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Chapter One

	 

	 

	He was cute. A lithe young man wearing white capris and a tight blue shirt. His boyfriend was obviously in the closet, though, silently cursing me when he caught me checking out the adorable little blond man he was trying so hard to keep an appropriate distance from. Why? What was the point? There were so many beautiful men to be had, and I was going to make it a point to sample as many varieties as possible before I dropped dead from fatigue.

	The little blond held my gaze longer than any straight man would dare, and that made me pause. Was the boyfriend as serious as he appeared? Would this couple survive the storm that I would undoubtedly cause between them? The coming drama made me smile. I loved drama. I winked as we passed them on the stairs, barely containing the laughter when the closeted boyfriend glared at me. Just as we reached the top, my gaze returned to the young blond with a silent invitation.

	“Can’t you keep your dick in your pants for one afternoon? We’re supposed to be celebrating my birthday here, cowboy.” Leila, normally easygoing, was furious with me at the moment, glaring at me with frustration. She was absolutely right that I was being a shitty friend.

	“Sorry, love, my bad,” I apologized, and stopped flirting with the much younger man. Leila deserved to have my full attention, even though Jeff and Shawn were with us. They knew way more about the Egyptian exhibit than I could ever know, outside of what I’d seen on cable history shows, before they were replaced with alien documentaries.

	“Seriously, though, Dorian,” Jeff chastised, “can’t you go out once without finding a pretty little thing to bump uglies with?”

	Shawn lightly shoved his partner in an effort to shush him, but we all knew it was in jest. The two had been together for years before I met them and another few decades before that. It was truly disgusting that they were still so much in love. It couldn’t have been natural.

	“Bump uglies? Really?” I asked. “Who talks like that anymore, grandpa?”

	“Sure, you call me that now, but when you’re old and wrinkly in your rocking chair at the end of a long hall of senior citizens, you’ll regret not taking the time to learn any of their names.”

	“Enough! It’s my birthday, and I’m declaring that the only one getting laid tonight will be me.” Leila sounded pissed and I didn’t want to encourage her wrath any more than was necessary. While on the surface she appeared to be a raging volcano, on the inside she was nervous for today and didn’t want to let on how important tonight was for her. She’d been preparing for her birthday all week and was the type to want every little detail to go as planned. I couldn’t blame her, but I wasn’t going to ignore any opportunity to meet someone new.

	“Not likely,” Shawn muttered in a stage whisper toward Jeff.

	“You two disgust me. Now I insist that the three of you lavish me with love and kisses for the remainder of our outing, or I won’t invite any of you to my next wedding.” She crossed her arms over her ample chest and furrowed her brows, in a telltale sign that she wasn’t happy with our antics. I’d seen her angry with us countless times, and since it was her birthday, it was doubtful that we’d let it go too far. She was in a good mood, but she didn’t want to let on. This new man in her life was good for her, judging by the smile that had been plastered on her pretty face every time she spoke of him. Right on cue, we rained kisses on her sweet-smelling cheeks, and were quickly back in her good graces.

	I’d known this wonderful woman my entire adult life, and if someone had the ability to make her this happy in this short amount of time, I was going to be on my best behavior when we finally got to meet Prince Charming for drinks, after our museum tour. She’d had her share of heartache and deserved all the happiness in the world. Until we finally could meet with her new boyfriend this evening, Leila’s misguided nervousness was displaying as a short fuse, though we tried to make light of the situation.

	“Didn’t you just meet this new boyfriend a couple of weeks ago? It only recently became serious, right?” I smirked evilly.

	“You’ll meet my sweetie tonight. I had to make sure he was perfect before introducing him to my most favorite people in the whole world.”

	“My dear,” I addressed Leila while bowing and kissing her small hand. “You are the most cherished and beautiful one of us all. He’d better treat you like the princess you are, or there will be hell to pay.”

	“That’s better. Now let’s go see the Asian exhibit before heading to Egypt and the cartouches.”

	The life-size replicas of the ancient Asian homes were extraordinary, and it made me wonder how many of these impoverished people were still living in homes such as these on the outskirts of cities. The structures had a circular outer wall comprised of wooden poles strapped together with a cutout door and a simple thatch roof to shelter from the elements. Low-income families living in squalor and slums while the rest of the world was living in the lap of luxury. Geographically speaking, we were all neighbors on the same planet, but socio-economically speaking, we were worlds apart. It was the deep thinking that could make a man crazy. It was also damned depressing, so we made our way to the Egyptian display, and the pretty young blond caught my attention.

	“I’m Dorian,” I whispered to him.

	He’d wandered off by himself and was engrossed in the cartouche encased in glass. The ancient carvings had always been my favorite part of any museum, stemming from a childhood fascination with this civilization that followed me into adulthood. Similar to the paintings on temple walls, the cartouches were carved into the stone with an artistry that left goose bumps on my arms. There was only one thing that could pull me away, and that was the call of flesh. I towered over him as he looked up at me. I’d been in a playful mood until I saw his own eyes filled with sadness.

	“Jake,” he whispered back.

	The introductions were only a formality for me. A hookup didn’t need an exchange of names, but it sometimes helped to smooth the road to a quick blowjob in the bathroom. I didn’t need anything more than that, but it helped to be polite.

	“Jake, I want to leave.” The closeted boyfriend had caught up to us and looked furious with me. Life was too short for insecurities, and no matter what my own hang-ups about relationships were, I didn’t have time for hiding who I was.

	“Yeah, sure let’s go,” the blond answered, his name already forgotten, now that the potential for a quickie was dissolving fast.

	“You his boyfriend?” I asked the newcomer. The young blond tensed. He was as interested in his boyfriend’s reply as I was.

	“No, we’re just friends.” It obviously wasn’t the answer Jake had been hoping for, since tears were barely held in check. He mumbled a goodbye to me and followed his boyfriend from the exhibit.

	“Strike out with that one?” A deep voice spoke softly to my right. “Anyone with a keen understanding could see that pickup wasn’t going anywhere. Maybe you should try someone your own size?” The man had quickly invaded the space vacated by the little blond piece of ass, and I was certainly glad he had. He was easily my height of just over six feet, thick dark brown hair, and nicely dressed, but it was his striking eyes that held my attention. They were light hazel with golden flecks, surrounded by long dark lashes. I’ll admit freely that I stared longer than was deemed appropriate. Once I returned his smile, he realized my interest.

	“And if I was actually looking for someone my own size?” I questioned with a suggestive raise of my brows. My day was exponentially improving by the moment. The blond had my attention, if only to make my day a bit more interesting. But the prospect of having something a bit meatier on the menu positively had me salivating with the challenge. In the end, it was the eyes that captured me, and I was helpless to refuse the offer.

	He walked away, and as I watched him leave, he slowed his pace, glanced back, and with a slight nod, motioned for me to follow. Had I not known the signal, it would have been missed, but I had shared the same come-hither nod with many men, including three already this month. Without missing a step, he led the way and I followed him to the stairwell.

	My subconscious sounded a lot like Leila’s as it tried to warn me that this was a bad idea, and it wasn’t the first time. It wasn’t even the first time this month. It was her special day and I knew that, but the temptation to reach out for someone was too strong to ignore. It was easy for her to hold on to people and not push them away for neurotic reasons. Truly, Leila, along with Jeff and Shawn, were all that I had in the world, and we’d had these long talks before about my insecurities, but at the end of the day, it was my life. I didn’t need a relationship, and that was my cross to bear, but I needed human companionship and I craved the touch of another person. It wasn’t a sex addiction. I’d had the embarrassing talk with a counselor after one of my late-night trysts at a club caused Leila to worry more than usual. It was honestly a revulsion to commitment, added to my own human need for intimacy. The wrong place at the wrong time was only due to my lack of good choices, and that’s what would get me deep in trouble with Leila in about ten minutes. Twenty minutes if I was lucky, and it looked like I was about to get lucky.

	Public sex was always the best. I’m not sure if I loved the thrill of potential discovery, or the idea that someone had noticed, but, instead of raising an alarm, opted to watch. Sometimes the excitement of the chase was the lure, but in this case, it was the prey that was about to be captured. Those beautiful eyes lured me into a trap that I had no desire to escape from.

	It wasn’t true love at first sight. I wouldn’t believe in such fairy tales. But he was an escape from the real world of bills and commitments and responsibility of being an adult, when all I wanted was to feel warm skin next to my own. I wanted firm lips to lock onto and a hard grip holding me close. It wasn’t too much to ask for. I wanted to be wanted, if only for a few minutes, before reality closed in once more.

	No sooner had the door closed completely, than he pushed me up against it, with large hot hands shoved under my shirt, pulling my nipples erect. Hard and fast, he was perfection. At that moment, I couldn’t have cared less about my clothing, knowing the wrinkles that would inevitably leave me looking disheveled. I pushed him down onto his knees and whipped out my dick to press onto those lips. He could take an obvious hint and opened immediately for me with those beautiful eyes locking onto mine. I moaned, loving the heat wrapped around my cock, sucking me into the tightness of his throat. He was good, and I rewarded him by shoving my hands into his hair, and, while holding on for dear life, I thrust into that delicious heat. The beautiful cocksucker took all of me and never complained. Spittle ran down his chin and not once did he lose eye contact with me. Had I not been pinned to the door, I would have collapsed onto the floor, without a doubt.

	He swallowed every last drop without stopping before coming up to kiss me full on the lips. He tasted of me, salty sweet on his tongue, pulling me close and moaning into my mouth. I was delirious with the headiness of that kiss. It was full of strength, firm, claiming me while he wrapped his large arms around me. It was intoxicating, and I didn’t want the feeling to end. It didn’t have to just yet, and as the world slowed on its axis, I returned the favor with fervor.

	The concrete was cold and hard beneath my knees, but even that wasn’t enough to stop me from stretching my lips around his girth. He was longer than me with a curve to his beautiful dick that had me wondering how it would feel against my prostate. Though I was thicker, he wasn’t lacking in that category, either. My lips were taut around him as I slid my tongue around his glans, dipping my tongue into that velvety hole on every other upswing. I stroked his length and fondled his balls while I moaned into him, enjoying every taste. The sensations were making my head spin and so was the lack of oxygen, but I didn’t stop. His long, thick fingers twisted into my silver-edged curls, causing my vision to blur with each of his thrusts, and still I wanted more. Judging by the sounds he was making, he was as turned on as I was. It was hard to believe that I had just released my load, because my dick was already hard again, pulsing between my legs as if I hadn’t just come down this beautiful stranger’s talented throat.

	In minutes, I had him pulsing jets of spunk into my mouth where I presented the ball of white foam on my tongue to my new friend before swallowing it down. He smiled down at me and pulled me up into a kiss where we shared our tastes, while our pulses returned to normal and lips softened, where only a short time ago they had dueled for dominance.

	I couldn’t lie. This encounter had been amazing, and still I wanted more.

	“I’m sure my friends are wondering where I’ve wandered off to,” I admitted, the remorse evident in my tone. I was a shitty friend, but it wasn’t like Leila didn’t already know that.

	I’d honestly tried over the years to be better, and it was working. In the past, there had been more remorse when she’d been forgotten on the dance floor or at a restaurant table, and once while in line at Disneyland. But this time, save for the initial twinge of regret following him into the stairwell, there was nothing. I knew she would have missed me. There was no denying her watchfulness when it came to her circle of friends. But this time, this moment, it had been different, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that just yet, as if the regret wasn’t for how I’d treated Leila but for how I’d wished the time with this stranger had been longer. Maybe if there had at least been an exchange of names.

	There was a confused look on his face while I contemplated my next move. There had been a rare occasion, once or twice before in my life, when I’d wanted a repeat, but the words were stuck on my tongue. He quickly tidied himself up and made the first move before I even knew which end was up.

	“Thank them for letting me borrow you. This was my favorite part of the museum by far.” He gave me a final quick kiss before we straightened up our clothes and opened the door to the stairwell―to find Leila, arms crossed and dainty foot tap-tap-tapping on the tiled floor.

	“Seriously? The stairwell?” Leila was waiting outside the door with a shocked look on her face. “We could hear moans echoing throughout the halls. A mom walked by with her little kids, and they were freaked out, thinking there was a mummy locked up in the sarcophagus and trying to escape. What the hell were you thinking?” At first glance, one might have thought that my best friend was furious, but I knew better. She could display a tough exterior, but on the inside I knew she worried about me. She loved me like family and was only concerned that one day these public affairs would land me in jail at the least, or in the morgue at worst. There was no telling who some of my hookups were, and in the light of day, even I knew dicey behavior when I saw it. It usually worked, too. I’d always been mortified... except for today. I looked back, and he tilted his head as if trying to read my expression.

	My date threw me an apologetic look before leaving me, and I squeezed his hand in farewell as he reached to shake my hand goodbye. I didn’t want to let it go before asking for a phone number, hell even a name would do, but I held my breath and let him walk out of my life, while his cum still stained the back of my throat. When I turned back to Leila, her mouth dropped open in shock.

	“What?” I checked my clothes to make sure that everything was in place before asking her again. “What?”

	She walked me over to a corner that was a bit more private, away from public view, so she could really tell me what she thought. Most of the time, she had comments about my dates, so I wasn’t surprised when she pulled me aside to talk about this latest tryst.

	“He wasn’t your usual type.” The comment knocked my world off its axis. She wasn’t judgmental about anyone, so Leila commenting about how he wasn’t physically attractive enough to be with me threw me for a loop.

	“Seriously?” I threw back at her, exasperated with the day and her reaction to my dalliance. As far as I was concerned, he’d been absolutely perfect. Right down to those eyes that appeared every time I thought of him.

	“Well, he isn’t your typical hookup is all I meant.” Her boldness usually entertained me, but I now found it annoying in my post-coital bliss. Noticing my irritation, she changed gears and restated, “I just mean he isn’t a gym rat like Tony or Eric or what was that one with the ridiculously perfect ass?”

	“Carter?” I relayed under my breath.

	“Ohmigosh, yes! Carter was unbelievably hot,” she hissed, and I reminded her where we were and to keep her voice down.

	“And you don’t think this guy was? That’s really shallow of you to insist that just because a man is gay, it means he has to have ripped abs or a horse cock, and fucks every man in sight just to prove his virility.”

	“You fuck every man in sight.”

	“Fuck you, Leila.”

	“Quit being a dramatic princess, bitch. You’ve slept with more men this month than I have my entire life. Don’t look at me like that. You know it’s true. You’ve even told me yourself, if the man ain’t fine, then he ain’t worth my time. I’m not saying your exhibit guy wasn’t adorable because he was. I’m just surprised that you noticed him, that’s all.”

	Her words gave me pause throughout the rest of our meanderings in ancient Egypt. I’d always enjoyed the male physique in all of its beauty, but perhaps she was right in that I’d only enjoyed the male form in one of its aspects, and that was the one of the ideal perfect body. It was a problem in the gay community, and one I myself had succumbed to, logging my own hours on the weights and the treadmill. Of course, I’d also had some sexy hookups in the showers and after hours at the bar across the street.

	But I just didn’t see how she meant it in reference to my Stairwell to Heaven man. I couldn’t recall anything about him that had been any different from my past list of lovers, other than the obvious fact that I was still thinking of him long after I’d gone soft. Though it wasn’t a first, wanting to hear him talk and tell me his name certainly was. And thinking of him while in a museum was absolutely a first, and for the second time in a handful of minutes, I didn’t know which end of my world was up.

	What the hell was going on today?

	Admiring the Chinese artwork and artifacts, her words continued to ring in my mind, applying them to previous dates. Though using the term dates was loosely applicable in this case. Once I’d been with a man, it was common for me to lose their number. Then, there were the evenings when there’d been more than one date. Leila wouldn’t have been out of line for calling me a slut. Though she wasn’t judgmental about anyone, I was the world’s only exception, and she swore it was only because I was her best friend and she wanted me to be the best I could be. The words might not have formed on her lips, but they had certainly hung in the air between us.

	I didn’t understand why her words bothered me so much. Beautiful Eyes had only been a brief hookup in a museum stairwell. It wasn’t like we’d even exchanged phone numbers, let alone names. Why hadn’t I asked for his freaking name? Two ships passing in the night, so to speak, and yet I couldn’t get him out of my mind. Those eyes staring up at me, wide, but not nearly so innocent, with rosy lips taut around my thick dick and his cheeks hollowing in and out as I pumped into him. Holy hell, I was getting hard again with the image.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Leila had been my best friend since college, where we’d met as freshmen at the University of Minnesota Duluth. We’d been starstruck then, intent on starting a new phase in our lives and ready to change the world. Naïve and blind to the harsh realities of real life as we’d tripped through school, we landed side by side in a math tutor’s office, both facing the unforeseen circumstances of potentially failing out of our very first semester of school.

	It’d been sarcastic love at first sight, the only kind of love that existed in my book, and we’ve been best friends ever since. The next year, we were roommates, and after a drunken night of making out, I confessed my attraction to men, which she enthusiastically supported. She’d seen me more as a big-brother figure, anyway, and hadn’t wanted to hurt my feelings. I wasn’t sure if I should have been more offended, but the feeling was short-lived when she threatened to strip down and prove that I wasn’t attracted to her. Mortified by her threat, I recoiled and screeched, to which she busted up laughing, and thus cemented our relationship further. It was easier to have her as a friend than an adversary.

	There’d been many men in both our lives, but none that had stayed for any length of time, until she’d met Zach Avery from Chicago. It was a few years after we’d graduated when she established herself as an accountant and I as a retail manager. We were still roommates. He’d come in and swept her off her feet, and I had honestly liked the guy.

	Fast-forward fifteen years, a few jobs, different addresses and income brackets, and Zach and Leila had divorced. He’d been after her to have children for years, but she’d remained solid in her decision not to have any. At first, he’d been on board with her, maybe figuring that over time he could convince her to change her mind. He certainly didn’t know her the way I did, and after nearly two decades, he broke before she ever did. He’d left Leila for someone younger, who’d promised to give him a litter of children, and she’d been tossed aside, heartbroken and devastated over the hand that life had dealt her.

	She was an amazing woman and still my best friend after all these years. Now with us both in our early forties, she held all of my secrets and didn’t judge me too harshly, but reminded me constantly of how life could be. Leila wasn’t jaded by past experiences the way I was. Instead she was open to new people and experiences, while I preferred privacy and keeping people at arm’s length. Most people. My close friends gathered around the high-top table at Bottoms Up were the exception.

	We had met Jeff and Shawn during a theater event on one of the first nights after moving here. They were an older gay couple who appeared to know everyone there was to know, and had the means of connecting people to anything they could possibly need.

	Jeff Flinck was a well-educated man in his early fifties with silver hair and a no-nonsense attitude, well-earned from years in the infectious diseases research lab. His dark ebony skin was flawless, and his piercing brown eyes would have a person confiding every secret within a matter of minutes. Shawn McGinnis matched Jeff in age only. His tall, thin, and lanky body was in stark contrast to his fiancé’s dark compact frame. Shawn’s graying brown hair made him appear less menacing than his partner, but his sharp wit and sense of humor made him appear younger than he actually was.

	The two were inseparable, and in all ways, they were a perfect match, living in a large McMansion on the northern side of Rochester, Minnesota, decorated with impeccable taste.

	Leila and I had won free tickets to see a touring company’s performance of Les Miserables, and Jeff and Shawn were seated next to us. We’d been instant best friends that night, and they invited us to a late dinner that happened to include half the cast of the production. We’d had the time of our lives and didn’t get home until after the sun had risen, something we haven’t done since graduating college and being accepted as productive members of society.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	There were only a scant few gay-friendly bars in our small city in the Midwest, and Bottoms Up was one of them. Though our fair city was a gay-friendly place to live, the young people in the LGBT community usually relocated to the larger cities only an hour away. That being said, Bottoms Up was Leila’s favorite watering hole, especially when the wait staff consisted of only men, clad in barely-there thongs and wide smiles, and both were guaranteed to make a sizable dent in your wallet.

	Leila insisted on coming for dessert and drinks following the trip to the museum, and her three gay best friends were happy to oblige. It made me wonder about the type of man her new boyfriend was, that he was amenable to meeting us for the first time in such an establishment. That he agreed to come there at all won him points in my book.

	The day was supposed to be all about Leila and her birthday, and the great unveiling of the new boyfriend that was taking up way too much of my best friend’s time, but my mind kept returning to Beautiful Eyes from the museum, and the romp in the stairwell. It was too bad that we’d been interrupted so soon. True, we’d completed the carnal act, in order to stave off an itch that would have lasted all the evening with most lovers, but with this newly-found
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