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MAXWELL GOLD HAD IT all... until he didn’t. He was born into a wealthy family where he would inherit his father’s company. One of the prestigious investment banks, headquartered in Manhattan with branches in Tokyo, Great Britain, and Germany. 

The CEO of the company, he presided over banks and hotels, real estate, and much more. Max, as he liked to be called, married a woman he went to high school with, and at the insistence of his elderly father, who could bark out a lecture about the ethics and principles of being married.

Maxwell as his father referred to him, and the board of directors of the company dared call him, behind his back, hated that name. He had much preferred Max. But no one had referred to him as Max since grade school and college.  

Two years ago, Max stood in Maxwell Senior’s office and heard the following lecture: 

“You have to be settled, Maxwell. If you expect me to hand over my interest in this company. I need you with a clear head—and the only way that’s possible is for you to stop drinking so much and settle down and fuck one woman. Hopefully your wife,” Max Senior said, pointing his finger at Max as he stood at the door, preventing Max from walking out on his speech. 

The old man, Max Sr. continued his tirade. “I know what it is to be a young man.” 

Max raised an eyebrow, placed his hands in his suit pocket, and strode with his long legs over to a window overlooking the Manhattan skyline, to glance out of the nearest window, and exhale. The thought of his father being a young man. Ever. Was a joke.

Really? For fuck’s sake, Father, you haven’t been a young man for years, and I doubt if your dick ever got hard around anything but your money, Max thought. He couldn’t wait to get rid of Maxwell Sr., and get on with his day of drinking and working his ass off so he didn’t have to go home.

It was the same lecture his father gave him even after he married. The only difference now, Max didn’t give a fuck anymore, and when his father ventured down that rabbit hole, he would walk out as he did today.   

Max would work and play until all times of the night, and this was one such day for that. He relished working, drinking, and then driving his cars and motorcycles he stored in a garage owned by his company. He didn’t know what he liked more, hanging out with the boys drinking or riding his motorcycles with them at breakneck speed around Manhattan during the early-morning hours.

And then there were the women. He couldn’t pass an ass he didn’t want to claim. Especially if it was tight, shapely, and round.    

When Maxwell Gold Jr. trooped into his office after visiting with his father, he glanced around and thought about all the nights he’d wasted, all the time he’d squandered in his life, trying to conform to his father’s wishes and to his family’s expectations. He marched around, taking stock of his vast office with its fancy decorations; the hunter-green curtains and mahogany desk and expensive pens fit for a bygone era. His father’s era. 

He sat at his desk, placed his feet up, and crossed his legs, stretching them out on the desk he had much disdain for. Then he leaned forward, placed his feet on the floor, and with one hand, he made a quick movement, sending the pictures of his wife and all the crap lined up to give the appearance of a man in control of his life, falling on-to the floor. The truth was he wasn’t in control of dick. Not even his own, for that matter. 

Just hours before seeing his father, he had been fucking a gorgeous woman. However, it had taken hours before he could get his cock to perform, and he didn’t know why. Well, that isn’t actually the truth, Max thought. He knew why. This wasn’t what he desired or wanted. Maybe he wanted what his father had suggested—to be home at night fucking his beautiful wife.

At twenty-eight, he didn’t know what the fuck he needed. But after careful thought, Max knew it sure wasn’t fucking his wife. 

Max wanted and needed something different. Something that would have him hard for days and keep him hard through his marriage of two years. The marriage that had been sanctioned by his father. To the wife who had been selected by his father.

He would never hand over his company to a gay man even if he was his son. And that’s why Maxwell Gold—with all his money and all his toys and cocky attitude—chose to suppress his desires and conform to what his father wanted from him:—a straight man married to a beautiful woman.  

The idea that he could have sex with men never occurred to him because he’d never had a gay relationship with anyone. What made its way into his headspace would stay there. His lust and desire for a man would never see the light of day. Not if he expected to inherit the other half of the company which was his due to birth and hard work he’d put in over the years.   

Staring out past the leather couches, he held his cock as it twitched at the thought of fucking a man. To feel his dick brushing against another man’s cock thrilled him to no end. And whenever his wife sucked his cock, he never thought of her on her knees in front of him, but a male kneeling before him with Max’s balls brushing his nameless face, dick down his throat, going so far down that he could lose himself inside this nameless and faceless guy.

That was how Max spent some of his days daydreaming when he wasn’t working or getting an occasional blowjob from his wife, Paige. But what he really wanted from her was to fuck her in the ass the way he would a dude. He solved that notion with some of the newly hired women who were looking to move up in the company. 

Maybe that would make his life more bearable. But Paige never would consent to that, so he gave up trying and instead settled for what he had: a cold, unfeeling relationship controlled by his father. As well as a wife who’d married him for his money who would give him a blowjob occasionally, when she felt the need, just to keep him coming home at night, and keep the money flowing.  

Now he was going through the motions of being interested in the business his father and grandfather had set out for him to run, and the woman his father had chosen for him to marry. He found a way to make his life bearable.   

He was referred to in college as Mr. Gold’s son. The one who would carry on the Gold name. The one who would have children and give Max’s father the sons and daughter’s that Maxwell Gold Sr. expected. Blue-eyed sons and daughters like Max who would rule the world. 

The only sons and daughters that Max would have with Paige would come by way of a surrogate, because all his wife cared about, was not having his dick in her. If she had swallowed his come that would have been enough for him not to dread going home. But tonight he would regret going home, and the only thing that would make that tolerable, would be if he fucked one of the newly hired interns first.

“Miss Alison.” Max called his secretary on the intercom. “Would you have Kiarra meet me in my office in fifteen minutes?” 

“Yes, Mr. Gold. Do you need me at this time?” 

Why would I need her? She’s not going to bend over and let me have her ass. She’s old enough to be my grandmother, Max thought.

“You should have another person present when you speak to these young interns. I mean with the sexual harassment cases. You know the Me Too movement.” 

Max’s eyes glazed over. For fuck’s sake. 

“We can’t have a lawsuit, after all, it’s your father’s company,” Alison croaked.

“I’m well aware of the lawsuits, and this is my company also. I think everyone seems to forget that. If lawsuits are what you’re worried about and not your job, continue on this course of advising me about what I should and shouldn’t do, and you will be looking for new employment. I will inherit this company, and I hope you want to stay on—if for no other reason than to increase your social security payments.”

I know I’m being too rough with her, but I’m tired of my father’s generation telling me what I should do. Haven’t they fucked up this world enough? Max sat, jittery, his feet shaking, tapping his pen on his desk, hoping to get his fuck in before he left to meet his boys.   

“Yes sir, Mister Gold.” 

I like the way she said that. Mister. I haven’t heard that in a while. 

My father would shit a brick if he knew I was hanging out with my gay friends from college. 

“I guess that got her attention. Too many people want to tell me how to run my life,” Max murmured. “Even if she’s right, I don’t need another fucking person organizing my life for me.” Max ran his hands though his dark, silky hair. He then removed his tie and unbuttoned two buttons on his pristine white shirt, took off his gold cuff links, and dropped them into a bowl in his private restroom fully equipped with a shower and all the amenities that come with running a billion- dollar company. 

He would need a quick shower after his exercise with Kiarra. 

Kiarra knew once she walked into Max’s office what she was getting into—or what Max was getting into, and that was her ass. That was all that had interested him when he first met her and hired her. She had the most voluptuous, the hardest bottom Max had come across. It was firm, and muscular, shaped like a boy’s behind. She must have spent hours at the gym getting it in shape. And I will reward her for the attention she paid to something that perfect. 

It reminded Max of a jock’s ass and that would suit him just fine. The thought of placing his hard cock in her dark opening gave his headspace just what he needed to make it through the weekend and perhaps through a month of not being satisfied enough. 

As a young man not yet thirty, he wanted to fuck every day and night. He stayed hard but only when he thought of fucking a hole.  

As a young “straight” man—now there’s a joke. Max thought he could conform and live inside his own mind, never acting on his sexual desires for the same sex. He had made it through twenty-eight years of repressing his desires, and the only way he could keep them hidden were to let them remain there in his head, and never let them see the light of day. Having his friends take him to a BDSM club in the village did nothing for him. The floggings he endured had only made him more aroused and in need of a hole to place his needy cock.  

Max retrieved a condom, laid it on the counter, and then reached inside the cabinet for a bottle of lube. 

With a smile of satisfaction and anticipation, he glanced at himself in the mirror and swiped his tongue across his bottom lip. Max had one thought as he opened the door to the restroom carrying the condom and lube in one hand. Take her hard.

Toeing off his shoes and placing his socks neatly near the sofa, he glanced at his watch noticing that Kiarra was late. 

Max enjoyed the idea of undressing her and her undressing him. He wished it was a man he was disrobing and not a woman. A woman will have to do for now, and forever, he thought.     

Waiting for Kiarra, Max’s mind fell to his college years. Weren’t those glorious years? All the freedom, drinking, and pussy he could get his hands on. But that was never what he wanted. At least there was one thing he wanted—a big cock inside him, or his cock inside the man. It didn’t matter which because it wasn’t going to happen.  

He would never have his desires come to fruition as long as his father was alive, and as long as he was the heir to his father’s fortune. It was the lure of the money that kept him on the straight and narrow. How could he afford all his expensive suits and the penthouse apartment in New York and the homes in San Francisco and apartments in Seattle? How could he afford all the cars and motorcycles? 

His toys.

His reasons for living.

Being married once was enough. He would never have the passions swirling around in his head, so he resigned himself to being a husband. 

He didn’t consider fucking a woman cheating because that wasn’t his dark need. That wasn’t in his headspace. It would be cheating if he fucked a man. Max took his sex where he could find it, where it was convenient, and made himself satisfied with Paige. When he married her, he knew right away that it wouldn’t work out. He didn’t want children, and she didn’t want any with him. Just the thought of the whole nightmare made his stomach churn, or the daily doses of liquor, a habit he managed to hold on to since college. 

In college, he would get drunk beyond recognition. Two sheets to the wind was his rallying cry. And that was how it began, and he was certain it would end that way. He got drunk and fucked whatever pussy appeared in front of him, and there was plenty. But no men. He was known as a cock hound who loved women and therefore kept his reputation intact. 

The talk in college was that everyone loved Max, even the gays because he was open and relatable. He could be a politician the way he appealed to straight, gay, and queer alike.   

A knock on the door separated Max from his thoughts as they slipped from college to now and the ass that awaited him. He leaned back in his chair placed his hand behind his head and looked up and with a smile and said, “Come in.”

It hadn’t taken long. Max had Kiarra leaning across his desk facing a picture of his father. He hiked up her dress, lubed up her ass hole, placed two fingers in to make sure she was good and loose for his hard package he would deliver into her. He shoved in his fingers past his knuckles, pulled them out quickly, and then the slick head of his cock shoved inward followed by a grunt from him or possibly her, he didn’t know which and didn’t care. With a thrust of his hips, his entire long hard wet cock wrapped in its covering struggled to get through her hole. 

His balls finally made contact against her ass cheeks. 

Holding on to Kiarra’s muscular ass, he was now balls-deep inside her. But that didn’t appear to be enough for Max. He had to summon thoughts in his head. 

“You’re not concentrating, Mr. Maxwell,” Kiarra said craning her head around as Max pushed in and out of her ass as he held her hair with one hand and one cheek with the other.

“Don’t call me Mr. Maxwell. That makes me soft.” And shut the fuck up, Max thought.

“What do you want me to call you?”

“Sir,” Max said pushing hard into her dark passage at the thought of hearing that word come from her lips. But it did nothing to arouse him when she said it. He knew then that he didn’t want that word coming from her, but from some unknown voice in his head. A voice that was more masculine but with a softness to it that Kiarra didn’t possess. 

Then Max imagined a young man with flawless skin and hard ass lying before him, legs spread wide and in the air, holding open his cheeks for him to dive deep inside. When this picture entered his head, he dropped his load in the condom and pulled out. 

****  
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“MR. GOLD, HAVE YOU forgotten that you were supposed to meet some of your college friends at that French bistro on Fifth Avenue?” 

Max glanced up with a raised eyebrow. He needed to stop at his apartment and change first. 

“Mrs. Gold said that she would be out for the evening with friends having dinner after her shopping spree, and she would be home later.”

“I forgot Mrs. Gold had plans.” Max peered up from behind his desk looking into Megan’s brown eyes. Indeed, Paige had a standing engagement every Friday night.  I’ve got to stop drinking, Max thought. His eyes swung to Megan, one of the new hires who usually helped out Alison with technology. 

“Remind me to bring my wife some flowers and to lay off the booze.”  

Megan raised an eyebrow, gave him a sweeping smile, nodded, and closed the door behind her.

Lovely ass. Remind me to fuck that sometime in the future too. Max’s mouth raised in a wide smile as he picked up his suit jacket and heaved his long arms through. He glanced in the mirror and walked out the door to his office with all eyes watching him. And why not, the women and men who worked for him knew that he was a desirable alpha male with money, and connections, and he would inherit the company soon.

The women he fucked knew he was married. But who would give up the chance to say that she had slept with this tall, handsome, cocky blue-eyed power broker venture capitalist? A man who engaged, enticed, and enraptured women before he bent them over a hard wood antique desk, who never could remember their names and faces. 

Max, a man who had never fucked another man, but knew everything about one especially if he was good-looking, and if he had the pleasure of meeting him, with one glance he knew everything about him down to the type of suit he wore or his favorite drink, or his preferred shaving lotion. With men, he tempted them with his smile, lured them with his art of persuasion, and entangled them into his business. 

He was a man who was charming enough to persuade another male. He was like a beautiful woman on the hunt for what she needed. And he needed their investment in his companies. When they said no, he never let no be the final word. He looked at them with his startling blue eyes, and that enticing, intriguing smile and a tilt of his head. And they caved every time. Max exuded sex. He was walking sex, and the men never knew what drew them to him where they could never tell him no.  

Max had that much power over men and women, and he used it to great effect. If he had a notion to fuck one of the men he came into contact with, straight or gay, he knew he could. But that wasn’t his thing. At least not yet. He knew some of these men were gay, straight, bisexual, queer, you take your pick, but he never crossed that line until tonight.   

When Max reached his apartment building, he parked his Audi close to the curb and with a smile, handed the key to the valet who opened the door. Max stepped out, strutted to the doors held open, and entered his building taking the private elevator. When the elevator opened into his luxury apartment, the lights were low and there was soft music coming from the intercom. Lady Gaga sounds nice. A blowjob is waiting for me tonight, he thought.

It appears Paige is here tonight, and she will surprise me with something special, Max thought. That ass fucking earlier didn’t quite hit the spot and he had a hard-on still. Max cupped his cock in anticipation. 

Strolling to his bedroom, he pulled the tie from his neck as if it was strangling him, and dropped it onto the floor in front of his bedroom door which was closed. 

Max stopped and smiled, his mouth curling upward to the right. If Paige had gone, the door would be open. Reaching for the knob, he opened it, and when he heard her moan, he walked hurriedly to the sound thinking that she was sick and decided to sleep in. 

He came to a sudden stop when he saw her legs open and wrapped around a man’s waist, with his body lying on top of hers. Up in the air greeting him, a firm shaped ass, it was molded, the kind Max had seen on statues in Italy. If he had been into men, he would start with the one he was staring at now. “Paige?” 

The moaning and groaning stopped cold when he called out again. “Paige?” She had to be under that handsome young ass. Who else would be in my bed?

For some reason, he wasn’t bothered by what he saw. He expected Paige to have someone but to bring him to Max’s bed was offensive. Okay, he rarely came home before midnight. He worked long hours, but tonight he had a date with friends.  

He and Paige had never sat down and discussed having separate lives. It was an unwritten rule for them. They were together because they had known each other and his father Max Sr. had suggested the union. More than suggested it. 

Max didn’t know if it was shock or relief when a dick pulled out of Paige, and she grabbed the covers and pulled them over to cover her nakedness as if in shame. This would be the first time shame had visited her. 

The young man, however, didn’t bother to express embarrassment of any kind. He casually rolled over and lay on his back, pulled the pillow up behind his head, reached over on the night stand for a cigarette, and lit it, inhaled and blew out a few puffs.

“You didn’t tell me you were coming home,” Paige said, lying against the young man’s chest. The sound of her voice made Max feel like he was the intruder, instead of the handsome twenty-something man lying there with a hard on in his bed, with his wife. The man never bothered to cover up his arousal, or acknowledged Max.  

“Did I have to tell you that I was coming to my own home?” Max said narrowing his eyes, thinking of the nerve of Paige after he caught her with a dick inside her. And that dick was still lying next to her as hard as ever.  

“Do you want me to leave?” the man finally said to Paige. He appeared to be younger than Max as he lay there with a hard-on and Paige stroking it as if it was a small dog she’s trying to comfort. The blond man with long curly hair could have been in serious trouble if Max was a violent man. 

“No. You stay there,” Max said. It was strange but Max didn’t feel anything. He thought that he should be upset, but he felt nothing but relief. 

“Max. You were never a real husband.” 

Those words brought on Max’s indignation. His blue eyes deepened and he seized her gaze.   

What the fuck did she mean I was never a real husband? I gave her whatever she asked for. It was she who was cold and didn’t want to have sex with him but once a month. If you call that having sex by sucking his cock, Max thought. 

It was Paige who insisted that she suck Max’ dick not him. He never asked her to do that. But that was the only time he could get aroused with her so he took what he could get. 

Maybe Paige was right. Maybe it was me? Perhaps it was a lot of things. Now I realized that I shouldn’t have gotten married and that I had married her for the wrong reasons. My father for one. And to not admit that I was attracted to men was another. I thought this was all in my head, and over time, and fucking enough women, this would cure me of thinking of men and dreaming about fucking them or have one fall in love with me and fuck me senseless. 

Paige climbed out of bed crossing over the young man who wore nothing but a confused look on his face. His body wasn’t unlike Max’s hard and jock like body. Muscles in his arms and thighs. The difference between Max and the blond guy’s body. Max didn’t have any tattoos. This man had tattoos on every part of his body that weren’t conspicuous, but only visible to the ones he wanted to show them to, and that was Paige and whoever saw him naked. 

And now they were visible to Max, but for a different reason. 

This young man appeared proud of his body, and rightly so. He knew instinctively or he was a fool, but he guessed that Max wasn’t a threat to him because he climbed out of the bed and headed to the restroom naked after saying, “I hope you don’t mind if I take a shower?”

“No take two or three or as many as you’d like,” Max said. Meaning that the young man could stay as long as he wanted because Max was leaving. Max turned to Paige because it was the most he had seen of her since they were married two years ago. “I’m going in the guest bedroom to shower and change, and then I’ll get a room at one of my hotels and we can start the divorce proceedings next week.”

“What do you mean?” Paige said, grabbing Max’s arm. He glanced down at her hand and his eyes rose fixed on hers. She dropped her hand. 

“You know. A divorce,” Max said, with a cold stern voice and an even colder expression on his handsome face. He continued walking down the hall to the first bedroom to the right that he slept in most nights since his wedding. 

“What will your father say?”

“I don’t give a flying fuck about what my father says. I caught you in my bed with another man. My fucking bed. Couldn’t he have taken you to a hotel?”

“Maybe,” she said reaching for a robe in a nearby closet and placing it over her as if Max was the UPS man delivering a package and happened to catch her without clothes. But then she behaved more modest around him, her husband, than she would around a stranger, and the way the guy in the restroom acted, he was indeed a stranger to her. Someone she picked up somewhere. Max wondered what she told him about their marriage that invited his disrespect. 

Max walked into the extra bedroom with Paige trailing behind him. “What are you going to do, Max? It’s not like you’re not gay.” 

Max stopped in his tracks. His mouth fell open, and he turned his eyes blazing and he tightened his jaw. 

“You’re gay and you just don’t want to admit it.” 

What the fuck? Where did that come from? He never gave Paige any reason to reach that conclusion about him. He even went to great lengths to prove that he wasn’t. I’m not gay. 

“I’ve never had a relationship with a man in my life,” Max barked out.

“Looking at you, and the trysts you’ve been having with the women at your office, anyone would say that you’re a straight man, but I’ve known you most of my life and even in high school when you asked me out to the prom, I didn’t see you looking at all those pretty girls. I watched you looking at men’s asses and their mouths, and their bodies. You played football because you wanted to be around men. You were just too much of a coward to admit it.”

I stood stunned with my mouth ajar. Paige knew me better than I knew myself. “I’m not going to let you turn this around and lay the blame on me.”

“You’re just as much to blame as I am. I wanted a rich husband with power and money, and I knew you were safe. I knew I could do anything I wanted, and you wouldn’t complain because you never wanted me. You never wanted a woman period, and you were too much of a weakling to do anything about it, and now you’re worse than a coward to admit what you desire and that’s why you will stay with me. Now you can have your life, and I can have my life and your father will never know.” 

Max’s gaze fell on Paige for the longest moment. He could see in her eyes that she had made a proposal that she was sure he would accept. And somewhere in the back of my mind buried deep in his headspace, she was right. Now he didn’t need to hide what he wanted and desired, and Paige would be his cover and his father would never know. 

It was stupid of me to make a deal with Paige, but I did it and I knew I would live to regret it. I still didn’t admit anything to Paige, though.

“I can’t live here with you, now. I’ll have to take a room in a hotel until I think this through,” Max said. 

“Take all the time you want. I’m not going anywhere.” 

That’s what I am afraid of. Her not going away even if I paid her. She knew nothing of my feelings for men because she had never seen or heard of me being with a man. A woman yes, but not a man. I had to keep repeating this to myself.  

She can’t read my mind, but my eyes and expression are giving me away. I’m straight. I was a straight man physically, but not in my desires and mind. Whenever a man passed me, or I came into contact with one who attracted me, my dick would react. My cock would twitch and I would get an erection. It was embarrassing until I discovered why. I wanted a man. I wanted one inside of me or I wanted to be inside him. I didn’t know which just yet, but I throbbed for and yearned for that closeness.

I needed to be pounding away at a strong ass. One that could give and take as hard as I imagined.  

The only persons I had ever been physical and sexual with were women. But if Paige made these kind of accusations to my father, it would kill him. And I knew if she was cornered, she would do just that, so I decided not to do anything. What did I have to lose? I didn’t have anyone that I wanted and now I didn’t have to pretend to myself that I was straight. It was time I faced myself and admitted what I knew—I am gay and in the closet. Hiding from myself and the world. 

“Paige. I’m going to move into my own place. I need my space and time to wrap my head around all this.”

“There’s a vacant apartment in this building.”

“Yes, I know. I own this building, remember.” 

Paige shot me a weak smile and sauntered up to me. “We don’t have to go our separate ways. I can come to you and suck your dick when you need me to.” She cupped my cock and it lay limp. Then I saw her expression change.

“Do you see what I have been dealing with? That’s why I brought in a lover. I’ve had more than one.” 

I wasn’t surprised or shocked at that revelation. She turned and headed for our room which wasn’t ours any longer. 

“I hope you used protection,” Max said. 

Paige turned quickly on her heels and her robe whipped opened showing her naked body, and frankly, I didn’t give a damn. I wanted out of the marriage in one form or another, and she inadvertently gave me a way out. 

Turning around after she reached the bedroom door, she sucked her teeth and said, “You need to see a therapist.” Then she slammed the door behind her. 

I could still hear the bang of the door rattling through my head or maybe I needed a drink. I needed a strong drink to process all of this.

Running late to meet his friends, Max took a quick shower, changed into a pair of navy blue slacks, a light blue V neck sweater, and dark loafers. He rushed to his waiting Audi and roared off downtown to a French bistro. One of his college friends, Noah, loved French cuisine and French wine, and it was his turn to pick up the check, so he made the selection of where the four of them would dine and drink tonight.     
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Chapter Two

Max


[image: ]


“Look whose here,” Noah said as he and the two other friends sitting next to him stood to give Max a pathetic salute to the man who got away. 

When Max entered Café Le Boutary, a smile washed over him and he forgot about the hours before coming here. 

An authentic looking French restaurant, Café Le Boutary, located on Fifth Avenue hidden between high end boutiques. When Max passed the bar, the music was low and sweet as it flowed from hidden speakers. 

Making his way to the booths, Max thought, I don’t need fucking sad music tonight. 

At least it sounded sad to Max. He needed something lively. And besides, he didn’t understand French because foreign languages were never his strength.  Although with his international partnerships, he would make an effort to learn now that he was free from the restraints of a wife. 

Max strutted into the café area and all heads turned, men and women. He had that kind of aura that followed him wherever he went. He smiled and worked the room as he had done so many times in his business. 

In business as in play, he made everyone he came into contact with feel as if they had an intimate relationship with him. Especially strangers. Max slowed his stride and floated across the floor because he was as handsome as a model and his glide was as light and smooth as if he walked on a cloud with his head held high hiding the turmoil inside his body. 

What’s next for me, he thought making his way through the crowded restaurant. The music changed and he heard the lilting strands of the one French singer he knew, Edith Piaf. 

Max recognized that voice, while watching television in the middle of the night, because he was wound so tight he couldn’t sleep, Saving Private Ryan was playing on one of the channels. There was a scene where all you heard was that smooth voice of Edith Piaf singing. Her voice relaxed him and he could sleep now without the benefit of his fist.

In any language, Max could hear the sound of love. He paused and stood looking around listening to the song. A profound empty feeling covered him. He felt dead inside. He may have been feeling that for years, but never noticed it. The song made what he felt more pronounced.

He didn’t look for his friends because he was caught up in the music. 

He had spotted them earlier through the crowded café. He knew where they were sitting. The three of them sat waiting and waving their hands at Max. Max continued in the direction of his friends through the sounds of spoons and forks and the popping of Champaign corks and the music. All he heard was the music.

Not even the thoughts of what had happened earlier could distract Max. But it was the words of the song La Vie En Rose sung by















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





