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Chapter One

 


The day that hooker fell
dead on my dick changed my life forever …

It’s almost like he was born with bad
luck. The name should have been his first clue. Dick Daniels. He
went by his middle name, Kyler, but from birth to death he’d be
known as Dick fucking Daniels. His mother wanted a girl and got two
boys. She died from lung cancer when Kyler was ten and his brother
Josh, eleven. Those three packs a day finally caught up with her. A
year after that, his father was laid off—shitty economy. That’s
when the hitting started. At fifteen, the belts came into the
picture. Josh tried to go to the cops once. The social worker
hadn’t even come into the house and Josh had been beaten so badly
that night that Kyler could have sworn he literally saw the hope
leaving his eyes. Josh retreated further and further into himself
after that. Kyler tried to be thankful, positive. It could be
worse. They lived in a neighborhood that showed how much worse it
could be. Hookers. Their kids were sold off every night to the
highest bidder. Drug dealers lived across the street so there was
an occasional shoot out. Officer Jones constantly wailed on Mrs.
Jones.

Just because Kyler got slapped around
a few times a month didn’t mean he had to hate life.

It was hard, but Kyler kept his
attitude light and that fake smile plastered onto his face. If
enough people believed he was happy, it might come true. Hell, he
graduated high school today. Sure, no one attended for him and all
his friends left with their families leaving him alone, but he
graduated! He could give up his shitty part time job at the grocery
store. Josh, his brother, worked in the back stacking stuff at
night and during the day at a hardware store. Soon Josh would have
enough money for them to get the fuck out of here.

Gone. Vanish. Disappear.

Their father would have to beat up the
wall instead of them. Kyler couldn’t wait for that day. He could
almost see it, almost taste the satisfaction. He hunched down as he
walked down the block and kept his eyes on the ground. Most of the
scary fuckers here already knew him and left him alone. He wasn’t a
snitch and he wasn’t competition. He was a shadow, a flicker of
something in the fog. Nothing to be concerned about. Nothing to
remember.

The houses quickly turned
to apartments and overturned garbage cans. The smell that seeped
from around here was the worst. He kept walking, ignoring the sting
in his side. He hadn’t been fast enough getting out of his father’s
way and the punch to the side had been solid. That didn’t happen
often anymore. Kyler had gotten faster, much faster. Right now, he
was speed walking past the cheap apartments into the city.
Ah, New York. There was
nothing like it and he hoped to never see it again. He wanted a
small town. He wanted a place where everyone smiled and there were
no hookers on the corner. Or at least discreet hookers. Hell,
that’s where he was headed right now. For his graduation present to
himself, he was going to get himself a sloppy blowjob. It might be
a waste of money, but shit, people only graduated high school once
and he hadn’t even thought he was going to get that far.

“Hey there, tiny dicky,”
the tall black guy yelled from across the street. The posse with
him laughed.

“No one could compete with
you, Nero!”

“Damn fucking right,” Nero
snorted and smacked the closest guy on the shoulder.

Kyler was used to the jokes. At five
foot nine he was short and many of the guys on the street liked to
goad him with that fact. It didn’t bother Kyler one bit. Shorter
meant faster. That was always an advantage. He shoved a few strands
of black hair off his forehead and kept walking.

“Hey, baby, you looking
for a mommy to teach you how to please a woman?” The catcall came
from a chubby brunette in a slinky black dress.

Kyler kept moving. She crept into the
shadows when a police car rolled past. There was a pretty blonde
near the door of another set of apartments. Her hair laid on her
shoulders and an easy smile was on her face. When she looked at
him, he jerked his gaze down to the ground and kept going. His
destination wasn’t much further. Hell, he passed these people every
day when he had a late night at the library studying. Kyler’s goal
should be right around … there. He slowed down and locked eyes with
the blue eyed, blond haired man.

“Hey, handsome.” Blondie
smiled.

Kyler smiled back. Now, if anyone ever
found out he was gay, that’d be a different story. Kyler discovered
when he was fourteen with Molly Lee in the back of the grocery
store trying his first cigarette. The cigarette had made him throw
up and having Molly open her legs did nothing for his dick. Sure,
he’d grunted and tried to get off, but he’d just embarrassed them
both. When she started to laugh, he took off down the street with
this dick still hanging out. The sad part was that hadn’t been the
worst night of his life. At least then he knew he liked guys. He
could get off looking at underwear ads and occasionally when the
house was empty he’d discreetly search gay porn on the household
computer.

“You need some company
tonight?” Blondie sniffled and grinned. He wore tight black pants
and a plain white shirt that buttoned up. All the buttons were
opened revealing his skinny torso and hairless chest.

Kyler was already feeling his cock
come to life. “Maybe.” He stopped and leaned against the wall. He’d
never done this before. He had no idea how to start this whole
fucking process. Suddenly nervous, he wiped his sweaty hands on his
pants.

“Oh, little boy, you’re
new at this.” Blondie laughed softly, but it was cruel. The sound
was almost pity filled. “Tell me whatchya want?” He wiggled his
eyebrows and sniffled again.

“Something.” Well, that
was fucking helpful. Kyler cleared his throat. “I graduated
today.”

Blondie’s grin widened. “High school,
baby?”

He nodded. Did he look
that young? Maybe he should grow a beard or something. Damn it, he
knew what he wanted. “I want a blowjob,” Kyler blurted.
Way to be tactful.

“That right,
baby?”

“A throat fuck.” That’s
what they called it in the pornos.

Blondie snickered. “Tell you what,
baby. I’ll even give you a discount.”

“H-how much?”

Blondie glanced left then right. “You
got a twenty on you?”

Kyler nodded.

He reached out and took his hand.
“Come on, baby. I’m going to make your dreams come
true.”

The alley was darker now that the sun
was nearly gone. Colorful rays of light reflected off dumpsters and
an open door. That must be where blondie lived. Kyler swallowed
hard, nervous, but also excited. He liked the porn videos where one
guy took charge, took control, became the master. Maybe it was his
upbringing, but that kind of power made him hard as a rock. With
each step they took down the alley, his jeans got tighter and
tighter in the crotch. Kyler’s fingers practically tingled thinking
about grabbing blondie’s head and holding him still while he fucked
his mouth. Kyler shivered from fucking excitement. The end of the
alley was a brick wall that crumbled at the top. There was, oddly
enough, a table and chairs set up here. It was old and weather
worn, but better than just standing there. Honestly, Kyler didn’t
know if his legs would hold him up. He’d never had his dick sucked
before.

“You sit down right there,
baby.”

Kyler did, shifting a bit to get
comfortable. His cock was fully erect now, hiding behind the zipper
of his jeans like the Incredible Hulk about to burst out and smash
everything. The analogy made Kyler snicker.

Then Blondie went to his knees before
Kyler and the world narrowed on this one spot, this one moment. He
slid his hands up Kyler’s thighs.

Wow, even that felt good. Kyler held
his breath when Blondie lifted his shirt, unbuttoned, and then
unzipped.

“Well, would you look at
that beast.” Blondie licked his lips.

Beast, really? Kyler grinned. Sure, he
wasn’t that long, about average at six inches, but his girth was
enough to keep him from getting self-conscious. No one had ever
called his dick a beast, though.

Blondie reached in and pulled Kyler’s
dick out.

The feeling of warm flesh meeting his
dick was beautiful. It was fall here and the nip in the air only
made those fingers feel better wrapped around his girth—or trying
to. Kyler smiled because Blondie couldn’t wrap his hand around his
dick completely.

“Before I get my mouth on
this, baby, I need the money.”

“Oh, yeah, right.” Of
course. Kyler felt stupid as he reached in his pocket and pulled
out the money. The twenty dollar bill wouldn’t break him. He saved
a totally of four hundred dollars from work that nobody knew about.
It was all stashed in their backyard beneath a huge
tree.

Blondie took the cash and shoved it in
his own pocket then smiled. “And don’t you worry about being too
rough on me, baby. I can take it. You do whatever you want to my
mouth. Your first blowjob should be spectacular.”

Oh, it would be. Kyler shivered and
adjusted again. His balls were uncomfortably full and the urge to
come was nearly overwhelming. Then Blondie lowered his face to
Kyler’s lap. This was it. This was it! He held his breath and
nearly choked when Blondie’s lips touched his dick. “Fucking hell.”
Kyler’s head fell back. Yeah, yeah, that was better than he
expected. Blondie’s tongue swirled along Kyler’s foreskin and along
his slit. “Son of a…” He groaned, the precum bubbled up and Blondie
licked at it. Kyler took him at his word and did what he wanted. He
slid his hands into those blond locks—they were actually nice and
soft. “Suck me. Deeper.” The command felt natural and smooth to
say.

Blondie moaned.

Kyler’s grip tightened as that warm,
wet mouth began to go down on his cock. “Fuck, yes!” That was the
feeling he’d been searching for. Pleasure slithered up and down his
spine. His dick was engulfed in Blondie’s mouth. Kyler pushed down
on his head, sending more of his length between his
lips.

Blondie mumbled something and went all
the way.

“Holy fucking shit. Fuck
me. Oh, my God.” Kyler couldn’t keep silent. He glanced down to see
Blondie’s mouth stretched wide around his girth. Saliva dripped to
his balls. The hooker’s blue eyes were rolled upward to watch him.
Kyler held him there, forcing him to keep his cock buried
deep.

Blondie closed his eyes, winced a
bit.

Kyler released his hold and nearly had
a fucking heart attack when that wet mouth slithered back up his
dick.

“Good, baby?”

Kyler grunted unable to speak. His
hands were still in Blondie’s hair. He gripped them harder. “Again.
Deep.”

“I do love a boy who knows
what he wants.” He sniffled and licked Kyler’s tip.

“No. Deep.” He pressed on
Blondie’s head and groaned when that mouth opened wide. His cock
slid along teeth and tongue. It felt so amazing, so perfect. Kyler
pressed harder until Blondie’s nose pressed against his nest of
dark pubic hair. “Yeah. That’s it.” That felt amazing. Kyler held
Blondie’s head and started to thrust upward. Wet squishy sounds
echoed down the dark hallway. “That’s amazing.” Kyler pushed
harder, forcing Blondie to take his entire length. “Hold it.” Kyler
grit his teeth and kept the pressure on the back of Blondie’s head.
“Hold it.” Oh my God. Kyler shuddered and moaned. His toes curled
up and he would have sworn he heard angels. No, not angels. Was
that sirens? Kyler jerked his head up. Lights were flashing down
the alley. “Fuck!” It figures. His first hooker and he’d get caught
by the cops. He let go of Blondie’s head. Kyler yelped when the
other man awkwardly turned to the side, scraping teeth along the
delicate skin of his erection. “Fuck man!”

Blondie slumped to the side and rolled
to his back.

Thought stopped. Words wouldn’t form.
Kyler looked down into Blondie’s face with precum and saliva
smeared on his lips. His eyes were open, staring at the starless
sky. “Blondie?” Kyler whispered.

“Police! Police! Stop
right there.”

Fuck me, Blondie was dead. Kyler
didn’t panic, he fucking flipped out. Cops were charging down the
alley. How the fuck did they know? How did they get here so fast?
How could his fucking luck be this bad? Kyler jumped to his feet,
leaped onto the rickety table and jumped to the wall. He pulled
himself up as the police shouts came closer. Dead. Blondie was
dead. He’d killed somebody! Kyler lost his footing and fell to the
other side of the wall. The fall knocked the wind out of him, but
not the fight. He shoved to his feet and hauled ass down the alley.
He leaped over a homeless guy sticking out of a cardboard box and
slammed his shoulder into a dumpster sticking out.

“Stop! Police!”

They were coming over the fucking
wall! Kyler stumbled when his pants started falling. Fuck. Shit. He
hadn’t even zipped up. He tucked his cock away as he ran, keeping
his hand over it so he didn’t accidently catch any skin.

Dead. Blondie was dead.

He’d suffocated that poor guy on his
fucking dick.

Kyler ran faster. It was almost like
his life led up to this bad moment. He shot out the alley into the
street and kept going. A car nearly plowed into him. It clipped his
hip, more like grazed. Right now, Kyler felt no pain. Terror,
panic, absolutely overwhelming fear. God damn it! He’d just wanted
a fucking blowjob! Lights and siren were all around him. They were
coming down the block at fucking light speed. He shoved between two
hookers and ignored their shouts.

Faster, he had to go faster. Where the
fuck was he even going? If they found out who he was they’d be at
his house. Shit. Fuck. Kyler took the next left and skidded to a
stop. “Nero!” He nearly lost his shoe as he flew across the
street.

“Shit, boy, don’t be
running up on me like that.” Nero eased open his jacket. The gun
there was black and shiny, resting on his hip.

“I’ll give you forty bucks
to hide me until morning.” He blurted it out. What the fuck else
could he do?

Nero narrowed his gaze.

The sirens were getting closer. “Now,
please. Forty bucks. I just need to hide in your place until
morning. That’s it.” His breath came out in quick pants. What if he
said no?

“You start some shit?” He
asked. The two guys beside him perked up.

“Forty-five. No
questions.” That’s all he had on him.

“Gang shit?” Nero asked,
glancing around and placing a hand on his gun.

“No.”

“Give me the
money.”

Oh, thank
God. Kyler took the two twenties out of
his pocket and slide the five dollar bill out of his shoe. In this
neighborhood it was good not to keep it all in the same place. He
handed over the money and took a step toward the front door of the
ratty apartment building. He could hide there all night and figure
out what the fuck to do. If they didn’t know his name then no harm
done. If they did… Oh God, he’d killed somebody.

Nero placed a hand on Kyler’s chest
and pushed.

He nearly fell on his ass.
“Nero?”

“You think I give a fuck
about what happens to some scrawny white kid. This money here keeps
you alive, tonight.”

Son of bitch! A cop car pulled down
the street. “Fuck.”

Nero laughed, the motherfucker
actually laughed. “I’m messing with you, tiny dicky. Get your ass
in there before I change my mind.”

Holy fuck.
Kyler grabbed his chest. Was this a heart attack?
This had to be something serious. Kyler hauled ass into the
building, taking the long hallway to the back door. He stopped
against the wall, gasping for breath and about ready to scream.
Nero had been fucking with him. Of all the nights, tonight that
bastard decided to tease him. Kyler bent over and stuck his head
between his legs. His stomach rolled and lurched.

Dead. Those blue eyes
vacant.

Kyler shoved a hand over
his mouth and tried to calm down. Calm the
fuck down, damn it! They may not know it
was him. The police car soared down the block, past Nero and right
toward Kyler’s house. That was fucking impossible, wasn’t it? How
could they know who he was? Bile rose up. The cops were looking for
him. Murder. He was going to be arrested for murder. Kyler took
huge gulps of air and slid down the wall to the floor.

Jesus fucking Christ.

He’d just wanted a blowjob.


Chapter Two

 


Eight months
later

 Seamus grunted as he lifted the weights. Left. Right. Left.
Right. The sweat that beaded his body soaked through his t-shirt.
He felt good working out, productive. Not that he had much to do
here at work. He’d always wanted to be in law enforcement, but when
he got into Quantico the chance to be so much more leaped at him.
Who was he to say no? Now, he wondered if he’d leaped too quickly.
They found out he was gay. Not that he flaunted his love of dick,
but an ex-boyfriend nearly burning down his house sort of
screamed, I’m into guys!
Hell, it hadn’t been that bad. High school was
worse. Here there was just this quiet air when he walked into a
room that made him want to walk right out. Seamus lowered the
weights and wiped his brow with the back of his hand.

“Looking good.” The burly
voice actually belonged to a woman. Yeah, Agent Laura Sullivan.
She’d been trying to get into his pants since he started, even
after she found out he was gay.

“You’re pissing on the
wrong hydrant, sweetheart.”

She laughed, short and clipped then
pulled her brown hair into a bun on her head. “Care to do some one
on one?” She wiggled her eyebrows and then raked her gaze over him,
lingering on his ass.

His dick didn’t even budge, but he did
feel damn uncomfortable. It felt like she was undressing him with
her eyes. Seamus snorted and moved to the treadmill. He started it
at a jog and stared right out the window at the employee parking
lot. When he was on here the world faded away. There was nothing
but the pounding of his footsteps and his best attempt at keeping
his breathing even.

“I could make you scream.”
She hopped on the treadmill beside his, starting it low so she was
barely walking.

“That’s supposed to be my
line.”

“Oh, I’m positive you make
all your lovers scream.” Her gaze shifted lower, lower,
lower.

He stopped the treadmill. “Seriously,
Laura. You do know guys can claim sexual harassment,
too.”

She rolled her eyes.

He opened his mouth, tired of this
shit when his name was called from across the room.
“What?”

“Boss man wants to see you
in his office.”

Seamus grabbed his gym bag on the
floor, saw she’d tossed her business card with cell number scrawled
on the back in there, and he left it on the nearest bench. He
didn’t even look back as he rushed into the men’s locker room and
took the fastest shower of his life. Hell, he was still shoving the
shirt over his head and his feet in his shoes as he stumbled out of
the room. Boss man wanted to see him? Him? That was great. Well,
normally great. That meant a big assignment, something important.
Seamus took the elevator to the fifth floor and then ran to the
secretary’s desk. He gave little old Martha a wink and heard her
giggle like a school girl. See? His charms weren’t lost on
anyone.

“Go right in.” She smiled
at him, her grey hair pulled up like it was glued to her head. “And
fix your tie.”

“You’re the sexiest woman
in here,” he muttered as he adjusted his tie and placed his hand on
the doorknob.

Martha grunted. “That means a lot
coming from a man that loves penis.” She sighed. Martha was always
looking for her next boyfriend. At fifty-two she was in the best
shape of her life with a hunger for younger guys with six packs.
She winked at him and then stared at his ass until he was in the
office.

He loved Martha, even if she did drink
too much at the Christmas party every year and pinch his ass.
“Sir.” He stood with his feet braced apart and his hands clasped in
front of him.

Boss man was known to everyone by his
last name, Huertas. He was just as old as Martha, but he
secretly—not so secret to anyone with eyes—dyed his hair black. He
had a mustache that would probably scare little children and a
cigar habit that made his office stink. “What?” He practically
growled the word and then looked up. “Oh, Agent Katice.”

“You asked for me, sir.” A
case. A real case! No more investigating tips or looking at cold
case files he had no chance of solving.

“Sit down.”

Seamus did, clasping his
hands together in anticipation. Over the last few years he’d given
up hope of ever doing his dream and actually thought about leaving.
Not that he had anywhere to go. His father had retired from
the Garda Síochána—the Irish police force.
He got a fishing boat and anchored it off
the coast of their homeland, Ireland. That lasted four months
before he sold the boat, opened a pub, and bought a cottage on the
ocean. His mother, may the devil watch over her, was who the fuck
cared. She left when he was ten and good fucking riddance. Seamus
tried to keep from smiling as he sat there waiting for his chance
to change the world.

“We need you to go
undercover.”

Those were the
words!

“We had a possible
terrorist alert a few months ago. The kid looked up bomb making on
some chat rooms that we’ve been monitoring. Investigated the
brother, but no red flags are popping up. Cops questioned him,
followed him around for a week, and found nothing suspicious.
Locals tried to pick Kyler up, found him with a hooker that
overdosed and he took off. He got a job at some strip joint
upstate. The day after he got there, materials were ordered that
could make a hell of a bang and hurt a lot of people. The stuff
could be for the construction job, but my ass is not going on the
line if he does create a bomb. We can’t bring him in for
questioning without tipping him off that we’re on to him. Your job
is to make friends, find out what he’s up to, what he’s going to
attack and if he’s working with anyone.”

Holy crap, this was huge! Seamus took
the file extended to him and eased it open. “Solo
mission?”

“Yes.”

“His name is Dick Daniels?
Seriously? Um, sir.” Seamus glanced over the file. Seemed straight
forward, shouldn’t be too hard to… His eyes scanned the folder and
stopped on the words that seemed to jump out at a man like him.
Strip joint. This Dick Daniels worked at a male strip joint. “Sir,
why me?” Seamus’s excitement withered and died a silent death.
“I’ve been passed up for every mission I’ve applied for, even the
low-level ones.”

Huertas sighed and shoved an unlit
cigar into his mouth.

“No smoking in there.”
Martha’s voice pierced the walls.

He grumbled something then put the
cigar back on the desk. “You’re replacing a contractor that’s going
to work in the building. Seamus Quinn. The same first name.” He
stood up. “He’s an Irish guy.” He glanced at Seamus hair. “You,
Katice, are definitely Irish.”

“And?”

“And you’re a perfect
fit.”

Seamus waited, his hands curling into
fists.

“And…” Huertas sighed. “We
need someone in there and … it’s a gay club.”

There it was.

“You know I don’t think
anything’s wrong with your sexual preference. You’re a good agent.
You’re a good guy, and we need you in this. We need someone who’s
not going to flinch if you get smacked in the face by a stripper’s
dick!” He winced and grabbed the cigar. “Just. Do this. I can make
it an order, but, honestly, gay or not, I think you can prove
yourself as good an agent as I think you are.”

“Well, I’ve been called
worse.” Seamus closed the file.

Huertas went to the window, shoved it
open and lit the cigar. “So, do I have to make it an
order?”

“No, sir.” He stood. “But
I’m going to need some books on construction.” Hell, the only thing
he knew how to do was swing one hammer and he didn’t think his dick
counted.

****

Kyler celebrated his
nineteenth birthday today and it was a milestone he didn’t think
he’d see. He had money in his pocket—at least, enough to celebrate
with Jack Daniels and some porn. This wasn’t even his worst
birthday ever. He had a roof over his head. Granted it was the same
one he worked at, but it kept him warm. He’d found this little
joint in a no name town a few months ago. The Cox Club. Come on,
how could he pass that up? The owner was a scary fucker named
Sebastian, but it turned out to be the best decision of his life.
And Kyler didn’t have too many things that actually worked out. The
interview had been bad, too. Kyler’s stomach kept growling. He’d
blown through the money he’d taken from home because the cops had
found his house ridiculously fast. He still had no idea how they
knew he killed that hooker. Anyway, after that, he stole a car.
When the gas ran out, he walked, and a few miles later he stared up
at a brand-new sign that read The Cox
Club: A Gay Gentlemen’s Club. It made
Kyler snort and stumble in. “I need a job.” It was the first thing
he blurted to the guy behind the bar as the half-dressed men danced
on the stage behind him.

Sebastian’s brown eyes bored into him
like they’d leave a fucking hole. “That so?”

“I can dance. I’ll take
half the pay for the job if it includes a couch to sleep on.” Kyler
was desperate and starving. His picture had been all over the news
so he grew a beard and that seemed to have worked so
far.

“We don’t want trouble.
You’re running from something.” Sebastian crossed his arms over his
chest.

Kyler didn’t say anything. He
couldn’t. The guy was scary and he was about to fall down. With a
sigh he
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