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“You have a reservation?” the cute blonde asked as I arrived at the restaurant.

“I am meeting someone,” I replied.

“Name?” she asked.

“Lionel Gave,” I answered.

“Nathaniel!” Lionel grinned as he came around the corner. “He is with me Lyla,” he told the blonde.

“Yes sir,” she quickly responded.

Lionel took my hand and shook it vigorously. “Let me show you around.”

Lionel gave me a grand tour of his restaurant, which he had dreamed about owning since he was a kid.

“Remember when we used to play pretend about owning a place like this?” Lionel asked as we sat in his office.

“You did. I just went along with it,” I said, sitting back in the chair and staring at my old friend.

We used to be troublemakers back in high school. We were inseparable.

Lionel was always thinking about these wild things he wanted to do when he grew up. One of them was to be a businessman, and the other was to be a fireman. I was glad the businessman’s idea took off. Lionel would have been a lousy firefighter.

“So, you in town for a few weeks?” Lionel asked as he poured some bourbon.

“Yeah, my company is sending me to Utah,” I told him. “Life on the road.”

“Not for me. I like laying down roots, and this keeps me grounded,” Lionel said, pushing my glass across the table. “To good times!”

“Good times!” I cheered as our glasses clinked together.

It was good seeing Lionel again, even though it was for a short time. I had things to do and projects to oversee, so I kept it to one drink and then headed back downstairs.

I saw the cute blonde again just before I headed out the door.

“Leaving so soon?” she asked.

“Yeah, just came by to see the boss,” I grinned.

“Ah,” she smiled as she looked behind me. “The so-called boss, you mean.”

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing,” she shrugged as she looked down at the book of reservations and names.

I stepped closer and stared at her. “Lyla?”

“If you're a good friend with him, you know what I mean.” Her blue eyes met mine, and for a moment, it seemed like she was staring right into my soul.

“Loud and clear,” I tapped the table. “I’ll be back.”

“Okay, Arnold,” Lyla grinned.

“Didn’t think you were old enough for those movies,” I teased as I walked to the door.

“My dad has a collection,” Lyla rebottled.

“Ouch!”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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While I was out of town, I did some digging into Lionel’s restaurant. What I found were hunches and rumors, but I knew Lionel and some of them seemed to fit his personality.

I had to wait a while until my job sent me close to that city again before I could make an official inquiry.

When I walked into the restaurant this time, a redhead was at the desk. “Do you have a reservation?” she asked.

“Come to see a friend,” I told her.

I stared up at the camera and waved.

Sure enough, a few moments later, Lionel came around the corner. “I got it, Stacey,” he said.

This time, Lionel wasn’t his normal smiley and cheery self.

“Not a good time, Nathaniel,” he said, looking at me. I could tell he was unhappy, even worried.

“Who is this?” a man turned the corner.

“Just a friend, Marcus, he was just leaving,” Lionel said.

“Nonsense!” Marcus said. “Any friend of our friend Lionel is a friend of us. Come on in!”

I walked behind them as we headed to the back of the restaurant and a private room that had been reserved at the door.

The men behind me didn’t look like the friendly type.

“So, we were talking,” Marcus said as he stared at me.

“He doesn’t need to know any of this,” Lionel interrupted.

I could tell Lionel was scared, scared out of his mind.

“Let the man finish,” I said, sitting back in my chair.

“See, I knew it,” Marcus laughed as he looked me up and down. “This guy knows all about you.”

“Friends from high school,” I stared right back at Marcus and his friends.

“So you know your friend here likes to put money where his mouth is,” Marcus pointed to Lionel. “Likes to bet and sure things that aren’t so sure.”

“He has a tendency to leap before he looks,” I leaned forward and put my hand on Lionel’s shoulder. “But he is a good friend of mine, so I like to keep him around.”

“I see,” Marcus stared at my hand.

I grinned as he noticed the ring. I got it while I was in the military. Only a few people got this ring, and I was sure Marcus knew exactly what it took to get it.

“Yeah, Lionel here is and always be a good friend of mine and a lot of people like me, so,” I shrugged as I sat back. “We look past his gambling problems.”

“Friends, huh?” Marcus didn’t sound so cocky now.

“All caps,” I smiled. “Throw in a few exclamation marks.”

“I see,” Marcus said, standing up. “Well, I will let you and your friend here catch up, and we will see you around, Lionel.”

Marcus and his boys started heading for the door. “Missing something?” I asked as I held up a glass. “It’s got my fingerprints on it.”

“No, we are good,” Marcus stated.

I looked up at the camera and saw them leave the restaurant. Then I turned to Lionel. “How much?”

“A lot,” Lionel admitted. “More than can pay in my lifetime.”

“Idiot!” I exclaimed.

“You shouldn’t have got involved!” Lionel stood up and paced back and forth. “Now they are going to be in here every day.”

“I got a few days of vacation,” I sighed. “I will put them in and stick around.”

“You don’t know these guys,” Lionel argued. “They don’t play by the rules.”

“I know exactly what kind of guys they are,” I grinned. “Been in many places with guys just like them.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I put in for a week’s vacation and rented a hotel room. I started looking into my new friend Marcus and found exactly what I was looking for.

“Sticking around huh?” Lyla said as she came to my table and placed my order down.

“Someone has to look out for him,” I motioned to Lionel, who was making the rounds.

“Good, I don’t like the way he gets treated,” Lyla stared back at him. “He is a good boss, better than most.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, looking at her long blonde hair and blue eyes. “I will keep him upright and breathing.”

“I am sure you will,” Lyla winked at me as she turned around and walked away.

As I left to go to my car, some guys approached me. “The boss wants to see you!” the tall, burly one said.

“The boss wants to see you!” I mocked him.

He threw a punch, and I ducked under it and throat-punched him. He fell to his knees like a sack of potatoes, and then I slammed his head into the side of my car.

“When he wakes up, tell him and your boss they know where I am; they can come and see me,” I said, stepping over the large lump on the ground and getting into my car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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I opened my door to Vinnie Testaverde and some of his cronies.

“Hey Vinnie,” I grinned. “Come on in.”

“You didn’t have to do that to my guy,” Vinnie pointed his finger at me. “He was one of my best. Now he is in the hospital.”

“Got to teach these boys manners,” I shrugged as I closed the door.

“Let’s get down to it,” Vinnie said, taking off his jacket. “Your friend owes me money,” Vinnie said, sitting down at the table as I sat opposite him. “Obviously, you know who I am, and I know who you are and what you and your friends are capable of, so let’s talk.”

“I am open to suggestions,” I told him.

“You take over the restaurant, sign everything over to you,” Vinnie started. We only deal with you and not your fat-fingered friend. Once payment is complete, which, by the numbers here,” he pushed over a book, “It should be about two years. We leave him alone, and everyone is happy.”

I looked things over, and it looked above water.

“I can agree to this, but only if your son leaves him alone,” I pushed the book over.

“Marcus?” Vinnie laughed. “He likes to play the part, but he is way over his head, plus he is a step son, I married his mom,” Vinnie shrugged. “What can I say I am a sucker for red heads.”

“Okay, Lionel still runs it, I sign everything over to me, you take your cut and leave when it’s all done,” I agreed.

It wasn’t something I wanted to do, but the alternative made my hands way dirtier than they should have been.

“Good doing business with you,” Vinnie smiled.

“Next time, just call,” I said, walking them to the door.

“What can I say, I love the old ways,” Vinnie grinned.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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Lionel wasn’t happy with the deal, but he knew there was no other way. He would never be able to pay the money back, but this way, he could keep breathing.

On the other hand, I had to turn in my resignation and buy a place in the city. I knew I could get another job in two years, so it wasn’t that bad.

I had money saved up, and it was time for me to stop traveling all over the country.

“Nice place,” Lyla said as she visited my condo in the sky.

“You like?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Lyla said, standing by the large window and looking out at the city. “Better than my place.”

“Well there is a vacancy across the hall,” I told her.

“Oh yeah?” Lyla grinned. “So, we could be neighbors?”

“You could come over and watch some movies with me.”

“I don’t know,” Lyla teased me. “I am not good at looking at those old black and white movies.”

I pretended to be shocked at what she said, and she smiled back at me.

“It’s way more than I could afford,” Lyla said as I pulled her close to me.

“I am the boss now,” I stared down into her blue eyes.

“Oh no, you’re not going to give me special privileges,” Lyla shook her head. “I want to work my way to the top, not sleep my way.”

“Sleep? Who said anything about sleeping?”

“Oh, you will be snoring in no time, trust me,” Lyla grinned.

We barely made it to my bedroom before all our clothes were off. Lyla’s body looked amazing as she climbed on top of me.

Her huge breasts felt great in my hands as she rode my dick. “For an old man you last longer than some of the guys my age,” Lyla stared down at me as she rocked her body back and forth.

“I will show you old,” I grinned as I turned her over onto her back and pushed my cock into her.

“Show me!” Lyla challenged me. “Show me what you got!”

We fucked each other hard and fast; sometimes, I was on top, and others, she was on top of me. I hated to see her leave in the morning, but I was hoping to see her again soon.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Evening,” Lyla waved as I came into work the following day.

I waved back at her and headed for the office.

“Don’t look so down,” I told Lionel. “It’s still your place, I know nothing about running a restaurant, it’s just in my name.”

“I know,” Lionel said.

“Then go, be happy do whatever it is you do,” I waved him off.

Lionel walked away, leaving me in his office. Now, I had to find something to do.

I looked over the papers and books to make sure everything was okay. Sure enough, everything was good. I was hoping there weren’t any so I could do something to pass the time.

Then I saw something on camera.

“I swear!” I laughed as I left the office.

I walked around the corner towards the front door. “Marcus?” I asked.

“He wants the back room,” Lyla stated. “We already have it reserved for a private party.”

“There you go,” I said. “Reserve it for another day, and it’s yours.”

“We are booked for that room for the next month,” Lyla stared at him.

“My father will hear about this!” Marcus shouted.

“Want me to call him?”

I had a few choice words with Vinnie, and he promised to keep his son on a leash. I compromised by changing the booking so Marcus could have it for his birthday.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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“You’re good at this!” Lyla breathed heavily as she stared at me.

“Not bad for an old man?”

“Not bad at all,” Lyla smiled. “Better than most of the guys I used to date.”

“I don’t think bringing up other guys in the bed is such a good idea,” I told her.

“Please,” Lyla smirked. “You just went two rounds
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