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Chapter
One

 


Conspiracies? Aliens?

Mason Diaz shook his head, still not knowing
what to believe. He’d experienced some interesting shit while
working at The Agency—poltergeist activity, electronic voice
phenomenon, and a demonic haunting caused by divination without
training. But when it came to all this extraterrestrial stuff, one
word bounced around in his mind.

Really?

He propped himself against the wall of the
extra-large conference room, studying each person who walked in,
and searched for any signs of insanity in them. Every man and
woman, no matter their age and culture, looked normal. Puzzled, he
scratched his head. How could they not appear crazy? From what he
understood, the group members all shared one intriguing claim—alien
encounters.

The other day, his coworker, Seth Trivos,
who happened to be the founder of the Alien Encounter support
group, had confided in him the reason why The Agency started
hosting the meeting. Seth feared there was some kind of conspiracy
going on—one in which their boss, Owen, might be involved. Granted,
Seth said he’d yet to find proof. Evan, Seth’s boyfriend and fellow
Agency investigator, didn’t want Seth digging too deep into the
whole alien abduction scene for fear of irritating their boss
further, but something kept nagging at Seth. Seth had stated he
wanted answers.

Mason couldn’t wrap his head around it all.
Hell, the only reason he’d partaken in the whole alien and
conspiracy conversation with Seth was because Owen couldn’t stop
griping about the meeting. It confused him as to why their boss
Owen, who owned and ran a company that was supposed to help people
solve their paranormal and supernatural issues, would be bothered
by a support group for those afflicted. It could only mean more
business for them in the long run. Mason had said as much to Seth,
and in return, received the earful. He’d thought it was great how
Seth trusted him and their friendship enough to confide in him.

But damn.

Seth had wrangled Mason’s younger sister,
Jenna, into helping out at the meeting since Evan planned on taking
Seth on a romantic getaway and wouldn’t be able to attend. She in
turn had roped Mason into assisting her.

So here he was waiting for the meeting to
begin, to see what the people had to say, when all he wanted was to
go home, have a beer and watch a game. Jenna seemed rather calm as
she talked to the guests, especially considering she’d been
freaking out earlier, saying the group was really important to
Seth, everything had to be perfect, and they couldn’t screw up
anything.

Good thing Jenna didn’t know about the
conversation he’d had with Seth the other day.

Seth, Evan, and others’ close encounters.
Clown-rabbit aliens abducting them—experimenting on them.

Mason shook his head again, almost wishing
he could toss the words of their discussion out of his mind.

No one will ever know
about the talk we had.

He scanned the people milling around the
coffee and pastry table and then observed those standing amongst
the brown metal chairs set up in neat lines, not really seeing any
of them with his thoughts consumed with the alien stuff.

Jenna stood near the door, keeping tabs on
the pens and markers she’d placed on the check-in table, signing in
people, and making them fill out the “Hi! My name is…” stickers.
Like Mason, she had shiny black hair, but hers usually fell in
waves to her shoulders. This evening it was pulled back into a
ponytail. She also had their family’s olive colored skin, which a
few people had mentioned reminded them of coffee with cream.

In a few more minutes, she’d open the
meeting, the people would do their thing, and then he could finally
leave work for the day.

Jenna peeked into the hall, closed the door
with an anxious dark eyed glance at Mason, then headed up to the
podium at the front of the room.

“Good evening, everyone.
If y’all could take a seat, please, we can get started.”

As his sister called the meeting to order, a
man slipped into the room and quickly sat in a seat in the back
across the way from Mason. He couldn’t see who he or the others in
the row were because another gentleman, bigger than most of the
attendees, blocked his line of sight.

The last minute arriver
was a looker from the brief glimpse Mason had of him—stylish in his
crewneck t-shirt, sport jacket and dress pants. Seems really sexy. Even if the
outfit does seem a bit of a throwback to the
eighties.

A fuzzy memory of a man he’d been intimate
with tugged on his mind, and the feelings it stirred within him
were hot and lustful and made his cock twitch in sexual
anticipation. His reaction was like smelling a scent that brought
up the emotions connected to it but not the specific details.

Have I seen him before somewhere?

“Thank you for coming,”
Jenna continued when the group settled down. “I hereby call the
Alien Encounters meeting to order. My name is Jenna Diaz. I’m an
agent here at The Agency, and I’m here to help facilitate the
gathering tonight.”

“Hi, Jenna,” the group
said as one.

She smiled and glanced down at the notes
she’d placed on the podium earlier. “Let’s go around the room. If
you could say your first name and what kind of alien experience
you’ve had, like a sighting, abduction, experimentation, or
whatever, that’d be great. Or if you’re here to find support for a
family member or friend who’s had the issue, that’s fine, too.
We’re here to assist one another. Once introductions have been
made, you’re welcome to come up and share your story. Please keep
in mind, this is a safe place. No judging, and definitely no
sharing any of the information you’ve learned in here outside of
this room unless it’s with someone who’s been present at the
meeting.”

The door clicked once more. Seth snuck into
the room and skirted the perimeter to Mason’s side.

“What are you doing here?”
Mason whispered so as not to disrupt the introductions circling
around the room. “I thought you and Evan were going on a trip out
to Catalina Island.”

“We were,” he replied in
kind combing his fingers through his amber colored hair, “and still
are. Star came down with a fever earlier today so we’re waiting for
my mother to come out instead of taking the baby to her. We called
the doctor. She said it’s probably just a cold. The fever broke a
little while ago, but still. We figured if our little one is sick,
she’d get well faster in her own home than in someone else’s. Once
my mom’s done visiting with my Uncle Kit and she comes here, Evan
and I will leave.” His hunter green eyes sparkled as he spoke his
partner’s name. “In the meantime, I wanted to stop by and see how
all this was going.”

Mason nodded, returning his attention to the
last few people left to disclose their names.

It came to the last arrival’s turn. He stood
and shifted on his feet, seeming to weigh some options. The guy’s
brown hair with gold highlights seemed to have been combed back and
tamed with a generous amount of hair product. He also wore a
well-shaped and closely trimmed beard and mustache.

Holy
shit. Flynn. The
hunk. The love of my life. The one who got away. No wonder my
feelings and memories were stirred.

“Hi all. My name’s Flynn
Grayson, and I’m here in support of my friend.”

After not seeing his ex-boyfriend for so
long, surprise happened to be too tame an adjective for what ran
through Mason as Flynn Grayson introduced himself. He experienced a
whole slew of emotions. Shock to see Flynn at this kind of meeting.
Perplexity as to why Flynn was in Las Vegas in the first place.
Jealousy over him being with someone else and envy of that someone.
Intense love and caring for another soul. And above all, he felt
sucker punched in the gut.

Once the feelings and sensations calmed
within him, he realized Flynn Grayson had aged well, and Mason much
preferred Flynn’s current clean-cut look over the loose and wild
way he’d worn his hair and bushy beard years ago.

The man sitting next to Flynn stood. “Hello,
everyone. My name’s Ryker Gemmings, and I’m an abductee.”

What the hell? Ryker? How’d I miss him
coming into the room and sitting?

Recognizing Ryker as well, Mason almost
couldn’t believe his eyes as the same surge of emotions replayed in
him.

What are the odds? Two of
my ex-boyfriends in the same place at the same time and together on
top of it.

He shook his head, wondering where he’d gone
wrong with Ryker.

Not that we’d been in a
real relationship to start with.

A couple of months ago, he and the college
senior had hooked up and spent a weekend together. At the time he’d
hoped the two of them were starting on the path to being a couple.
He’d been instantly attracted to Ryker, the young blond-haired man
who had a laid back, surfer dude like quality and appearance about
him. Mason had thought his sentiments had been reciprocated.

When the weekend ended and they had to get
back to real life, they’d promised to call each other. Mason had
kept up his end of the deal, leaving voice mails and texts on
Ryker’s phone.

Only not to have his messages returned.

After two weeks, he gave up on reaching out
to Ryker and chalked up the weekend to being just a fling.

Now he had a chance to get some answers and
closure from Ryker and maybe reconnect with an old flame. Sure,
Flynn and Ryker appeared to be together, but maybe it wasn’t in a
romantic sense. Even if there was a connection between his exes,
the love he and Flynn had once shared surely had to trump what was
going on between Flynn and Ryker.

All through the meeting Mason would
occasionally steal glances at the guys and rehash the “what ifs”
and “could have beens” along with wondering about new possibilities
with Flynn. Soon Jenna brought the meeting to a close and offered
time for people to mingle and have refreshments.

Before Mason could take a step to head over
to his ex-boyfriends, Seth caught his attention and tilted his head
in their direction.

“You’ve been staring at
that section of the room on and off all night. What’s
up?”

Mason, keeping his focus on Flynn and Ryker
and silently willing them to stay put, answered, “I know two of the
men over there. Flynn Grayson is an old boyfriend of mine from
UCLA. We were pretty serious, but toward the end of our senior
year, my family started having issues. I had to leave California
and go back to El Paso after graduation. He couldn’t come with me
because he’d started a couple of businesses he couldn’t walk away
from.” He chuckled. It wasn’t a sound of happiness, but one of
discomfort due to irony and regret. Even if Flynn had moved to
Texas with him, they would have had to hide their relationship,
especially with his Roman Catholic grandmother being so sick. She
hadn’t needed any extra stress and help in her slow journey to meet
her maker.

“I gather things didn’t
end well?”

We’d told each other our
hearts would always belong to each other. I thought our short
separations would bring us closer, but not so much when thousands
of miles lay between us. Then he went on a trip. He became cold.
Gave me excuses…

Mason sighed, disliking how all the old
hurts he’d tamped down for so long bubbled up again and seared his
insides as if he’d eaten a ghost pepper. “Actually, we attempted to
keep the relationship going for a while. We did okay for a bit,
too, with phone calls, my trips back and forth, video chats… Then
one weekend seemed to signal the end. It seemed his businesses
needed him more and more, and he had no time to devote to anything
else, mainly me.”

“That sucks.”

“Sure does.” Mason
snorted. “Life, the fickle bitch, got in the way, and our
communications died off. Shortly after we lost touch, my
grandmother died. Ironic. Because of her I had to keep my true self
hidden and couldn’t have an open relationship with Flynn. Then she
was gone and so was he.”

“Sorry to hear all
that.”

Mason shrugged, once again trying to bury
the hurts and the past. “Life goes on, right? Obviously he’s doing
well. He also seems to be with someone else, even if he happens to
be a guy I recently hooked up with.”

The duo Mason continued to observe moved
closer to the door, shaking hands and talking to people as they
passed by. In between meeting other attendees, they tipped their
heads toward each other and held private conversations.

He couldn’t risk being caught up in more
conversation. “Seth, I want to catch them before they leave. I’ll
talk to you later, buddy.” Mason slapped Seth’s arm and left his
side.

Flynn and Ryker left the room.

Mason’s heart thudded in his chest. He
hurried through the crowd. It’d been years since he’d seen or
spoken to Flynn, and he needed to find out why Ryker bailed.

I can’t lose this
opportunity to speak with them and find closure.

He pushed past his sister, ignoring her
request to talk to an attendee and a few others. Mason had one
goal—intercept the men who’d had an impact on his life.

The moment he stepped into the hall, Flynn
and Ryker flanked him.

“Hello, Mason. It’s been a
long time.”

Flynn’s deep, resonating tone still had the
same erection stimulating sound it’d always had. Mason swallowed
hard, hoping the way his stiff cock pressed against the inside of
his jeans didn’t show too much.

Flynn Grayson grinned, as if knowing exactly
what influence he had on him. “I’m sure you have a lot of questions
and would love to talk with us. We want to speak with you as well.
Just not here. There are too many ears that don’t need to hear what
we have to discuss.”

 



Chapter Two

 


After stopping off to order some drinks from
the bartender, Mason found an empty table in a darkened back corner
of TJ’s, a bar and grill Flynn requested they meet at to have their
talk. He slid onto a red cushioned chair and stared at the door to
the establishment, wondering what was taking the two men so long to
drive the few blocks over. Flynn and Ryker had been right behind
him when they’d all walked out of the office building. He could
have sworn the three of them had gotten in their cars and driven
off at about the same time.

The waitress came over with three mugs of
beer. A Mexican import for him. An IPA for Ryker. And a stout for
Flynn.

God, I hope Flynn still
drinks the dark beers. If not, oh well. I can always buy him
something else.

A few more minutes ticked by. Worry tweaked
his mind. Had they decided not to come after all?

Geez. It’s bad enough being stood up by one
guy but two at the same time?

Mason took a couple gulps of his beer,
drinking half of it. Normally, situations didn’t rattle him. When
it came to dating, most times he was the dominant one in the
relationship, calling the shots.

Yet, when it came to Flynn and Ryker, those
two threw him off his game. He wasn’t sure if it was because his
feelings for each of them had been so strong so fast or what.
Regardless, he didn’t like it.

As he finished his beer and signaled the
waitress for another one, the pair strolled in, looked around, and
spotting him, hurried over.

“Sorry about our delay.”
Flynn maneuvered his six foot five inch body with ease onto the
chair across from Mason.

Ryker picked up a chair close to Mason,
turned it so its back was against the table, then sat. “Yeah, Flynn
and I were having an argument.”

“It wasn’t an argument.
More like a medium-hot discussion on whether to take one or two
cars, and if one, then whose.”

Ryker tipped his head at Flynn. “He felt the
need for only one car. This man just hates having me out of his
sight.” He reached out and playfully tweaked Flynn’s chin, then
stroked Flynn’s cheek with his fingertips.

That’s
nice, Mason thought in his inner sarcastic
voice. He’d never wanted to growl before, but seeing someone else
flirt with Flynn stung.

“But I finally decided who
won the argument,” Ryker continued, “when I got in my car and
left.” He pointed at a glass on the table. “This an IPA for
me?”

“Yes. I bought us a round.
The stout’s for you, Flynn. You still drink dark beers, don’t
you?”

Flynn nodded and pulled the pint toward him.
“Thanks for meeting us here, Mason. A part of me feared you might
not accept our invitation. When
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