turning his enemy into a pile of ash.

With me so far?

Good.

It’s all fucking downhill from here.

On the battlefield, as good faces evil, Esidria distracts Helveccia so as not to give him a chance to use his powerful onyx eyes to destroy her. How you ask? How would any female distract a male from his ultimate purpose?

Pussy power.

That’s right. Esidria sheds her battle garb and presents her golden, diamond encrusted vagina up to Helveccia’s gaze. It renders his onyx eyes powerless, and he readily capitulates to her beautiful sex and they fornicate right then and there. His power and strength are drained from his body during orgasm, and Esidria now rules what’s left of the world.

Are you serious?

Are you fucking serious?

I mean, what is the point of any of it? This story failed miserably on every level. It appears to this reviewer that Xenia Cantrell has done one too many hits of the brown acid. Here’s hoping she gets into rehab sooner rather than later.

Let’s move on.
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Title: Easy to be Hard

Genre: Erotic/Suspense

Author: L. Blackburn

Publisher: Self-Published

Status: Book 1 in the “Hard Series”

Babu’s Grade: C+

The Gospel According to Babu:

Whenever I write a review of this Indie Author’s work, a mixed feeling of nostalgia with a sprinkle of déjà vu on top sweeps over me like a familiar wave.

And I would be lying if I said that no other author affects my gag reflex quite like L. Blackburn. But, the good news is that it appears his craft is improving with this newest release. No lie, my dry heaving was kept to a minimum with this one, thank fuck. So, it is safe to say that this book is definitely an improvement over his previous “Soul Searching Series,” which seriously sucked donkey balls. That one had me retching and dry heaving to the point I was forced to DNF or risk life-threatening gastrointestinal repercussions.

For those of you who follow my column, you know that Babu is always willing to give the devil his due. For L. Blackburn, I will toss some kudos his way for his keen depiction of those raw, cutting edge sex scenes that brought the characters to a new level of passion and angst, and served to drive the plot into some very delicious places. Apparently this Indie author has found some inspiration for his vastly improved sex scenes, although his abundance of metaphors and stilted dialogue still needs to be addressed posthaste.

Clearly, he has improved in certain areas and one can only wonder if he’s finally found his muse. Aside from the sex scenes, his new erotic suspense genre seems to generate more interesting plot content as well.

“Easy to be Hard” is a story of a hate to lust relationship between two individuals at cross purposes within one secret government intelligence agency. With a bit of a “Mr. & Mrs. Smith” flavor, it held my interest the majority of the time. If L. Blackburn can continue sparking this reviewer’s interest with this series, it will be quite an accomplishment from where he was last year on Babu’s Hit List, which as you recall, was deep down in the dank cellar!

And now for the big news!

I’m taking a four-week hiatus from the Bluffington Gazette and Greatreads! You damn well know I’ve earned it, because seriously folks, how often have I taken a reprieve from my responsibilities here at the Gazette?

Never!

So not to worry, though. I’ve got you covered. During my absence both the Gazette and Greatreads will be running the ‘Best of Babu!’ Yes, Babu is taking a well-earned sabbatical to finish a special project, and maybe take a trip as well. (NOT the brown acid type, either!) So, enjoy the ‘Best of Babu’ while I’m away, and the special treat is that you’ll be getting a new review daily, instead of weekly!

Take a walk down Memory Lane so you can relive those moments of pure unfiltered Babu at his finest. Feel the agony this reviewer endured in order to save all of you from the toxic word vomit that spewed from Indie Authors like Mount Vesuvius on crack! You owe me your continued adoration! I’ll certainly read a book or two during my sabbatical, so I can start up fresh and feisty upon my return. So, hang in there, and for fuck’s sake, be careful what you read out there!

Speak Your Mind
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I release a heavy sigh. It’s part relief, part happiness and part apprehension. I played hell getting Joel to approve a month’s vacation, and I wasn’t about to tell him why I needed those four weeks in succession. It’s top secret after all. Larson doesn’t even know.

Yet.

All he knows is that I’ve been extraordinarily busy over the past several months, what with my column and finishing up my project, but he’s about to hear the good news personally!

Still, it’s enough time to finish my project and surprise Larson. He has no idea that I’ve been tweaking and re-writing “Bridge to Lonely” in order to self-publish. I’ve been working on it on the sly, and it is now back from final editing. I’ve designed the cover myself. One final read through, and it’s good to go.

If you recall, “Bridge to Lonely” is loosely based on my own coming-of-age story. It involves my personal struggle in coming to terms with my own sexuality as a result of a traumatic event at the hands of my stepfather during my adolescence. It deals with my first awakening to my sexuality, and the boy I was so inexplicably drawn to the summer I was fourteen. Ethan Miller.

My first boy crush.

We’d been inseparable that summer in Evansville, Indiana. I’d lived there my whole life. Ethan had relocated there from Detroit after his parents divorced. He’d come into my life as a best friend, but even back then at a young age, I somehow sensed I was on the precipice of something major. This book is loosely based on that boyhood experience with Ethan—of course, I changed the names of the characters: Ethan became Evan, Troy became Trey, and Larson became Lyle.

Up until recently, I couldn’t finish the book because it had no ending.

Until now.

And it’s only because of Larson that I was able to finish the story and give it the HEA it deserved.

Just this morning, I finished the Dedication.

To my Maverick for showing me that loneliness is often a choice; a conscious decision to shut others out for the purpose of denying what is or what is not meant to be. Because of you, I choose not to be lonely. Because of you, I am truly the person I was meant to be for myself and for others. And to all of the Treys and Evans out there—who were made to feel as though what was natural was somehow sick and twisted, and lived with that denial far too long, may you find your Maverick and be proud to live the truth.

I’m publishing my book under a pen name, which is not because I’m still in denial, but because I want no special treatment from those who may know the connection between Troy Babilonia and Babu from the Bluffington Gazette. My book will stand on its own merits.

Period.

And so, as I do one last check of the epub file in the viewer, I glance one last time at the title page.

Bridge to Lonely
by
T.A. Babylon

It’s ready. There’s nothing more to do other than hit the button that reads “Publish,” and hope for the best.

Which I do.

And then I release a cleansing sigh. Mission accomplished. All that is left is to wait and watch my masterpiece climb to the top.
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Larson and I have been together now for nearly a year. And what a trip it’s been. We’ve had our tiffs and disagreements, hell, we’re human, right? But I wouldn’t have traded it for all the money in the world. It’s been a learning curve, no doubt about that, but thank fuck Larson finally seems to be getting with the program.

We still live in separate apartments, but that’s going to be ending soon because Larson’s lease is up in another month. He’s been talking about making an offer on his place since Mr. Cleary has no intention of moving back to New York, but it makes no sense for us to continue to have separate homes.

I’m sure he’ll see my point, especially when he reads my next column and sees that I have plans for the both of us over the next few weeks.

It’s called “togetherness,” and I think it’s time that Larson and I have a heavier dose of it. My biggest surprise is that I will be going with him to my very first book signing next month in Atlanta! Yeah, I get that my book will be an unknown, but hell, I have to start somewhere, don’t I? And what better way than with my partner, who certainly knows the ropes after publishing a half-dozen novels on his own. I fucking love surprises!




Chapter 1
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He’s up to something.

The man thinks he’s being sly and on the down-low, but he’s as clear and transparent as the Plexiglas from an X-rated peep show. Troy Babilonia does not do subtle no matter how hard he tries.

Sitting at my writing desk, one floor down from his apartment, I wonder what he’s plotting. It sure as fuck isn’t a novel since he hasn’t touched his in months. Consequently, the fear of some kind of surprise bashing me in the head and stealing the ground from under my feet has me unable to think about anything else. I should be editing this book, but my mind is a million miles away. Pushing away from my desk and rolling the high back chair towards the kitchen before pushing myself off the counter so I can roll right back to my desk, I think about the last two days.

What do I know for certain?

First, Troy has been uncharacteristically tired. This means we’ve been fucking less, which is a big problem on all fronts. A happy couple is a fucking couple. Isn’t that a saying somewhere? Well, it should be.

Now, my question is...how the hell could he be tired when he doesn’t do shit all day except read? I mean, really? How difficult could it be to get a few chapters in, get laid, maybe have a bite to eat, get laid again and then finish off a few more chapters? Nope. Troy has been falling asleep before I even get a second orgasm in there.

Unacceptable.

Then, this morning he told me he needed some private time; that he would get in touch when it was all good. Oh really? Did he want a goddamn schedule on the fridge? Maybe I could create a share file with our shit, shower and shave times so we don’t interrupt each other.

Standing abruptly from the chair, frustration an all-time high, I cringe as it flies into the counter and knocks off the wine glass that already stood precariously close to the edge. The force of impact had given it the final nudge making it airborne before exploding onto the linoleum floor.

Oops.

I am in a bit of a pickle here. Dressed in my usual work attire of pajama pants and bare chest, I look down at my feet and frown. No shoes, no socks...no good, Sherlock. It is shockingly obvious that the glass is giving me a royal middle finger, the crash perimeter blocking all access to either the kitchen or hallway with broken shards. There is no fucking way I am moving in one direction or the other and risking life threatening injuries to my feet. My only option is to go back to my desk and keep editing my newest manuscript until Troy gets here, wearing shoes, so he can “help” me clean up.

I almost take a step towards my desk when my OCD takes a hold of my balls and reminds me there’s no fucking way I could concentrate on anything while my floor is far from pristine.

Lungful in. The world will not implode if you don’t clean that up.

Exhale out. Work is more important than cleaning.

Lungful in... Oh, who the fuck am I kidding?

Stepping on the office chair and praying the leather sustains my weight, I carefully give an elegant push worthy of the Olympic ice-skating competitions, worried the crunching noises under the wheels may leave a permanent mark on the floors. As I reach the kitchen counter, my arms outstretched at a precarious angle, I pull myself up on all fours with the grace of a ten ton elephant on rollerblades.

Of course, that is the exact moment my front door opens and the love my life breezes in like a bad fairytale cliché. “Babe! I was thinking about...” Stopping in his tracks, I can see about fifty questions flash across his face in the frame of three seconds. Except the one he chooses to share, “Well, I hadn’t thought of that, but I sure as fuck am now!”

Scoffing, I roll my eyes for added effect. “As if your cock could reach my ass this high up.”

“My mama always said, ‘You can do anything you put your dick to.’”

Unless, of course, said cock was used for man-on-man loving.

“Be serious two seconds, will you? I broke a glass, so be careful when you come in. I was trying to reach the broom without walking on the floor. I’ll pass it to you, don’t move.” In typical Troy fashion, what does he do? That’s right. He moves.

Crunch. Crunch. Crunch.

Great. It is clear that I now have glass imbedded linoleum floors. Sighing, I turn my body and sit on the edge of the kitchen counter, watching Troy Doesn’t-follow-instruction-very-well Babilonia sweeping the remnants of last night’s night cap.

Moral of the story? Wash and put away your dishes before going to bed.

“What were you going to tell me?” Fuck, he has a nice ass in those low slung jeans. Looking up at the wall clock, I mentally do the math. If I get in a quickie right now, I could be editing the next chapter by eleven, eat at noon and get a nap in before attacking a new chapter...

“...what do you think?” I hear Troy ask, looking over at me expectantly.

“Huh?” Clearly, I’ve missed something.

“Jesus, Larson. Focus on my words, not my ass. For once,” he scolds blowing out a frustrated breath.

Right. Words, not ass.

“Can you please repeat the last...well, the whole thing?”

“I said, how about we go out to dinner? I need to talk to you about something important.”

And there it is. After a year of almost living together and definitely fucking each other, my gut knows him like it knows tequila is poison.

He is up to something.

So help me God, I fucking hate surprises.




Chapter 2
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“I ordered a special dessert. Chocolate Mousse, your favorite,” I say, watching Larson polish off the rest of his glass of Cab Sav. He quirks a brow, and I know my man well enough to see that he’s trying like hell to figure out why the special wine and dinner for no apparent occasion.

I’ve made him wait long enough, I suppose. It’s time to unveil his surprise.

“I have something to show you,” I say, pulling out my iPhone and pulling up Babu’s Book Talk to show him the column that just went live. “Check this out, babe.”

Larson studies my latest column, his facial expression doesn’t change until he reads the last part.

Yep. I’ve got his attention now.

“Okay, so nothing so unusual here. The typical tepid review of my latest masterpiece which, by the way, is almost guaranteed to hit a list anytime now—but, whatever. You once again missed what everyone else saw. So what? This whole wine, dine and sixty-nine, by far my biggest hope if I’m honest, is about you announcing a month long vacation?”

I give him my best sexy smile, and nod. He has yet to hear the best part of that announcement, and I know in my gut he’s going to be pleased. “I knew you’d be surprised.”

Larson empties the rest of the Cab Sav into his now empty glass. “Surprised? Me? No way. But better give me the rest of the story. I mean, come on, if your plan is to be dragging my ass off on some singles cruise, I’ve got to tell you, I’m busier than shit right now with promotions and an upcoming signing to prepare for.”

I know Larson, and of course he would glom onto that fact. I immediately grab my phone and pull up the word document of my recently, self-published book. I scroll to my dedication page and hand it back to him. “See for yourself.”

Watching with rapt attention as Larson reads, computes and digests the most defining moment of my career, I take a sip of wine to avoid bouncing on the seat like a five-year-old brat.

“You...Published?” Blink, blink, blink go his eye-lids. Where’s his dick-hardening grin?

“Surpriiiiiise!” I say with my arms stretched out to the side and what I’m sure is a self -satisfied smile across my lips.

“I fucking hate surprises,” he grumbles as he hands back the phone.

“Nice, man. Where’s my ‘Garçon! A bottle of Champagne’ to celebrate this life-changing moment?”

Now, I’m pissed. I won’t lie, I was expecting a little more enthusiasm, a little less assholiness.

“Babe, I’m extremely proud of you. This took a lot of guts on your part, not to mention all the work that goes into a novel. I’m just...”

Jealous? Ornery? Pissed? All of the above?

“What, Larson? Just fucking spit it out!”

The prim and proper housewife sitting a table down turns my way and scolds me with a look of disdain. I feel sorry for her kids. Sex depraved mothers are more dangerous and mean than the “hidden” weapons of mass destruction in Iran. I grin and wink just for the fun before turning my snarl back to my pain-in-the-ass boyfriend.

“Look, writing is actually the easy part,” he says.

Ah, I beg to differ. Writing that book was like ripping out my nails, excruciatingly slow. Every suppressed memory, every feeling and insecurity was poured onto those pages. I can’t imagine anything more difficult than that. But you know, Larson, ever the know-it-all on everything. “Enlighten me, then...babe.” The last word slithering out like an insult.

Larson, puts down his glass of wine and runs both hands through his hair before sighing dramatically like I just told him I’m getting a cock reduction. “Okay. Now, you have the hard part. The marketing, the social media, the criticizing. And you took a fucking pen name, so who the hell knows you exist?” He gives me a pointed look when saying this, of course. “Then you have the book signings, the interviews, the constant...”

Here’s where I cut him off. “Stop. You’re giving me hives with your negativity. We’ll do this one day at a time, it’ll be fine. Can we enjoy our dinner, now?”

Jesus, how did a great announcement turn into a mountain of stress?

“We? What exactly do you mean by...’we’? I know you like to bash my genius, but I feel I need to remind you that, I too, I have shit to do for my books.”

“Yes, we,” I confirm with a low growl, “Part 2 of my surprise is that I was able to get a table at the Atlanta signing. Right next to yours as a matter of fact. It’s my premiere for the release of Bridge to Lonely, and—”

“You booked a table at the ‘Indies Go South’ signing? That’s been full for months.”

I give him a big smile. “I know. I’ve been on the waiting list. An author dropped out, and I got the slot. Surprised?”

Larson eyes me as if I’m a clueless idiot, which apparently I am, as he starts his next diatribe. “Troy, for fuck’s sake, do you have any idea at all how much prep goes into one of these things? What, you think you simply order a couple dozen paperbacks and buy a package of pens and show up?”

Now he’s pissing me off, and my face shows it.

“Oh, don’t give me your black onyx stare, Helveccia, I’m immune to it, remember? All I’m trying to say is there’s a lot to do before embarking on your first author event. Christ, you’ve seen it firsthand with my shit. Have you ordered swag?”

“Swag?”

“Yeah, swag. Bookmarks, postcards, condoms, wrist bands, coffee mugs, magnets and of course, coasters. And what about your branding?”

“Branding?”

Larson shakes his head and takes a long draw of his wine. “Yeah, branding. And not the kind you’re thinking of, babe. A logo, a retractable author sign showing your books—in your case, BOOK, maybe some table signs. Readers and bloggers like to know who you are, and, more importantly, they like to collect swag as well. You need to have this stuff designed, ordered and shipped. How do you expect to have all that done in time for Atlanta?”

Larson’s spiel is really torquing my ass. I’m certainly not a total idiot. “Listen, dude, I’ve already hired a marketing assistant, so chill. She’s setting up my website, and tomorrow, we’ll work on all this branding shit. And for the record, I will have bookmarks, magnets and whatever else Cassie deems necessary for my first signing, sans coasters. And for the fucking record? I intentionally took a pen name. I won’t have my book’s success contingent upon my celebrity as a reviewer. I prefer my book be judged on its own.”

Larson chuckles, “I’m looking forward to seeing how well you handle being critiqued in the cold-hearted Indie world. But hey, I am happy for you. And if you need any help with this, I’m there, you know that, right?”

I reach across the table and place my hand over his. “Thanks, babe. Ready to head home? I’m thinking a little one on one author action just might be in order. You’ve been neglecting my cock lately. I think it’s time you remedy that situation.”




Chapter 3
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Sex.

From the moment Troy mentions I have been neglecting his cock, my brain has been on a singular track.

Sex.

Where? How? As we drink the last of our wine. As we eat the last fork full of dessert which, by the way, was fucking fantastic. Chocolate is definitely an aphrodisiac. As is wine. And conversation in general. Okay, so in my world, anything could get (not so) Little Larson ready to play. When Troy asks for the bill, I’m counting down the minutes before I can get him alone in one of our apartments. As he pays, I decide we’re fucking at his place. The bed is less noisy which will reduce my ADD tendencies. Walking back to our building, neither one of us notices the bustling of the New York life, the homeless seeking refuge under the awnings of the closed shops, or the bright lights illuminating the city that never sleeps. Too consumed with the need to end our heated discussion at the restaurant with a good old romp in the sack, we both hurry our steps for home. Once our libidos are sated, we can resume our planning and I can help Troy think more clearly, more meticulously and less haphazardly.

Troy stands in front of his apartment door, pulling out the key to his lock, while I’m behind him with my hand snaking around his waist. His abs contract, a sure sign that his body is buzzing with need, as I slide my eager hand down to his already tenting dress pants. This is us. Our mere closeness a game of foreplay. Leaning down to whisper in his ear, I revel in the feel of his full blown body-shiver impeding him from actually putting the key in the fucking hole. I smirk. He growls.

“Hurry the fuck up, babe. I need my cock inside you. I’d hate to give Ida a show. You know she’s at that peephole.”

Troy turns his head slightly my way, his breath bathing my lonely lips, “I can’t concentrate with your hand on my dick, Larson.”

I’m planning to have a hell of a lot more on his dick but his lack of dexterity is keeping me from my goal. “Here, let me take those. The faster we’re inside, the closer I am to blowing your mind. And by mind, I do mean your cock.”

Troy chuckles and finally the lock unlatches, and we’re both fumbling with the door, our clothes and our sanities. Troy has thrown his keys on the kitchen counter, his apartment clean, the furniture sober and no cat in view.

Thank fuck.

Between you and me, I think Muffy likes to watch us. She’s creepy like that. My belt buckle hits the floor at the same time Troy undoes the last button on his shirt and lets it fall at his feet. I pull my V-neck sweater over my head and throw it on the nearby leather sectional, for once not caring it’s not folded. I’ll deal with it tomorrow. Next are my dark jeans that I kick to the side.

Troy and I are about five feet away from each other, but I swear I can feel the crackling of electricity bouncing from one naked chest to the other. We’ve stopped moving, our eyes riveted, green on black. Biting my lower lip, my teeth scrape the soft skin before letting it fall free, and the motion attracts Troy’s lust filled gaze. That’s when my eyes fall to his boxer-clad crotch and I frown. I swear my dick just got a little harder.

“What the hell are you wearing?” I ask, my voice a treacherous bastard. I should be disturbed by the sight yet the horny teenager in me finds the view oddly arousing. Troy has the decency to blush, if just a little, before answering my question. “I forgot to do laundry, these were my last clean boxers.”

“So, your emergency underwear has images of Batman and Robin on them?” Mesmerized, I lean in to find both characters are in their boxers which are a perfect replica of the ones Troy is wearing and so on and so on. “Why is nearly naked Batman printed on the cock part of the boxers? I wonder if you whip it out, if it’ll line up exactly at his cr...”

Troy pushes down his boxers, clearly annoyed at my lack of concentration, and closes the distance between us. “Shut up, Larson. I need you, right now. Skin on skin.”

Fuck, I love bossy Troy. Too bad, I’m in the mood to lead this dance, tonight. My hands shoot out, one tightly wrapped around his dick, the other at the nape of his neck, crashing my mouth on his and seeking entrance with my tongue. With all our bickering and ego battles, there is one thing we are always good at, no matter the circumstances, and that’s loving each other. We may not be conventional in the way we show it, but we both feel it with every fiber of our being. Spinning him around, I slam his back against the nearest wall and plaster my heated body on his naked one. Troy’s hands go straight to my brief-clad ass, making me clench with anticipation. We moan into each other’s mouths, sliding our bodies up and down like horny cats seeking to rub our scents on the other.

He’s mine.

And I’m his.

We may be distinctly different, but we are two peas living in the same pod. Neither feels the need to change, nor for the other to alter his personality to accommodate us. We fully accept our flaws, usually ignore our qualities since our egos are big enough to house the famine stricken population of sub-Saharan Africa. We just are; together.

“I fucking love your tongue,” he growls as I try wrapping my fingers around both of our aching cocks, our movements creating the unmistakable sounds of two people going at each other.

“I love your cock, the way it fits inside me,” I respond, breathless, before attacking his parted lips and sinking my teeth into his bottom lip. “I love your ass. The way it clenches around my dick every time I slide deep inside you.”

This is our new little foreplay ritual. We suck at romance, the whole wine and dine thing. We prefer getting straight to the sixty-nine part. But in these moments of in-between, our mouths ramble with sweet declarations. “I love...” I’m about to describe how his last thrusts are always the most satisfying, but he cuts me off.

“Shut up, Larson. I’m about to come all over your hand. Bedroom. Now.”

Yes, sir. Troy pushes me off of him and I realize that this entire time, my briefs were on, my cock having slipped between the slit of the material. Well, that’s not attractive.

“For the love of all that is holy, Larson. Please stop staring at your dick and come over here. Now.”

Shaking my head, I let a slow, mischievous grin make its appearance. “Babe,” I start, letting my eyes roam my man’s sexy as fuck body. “It’s my turn tonight.” That’s when I start stalking him with unshakable determination.

“But...ah, fuck it. Get your ass in here.”

Hell, yeah.

As I cross the threshold of his room, the most inviting sight greets me and makes my cock do a little victory dance. Troy is lying back on his elbows, his legs spread wide open, with the lube easily accessible next to his hip. I’m transfixed. My pace slows, and my hand moves south to incite my weeping cock. For every step I take, I give myself a hard, languid pull from the base to the tip and rub my thumb across the slit to dampen the sensitive head. Troy is staring at me, making room for me, as he spreads his legs further apart.

“The last time I fucked you, I had you bent over the kitchen counter. Do you remember that?” I ask him, fire dancing in my eyes, my blood boiling to impossible degrees.

“Yeah. You pounded me so hard, I felt you the entire next day,” he answers, impatience lingering in his tone.

“Do you remember what I told you?”

Troy’s brows slant in confusion. Apparently, the defining moment for me was lost in the pleasure of my thrusts. “To wipe down the counters with bleach?”

Oh, funny, funny guy. The smirk on his lips looks good enough to bite. “No, smartass, I told you that being in that position was my absolute favorite.”

I’m now at the foot of the bed, my dick begging to bury itself in heaven, my eyes honed in on my lover’s perfect ass, my mouth watering for just one taste.

“Oh yeah, you did mention that,” he agrees just as I bend at the waist and pull his hips so he’s positioned at the edge of the mattress. Dropping to my knees, I splay a hand on each thigh and push, giving me a more detailed vision of Troy’s attributes.

“Well, I think I lied,” I whisper, a lop-sided grin adorning my face. My eyes dart to his heavy-lidded ones. “This, right here, your asshole beckoning me to taste you is officially my favorite position.”

I don’t know if Troy responds because as soon as the words leave my mouth, my tongue is circling his rim, licking away as though it were the ice-cream at the bottom of the cone. I’m pushing at his thighs, making ample room for my shoulders, my hands on each cheek and my thumbs probing the holy land of pleasure. Troy flops down on the bed, groaning with each lick I give him, his hips moving to the rhythm of my tongue.

“Fuck, Larson. I need more.”

Yeah, he does. And so do I. “Open up for me, Troy. Relax, baby.” And damn, does he ever. My tongue thrusts through his ring of muscles, my fingers dig into his ass cheeks and my cock curses me to hell for ignoring him so insensitively.

Lighten up, little guy, you’ll get yours in just a minute.

Fucking Troy with my tongue is easily the most erotic act of our lovemaking. I love it. I feel powerful knowing that I’ve reduced him to pliable mush with such a small part of my anatomy.

One of my hands searches for the lube as I continue devouring Troy like a starved man presented with an all he can eat buffet. Giving him one last kiss, I lean back and generously slather my fingers with lube before pushing my index finger inside him easily. Troy tenses, growling at the breach of his hole, but demands more.

Always, more.

On the out stroke, I join my middle finger to the dance and push them both back inside, biting my lip at the sounds coming from deep within his chest. God, I can’t wait to fuck him. “You like that, babe?” It’s a rhetorical question, of course, but one I love to ask. “Do you want my cock, Troy?” Also, rhetorical.

“Fuck, come on, Larson. I’m losing my mind, right now!”

Music to my ears.

Let it never be said that I don’t follow instructions well. With one last push of my fingers in a “come hither” motion, I wiggle the pads along his prostate and revel in the thrust of Troy’s hips from the sudden pleasure. Next, I quickly bathe my cock with a generous amount of lube before positioning myself at his entrance. My favorite moment. That second before I enter him. That moment right before our bodies become one, our heartbeats sync into a practiced tempo and our souls merge into a single entity. My hips are positioned between his thighs, Troy’s legs folded against his chest and our gazes lock. “I love you,” I whisper and, before he has a chance to answer, I push my way inside him and still. “I fucking love you, Troy,” I say again, louder this time as I pull out and thrust back in more forcefully. Troy grunts, pulling himself up as he places his feet back on the mattress and wraps a hand around my neck bringing our faces only inches apart. The slight aroma of wine lingering on his breath wafts around my nostrils all mixed with the scent of our sex. Male on male, two dominant men fucking away their concerns. But it’s more than that, isn’t it?

This is everything. We are everything to each other.

Troy is the full moon to my nights, I’m the sun to his days. He’s the wine in my evenings, I’m the coffee to his mornings. We could exist without the other but I’ve come to the realization that we wouldn’t be living.

“I love you, Larson, but I swear you need to do a little less thinking and lot more thrusting.”

Ah, always the romantic. So what do I do? I follow orders and pound the love of my life into the mattress. Troy’s hands knead my ass cheeks, our lips barely touching as we share the same oxygen with each inhale, exhale and gasp. We taste each other’s moans and feel the grunts emanating from our chests. “Fucking hell, babe. I’m gonna come,” I warn him as I reach between our sweating abs, latch onto his hot, throbbing dick and pump him in turn with my every movement.

We’re both breathless, frantic, on the verge of crying out the pleasure that’s about to assault us when Troy groans a long “Fuuuuuck,” before I feel the hot jets of his orgasm coating my hand all the while I fill him with my cum.

He’s mine.

I’m his.

Together, we’re flawed and impossible yet perfect for each other.

Pulling out, I lean down and run my greedy tongue across his abs, licking up his essence and feeling like the king of the world. Troy grins, pulling me in for a kiss as we share the taste of him on my lips. And that, folks, is our version of lovemaking.

I collapse on the bed beside him, panting like a sixteen-year-old and licking my lips from the dehydration of a good work out. “Yep, favorite position.” I remind him.

Troy just chuckles and asks me if I want some water after getting a small hand towel and cleaning up the sticky mess on our chests and stomachs. “Yeah, please,” I answer before turning on my side and admiring the view of his retreating ass. My cock twitches, but I tell it to go to sleep. I’m getting too old for fuck marathons.

“Oh, before I forget,” I yell out as he gets us some water in the kitchen. This drives him insane, me talking from one room to another. Says it’s easier to wait and have a proper conversation while in the same room.

Whatever.

I’ll probably forget the subject by the time he comes back and distracts me with his body. “I’m going to visit my mom tomorrow. I should be getting a couple of boxes,” I turn down the volume as he walks back into the bedroom wearing a frustrated look. “Probably UPS,” I finish.

“Your apartment or mine?”

Everything he says sounds like a fucking come-on line. I quirk a brow at him and wait for him to realize how it sounds. Troy rolls his eyes, chuckling and then hands me the glass of fresh water that we both down like we’ve just crossed Death Valley by foot.

“Your apartment. I figured they’d be here tomorrow. Want to make my mama happy and show her my handsome face.” I wink, set the glass down on the side table and spread myself out on the bed, my arms folded behind my head, naked as the day I was born.

“Alright. No problem. What’s in the boxes?” Troy asks as he slides between the sheets, half interested in his own question.

“Swag, banners and key chains. There should be coasters, but I’m not sure they’ll be in this delivery. Those come from a different supplier.”

Troy turns off the lights from the switch next to his head board and turns to face me, my back to his front. He wraps his strong arm around my waist and kisses my neck before asking, “Can I open the boxes and see what’s inside?”

I was waiting for that question.

“Of course.” I answer. “It will help you figure out what you need to get on order for Atlanta, stat. We only have three weeks until that event, you know?”

“Yeah, yeah,” he says, trying to stifle a yawn. “Don’t worry. I’ll get it done.”

With Troy’s arm circling my torso, I rest my hand on top of his and intertwine our fingers before giving them a small squeeze.

“Troy?”

“Hmmm?”

“In case I don’t say it enough...”

“Yeah?”

“You’re the main plot of my life story.”

“Larson?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re the beginning and the end of mine.”

Troy places an open-mouthed kiss at the crook of my neck and I sigh.

He is mine.

And I am his.




Chapter 4

[image: scene break]

“Seriously, Larson,” I mumble to myself as I move the sixth—yes, sixth—box that the UPS delivery dude left in the hallway outside of my door, before knocking twice and conveniently making his exit so I’d have to drag all this shit inside my apartment by myself. Larson’s words come clearly back to me.

A couple of boxes . . .

Yeah, right.

I swear to fuck, if that man didn’t suck cock like he invented the process, I’d be half tempted to leave the boxes sitting right where they are in the hall until he gets his ass home.

But he does. So, I move them.

Just as I’m picking the last one up, I notice the trade logo in the upper left hand corner. It’s from, “Coasters, Coasters, Coasters, LLC.”

Imagine that. Larson and his fucking coasters. I smirk and just as I turn to re-enter my apartment, I hear Ida’s door open. In a flash, Muffy is trotting down the hallway toward me, her hungry ‘meow’ echoing against the walls.

Spoiled little feline.

Well, to be honest, that is kind of my own doing. I got her hooked on caviar, and she’s jonesing for her daily fix.

“Well, hello there, Troy,” Ida says following Muffy, although at a much slower pace. Ida Whatley, at eighty-four years young, is still pretty spry. Even Larson can attest to her mastery with a frying pan when required as a weapon.

Long story.

“How are you, Ida?” I ask, as Muffy breezes past me, walking into my apartment as if she owns it.

“I’m doing fine. Well, except for my rheumatism, that is. It flared up a bit last week, but Larson gave me some liniment that really seems to be doing the trick. Has bee venom in it. Isn’t that a hoot? Is he here? I want to thank him personally.”

“No, he made a trip to see his mother. He’ll be back in a couple of days. I’ll be happy to tell him for you though.”

“What a good son,” she says, shaking her head. “You know, a boy’s best friend is his mother, or so Norman Bates used to say,” she says, cackling at the humor in her reference to “Psycho.”

“So I’ve heard.”

“Oh, shoot,” she says, putting her wrinkled hand up to her mouth. “I didn’t mean to say something like that . . . to you. I hope I didn’t offend you, Troy. Truly, I didn’t mean it the way it sounded.”

Ida was referring to the fact that my mother and I are estranged, and have been so for many years. There isn’t much that Ida doesn’t know about me.

“No worries, Ida. You’re the closest thing I have to a mother. You know that.”

“Hmmph, more like a grandmother,” she replies, “But the feeling is mutual, Troy. You know I’m always here for you and Larson.”

Well, it seems that Ida has finally taken a shine to my man. It was pretty slow in happening, but it’s evident to me right now that she thinks he’s the cat’s pajamas. That’s Larson’s charm, I suppose. He has a way with women—and men, but damn it, Muffy is still all mine.

“Would you like to come in, Ida? It appears Muffy’s ready for her afternoon snack.”

“Oh, Troy, you spoil her so much. Pretty soon, she’ll probably move in with you and Larson.”

I close the door behind her, placing the last of the six boxes on the floor out of the way. “Not to worry, Ida. She loves you best. Have a seat and I’ll go see to Muffy. Would you like some tea?”

“I wouldn’t turn down iced if it’s no trouble for you.”

“No trouble at all,” I reply, heading to the kitchen.

Once Muffy is face deep into her bowl of Beluga, I put two tall, frosted glasses of iced tea on a tray and return to the living room.

Yeah, I know, the whole tray thing is totally Larson. What can I say? The dude rubs off on me and I’d like to think the same for him with me.

“Thank you, Troy,” Ida says, taking the proffered glass from me. “Would you have a coaster, dear?”

Would I have a coaster? Seriously? I’m only sleeping with the Coaster King of Manhattan.

I open the drawer of the side table next to the couch and pull out two coasters. These particular ones have the cover of Larson’s latest book on them. “Here you go.”

Ida takes the round cork from me, and inspects it before placing it on the coffee table in front of her. It’s then she notices the heap of boxes in the corner of the living room. “My oh my, been shopping on your computer again, Troy?” she asks, giving a chuckle. She knows me so well. She takes a sip of her iced tea.

“Not this time. Actually this is Larson’s swag.”

“Say what?”

I laugh at her expression, but quickly stop when I realize that she probably has the same look on her face as I did when Larson dropped the “S” bomb on me. “I didn’t know what it was either, Ida. Larson educated me. You see, when an author goes to one of these events, it’s expected they bring along things like bookmarks, key chains, wrist bands - oh, and of course, coasters, to give away to bloggers and fans. It’s a marketing thing.”

“Oh, I see. Well, that’s a new one for me.”

“Me too. Hey, Larson said I could look at his swag. Want to see what he’s got?”

Her cheeks pinken, and it takes me a moment to realize the double entendre I just threw out. Seriously, Ida? And then I realize I’ve no right to presume that at eighty-four, Ida has totally given up on seeing things as being sexy, though I don’t want to linger on that thought for very long.
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