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Welcome to the hot, sexy world of Adam Carpenter. In these eight short stories and two novellas, you’ll be taken to new and dizzying heights of erotic pleasure and romantic entanglements, even as you are taken to some of the most exciting cities in the world and even some fictional settings that you may just wish you could visit. Same for some of the characters you’re about to meet, men who not only love other men, but lust after them and do such wonderful, wondrous things to them, with them. Here, sex may be the game, but love is the prize.

A few of these stories represent my first forays into erotic fiction—published several years ago and under a different name, now retired. So, I’m thrilled to have them all published under the Adam Carpenter name.

Let’s see what awaits us!

“Hot Hot Hot,” an odd piece, I’ll admit, was my first story published under the Adam Carpenter name. It’s cute and a bit innocent, about a guy in West Hollywood who must own a particular pair of sexy shorts; I like to think I’ve grown since that early attempt.

Another early entry is “In a City of Eight Million People,” a story more focused on the romance between two men who happened to meet...and then meet again, than the explosive heat between them; but it is no less charged with desire. And “Switching Positions” is pure fantasy between a fan and a player, one that just fed off my love of baseball—you know, our other favorite pastime.

“The Cactus League Society,” is also an early story, a mix of east-coast high society and western, cowboy lust, while set in the 1800s. It would become a prelude to my first full-length novel, Desperate Husbands, (originally published as Wonderland). The series, now known as the Wonderland Scandal, continues with Desperate Lovers and Desperate Enemies. (With thanks to Curtis C. Comer and Jeff Wilcox for their great contributions to those novels.)

For those of you who have enjoyed my European Flings Quartet, there are two stories presented here that once again took me abroad. “The Spy Who Did Me” was written as a piece of whimsy, a spy caper set aboard an overnight train from Paris to Zurich—a journey I experienced, but alas, there was no sexy Francisco to keep me company. My love for Europe and trains is evident again in the sexy short, “Arezzo Development.” Both have punny titles.

“You Own Me” is a novella which was published as a single title a few years back. It’s no longer available on its own—so to speak—so I decided it should be included here. It’s a highly erotic piece about a good-natured writer who has a darker side. Not that I would know anything about that!

Written specifically for this collection and only available here is the stand-alone story, “The Sexiest Package,” again set in West Hollywood, and it concerns a contest with a big prize at the end. It’s just good old fashioned sexy fun. And lastly, there’s the novella-length “A Yearly Tryst,” again, once published as a single volume, published now only in this collection. It showcases one of my favorite, hottest creations—sexy, hairy-chested Johnny Lee Capstone of the novel Dude Ranch and the novella Coming Arrival. But a surprise awaits readers near the end of the story, as Johnny Lee encounters someone from the first book in my White Pine firefighter series, “Secret Flames.” I love when Adam’s worlds collide and characters from other stories interact with each other. (There’s even a quick mention of Johnny Lee in “Desperate Enemies.”)

Lastly, and brand-new to this updated collection, is the sweet, more literary “An Assurance of Love,” a story written for a collection called Love Is Free, published by JMS Books and which benefits the ACLU. Check out this important book—there’s so many great stories. As for my contribution, it’s no less sexy than my other fiction. I decided to open the collection with this special piece.

If there’s a common theme among these stories, it’s that Adam Carpenter likes his men to be...men. They are fiercely independent, determined, and confident in expressing their passions and indulging their desires. From sexy cowboys to hunky fireman, city boys and country cuties, wanderlust and wonder, the many men of Adam Carpenter’s world are virile and vital, handsome and hunky, and quite often hairy (a hallmark of my stories, it seems!), and all are filled with an insatiable zest for life, love, and lust.

Enjoy the delights that await you, whether nocturnal or not.

—Adam Carpenter, 2025

* * * *
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An Assurance of Love

Chapter 1
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He spun the ring that was around his finger, a silver band with a rainbow stripe.

“Still unreal,” he said.

“Can you believe it’s been five years?”

“Seven,” came the reply.

“Well, sure, technically. From when we met.” There was a pause. “Any regrets? That day?”

“I think it’s a bit late for that, and besides, what have I told you. My life’s motto?”

“Never regret anything.”

“A regret is a decision you wish you hadn’t made. I embrace every decision, because the journey it takes you on could unwittingly, unexpectedly, change your life.” He leaned into the man sitting beside him, the touch of bare skin against the same was warm, and not just from the baking sun which beamed down on tanned bodies. He kissed his husband’s shoulder, tenderness further bonding them to the love they shared.

Bren Samuels took in the view before him. Like a postcard had unfolded before him, the sun’s strong rays upon rippling waters, a horizon sharing azure hues, sky meeting ocean as the late summer afternoon blazed. August was in full bloom, the thought of a season other than summer a long way away, in his mind and by the passage of time. It felt so perfect, the here and now, made even more so because of the man who shared not just this moment but all of them.

Those moments experienced during languid days.

Those experienced while curled together at night, dreams pulling them tighter.

That was the thing they realized, perhaps not that first day but those that followed, that they shared the same desires about the future. Talking on the phone and in person and on an endless text chain that could double as a journal, and long into the nights, expressing their hopes that tomorrow was always better than yesterday. And now, five years since making their wishes permanent, they had returned to the, so to speak, scene of the crime.

“I could sit on this beach with you forever,” Bren said, a sigh accompanying his head upon the shoulders of the man he loved.

“Like the horizon,” Marcus stated, staring forward. “An endless line of tomorrows.”

Waves crashed and seagulls sang. Like they had slipped between the borders of the scenic postcard, giving flight to their world.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Provincetown was no less than a gay mecca, and while for some it was their year-round residence, many of those who came to the coastal town on the curl of the Cape Cod peninsula, the summer months were not unlike a rainbow-inspired haj.

Bren arrived in P-town on a Monday in early August, a month before his thirty-seventh birthday. Traveling by himself, he’d left his Manhattan apartment in his rental car, intent on a week away from everyone and everything, and that included the memories in his apartment of an ex who just couldn’t take the hint. It’s over. Bren needed a fresh start, a recharge of his batteries. The last thing on his mind was love. Maybe a hook-up or two, that would be nice. Kind of help with that relaxing thing he was kind of not good at.

“Wish I could go with you,” said his best gal pal, Rickie.

“Lesbians get their own week, I think,” he said. “You’ll cramp my style.”

“Ha. You’ll probably just listen to show tunes at some bar and then go to bed early. Alone.”

That’s also why he wasn’t inviting Rickie along. Wouldn’t it be nice to get away from the perception that he was too buttoned up?

His small room was on the third floor of the Gifford House, a cute B&B a block north of Commercial Street, the main vein that kept Provincetown hopping from sunup to sundown, from the rise of the moon to the various nocturnal activities available to those on the prowl. He ventured out that first night, watching as the restaurants filled up, couples and groups, all of them laughing, tanned, good-looking, adorned in shorts and T-shirts (and sometimes not the latter), hungry bodies looking for a good time in a town that celebrated the hedonist living inside its visitors. To just be yourself was the recipe for success.

Unless you were saddled with name Brennan Samuels.

Being someone other than himself, that was the plan. Being himself was sort of not the way Bren wanted to approach this vacation. He had to shed his skin, reveal what he kept bottled up in New York. He worked in book publishing, in the boring sales department, which was still about ties and, if not suits, slacks and blazers. What he really wanted to be was a writer. He struggled to find the time, but maybe what he struggled with was finding his voice. Maybe because he hadn’t allowed himself the freedom to live so openly.

Unlike the multitude of men who passed by him as he walked the length of Commercial.

He found a restaurant that had a second floor, an outdoor deck. A cute, skinny waiter came by and took his order: a glass of Chardonnay and a lobster roll. Cool and refreshing, needed on this hot night in the early days of August. While he waited, he picked up his phone; all was quiet. No texts from Rickie and no new social media postings that interested him. Just unplug, he thought. Maybe even turn the damn thing off.

But then...ping.

He knew that sound. He’d considered deactivating the account while on this trip.

But he hadn’t and here was someone saying hi.

“You’re cute,” said the message.

Bren read more closely. The dating app wasn’t Grindr; he’d gotten off that one. No, he’d signed up on the edgier Scruff, thinking he might meet a man more to his liking. Bren liked his men to be...manly. He himself was five-ten, with brown hair cut short, his face normally clean-shaven but today he’d foregone the razor and was sporting a shadow two hours past five o’clock. The guy messaging him followed up before he even had a chance to think he’d respond.

“I’m Marcus.”

Of course there was a photo, a bit blurry but Bren could see a good-looking guy, the dark beard catching his eye. Scruff, indeed. Intrigued, Bren examined the profile a bit more, wondering just how far away the guy was. These apps were GPS dependent, so he could be within a few miles or several miles. Depends on their settings. It said 20 Feet.

Bren still hadn’t answered when it pinged again. Guy was aggressive.

“Look across the deck,” it said.

Bren was startled suddenly, looking up just as the waiter appeared with his glass of wine, which he reached for but let slip from his sweaty hand. The wine and the glass dropped to the floor with a splash and a crash. “Oh, shit, sorry...um, I’ll pay for that one, and I’ll just have another glass, sorry...let me get that...”

He bent down, even as the waiter said not to worry. Should have listened. Bren pulled back when he felt a slight prick at the tip of a finger. “Oww...”

The waiter retreated to seek help. Bren suddenly found himself in the shadow of someone else. It was the guy from the photo, not as blurry, the guy who’d been across the deck, the guy who was now standing before him. A bottle of Chardonnay in his hand.

“Want to share mine?” he asked.

Bren had to think fast, remembering that he was on vacation, that he was in Provincetown in the summer and that the pace and crazy life of New York was back inside his studio apartment. Here, the sky was expansive and filled with the possible, and the air was fresh and a night of potential was suddenly sitting opposite him at his table.

Potential. That was the key word.

“Did you cut your finger?” the guy asked.

“Oh, uh, no...”

“Let me see. Hmm, nope. You’re in the clear. Maybe a bit of dust on it.”

Bren started to say something, then stopped, because he felt the man take hold of his hand, then place one of his fingers in his mouth. It wasn’t lost on Bren that the man had sucked his ring finger. A heady warmth spread through Bren with sudden urgency, his toes curling. Their eyes locked, his brown, Marcus’s blue like the ocean. Words lost on Bren’s lips.

“What kind of name is Bren?”

“Brennan. It’s my mother’s maiden name. Connecticut snobs, my parents.”

“And you?”

“Doing my best to distance myself from material things. As for the name, can’t escape it.”

“Wanna go for a walk?” Marcus asked, never breaking his stare. “I can help you escape.”

Yeah, he liked the sound of that. Go with it, Bren told himself. See what happens. Regret nothing.

* * * *
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Chapter 3
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He couldn’t believe how sexy this man was.

He also couldn’t believe he was lying beside Marcus, in Marcus’s bed. Satisfied, for now.

“Can I get you anything?” Marcus asked him.

“I think you gave me plenty,” Bren responded, a laugh filling the dark room.

Bren felt Marcus shift onto his side, an elbow cropping up his head. He leaned over and Bren saw a kiss coming in. Not their first, not by a long shot. They’d made out on the beach a couple of hours ago while the moon had risen, and the waves had grown quiet as they reached the shore. A perfect romantic setting, one that had led them to hear, to now.

Shit, this man was hot. And he’d been great in bed. But that kiss, just now. It felt different.

“What was that for?” Bren asked.

“Letting you know you don’t have to feel awkward, or weird.”

“I don’t. I mean, I should. Three hours ago, I didn’t know you.”

“And now?”

“And now we’ve fucked.”

“I think you enjoyed yourself.”

“Is it all right if I say I’m not done enjoying myself?”

Bren surprised himself by not only saying those words but acting upon them. Pulling him close, Bren rubbed the man’s beard, turned on by the thick bristles, leaning up then to kiss him. A tongue escaped and entwined with his. Bren slid on top of Marcus, feeling the man’s growing cock slide against his bare ass. Like it wanted inside him again. In time, Bren thought, but not yet. His eyes said just wait, it’s my turn...

Bren kissed Marcus’s neck, then pressed his hands on Marcus’s chest. It was solid, with a nice coating of dark hair and two nipples that jutted up with a hunger that called to him. Leaning over, he licked the nipples, one, then the other, his tongue teasing them. All while he smelled the manly scent of this man, reveling in Marcus’s furriness. But then he continued his journey, licking the thick, defined trail down Marcus’s flat belly, until coming to the man’s hard cock. It was a nice size, thick, with a head that when it slid inside had opened him with a surprising gentleness.

Bren had seen stars, a dizzying light.

Taking the cock inside his mouth, he tasted Marcus. Sucked him, a hand sliding up the shaft, stroking it, stoking it, hearing the pleasure escaping from Marcus’s mouth. Bren’s eyes gazed upward, watching as Marcus’s chest heaved, that rug so enticing that Bren’s hands slid back up. Playing with the hair, all while he still sucked Marcus off. Bobbing up, down, unrelenting in his desire. Knowing he’d bring Marcus to climax soon. He could feel the heat, the pulse.

Bren couldn’t wait to taste Marcus. He’d liked everything else about this man.

Marcus had been nice at the restaurant.

He’d been sexy at the beach.

He’d been hot when he whispered in his ear that he wanted to take him home and fuck him.

And now Marcus erupted with a cry of passion and relief. Bren held his cock, not letting go as his come pumped into Bren’s mouth. Bren let it slip out, wiped at his lips and smiled over at Marcus. Who allowed a smile back.

Bren returned to Marcus’s side, edging beside him, their arms entwined as though the clock had stopped and they could keep its hands from ticking forward. Time would advance, yes, but the morning was still hours away, and neither man wanted to wish the other a good night, preferring to enjoy their time with no sense of obligation beyond the here and now.

“Still uptight?” Marcus asked.

“Well, I finally feel like I’m on vacation.”

“What about after your vacation?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you want to see me when your week is over?”

“We just met, Marcus. I don’t...”

“Will you come visit me? I’m in Jersey, you’re in Manhattan. It’s not far.”

“You realize Jersey is a punchline to Manhattanites.”

“Sounding like your pretentious parents. So, visit me. I have a dog.”

“And then what?”

“I’m saying that next year we’re going to return to P-town together. Celebrate one year.”

Bren didn’t know what to say. Could it be this easy, after years of it not being easy?

“Tell me your favorite movie,” Bren suddenly said.

“Psycho.”

Bren slapped his arm. “That doesn’t bode well. Now I’m afraid to meet your mother.”

“Okay, what’s yours?”

“Star Wars. The original.”

“Never seen any of them,” Marcus admitted.

“That might be a deal breaker.”

“Compromise? I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

“Didn’t we already do that?” Bren said, with a laugh that filled both the room and his heart. Suddenly this wasn’t just a hook-up. The tone had shifted, the night had gone from potential to promise. Bren turned to this man who he couldn’t have imagined twenty-four hours ago, not even twelve hours ago when he’d been walking down Commercial Street and seeing the happy couples, some of them who had probably been together for years.

Marcus was talking about next year.

“Here, let me remind you of what we’ll be doing a year from now.”

Marcus rolled onto Bren, his body pinning Bren to the bed. No further words were spoken. Just a moment hung between them as they realized something special was happening between them. Here was this man, sexy as hell, nice as hell, hairy as hell, and he was talking of the kind of things people called heavenly.

He felt Marcus enter him again. Marcus’s cock feeling so right. His thrusts chasing away sleep.

Bren wrapped his legs around Marcus, his hands digging into the man’s hard back, grabbing at tufts of hair that grew on Marcus’s shoulders. He closed his eyes and dreamed that this moment would last forever, seeing a future unfolding before him that he’d never dreamed of.

“Oh...Bren...shit...take me, take all of me...”

Bren did, he allowed that cock and more, he allowed the man’s heart to penetrate him even deeper.

Something found in magic was happening here.

* * * *
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Chapter 4
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August came around again, and Marcus Ariello was nothing if not true to his word.

His prediction rolled to reality as the car they were driving in passed by the famous white sign: Entering Provincetown, Est. 1686. For Bren Samuels and Marcus Ariello, they had only been established a year, and it was a year of firsts for both, including this moment, arriving together in the town in which they had met.

“I still can’t believe we’re here, that we’re doing this.”

“I assured you we’d return exactly a year later.”

“Assured is a curious word,” Bren said. “Not quite the strength of a promise.”

Marcus said nothing, just smiled as he continued to steer them toward their future.

In the past twelve months, Brennan Samuels had become a new man. Confidence had found him, or maybe he’d found it. He’d quit his day job, picking up freelance and temp work, both of which required nothing beyond the commitment he’d allow. Instead, he’d started writing, as his new lover liked to joke, “The Great American Novel.”

“Maybe it’s the Gay American Novel.”

“Ooh, are their dirty parts?”

As for Marcus Ariello, he continued to work at his job. He taught English to high school students in a small borough in New Jersey, about an hour outside of New York. He had invited Bren to his house, to meet his dog—who didn’t love a guy with a dog—and while the invitation hadn’t specified an overnight, the intent was as explicit as what they’d ended up doing that first night in Marcus’s house. In fact, Bren would visit every other weekend, with Marcus coming to the city on some of those in between weekends. No matter where they were, the sex was continual, and it was great. They hadn’t tired of each other. They hadn’t gotten a case of wandering eyes, or given how they’d met, wandering dicks.

One night, they’d both taken out their phones. “Ready? Press delete.”

They’d done it together, gotten off the dating app. Scratch off Scruff. It had done its job.

They’d celebrated the holidays together, rang in the New Year with a champagne toast while nestled under the covers. A snowstorm had been raging outside, and they remained warm in an increasingly welcome embrace. The sleeping Sniffer lay between them sometimes. A cute black lab who Bren had loved from the moment he’d first wagged his tail at Bren. Too many times Bren had said pinch me and Marcus would, but Marcus would pinch his cute butt, which would invariably lead Marcus to taking him. Their bed rocked.

And now he was taking Bren again, back to P-town.

Marcus’s friend, Rusty, whose apartment he’d been staying at when he met Bren, had given them the place for the week again. So, they were back to the bed they’d first shared, and after they got settled and unpacked, they got undressed and Bren and Marcus made love during the waning hours of the afternoon. Sex during the day was hot. You saw every move, witnessed it like watching a movie. No mysteries like in the darkness. Love exposed to the light, no room to be shy. Bren lay there in the comfort of his furry man’s arms. He felt safe.

“Ready?” Marcus suddenly said, tossing back the covers.

“Marcus, you’ve been acting odd since we left Jersey. You even let me play the entire Star Wars soundtrack on Spotify.”

He just kissed Bren. “I liked the movie. Those light sabers are sexy. Big and long.”

Bren tossed on shorts and a button-down shirt in orange linen, making him look like a model out of the J. Crew catalog. Marcus had picked the clothes out, saying he’d look so coastal, losing the darker edges of his Manhattan style. Marcus himself wore cargo shorts and a V-neck T-shirt. A tuft of his chest hair sprung out. A sexy reminder of what spread down from that starting point. Bren had the urge to slide his hands up Marcus’s shirt and have some fun with all that fur, but they had a dinner date and besides, they had all night to play.

Bren noticed Marcus noticing him. Marcus hugged him, said, “You’re hot, too.”

But then they had to depart.

First, they had drinks outside at the Crown & Anchor Bar. Bellinis, refreshing in the early hours of the evening. Second, dinner at The Red Inn, an upscale eatery on the Western edge of Commercial Street that, when they walked through the white-latticed entrance, was not unlike the last step when walking down the aisle. It was romantic as they dined on pan-roasted cod and filet mignon. The wine was divine. As they ate, their eyes seldom left the others. Bren had a feeling their fellow diners were watching them, and maybe they were jealous.

Bren might have been had he not been starring in this drama Marcus was directing.

Night fell, and they continued to stroll, veering off Commercial and up beyond Bradford. Bren grew curious about their destination, thinking he knew where but when he asked, Marcus was filled with silence. Except for the grin that wouldn’t leave his face. He was always the more daring of the two, coaxing fun into Bren’s energy. Bren had spent the last year acquiescing, Bren surrendering his heart, his soul, to whatever path this man walked.

They eventually returned to the beach where they’d shared their first kiss.

And it was there, on bended knee, with the waves quieting so everyone could hear the words, that Marcus proposed marriage to Bren. “With my heart and my future before you, I ask that you join me on the journey that only love knows. Brennan Samuels, will you marry me?”

There were only a few other people on the beach, and then there were the seagulls. All of nature celebrated with applause and squawks of approval as Bren cried and said, “Yes, yes, hell yes, I’ll marry you, Marcus Ariello.”

The ring sparkled, enhanced by a bright August moon.

The magic between them had only just begun.

Later, in the afterglow of their first lovemaking since becoming an engaged couple, Bren realized Marcus was asleep, his breathing easy, content. Bren got up, hoping not to disturb him. A half-empty bottle of champagne was in the fridge, and he poured a glass before wandering out to the deck on the second floor of the apartment building. He sighed, staring, unbelieving that such beauty existed in this world.

For so many years, he’d doubted himself and who he might love, or if he could love at all.

A year ago tonight he’d taken a chance. A leap of faith he’d never before allowed himself.

One man, a simple hello and a spilled glass of wine, and here they were.

Bren touched the ring. It was the most precious gift he’d ever been given. He wondered if he could ever top such a gesture, but he knew he’d spend the rest of his life trying to live up to the bond this ring represented.

* * * *
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Chapter 5
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“You look good, Bren. Happy.”

“You make me happy.”

“Is this when I say I love you?”

“You can say that any time. Like I can. I love you, now, tomorrow, always.”

Marcus kissed him, the taste as sweet as sugar.

“Five years ago today we exchanged our vows,” Marcus said.

“When Rickie and Rusty stood up for us.”

“I didn’t want an elaborate wedding. Just the two of us, and a justice of the peace.”

“We were in agreement on that. Kitty and Thomas Samuels might have fainted when we kissed.” He paused, sending those last words out to sea. “Life is composed of small memories.”

“Fancy words. Are you writing a new book right here, Bren?”

“Stories fill my mind, they never quiet,” he said.

Indeed, Bren Samuel’s debut novel, An Assurance of Love, was a modest success, garnering good reviews for “its honesty of heart, and its lyrical prose.” It had done well enough to earn him a new two-book contract, and he was busily, happily, writing full-time. Marcus was still teaching and had more than a few years before he could think of retiring. It was enough for them, keeping them happy and in love, sharing their dreams as much as they continued to share their bodies, the hunger for both never ceasing.

But every year, they stole a week from their usual schedules and returned to Provincetown.

“I got you something, an anniversary gift,” Marcus said, producing from his pocket a small, round wooden object. Wood was the traditional gift for a fifth-year anniversary, and engraved on the Olympic-sized medallion were the words Marcus & Bren, 5 Years. Followed by the August date.

Bren loved it and he kissed Marcus as his husband slipped it over his head.

“I have a gift for you, too,” Bren said, and then it was his turn to remove something from his pocket. It was a jewelry box, not unlike the one Marcus had surprised him with five years ago. Bren, his heart pounding with excitement, handed it to Marcus, who, eyes wide open in surprise, said, “You shouldn’t have, Bren, it’s...”

Bren shut him down and said just open it and so Marcus did.

Two rings stared back at him, gold bands with a single stone in the center. Both rings matched.

“Bren...?”

“Look at them.” He was nearly bursting with anticipation.

Marcus withdrew the first one. He read the inscription on the inner band.

Marcus & Bren 50 Years.

Marcus withdrew the second one. Again he read the inscription on the inner band.

Bren & Marcus 50 Years.

“Um, isn’t there a mistake on them? Bren, it’s only been five years and this...the year, the diamond, if it’s real, it’s kind of early. By, like, fifty-five years.”

“No typo, and no zirconia, it’s the real jewel,” Bren said, happy to have finally outdone one of Marcus’s grand gestures. “Marcus, you once assured me we’d return to this spot a year later. I joked about your use of that word. Wondering why you hadn’t said promise. But know that, with these rings, these diamonds, I make a promise to you that we will return to this spot on our fiftieth anniversary.”

* * * *
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