
        
            
                
            
        

    
	David was his first, and nothing will stand in his way to get back what belongs to him. Nothing!

	 

	 

	Four years ago, things had been very different. In trouble with the mob and suicidal, Aaron’s twin brother, Troy, needed to get rid of his life. So he’d handed it over to Aaron. And when Aaron’s impersonation of his twin brother was revealed, Aaron feared losing the man he loved, his brother Troy’s husband, gorgeous personal trainer, David Alvarez. But by some miracle, David had fallen in love with Aaron, realizing that Aaron was good and true, the contrast to his twin, and there was forgiveness. When Troy’s insane plot to let his twin take the fall of his screwed-up life unraveled and it appeared Troy’s life was over, Aaron had hope that his life with David could truly begin.

	Aaron and David now run a B & B on a beautiful Hawaiian island and life is great until the handsome and charming Randy Carlton buys the house down the beach from them. From the onset, Randy Carlton gives Aaron the feeling that he wants David. And he does.

	Randy Carlton has gone to great lengths to get back what he considers to be his. He intends to let nothing stand in his way. He will have David at all costs... even if he has to kill to do it.
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	To the memory of Michael Jackson... a true god of music...

	 

	 

	We look into mirrors but we only see the effects of our

	times on us—not our effects on others.

	—Pearl Bailey

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Gregory was seriously getting on his nerves today, but he could handle it. Soon enough, he’d be rid of him permanently, but there was one last thing to be done first. The only reason he’d lasted this long was because the guy had connections and the hefty inheritance he’d gotten from his oil rich granddaddy in Texas didn’t hurt either. It had paid all his medical bills and given him a new lease on life. He hadn’t touched a cent of the cash he’d stashed away. Now, he was just waiting for the money to clear from the house sale and he could move on to the last stage.

	He watched Gregory through the mirror for a second. The dork was lying on the bed, playing with his cock just the way he’d ordered him to. He had on his thick, studded collar with a chain attached to the bed post. “Come on, Greg. Stroke it,” he encouraged. “Stroke it good.” If the guy wore himself out then he wouldn’t have to fuck him later. Please, pass out, you hairy son-of-a-bitch.

	Gregory was really slapping it hard now as he turned his attention to checking out his new black leather pants. He posed, puffing out his muscles as Gregory’s chain knocked against the bed post. Working out had really paid off and you had to love the square jaw, high cheek bones, and full lips. The hair... all nicely streaked with blond highlights was so LA.

	“You’re beautiful,” Gregory cried out. “I’m coming... ah, damn it... babe. Just looking at you... come over there and give it to me.”

	“Oh, sorry.” He turned and shook his head. “You don’t need me. You’ve done it on your own.”

	“I’ll always need you. If it wasn’t for you, I’d never have discovered the pleasures that I...”

	“Yeah, yeah.” He gave Gregory a tight smile. “It’s true. You owe me. Now, finish up and... ah... change the sheets, will you? This room needs dusting as well.” He walked over and undid the collar from the bedpost then left Gregory’s room. He unlocked his own room, the room he kept all for himself, the place he shared with his own true love. He locked the door behind him, undid his leather pants, and pulled them off. He jumped onto the bed and took his cock in his hand. He stroked it slowly, his tongue moving around his lips then looked up at the full-blown photograph of the naked man he’d taped to the ceiling.

	“Hi, baby,” he said softly, stroking a little rougher. “Yeah...”

	He breathed heavy. “I’ve missed you. So hot... gawd... um... yeah... fuck me. Fuck me, baby. A real man to take control, I miss you so much.” He reached over for the dildo he kept on his night stand. He opened his legs and began to slowly penetrate himself with it. “It won’t be long, my love. We’ll be together again.”

	He pushed the instrument deeper then pulled out, gasping, his gaze fixed to the image. “Baby!” He cried out, his chest heaving. He fucked himself faster, harder. “He-has-my-life, my husband. He-ah... yeah... time-to-get-it... back!” He was coming, his body going into a spasm as he licked his lips and remembered... Dave... Dave... Dave!

	He lay there in the aftermath of orgasm, his chest heaving. He turned his head and smiled, imaging Dave was there smiling back at him, hearing the words Dave was saying to him in his head. “How was it, baby?”

	“Fantastic. But, Dave, my love,” he said softly, “I’ve been so bad. Such a bad boy. Are you going to punish me?”

	“Oh yeah. I’ll punish you. I’ll spank you then fuck you until you pass out. I’ll tie you up. Would you like that?”

	“Oh yeah.” He began to stroke himself again. “I’m sad. Only that naked picture I keep of you makes me happy. It was on our honeymoon, remember? What a stud you were... and I had that picture blown up. Shit, Dave. I can almost taste you.”

	“Don’t be sad, my love. You know it’s you I love. Only you.”

	“Then we have to get rid of him. Technically, you’re committing adultery.”

	“Of course we’ll get rid of him. Then we can be together. I was devastated when I thought you were dead. You realize a man like me has needs.”

	“But, baby, I know you have needs, raging... lusty needs, and I mean to fulfil all of them soon. Every last one.”

	“You’re brilliant, baby. The way you seduced that pussy of a cop... and how another man... Hill’s partner... was buried in your place. I’m a little jealous about how you made Gregory your slave. I don’t like him touching you or you touching him.”

	“No, don’t.” He sat up in bed. He picked up the pillow and brought it to his lips. He kissed it, feeling as if his lips were on Dave’s. He slid his hand down the pillow and clutched the material. “Um, your cock is hard for me again, Dave.”

	“Always hard for you.”

	“You used to wake up that way. God, I loved sucking your cock. I’m so sorry. I never meant to cheat on you. Please forgive me. I’m yours forever. Gregory means nothing to me, baby. You know that. He’s a means to an end, that’s all. And as soon as I’m done with him... he’ll join his partner in the ground. You and I... Dave”—he hugged the pillow close—”we’ll share the money, go anywhere you want, as long as you fuck me long and hard, as long as you make me your slave in bed... master me... master me like only you can, my beautiful lover... then... we get rid of my piece of trash brother in your bed.” His lips curled into a sneer.

	“That talk turns me on. I’m so hard. Tell me how you’ll do it... how you’ll get rid of him for good while I fuck you all night. Get on your knees. Get on your knees, you whore. Your ass is mine!”

	He got down on the floor and closed his eyes. He imagined the weight of his love on top of his back, the penetration... Dave’s cock splitting him wide... pumping him until he was flat on the floor. Dave, his Dave, with his beautiful body, incredible cock, was screaming his name.

	“Troy! Troy!”

	With his hand on his own cock, he came again and collapsed face down. He sighed, his eyes closing, Dave’s face floating in front of him.

	He fell asleep for a while. When he opened his eyes, it was dark. He left his room, locked the door behind him. He stood at the living room window waiting for Gregory to return. It was the man’s last night on the LAPD. His last night for a lot of things. So nice. They’d transferred Greg to Hawaii. So lovely the weather there, especially in Kauai, on the North Shore. Troy just loved the beach, and Wainiha seemed perfect. Unspoiled paradise. The realtor had been a little surprised how swiftly Troy wanted to complete the sale. She kept trying to introduce the subject of fee simple versus leasehold, but Troy knew fee simple would appeal to the distressed homeowners. He would pay an extra chunk of money to buy the land beneath the house, apparently not a customary thing in Hawaii. It was fast becoming the way real estate agents and sellers could make an extra profit.

	His cash purchase also eased the sellers’ qualms about a loan application not being able to qualify with Hawaii’s new, severe restrictions, owing to so many island foreclosures. The sellers agreed to everything, even immediate occupancy in exchange for cold, hard cash. This had the added benefit of no close scrutiny from anyone. Not the sellers’ bank or the county assessor’s office. The house would be his. He couldn’t wait to get there.

	When the headlights of Gregory’s car shone in the driveway, Troy switched on a lamp. He sat down on the sofa and waited for the door to open. Gregory’s house had been up for sale since Troy had made him put in for the transfer. Finally it was sold. They were supposed to find out from the bank today if the check had cleared. Troy needed that money. There was no way in hell he was going to touch the nest-egg he had put aside for Dave and him.

	“Well?” he demanded, as Gregory came through the door. What an unlikely couple they presented, Gregory all gruff and ugly and he... beautiful... young... brand new. He couldn’t wait to be rid of the man.

	“The money is in my account,” he said, taking off his gun holster.

	Troy held out his hand. “Give me that. You know I don’t like you carrying the gun in the house. Leave it in the car next time. Just take out the bullets.”

	“Sorry, baby,” he murmured.

	“So,” Troy gave him a smile. “I’ll come with you tomorrow. I have some expenses. We’ll transfer it into my account.”

	“The bank will have already deposited the funds in mine and—”

	“Then it won’t be a problem to change it to mine.” Troy put the gun in the drawer. “So, how was your last day?”

	“A little sad to leave everyone at the station.”

	“Don’t tell me you’re having second thoughts?” Troy demanded. “I mean, if you want to break up with me...” He looked down, forcing the tears to come into his eyes.

	“No, no, of course not.” Gregory rushed over and sat beside him, hugging him. “Troy, I...”

	“What did you call me?” His head shot up and he pushed him away. “Damn it, Gregory, you know I don’t go by Troy. Shit!”

	“I’m sorry, I mean... Randy. Such a beautiful name... and...”

	“Yes, so... it’s okay, babe... just don’t forget it, okay?” What a moron!

	“Can I call you Troy in bed?” he teased with a smile.

	“No,” Troy told him. “Not even there. Troy is dead, remember? I’m Randy Carlton now, and on the road to a successful modeling and film career.”

	“Yes, baby, and you’re going to be big. Real big. A star. You have the body and the looks for it.”

	“Of course... and that brings me to... well... another topic.” Troy sat back on the sofa. He took Gregory’s hand. “We need to leave tomorrow, after the bank transfer.”

	“Tomorrow? I haven’t even packed anything.”

	“Well, get to it, honey. The realtor is waiting for me to sign the papers for our new house. That’s why I need the money in my account.”

	“I’m not sure about Hawaii, pet. I think your career would have a better chance here... or in New York even.”

	Troy shook his head. There was no point in telling poor Gregory that he would never see Hawaii. That would ruin everything. “I think my agent and I know more about that than you do.”

	“I suppose but... Troy, baby.” He sighed. “I thought we’d get married first and—”

	Troy jumped to his feet. “Damn it... you fucking asshole... I’m Randy. Randy!” He went to strike him then held back. He couldn’t ruin it. He was so close. “I’m sorry.” He shook his head. “Just listen to me, baby. I’m doing all this for us.” He went to his knees and placed his head on Gregory’s lap. Gregory reached out to touch his hair.

	“I love you so much.” Troy kissed his hand. He looked up at him. “I have an agent in Hawaii now. She says my future is there, and we have to play down our relationship a little. I need to give the appearance of being single... and straight, for a bit. We’ll talk marriage later.” Besides, I have a husband, fool, and you couldn’t shine a light on him.

	Gregory moaned. “Randy... please, I thought we’d stay in LA awhile. You promised we’d get married. I’d like to invite my friends.”

	“Shush, darling.” Troy placed a finger on his lips. “You’ll be my whore a while longer, okay?”

	“Whore? Yeah, okay.”

	Troy smiled. That excited the poor sap. “Um, slut boy, whore, whipping boy, now, I’m going to take you to bed and use the whip on you tonight. Would you like that, sweet meat, my sweet, sugar honey?”

	He nodded. “Talk dirty like that to me.” His breath came fast.

	“I will, and tomorrow, after we go to the bank, we’ll rent a room at that little out-of-the-way hotel where I held you hostage, remember?”

	“That place makes me so hard. It’s where... you helped me know myself... appreciate pain and submissive devotion—”

	Oh enough! “I know, baby. You came alive as my hostage... my sex toy. Listen, I’m going to give you the ultimate treat tomorrow... an orgasm you’ll never feel again in your life. It will be just like... death.”

	Gregory squirmed a little on the sofa. He licked his lips and nodded. “Oh, that rundown hotel makes me feel like your bitch. Like old times.”

	“Like old times, what?” Troy demanded, getting to his feet.

	“Master. Like old times, master.”

	“Say it like you mean it!” He slapped him in the face. “I’ll hurt you.”

	“Yes, master, sir.” He dropped to his knees and kissed his feet.

	“There’s a good boy.” Troy stroked his hair. “Now, come on, slut. Time for your spanking.” It was unfortunate. As annoying as Gregory was at times, he’d been indispensable. However, everything gets old and becomes no longer useful. He couldn’t drag Gregory to Hawaii. He would be recognized and that wouldn’t do. It wouldn’t do at all.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	The next day, Troy drove Gregory to the bank. “Now, let’s deposit the funds into my account,” Troy told him, “so I can pay for our new house in Hawaii.”

	“How much of it do you need?” Gregory eyed him.

	“You know you’re no good with money, sweetheart. Keep some pocket money, a few thousand, and transfer the rest to me. I’ll take care of everything like I always do. You want things to be nice for us, don’t you?”

	Gregory nodded. Troy handed Gregory a pre-filled banking deposit slip and waited in the car. A half hour later, he came out and handed Troy the receipt. Troy checked the figures and smiled, leaning over to kiss him. “Perfect. It’s all there. Now, your reward, love.”

	On the way to the hotel, Gregory asked Troy why he was wearing driving gloves. Troy grinned at him. “I’m getting into character for later.” He winked. “It’s a surprise.”

	“Okay,” Gregory said, but then he started to whine about his furniture. “I still say we should have had the furniture transferred to our new place rather than let it go with the house. That dinette set was an antique. My grandmother left it to me and...”

	“Gregory, don’t ruin it for me. Stop crying over junk. We’ll get new stuff.”

	“You were in such a hurry today. I didn’t even get all my clothes.”

	“I’m sure the new owner will send you any junk you left behind. Now,” Troy snapped, “do you want to go to our spot or not?”

	Gregory mellowed. “Of course I do, baby.”

	Troy stopped at a red light, leaned over and kissed him. A little while later, he pulled the car to a stop across the street. “Listen, for fun, while I look for parking, you check in under an assumed name, let’s say, Danny Pain, get it? Pay in cash.”

	“Okay.” He laughed. “Danny Pain. Why?”

	“Fantasy, just for fun, sweetie, get into it. It’s sexy. Now, I’m going to call the hotel and ask for your room under that name. I have a surprise for you, something to get you going... I’m going to dress up. I’ll have to sneak in so no one sees me in my get up. Answer as soon as I knock, okay?”

	Gregory was breathing hard. “Okay, going now.”

	Troy took the car around the corner. He found a house that looked like no one was home and parked Gregory’s car in their driveway. He hurried down the street toward the hotel with his small overnight bag. At the pay phone across the street from the hotel, he took off one of the gloves to dial the front desk and asked for the room of Danny Pain.

	Gregory answered right away. “Hey, I’m ready. Come on up.”

	“Good. Can’t wait. What room?”

	“I asked for one on the second floor, room two-twelve. Baby, it’s the room, the one at the end of the hall where we fell in love.”

	“Ah... how romantic.” Troy rolled his eyes. “I’ll be right there.” Troy hung up and ran across to the hotel. With his head down, he waited until two men walked into the hotel lobby and up to the desk. The clerk was occupied with them so Troy took his opportunity and slipped inside the entrance. Quickly, he sprinted to the steps and ran up to the second floor.

	Troy took out his leather mask and slipped it over his head. He knocked softly at the door of two-twelve, glancing around to make sure no one was coming down the hall.

	Gregory answered the door. Troy pushed his way inside and shut the door, locking it behind him. He looked around. What a dump! No improvement since the last time he’d stayed here—all the same, right down to the threadbare curtains and stained sheets.

	“What in hell are you doing still dressed?” he barked, walking over and bringing the curtains together. “Get your fuckin’ clothes off now, you slut!”

	Gregory quickly began to undress. Troy opened his bag. He took out a ball gag, handcuffs, cock ring, nipple clamps, and a scarf. He tossed them on the bed, one by one. He could see Gregory tremble in anticipation, as he checked out each article.

	“Get on your knees on the bed!” he demanded.

	Gregory did as he was told, all part of the games they played together. His cock was hard. Troy slapped it a few times. “I didn’t tell you to get erect.”

	“Sorry, master.” He winced. “Aren’t you going to strip?”

	“No. And don’t tell me what to do. I give the orders.” Troy grabbed Gregory’s cock and wrapped the strap around it. Then he gripped his arms roughly and forced them behind his back, snapping on the handcuffs.

	Gregory almost fell forward on his face.

	Troy pulled him upright and slapped his face hard. “Stay still, fool!” He rolled his nipples between his fingers and clamped one then the other.

	“Please,” Gregory begged, licking his lips. “Ouch. They hurt.”

	“Good.” It had to look real. He stood back and smiled then went back to his bag and found the studded collar. He’d put that on later. He lifted the chains from the clamps to Gregory’s mouth. “Bite them. Pull up and feel the burn, baby.”

	“Um, so good.” Gregory closed his eyes, yanking a little on the chains in his mouth.

	“Now, spit them out. I got a nice ball gag for you... and how ‘bout I grease up a nice fat dildo for your ass? Ask nicely.”

	“Please, master?”

	“Say it.”

	“I want a big, fat cock in my ass.”

	“Um. Good.” He smiled, dangling the ball gag. “Open wide, slut.”

	After securing the gag, Troy stroked his hair a few moments. He took his time greasing the dildo, running it across Gregory’s chest, touching his swollen cock with it, his nipples. “Lift up for Daddy,” he ordered and placed the oily sex toy under him. “Sit on it, you whore. Pansy, pussy! Let your ass eat it, cop.”

	Gregory bore down on the toy. A muffled moan came from his throat.

	“You know,” Troy told him, picking up the expensive silk scarf someone had bought him years ago, “I’ve fantasized about being in your place so many times. Don’t you think, Gregory,” he leaned in, his face close to his. “I’d like a real man once in a while, someone who could make me their slut for a change... I had that... you see... had
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