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Morgan:

“It started one night, in one room, with one look, and one kiss.”



Morgan Sinclair left the Army a broken man, but established his own security company with his brothers, Jack and Logan. After all, he needed to make a living and he couldn’t spend his life with the Wounded Inked MC club drinking and womanizing his way through one town after another.  

One night on duty, a handsome stranger made Morgan an offer he couldn’t refuse. Morgan accepted the proposition against his better judgement, because he’d always been straight, and just this once when his body hungered for something different, he took a chance that no one would discover what he’d done that one night, and in that one room.

The scorching experience, the best he had ever had in his life, nevertheless, he tried to forget it and the man. Yet, the beautifully looking man dressed in a suit haunted him more than the sleepless nights serving in Afghanistan, because he’d never felt such pure satisfaction, pure pleasure of the body and spirit, and Morgan thought the one-and-done experience wouldn't leave him a changed man, but it did.
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Chapter 1

Blake
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Adam handed me my leather case, and his eyes shifted from me to his watch when I climbed into my limo for an hour’s drive to Nevermore from Manhattan. 

Once inside the car, I took that time to rest, contemplate my life such as it was. There was no joy, except when I got out of Manhattan, and then my life appeared to take shape.  

I had committed too much of my days and nights to running a small bank, and companies my father hadn’t prepared me for. I had been winging it lately, hoping things worked out while nature took its course, the way I’d done everything in my life, including my personal life.

It didn’t help that I was gay, and for the most part a shy person, somewhat of an introvert and homebody, as well as a man who waited for men to approach me first. 

My friend, George, had said, “You can’t sit around and wait for a man to come to you, because you never know what you’ll get. You have to see what you want, and go after it.” 

Easy for him to say, because he’d built in a ready-made dating service at his home every Saturday night where gay and so-called straight men would socialize, and George would have a gateway into ‘the pick of the litter,’ as he’d say on many occasions. 

Needless to say, I didn’t take his advice, not because I didn’t want to work for love, but because I didn’t have the time to work for love. 

“Love is a strange thing... everybody wants it. It’s a big risk putting yourself out there, but you have to do it, especially if your end game is loving and receiving love. You have to search for it until you find it, and you can’t sit back and isolate yourself. You have to push against the isolation and go for it,” George had said at one of his remarkable parties. 

For some reason those were the words that affected me the most on this ride to see Tony and Parker in the small town of Nevermore where they’d settled to work on their marriage, and their business of helping wounded veterans.  

I poured myself a glass of wine, listened to soft music, and relaxed for once while traveling. I didn’t know what it was about riding in a car that calmed me, but it appeared to work. Maybe it was where I was going. Outside of Manhattan where it was quiet, and I didn’t have to hear sirens screaming night and day. Even in my building which was one of the best in New York, I still had the noise. I grew up with this noise, and I had to get used to it, and that’s why whenever I got the chance to go off to Europe, I welcomed the travel. 

And now that I was back, I was ready to leave once more, give up my schedule, sell my father’s companies where I didn’t have to traipse around Europe, and buy a villa in a small costal town in Italy with the man of my dreams. 

Yes, I think that’s what I want to do, because I’m fucking tired, and I need to sell everything I have, downsize, get rid of the workers, and walk around in my underwear for ever long as I want. 

Traveling outside of Manhattan brought me joy, and seeing two men in love after what they’d gone through to get their happy ever after, gave me hope that one day I too would find mine.  

While I didn’t have to see Parker and Tony Paesano to take care of this business, riding an hour to see them had been my down time, because I enjoyed watching the countryside almost as much as I enjoyed seeing the large array of sunflowers in Italy, and wishing I’d been like everyone else who had a life without all the responsibilities my father had handed over to me much too soon. I had complained to him about how difficult it had been for me since I’d lost my mother. However, he never mentioned my mother, but made sure I understood my position where he’d relied on the old adage, “To whom much is given, much is expected.”

“Fuck that,” I murmured, thinking about that day. I didn’t want anything from him. I didn’t want these responsibilities. I’d complained when I was alone. Some men weren’t meant for this, and I wasn’t meant to be shackled to businesses I didn’t enjoy, and had no aptitude for. 

I didn’t even have a puppy to keep me company, because I didn’t have time to see to it, and what was the point of having a dog if I had to leave it at the kennel with strangers, or with my cleaning lady? However, lately I was determined to get myself a puppy.  

When I glanced around, my chauffeur had parked my limo in the lot in front of a model home that had been designated for an office. From where I sat, I could see a large subdivision with cars in the driveways. Jeeps, motorcycles, and mom vans made me smile, because I felt that I had done something constructive with my life, and enriched these veterans’ lives.

“We’re here, Mr. Steward.”  

I’d notified Parker that I’d be over one day to see the housing subdivision for the veterans I’d been contributing to, and providing loans for. It had been what I’d called making an investment in someone’s future, especially the servicemen who deserved more than, “Thank you for your service.” 

My father had drummed into me about donating to the opera, or something of that sort where the people who organized the events probably received most of the money. However, I needed to make sure that the money got where it was supposed to go, and who better to trust that this would happen than Tony and Parker. 

I’d been a classmate of Parker before he’d been kicked out of our prep-school, and he’d invited me to his wedding, and when he’d said that he was moving to this area with his husband, Tony, who was a veteran, I came down to discuss a business proposition with the two of them, where we were both pleased with the arrangement. However, I hadn’t been to their office since that trip.  

When I opened the door, I was greeted by Parker with a wide grin and a hug. “What the fuck are you doing here? I thought you were in Europe falling in love with one of those Frenchmen, or better yet an Italian—one of those dark Mediterranean types. If you haven’t tried one, then maybe you should. And while we’re on the subject, how can you settle down unless you’ve had your cock sucked by one of those hot Latinos? I did, and got that out of my system, and now I’m happily married. Now, what brought you to my humble establishment?” he questioned, followed by a broad smile.  

Parker hadn’t changed. He talked incessantly about all kinds of subjects, but especially about how he’d met Tony and their first kiss, but he did have a filter, and he’d catch himself ready to describe his and Tony’s first night together having sex.  
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“I hate to stop you, Parker, when you’re on a roll, but I have to be back in Manhattan by tonight.” 

“Is it serious? Sit down and tell me about him. You know I’m a happily married man, but I do like to hear all the nasty hot stories from single dudes.” 

“You know me, Parker, I’ve never been one to kiss and tell only because there’s nothing juicy to tell that will satisfy you. No bending over the counter in the kitchen. No hot showers together where I drop the soap—” 

“I know, but there must be something. You were never an extrovert like myself, but you must have done some hunting in your life. You can’t bag the big ones if you don’t hunt. Anyone can set a trap for a rabbit. If that’s your taste, go for it, but I like a challenge. First of all, if you want an elephant, you can’t go after him with a rifle, if you know what I mean.” 

I knew what Parker meant, but I wasn’t there for Parker to present me with a series of riddles.  

I turned to face Parker with a smile, because he did make my day with his infectious optimism. Parker had gone on to another subject, but with him it was always about himself and his family, and since I didn’t have a family I tuned him out, and tried listening and looking at the man who’d rode a motorcycle, parked it in front alongside my limo, and sat with both feet planted firmly while he looked around, probably hunting for a home for him and his wife. 

He did look off limits even if I were to approach him, because I could tell a straight dude from watching his body language, but oh, fuck me, I’d put myself out there for him.  

Nevertheless, I could truly say that man in the tight leathers hugging his ass had my cock thumping. The sensation coursed through me, and left me heated all over. When I was trying to figure out what had happened, and why my body had responded the way it had, the tall handsome dude hit the kickstand, and the bike came to rest, but my cock didn’t, then he climbed off his bike, and I thought his long legs would go on forever when he stood and glanced around. 

“Who the fuck is that, Parker?” 

Parker leaned over to see who I’d seen, but the handsome man with the hard thighs and strong muscular arms wasn’t in his line of vision, and all Parker could see was Tony. “That’s my sexy man. He’s taken, and don’t get any ideas.” 

“Fuck you, Parker. I know what Tony looks like. I wasn’t talking about Tony, I was talking about the stud who rode that bike. I know Tony doesn’t see anyone but you, and I’d be a fool to try to take a man from his husband, and besides I’m not the type to be looking at a man who’s happily married. I want my own—” 

Parker smiled at either the compliment or my confessions.  

“But, you’re too shy to even go after anyone, so how are you going to get your own man? A, if you’re waiting for him, or any man to walk up to you and say you’re the one, then you’ll be waiting a long time.” Parker turned back to me after seeing that beautiful confident man striding alongside Tony. “If you’re crushing on that one, don’t waste your time. He’s as straight as they come, and unhinged.” 

I didn’t ask Parker what he meant by unhinged, because at that moment the door opened, and Tony stepped in with that delicious man of my dreams. 

Seeing him up close had me tongue-tied, and I glanced up and shut down. “Look who’s here, baby,” Parker said. Tony smiled and walked to my chair in front of Parker’s desk.  

I stood and Tony shook my hand, but I wasn’t looking at him. My eyes were glued on the man with the tight leather pants, holding a motorcycle helmet, a white tee with a design on the front of it that said Wounded Inked MC. 

As my eyes traveled up past his slim waist, wide shoulders with muscles from here to eternity, and tattoos on his neck, my glance landed on his face, and then those steel-blue eyes, and he blinked. I wondered if he’d had the same reaction to me as I had to him. 

What a commanding and handsome-looking man he was up close and personal.  

He appeared to be uneasy around me. Hell, if he was straight, why did his body react the way it did? I wondered. 

He glanced downward and shuffled his helmet from hand to hand, but this was a man who looked men in the eyes all the time, and probably never winced, but this time he did, and it had to do with me. 

It was a shame humans couldn’t read minds. It would make life so much easier. I had to do the next best thing, like study him to figure out why this gorgeous man reacted to me. 

What was it about me that made him nervous? I asked myself, keeping my stare, and wavering between a closed smile and then a wide grin as I took an opportunity to put him at ease. Me, putting him at ease? He looked like he was born not to give a flying fuck about what anyone thought of him, including me.  

Tony broke the silence in the room, by making a sound as if he’d cleared his throat. Parker’s gaze wavered between me and that sexy man, and then the electrical current that hit both of us at the same time was broken. I did everything to keep from palming my cock. I looked at that attractive man standing over me, his chest moving up and down, as if he’d been running at least a mile, but this man could run more than a mile and never break a sweat, or stop to catch his breath. I had to assume that my smile was what had caused this unexpected reaction.  

When I glanced at Parker, he had a smug smile on his face, and I couldn’t determine what that meant. With Parker it could be any number of things. It was as if everyone had been waiting for something, and then the silence was broken. 

“This is Sergeant Morgan Sinclair, Blake. He’s one of the men we’re trying to help.” 

I extended my hand, and he took it and gave a hard squeeze.  “It’s great meeting you, Sergeant Sinclair,” I said, locking eyes with him. 

He nodded his head, still holding on to my hand when he caught himself. “Thank you, but I gave the house to my mother.” For some reason he didn’t want me to know that he might have needed the house himself. I didn’t know what it was, but I made a guess. He was too proud to say that he needed help.  

“That was an admirable thing to do,” I interjected. 

“Not in the least. Presenting my mother with a house is the least I could do after she raised three men.” 

Oh, there were brothers, and that piqued my interest, but not today. Today was the day I would come out of my shell, because if I could attract a man like him then my possibilities would be endless, but I didn’t want anyone else, I wanted him—a man who everyone thought was straight, and even he did.  

At this point, it was a lot of small talk as my eyes roved over his thick mane of dark hair that was cut short. I thought they called it a buzz-cut, longer on top, and a shorter fade on the sides. “I’m waiting to sign the papers,” he said, turning to Tony, as if he’d been afraid I’d asked a personal question. 

“The papers are in your office, Sweetheart,” Parker said, pretending to be all business.  “Show Morgan to the back and have him sign them, and the house is his to give to whoever he wants.” Parker looked at Morgan, and offered a clipped smile. 

When Morgan turned, I got the full picture of him leaving, with his wide back, small waist, hard ass, and long legs. He had been equally as impressive leaving as coming.

After Tony and Morgan disappeared into the back, Parker leaned, and whispered, “What do you think?”
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“I think that man is sinfully sexy.” 

“I wasn’t talking about Morgan Sinclair, for fuck’s sake, Blake. The subdivision. Morgan Sinclair is unstable, and not to mention straight as they come, and unless you’re looking to have your heart broken, and a few other things wrecked, like that virgin hole of yours along the way, I mean totally destroyed, then try your luck. He looks like he likes to fuck hard.” I really didn’t ask Parker for his opinions, nor did I want it.  

“Didn’t you just tell me that to bag the big ones you had to have a big gun.” 

“I did say something to that effect, but in his case you will need a bazooka, an anti-tank rocket launcher, and then if you do pull the trigger, how much is left for you to salvage of him?  Take my advice leave Sin alone. Walk away now, Blake, and never look back. I’ve never known you to be attracted to a man like him. He’s too uncivilized for you, and I’d be the last one to suggest him.”

I didn’t want to get into the weeds with Parker, because once he got you there, you’d never find your way back home. 

When Morgan Sinclair shook my hand, I smelled the liquor and tobacco mixed with sweat, and I thought this was what I needed, because I’d tired of men smelling of the latest Tom Ford cologne, and wearing suits, and all that other shit that didn’t matter when it came to loving someone. All these shallow men were in a bubble, and that was why I wanted to get out and find out what living was all about, with a man who used his hands for a change, and I didn’t mean to give me a hand job, but it would be nice. 

All these narrow-thinking men I’d met while in the bubble, would talk about was acquisitions, and how much money they had, and the latest twink they’d fucked and offered to their friends, and finally to me, because they thought I was desperate, because of my lack of dating skills.  

“I’m not saying that I would ever try to get close to him, Parker, but it would be fun to ride his cock for once in my life, even if it was only in my dreams. Did you see the hands on Mr. Sin? He could probably bring me to orgasm with one finger.”  

Parker raised an eyebrow, and I caught myself speaking my thoughts. Thoughts weren’t for everyone to hear, but at this point I didn’t give a fuck. I wanted something different. “Did you understand what I said to you before, Blake? He’s straight.” 

“Wasn’t Tony straight? If you can married a bona-fide straight man, then why can’t I?” 

“Because, you’re not me,” Parker said. I liked Parker, but sometimes he could be arrogant and egotistical. When he glanced at me I furrowed my brow, and he must have realized that he’d crossed the line with me. “I’m just saying this is not you, Blake. I never heard you talk like that when we were in school.” 

“That was a long time ago, and we were boys, Parker, but I’m telling it to you, just you, and I hope it doesn’t go anywhere.” I knew he would tell Tony. Maybe I hoped he would, and Tony would tell Morgan. However, Tony would never breathe a word, but Parker, he couldn’t wait until I’d ridden away. 

“I have too many responsibilities to even entertain dealing with a man like him now, and besides, he has all those tattoos,” I confessed, if only to satisfy Parker’s inquisitive mind. I’d been breathless when I tried to confess, but it was a small lie. However, I didn’t want to lie to myself, so I told the truth. I’d ride Sin if he gave me half a chance, until he didn’t want me anymore, or used me up. “Doesn’t it make you want to cum just the thought of those arms holding you at night?” I posed that question to Parker to see what he’d say. Parker must have seen how attractive Mr. Sin was. “I thought it would be fun to think about what it would be like to wake up and have someone as fuckable lying next to me for once.” I found myself apologizing to Parker. 

“My Tony is just as handsome and strong as Morgan, and every time I lie in his arms, I can’t tell you how I’ve felt since I’d been with Tony.” I wished I had a man to laud over, and brag about if only with a friend. Parker shook his head. “If you think he’s a bottom and you’re going to fuck him, I’m not saying it can’t be done, but I wouldn’t get my hopes up too high. He’s not the one.” Parker twisted around in his chair away from his computer to face me. 

I’d accomplished everything I’d sought out to do today, but one. “I’d better use the toilet before I get back to Manhattan.” I stood. “Where is it, Parker?” 

“Down the hall to the right.” I strode to the restroom, but just before I reached the door Mr. Sin opened the double door to Tony’s office, and we crashed into each other. He grabbed my suit jacket, preventing me from falling on my ass, and I grabbed his massive arm on my way down to the hardwood floor, then Sin narrowed his eyes, and a smile broke when he locked eyes with me. He slanted his lips up to the right, and chuckled. He had a wonderful smile. 

He needed to smile more often. He appeared to be a man who took the world too seriously. I knew, because I had been falling into that way of thinking, until I looked into Mr. Sin’s blue eyes and beautiful face.  

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to...” Morgan said, when I was caught off guard by the sound of his voice that appeared to relax me. He smelled like a man who could do anything and everything. “I hope I didn’t offend you by grabbing your suit, but I didn’t want you to fall and hurt yourself. You seem to be delicate, a man not used to harsh things and hard men, and taking a tumble.” 

Was he telling me something, or was I reading too much into this encounter?  

Once I was on my feet, I glanced up at him and smiled, realizing how close we were together, where I could feel his hard cock through his leather jeans. 

“I’m not used to men like you, but it wouldn’t take much time to get used to a man that wears his tattoos like I wear my suits... I just wished you weren’t straight.” 

When straight fell from my mouth, Morgan blinked, and the spell was broken between us, because he must have realized that he’d been flirting with a man. I asked him about his tattoos, and he eagerly pointed out some, and how they came about. He asked me about my business, and I reached out and handed him a card.

Tony then emerged, and seeing us went to the front of the office where Parker sat. Morgan Sinclair winked at me, chuckled, and before he left me standing wondering if I’d see him again, he said, “I wish I wasn’t straight. If I ever have a change of heart, you’ll be the first one.” And he winked walked away and out the door. 

I heard Parker say to Morgan. “Have a good day, Mr. Sin.”

He opened the door, and before he walked outside, he turned and glared at me. I wished I knew what message he was sending, but it was nothing I could make out without him saying it, and he wasn’t the type to approach me in a sexual way, and I couldn’t without knowing if he wanted me to. 

I didn’t have a big enough gun to take down this elephant in the room.  

After I’d gone to the restroom, and returned to see Parker sitting in Tony’s lap, I took Parker’s advice, and climbed into the limo, after my driver assured me that he was good and didn’t need to visit a restroom. Later, I waved goodbye to Tony and Parker, who were holding hands and smiling at each other.

Once the car started and we were on our way back to Manhattan, I forgot about Mr. Sinclair and riding his cock, because I had to get back to my real world, and seducing a straight man wasn’t part of that world.  

There was the real world, and there was this dream world where this straight dude would turn gay just for me, and as Parker once said, “It only happens once in a blue moon—almost never.”  

.  
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It had been a year since I’d questioned my sexuality. I’d gotten drunk whenever I could to clear my mind, and forget that I’d been attracted to a man. I knew his name started with a B, but I’d forgotten the rest. I’d kept his card, and would look at it, pull it out and run my fingers over his name, and then one night at the bar after too much to drink, I tossed it into the air.

For some stupid reason, and now I knew it wasn’t stupid, I admitted I wanted to see him again, but I refused to ask Parker or Tony about him. I’d visit the Paesano Construction Company, often hoping the conversation would turn to Mr. B. 

To my disappointment, Tony and Parker stayed clear of anything to do with a man who’d made all these homes possible, then one day I called, hoping to speak to Tony, precisely for the idea of finding out more about Mr. B than he’d bankrolled the construction of these much-needed and desired homes. 

When the phone rang, and Parker answered, I imagined him sitting smugly and bored behind his desk, twirling a pen and watching his computer. He’d been at the construction site more often since Tony barred him from the tattoo shop, because he had been picky and would try to tell the guys how to design and what colors to use even though, he knew little to nothing about the business of tattoos. I thought Tony said he’d taken one course in a related field at community college.

I decided to call instead of visiting the place, because I didn’t want it to be too obvious that I wasn’t dropping in that often to say hello. I was hoping Tony would be there, but Parker picked up the phone on the first ring. 

“What is it now, Morgan? I’m busy.” Everyone knew he wasn’t, because there were only a few homes left to sell in Nevermore, and he’d begin building in Sand Hill Lakes soon.  

“You know what I want to talk about?” 

“What? Have I now become a mind reader, Mr. Sin?” Parker said with a chuckle.  

“You know I don’t like you calling me that.” 

“It’s not me who labeled you with that name. It was... never mind... and I must say that describes you perfectly. You are sin incarnate.” 

It was the way Parker said those words that I didn’t know what to make of it. If Parker hadn’t been married to a fellow soldier, and a friend, I’d teach him not to taunt a man, but he wasn’t mine and never would be, because I wouldn’t have someone like him with a mouth that could bring out the worst in a man. I saluted Tony, because he must be a saint.  

“Okay, Parker, cut the shit out. When was the last time you heard from the banker?” 

“Why do you want to know, Mr. Straight Guy? Have you all of a sudden discovered that you can’t get your dick hard enough for a woman to suck it, and you want to bottom?” 

“What the fuck are you talking about, Parker?” 

“I think you know what I mean. A man like you who’s been around men all his life, both straight and gay, would know something about topping and bottoming. You’re talking to me, Mr. Sin. You can’t tell me that you haven’t wondered what it would be like knocking dicks with another man?” Parker grew silent, and then he said, “You have.” 

That brought me back to something I didn’t ever want to think about.  

I narrowed my eyes and furrowed my brow, and said, “Does Tony know you talk like that, and he hasn’t paddled—” I cut off what I wanted to say to Parker. 

“I’m talking to a man and a straight one, I suppose. You haven’t moved to the dark side yet, have you, and you not told your dear friends or brothers? By asking about the owner, you’re thinking about it. Go ahead, admit it.”  

“Thinking about something doesn’t make it happen. It’s acting on it. And there’s no way in hell I’m acting on that. I might need a loan for a friend that’s all.” I needed more of a reason to even entertain what Parker had suggested. 

“I forgot the man’s name the minute I left your office.” 

“So, you want to know about him. You’re such a dick, Morgan. His name is Blake.” 

Every time I tried to wipe the thought of Blake from my mind, I’d wake sober and alone, and this pretty face would greet me. His lips were pink, his eyes green, his hair dark, and he smelled like jasmine, and his breath smelled of wine, and I knew who that person was, and he was driving me insane. I thought I would intentionally try to forget Blake.  

Every time I called or visited Tony, I couldn’t talk to him without Parker haranguing me about Blake, and that was why I’d called, hoping Tony was around and we could have a personal one-on-one call, but Parker was around somewhere at Wounded Inked, or the construction site.  

“Hello, Mr. Sin. Are you there, or have you fallen into a deep hole?” he questioned, then snickered, snapping his fingers and drawing me back to the now.  

“Stop calling me that, Parker, or I’ll ride over there and spank your ass.” 

“You and who else? I’ve got a man and friends who would love to whip your ass, but then all I have to do is call Jack. He said if you ever gave me a hard time, he’d be more than willing to deal with you.” 

“I didn’t call you. I called to speak to Tony. I need a favor from him.” 

“You can tell me—” 

“It’s between me and Tony. It’s a man thing.” 

“Well, in case you haven’t noticed, I’m a man too, and I can match your dick and balls with the best of them.” 

“Why do we get into this every time we talk, Parker?” 

“Because, you’re a homophobic, misogynistic prick.”

“Look, I didn’t call you names, and I’m not wasting my time with useless teasing—” 

“That’s because you can’t. I bet you called Tony, and it had nothing to do with a loan for a friend, but about Blake?” 

“No. You know that I’m straight. A friend needs a loan, and he wants me to cosign for him.” I didn’t know if that would get Parker off my back, but I was willing to try anything, because once Parker poked his nose into anything, it would be hell to pay dealing with him.  

“Me thinks you protest too much. What is it about my friend that has your cock wet and bothered?” 

“Does Tony know how awful your mouth is?” 

“Yes, and he doesn’t care. The only thing he cares about is how I use it in bed, and sometimes he... Never mind. He knows I have eyes only for him. No man in their right mind would be caught dead with you. If I were you, I’d stick to women. They’re more forgiving of men’s habits.”  

I had good days and good nights, and this wasn’t one of them talking to Parker, therefore, I said goodbye to him and his bullshit.  

A good night for me was hanging out at a local bar near wherever I had been sleeping at the time. Preferably at a local motel or inn. It was easy that way to get liquor after a job, and it was easy to get drunk, hoist a woman on the pussy-seat back of my motorcycle, and travel a short distance to my apartment or motel, where we would continue where we’d left off. 

Tonight, I’d been extremely lucky when this young woman pulled down her bra at the pool hall a few miles from where I’d been living and working. Before I’d banked my first shot, she’d distracted me by displaying what looked like the most incredible tits I’d seen since I’d been home from the Army. 

She sauntered up close behind, I turned, and she scraped her long fingernail down the front of my open vest, down my naked chest pointing to my tattoos, which were many and varied in sizes, all the time looking in my eyes, and moaning, “Yes. Yes.”  

On an impulse I bent my head down and sucked her nipple. When I glanced up at her, someone grabbed me from behind, jerked my mouth away from it. It was a good thing that I hadn’t bitten down on her pink nipple, or it would have been a casualty for both of us. Instead, it was only for me. 

As I tried to figure out what the fuck was going on, I turned and met the guy and his large fist. I didn’t see it coming, and usually that was the one that got you, like being in combat, or just living, you didn’t see it coming, and then... nothing. 

When I woke, I was lying on the floor with her cradling my head in her lap. “Are you okay Mister? That was just my big brother, and he’s kind of protective of his baby sister. I told him to go fuck off, and he left. He’s not going to bother you again. I promise.” 

I managed to get to my feet, and tried to pretend that everything was okay, but I still couldn’t get my balance, until the pretty petite blonde gave me a drink, and then it all came back to me with a headache, and probably a black eye as part of the package.  

“Why don’t we get out of this bar,” she insisted. I didn’t know her name, and I didn’t want to know. All I wanted was another chance at her breasts, and to get my cock hard once more. The booze would do that for me for a while, and I hoped that when I saw what was under her short skirt and that bikini top, the black eye would have been worth it.

“There’s this suite I’m living in for a short time... at this motel not too far from here. I have a motorcycle parked outside if that’s good with you.” 

“I just get an orgasm when a man tells me he has a motorcycle, and those tattoos on your chest and arms will make me cum. You don’t have to do anything, just show me those tattoos and I’ll do anything you want. Suck your cock even.” That was a given. If she could suck cock, maybe I’d stay in Texas a little longer after the job was over, because, hell, that was my weakness.

Then, she added her own requirements for hanging out with me. “If you know how to give head, then I’m yours for life.” She offered me a sexy smile and I fell for it.  

I didn’t need her for life, just the night. I didn’t want to marry her, or have any long-term commitments. I didn’t want to have to return to Texas unless I wanted to, and there was no way in hell I’d take her back to New York State. 

I’d undressed and was ready to fucked her and eat her pussy when the maid knocked and asked if I needed towels. She sat up, and screamed, “Fuck off, we’re busy.” 

Then, the door swung open, and there I was between her beautiful legs when I had flashlights and guns drawn pointed at me. “Get up, and get off my sister,” a strong commanding voice uttered. “Don’t let me have to tell you twice.” 

“Oh, fuck me.” I did as I was told. 

There was no explaining to the cops, because one happened to be her brother. “You know, Sergeant, we can’t go around conducting this type of operation every time you sister fucks around with an older dude.” 

I knew the procedure, and kept my hands up, but it was obvious that I didn’t have a concealed weapon, because I was naked, but then you never know what could happen in Texas.  I’d taken this job to guard a shipment of loose diamonds and jewelry in the Galleria, and there would be a big payday, and I suspected that I’d fucked it all up, and what was I going to tell Jack, when he had to put up a bond and bail me out? 

A bad night for me would be to find out that this woman or girl—it all depended on the laws in the state—was a minor. 

When one cop reached for my jeans and searched my pockets, he found my identification. “Look, Sargent, he was an Army Ranger. Same as you.” 

“But, you don’t see me fucking an underage girl,” her brother barked. 

“I didn’t know she was a teenager,” I pleaded, because if I was taken to the Harris County jail, I’d lose any money I had coming to me.  

“I’m eighteen. I’m of age now. I can do what I want,” she barked back at her brother, standing naked with her hands on her hips, and he trying to look away, but the other two officers never turned their heads, and grinned with amusement.  

That might have been her rationalization, but her brother saw it as something different. After telling her to dress, and ordering one of the young cops to get her a blanket, and send her into the restroom to dress, her brother glared at me.  

“The only reason I’d letting you go is because we’re brothers in arms, and you are too old to be fucking around with my sister.” 

I wanted to tell him that she should watch who she picked up in a bar, but I didn’t have all night to be booked, and call Jack to bail me out. I knew what Jack would say, “No fucking way am I posting bond. Morgan’s cost us enough money.” 

After they left, I got myself together as much as was possible after drinking all night, and watching my life pass before my red eyes. I managed to get to that jewelry company just in time for the shipment, but as bad luck would have it, I experienced another bad day in my life. 

That was when I jumped on my motorcycle, didn’t look back, and said goodbye to Texas, and headed to New York State, and to Sand Hill Lakes.
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Chapter 5

Blake
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I’d been signing papers, convincing the head of the boards of my companies that we were in great shape, and clearing up problems, so I could enjoy what little pleasure that came my way for at least two weeks. When I glanced up, I could see the sun’s rays falling behind a skyscraper in a distance, and I realized it was now seven, and I was due downstairs on the twentieth floor. 

I knew the party had started without me, and yet I continued to sign documents, telling myself that this had to end, because clearly at twenty-seven I was working myself into an early grave if I didn’t allow Adam to handle some of the workload. He’d asked me several times to show him how to manage my bank, and put him in charge of some of my important clients who had businesses of their own. 

Reluctantly, I’d refused, only because he didn’t know anything about banking, because it wasn’t in his background, and it would take too much time to train him. 

Taking a deep breath, I searched around for my suit jacket and retrieved it, then I strode inside my bathroom to freshen up. I didn’t realize how long I’d been sitting at the computer without standing. I leaned into the mirror, and scrubbed my hand across my jaw, looking at my five-o’clock shadow that Adam said turned him on. I took another deep breath and exited the bathroom, and when I reached my secretary’s office, I stood staring at her with a wide smile. Another workaholic like myself. 

It wasn’t one of the best pictures I’d seen, because it demonstrated what I’d become—someone who didn’t have a life. No children and none in the future. Not even a dog or cat to go home to and feed. Nothing to look forward to. 

However, I was no longer like my secretary. 

“What are you still doing here? And why aren’t you with the others having a drink and cake and all the food I had catered?” 

“I thought I’d finish up some of those last-minute things, like finalize your wedding invitations, and I can say that they all have gone out.” 

“Did you send the black-and-gold embossed ones I selected, and not the white ones like Adam wanted?” 

“I’ve done that Mr. Steward, but Adam might be upset.”

“I’ll take care of him. I have him wrapped around my finger... And the wedding cake—” 

“I know, just the one you want, and I made sure that the baker got all the instructions on how to prepare the cake with the design that you asked for. Don’t worry, everything is taken care of, now go and enjoy the party,” Eva said with a smile, and made a gesture with her hand.  

“Aren’t you coming?” 

“I’ll be there in a minute as soon as I send this check to Mr. Paesano’s bank.” 

I sauntered to the door, and then I realized that I’d have to send my donation to the Wounded Veterans’ fund as well, but Eva had thought ahead and taken care of everything. Turning around I said, “Where’s Bowen?” 

“He’s probably at the party as well,” Eva commented. “Everyone appears to be celebrating except you.” 

“That’s because everyone who works for me, with the exception of you and me, work long hours, and once I’m married, I’m going to give more responsibilities to my partner, and I’ll get more people in here to help you.” 

“I don’t need any help. I have my job to keep me company,” Eva admitted with a closed smile.  

“As you wish.” 

“Don’t bother calling my bodyguard, I’ll take my private elevator.” 

I left Eva feeling better, knowing I had to change, because I was marrying a wonderful man who looked out for me, and I wouldn’t have to control every aspect of my life and business, because I would have someone to come home to that made me happy. 

The elevator opened to Adam’s office, and I saw a light, and thought maybe he was finishing some last-minute plans for our honeymoon. I opened the door, and when I glanced around Adam’s office, I didn’t see him, and then I heard what sounded as if he’d been working out in his private weight room. 

I burst into the room, hoping to surprise him and get his pretty ass into the shower and out, because he was like me, always burning the midnight oil. 

Standing in the shadows, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There was Adam naked from the waist down coming from the shower, his expensive pants strewn on the floor, along with his shoes, and his coat and shirt hanging on a valet-chair. 

Then, instead of dressing, he lay on his back on the sofa bed I’d given him, because with me working late hours, he said he wanted to rest if I insisted on working until midnight. 

He spread his legs, and as I was about to step out and surprise him, my bodyguard stepped from the bathroom, with water dripping from his body, reached underneath Adam’s legs and hoisted Adam’s legs on to his shoulders, and pulled Adam to the end of the bed.  

I watched a toe-curling hard entry into Adam’s hole by Bowen, who had a thick, long cock dripping with pre-cum. I remained in the shadows, and I didn’t know why. Maybe it was because I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Was it because I wanted to run and pretend it never happened? But, how could I, because I’d never run from anything in my life? That was how I’d increased the wealth my father left me, because I wouldn’t back down once I’d worked my ass off to attain something.  

Painful and hurt was all I could feel as Bowen pulled out and drilled deep into Adam’s ass, but Adam appeared to delight in the punishment as he begged for more of the same.

I had no idea that Adam was a bottom, at least he’d sworn he’d never let another man including me fuck him in the ass. I must have been delusional to believe him, and I was, but at that jaw-dropping moment, I realized that everything Adam had told me was a lie. 

When I realized Bowen was riding Adam bareback, I became sickened at the thought. I had a relationship with Adam, and we’d discussed that we would wait until we were married, and sure we would be exclusive to each other. Our marriage would solidify all that we had together, because we had something that would last, but clearly it wouldn’t last past this night. 

I had a choice to make. I could close my eyes and fire Bowen, and pretend that this never happened, or I could wipe my fiancé and Bowen from my life. 

I chose the latter. 

“Excuse me, but when you two finish, then get dressed and leave my building, and my life. At this point I don’t want to see either of you again. When you get your things, I don’t want you two here in my building. I’ll leave word with security to take everything that belongs to my company from you two, and that includes the credit cards and the sports cars. You can keep one of the cars, Adam, because at some time in my life you did give me pleasure.”  

Adam and Bowen turned in my direction on hearing my voice, and the shock in their wide eyes said it all. Bowen with his enormous length hadn’t pulled out. It was sitting in Adam’s hole vibrating. 

They had been caught with their pants down as the saying went. 

Adam pulled back from Bowen’s erection, his feet hit the floor in a second, and he rushed over to me. I raised my hand to tell him not to get close. “You don’t understand, Blake—” 

“But, I do understand. You’re fucking the man who is supposed to protect me, or rather one of my employees is fucking you.” My eyes landed on Bowen. “You’re supposed to be in charge of my security?” 

When I took a full view of Bowen, I could understand the attraction. Bowen’s shoulders were wide and thick, tattoos covered every part of his hard chest and arms. A sleeve of colorful tattoos adorned both arms. The way Adam was caressing them earlier, it appeared he wanted to be fucked by those arms, and now he had the chance, because it was over between me and Adam. 

I was hurt, but we were all men, and I didn’t want to show my vulnerability, even if I’d been crazy jealous out of my mind, but more disappointed than I could have imagined. 

I began questioning whether I had been hurt, because of what I’d seen, or whether my self-esteem had taken a hit, because I didn’t want to believe  what Adam had said to me was all a lie, and I wasn’t the love of his life, and he’d enjoyed making love to me. Clearly he’d enjoyed someone else fucking him. 

At this point I didn’t know what love was anymore. Whether it was connected to sex, or was that a separate part? All I knew was that it didn’t make any sense, because I couldn’t trust this man with my feelings. Adam had taken everything I thought we had together, and thrown everything away. 

Biting down on my lip and standing and staring, as if I didn’t know what to do, my head became clear, and I turned as if I’d been in a dream, and it was time to wake up, and I did. I strolled out of Adam’s office, and I found myself standing outside and in front of my limo.  
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Chapter 6

Blake
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I thought today would be the best night of my life, but here I was, hiding in the closet and not because I was gay because I was, but I was hiding, because I couldn’t face what I’d seen only minutes before.  

It left me breathless, not thinking straight when I stumbled into my limo. I sat back and relaxed my head, and wondered what the fuck would happen to my life going forward? How did I not see this coming? You never saw anything when you were broadsided, and this was one of those instances where I’d been hit from behind. I thought some called this being waylaid, or ambushed. In any case, I’d been attacked by someone I’d trusted. 

Waiting for my driver to close my door, get behind the wheel, and drive the fuck away from here, I cowered in the backseat, because I couldn’t get my nerves under control. Finally, my driver punched a button and the engine started. He glanced in the mirror as I reached for a drink, my hands shaking, trying to pour a large glass of Scotch from the decanter into an equally large glass, spilling most of it along the way, because I still hadn’t come to terms with what I’d seen.  

“Where to, Mr. Steward? You’re early tonight... I thought you’d be celebrating.” I downed a large portion of the Scotch. When my driver glanced at me in the rear window for a second, he saw my eyes, and he knew there was something different about me. I’d changed and it wasn’t my clothes.  

“I want you to drive me to a raunchy gay club downtown. You know where I want to go. The one where I can get a stranger to worship me for one night. I want to place my cock in a hole, and have men lined up to suck my rich dick.

“Are you sure, Mr. Steward?” my driver said with a raised eyebrow. 

“Don’t ask me another time whether I’m sure. I know what I want. I want to take a man home with me and have him do what I want for a day, or maybe longer. You can’t depend on just love to make you happy, you have to find some kind of sexual satisfaction, and if you think you’re going to get it with one man, then forget it, because while you’re working your ass off, he’s offering his ass to every hard dick that attracts him,” I mumbled.  

“What did you say?” 

“Nothing. Just drive me there and wait for me.”  

I’d drunk almost half a bottle of booze before my driver pulled my limo into an alley and stepped out. When I struggled to exit the car with my chauffeur’s help, I found myself in the club, and when he whispered something to the man tending the back door of this nondescript underground gay club, then a man led me into an area called the VIP room. 

In Manhattan you could find all kinds of VIP rooms—even in the basement of someone’s home—who catered to gay men or straight, looking for comfort from the outside world, and that’s how I wanted to be treated, like a VIP, because with all the money in the world, I’d been treated as if I was nothing inside my own company and my own home. 

Managing to walk without stumbling into the room, I looked around and saw one dim light on a table, a small bed, and various items sitting on a dresser near the bed, conducive to whatever type of sex you’d planned. There was even a large cock, the size of one I’d not too long ago seen inside my fiancé, however, this one didn’t have a man attached to it.  

Tonight, I’d planned on being happy and excited about my future, and getting married. Tonight, I hadn’t made any plans other than that— until now. I glanced around, and immediately, I knew this was a mistake, and maybe the worst one of my life, because this wasn’t me. Before, all I wanted to do was cuddle up with Adam, watch old movies or Netflix, or go to the opera, and I thought Adam had enjoyed the same things I had, which was to spend my life with him and no other. Now I found myself alone in this shoddy ill-smelling room.  

When I heard the door close, I wondered what the fuck had I done, and I ambled for the door, thinking I was making the worst mistake of my life. I didn’t belong here, but clearly I must have, because I felt useless to anyone, including myself. With all my money, and all the resources I’ve worked for, to end up here in this dingy room, looking for nasty base sex...? I questioned.  

As the booze dissipated from my system, I put one foot in front of the other, headed for the door, and reached for the knob, turned and opened the door to see a tall blond man in his early twenties sporting the biggest and thickest cock I’d seen in my lifetime. As unbelievable as his body was with his wide chest and thin waist, and not to mention all the piercings on his body, I knew I didn’t want him. 

What I did want was the sexual experience that would come from his amazing body, and if his sexual expertise was as good as that body, I could lose myself, and forget what had happened in the past hour. 

“Come in,” I mumbled, my eyes surveying every part of him, looking for something to make me turn around and get back to my limo, but I found nothing. His body was flawless, but that wasn’t what I craved. I craved what I’d walked away from.

Reaching for my length, I palmed it, and said, “I want you to suck my cock.” 

As the young man headed in my direction, I moved backward until I hit the bed. I lay back and closed my eyes. The blond went to his knees, pulled off my shoes and socks, unbuttoned and unzipped my suit pants, and flicked up my shirt. I tried to help by unbuttoning my shirt.  

He crouched between my legs, opening his mouth, and I tried not to think about Adam. The stranger was Adam now, and I shot up my hips pushing my cock deep into his throat, and surprisingly he knew how to take a cock deep without gagging. I reached for his blond hair, wrapped it around my fist and pulled at it. I wanted to punish him for all the men I’d passed up to give myself to Adam. 

I manhandled him in ways I shouldn’t have, and he appeared to enjoy it. I could feel my dick getting hard, especially when I jerked his hair, and he moaned from pain, and I groaned from the pleasure of using this stranger for my own purpose. I wanted to demean him when I dropped my cum into his mouth by smearing it all over his beautifully formed body. 

This form of belittlement would be for all the men who thought they were in love and became disenchanted, because they weren’t being loved back.

From this day forward, I promised myself that I would take what and who I wanted to my bed, just for the sheer pleasure of fucking and using a body, and I wouldn’t look for anything other than that. 

I’d fuck my way out of my heartache and do whatever I could think of, and now I wanted to abuse that man at my feet on his knees, serving me. After all, I was one of the richest men in this city, and I had been humiliated on the night of my engagement party. Now I planned to have a party of my own. 

“When you take my cum from me, I want to smear it on your chest, and then I want to find out if I want to visit that hole of yours,” I said, meeting his eyes.  

I’d been a bottom for Adam, but now I planned on being a top, and whatever suited my fancy, and right now, it was all about making that man a slut for me, and enjoying the hell out of him and this night. 

“If you’re as good as I think you are, I want you tomorrow night, and maybe as my regular. I’ll pay you not to have other customers, but if I discover that you entertain any man but me, then we’re finished.” 

“My name is—” 

“I don’t want to know your name. All I want to know is whether you will be here when I need you, and to satisfy me. I don’t want any attachments, I just want a willing hole I can fuck if I want. I want a man willingly to accept any kind of sexual deviancy that I can think of?” 

He pulled away to answer my question. “Yes, of course. I’m willing to serve only you, and my body will be yours for however long you want it. You can take it whenever you want. Take my mouth, my ass, and do whatever with it. It’s better to have one man abuse your body than five or six a night. Will it be worth my while?” the slutty boy questioned.

“It will be more than worth it. Now open your mouth and take this cum, and finish what you’ve started.” He opened his mouth, and I plunged my cock into his willing hole, and pushed it deep into his throat, with little if no regard for his desires. My dick didn’t care, and I’d been too drunk and unhappy to care how he felt. 

All I wanted to do was stop hurting, because an hour ago I’d experienced an irretrievable loss of my self-worth, and someone had to pay, because, after all, I was Blake Steward, the cocky overconfident self-made billionaire who had everything he thought he wanted, but had lost it in one night. 

When my night was over, and I couldn’t get it up any more, I stumbled out of that underground club somewhere on Christopher Street in the west village and had my driver waiting. I knew what I had to do now. I pulled out my phone and called a friend. 

“Tony, I need you to get me a bodyguard.” 

“Hasn’t this one been with you a long time, and now you want to change him. You know what you have, but you don’t know what you’re getting.” 

“That’s the problem. I know what I had, and anything is better than him... How soon can you have him here?” 

“You have to give me at least a week.” 

“I didn’t say that when you said you and Parker needed me to secure a loan for your housing development for wounded soldiers.” 

“I know, Blake, but that was different.” 

“I need your help, because you’re the only ones I trust.” 

“Does he have to be gay?” Tony questioned. I’d been relieved when Tony asked that question.  

“I’d prefer someone straight.” 

“Then, I think I have the man for you. He may be a little crude in his manner, and more straightforward than you’re used to, but he’s a good man for whatever you have in mind.”

“Tell Parker I said hey, and I’ll try to get down to Nevermore in the future. Heard you started a family.” 

“You can do the same once you’re married, and don’t forget the invitations.” 

“You’ll have to wait on that. Don’t go renting a tux just yet. It’s a long story, and I don’t have time to tell you what happened right now. It will take a long time, and it’s too soon for me to relive the pain of it. Talk to you later, Tony.” 

I had to get him off the phone before Parker intruded with his questions, and would manage to pull out all the details that I didn’t want to discuss, but would have to in order to bring closure.
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Chapter 7

Morgan 
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Sitting up, taking a deep breath of the stale air, my fucking back ached, as if I was still hiding away in that dark cave in Afghanistan. 

I glanced around, hyperventilating while trying to catch my breath. No. I wasn’t in that cave with one other soldier. So, where the hell was I? I blinked several times to clear my eyes, and I spotted trashed furniture, a mirror in pieces, a bathroom door with the knob hanging, screws intact, as if someone had pulled it from the door. Now, what the fuck had I been doing this time? 

I couldn’t remember. 

Then, my eyes landed on the body in the bed. “Oh, fuck,” I mumbled, before touching it to make sure it was alive, and thank God it was, because it was still warm, and under all those tattoos I could see beautiful, young, tanned flesh, with what I considered a round hard ass waiting to be mounted. At second glance, through clear eyes, I realized it was a naked female, and not Colman lying in my arms looking up at me, not talking or feeling my arms holding him and the kiss I’d planted on his forehead. 

Before, Colman had been shivering in that cold cave, and when I closed my eyes for a second he’d died. 

I blew out a sigh that the woman wasn’t dead, because of all the liquor I’d consumed with her. I’d been fucking around and drinking hard for too many nights lately, since I’d been discharged from the Army.

When my eyes landed on a mirror lying on the floor in pieces, I knew what that meant—ten years of bad luck, my mother had said, and mothers were always right about their sons if they took a closer look at the fathers, but in this case she’d been spot on about me being like my father in some regards. However, she’d never taunted me lately about how I’d been a womanizer since I was discharged from the Army, and was drinking my way into an early grave as she’d like to say, before she realized that her words were empty, and wasted on a man like me.  

My mother then turned to setting me up with the local young women in Sand Hill Lakes, to make sure she didn’t have another gay or bisexual son perhaps. My thinking, not hers, because she’d never express those kind of feelings to anyone. 

With me, I suspected she wanted a woman who cared enough to take over her job, because she’d had gotten too old to worry about me. I’d been the bane of her existence, I was sure she thought, because of all the drinking I’d been doing lately. 

She said she prayed someone would assume her constant headache, which was me. All my father had been concerned about wasn’t an alcoholic son, but a gay son, and he had said he’d die an early death if another one of his boys turned gay. He died as an old man, and peacefully, knowing that I had turned out to be a womanizer and drinker just like him. 

My stepfather had been a different story within itself. He only cared about Logan, who had been the baby, and my stepfather’s only son. 

Lately when I’d visit my mother, she appeared to dwell on my father, because that was all she’d talk about as she aged. “You’re the brooding one, just like your father,” my mother had lamented, “Always watching, making judgements about others, and your brothers. One day you’re going to have to judge yourself, and that will come as a surprise when you discover who you really are,” she’d said, in a lecture I’d come to hear every Sunday when my brothers and I would head over to her house for dinner, where we’d sometimes bring our significant others. 

My significant others had been women who’d hitch a ride with me on my bike on my travels through Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, Nevada, or Florida.  

I’d hoped by now the ringing would have stopped in my head, but the way I drank, worked, and fucked, I knew myself, and the way I lived craving excitement that had brought me into the Army in the first place. I’d have this headache until the next time I had a bottle of booze in my hand. 

That last mission had carried me home with only a concussion, but that concussion had caused me a lot of sleepless nights, where only the booze could settle my pain, and make me forget.

I’d die if I couldn’t do the things I loved, like drinking, riding my bike with friends and brothers across the US with fellow servicemen, or having a security business to fall back on for income.  

The “Crow” security business I’d started, and helping my brothers build bikes to sell and give away to servicemen had kept me busy, and since I’d agreed to be the president of Wounded Inked MC was where I found true enjoyment. If I didn’t have those things, and especially the motorcycle club, I’d probably go somewhere and drink myself to death. 

Soon I discovered that it wasn’t the ringing in my head and ears this time that woke me from my nightmares and dreams, but the chimes from my phone.    

I smiled, and said, “Hon, scoot your sweet ass over, because I have to take this call.” I aimed one glance at this woman’s large tits, and I wanted to suck them. I decided instead it must be an important call, when the person on the other end wouldn’t give up, and there wasn’t any text coming in. Now who the fuck would be calling me? I wondered. 

When Darla or Daisy, or whatever the fuck her name was this time, turned and rolled over, I swatted her beautifully tanned ass cheeks, and leaned over to reach my phone lying on a crate I’d set up as a nightstand, and placed a lamp on it I’d retrieved from a motel in Las Vegas. It said it right there on the lampshade, Good Sleep Motel, Las Vegas, Nevada.  

It seemed as if the ringing went on forever, but I wasn’t ready to hit that green button. Breathing in and out, I leaned my head against the wall, trying not to disturb Daisy, because she appeared to need her rest. I held the phone after fumbling with it, and managed to see the number after blinking a few more times, until it came plainly into view. Now who the fuck is Tony? I kept batting my eyes, as if I expected that would recover my memory.  

I thought it best to answer the call, even though I was in no mood this morning. “Who the fuck is calling this early?” Waking up the sweet young blonde pussy in front of my morning hard cock. I scratched my balls, and I hit the green button before it went into voice mail, or before someone would finally text me. I wasn’t aware the person on the other end had heard my every word, and movement. 

Then, as the man began talking, I held the phone and stepped on the floor heading to the john, placed the phone down on the counter, so I could use one hand over the toilet and one on my cock.  

“Do you hear me Morgan, this is Tony.” 

I grimaced when it didn’t register right away. I had an excuse, I’d had a concussion and brain injury when an IED struck the truck I’d been riding in. Everyone made it out safely, because the Army had reinforced them. However, the doctors who treated me said that I could go home, because I had a TBI—a traumatic brain injury. Hell, I didn’t want to go home. What the fuck would I do all day long, day after day? I was a warrior, and I craved being with my men then. They were all I knew, and they were my brothers.

Finally, I found something to do with my time, and it had involved fucking women, and starting a business with my brothers, Jack and Logan. I peered at the phone. “I don’t know any Tony,” I barked, trotting to the fridge to pick up a beer. “If you’re selling something, or called by mistake, I’m in the john and—” 

“Hold on Morgan. This is Anthony Paesano, Tony, remember Sergeant Paesano... I sent you a letter, and tried contacting you by email and text, and you never answered.”

“For fuck’s sake, why didn’t you tell me it was you, Sargent. It’s not about the Wounded Inked Motorcycle Club is it, because I haven’t finalized my plans yet? I’ve been busy getting my security business off the ground. I need to make a paycheck, remember. My brothers, Jack and Logan, have been helping out with the MC, and I wasn’t in the office for two weeks, because I had some work to conclude in Texas, and then rode to Phoenix before heading home.” 

“What’s in Phoenix?” 

“Nothing but sun, a chance to ride my bike on the open road, and clear my head.”  

“You tell me what’s better than that. Aren’t you from Phoenix, Tony?” 

“I’m from Tucson.” 

“Yeah, now I remember.” I took a sip of the last beer in my small fridge, and my mind cleared, or so I thought.  

I climbed back on my makeshift bed, sat back and gazed at the hot young ass that had greeted me this morning. I didn’t remember where I’d picked her up. Was it in a bar? No, it couldn’t be. She didn’t look like one of those bar flies where I hung out. Oh, yeah, it was at MC week in Arizona. Now it was coming back. She’d asked me to take her to the casino to play craps, and I had been stupid enough to do it. I’d won over sixty thousand dollars, but when I woke up, she’d left me enough for gas to get home, and a few dollars for a bottle of Jack Daniels, and food. 

The woman lying next to me isn’t that woman. However, I can’t be sure.  
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Chapter 8

Morgan
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My thoughts were interrupted by someone arguing, and it wasn’t Tony’s voice, because he had been a man who left his fighting in Afghanistan like me. He spoke soft and easy, never raising his voice. Controlling his demons, but I’d noticed that he’d been calmer and happier since he’d met Parker. To me, a man like Parker would have driven me to kill, but it must have been something about him that I couldn’t see. Maybe because they’d adopted children, and had a house full of animals.

I thought I had to try that one day, but no one came to mind for me.  

I heard a voice I’d remember anywhere. It was soft with a commanding tone. “I hope you’re not talking to that Morgan character. He’s batshit anyway, Tony. Like bats in the belfry, if you know what I mean.” 

“No, I don’t know, because you’re always repeating something you read. Quiet, baby, Morgan’s on the phone,” Tony mumbled. 

And what the fuck is a belfry? I questioned myself, before Parker interrupted my thoughts.  

“Who cares, Morgan won’t remember what I said the next minute. He’s already sketchy with names.” 

I gave Parker the middle finger, as if he could see it, and fuck him, because contrary to what Parker was thinking, I remembered what and who I wanted to. I wished I didn’t remember him. 

Respect had been something I’d learned from my mother, and by enlisting into the army, I’d learned I didn’t have to demonstrate my power, it was there, and after what I’d been through in Ranger School, there wasn’t any doubt that I could hold my own when it came to another man. Anyway, Parker was all mouth, and loved to hear himself talk, but there would come a time when a man couldn’t hold his tongue, as my father would say. This was coming close to that time, but out of respect for Tony, it wouldn’t be today. 

“Give me a moment with Morgan, baby,” Tony said to Parker. Asking for a moment from Parker, was like asking a baby to stop crying, while you warmed a bottle of milk. 

“I will not be silenced when I know you’re making a mistake. Someone told me that Morgan had nightmares while sleeping, and he thought he was in a firefight, and shot his dog.” There was a long silence and then Tony intervened, because there was no way I’d admit to that, and who’d told him that anyway?

“For once, baby, can you be quiet. I’m talking to my friend, and it’s about business,” Tony insisted, raising his voice. That was the first time I’d heard Tony chastise Parker, or asked him plainly to shut the fuck up.  

“Tell Parker I heard what he said, and that was a rumor, and he should know about rumors, because he spreads plenty of them.” 

I’d wanted to say that Parker would spread his legs like he spread gossip—wide and often. However, I abstained from getting into it with him or Tony. I’d been itching to answer this, even though Parker was the husband to my best friend, but he had no filters, and deserved a tongue lashing as my mother would say, but if I wanted to remain friends with Tony, I had to suck it up and move on. 
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