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Chapter One

 


 


Army Medic, Private Michael Crest stretched
his legs out across the sofa as he glared at the television,
leaving little room for anyone to join him should they enter the
barrack’s common area. Any other night, traffic through the
building would be a lot heavier if not for the bad weather
preceding the expected landfall of Tropical Storm Constance. Half
the state was on alert, including the Texas base he temporarily
called home.

The lights flickered off and on as the wind
kicked up outside. Horizontal lines wiggled across the screen of
the ancient television, causing the news anchor to blur in and out
of focus.

Michael considered heading home to his shared
living quarters in the barracks, but his roommate, Joel Stratton,
had company. Stratton’s girlfriend, Alana, would only stay until
curfew at twenty-three hundred hours anyway, and Michael had no
intentions of spoiling their date. They hadn’t spent a lot of time
together since Alana had started her new position at the bank, so
Michael didn’t mind giving them space.

A loud clap of thunder rattled the windows.
If predictions were correct, Tropical Storm Constance, positioned a
couple hundred miles off the coast of Texas, would make landfall by
the end of the week. Michael would officially be on block leave
well before then, and his plans to head north looked better and
better by the minute.

Without warning, the door to the outside
entrance of the day room swung open and slammed against the wall
from the force of the unrelenting wind.

He sprang to his feet. His heart, already
pumping double-time, skipped a beat when Specialist Jared Prophet
crossed the threshold.

Of all the guys to interrupt his temporary
escape from the daily grind, it had to be the one guy Michael hated
to be alone with. Not because Jared made for bad company, but
because Michael’s attraction to the six-foot two-inch soldier had a
tendency to send blood rushing to his groin, leaving his cock
twitching with need.

Need that would go unfulfilled.

Jared Prophet, unapproachable on his best
day, dripped with rugged, masculine bravado. Qualities Michael
unfortunately found himself easily drawn to. The sex-god’s sharp
jawbone accentuated his chiseled, gladiator-like features.

Conjuring images of Jared Prophet in a
leather loincloth did little to ease the instant heaviness of
desire that sank below his belt and settled in his balls.

“Gettin’ bad out there, huh?” Michael spoke
first.

Jared’s hollow glare punched Michael right in
the gut.

Jared shut the door and silently stalked over
to the Coke machine across from where Michael stood, unsure if he
should say something else or shut the hell up and sit back down on
the sofa.

“I don’t think it’ll get as bad as they say.
The weather’s been too cool.” Okay, he would ramble on like the
idiot only Jared Prophet forced him to become.

Jared deposited coins into the machine and
waited for his soda to drop to the bottom.

Michael cleared his throat. His heart boomed,
and his stomach churned as though the storm outside had suddenly
invaded his body.

Jared popped open the top of the can of Coke,
guzzled it down, and tossed the empty can in the trash bin. His
gaze then zeroed in on Michael. “Got any smokes?”

The man’s gravelly timbre vibrated against
Michael’s tightened balls. Simply hearing him speak did things to
Michael's body no other guy’s voice ever had.

He slid two fingers into his shirt pocket and
pulled out a pack of Marlboro Reds. “Yeah.”

Jared cocked half a grin, and crescent moon
creases ricocheted across his right cheek. “Can I bum one off of
ya’, dude?”

You can have whatever the hell you
want. “Sure, man, no problem.” Michael stepped forward and met
Jared halfway across the room. “Here, there’s only a couple left.
You can have ‘em.”

Jared’s brow arched as though intrigued by
the gesture. “Nah, man I don’t wanna take your last two
smokes.”

Michael’s heart pumped wildly. He held his
breath to settle the excitement and handed the cigarettes to Jared.
“I have another pack. It’s no big deal.” He dug in his other pocket
and held up a new, unopened box.

Jared took the other one, slid them into his
back pocket and gave a firm nod to Michael. “Thanks, man.”

Michael nodded back, too scared shitless to
speak, afraid he’d say something stupid again.

“No sense in ruining a perfectly good
cigarette tryin’ to smoke it out in that shit,” Jared grumbled.
“C’mon, Private, let’s go back to high school.”

Michael cocked his head to the side. “High
school?”

Jared gestured for Michael to follow, which
he was more than happy to do, like a loyal puppy trotting after his
master.

He followed Jared into the men’s
bathroom.

Jared headed across the room and disappeared
into the last stall on the right. In seconds, he rose above the
cubicle, standing on the toilet as he raised the window above it.
“Well, don’t just stand there, kid, unless you want to set off the
smoke alarm.”

Panic zapped across Michael’s skin. Was he
really about to enter a bathroom stall with Jared Prophet, the
sexiest guy on base? Fuck yeah. He might be a lot of things,
but stupid wasn’t one of them.

“With the weather so bad, none of those dumb
fucks are gonna come in here tonight.” Jared hopped down from the
toilet and leaned against the side wall. He reached into his pocket
and pulled out a silver Zippo lighter.

A white stream of smoke drifted upward from
Jared’s parted lips and danced into his nostrils as he inhaled.

Michael swallowed hard and lit his own
cigarette, but not with nearly the James Dean flair Jared had
mastered.

Smoke drifted toward the widow and was sucked
out by whirls of hot, stormy air. “You’re right. Not many people
will be out in this weather.”

Jared shook his head and smiled. “Not anyone
with sense anyway. Guess that’s why we’re here.”

“I couldn’t sleep.” Michael drew in another
deep drag.

“There’s no place like home, huh, kid?”

Michael eyed him closely. For the second
time, Jared had called him “kid”. “Nah, it ain’t that.” He squared
his five feet ten inch stance. Jared still towered over him. No
wonder he looked at him as though he were still a kid. “I get these
feelings sometimes, like—” Michael stopped. What am I doing?
Had he almost told the object of his lust he had a sickening
feeling in his gut that something bad was about to happen? He’ll
think I’m a freak for sure.

Although accustomed to his innate sixth sense
popping up from time to time, Michael rarely told anyone when the
hairs on the nape of his neck pricked his collar or when his
stomach fluttered, signaling something looming the horizon. Most
times it turned out to be nothing major, but other times his
premonitions were dead on.

Once, his sophomore year in high school, he’d
tossed and turned all night, unable to sleep. He had assumed the
angst stemmed from stress over end of the year exams the following
day. When he came home from school though, he had learned the real
reason for the uneasy assault. His grandmother had passed away in
the night.

From then on, Michael had paid close
attention to those feelings of dread while secretly hoping it
turned out to be the side effect of an overactive imagination. He
hoped for the same this time.

Jared’s brows pinched with notable curiosity.
“What kind of feeling?”

“Nothin’, man.” Michael hopped up on the
toilet and stared blindly out the window into the nothingness of
the dark.

“I thought for a second you were gonna say
some weird shit like you have premonitions or some other
crazy-assed thing.”

Michael glanced down at him and faked a
smile. Blue eyes sparkled back in the fluorescent light.

Jared puffed on his cigarette again and
cleared his throat. He stared at the opposite wall where Michael
had stood. “I mean, if you did have some bad psychic feeling, maybe
it wouldn’t be so fucked up.” Jared shrugged. “Hell, come to think
of it, it may even be kinda cool, ya’ know?”

Michael narrowed his gaze. Had Jared given
him a pass on the weird psychic thing? He snorted a laugh. “Well if
the world spirals out of orbit, don’t say I didn’t warn ya’.”

Jared laughed. “Now wouldn’t that be some
shit?”

Michael stood over the other man, savoring
every moment of uninterrupted privacy they shared in the cramped
bathroom stall. He found himself intently drawn to the way Jared’s
lips turned up at the corners when he smiled. Damn. He’s sexy as
hell.

Michael looked down at his cigarette, already
burned down to the filter. He let it fall from his fingers into the
toilet bowl between his feet.

Jared leaned toward him, placed his hand on
the toilet handle behind Michael’s knees and simultaneously tossed
his cigarette butt into the water as he flushed it. His head tilted
upward, and the instant Michael met Jared’s baby-blue orbs,
Michael’s cock twitched, inches from Jared’s face.

The intensity of the otherwise innocent look
might have been nothing, but something clicked in Michael’s mind.
Something familiar. Something he’d longed to see, but never
imagined he ever would. Was Jared into him, too?

A long, awkward silence passed between them
until Michael decided to hop down from his perch, but as his boot
left the rim of the toilet, he lost his balance and slipped.

Strong hands grasped Michael’s upper arm, and
Jared grunted as he caught him.

Michael’s face burned from the mere touch.
The musky scent of aftershave mixed with a little sweat and smoke
filled his nostrils. He smells good, too.

Jared cleared his throat and released his
hold. “You okay, kid?”

Michael tried to hide his heated glare as he
heard the word “kid” once again. He bit the flesh on the
inside of his cheek to keep from saying what he wanted to say. I
got your kid right here, Prophet.

“Yeah, I’m good.” Michael pulled away,
straightened his shirt and reached for the door.

A firm grip caught his forearm, and Michael’s
attention snapped back to Jared, then down to where the other man
held his arm.

Jared looked down, too, then quickly released
him and ran his fingers through his hair. “Hey, um, where are you
from anyway?” His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.

Small talk? Okay. “DFW.”

A crooked smile spread across Jared’s lips,
those oh so kissable lips. “Dallas, huh?” He snorted. “I’m from
down around Houston.” His shoulders seemed to shrink, and his blue
eyes darkened as the mood in their impromptu hideaway took on a
solemn air. “It’s nice to know there’s another Texan around. You
know? Someone who understands the way we think. The way we’re
raised here in the south.”

Michael shook his head. “Um, I’m not
following.”

Jared’s cheeks flushed bright red. “You know?
Someone from up north or the west coast may get the wrong idea
about the two of us in this stall… at night…alone…”

Is that right? Michael wondered if
people would automatically jump to conclusions, or had Jared
revealed his biggest fear without even realizing it?

What better time to find out? Michael
squared his shoulders, suddenly feeling two feet taller than he had
when he first walked into the bathroom. He leaned into Jared and
purposefully inhaled slow and deep, savoring the man’s scent while
subtly inching Jared against the wall behind them. “Anyone with
brains would know right away what this is.”

Jared’s eyes widened, and all color drained
from his cheeks. “And wh-what is that?”

Michael eased even closer, placing his mouth
millimeters from Jared’s ear. His breathing steadied as Jared
seemed to stop breathing altogether.

Anger and possibly even disgust fueled
Michael’s intimidating demeanor. He wouldn’t allow anyone, not even
Jared Prophet, make him feel ashamed of who he was. “Two grown-ass
men having a smoke.” Michael pounded the wall then pushed open the
stall door.

He’d made it halfway across the room when he
heard Jared’s grumbled, “Shit!”

Michael smiled. Just because Jared Prophet
swung his bat on the down-low, didn’t mean he and Michael weren’t
playing for the same team.

“Hey,” Jared called out as he stepped from
the stall. “What’s your name, Private?”

Michael hid his satisfied grin before turning
around as he opened the bathroom door. “Michael Crest, but I have a
feeling you already knew that, didn’t you?”

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Jared Prophet tried his best not to show
Private Crest his true self. He’d safely tucked away those dark
feelings for years. He’d never allow some guy to come along and
change his decision to keep his secret desires in check.

Growing up in a small, conservative southern
community on the outskirts of Houston, Jared would be shunned as
though he had leprosy and his parents would disown him if they knew
his true nature. He’d fought a life-long battle, nothing less than
a curse, within himself, and he’d be damned if he’d act on it now.
He had too much to lose.

“Thanks again for the smokes. I owe ya’
one.”

Michael smiled and chuckled. “Actually you
owe me two, but who’s counting?”

Jared clutched the small Marlboro box still
in his hand, remembering the one remaining cigarette left in the
pack. “Two then.”

“No problem.” Michael turned on his heel and
disappeared through the bathroom door leaving Jared behind.

Jared breathed a sigh of relief and headed
straight to the sink to splash cold water on his face. He hadn’t
spoken much to the young private before the all too brief
encounter, but Jared had noticed him the first day Michael arrived
on base.

He recalled the deep dimples digging into
Michael’s cheeks when he smiled. The baritone timber of his voice,
as smooth and steady as the man himself and one of the first things
about Michael to snag Jared’s attention. Michael exuded confidence.
Confidence one possessed from being comfortable in his own skin,
sure of who he was and not at all afraid to show it. If only Jared
were able to be as free with his own feelings.

As he raised his head, Jared caught a glimpse
of his reflection in the mirror. His cheeks reddened, and his heart
boomed in his chest at the thought of how attractive he found the
other man. What the fuck?

“Stop it,” he growled under his breath.

Jared smoothed a shaky hand over the side of
his head, slicking down his crew-cut to make sure he looked every
bit the soldier he’d striven to be: proud, strong, and every inch a
red-blooded American man. The man his father wanted him to be, the
man he needed to be to survive.

He only had to get through another few weeks.
By then his retirement papers would be approved, allowing him to
start over somewhere, anywhere, as a civilian.

“Man, the wind is crazy,” someone spoke
behind him as they entered the bathroom.

Jared turned off the water and peered back in
the mirror at Raul Arrozo.

“Good thing you know how to swim,
mojado,” Jared said.

“Mojado? Man, I keep tellin’ ya’. My
pops didn’t swim across the border. He was smuggled into this
country under your mama’s fat ass.”

“Prick.”

“Douche.”

Both men squared off in the center of the
bathroom, scowling at one another with jaws clenched taut. Jared
sized him up with a piercing glare. Rather small in stature, Raul
stood only five feet six inches or so. Broad across the shoulders,
built like a Mexican bulldog and every bit as ugly.

Jared could take him if he had to.

The room grew quiet, and the air instantly
thickened.

Raul’s jaw tightened. He wasn’t backing down,
and he didn’t have to.

Jared gave in first. “For the record, my
mama’s ass ain’t that fat.”

Raul laughed aloud and slapped Jared’s back.
“I know. I smacked it last night.”

“You are not right in the head.” Jared tried
his best not to laugh and headed for the door.

“Hey, what are you doin’ for block
leave?”

“I only have two weeks, so I guess it’ll
depend on how bad this weather is. If it blows over, I’ll head home
for a few days or maybe up to my parent’s lake-house for some
fishin’. With any luck, I’ll miss the tropical storm
altogether.”

“Aw, man. That sounds like the perfect R an’
R. I haven’t been fishin’ since I was twelve. We didn’t exactly
have a lot of lakes where I grew up in New Mexico. A lot of cactus
though.” Raul stood in front of the urinal and unzipped his
pants.

Jared’s face heated. A sudden burst of
embarrassment rippled through him as Raul pissed right in front of
him, fresh on the heels of the erotic thoughts he’d had about
Michael Crest. What the fuck’s wrong with me?

Jared cleared his throat and grabbed the door
handle. He wanted nothing more than to get the hell out of the
bathroom, but he had to keep his cool. After all, he and Raul were
friends. “Well, maybe we should meet up there and try to catch a
few before our leave is up.”

Raul zipped his zipper and reached for the
soap dispenser by the sink. “Great idea. I might even bring a
couple smokin’ hot ladies and make a real party out of it, eh
ese?”

Jared nodded with forced enthusiasm. “Now
you’re talkin’.”

“Well, give me a shout out when you’re ready,
and I’ll bring the party favors.” A goofy grin spread across Raul’s
face, and Jared couldn’t help but laugh at his friend.

“Sounds like a plan.” Jared left the bathroom
and rushed out into the stormy night, if only to put some distance
between himself and the thought of Raul actually following through
with the plans to bring girls up to the lake-house for a little
casual sex.

Then again, the thought of a soft, curvy,
sweet-smelling woman would probably be exactly what Jared needed to
take his mind off of Michael Crest.

Jared lowered his head and trotted across the
parking lot to his car. He needed to get to the one person who
would always be up for a little mind-blowing fun.
Tiffany.

Tiffany, if that was even her real name,
danced at the Puss-N-Boots strip club on the weekends, and if Jared
hurried, he may be able to offer her a ride home.

He had a few hours before he had to report
back, so if he was going to cleanse his system of thoughts he dared
not acknowledge, now was his chance.

****

Jared pulled into the parking lot of the
strip club and parked off to the side, making sure his car was out
of view from the street. Turning up the collar of his windbreaker,
he made a mad dash for the front doors.

The dark foyer reeked of smoke and a mixture
of cheap cologne and liquor. As he entered the club, his attention
was immediately drawn to center stage. One of the newer dancers
squatted in front of a patron as he tucked money into her thong.
Her breasts, larger than most, were quite firm for their size, and
her erect nipples indicated she enjoyed her job as much as the men
who admired her.

Golden glitter sparkled down the length of
her legs, and she ran her fingers across her flesh, caressing her
skin, shamelessly teasing her patrons. Her body glistened like
melted caramel as she tilted her head back and squeezed her breasts
together, then playfully plucked her nipple while giving her lips
the once over with the tip of her tongue. Multitasking.

Jared eased closer, fascinated by the woman’s
ability to turn her body into a work of modern art, twisting and
contorting around the pole placed at the end of the stage. With one
hand stretched above her head, she gripped the pole and slipped her
other hand inside the front of her thong, giving the illusion of
masturbating, much to the delight of the cavemen in the front row,
who salivated over her every move.

As if he had room to talk. He was there for
the same reason as the other men. To watch. Admire. Fantasize. And
with any luck, find Tiffany and prove how much of a man he truly
was.

Tiffany had been his remedy for those times
he found his mind wandering to thoughts he knew he shouldn’t have.
Michael Crest wasn’t the first man to stir up ideas and feelings
Jared knew better than to give into.

Jared sat back as the music poured over him.
Each boom of the bass drilled deeper and deeper into his head.

The lights dimmed, and another dancer took
center stage. When the lights came back up, Sasha, one of Tiffany’s
friends, stood before him dressed in mock army fatigues. She didn’t
look like any of the female personnel on base with her flaming red
hair, perky breasts and legs stretching on forever. The heels she
wore only made her statuesque figure more desirable.

That proved it, didn’t it? He couldn’t
possibly be in to Michael Crest or any other guy for that matter.
Not if he was this attracted to women.

Whatever those other thoughts were, it didn’t
mean he was gay.

Sarah, one of the waitresses, quite the
looker herself, slipped up beside him to take his drink order. She
ran warm fingers across the back of his neck, gently caressing his
hair, as he focused on Sasha doing her thing on stage.

Sarah leaned in and whispered in his ear,
“What can I get ya’ tonight, lover boy?”

He glanced up at her. “Bud Light and Tiffany,
if she’s here.”

Sarah winked. “Good choices. I’ll tell her
you’re waiting.”

Jared watched the girl walk away, then
quickly returned his attention to Sasha. He tried to concentrate on
her eyes. Something about the eyes always got to him before
anything else. His gaze trailed down, and he licked his lips when
she slowly unbuttoned her camouflage jacket. See, there’s
nothing wrong. Women do it for you.

“Hey there.” Tiffany’s voice echoed in his
ear.

Jared immediately got to his feet to greet
her. Old habits were hard to break when a woman approached, even in
a strip club where most men probably wouldn’t bother. “Tiffany,” he
said, heat singeing his cheeks.

“Private dance?” She wagged her eyebrows as
she nudged him backward and slipped onto his lap.

Jared’s heart raced. “In the back?” He fought
the urge to touch. He knew better, at least not in the main room of
the club. The back rooms were a different story. Away from the
crowd, private dances were known to get a bit more personal.

Tiffany smiled. “Sure, lover.”

Jared rose and followed her toward the back
of the club, casting one last glance back at Sasha who had wrapped
one leg around the pole, giving the guys on the front row a peek of
what was hidden under her camo bikini bottoms.

The rooms at the back weren’t completely
private with closed doors, but rather a circular booth tucked into
a cubbyhole, with a thick row of hanging bead-strands serving as a
semi-see-through doorway. The lights were much dimmer and the music
a bit lower, providing the perfect atmosphere for dancers to talk
dirty to the customers.

If anything sexual happened there, no one
could see, and naturally no one said anything one way or the other.
After all, the girls were entertainers, not prostitutes, and not
all dancers gave private shows.

“How you been, baby?” Tiffany asked as she
guided him into the booth.

“Good. How about you?” Jared looked up at her
as she straddled him.

Her blonde hair cascaded across her
shoulders, and she began to grind into his crotch. She truly was
beautiful. Far too beautiful to be a stripper. Such a waste.

“I’m much better now that I have you to play
with.”

The girl had skills. No denying it. Jared
grinned, pretending to buy into her bullshit. “This is exactly what
I’ve needed all week.” He slid his hand up her thigh.

Tiffany placed her hand on top of his and
guided it to his leg. “I’m more interested in what you’re packin’
there, soldier.”

Her hand pushed toward his groin, and in a
few seconds she stroked his cock through his jeans.

Chills ricocheted across his body, and he
tilted his head back and closed his eyes. “Mmm, feels nice.”

Tiffany’s hot breath spilled onto his neck.
“I wanna fuck you so bad.”

“So fuck me.”

“Not here. You know the rules.”

“Then where?”

“After work.”

Jared pulled out his wallet and held up a
hundred dollar bill. “Then give me something to tide me over until
then.”

“You don’t need to pay me, baby.”

“I know, but if you’re over here with me,
you’re not out there making tips.” It wasn’t the first time he’d
tipped her for something he knew she would give him for free. But
he was right; she had bills to pay, and she would definitely earn
it.

“Stick it in.” Tiffany rose up and thrust her
pelvis toward him.

Jared slowly stuck the bill down the front of
her thong. Taking advantage of the low lighting, he cupped her
shaved mound, then dipped one finger into her slit, making sure to
graze her clit as he pulled his hand out.

“Oh, you’re in for it now.” Soft kisses
followed as she snuggled close, rubbing her breasts against his
chest.

Jared could play this game all night.
Whatever it took to get off and whatever it took to keep his mind
where it needed to be.

He leaned his head back again and allowed
Tiffany to perform her exotic dance, which consisted mostly of a
slow grind and the occasional dick massage.

Closing his eyes, he pictured soft lips
wrapped around his hard cock. He imagined the deep, erotic moans of
pleasure echoing through his mind. Exactly what he wanted, what he
needed to relieve himself of those other thoughts, the thoughts
capable of destroying him.

Jared concentrated as Tiffany writhed in his
lap, coaxing his erection to grow even harder.

He imagined the feel of his prick buried deep
inside her warm mouth, wet lips gliding up and down the length of
him. In his mind, he ran his fingers through her hair, thrusting
himself upwards into her mouth, deeper until he touched the back of
her throat.

Jared then pictured himself watching her and
how he would wait to come, wait until he saw those eyes and then…
when he couldn’t hold it anymore… he’d lift her chin and – Michael
Crest’s face appeared in his mind’s eye, sporting a cunning smile
and glistening lips.

Jared’s eyelids sprang open, and he jerked
away from Tiffany. His heart pounded to a near painful level.
“Fuck!”

Tiffany jumped back. “Babe, are you okay?”
Her eyes widened, and he knew instantly he’d startled her.

He scrambled to clear his mind and gain his
bearings. “Yeah, I, uh, it’s been a long day. I think I’m
tired.”

“We can do this another time. You know I’m
always here for you.”

“Yeah, I know. I’ll get a little sleep, and
then I’ll be good as new.” He shifted her off of his lap, stood and
straightened his clothing. “I’ll call you, okay?”

Tiffany reached for his hand. “Jared, if you
need to talk, I’ll be home around three.”

“Zero three hundred, got it.” He repeated it
back to her in military time.

She rose up from the booth and kissed his
cheek. “I mean it,” she whispered in his ear.

Jared gazed down at the stunning girl. How
many times had they had sex? Judging from the way she looked at
him, perhaps one time too many. Her eyes hinted to the notion there
might be something more on her mind than sex when she thought of
him. Great. Now I’ve fucked her up, too.

Jared swiped her chin with the knuckle of his
bent finger. “I know.”

Tiffany pulled the hundred dollar bill from
the band of her thong. “Here.” She pressed it to his chest.

Jared placed his hand over hers and squeezed,
causing the bill to crumple in her fingers. “You keep it.”

“But I—”

“You earned it, Tiffany. Trust me, you earned
it.” He gave her hand another gentle squeeze and left




cover.jpg
B’

L >

'
| -
»‘ ‘w‘

»iv ND
FEON
e

TYLER ROBBINS

%4






tmp_1397285540b48a4b997429e0a76cac5e_ZneV1u_html_61fe65ca.jpg





tmp_1397285540b48a4b997429e0a76cac5e_ZneV1u_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





