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Chapter 1 – Griffin

	“You know what? I’m done. I’m so fucking done with you! Screw you, Blake. I don’t need this shit anymore. Go hang with your new boyfriend. I hope you two have a nice life together.” I yanked the phone away from my ear and stabbed my finger against the screen to hang up.

	That was the last time I was going to talk to Blake Warners. We have had a tumultuous relationship for over three years, and I was over it. I was so damn tired of boyfriends that cheated. Why couldn’t other guys be monogamous? I knew that in the gay community, it was almost considered normal to have sex with other men, but that wasn’t me. I wanted to be with someone who only wanted to be with me? Was it really that hard? Or was I the problem?

	Since I came out as being gay at the age of eighteen, I’d been in a string of on-again, off-again relationships one after the other. For the last fourteen years, I had dated exclusively five men, and every one of them had gotten involved with another man on the side. At first, I would overlook it, give them a second, third, and even a fourth chance once, but they always got caught with their pants down, and quite literally. 

	I was fucking over it.

	I grabbed my gym bag and headed out the door. The only way I would ease this anger was to spend a few hours throwing weights around until I couldn’t lift my arms above my head. Then I would hit a bar and drink myself under the fucking table—again.

	Or maybe I would find some random guy to screw in the backseat of my truck. Who the fuck knew! All I knew was that I was done with relationships.

	I jumped into my truck and made my way to the gym. I hoped like hell that Blake didn’t show up there tonight. It would be just like him to bring his new piece of ass to the gym just to spite me. 

	Shit! I was going to have to find a new place to workout. I sure couldn’t afford the membership there on my own. The yearly cost was almost more than I made in four months. Blake had gifted mine to me the last two years, and while it was an annual membership, it was up next month.

	I sighed as I pulled into the parking lot. My beat-up Ford had always looked out of place amidst the Volvos, Beamers, and Audis that filled the spaces. When Blake had first brought me here, I’d been uncomfortable. It was a much higher class than I was used to. Blake was much higher class than I was used to.

	I guess in the back of my mind, I knew that this day was coming. I knew that eventually, Blake would get tired of slumming it with a guy who did landscaping. I’d met him when I’d been hired to work on his property. He’d just bought a new house, and he wanted a fancy landscape for around the pool area. While I didn’t make a lot of money, I did do great work. I loved designing outdoor spaces and working with my hands to create a place for people to relax and enjoy special moments in.

	The first time I met brown-eyed, blond hair, sun-kissed skin Blake, who was two years younger and two inches taller than me, I’d fallen under his spell before he’d even finished telling me what he wanted for his area. The subtle touches to my arms, the side glances, and the sexy smiles had tried like hell to knock me off balance. 

	The second time I met him to go over the estimate for the job, he had been wearing a towel, and mid-way through discussing his plans, he dropped it to the ground, stood there in all his naked glory, and stared me in the eye. Then he winked and walked away, wiggling his sexy assed butt cheeks before he dove into the pool. It had taken everything not to follow him.

	The third time I was at his house, I was starting the job, and at the end of the day, he handed me a beer while I stood next to the pool. I had drank about half of it before he pushed me into the water. When I came up, he grinned and said, “You need help getting undressed?”
      We had sex that night. Wet, hot, raging sex, and we continued to have sex almost every night as I worked on his property. I half assumed that when I was done with the job, he would be done with me. He surprised me, though, and asked me to dinner. Told me that he wanted to make it official and introduce me to his friends.

	I was totally enamored with him, and I quickly fell into his life. It wasn’t hard. The man had a lot of money, and he liked to spend it. We went to raging parties, drank all the time, had sex in the most amazing ways, and traveled in the winter when work was slow for me. He took me on trips that I could only dream about. Aruba, Saint Tropez, and Greece, just to name a few.

	I thought about it all as I pushed myself harder than usual through my routine. I would hurt like hell for the next two days, but maybe it would keep me from thinking about Blake.

	During the first year, I had expected our relationship to end just about every time we went out. My track record wasn’t that great, and I expected Blake to break it off, but he constantly surprised me by telling me how much I meant to him. He loved me. He wanted me. Eventually, he wanted us to live full-time together and possibly get married.

	While I stayed at his house quite often, there were times that he traveled for work, and I would always go back to my humble little house that was smaller than his living room and kitchen area combined. I didn’t mind that, though. I liked my house.

	I had put a lot of blood, sweat, and tears into that house, and my backyard was a masterpiece.

	Speaking of sweat, I needed to hit the steam room. Last night after I’d walked in on Blake sucking some other guy’s dick, I’d gone out and gotten trashed. I could smell the alcohol coming out of my pores even now.

	After a two-hour workout, I stripped out of my clothes and wrapped a towel around my waist before heading to the large steam room off the men’s locker room. I filled my water bottle up before I went in and was thankful that the room was empty. I was here a little later than usual, and the crowd had already come through.

	I worked long hours in the summertime, so my workouts were always later in the evening. I was thankful the gym was open until eleven.

	I climbed onto the bench and sat on the top level before I undid my towel and threw it wide open. I leaned back against the wall for a few moments but decided to lay down instead. The sweat was beading over my body and running down my sides when the door opened, and I turned my head to see another man coming in.

	He was the complete opposite of me. Tall, lean, light brown hair with a touch of red that was longer on top and curled, hazel eyes and scruff over his chin. His gaze drifted over my body, and I took the edge of the towel and flipped it over my groin. Not that I cared if he looked at my cock, I just didn’t want him to be uncomfortable. Some straight guys would get really offended if you flashed your package around.

	“Hey,” He said in a much deeper voice than I expected. He climbed opposite me and hesitated for a moment before removing his towel and laying it down on the bench. He had a cute ass, but I was pretty sure it would be a virgin ass. I wasn’t into virgins.

	“Hey,” I echoed back as he sat on the bench and then laid back, his long lean dick lying in the divot between his torso and thigh. For some reason, I had the urge to see how long it would get. It was already impressive, and it was flaccid.

	He turned his head to look at me, and I closed my eyes and shifted my face toward the ceiling. It was quiet in the room, and I tried not to think about Blake and instead focused on a design that I needed to finish for a client.

	“Um, you’re Blake Warner’s friend, aren’t you?”

	My eyes flashed open, and I glared at the ceiling, “Why?”

	“No reason. I’ve seen you in here with him.”

	I shifted my face to look at him, “You a friend of Blake’s?”

	He shook his head, “No, but we know each other. Grew up in the same social circles.”

	“Ah.” The two of us locked eyes for a second, and then I closed mine and turned away.

	“So, are you two seeing each other?” The guy asked again, and I sighed.

	I sat up, swinging my feet to the bench below but not covering myself as the towel fell from my groin. If this guy knew I was gay, he would probably also know I didn’t care if he looked at my dick. “Why are you so interested?”

	“I’m not. I was just making conversation.” He said, looking me in the eye.

	I nodded and let my gaze drift down his body for a moment. Was I wrong, or had his dick gotten longer? I closed my eyes and put my head back against the wall. “No, we aren’t seeing each other. Not anymore.”

	“You broke up?” He said with more enthusiasm than I had expected. 

	My eyes opened again, and I let them slide openly over his body. His chest was smooth, his abs firm, and defined, but not overly. He looked like a runner or a cyclist, not a weightlifter. I didn’t want to admit it, but he was fucking sexy as hell—but he also had straight as an arrow shining in a neon light over his head.

	“Yeah, we broke up.”

	“Why?” He asked, leaning on his elbow and turning to face me. My gaze went right to his cock as it hung down. Got damn, he was fucking hung like a horse. I wasn’t sure it would fit down my throat if it was fully extended.

	I cleared my throat as I turned away from it and then laughed, “Do you really want to know why?”

	“Yes, I do.”

	“Why?”
      He chuckled, and I fought like hell not to look at his dick again. “You sure do ask that question a lot.”

	He shrugged, “My mother told me that when I hit the age of four, that was the only question I ever asked, and still do. I like to know why things happen.”

	“Why?” I turned the table, and he smirked at me.

	“That was funny.”

	“I’m a comedian. What can I say.”

	“You going to tell me why you two broke up?”

	“He cheated on me, and it wasn’t the first time.”

	“How long were you two together?”

	“Three years.”

	“Did you love him?”

	What the fuck? “Why are you asking me these questions?”

	He shrugged, “I guess because I’m interested in knowing more about you?”

	I laughed, “Yeah, okay.” I sighed heavily and stood up, grabbing my towel. As I stepped down to the floor, I noticed he was staring at my dick. I didn’t want to react to that, but I’d been secretly trying to keep myself from getting erect since I’d noticed how long his was. With his staring openly now, I couldn’t help myself.

	He actually bit his bottom lip slightly before he pulled his eyes off my groin and lifted them to my face again. In them, I saw something I hadn’t expected, but a moment later, he looked away, and it was gone.

	I had to know, “Are you gay?”
      His gaze returned to mine, and I saw nervousness in them, “Um.”

	“Either you are, or you aren’t. You want to stare at my cock, go ahead. I’m not going to get mad at you, but don’t expect me not to respond.”

	“I’m interested.”

	Interested? Um, what the fuck? “Interested in what?”

	His hesitation was long, but finally, he replied, “Interested in finding out if I’m gay.”

	I stared at him, not sure what to say. Finally, I began to chuckle because I was at a loss for words. “Sorry, man. I’m not laughing at you. I’ve just never heard someone say that before. Most guys either know they are or aren’t, especially by your age.”

	He clenched his jaw, staring off to the side of the room, and I watched a few beads of sweat run down his chest to the bench.

	“You want to know if you’re gay?”

	“Yeah.”

	I grasped my now fully erect cock and held it tightly, “Then come over here and suck my cock. If you like it, there is a good chance that you might be gay.”

	His eyes flared, and he shifted back as if he were utterly taken back by what I said. I grinned at him and began to wrap the towel around my waist. I didn’t need to walk back into the locker room and poke someone in the ass by accident. “That’s what I thought. Let me know if you change your mind.” I winked and left the steam room.

	I went straight to the shower and was tempted to slide one out while I was there, but I thought about walking in on Blake with his new toy, and my erection deflated immediately.

	I changed clothes and left the gym without seeing the guy from the steam room again, which was fine with me. I had a feeling he had his answer now. I chuckled as I climbed into my truck and shoved the key into the ignition, remembering the look on his sexy face as I walked away. 

	 


Chapter 2 – Kit

	I watched him from the next floor up. It was something that I did every chance I got. Griffin Marks was why I came to the gym so late in the evening.

	I was lucky that there was a bank of treadmills along the upper wall that overlooked the free weight area. I would run for miles watching him strain under the heavy weight bars. Sometimes Blake Warner would show up and watch him, smack his ass or steal a quick kiss, and then stroll away to play racquetball or lift on the machines.

	I hated Blake, always had. We grew up on the same street. Our parents went to the same parties, and we attended the same schools. He was two years older than me and thought he was a God. He had been flaming gay since he was in high school, but that only made him more popular. Maybe it was the expensive cars his parents gave him or the monthly allowance he used to buy their friendships.

	I had heard a couple of rumors about guys asking to borrow money, and he’d loan it to them if they’d give him a blow job. I wasn’t sure if that was true, but anything could happen in high school.

	We hadn’t been friends, but that didn’t mean we didn’t talk. It also didn’t mean I wasn’t envious of him. Back then, while he admitted to being gay, he also dated some of the hottest chicks in school. I heard a girl in my Biology class say one time that she knew she’d be the one to turn him back straight. A week later, I heard her tell that same person that he had turned her down flat. Said he only had sex with guys. She even offered to give him ‘a nasty blowjob’, but he turned that down too.

	I was lucky that we went to different colleges, and unfortunately, we both ended up back here after we graduated to work for our family companies. While we weren’t friends, we did run in some of the same circles, just as our parents still did.

	I wiped the sweat from my brow with a hand towel I brought and watched Griffin put his dumbbells back on the rack. He looked exhausted. I hadn’t seen him work that hard in a while. Was something bothering him?

	Griffin disappeared toward the locker room, and I knew he would probably shower immediately and then head out. I popped off the treadmill belt and stopped the machine, noting that I had run twelve miles tonight. I snagged my water bottle, smiled at the woman beside me watching me, and then headed toward the locker room.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



















































OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Chapter 1 – Griffin


    		Chapter 2 – Kit


    		Chapter 3 – Griffin


    		Chapter 4 – Kit


    		Chapter 5 – Griffin


    		Chapter 6 – Kit


    		Chapter 7 – Griffin


    		Chapter 8 – Kit


    		Chapter 9 – Griffin


    		Chapter 10 – Kit


    		Chapter 11 – Griffin


    		Chapter 12 – Kit


    		Chapter 14 – Kit


  





OEBPS/cover.jpg
iM EROTICA NOVEL

OLIVIA MONROE










