
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Hearing You

A Gay Motorcycle Club Romance

by

Parker Avrile

♥♥♥

When a motorcycle club initiation goes terribly wrong, Damon wakes in the hospital with the power to read minds. Most of them aren't worth reading.

And then he starts reading Steele...

Turns out the heavily inked biker is keeping a secret― a steamy one.


Copyright & Credits

All Rights Reserved

Text Copyright © 2016 Parker Avrile & Paris April Press

Previously published as “Reading Steele”

Except for brief passages quoted for reviews and/or recommendations in magazine, radio, or blog posts, no part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, or by information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author. 

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to anyone, any time, or any place is not intended and is merely coincidental. The cover model appears for illustration purposes only and has no relationship to any events in this story. Brief mentions of real persons, places, or products are used fictitiously and in accordance with fair use. All trademarks remain the properties of their owners.

If you are offended by the strong language used by real-life Americans or by frank depictions of love and sex between men, this is not the right book for you. All characters are age 18+ and all readers should be too.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Other Short Stories by Parker Avrile

[image: ]




Blackmail Boy (gay rock star romance)

Infinity in Blue (a sci-fi romance of love across the multi-verse)

The First Dance (gay first love)

Lost Diamond (gay mystery)

Blackmail Boy, Infinity in Blue, and The First Dance are now available in audio at many retailers and some libraries. Visit my audio web page for a list of places to find them.
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Six motorcycles parked in a row in the empty lot. Six guys without steady jobs who somehow had the means to purchase flashy black leather jackets. The fence that caged the property from the street had been attacked by wire cutters again a week or so ago.

I pedaled fast. The members of the Furio Scorpio Motorcycle Club were crouched around the sand pit they'd dug the other night, and I had a reasonably good chance of blowing past under their radar. My bike, a Santa Cruz Stigmata CC, might boast a precision-engineered carbon frame, but I doubt they knew it retailed for close to ten thousand dollars. To that crowd, a muscle-powered bike equaled a kid's toy.

My cousin Chollie stood up. He was wearing tasteful new boots and a matching collar with shiny chrome studs sticking out all over. Evidently he was a pit bull in his own mind. By "tasteful" I mean "bad taste." You understood that. But Chollie wouldn't. He thought he was the hottest thing this side of Hollywood.

I dropped my bike next door on Uncle Brick's front lawn, if lawn was the right word for his unorthodox brand of desert landscaping. I pretended not to look back at Chollie.

When I arrived on my uncle's doorstep ten months ago, all I saw was a collection of angry-looking cactus set in whitey-beige round pebbles outlined in broken red bricks. That's before I knew the prickly specimens were temporary guests, there for a week or so before being transported again to some rich person's estate outside Scottsdale.

Late May. Hell was hot, but the Sueno Perdido Valley was hotter. The forecast was a high of one hundred fourteen degrees. People here in this part of Arizona, without irony, called July and August the monsoon season because sometimes the afternoon highs only reached eighty-six. Fuck. I could hardly wait to experience the much-vaunted monsoon for myself.

Yeah, that was sarcasm. My cousin hates my sarcasm. Says it makes me sound like I think I'm better than they are. But when you see six guys standing around a sand pit placing bets on a bug race, it's hard not to categorize them as rednecks. Especially since it was already close to ninety degrees, and the Motorcycle Club still thought they were too cool to take off their leather jackets.

"Get some fucking beer," Chollie said.

"Fuck you." But I was still a guest in my uncle's house, even after graduating from high school the week before. So I grabbed two six-packs of generic that were just as illegal to possess in Arizona as in New York. None of us was twenty-one. I was the youngest at eighteen, and Chollie was the oldest at twenty. But I'd figured out within two days of landing in the Phoenix airport that nobody in Arizona gives much of a fuck about the law, not even the sheriff. That's more than a TV show. It's a way of life.

Chollie and four of the other guys each took two beers. That left me and the smallest club member, Hasp, with one. Not that Hasp was what anybody back in Williamsburg would have called scrawny. Like all the others, he looked like he'd just spent a year in a maximum security weight room developing his biceps. But he was an inch or two shorter than the rest, and I guess that was enough to knock him down in the pack's pecking order.

How did I get here, standing around a pit of sand with a drunken MC drinking a convenience store generic instead of an Imperial IPA from my dad's dedicated beer cooler?

Chollie knelt back down to nudge five or six highly unmotivated Arizona giant hairy desert scorpions. "Go, girl." He waved a cricket on a pair of tongs in front of a bug that looked to me exactly like all the others. Six inches long. Claws and a stinger. Sand-colored, if sand could be semi-transparent. I never cared to inspect the specimens closely enough to see if they actually did feature hair.

"No fucking looky-loos," Hasp said. "Place your fucking bet."

"I'm not betting on a fucking scorpion race," I said. "I'm from Brooklyn. You think I can't tell when the fix is in?"

"The fuck you're not betting."

"You could tell me anybody won, and I would have to believe it."

"They're not running today anyway. They must be overfed." That was Steele. I was a little shy to look his way, because he would have been my type if not for the long tail of an intricately inked dragon that curled around and around his neck. It was hard for me to see past that damn dragon. A shame, really. Great body on the guy. Long powerful legs. Tight curved ass that puffed out to an eye-catching degree. Wide shoulders. Short brown hair and nearly trimmed beard to frame a sculpted face highlighted by large hazel eyes.

But I didn't get the stupid neck tat. Chollie once claimed it was a protest against the New York banking system.

"A very effective protest," I said. "He'll never have to worry about being lured away by dirty money to work for a hedge fund."

Sure, we had tats in Williamsburg, but they were informed tattoos. Ironic. These guys had tats inked all over them like they really meant it.

"C'mon, girl," Chollie repeated. The scorpion finally looked up like she was considering it.

Steele squared those large shoulders. "More food ain't gonna fix it. These fuckers aren't going to race. I have a better idea."

Chollie's girl grabbed the cricket and ate. I looked away from the pit.
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