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Chapter One

	 

	 

	From the journal of Grayson Edwards—June 14, 2015, at Bucharest, Romania.

	We have finally landed in Bucharest after a very long flight to Moscow and then a much shorter flight to Romania. I’m tired of having my big frame crammed into airline seats that were made for much smaller people than me.

	I’m glad that we decided to spend the night here before heading into the mountains tomorrow. All I want to do is shower, eat a good meal, and get some sleep. Well, I wouldn’t mind fucking around with Nick Troyer, the security expert that is in the delegation. He’s a big military meathead, but he’s built like an army tank, and I certainly wouldn’t mind riding on his cannon.

	Roger Jamieson, the IT expert, stereotypically spent the whole trip on his electronics and had very little to say to me or anyone else. James High from the State Department was nice enough, but he was a politician, which I didn’t really trust.

	I was contracted to make this journey for diplomatic reasons. When I was first called to Washington for the briefing, I assumed that meant that I was supposed to seduce someone into doing something that would benefit our government. It wouldn’t be the first time that they have asked me to do this. But, there did not appear to be a need in this case. A large Romanian business syndicate was looking to relocate to the US and needed help with logistics. There was obviously something dangerous or top secret about the companies because the government was involved, but it was way over my level of clearance.

	Having asked why they needed my help, Mr. High had said that there would probably be a lot of negotiations and that I was to be the lead. Marked men were famously known for their negotiation skills, and I was no exception. I figured that the Romanians would trust me more than they would someone from our government, so it made sense to me. I look forward to showing off my skills.

	“The weather’s great here for summer,” James High said as we exited the airport. He had called for a cab to take us to the hotel.

	It was a warm day with a strong breeze that kept you cool. “It is,” I agreed.

	“Hold onto your bags at all times,” Nick warned.

	We were only supposed to be here for a week or so, but James and I had each brought numerous suit bags that we were forced to check. The other two members of our party just had duffle bags that they did not check. Nick Troyer had already warned us about thieves in crowds who specialize in snatching luggage and picking pockets. I nervously checked to make sure that I still had my wallet and passport.

	“And don’t turn on your personal cell phones,” Roger reminded us. He had gone over the cybersecurity issues within Eastern European countries with us previously, and we now had burner phones to use.

	Shit! This is such a negative way to start a trip. This general mood was not good for diplomacy.

	The cab pulled up, James checked the number on his call slip against the number on the cab, and we loaded up. It was a small van, but it easily handled our luggage and all of us. I sat by a window and stared out in amazement at the city. The first thing I noticed was the amazing amount of trees for such an urban area. The buildings were amazing, and as we came to a roundabout that held a smaller version of Paris’ Arch de Triomphe, I was smiling from ear to ear. I really liked this city already.

	I was excited about traveling out of the country again. This was the first time that I had left the United States, except for the Caribbean, since my Service had ended. I had traveled pretty extensively with my Master when I was in his Service but had always felt protected. This time, I felt loose, untethered, and while that came with an exciting exhilaration, it was also very scary.

	Bucharest was huge and seemed to be the central hub of the country, so I was a little surprised that the companies that we were here to help were not located here. The taxi stopped in front of the Marriott Grand Bucharest Hotel, and a valet opened the doors for us.

	James took care of the check-in procedure, and we soon had our keys in hand. Our four rooms were in a block on the second floor with Nick and me on one side, and James and Roger on the other.

	James unlocked his door and told us, “We will leave for dinner at six thirty, fellas.”

	Roger was already in his room, so Nick looked over at me. I knew when a NOMAR, or non-marked man, needed to fuck. “You going to take a nap, Nick?” I asked.

	He shrugged his wide shoulders and said, “I don’t know. What are you going to do?”

	I made sure James was in his room before answering, “I’m going to lie under you while you pound the fuck out of my ass.”

	He double checked to make sure that we were not overhead. “That is something that I definitely want to do,” he said with his normally serious face and tone.

	“Well, don’t be so happy about it, Nick,” I said sarcastically, continuing to flirt.

	“I’m a serious man, Grayson, and I’m going to seriously tear you a new ass hole.” His expression never changed, but he grabbed the front of his black cargo pants and squeezed.

	“That is something that I can get behind,” I said with a laugh. “I’m going to shower first and then I’ll be over.”

	Letting the hot water wash away the grime of my travels, I soaped my body and washed my hair. It all took less than five minutes. I put on the hotel-provided white terrycloth robe with flip-flops from my suitcase and headed next door.

	Nick answered on my first knock. He was wearing a black tank top, the black pants he had worn on the plane and black booties on his feet. I walked in, and he shut the door behind me. His big bald head gleamed like he had just rubbed it with some type of oil, and his face was slightly damp like he had just splashed water on it. Now that I was noticing, I saw drops of water in his brown beard and mustache.

	“You like black, I guess?” I asked him.

	He looked down and then smiled at me. “Everything I own seems to be black or green.”

	“Hopefully, not everything,” I said as I approached him and grabbed the crotch of his pants. I got a good feel of his weapon and was pleasantly surprised. In my experience, sometimes meatheads built their bodies because they had little dicks, and sometimes, they took steroids that diminished their cocks. I was glad to see that neither was true for Nick.

	He took a sharp intake of breath as I squeezed his cock. “Pink,” he said with a grin.

	“Can I see it?” My voice was husky with desire, and that fact surprised me. I guess I was looking more forward to this than I realized. It had not been that long since I had fucked, maybe a few days, but I was one of those guys that needed it every day to think straight.

	“You can do whatever you want to me, Grayson. I’m just glad that you’re here,” Nick said as he dropped his pants and pulled down a pair of boxers. His big cock jumped straight out at me as I knelt in front of him on the thick carpet.

	I grabbed Nick’s cock at the base and wrapped my hand around it. He had a dark blond bush of pubic hair and a big set of balls that hung low from the root of his cock. Using my other hand, I cupped his balls and rolled them around in my palm. Looking up to see if he was watching, which he was, I stuck out my tongue with some exaggeration and then made contact with his cock at the base. I licked from the base all the way to his fat cock head before sucking that super-soft head into my hot mouth.

	“Fuck!” Nick said as he reached out and cradled my head in one of his big palms.

	I looked up and saw that he had thrown his head back, and I assumed his eyes were closed. Letting more and more of him slide into my mouth, I soon had him completely settled into the back of my throat. My tongue, lips, and teeth were in constant motion teasing him.

	Feeling the blood pounding right under the thin layer of sensitive skin covering his thick shaft, I could tell that he was close already. I bore down on him, pumping my head up and down. I took long, drawing pulls on his cock while I pulled and squeezed his balls.

	“Urrrgggghhhhh!” Nick groaned as he lost his shit and exploded inside my mouth. He held my head in both hands, making sure that his dick was fully covered by my mouth as he ejaculated.

	I made a humming noise that let him know that I was happy with the protein shake he was feeding me. Coming off the security expert’s cock and cleaning it up for him, I looked up to see that he was looking down at me with glazed-over eyes. He had enjoyed himself.

	Standing up, I crawled onto the bed and asked, “Can you fuck now, or you need some recovery time?”

	He laughed. “I can’t believe this. You like cock that much? I can definitely go again.”

	Good. I was a simple man. All I wanted to do was lie under this man while he pounded me into the mattress.

	“Did you have a Servant when you were in the military, Nick?” I asked with genuine curiosity as I disrobed and headed for the bed. The military contracted with The Service for many marked men to be used to keep our fighting men happy.

	“Our platoon shared one. His name was Pete,” Nick said, remembering back while he stroked his cock. “I always felt sorry for him.”

	“Why’s that?”

	“He was always so tired, and I don’t think it was what he wanted.”

	“What do you mean?”

	Nick crawled onto the bed and knelt between my legs, “Well, I think he wanted to fall in love with a Master and have it be very romantic and...”

	“That’s not what he got,” I finished for him.

	“No, it’s not,” he said with a shake of his head. I lifted my ankles onto his muscled shoulders, and he placed his cock head onto my puckered hole. When he looked down at me again, there was some sadness in his eyes. “Pete was fucked pretty much around the clock, sometimes not even having the energy to get out of his bed. He had twenty of us as Masters and none of us with the experience or desire to really Master him.”

	Nick pushed his hips forward and drove his big cock inside me. He pushed through my anal ring, spreading the folds out wide and sending electric currents of pain and pleasure right to my brain.

	“Shit! Your ass is fucking tight and hot.” The bald guy sighed once he was buried to the balls inside me.

	“Your cock feels real nice in there, Nick. Am I tighter than Pete?”

	Nick smirked and said, “Poor Pete. His hole was so sloppy, but it was the only thing around, so we used him like a whore.”

	“He got a million dollars for it,” I said with a shrug.

	“Is that why you did it?” he asked as he hovered over me and began to try to saw me in half.

	“It is,” I answered nonchalantly. I hadn’t realized how badly I needed to be fucked, and I was enjoying the hell out of this big man doing it for me. I grabbed around his biceps, the best that I could, arched my back and lifted my ass to meet each one of his down strokes. “I wanted the money to start my life with, and I wanted the sex, also.”

	Nick chuckled at my words but continued to drive that meat missile in and out of me.

	“I discovered that I had the sex drive of a NOMAR while in Service. I probably should have switched places with poor Pete.”

	“You would have liked twenty guys pawing over you constantly?” Nick asked in surprise. He had an amazing skill to not let our banter affect his fucking rhythm.

	“Probably. It would have been different from my assignment.”

	“Weren’t you assigned to some billionaire guy in New York?”

	Nick’s thrusts were deep and fast. He certainly knew how to fuck, and I hoped we could go several more times before breakfast. “How did you know that?” I asked, knowing that at the briefing I had not disclosed the information.

	“I ran security checks on everyone before we came,” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

	We were both starting to sweat, despite the coolness of the room. I leaned up and licked a trail of sweat from his chest that was running between his pecs. I took the time to suck and bite each one of his hard, little nipples while I was at it.

	“Ahhh,” he groaned with his head back as I worked my magic on him.

	“My Master was in his seventies when he called for me,” I admitted suddenly.

	Nick opened his eyes and looked down at me in shock. “Really?”

	“Yeah, he could only get it up for me about once every other day or so.”

	“That sucks. I thought they had a medication for that.”

	“They do, but he couldn’t take it because of his heart condition. I had to settle for it, and sometimes, he would throw an orgy, but mostly, it was just attending to his friends who were just as old as him.”

	“Mind if I flip you over?” Nick asked me, suddenly holding his cock at the deepest level inside me.

	“Go for it, stud.”

	Nick held my waist and then rolled us over on the bed. I sat up on top of him, and he put his hands behind his head, giving me an awesome view of his big biceps. “You did that for a year?” Nick asked in disbelief.

	“Two years,” I corrected him.

	“Two?” he asked stunned.

	“Yeah, I wanted the money badly, and my Master really liked having me for company. The second year, I convinced him to let me fuck around between his fucks, and he agreed.”

	“Oh, yeah?” Nick put his hands on my ass cheeks and lifted me off his pole. I let gravity pull me back down and then took over with my leg muscles.

	I chuckled and said, “I fucked everything that walked into that mansion—gardeners, handymen, delivery guys, dog groomers, florists, chefs, butlers, chauffeurs, masseurs, and nurses. Hell, I even got fucked by his sons and his grandsons.”

	I continued to piston up and down on Nick’s big sausage while I talked.

	“Then what happened?”

	“My Service came to an end, I said goodbye and walked away with two million dollars,” I said matter-of-factly.

	“You didn’t feel a connection to your Master at all?”

	“He was just a friend. A means to an end.”

	“And since then? Nothing?”

	I looked down at Nick and studied him for a moment. “What do you mean?”

	“You’ve never felt anything for anyone except lust?”

	“I like them,” I answered defensively, “as people.”

	“But nothing else?”

	“Not really,” I said. Was I missing something? Was I supposed to be feeling something for these NOMARs who stick their cocks into me and fill me up with their steaming seed? Do they feel something for me other than lust?

	“Do you, Nick?”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Do you feel something for me now besides lust and the pleasure that comes from getting off?”

	“Not really,” he answered, but I could see he was not quite with me anymore.

	“Oh,” I said as it hit me. “You felt something for Pete?”

	“I felt sorry for him,” he answered quickly.

	“Something else...” I stopped bouncing on Nick and put my hand down over his heart. It was beating like crazy, and I could swear that I could feel the pulsing blood through his big cock inside me.

	“He just needed someone to take care of him, so I tried,” Nick finally blurted out.

	“There’s no shame in that. Nick, you don’t have a heart condition, do you?”

	He looked alarmed. “No, why?”

	“Your pulse is really high, and your heart is beating super fast.”

	“I’m about to fill you up with cum,” he said as a way of explanation.

	“Well, that certainly is worthy of getting excited about,” I said while resuming my up and down slide on his lap-hog.

	“Yeah, it is!” he said excitedly, obviously glad to get back to the fucking and leave the past in the past.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	From the journal of Grayson Edwards—June 15, 2015, at Bucharest, Romania.

	Romania is turning out to be quite the treat. I slept really soundly last night after getting hammered by Nick, the guy in charge of security. It felt good to be back on my game again.

	The four of us were joined by Florian for dinner. He is Romanian and was hired to act as our interpreter for the trip, even though most of the locals speak excellent English. We ate at a local Romanian restaurant called Haul-Manuc. It was in the courtyard of a very old and very large building that formed the four sides of a courtyard with wooden balconies that ran on several levels completely around.

	The food was good—roasted pork, which they called pastrami, and polenta. The wine was even better. Florian talked about our trip, but because James was the detail guy, I only half-listened. Instead, I took in the people of Bucharest, from the violin players entertaining us, the wait staff, the chefs, down to the patrons.

	I was surprised that the Romanian NOMARs were so handsome. I had always been a guy attracted to Americans—mostly because I like them rugged and full of confidence. But these Romanians were holding their own. Many of the men had great biceps and well-defined chests that they showed off under tight t-shirts. They fell behind in the leg department, most of them choosing not to work on them in the gym, but overall, they were attractive and mysterious. I like that a lot.

	Nick wanted another go after dinner, so I let him fuck me doggy-style while I watched the big hunk lose his shit deep inside me from the giant bedroom mirror. He really is a nice man and a good fuck, but I still went back to my own room to sleep.

	I planned on joining the others in the morning like James had instructed.

	Worried that I was going to be late, I was relieved to see that I was the second to arrive when I stepped into the hotel hallway. Roger was leaning up against his door with his face already buried in his tablet.

	“Morning,” I said as I closed my door and looked for a place to prop.

	“Morning,” he answered without looking up. A few seconds later, he asked, “Where’s Nick? You wear him out last night?”

	“Excuse me?” I asked in shock.

	Roger finally looked up at me. “You played with the bull, and I suppose that you got the horn... probably several times, didn’t you?”

	“It’s none of your damn business,” I snapped as Nick’s door opened and he emerged all in black again. I gave him a withering look and asked, “How do you even know, Roger?”

	Roger looked back to his tablet with no concern at all. “I tapped into the hotel security feeds last night. Saw you go into Nick’s room and leave an hour later. I just figured it was a good-night fuck. Was I wrong?”

	Nick was watching me with an expression between surprise and humor on his face. “No, you’re not wrong. He fucked the shit out of me, and I slept like a baby. You got a problem with that?”

	“Nope,” Roger said as he held up his hand and high-fived Nick.

	“Where’s James?” I snapped.

	Roger answered me, “He’s skipping breakfast... not feeling well.” When we looked at him questioningly, he said, “He sent me an email.”

	“Let’s go,” Nick said, now in charge.

	Breakfast was good—croissants with jam, eggs, fruit, cheeses, potatoes, and really strong coffee. I chose to have a latte and sweetened it at the table as Roger and Nick ate heartily. I was never a breakfast guy, so the coffee was my main target. Nick and my extracurricular activities had made me hungry, so I ate a croissant with cheese and some fruit. I would eat something bigger at lunch.

	Roger got another email from James while we were eating. “He thinks he might have food poisoning,” Roger informed us nonchalantly.

	“From last night?” I asked.

	“I guess,” Roger said.

	“I ate the same thing he did,” I said worriedly.

	“You would have been sick already if you were going to be,” Nick informed me.

	“What do we do now?” I asked the table.

	Roger looked at his tablet, shoveled some muesli into his mouth and said, “He wants us to take the train to Sinaia without him, and he will catch up to us in the afternoon.”

	“Should we take him to a hospital or something before we leave?” I asked, thinking of how it would feel for me to be left behind sick in a foreign country.

	“He’s already had the hotel call for a doctor, according to his email.”

	I was annoyed with this man already, and when I spoke next, it was obvious. “Do you think you can give us all the news at one time, Roger?”

	He looked up at me and said, “You chose to give your ass only to some of us, so I can do the same thing with my information if I want to.”

	“Fuck you,” I hissed as I got up from the table and left. My bags were already packed, so I returned to my room and retrieved them. I stopped long enough to write James a get-better-soon note on hotel stationery and slid it under his door.

	I waited for Nick and Roger in the lobby with my bags. A taxi took us to the train station where we met Florian. Thank God, he was there, because the woman at the ticket counter did not speak English, and she did not care to even try to understand. We only knew this because a poor Indian man was right in front of us in line, and he was having a terrible time trying to get her to understand what he was saying to her in English.

	Florian stepped in and translated for the Indian man and also for us. He handed us tickets for the train and indicated which way to go in the grand building that served as the station. I stopped and bought a bottle of pop for the trip and got a bottle of water for Nick. Roger could fuck himself. I was still mad at him.

	Once on the right train, we waited for a few minutes before it departed and then settled in to see the countryside. The train station had been very European to me, and I was excited to see the rest of the countryside. I took the opportunity to start a conversation with the train porter, who sat with us, and he pointed to different points of interests out the windows. His English was decent, and I enjoyed meeting him.

	The train soon stopped at the foothills of the Carpathian Mountains at a beautiful little town called Sinaia.

	“You have to see Pelles Castle while you are here,” Florian told us.

	“Maybe after our meetings,” I told him. With James out of the picture, I was in charge of the diplomacy and meetings. I should have looked over the paperwork on the train, but I was too interested in seeing the sites. I mainly just had to stall until the afternoon when James would join us.

	Nick was taking up the slack from James’ absence by taking over the logistics. He got us off the train and into a cab with no problems. I showed the driver the address of the hotel and then asked him if he could wait and take us to the first company where we had a meeting. He nodded that he could, and we were off.

	Sinaia was even more beautiful than Bucharest, with cute chalets gleaming in the bright sunshine behind beautifully manicured lawns. The taxi headed into the old section of the city near the palace and stopped in front of a lovely little hotel painted a cheery yellow with white shutters.

	The manager, Mihael, was very excited to have us as guests and settled us into our rooms very quickly so the cab wouldn’t charge us extra. He shooed us out to the cab as soon as our luggage was dropped in the rooms.

	I showed the cabbie the address for BAYtech, and he nodded his head. Turning the cab into traffic, he aimed it at the mountains, and we were soon climbing.

	The company was located on a beautiful meadow at the edge of a great forest. It was securely surrounded by an imposing fencing that somehow artistically did not detract from the beauty of the location. The building itself looked ultra-modern and new. It was neither the old European romance style of architecture nor the utilitarian style of the Communists that we had only seen here.

	We were stopped at the guard gate, and the cab was forced to unload and exit. We paid the cab and showed our passports to the guard, who checked a clipboard he had inside the gate.

	“Wait here,” he ordered in English.

	Soon, a large golf cart came down the drive from the building, and the gate opened. The cart stopped, and a handsome man in his twenties got out of the driver’s seat. He shook each one of our hands with a huge grin on his face and introduced himself as Alexi, assistant to the chief of development.

	We were soon loaded onto the cart and heading into the building. Alexi explained that BAYtech was a technology company that specialized in sound tech. He ushered us to a conference room and brought in a big tray of coffee for us. The BAYtech team immediately joined us, and my jaw promptly hit the conference room table.

	Their team was composed of three members, each one more attractive than the other. They were stunningly handsome. The head guy, Stefan, was in his thirties, and his two assistants were in their twenties. Stefan was tall with dark hair slicked back over shaved sides, which I had already seen was the Romanian style. He had dark eyes that were constantly watching and seemed very brash. Lucian, one of the assistants, was losing his hair, so it was cut short. He had a full blond beard and mustache under beautiful blue eyes. Fane also had his head shaved except the top, which was very long. He had slickly pulled it back into a very small ponytail that hung above his shaved head at the back. He had brown facial hair and warm chocolate eyes that were at once arresting and welcoming.

	“Gentlemen, we are so happy to have you here at BAYtech,” Stefan greeted us.

	We stood and shook each of their hands as he introduced his team. I introduced our team, and we all had a seat. Stefan explained that Fane and Lucian did not speak English, so I asked Florian to interpret for them.

	“There will be no need,” Stefan said. “We have developed a translation app for your cell phone. They will simply plug in to understand.” He said something in Romanian, and the two men took out their cells and installed one earbud in one of their ears.

	“Now, we are ready, yes?” Stefan asked.

	“Yes,” I answered.

	He looked at me for a moment and then said, “Pardon my hesitation, but it is highly unusual for a marked man to be in your position, no?”

	“I guess,” I said with a slight shrug. “To be honest, I wasn’t expecting to be in this position, but the head of our delegation is... under the weather.”

	“Yes, Mr. High seems to have gotten a bad piece of pastrami.”

	How the hell does he know that?

	Almost as if he could read my mind, he answered my question by saying, “Romania is a small country, no?”

	“Beautiful country. We are really enjoying our trip so far.

	“Excellent. Well, let’s get down to business, shall we?”

	“Yes,” I agreed.

	The meeting was pretty long with Stefan doing all of the talking with just an occasional side note from one of the assistants in Romanian. All three of us talked as we discussed the security, technology, and logistics of our two countries cooperating with each other.

	BAYtech basically wanted to use some of the US defense contractors to fine tune two projects that they were working on. They did not want to relocate to the US or have strangers in their labs but wanted the tech to have our scientists work alongside them, maybe robotically. I was pretty sure we could make that happen. In exchange, they would agree to contract the finished products to the U.S. military.

	I took extensive notes on our ideas, and I told Stefan that I would get back to him soon with an answer.

	“Very well. Would you like to see some of our production?”

	I looked at my team and said, “I think we have time for a tour.” We definitely wanted a tour, but I didn’t want us to look like we were desperate for one.

	“Excellent. I’m afraid that I have another meeting, but Fane and Lucian will be more than willing to show you around.” Both of his assistants nodded.

	As we moved below grounds to the labs and testing areas, Nick leaned over to me and said, “Their security protocols are excellent.” I had only noticed the multiple key-swipe doors, but now, I saw that there were cameras and other devices that I was unsure of what they did.

	Lucian took over the tour as we stopped at a testing area for one of the two projects they needed help with. It was called PackTalk and was basically a way for all members of a team to know what the others were doing at all times. Florian told us what he had said in English while Lucian withdrew a headset from a secure drawer and hooked it into the speaker system.

	Fane scanned his palm on the control panel and then pressed a button that raised one of the walls. Behind was revealed a huge wall of glass, looking down onto a maze.

	“It uses GPS technology to constantly relay positions to each other but also uses body metrics to try to predict the next movements of the members,” Florian translated Lucian’s words.

	We watched spellbound as three men in military gear and assault rifles appeared in the maze and spread out. The speaker in the room started to report information about each one of them in Romanian until Fane switched it to English.

	“A is in sector two heading northeast.”

	“C is in sector four. He is favoring heading south before turning west.”

	“B is backtracking north in sector one.”

	“This is awesome!” Nick said as he pressed up against the glass to watch the action. “This will be so helpful in all scenarios.”

	“Like the ways that wolves are said to communicate as a pack when they are on the hunt,” I said aloud but mostly to myself.

	I heard a small sound from Fane and looked up at him. His brown eyes were burning a hole into me, and he had a lusty carnal look to him that I knew all too well.

	We finished watching, and then, the boys restored the room to its’ original state. Lucian led us out of the room and down another hallway.

	“Is there a restroom I can use?” I ask Florian, who asks Fane. I notice that Fane’s visage had returned to normal—expressionless.

	Fane said something, and Florian told me, “He will take you. His office is nearby, and he has a private restroom.”

	Instead of answering, I defer to him with a sweep of my hand. He said something to Lucian, who continued with the tour. Leading me to his office, he unlocked the door with a swipe of his keycard and ushered me in. It was a very modern office with a small couch and sitting area to one side

	Fane closed the door and said, “I would very much like to fuck you, Grayson Edwards. How do you feel about that?”

	“I’m all for it,” I responded as I took a seat on the couch.

	He smiled with a beautiful set of teeth and said, “You are not surprised that I speak English?”

	“No, I figured you probably did when you seemed to have understood what I said in the lab about wolves.” I slipped off a loafer, stood and stepped out of one leg of my suit pants and underwear. I kept the other leg the same as I sat back down.

	“You are smarter than the others, Grayson,” Fane said as he stepped in front of me and unzipped his pants.

	“And you are hotter than the others, Fane. And that is really saying something.” I took his cock by the root with my hand and engulfed him in my mouth. He tasted musky like he had been hard for quite a while, leaking precum generously.

	“You are quite unique here in Romania, Grayson,” Fane said with a sharp intake of breath as I pumped up and down on his cock.

	“Why’s that?” I asked coming off of him and lying back. His cock wasn’t huge, so I thought I could probably take him with just my saliva covering him.

	“We do not have marked men here,” he said as he climbed into the saddle between my legs. “And we don’t expect them to be like you.”

	Fane pushed his cock inside me as my hands cradled the sides of his shaven head.

	I gasped as I felt the pulsing, throbbing piece of meat slide into me. “Why don’t you have marked men?”

	“Well, we have them, but they are almost always sold off when the mark appears. The financial incentive is just too much for the people to resist.”

	“Sucks for the boys,” I said.

	“Yes. But tradition and opportunity conspire against them.”

	Fane and I didn’t speak again as he fucked the shit out of me. I was mesmerized that, once again, I could swear that I could hear his heart beating and, just like with Nick the other night, that I could feel the blood pulsing in his cock as he fucked me.

	“No wonder...” he said almost to himself.

	“No wonder what?”

	He ignored me. “Your hole is so tight, Grayson,” he moaned.

	“Fuck it open, Fane,” I whispered to him.

	Fane mumbled something unintelligible as he climaxed inside me but continued to thrust. Once he regained his equilibrium, he withdrew and cleaned us both up.

	“Thanks for that, Grayson,” he sighed contentedly.

	“You’re more than welcome.” I started to redress. “We need to catch up with the others.”

	“Yes,” he agreed, smoothing his hair back.

	We walked briskly to where the group was just finishing watching a demonstration on echolocation. Soldiers were in a wooded area and were using devices on their chests to send out a sound that bounced back to a computer on their helmets and let them know what was ahead.

	Nick gave me a knowing smile as Fane and I rejoined the crowd.

	“Diplomacy is never done, Nick,” I whispered to him.

	Lucian was finished with the demonstration and ushered us out of the building. We shook hands and thanked Fane and Lucian for their time.

	“One of our board members would like you to have a car to complete the rest of your travels in while you are here in Romania,” Florian translated Lucian’s words. “There is a Dacia, a true Romanian-made car, waiting for you at the gate.”

	“Thank you very much, but we can’t accept that,” I said quickly.

	“I’m afraid he insists,” Florian said. “The board member is very rich and can be... how do you say? Hot tempered if he doesn’t get his way.”

	I shrugged, knowing that we could really use it. “We will return it here on our way back to Bucharest, Lucian. Thank your board member for us.”

	Both Lucian and Fane nodded their beautiful heads at us, and we hopped into the golf cart.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	From the journal of Grayson Edwards-June 16, 2015 at Sinaia, Romania.

	Nick, Roger, and I felt like our meeting with BAYtech had been really successful yesterday morning. We ate a late lunch of ham-stuffed pastries and salads at the hotel while we processed it. Florian had decided to eat in his room while he talked with his family on the phone. I informed the boys that I believed that Fane and Lucian probably both spoke excellent English, and Nick agreed. Roger had been clueless.

	Roger did report to us that he had received another email from James High, the chief of our mission. The email said that he was not feeling any better and that he had to go to a hospital in Bucharest because he had become severely dehydrated from throwing up. He was not going to be able to join us anytime soon. Did we want to cancel or continue without him?

	We all agreed to just keep going and would email the details back to James for review as we continued our journey. Roger agreed to be in charge of that.

	We were stunned by the gift of the Dacia and chuckled when we talked about Nick’s massive body behind the wheel of the small car. The three of us used the car to go see Pelles Castle. It was a big, gorgeous castle done in the Edwardian style with equally beautiful and well-maintained lawns.

	Unfortunately, more bad luck seemed to follow us on this trip. We were just finishing the self-guided tour when Roger tripped over a high door seal coming out of a public restroom and fell headfirst down a very narrow flight of stairs. He was severely banged up and broke his collarbone and right leg.

	Nick and I visited Roger in the hospital after eating dinner. His doctor was worried about blood clots, so they were going to keep him for a few days.

	“What the fuck is happening?” Nick asked me at breakfast.

	“I don’t know, but it’s a little creepy. Two days and two people in the hospital, the odds aren’t good for us.”

	“I know. It’s bad luck.”

	“At least Roger will be able to join us through facetime for the meeting with DRS today,” I said a little relieved. I had done my homework last night about DRS, and they were very dependent on technology and computerization. After reading the dossier on DRS, I had gone to Nick’s room and brainstormed. We had figured we could ask Roger to join us via computer, and he agreed when we asked him.

	Afterward, Nick and I fucked again just to relieve the tension between the two of us. I had felt grimy after our tour of the castle, so I had insisted on fucking in the shower, and he was totally excited about it. It was nice to have someone on this trip that I could use for his body without having to think about it or have any strings attached. Nick was good at fucking, and he was able to take the edge off of my nerves enough that I had been able to sleep well.

	Later, when we joined Florian in the lobby of the hotel, I repeated my relief that Roger was going to join us through technology for the meeting. I knew I was just talking because I was nervous, but it made me feel better, so I kept at it.

	“That’s going to be key with this company,” Nick agreed. “Shall we go?”

	Florian nodded his head, and I said, “Yeah. We might be a little early, but it might take us a while to find it also.”

	DRS was on the opposite side of Sinaia, once again up in the mountains. The security surrounding this company was even more impressive than BAYtech. Nick was super impressed by it. Each one of us had our fingerprints and retinas scanned upon entry. Armed guards patrolled the grounds.

	We were met by the head of their Research and Innovation Department, who introduced himself as Dinu. He was absolutely breathtaking, and I immediately began to ask myself why I had never known that Romanians were so fucking hot. Dinu had long black hair that he had combed back across his head. Dark eyes and a patch of black hair on his chin completed his look. His dark suit was tailored over an athletic body.

	Even Nick noticed how stunning he was. Nick looked at me and raised an eyebrow. I nodded my agreement.

	Dinu was happy to meet us and eagerly pumped our hands. His English was perfect when he spoke and insisted that we use our first names. “You guys have had a very productive trip so far, although with some bad luck.”

	How the fuck does he know that? Are all Romanians related to each other and they tell everything? Maybe they are using the PACK technology that we saw yesterday already...

	“Yes, we have, Dinu,” I said smoothly, not revealing anything. “We appreciate you meeting with us, even though our team is at half capacity.”

	“No problem at all, Grayson. After all, you have come all this way...”

	“Yes,” I agreed graciously.

	“Right this way,” he said as he ushered us into the building. Each entry door used a hand and retinal scan for each person entering. Nick told me later that there was a scale in the floor and it weighed how many people there were, and if the number of scans didn’t match, the doors would not open.

	The building was super clean and modern; glass was used almost everywhere.

	Dinu led us above the factory floor where we could watch their products being developed.

	“We are interested in cloaking devices here at DRS,” he informed us. “We have taken the idea of cloaking that the United Kingdom developed for cars in late two thousand and ten and applied it to other applications. Are you familiar with how cloaking works?”

	Nick answered, “Yes. The British car was covered with a light-sensitive skin, and there were cameras mounted on the car in every possible direction. The cameras filmed what was on each side of the car and then projected the images onto the skin of the car on that particular side.”

	“Correct,” Dinu said. “The car virtually disappeared to the naked eye.”

	Nick continued, “But if I remember correctly, the cloaking technology was determined to be too bulky and inconsistent for other uses besides vehicles.”

	“With their design, it was,” Dinu agreed. “We have expounded on the idea and have been able to cloak... smaller objects.”

	“Smaller?” Nick said in disbelief as we continued to walk down the catwalk suspended over the factory floor. “How did you solve the issues of the bulky cameras?”

	“You shall see,” the Romanian said mysteriously as we were scanned again to enter through another door.

	We entered a glass room shaped like a hallway. Out of the left side of the hallway was a lush green forest and out of the glass to the right was a desert landscape. Nothing moved in either, and I saw no humans.

	Nick was looking at the desert while I watched the forest. Florian seemed to be staring at Dinu. There was a whistle from somewhere, and suddenly, I saw movement, but it was like a blur, and then, it was gone.

	“What was that?” I asked.

	“I dunno,” Nick answered.

	The whistle came again, and my eyes were trained on the spot from the last time. This time, the blur came from somewhere to the right. It reminded me of a hologram that has a hitch in it, but I couldn’t see shit.

	Looking up at Dinu, I saw that he had a huge shit-eating grin on his face. “You like what we have done?”

	“It’s amazing!” I said in awe. The cloaking was almost perfection.

	“Would you like to see more of them?” he asked.

	“Absolutely,” Nick answered.

	Dinu spoke something Romanian into a microphone, and suddenly, eight guys with assault rifles stepped out from under their cloaks on each side and looked at us with expectant grins on their faces.

	“Holy shit!” I said undiplomatically as I actually recoiled. I bumped into Nick’s back as he did the same thing.

	“Impressive, yes?” Dinu asked. His dark eyes were burning a hole in me as he watched my every move.

	I recovered myself and slipped into diplomacy mode. “Very impressive, Dinu. Truly awesome. I’m not sure that we can offer you much. These cloaking systems seem to be production ready.” I was very aware that the US government would want to get their hands on this technology as soon as possible.

	Noticing that Nick was doing the same thing as me, which was to try to see what the cloaks actually looked like, I was frustrated that each man kept the device carefully hidden behind his back.

	Dinu looked almost embarrassed when he spoke next. “There is a smell.”

	“What?” Nick asked.

	“We are not sure what causes it, but there is a distinct smell to the cloak that we have not been able to undo. On the one hand, it repels humans and animals from the area, which keeps them from stepping on a cloaked soldier, but on the other hand, it makes them easier to find or for someone to realize that they are there at all.”

	“I see,” I said. “You would actually need our scientists here for that.”

	“Yes,” Dinu agreed. “And for this help, what may we expect you to... charge?”

	“The ability to purchase units probably would be acceptable to us,” I said, knowing that our scientists would probably be able to replicate it once we got our hands on one.

	“That would be acceptable to us as long as it was a big purchase,” Dinu said, smiling broadly.

	“I will present it to our government, Dinu. Thank you so much for the tour and the demonstration.”

	“You are welcome. Thank you for your assistance with this problem,” he smoothly nodded. He moved his arm out in front of him for us to return back down the hallway.

	Nick led the way with Florian close behind.

	“Grayson,” Dinu called as I started to walk.

	“Yes, Dinu?” I asked, stopping my progress. Using first names was not something familiar to me in business, and it felt strange every time I did it.

	“Do you have plans this afternoon?”

	“We are just packing so that we can leave tomorrow.”

	“In that case, may I take you to a wonderful spot in the mountains not far from here that I would like you to see before you leave Sinaia?”

	I looked at him and felt the lust rolling off of him in waves. It was obvious that he wanted to fuck, and I found him to be dark and charming, so I certainly didn’t mind it at all. Turning to look at Nick, I saw that he and Florian were deep in conversation far ahead and not paying attention to me. I turned back to Dinu and said, “I would like that, Dinu. Thank you very much. Can you pick me up from the hotel at three o’clock?”

	“I will bring a picnic dinner for us,” he said as his dark eyes reflected the light like a barrel of oil.

	“Sounds good.” I turned and followed Nick out.

	When we returned to the front gate, I turned to Dinu and said, “I forgot to tell you which hotel.”

	“No need. I know it,” Dinu immediately said.

	How the fuck? These Romanians had better intelligence than the United States even thought about having.

	“Very well. Until three,” I said, shaking his hand again before following Florian into the car.

	Nick shook his hand and got into the driver’s seat. “What’s at three?”

	“He wants to take me into the mountains and show me something,” I smiled coyly.

	Nick snorted, “I bet he does.”

	“Do you want to go?”

	“No. I’m going back to the hotel and resting before something bad happens to me also,” he said with a chuckle. We both laughed about our friends in the hospital, but both of us seemed to know how strange the situation had become.

	I twisted to look at Florian in the back seat and asked him, “Florian, you were a little quiet back there, and I couldn’t help but notice that you seemed... intrigued by Dinu.”

	Florian immediately looked guilty. “He comes from a very old family here in Romania.”

	“Oh, yeah?” I asked.

	“Very old and very powerful,” Florian said mysteriously. “And if I’m not mistaken, Stefan from BAYtech is also on his family tree. Maybe a... how do you say? Cousin.”

	“Really?” I asked turning back. This trip was getting stranger and stranger. “That would explain a little of how they all know what we are constantly doing.”

	We returned to the hotel and had lunch. I took a long nap before showering and going to the lobby at three o’clock. Dinu was not there yet, but he appeared in the lobby to collect me shortly after.

	“Good afternoon, Grayson.” He had changed out of his suit and now wore a gray t-shirt that hugged his muscular chest and showed off his big biceps. I was delighted that heavy, dark tattoos peeked out of both sleeves and snaked down his biceps
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