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A Blessing in Disguise




Chapter 1

It was finally the end of February, and Javier Gisbert was thankful for that. As much as he had enjoyed visiting the homes of his friends who celebrated the Lunar New Year at the beginning of the month, February was also the month he dreaded the most because of the damn Valentine’s Day. He understood why many couples put so much emphasis on that particular day, but he was a single man. Valentine’s Day was a painful reminder of how pathetic and lonely his existence was. Granted, he didn’t need a boyfriend or a husband to be happy, but the endless lovey-dovey messages and music on the radio or in the stores at the malls could be too much sometimes. It didn’t help that most of his friends were in loving relationships themselves, and he was one of the very few remaining bachelors in the group. Hence, he was relieved to be sent to Saint Louis, Missouri, on a business trip the next day. He needed a break from hanging out with his paired-up friends even if it was just for the next two days or so.

He checked through the entire folder for the third time. It was nearly seven o’clock in the evening, but he was stuck in his office, attempting to complete a few last-minute preparations and packing before his early morning flight to Saint Louis the next day. He enjoyed his work as a Marketing Manager at one of the best pharmaceutical firms in San Francisco, California, and the nationwide trips were one of its perks in his opinion. He had even gotten a couple of international trips in the past few months, which allowed him to accrue a much higher mileage to his personal accounts for certain airlines. Naturally, the salary and the end-of-year bonuses were just as attractive, but he really liked to travel a lot, especially since that would also be the perfect excuse for him not to visit his parents, Juan and Camilla, and his two older sisters, Isabella and Mariana, in San Antonio, Texas. Once a year for five days during Christmas was more than enough for him.

Not that he had a terrible relationship with his family. Their love for one another was mutual. Even after he had come out of the proverbial closet as a proud gay man at the ripe old age of twenty-two six years ago, complete with rainbows, unicorns, and glittering shit, they still loved him. He knew he was blessed to have such a wonderful, accepting family. Not everyone had that. However, he could use a little less prodding and a thousand less nosy questions from his parents with regards to his nonexistent love life. He was aware they meant well. They wanted him to settle down with a nice, kind man who would be with him through thick and thin, especially after Isabella and Mariana had gotten married a year apart to Matías and Alejandro, respectively. His sisters had always wanted to get married, but he wasn’t them. He was tired of having to evade the endless questions from his parents about when he would finally get married, especially now that marriage between two people of the same gender had been legal for quite a few years.

“Hey, man.”

Javier glanced up at Keenan Underwood, the Sales Manager at the firm and one of his closest friends. “Hey, what’s up?”

“The guys are waiting for us at The Overrated Llama. Are you done here?”

Javier groaned. “I’ll have to skip this round, man.”

Keenan pouted. “Oh, come on! You’ll be gone for the next couple of days. We’re going to miss you.”

“As much as you’ll miss your darling Pablo Cotilla?” Javier teased before winking at Keenan. “Pablo has the sexiest lips and ass.”

Keenan chuckled. “Watch it, buddy. Pablo is my man, and I don’t share. Get your own man.”

Javier snickered. “Take it easy. I’m just joking.”

“I know. Anyway, up you go. I’ll get the first round.”

Javier shook his head. “I really shouldn’t, Kee. I have an early flight tomorrow.”

“Three rounds. Please?”

“Kee—”

“Okay. Fine. Just one. Please?” Keenan pleaded while shooting that lethal puppy-eyed look at Javier.

Javier caved in an instant. “All right. One glass of beer, and then I’m out.”

“Yes!”

Javier chortled at the sight of Keenan’s victorious fist-pump. “You’re an overgrown man-child. You’re lucky Pablo is so damn in love with you. No one else will want your sorry ass.”

Keenan grinned. “I know, right? Pablo is so fucking hot. Plus, he owns The Overrated Llama, so I get to do things with him in the privacy of his office away from the noise at the bar.”

Javier grimaced as he packed up everything he would need to bring for the business trip the next day into his bag. He would come back to his office from the bar afterward to pick it up. Then he put his jacket on.

“That’s fucking disgusting. You’re like my brother from another parents, man. I don’t want to imagine your naked ass doing unspeakable things to sweet, innocent Pablo.”

Keenan snorted. “Pablo is anything but. He can swallow my dick and do this thing with his tongue—”

“Yuck! Enough!” Javier exclaimed before he mock-gagged while trailing after Keenan toward the elevator. “You’re the worst!”

Keenan laughed. “That honor will go to Justin and Blake. I’ve seen more than enough of them, if you catch my drift.”

Javier chortled as he followed Keenan into the elevator. “You, too?”

“Hell yeah! I think David, Joshua, Calvin, and Vincent had caught Justin and Blake in a few compromising situations in several places in the office. They weren’t completely naked, but they were definitely getting it on hot and heavy.”

Javier guffawed much louder now. He, Keenan, Justin, David, Joshua, Calvin, and Vincent had started at the pharmaceutical firm at around the same time straight out of college, and they had been best friends ever since. After years of hard work, they had all risen to their present positions. David Lee was the IT Junior Manager, Joshua Wallace was the Social Media Specialist, Justin Wong was the Human Resource Manager, Calvin Maxwell was the Junior Manager for the Research and Development department, and Vincent Yang was the Finance Manager.

“Those two can’t keep their hands off each other.”

Keenan shot a disgusted expression at Javier. “You can say that again. I’ll need extra strong brain-bleach to get the images out of my mind.”

“If you know where to get something like that, buy me a few bottles. I want to erase the images of Justin’s naked ass and Blake’s cock from my mind,” Javier said with a shudder as he and Keenan stepped out from the elevator a short moment later.

Javier and Keenan shared a pained smile immediately afterward.

“I will, buddy.”

Then the two of them beamed at each other as they headed toward The Overrated Llama. The bar was within walking distances from the office, so Javier and his best friends never took their cars there. Instead, they would get there on foot at least three times a week and stay for two, three rounds of drinks before making their way back to the office building where they worked at to get their cars. They never drank too much. In fact, most of the time they would simply nurse one glass of beer for about an hour or two. On the rare occasions they had consumed too much alcohol, they would call for a cab each.

The moment Javier entered the bar, he could feel himself relaxing a little. Maybe getting a drink and catching up with his best friends at the same time would help to alleviate some of the frustrations he had to endure at work. It was the middle of the week, so there weren’t as many customers. The number of patrons at The Overrated Llama would start to increase on Thursday and Friday, and based on past experiences, he knew the bar would be insanely crowded on Saturdays and Sundays. The music was upbeat, but its pounding wasn’t one of those annoying types that would inevitably give him a migraine. He and Keenan spotted their group of friends with their respective boyfriends at one of the tables. He sighed in exasperation and amusement when he caught the sight of Justin and Blake kissing, groping, and rutting against each other.

“Hey, guys,” Javier greeted his friends and their respective boyfriends before turning toward Keenan. “Kee—oh, hell!”

Pablo had approached Keenan all the way from behind the bar, and those two were sucking faces so hard, it was a miracle their lips were still on their faces. Javier shrugged at David and Tobias, both of them smiling at him in sympathy. He liked Tobias because the billionaire treated David well. Granted, he didn’t think he could ever be in a relationship with someone like Tobias. The man was possessive and jealous to the point of being excessive at times, but Javier noticed the joy on David’s face every time he observed the two of them together. As long as his best friend was content, he was more than willing to give Tobias the benefit of the doubt in spite of his initial concern that the billionaire might turn into an overly controlling asshole. So far, David had been ecstatic in his and Tobias’s blossoming relationship, so Javier was able to accept the billionaire with ease.

“I don’t know which pairing is worse,” Tobias said while darting his eyes back and forth between Justin and Blake on the left side of the table, and Keenan and Pablo on the right.

“Justin and Blake,” David muttered loudly with a whole-body shudder.

“Justin and Blake for me, as well,” Joshua said while resting his head on James’s shoulder.

James Chan was Joshua’s boyfriend, and the man owned JC’s Food Haven, a catering company. James simply chuckled and kissed the top of Joshua’s head. It was a simple gesture, but it was done with so much love and tenderness, Javier could feel the envy burning deep in his guts. Not that he wasn’t delighted for James and Joshua, but this was one of those times he wished he could have the kind of relationship they had. It was lonely sitting all by himself.

“Justin and Blake,” Vincent spoke up before grinning at Anthony.

Anthony nodded. “I’ll second that.”

Vincent and Anthony had waved at Javier and Keenan earlier before resuming their quiet conversation with each other, putting their heads close together. Anthony Lim owned The Torpedough, a successful bakery that allowed for the customers to custom-order anything within a reasonable limit.

“I’ll also vote for Justin and Blake,” Calvin half-yelled over the rather loud volume of the music in the bar.

“Me, too,” Turner shouted while raising his right hand.

Calvin and Turner had smiled and nodded at Javier and Keenan the moment they had approached the table, and now those two lovebirds were once again busy whispering at each other. Turner Marsh was the owner of The Paradise Fable, a new fine dining restaurant downtown. Justin broke away from Blake, who was still nuzzling and nipping at his neck, and gave everyone at the table the middle-finger salute.

“Fuck you all!”

Pablo burst out laughing. “Blake won’t approve of that. He doesn’t seem like the sharing type.”

“Absolutely not,” Blake pulled away long enough from Justin’s neck to grumble at everybody before licking all over Justin’s ear.

At around the same time, Keenan made his way back to the table. Javier had no idea when Keenan and Pablo had stopped smooching. He also didn’t notice when Keenan had gone to get a round of drinks for everyone at the table, but he thanked his best friend when the man placed one cold glass of beer in front of him. He chuckled when Justin climbed off Blake’s lap and plopped down on the empty spot next to him.

“Hey, man. Ready for your trip to Saint Louis tomorrow?”

“More or less. Just meeting up with an old client. The usual checking up and schmoozing to keep a client interested. Everything should be smooth-sailing.”

Calvin chose that moment to occupy the empty chair on Javier’s other side. “I’m going to miss you.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “I’ll only be gone for two days. I’ll catch the red-eye back to SF the day after tomorrow.”

“Just in time for breakfast with us,” David pointed out while shifting closer to Calvin. “We always have breakfast together as a group every Saturday morning.”

Javier snorted. “David, oh, David, don’t even try to lay the guilt trip on me. You’d missed a few of our weekly breakfast because you were too busy with your lover boy.”

David’s cheeks turned into a lovely shade of pink. “Whatever.”

Everyone else laughed. Then they all started asking Javier questions about the client and the trip in general. He didn’t have much to share. After all, it was the usual business trip. It was nothing exciting. He was making sure the client was satisfied with all the products while introducing a few of their latest ones. He couldn’t remain long at the bar, though. The moment he was done with his first glass of beer, he got up and bade farewell to his best friends and their respective boyfriends. He still had to pick up the things he would be bringing along on this particular business trip from the office, return to his apartment to pack up some clothes, and then set the alarm for four o’clock the next morning to ensure he wouldn’t miss his flight at half past six.

There was another reason he was glad to have an excuse to leave the bar. As elated as he was for his best friends’ relationships, they were also acute reminders of how painfully single and lonely he was. Granted, he was only twenty-eight years old, so it wasn’t as if he was in an extreme hurry to settle down. However, it would be nice to date somebody. It had been a while since he put himself out there, after all. He wasn’t celibate or anything like that. However, having one-night stands couldn’t compare to being in a relationship. The intimacy was different. Javier shook his head as he stepped out from the bar and slipped his hands inside the pockets of his winter jacket.

The wind was rather biting that night, which was yet another reminder of how cold and empty his life was. He shook off the melancholic thought. He needed to think in a positive manner. He might get lucky and find somebody suitable after returning from the trip. That was always a possibility. He had to have faith. Then he ended up chiding himself internally. He was turning into his mother. He didn’t need to have a man to lead a wonderful life. He should really stop listening to his dear old mother. She was starting to influence his thinking. That was terrible. Besides, love would come when he least expected it. He was certain of that. If it never did, it wouldn’t be the worst fate to befall him. He would be fine growing old on his own. It was no big deal. Not at all.


Chapter 2

Hugo Romero did his best to remain calm as he schooled his expression into something resembling less of a serial killer and more of a mildly pissed off man as he glared at the two front office staff, one male and one female, of the five-star hotel he was supposed to stay in for the next couple of days. He had landed in Saint Louis, Missouri, early that morning for a business meeting, and he had contacted the hotel, informing the front desk officer that he would arrive at the hotel around two or three o’clock in the afternoon. He was the owner of Hassle-Free, one of the most successful event planning companies in the USA, and a representative of a beverage company in Saint Louis wanted to meet up with him to discuss a possible long-term contract for the next five years for all of their events.

Since his flight had reached Saint Louis about forty minutes later than scheduled, he had no time to check in at the hotel first. Instead, he had brought along his small luggage to the meeting with the representative of the beverage company. The four-hour meeting had been a huge success, and he now got himself a brand-new client. Everything turned to shit upon arriving at the hotel. The front desk officer he had talked to earlier that morning had forgotten to lock down the room he had booked several days ago, so the officer on the next shift had relinquished the booking to someone else. At the moment, he was cold, exhausted, drowsy, and enraged. He was waiting to speak to the hotel manager at the moment.

“You can’t be serious!”

Hugo was startled by the furious tone of the man standing approximately one foot away from him. The stranger looked rather familiar. He stared for a few seconds longer before remembering where he had last seen those beautiful green eyes and thick black hair. His own amber eyes and black hair were boring by comparison. The two of them had boarded the same flight from San Francisco. Hugo didn’t usually pay much attention to his fellow passengers, but this man was unbelievably gorgeous. The stranger was about an inch shorter than his own five-feet, eleven inches height, and probably weighed ten to fifteen pounds lighter than his own one hundred and ninety pounds, but he couldn’t deny how incredibly good-looking the unknown man was.

“Mr. Romero,” an older woman greeted him, startling him out of his reverie. “My name is Miranda. Please accept my sincerest apology on behalf of the hotel for the inconvenience. Due to the snowstorm raging outside, all of our rooms are fully booked, except for the presidential suite on the nineteenth floor. As one of our most loyal and most frequent customers, the management will be more than pleased to offer you the suite at no extra charge. I’m really sorry about this incident.”

Hugo nodded at Miranda. “Thank you, Miranda. I appreciate this.”

“You’re welcome, Mr. Romero. Do you need any assistance with your luggage, sir?”

Hugo smiled at Miranda and lifted his luggage higher. “Just a light carry-on. I’ll be fine. May I have my access cards, please?”

“Certainly, sir.”

A few minutes later, Hugo accepted two access cards from Miranda. He was about to head toward the elevator when he caught sight of the attractive man pacing back and forth the hotel lobby with his smartphone against his ear. He could catch a word or two here and there as the man ranted to someone on the other end of the call. He waited until the man was done before approaching the stranger.

“Good afternoon.”

A pair of pretty jade-green eyes gazed straight at him. “Oh! Hey, man. Uh, good afternoon.”

“I’m Hugo Romero. Did the hotel lose your reservation, too?”

“Javier Gisbert, and yeah. Well, not this hotel. The pharmaceutical firm I’m working for will never fork out the money to pay for such an expensive hotel. I was supposed to stay at a three-star hotel about two blocks away, but it had somehow made the mistake of giving away my room to someone else. It wasn’t the best news to receive after a tiring meeting with a client. Then there’s this blizzard outside. I heard it’s going to get even worse tonight. Every hotel in the vicinity is fully booked. I have to search for a motel or something, so I’m asking Justin, the HR manager at the company I’m working for and also one of my best friends, to help me make a reservation. He can’t find any for the past two hours, and I’m getting rather desperate.”

Hugo was amazed and impressed at Javier’s long ranting, but he was also rather amused. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

Javier shrugged. “Just my luck, I guess. My apology for rambling at you. I’m stressed out and exhausted.”

“It’s cool. I can understand your frustration. This hotel had forgotten to make a note on my reservation that I would be checking in quite late, and by the time I got here, my room was already taken by someone else.”

“That sucks.”

“Yeah.”

Javier sighed. “Fucking blizzard.”

Hugo noticed the vexed expression on Javier’s face, and he decided to take a chance. Admittedly, he wasn’t thinking properly. He had an instant attraction toward Javier since he had first laid eyes on the man at the airport in San Francisco, so his upper brain wasn’t working the way it should be at the moment. He didn’t think Javier was a criminal. At least he hoped not because he was about to risk it all.

“Javier.”

Javier, who had been staring at his smartphone, glanced up at Hugo. “Yeah?”

“The hotel compensated by giving me the presidential suite. If you don’t mind sharing the king-sized bed with me, we can get you registered at the front desk.”

The astonishment was written all over Javier’s face. “That will be awesome, man. Are you sure you don’t mind? I can sleep on the couch or something.”

“The king-sized bed will be more than spacious enough for the two of us. We can sleep on the same bed for a couple of nights.”

“Just one night. I’ll be leaving Saint Louis on a red-eye tomorrow.”

“Back to San Francisco?” Hugo asked as he led Javier toward the front desk, placing one hand on the man’s lower back.

Javier’s eyes widened. “How—?”

“I was on the same flight as you were earlier today.”

Javier’s bewildered expression quickly changed into a joyful one, complete with a huge grin on his face. “Oh, that’s such a lucky coincidence. Small world.”

“Indeed.”

As Javier got himself registered into the presidential suite, Hugo knew he should remove his palm from the man’s lower back, but he couldn’t bring himself to. He liked being in such close proximity to Javier. Touching Javier felt as if he was laying his claim on the man, which was objectively creepy and insane. He and Javier weren’t lovers or anything similar. They were, more or less, two strangers who were about to share a hotel bed for one night, but his traitorous cock was hard and throbbing inside his black slacks. He couldn’t stop fantasizing about the possibility of fucking Javier. Fortunately, he was wearing a pair of fitted trunks, so his erection wasn’t making an obscene bulge at the front of his slacks.

Less than ten minutes later, he and Javier entered the presidential suite on the nineteenth floor via the private elevator that was reserved for that particular floor only. At two thousand and seven hundred square-feet, the suite was spacious. He and Javier checked out the bathroom at the same time. The tiles were made of marble. It had two large mirrors and two sinks, and there were ten fluffy bath-towels in the shelves underneath them. There were four small towels hanging neatly on either side of the sinks. The bathroom even had a large flat-screen television on the wall right in front of the large bathtub, which had a view of the Mississippi river thanks to the full glass wall next to it. Then there was a huge shower area in one corner with glass walls all around it.

“Shit! Is this how the other half lives?”

Hugo could feel the heat of embarrassment rushing up his neck and cheeks. He wondered if Javier was one of those people who hated wealthy folks, so he decided to provide a casual response. Or he tried to at least.

“Uh, I guess. Do you…do you abhor rich people?”

Javier shook his head. “I envy them, but I don’t care about them one way or another.”

“Cool.”

Hugo stepped out from the bathroom and walked past the huge living room. He didn’t have to check if Javier was following him. He could hear the other man’s inhalation and exhalation quite close behind him. The living room floor was covered in dark, gleaming wood. The huge glass wall gave an unobstructed view of the Mississippi river and the Gateway Arch in spite of the snowstorm outside. There were two wide couches made of a light gray fabric and two single light brown couches. There was a vase of white roses on the top of the metal table in the center. The dining area, which was right next to the living room, had an oval table with six chairs all around it.

Then he trailed after Javier into the bedroom. Again, he could enjoy the sight of the Mississippi river and the Gateway Arch, thanks to the glass wall. There was a king-sized bed against the wall, a bedside table on each side of the bed, and a huge couch with the same light-gray fabric as the one in the living room. However, the couch was long instead of wide across, so Hugo could probably extend his legs all the way to the end. There was a small glass table next to the couch. There was a much larger flat-screen television on the opposite wall from the bed compared to the one inside the bathroom. Hugo could feel the soft carpet underneath the soles of his feet as he stared at the bed.

“Last chance to change your mind.”

Hugo swiveled his head toward Javier. “What?”

Javier gestured at the couches outside in the living room. “I can always sleep on the couch. I don’t mind.”

“No!” Hugo shouted before wincing a little at his outburst. “I…I mean, it’s just for one night. Besides, look at the bed. We can fit three people on it easily.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely,” Hugo answered while forcing his traitorous mind to stop giving him images of him and Javier naked and sweaty on the bed.

Javier grinned. “Okay then. Do you mind if I use the bathroom first?”

“Not at all. Go ahead.”

“Thanks.”

Hugo expected Javier to grab some clean clothes from the bag and head toward the bathroom. Instead, he was treated to the delectable sight of Javier’s smooth, muscular chest, six-pack stomach with a thin trail of hair in the center going downward, and those muscled forearms with a light growth of hair all over them. He didn’t know if he should be disappointed or relieved when Javier only removed his slacks and kept the tight trunks on. He gulped as he ogled Javier’s perky ass and muscular legs moving farther away from him in the direction of the bathroom. He groped at his pulsing cock through his slacks and groaned under his breath. He would have to jerk off and come at least twice while showering later. Otherwise, he might end up humping against Javier like a horny, desperate dog in heat later that evening while they were both asleep. That would be mortifying. Besides, he didn’t know if Javier was a straight man or if the man played on the same team as he was. He might end up with a fist to his face if he accidentally made the wrong move toward Javier, and he certainly didn’t want that to occur. He resigned himself to a freezing, cold shower later. It was one surefire way to keep his libido in check.


Chapter 3

“Should we grab something to eat?” Javier asked Hugo the moment the sexy, muscular hunk stepped out shirtless from the bathroom.

After dressing up and putting his boots on, Javier had been seated on the couch in the living room while Hugo was in the bathroom. He had been captivated by the beautiful scenery outside a moment earlier, but nothing compared to the sight of an almost-naked Hugo. There should be a law that prohibited Hugo from ever wearing any clothes to cover up all that perfection. He bit back a moan when Hugo smiled at him. Then he ogled Hugo’s backside from top to bottom as the man was heading toward the bedroom.

“Sure thing. Let me grab some clothes from my bag. Once I’m ready, we can get some dinner.”

Javier averted his eyes for a few seconds as he did his best not to get an erection inside his fitted jeans. Not only would it be visible and embarrassing, it would also be very painful, considering how tight this particular pair of jeans was. It was his favorite pair, and he loved it because it put his ass, which he deemed as the best asset he had compared to the other parts of his body, on display for everyone else to admire. Now, he was sort of regretting that stupid decision he had made late the previous evening back at his apartment in San Francisco to pack this pair of jeans for this trip to Saint Louis.

Then again, he never expected having to share a hotel bedroom, and later the same bed, with a man as hot as Hugo. The man was gorgeous, muscular, and fucking hairy all over, except for his back, which was surprisingly smooth. Javier loved hairy men because he was pretty much hairless, except for his armpits, forearms, stomach, pubes, and legs. He didn’t even have that much hair in those areas, and that pissed him off sometimes. It was probably a case of wanting what he could never be. He felt as if he was drooling gallons of saliva inside his mouth as he watched the scene in front of him. Hugo removed the towel that was wrapped around his waist, leaving him in his skimpy trunks.

Javier almost had a mortifying cum-explosion inside his underwear, which might leak out all the way through his jeans, when Hugo bent forward slightly to tug on a pair of jeans that enveloped every inch of exposed flesh like a second skin. Holy shit! He never knew a man could have such hard, muscled thighs and calves, and they were thick, too. He would compare them to tree trunks, and it wouldn’t be an exaggeration. He wished he had managed to glimpse at Hugo’s crotch for a few seconds longer, but the hunk had turned around too fast. Regardless, he was one hundred percent positive Hugo must be hung like a horse, and probably with balls the size of a bull’s, because the entire bulge he had succeeded in seeing earlier was proportionate to the size of his fist. Or probably larger. Much larger.

He was staring so hard at Hugo’s ass, it took him a while to hear the man clearing his throat loudly. He was certain he must be blushing redder than a tomato when he looked up at Hugo, who was now fully dressed, because he could feel the intense heat suffusing his neck and cheeks. Hugo arched his left eyebrow, and Javier rubbed the back of his head and glanced downward before rushing toward the bedroom to grab his wallet and smartphone from the top of one of the bedside tables. He hoped Hugo wasn’t offended. He didn’t know if the man was straight or gay. Moreover, even if Hugo was gay, Javier had been acting like a creep earlier. His only saving grace was the fact that Hugo hadn’t seemed pissed off at him. He inhaled deeply before walking back out toward the living room and cocking his head in the direction of the door to the suite.

“Come on, man. I’m starving.”

Hugo grinned and nodded. “All right. What are you in the mood for?”

Javier was tempted to say Your fucking dick inside my ass, but he simply shrugged as he and Hugo grabbed one of the hotel access cards from the tabletop near to the door of the suite before stepping outside. “Anything really. Besides, the blizzard outside is getting heavier by the minute. We may have to pay a visit to one of the restaurants inside this hotel. What about you?”

“I’m easy. I’m starving right now, so I’ll pretty much eat anything at this point.”

“Easy, huh?” Javier repeated while staring down onto the floor and willing himself not to overthink what Hugo meant with that one word while they made their way inside the private elevator.

Hugo chuckled. “I am. What about you?”

Javier swiveled his head to face Hugo in astonishment. “I…I have no idea what you’re getting at.”

Hugo laughed. “Really? Were you or were you not drooling over my ass earlier?”

Javier could feel himself flushing from the embarrassment that threatened to overwhelm him. “Hey, man. Sorry about that. You’re really well-built, and I’m…uh, you know.”

“Gay?”

“Yeah.”

“Cool. That’s a relief.”

“What?”

“I’m gay, too.”

Javier expelled the breath he had been holding back for a few seconds. “Thank fuck! I was frankly terrified you might pummel me to the ground later for leering at your ass.”

Hugo scoffed. “I’ll never hit anyone, gay or straight, for admiring my body. I work hard for this body, and I like it when people can’t take their eyes off me and my body.”

Javier snickered. “An exhibitionist?”

Hugo chortled. “Fuck no! I have my limits.”

“Won’t your boyfriend be jealous, though?”

Hugo raised his left eyebrow at Javier. “Is that your way of asking if I’m single or attached?”

Javier could feel his heart pounding faster and harder, and he did his best not to show his nervousness. “Maybe.”

Hugo bumped his shoulder against Javier’s. “I’m just teasing you. I’m single. I’ve been single for almost two and a half years now.”

“Why? You’re a good-looking guy, and you seem to be doing well in your job, whatever it is that you do.”

Hugo smiled at Javier. “Thanks for the compliment. I own Hassle-Free. It’s—”

“Hassle-Free?” Javier cut Hugo off midsentence, eyes widening in surprise. “The multi-million-dollar event planning company?”

Hugo blushed. “Yeah. It had started out as a small business, and then I got lucky.”

Javier snorted. “You’re too modest. Justin has been trying to get you on the phone for the past few days, man. The company we work for needs your services for all the annual corporate events, both for the clients and the employees. He wants to talk to you directly because he’s hoping you can provide a much better rate. After all, you’ll be getting plenty of events from us every year.”

“Justin is the HR Manager you talked to earlier?”

“Yeah.”

“Cool. Let me give you my personal number. Then you can pass it to Justin.”

Javier and Hugo ended up exchanging numbers as they alighted from the elevator. Then they made their way to the front desk. Coincidentally, Miranda, the hotel manager, was standing behind the counter. Not that Javier was too astonished by that. He noticed many people at the hotel lobby, and some were being taken care of by several front desk officers.

“Good evening, gentlemen. How may I help you?”

“Evening, Miranda,” Hugo greeted with a smile before pointing at Javier and himself. “Is it possible for us to get to a restaurant or a diner outside of the hotel? Somewhere nearby is better.”

Miranda nodded. “There’s a steakhouse to the right of the hotel a couple of buildings away. The last time I checked around half an hour ago, it was still opened for business. Or you can turn to the left and walk all the way to the end of this block. There’s a small diner that serves some of the best burgers in the city. The baked chicken is excellent, too. The only problem is it may take you both longer than the usual ten minutes to reach the diner because of the weather outside. The steakhouse may be safer in the current weather.”

Hugo turned toward Javier. “The steakhouse then?”

Javier nodded. “Yeah. I think we should check that out first.”

“All right then,” Hugo said before facing Miranda once again. “Thank you. I really appreciate it.”

“Thanks, Miranda.”

“You’re both welcome. In case both places are full or closed, the restaurants at the hotel will be operating all the way until midnight. You may also contact room service for food or anything else you require. We will do our best to provide you with the food and other items you may be needing later.”

Hugo beamed at Miranda. “Sure. Thanks again.”

“You’re welcome.”

Javier shivered the moment he got out from the warmth of the hotel lobby. Fortunately, he had brought along one of his thicker coats, which covered even his neck, a pair of thick gloves, and his trusty old beanie to protect his head and ears from the harsh winter element. Hugo was similarly attired. Javier stole glances at Hugo as they sped up in the direction of the steakhouse. Hugo looked as if he had just stepped out from one of those glossy magazines, wearing obviously expensive clothes from head to toe.

Javier wasn’t bitter about the disparity in their wealth, but he was rather self-conscious about his clothes. In one of their past conversations, Justin had let it slip about the estimated, reported net worth of some of the wealthiest people in the nation, and at nine hundred million dollars and counting, Hugo was definitely rich. Javier shook off any negative thoughts inside his mind when he and Hugo reached the steakhouse. He wasn’t surprised to discover that it was full, but he was grateful when one of the servers promised him and Hugo that one of the tables was being cleared at the moment. It should be available within the next five minutes or so.

“The food smells delicious,” Hugo whispered at Javier as the two of them were led to an empty table.

“Yeah. Absolutely.”

After that, it took them both less than five minutes to order what they wanted. Hugo glanced around the steakhouse for a moment before returning his focus on Javier.

“Maybe the weather will become much better overnight.”

Javier gazed out through the glass wall of the steakhouse for a few seconds. “I hope so. I have a red-eye to catch tomorrow evening. I’d checked the news online earlier. All flights from Saint Louis are canceled, starting from noon earlier. No airline can confirm if the flights will resume tomorrow or even the day after. It all depends on the weather now.”

Hugo nodded. “I don’t have to check out from the presidential suite until twelve noon the day after tomorrow. I can also extend it by an hour or two. There’s an option for that. You can stay with me, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

Javier was relieved to hear that because that eliminated one of his concerns at least. “Thanks, man. I really appreciate it. Horrible winter weather like the one we’re having right now usually doesn’t last for more than a day. At least that’s what it says online.”

“You’re welcome. If the blizzard persists, I’ll just extend my stay at the hotel. You can continue sharing the suite with me. That won’t be an issue at all.”

Javier beamed at Hugo. “That will be awesome.”

Hugo shrugged. “You’re a cool guy, and I’ve enjoyed hanging out with you so far. We seem to connect just fine. It’s no hardship.”

Javier chuckled. “Thanks, man. You’re an incredible guy. I’m so glad to have met you at the hotel. Otherwise, I’ll be stranded out there somewhere all alone.”

Hugo grinned. “Right place, right time. Such a severe weather in Saint Louis isn’t that uncommon, I believe.”

“Yeah?”

“Uh-huh,” Hugo replied. “The heaviest snowfall recorded in Saint Louis was twenty-ish inches at the end of March in the year eighteen ninety, which was followed by fifteen and a half inches at the end of February in the year nineteen twelve. In nineteen eighty-two, at the end of January, the snowfall was nearly fourteen inches. The problem with the blizzard outside right now is the level of visibility. It’s terrible, and it seems to be getting worse.”

“True. Anyway, what made you offer to share the suite with me?”

Hugo’s face was now flushed, and there was a hint of an embarrassed smile on the man’s face, which Javier thought was downright cute. He waited patiently for Hugo to speak up.

“Will you believe me if I tell you I’m doing it out of the goodness of my heart?”

“Yes and no.”

“Why?”

“Because there were many others at the lobby earlier you could have shared the suite with, and yet you had decided to approach me instead.”

Hugo’s cheeks reddened, and Javier’s curiosity was piqued now. He waited patiently for Hugo’s response, but the server came by their table with their food and drinks right at that moment. The two of them started cutting into their juicy, succulent steaks. Then Hugo cleared his throat loudly, and Javier’s focus was wholly directed at the man. He easily ignored the lively conversations among the other patrons at the steakhouse.

“I, um…I had noticed you at the waiting room in the airport in San Francisco.”

“Right. And?”

“There was something about you. I couldn’t take my eyes off of you.”

Javier could feel his heartbeat pounding a little harder and faster. “Okay.”

There were a few seconds of tense silence before Hugo spoke up again. “Not trying to be creepy, but you’re fucking hot.”

Javier almost lost his grip on his utensils. “What are you trying to say?”

Hugo’s hands trembled a little. “I’m not a believer in that whole bullshit about falling in love at first sight, but I think it’s absolutely possible to fall in lust with someone at first sight.”

Javier barely heard the confession coming out from Hugo’s mouth. The volume of Hugo’s voice was rather soft, but Javier caught enough to understand the message the man was attempting to convey to him. He pretended to be calm and collected as he used his knife and fork to slice a small portion of meat before putting it inside his mouth and chewing slowly. His cock was definitely growing harder now.

“So, you want to fuck me?”

Hugo choked and grabbed onto his bottle of beer before swallowing big gulps of it. Javier felt bad for shocking Hugo like that, but he was also amused. Hugo glared at Javier after that.

“Thanks for that.”

“You survive it.”

Hugo scoffed. “I’ll get you back for that.”

Javier winked at Hugo. “Give it your best shot.”

Hugo narrowed his eyes at Javier. “Are you a top or a bottom?”

Javier didn’t hesitate. “Bottom. There’s something really hot when I have another man’s cock deep inside my ass, pounding me hard. I like it when a man drips plenty of sweat all over me, and I can smell his musk and sex as he fucks me hard and rough.”

Hugo tightened his grip on his utensils, and that didn’t escape Javier’s notice. “You…you don’t like gentle, slow lovemaking?”

“I do, but most of the time, I prefer the sex to be brutal. That’s what turns me on.”

“Fuck,” Hugo hissed out a short moment before he stabbed into the steak and cut into it with a little more force than he did earlier, which Javier found rather hilarious.

“Hugo.”

“What?”

Javier was flattered to note how raspy Hugo sounded because it made it even more obvious to him that the other man was aroused by him and his words. He decided to change the topic of conversation for the time being. It would give him and Hugo time to cool down a little.

“You haven’t answered my question from earlier.”

Hugo gazed into Javier’s eyes, and the confusion was displayed all over his face. “Which one?”

“Why have you remained single for two and a half years? You’re hot and rich, and you seem like an awesome man. I’m sure it won’t be difficult for you to get any man you like,” Javier said, but he regretted his question the moment Hugo’s expression darkened by a fraction. “Hey, man. Sorry about that. Me and my big mouth. I have no fucking filter sometimes. Forget about it. I’m just curious.”

Hugo breathed in and out a few times while shaking his head. “It’s not your fault. I’m thirty-five years old, but I’ve only had two serious relationships in the past. Max, the first one, only lasted for two years, and we parted amicably. It was neither of our fault. Hassle-Free had just started to take off, and my first ex had his own career to deal with.”

Javier nodded. “And the second one?”

Hugo sipped on his beer before responding. “I had met Andy at a charity gala. He had seemed like the perfect guy at first. He was ambitious in his career, and he had appeared to be understanding of how busy I could be at times, especially since Hassle-Free at the time was reaching the point of stability.”

“How long were you guys together?”

“Almost five years.”

Javier whistled softly. “Damn.”

“Yeah. The crazy part of that relationship was the fact that I wasn’t in love with him, but I loved him. Does that make sense to you?”

Javier nodded. “Yeah. I get it.”

“Anyway, I had almost proposed to him. I had researched the perfect ring, location, and things like that.”

Javier had a horrible feeling about the direction of the story, but his nosiness got the better of him. “What happened then?”

“When a business is booming, we all become really preoccupied with it. I’m sure you can understand that.”

“Not in the same way you do. I don’t have my own business, but I see your point.”

Hugo sighed. “I still remember that evening. I had been busy with a client, but things had wrapped up much sooner than I had anticipated. Andy and I were already living together at my penthouse.”

“In SF?”

Hugo nodded and took another sip of beer before continuing with the story. “I had gotten home to find a group of naked men inside the bedroom. Three of them were fucking him.”

Javier didn’t know what he was supposed to say now, so he blurted out the first word to come to his mind. “Shit!”

“You can repeat that one more time. I threw them out.”

“Naked?”

Hugo burst out laughing. “I wasn’t that cruel. I had given them ample time to put their clothes on.”

“And Andy?”

“Kicked him out that same night.”

“Damn. I’m sorry, man.”

“It’s all right. It was all in the past. I ended up selling the penthouse and everything in it. I couldn’t bear to stay there for the rest of my life.”

“Understandable.”

“Yeah.”

“Did you buy another penthouse afterward?” Javier teased Hugo, hoping to lighten up the atmosphere a little bit more.

Hugo chuckled. “Fuck no! Once is more than enough. I’m now living in a house in the historic district.”

“Whoa! Fancy!”

Hugo shrugged. “It used to be a church.”

Javier chortled. “You’re kidding me!”

“Nope. It’s a Gothic Revival style building. I had bought it a couple of years ago because I’m in love with the living room.”

Javier was taken aback by the specificity. “What’s so unique about the living room?”

“It has hand-painted ceilings and seven chandeliers.”

“Just for that alone?”

“Nope. I like the beautiful stained glass windows all around the house. The meditation room in the tower has an incredible three-hundred-and-sixty-degree views. That’s also where my private office is located at, along with a roof deck where I can admire the beautiful city views all day long. I also enjoy the enormous amount of space. Seventeen thousand square feet in total. After renovating it, I have five bedrooms, five bathrooms, a large kitchen, a dining room, a living room, a media area, a library, and even a Roman marble bath. The only tricky part back then was to include a garage on the first floor that could accommodate my cars and a storage room for all the extra stuff I rarely used. The architect I’d hired was able to take care of that. You should come and visit me sometimes. We can hang out.”

Javier snorted. “Hang out? Is that a euphemism for something else?”

Hugo smirked. “It depends. Having some fun here is one thing. Are you up for anything more? Like a fuck buddy type of arrangement?”

“Absolutely,” Javier retorted with a wink. “Maybe you should do a test-drive later tonight.”

Hugo directed his intense gaze in Javier’s direction, and his voice sounded raspy now. “I should.”

Javier glanced away, but he smiled. After that, the two of them were quiet for a brief moment before changing the topic of conversation. Javier shared stories about his work, his six best friends and their respective boyfriends, and his past relationships.

“I had dated quite a few men in the past, but only one of them ended up being a serious relationship.”

“How was it?”

Javier followed Hugo’s lead and resumed eating his steak before answering the question. “Nothing traumatic like your last relationship. Jason and I had simply drifted apart toward the end more than one year ago. Not that we were together for a long time anyway. It only lasted for about two years.”

“I see.”

“Yeah. I’m only twenty-eight, so I’m taking my time. I’m not in a hurry to get into a new relationship.”

“What’s your type?”

“A man who’s hung like a horse and able to fuck me like a bull,” Javier replied before adding a wink for good measure.

“Seriously?”

Javier chuckled. “Most importantly, my future husband needs to fight for world peace.”

Hugo snorted. “This isn’t a Miss Universe pageant.”

Javier laughed. “Nope.”

Then the two of them grinned widely at each other. They were quiet for a few seconds longer before Hugo broke the silence.

“On a more serious note, what kind of man do you like?”

Javier smiled at Hugo. “Sweet, empathetic, and compassionate.”

“What about physically?”

“Honestly?”

Hugo nodded. “Yeah. Sure.”

“Someone like you.”

Hugo beamed. “For real?”

“Yes.”

“Awesome.”

Javier arched his left eyebrow. “Are you offering?”

“We can fuck. After that, who knows?”

Javier was rather disappointed with the response, but it was a realistic answer. He figured he should take what he could. There was no point in hoping for more than sex between them. He wasn’t really searching for a relationship anyway. At least not in a desperate manner. Being single was fine, too. He ignored the slight pang of pain that coursed through his entire being and did his best to convince himself that sex was more than sufficient for him. He didn’t need anything more than that.


Chapter 4

When dinner was over, Hugo insisted on paying for it. Then he suggested for him and Javier to grab a drink or two at the bar in the hotel because he was having such a wonderful time with the gorgeous man. He didn’t want their waking moments together to be too short and fleeting. He yearned to savor every wonderful second he got to spend with Javier. He thought they could chat and laugh together, enjoying whatever was left of their evening just the two of them. He didn’t take into account all the other patrons at the bar, most of whom were probably trying to escape the horrid weather outside and not relishing the long hours stuck inside their hotel rooms. He scowled when he noticed a few men and women staring at Javier in what they probably considered as discreet and subtle.

“Are you okay, man?”

Hugo forced a smile at Javier while doing his best not to drool at the man’s long neck or that exposed sliver of skin on the man’s stomach. He wished Javier would stop stretching his arms up because that resulted in several interested gazes from the other patrons. He was aware he had no business being so possessive over Javier. After all, he wasn’t in love with Javier, and the two of them weren’t in a relationship. Besides, he wasn’t searching for a relationship. Or maybe he was fooling himself. He craved Javier like a thirsty, dying man desperate for a drop of water in the hot, scorching desert.

“Yeah. I’m all right.”

“Are you sure?” Javier asked while yawning a little and raising his arms above his head for what seemed like the millionth time, and Hugo frowned at some other men and women who were literally, and unabashedly, licking their lips at the sight of his drinking companion’s exposed, muscular stomach.

“Ye…yes,” Hugo replied while clenching his fists.

“Cool.”

Hugo knew he was dominant, aggressive, possessive, and territorial. All four combined into one huge disaster when he was in a relationship because his jealousy got the better of him at times. He did his best to curb his natural instincts to get into fights with other people who tried to muscle their ways into his domain, but it was difficult. He abhorred all those people who were shameless enough to ogle Javier. However, he had no right to be enraged. Granted, the two of them flirted with each other a few times over the past one hour or so as they chatted at the bar, but Javier wasn’t his boyfriend, his man. He breathed in and out deeply, suppressing the fury building up deep inside him. Then it exploded like an atomic bomb when one man sidled up right next to Javier and brushed one hand over his man’s elbow. To worsen the situation, Javier actually responded by grinning flirtatiously at that fucking stranger.

He stood in anger, and he was about to confront the unknown man when Javier turned to beam at him. He calmed down a little, but he had had enough. He was certain it had been a normal reaction. No man or woman would like it if other people were eyeing their partners with lust. Hugo was man enough to admit he was the type who hated anyone else poaching on his territory, and Javier was his man. After that, he couldn’t remember much of the events that had led to him and Javier rubbing their cocks against each other naked on the bed at the moment.

The lust and fury had mixed and smoldered deep within him until he had lost all of his patience and self-control. He had taken care of the bill for their drinks in a hurry before dragging the lovely, sexy Javier out from the bar all the way into the private elevator. Then he had shoved Javier against one of the walls inside the elevator and proceeded to kiss the man forcefully. He had growled in desperation and hunger when Javier retaliated by pushing him violently against another wall and returning his kiss with an equal amount of fervor and enthusiasm. Then they had rutted against each other like two feral, wild beasts, pausing long enough to rush into the suite once they had reached the nineteenth floor. After that, their clothes had come off at a rapid pace, and now they were lying on top of each other on the bed.

“Harder, stud. Come on!”

Javier’s urging only served to inflame the fire within Hugo’s guts. “Not yet, baby. I’m going to taste you first.”

“Hurry.”

“Okay.”

Hugo scooted down lower. His whole body trembled as he kissed his way down, tasting and licking all over Javier’s neck. Then he suckled on Javier’s nipples, one at a time, enjoying his lover’s loud moaning. He pressed two of his fingers deep inside Javier’s ass, and his lover clutched on harder onto his hair. His fingers were dry, so it must be quite painful for Javier, but his lover seemed to enjoy the friction. He groaned when Javier squeezed his hole around his invading fingers. It felt as if Javier was trying to break his two fingers, and he couldn’t wait to bury his cock inside that tight, warm hole. He moved all the way down to Javier’s cock and swallowed it whole. It was hard, long, and thick, and he loved its taste inside his mouth and throat. He could feel how heavy Javier’s cock was, and that drove him insane, but the musky scent of his lover’s pubes thrilled him even further. He breathed in deeply and sucked harder on Javier’s cock.

“Shit, man. Have you no gag reflex?”

Hugo rumbled deep in his throat, and he would have burst out laughing if he didn’t have Javier’s huge cock filling up his mouth and throat at the moment. He inhaled deeper and relaxed his throat even more as he gulped again and again. Mere seconds later, he was rewarded with Javier’s cum. The first couple of shots went straight down his throat, so he pulled back and allowed the cum to pool inside his mouth. Once he was sure that Javier was done, he released his lover’s cock with a loud pop. He showed the cum inside his mouth to Javier before devouring it audibly.

“Delicious.”

Javier whined. “Too fast.”

Hugo smirked. “Oh, we’re not done yet, baby. Not by a long shot.”

“What?”

Hugo didn’t bother to provide a verbal response. Instead, he positioned himself on top of Javier’s face so he was now straddling over the other man’s head with his leaking cock over his lover’s mouth while his balls were resting on the man’s nose. He also admired the sight of Javier’s still rock-hard erection. It soon became apparent to him he wasn’t the only one without a gag reflex, and Javier was even better at sucking cock than him. He didn’t have to brag. He knew his cock and balls were much larger than most men’s. The length of his cock was intimidating enough, but the real challenge was its girth. Hence, he was amazed and impressed when Javier took the entire length of his cock with ease. He was so astounded, he fell face down onto Javier’s cock.

“Fuck, baby. Fuck, fuck, fuck! Holy shit!”

That seemed to spur Javier on. Hugo could feel Javier’s tongue lapping all around his cock even though most of it was buried deep in his lover’s throat. Javier would also push him up slightly and spit his dick out before sniffing at and licking his balls. Javier was as kinky and filthy as he was sexually, and he couldn’t believe his good fortune in finding someone so perfect for him. He enjoyed Javier’s skillful tongue, mouth, and throat, but he didn’t stay idle for long. He bent forward and grasped Javier’s butt cheeks with his palms. Then he parted them before burying his nose and mouth between them. He licked and tasted Javier’s delicious ass, eating his lover out with enthusiasm. Once in a while, he would prod deep into Javier’s hole with his tongue and his two fingers.

A short moment later, he jabbed his fingers inside Javier’s hole until he found what he was looking for. Javier writhed and bucked up against him, and that urged him to thrust his fingers harder and rougher into his lover’s hole. Javier was sucking much harder on his cock. Javier was practically slobbering all over his cock. He could feel the wetness all over his crotch from the volume of spit on his dick and balls. Javier also seemed intent on pushing his fingers out while clenching all around them, but he was relentless. He fucked Javier’s ass with his fingers, punching his lover’s sweet spot from the inside repeatedly. He sped up even more when Javier began to thrash underneath him. Then he felt the spurts of cum all over his chest and stomach. He couldn’t help the smugness that overcame him, knowing he was responsible for giving Javier a second orgasm so close after the first one. The moment he was sure Javier was done with his orgasm, he removed his cock from Javier’s mouth. He got down from the bed, but Javier grabbed onto one of his wrists to stop him from moving away.

“Where are you going? You haven’t come yet.”

Hugo leaned down and kissed Javier on the forehead. “I need to grab the condom and lube. I’ll be right back.”

“I get myself tested regularly. My last check-up was two weeks ago. The results are good, and I haven’t been with anyone ever since.”

Hugo gulped at the implication. “I’m…I’m healthy, too. My last check-up was a few days ago. Everything is great.”

Javier smiled at Hugo. “You can fuck me raw. I want you to come inside my ass. Fill me with your cum.”

Hugo was stunned for a brief moment. His cock pulsed at the thought of fucking Javier without any barrier between them. He would get to plant his cum deep inside Javier.

“Fuck. Are you sure?”

Javier nodded. “One hundred percent.”

Hugo gave Javier another kiss before rushing toward his bag for the bottle of lube. Once he got it, he climbed back onto the bed and slicked Javier’s ass with some lube. Then he coated his throbbing cock with more lube before putting the head right against Javier’s hole.

“One last chance to back off, baby.”

Javier shook his head. “I trust you.”

Hugo was overwhelmed by Javier’s faith in him, and he leaned forward to kiss his lover. “Thanks, baby. I trust you, too. Take a deep breath now.”

“Okay.”

Hugo had intended to slide his cock gently and slowly into Javier’s ass, so he was taken aback when his lover wrapped both legs around his ass and lower back before pulling him in much deeper. The next thing he was aware of, his cock was completely sheathed inside Javier’s ass. He stared in shock at Javier, especially when he felt his lover’s body stiffening underneath him.

“Shit! Baby, are you all right?”

Javier panted and nodded. “It…it fucking hurts. It burns.”

Hugo was starting to panic now. “Let me pull my dick out.”

Javier glared at Hugo. “Don’t you fucking dare.”

“Baby, I—fuck!”

Hugo couldn’t utter a single word after that because Javier was squeezing his ass muscles all around his pulsing cock. Javier’s ass was incredibly tight and warm, and Hugo was willing to lose everything he owned if he could bury his cock inside his lover’s ass for the rest of his life. He cupped Javier’s cheeks with his palms and kissed his lover with all the passion he could muster. He groaned into the kiss when Javier clung onto him with all four limbs. He couldn’t stop himself now.

At first, he started out slow, driving his cock in and out of Javier’s ass with control and precision, but he picked up his pace after a brief moment. He aimed his cock at the sweet spot inside Javier’s ass, pummeling it without mercy over and over again. The litany of curses and filth that came out of Javier’s mouth only drove him crazier with lust and desperation. He embraced Javier tighter for better leverage and pounded his lover’s ass with such vigor, the headboard began cracking and banging against the wall. It didn’t matter. There were no other hotel guests on the nineteenth floor.

Not that he cared. He wanted the whole world to know Javier was his man, and he was giving his lover the most intense pleasure ever. He grunted in pain and delight when Javier clenched his ass around his cock while scratching blunt fingers down his sweaty back. Javier was perspiring as much as he was, and he nuzzled his nose against his lover’s neck, inhaling the scent of sex, musk, and the lingering aroma of Javier’s cum. That was the exact moment he noticed traces of cum on Javier’s chest from his lover’s second orgasm. He lapped at the combination of sweat and cum with his tongue, collecting as many drops as possible, before feeding it to Javier.

He had no idea how much time passed by as he pumped his cock in and out of Javier’s delectable ass, but he could feel his lover’s body tensing up bit by bit after a while. He scrounged up whatever energy he had left inside him before hammering harder and rougher into Javier’s ass. He could feel his orgasm sneaking up on him. He was desperate to come. He could detect the strain all over his body from the exertion of fucking Javier with so much vigor, not to mention the toll it took on him to hold his own climax back. He gritted his teeth and gripped harder onto the bedsheet as he jabbed his cock against Javier’s sweet spot from the inside. He was determined for Javier to acquire one more orgasm before he let loose himself.

“I’m coming, stud. Oh, fuck. You’re such a fucking stud. You’re the best fuck ever!”

Hugo shut his eyes as he clobbered Javier’s ass even harder with his cock. He was going to give Javier one more orgasm even if it killed him. He was growing dizzy now, but he wasn’t admitting defeat. Just as he was about to lose his breath, he heard Javier screaming into his ear a second or two before he felt his lover’s cock pulsing between them. Then Javier’s cum coated both of their bodies. Hugo gasped in relief as his own orgasm exploded from deep within. His body stiffened as he punched his cock into Javier’s ass repeatedly while he kept on shooting loads of cum inside his lover’s hole. He was probably sweating and also weeping tears of pure satisfaction as he filled Javier’s ass up with his cum. It felt as if his orgasm would never end. It was that incredible. When it finally stopped, his balls and cock ached, and he was sore from head to toe. The whole bedroom stank of sweat, cum, musk, and sex, but he couldn’t care less. He raised his head up a little and grinned at Javier, who gave him a dopey smile in return.

“Shit, baby. Have I fucked you stupid or something?”

Javier nodded. “Hell yeah, and you can do…do that anytime you like. Most…most reviews have a maximum of five stars, but for…for that kind of fucking, you deserve nothing less than ten stars. Maybe even a hundred. Will definitely come back for more.”

Hugo snickered. “That good, eh?”

“Fuck yeah.”

Hugo chuckled before burying his face in the crook between Javier’s neck and shoulder. “Thank you, baby. You’re a spectacular fuck yourself.”

“I know.”

Hugo chortled. “Modest much?”

“No point in denying the truth.”

Hugo snorted. “Fine. Whatever.”

“Hmm.”

There was a short moment of silence before Hugo spoke up again. “Sweetheart?”

“Yeah?”

“Do you…do you mind if my dick stays inside your ass for the entire night?”

Javier yawned while shaking his head. “Not at all. In fact, I’ve expected it.”

Hugo stared at Javier in shock. “Really?”

“Uh-huh. Based on our meager interactions, I can sort of tell you’re obviously the possessive type of men. I’ve known of some men like you, but not personally. I’ve heard of them from friends and acquaintances. Most of them liked to plug their cum deep inside the bottom’s ass. Rather territorial and adorable, in my opinion,” Javier explained before smiling at Hugo. “By the way, you were cute downstairs at the bar.”

Hugo rested his chin on Javier’s chest. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You were furious at those men and women who were ogling me at the bar.”

Hugo’s cheeks burned in embarrassment. “You knew?”

Javier rolled his eyes, obviously amused. “Of course! Duh! That was the reason why I’d stretched myself over and over again at the bar earlier. I wanted them to notice me and also the sliver of exposed skin on my stomach when I put my arms over my head.”

Hugo gaped a little. “That was done on purpose?”

Javier winked at Hugo. “My main intention was to push you over the brink with jealousy. It worked, didn’t it?”

Hugo let out a playful growl. “It sure did. Don’t do it anymore.”

Javier’s expression turned solemn. “Are you wanting us to be exclusive?”

Hugo didn’t hesitate. “Yes! I want to date you. I know this is fucking insane. We’d just officially met earlier this afternoon. I’m dead serious about dating you, though. Casual dating has never been my style anyway. If you don’t want the same thing, you should let me know right now.”

Javier ran his fingers down Hugo’s cheeks. “I do.”

Hugo was rather overwhelmed with joy now. “Perfect.”

“I think so, too.”

Hugo beamed at Javier before rearranging their positions. He made sure his dick stayed inside Javier’s ass all the way as he maneuvered them until he was behind his lover. He and Javier were now lying on their sides. He slid one arm underneath Javier’s neck and placed the other one over his lover’s firm stomach. Then he kissed Javier’s sweaty hair and neck.

“Get some sleep, baby. I’ll be right here with you.”

“Okay.”

It didn’t take long for Javier to doze off. Hugo grinned when he heard Javier snoring softly a few minutes later. He must have tired Javier out with their vigorous lovemaking earlier, and he was damn proud of that. He tightened his arm around Javier’s stomach and shut his eyes. He had no idea what the next day would bring. He and Javier had yet to make any concrete plans, but it didn’t matter as long as the two of them were together. With that last thought in mind, he gradually drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 5

Javier woke up to the soft sound of running water coming from the direction of the bathroom. He groaned under his breath when he tried to stretch his naked body. That was the moment he discovered how sore he was from head to toe. He smiled to himself as the memories from the previous evening flooded his mind. Hugo had been insatiable, making love to Javier the second time around in the early morning hours and giving him two mind-blowing orgasms. Javier shivered in arousal when he remembered Hugo coming inside his ass for their second round of incredible sex.

“Hey, sweetheart.”

Javier turned to face Hugo, who was leaning against the bedroom wall right next to the door and wearing only the hotel bathrobe. “Hey, stud. Coming back to bed for a third round?”

Hugo smirked. “Five orgasms not enough for you?”

“Maybe you should give me a few more orgasms just to make sure,” Javier retorted with a wink.

Hugo chuckled. “Tempting, but I have a surprise for you in the bathroom.”

“What’s that?”

Hugo didn’t bother to respond. Instead, Hugo approached the bed and gently lifted Javier off the bed as if he was a bridegroom about to be ravished on his wedding night. Javier was tickled by the gesture, but he was also aroused. He might not be as tall and muscular as Hugo, but at five-feet, ten inches, and one hundred and eighty pounds, he was certainly no lightweight. He had the muscles to prove that, and yet Hugo was carrying him as if he was a goose feather or something similar. He slipped his palm inside Hugo’s bathrobe and caressed his lover’s hairy chest. Hugo hissed and glared at Javier, but he continued walking toward the bathroom without breaking his strides.

“You’re a naughty boy. Maybe I should spank you to teach you a lesson.”

“Maybe you should, daddy.”

Hugo snickered. “I like the sound of that.”

“Yeah?”

“Absolutely.”

Javier was pleased when Hugo pressed a tender kiss on his forehead. When they made it inside the bathroom, he gasped at the sight. The bathtub was filled with warm water that steamed up a little. There were even bubbles in it, and the scent was incredible. The television was also switched on, but the sound was too low for him to make out what was being said. He didn’t mind that. The television program was more of a soothing background noise than anything.

“What’s in it?”

Hugo slowly placed Javier inside the bathtub. The water momentarily stung Javier’s skin a little due to the difference in the temperature between them, but he groaned in delight once he was seated inside the bathtub.

“I called room service to request for the special bath oil,” Hugo replied while kneeling next to the bathtub and beaming at Javier. “It’s scented with geranium, lavender, and peppermint.”

“That sounds like an expensive bath oil.”

“Anything for my man.”

“Hugo, you shouldn’t—”

“Give me a minute,” Hugo cut Javier off midsentence before getting up onto his feet and dashing out from the bathroom in a hurry.

“Hugo,” Javier called out, but Hugo didn’t respond.

Hence, he had no alternative but to wait inside the bathtub for Hugo to return. He gasped a little when Hugo reappeared with a huge tray, which could apparently be fitted over the width of the bathtub. There were plates of food and two jugs of beverages on top of the tray. Then Hugo stripped off the bathrobe and hung it on one of the hooks on the wall behind the bathtub. Javier licked his lips at the sight of Hugo’s hairy, muscular body and legs, not to mention the hard, leaking erection between his lover’s legs.

“Scoot forward a little, baby.”

Javier complied, allowing for Hugo to climb into the bathtub. A short moment later, he leaned his back against Hugo’s chest and let out a satisfied sigh. He wiggled his butt against Hugo’s erection, but he whined in surprise and arousal when his lover pinched and twisted his nipples.

“Fuck me again, daddy.”

“Later, sweetheart. I want to enjoy this moment with you. I ordered breakfast for us about thirty minutes ago. We need to replenish our strengths.”

Javier pouted a little, but Hugo was right. He was starving. He grinned when Hugo began to feed him food off the plates with a fork. There were pancakes, sausages, eggs, grapes, melons, oranges, and all kinds of berries. All of the food had been cut into bite-sized pieces for easy consumption. The drinks were freshly squeezed orange juice and iced lemon tea with sprigs of mint.

“You’re spoiling me,” Javier commented while Hugo was eating.

“I like doing it.”

“No other man will ever be good enough after you.”

Javier instantly detected Hugo stiffening behind him. He tilted his head backward and glanced at Hugo, who had an unreadable expression on his face.

“Do you…do you still want to be with other men?”

Javier shook his head. “But I have no idea what we are.”

“Boyfriends, lovers, partners, soul mates,” Hugo said through gritted teeth. “Take your pick.”

Javier was taken aback to hear that. “You’re serious?”

Hugo scowled. “Of course, I am. Aren’t you?”

Javier kissed Hugo’s chin, which seemed to appease his lover by a tiny fraction. “I am. I really like you. I thought you were overwhelmed by emotions last night after we had sex—”

“We didn’t have sex. We made love.”

Javier smiled at Hugo. “Okay, after we had made love to each other.”

Hugo’s serious expression didn’t falter. “And I had told you I wanted to date you afterward.”

“I thought you were still high on the adrenaline after an orgasm.”

Hugo sighed and replaced the fork on the plate before hugging Javier and kissing him soundly on the right cheek. “I really, really like you, baby. I want us to date each other. It’s not going to be an open relationship. That may work for some couples, but it’s not my thing. I don’t like anyone leering at you or touching you in a sexual manner because that will fucking piss me off. You’re my man, and I will never share you with anyone else. Just thinking about it is more than enough to anger me.”

Javier nodded. “Then you better remain faithful to me, as well. I’ll crack your balls if you stray.”

Hugo grinned. “I promise.”

Javier flipped his upper body around for a brief, passionate kiss before lying with his back against Hugo once again. “Okay, stud. Feed your boyfriend. He’s famished.”

Hugo snickered. “Did you just address yourself in the third person, you weirdo?”

“Shut up and give me food. I’m starving.”

Hugo chortled softly. “Yes, baby.”

The two of them continued to eat in silence for a few minutes. Then Javier gasped when he stared out through the glass wall.

“Holy fuck! Is it just me or is the weather outside getting worse?”

“The blizzard has become much worse overnight. You better check your smartphone for messages or e-mails. I have a strong feeling all airlines will be postponing their flights in and out of Saint Louis because of the severe weather. There’s no way the planes can fly in this condition. It will be too dangerous.”

“If that’s the case, I’ll have to inform Justin.”

Hugo kissed the back of Javier’s head. “You can do that later. Stay in the bathtub with me for several more minutes. We can cuddle with each other.”

“That’s an excellent idea.”

“I couldn’t agree more.”

“What are we going to do for the remainder of the day, though?”

“I can make love to you and fill you up with my cum.”

Javier snickered. “How many times can you do that?”

“As many times as you like, sweetheart.”

Javier snorted. “Are you sure your dick won’t fall off your crotch from the excessive friction?”

Hugo laughed. “I don’t know. Maybe we should experiment. Just to make sure.”

Javier chuckled. “You’re a horny man, Mr. Hugo Romero.”

“And it’s all your fault, Mr. Javier Gisbert, for being so damn irresistible.”

“It is?”

Hugo kissed and licked at the back of Javier’s neck. “Yes. Absolutely.”

Javier pushed the tray over to the other end of the bathtub and got up before turning around to straddle Hugo’s laps. “What can I do to make it up to you, stud?”

“You can ride my hard cock, baby.”

Javier smirked and did as he was told to. It wasn’t a dry entry, at least not completely, because he had Hugo’s deposits of cum still inside his ass. However, it wasn’t the most comfortable. Nevertheless, he succeeded in taking Hugo’s cock inside his ass. He raised his ass up and down as he kissed Hugo with all the passion inside him. Neither of them could last long enough. He came first as he rubbed his dick against Hugo’s muscled stomach. Then Hugo grunted into his ear and filled him up with cum. The two of them trembled against each other for the next few moments as they basked in the afterglow.

“Feeling better now, stud?”

Hugo nodded. “Much. Thank you, baby.”

“Don’t thank me. I got as much pleasure from that as you did.”

Hugo shook his head. “I’m the luckiest man in the world. Don’t argue with me about that.”

Javier pulled back a little and smiled at Hugo. “Fine.”

After that, they remained connected as they rested against each other. Javier had no idea how long they stayed inside the bathtub, but he shivered a little when the water began to cool. He was amazed when Hugo stood, with his lover’s hard cock still sheathed inside his ass, and climbed out from the bathtub before carrying him into the shower. He whimpered in dissatisfaction when Hugo removed his cock from inside his ass.

“We need to shower and clean up, baby. I’m going to lather the soap all over you from your neck down. Then I’ll massage the shampoo into your hair. Okay?”

“Yeah.”

It was an enjoyable shower, and Javier loved it when he could return the favor to Hugo. The shower also took much longer than they usually did if they had been inside the bathroom one at a time because they ended up making out several times over. When they were eventually done with the shower, they dried themselves with the towels and stepped out from the bathroom.

“Baby, what do you think about a couple’s massage?”

“Like a real massage?” Javier shot back at Hugo with a teasing grin.

Hugo narrowed his eyes at Javier. “Of course, it is. There’s no hanky-panky involved.”

Javier pressed his lips against Hugo’s. “You’re adorable when you’re jealous.”

“You’re playing with fire, sweetheart.”

“I trust you.”

“Why?”

“I simply do. I have a good feeling about you.”

Hugo’s expression softened. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Hugo beamed at Javier. “Why don’t you check your smartphone for any messages or e-mails while I call up the spa at the hotel and see if it has any spots available for the day?”

“Okay. That sounds good to me.”

After that, Javier went into the bedroom in search of his smartphone while Hugo contacted the spa using the phone outside in the living room. He found his smartphone inside his pants on the carpeted floor. He must have kicked his pants off in a hurry the previous evening in his desperation to get naked while Hugo was caressing, fondling, and kissing him all over. He clicked on the icons on the touchscreen of his smartphone. He wasn’t surprised to notice multiple text messages and e-mails. Most of them were work-related, but some were from his best friends. They were worried about him because of the blizzard. He replied to his best friends before reading the text message from the airline.

“How is it?”

Javier glanced up at Hugo, who had just walked into the bedroom. “It has been postponed until further notice.”

Hugo wrapped both arms around Javier’s waist and kissed his left cheek. “That’s fine, sweetheart. We have more time together. We can always fly back to San Francisco together.”

Javier threw his phone onto the bed and turned his body around to face Hugo before embracing his lover. “That’s more than perfectly okay with me.”

Then Hugo reached for one of Javier’s hands, and the two of them made their way out into the living room. “The spa doesn’t have any spots available until one o’clock later this afternoon.”

“It’s fine. We can read or watch something on the television.”

“Or we can get to know each other even better.”

“Sure thing. What do you want to know, stud?”

“Tell me a little bit about your family.”

“I have my parents, my sisters, Isabella and Mariana, and their respective husbands, Matías and Alejandro.”

“Do they know about you?”

Javier didn’t need Hugo to clarify his question because he knew exactly what his lover was asking him. “Yeah.”

“Lucky.”

“Your family isn’t accepting?”

Hugo inhaled deeply as he and Javier lay down and snuggled on one of the wide couches in the living room. “I came out to my parents and older brother at the end of my second year in college.”

“And?”

Hugo tightened his arms around Javier. “They didn’t turn into raging homophobes, but the silence afterward spoke volumes.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

Hugo shrugged. “It has been years.”

“Do you spend the holidays with them?”

Hugo snorted. “I did my best to mend our relationships during my junior and senior year in college, and I had also done that for the first year after graduation. I haven’t spoken to them ever since.”

“I see.”

Hugo pulled Javier slightly closer to him. “Well, actually, that’s not quite accurate. My parents and older brother had called me a few times right around when Hassle-Free were becoming successful.”

“Why?”

“Apparently, it was my solemn duty to the family to give money to my parents in their old age and help my poor, older brother, who couldn’t keep a job or handle his own finances. That was also when they had informed me about my sister-in-law and my two nephews.”

Javier’s eyes widened in shock. “They didn’t tell you about your nephews?”

“I didn’t even know my older brother had gotten married, much less had kids of his own.”

Javier sympathized with Hugo. Judging by the bitter tone in Hugo’s voice, his boyfriend must still be hurting from being excluded. That probably explained a little bit why Hugo was such a clingy, possessive man.

“I’m sorry.”

Javier didn’t know what else he could say. Suddenly, his nosy but loving parents seemed like heaven-sent to him.

“I’m over it.”

“Okay.”

There was a brief moment of quietness between them before Hugo spoke up again. “Do you think your parents will like me?”

Javier turned to face and grin at Hugo. “Oh, yeah. They absolutely will. Trust me. They’ve been trying to get me to settle down for years. They’re always worried about my single status, especially after my last relationship ended. They only relaxed when I happened to be dating somebody in the past. They would call me after I had come home from a date.”

“What for?”

“How did it go? Will there be a second date? Do you think you’ll get married soon?” Javier mimicked his parents’ voices much to Hugo’s obvious amusement. “It’s as if I’m this old, undesirable leftover piece of meat in the market that needs to be disposed of as soon as possible. I’m only twenty-eight, for fuck’s sake.”

“They love you.”

Javier gazed into Hugo’s eyes, feeling a tinge of guilt at his insensitivity. “Sorry. I shouldn’t be complaining. I’m more fortunate than you are.”

“It’s all right, baby. It’s all in the past. I’m over it.”

“That doesn’t make it any easier to think about.”

Hugo shrugged. “At least I have you now.”

“You do.”

Javier sighed in delight when Hugo hugged him much tighter afterward. They didn’t exchange a single word. They didn’t have to. They had said all they needed to for the time being. Javier was content to snuggle on the couch with Hugo. This business trip and the accompanying blizzard had turned out to be a blessing in disguise, and he couldn’t wait to see what the future held for the two of them.


Chapter 6

After a light lunch in the suite, Hugo led Javier down to the second floor to begin their full day retreat at the hotel spa. The snowstorm may be raging outside, but he and Javier could enjoy their time with a full six hours of pampering. The two of them started out the first ninety minutes with what the spa labeled as water therapies. Basically, they were instructed to relax in the swimming pool, whirlpool, and steam room before they lay down at the poolside lounge to rest up for a few minutes. Then they changed into dry underwear before climbing onto a single bed each while they had something called aromatherapy facials for the next hour or so.

Hugo winced a little from the pain when the therapist was doing her job, but he was more focused on Javier, who was obviously used to his face being poked and prodded. Not that he was allowed to stare at Javier for too long because the facial therapist needed to reach different parts of his face, and she couldn’t do that if his head was turned toward Javier all the time. After that, he and Javier had their two-hour couple’s massage session while they were lying on top of their individual massage tables, which were placed side by side in the room. He groaned softly when the massage therapist pressed down on all the right spots and worked out all the kinks and soreness from his body. By the time he was done, he felt light as a feather.

“This is amazing,” Javier said as he half-reclined on a comfortable chair while two therapists sat on either side of him and took care of his fingernails for him.

“I agree,” Hugo responded, darting his eyes at Javier for a brief moment before glancing down at his fingernails.

They were both fully clothed after the massage session. It wasn’t the most romantic date, but he and Javier were doing things together as a couple. Anything was better than being stuck inside the hotel room, especially since the blizzard seemed to be growing worse than it was the day before. The manicure session passed by slowly, and it was followed by a pedicure session. He loved that his feet were cleaned up once again before they were massaged. Then the therapists dealt with his nails and the dead skin cells on the sole of his feet. He had such an amazing time being pampered by the therapists, he didn’t realize until the end of the session that Javier had fallen asleep next to him.

“That happens most of the time,” Anne, the spa manager, informed him when she walked into the private room at the spa with a clipboard while pointing at Javier.

Hugo chuckled and accepted the clipboard from Anne before signing the paper on it, so the charges to the spa session could be added to the bill for his stay at the presidential suite. He added a generous amount of gratuity before returning the clipboard to Anne.

“He’s sleeping so soundly, I’ll hate to wake him up.”

Anne nodded. “He is, sir. I can let you have the room for another thirty minutes, but there’s another couple coming in at eight o’clock. We need about thirty minutes to clean the room before the next session.”

Hugo shook his head at Anne. “Thank you, Anne, but I’ll just carry him back to our bedroom in the suite. Besides, we haven’t had our dinner yet. I don’t want him to wake up hungry in the middle of the night.”

Anne grinned at Hugo. “All right then. I’ll press the button to the private elevator.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Hugo watched the peaceful expression on Javier’s sleeping face for a short moment longer before gently scooping his lover up in the cradle of his arms. He felt a little guilty when Javier was startled awake.

“Hey, baby.”

“Wha…what are you doing, stud? Put me down.”

“I’m carrying you back to our suite.”

Javier flushed in an obvious embarrassment. “No. I can walk back on my own.”

“Let me do this for you.”

“You’ve done more than enough for me.”

“It will never be enough.”

“Hugo—”

“I love having you in my arms.”

Javier chuckled and buried his head in Hugo’s neck. “This is mortifying, but fine. Just this once.”

Hugo snickered. “Okay, sweetheart.”

The two of them made it into the private elevator without any problem at all. A short moment later, Javier had to open the door to the suite with the access card because Hugo had his hands full. The suite had obviously been taken care of by the housekeeping because every room was neat and clean, and there were fresh, new towels in the bathroom. Hugo gently lay Javier down on the couch just in time to answer the bell on the door.

“Who’s that?”

Hugo winked at Javier. “It’s a surprise for you, babe.”

“What?”

“You’ll see.”

Then Hugo ran toward the door and answered it. He opened the door as wide as possible to allow the room service staff to roll in the table on a cart into the suite while another hotel employee came in with a couple of chairs. He waited patiently for the two staff members to set everything up, including the candelabra, the food, and the bottle of chilled red wine, before thanking and tipping them. Once he and Javier were alone in the suite, he dimmed the lights in the room before tugging his flabbergasted boyfriend off the couch and leading the man to one of the chairs. He lit the three purple candles, which matched the color of the fabric on the chair and also the tabletop cloth, before making his way toward his own chair, picking up a bouquet of lavender roses, and offering it to Javier.

“Hugo, what’s this?” Javier asked after thanking Hugo for the flowers and placing the bouquet on his laps.

Hugo sat on the chair across the table from Javier before answering the question. “I’m hoping to impress you further with a romantic, candlelit dinner for two.”

Javier seemed stunned. “You don’t have to do that, stud. I’m already yours.”

“I want to. Humor me, please. It will make me a very happy boyfriend to please and pamper you.”

Javier blushed and nodded. “Okay.”

The two of them started the meal with two glasses of cocktails, which were made of blood orange juice and pomegranate liquor. That was followed by a flatbread pizza salad with toppings of peppery arugula and decadent olives, and it also had a hint of lemon juice in it. Once the appetizers were finished, Hugo beamed at Javier before lifting up the lids that covered the two plates of main course on the table. Javier gaped at the food, and Hugo grinned wider.

“Do you like them?”

Javier smiled. “They smell delicious. What are they?”

“The one in front of you is the filet mignon, plump sea scallops, and velvety mashed potatoes smothered in a cabernet sauvignon pan sauce. I get the Dijon mustard-laced chicken. It’s paired with potatoes and bell peppers, and finally topped with parmesan cheese.”

Javier smirked at Hugo. “Do you memorize the menu?”

Hugo could feel his cheeks heating up a little from the embarrassment. “Yeah. I…I had prepared this surprise since early this morning. I make sure I know what will be served.”

Javier chuckled. “I’m amazed and touched by your thoughtfulness. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, baby.”

Then Hugo poured them some wine, and they raised their wine glasses at each other. After sipping on the wine, they began to eat. As if by mutual decision, the two of them kept the topics of conversation light throughout dinner. They chatted about the more interesting aspects of their respective jobs, and they shared stories about their more exasperating clients.

“I have one client who’s very demanding,” Javier said while cutting the scallops into smaller pieces. “He’s not even my biggest client, but he acts as if he’s providing the firm I’m working for with a billion-dollar business. By comparison to the other clients, his business is nothing.”

“Why don’t you let him go? I’m sure there are other pharmaceutical firms who can deal with him.”

“I’m debating if I should do that. He’s getting on my nerves, and he’s the stingiest client I have. He buys in small quantities once or twice a year, and the headaches and frustrations I have to endure because of him aren’t worth it in the long run.”

“You should really consider letting the other firms “steal” him from you.”

Javier shrugged. “I guess. What about you?”

“I had plenty of smart-ass clients.”

Javier laughed. “Do tell.”

Hugo chewed and swallowed the chicken in his mouth before responding. “They hired me to take care of the planning for their events, but they insisted on micromanaging everything. When things went well, they patted their backs. When things were shitty, I would be blamed left and right. That’s one of the reasons I have long-term contracts with large corporations. They have hands-off approaches to most things, so I don’t have to be distracted by unreasonable requests like the ones from the smaller clients. I can charge more for the events held by the large corporations, and they usually have plenty of events throughout the year. The annual net profit I earn from a singular large corporation is more or less equal to the amount I bring in from one hundred to one hundred and fifty of those small businesses.”

Javier whistled. “Damn. How many employees do you have?”

“Most of my employees are freelancers. The number depends on how huge a particular event is. Naturally, the more complicated an event is, the more people are required to handle it. I once hired nearly five thousand freelancers for one event alone.”

“That must be an awesome event.”

“It was the fiftieth anniversary of a sportswear company. The company had invited guests and employees from all over the world.”

“Cool.”

“It truly was one of the greatest events I had ever planned.”

When the main course was over, the two of them shared a generous slice of dulce de leche pie for dessert. The pie tasted of sweet burnt caramel, and it had creamy whipped cream and pecans infused with honey, vanilla, and rich bourbon in it. The chocolate crust was also incredibly aromatic. Javier ended up patting his stomach at the end.

“Whew. Best romantic dinner ever.”

Hugo chuckled upon hearing that. “It’s not over yet.”

“No?”

Hugo shook his head. He chose a romantic, instrumental ballad from his smartphone, and clicked on it. Once the music started playing, he pushed his chair back and walked over to Javier before bowing slightly.

“May I have this dance, sweetheart?”

Javier grinned as he got up on his feet. “Absolutely. It will be my pleasure.”

Hugo wrapped his arms around Javier’s waist, and he sighed in contentment when his boyfriend rested his head on his right shoulder. For the next few minutes, the two of them hugged each other tightly as they moved slowly along to the rhythm of the music.

“Have you enjoyed the evening so far?”

“It’s perfect. I’m glad you haven’t hired a violinist or a band for this dance. I like it just the two of us in this suite with the music playing from your smartphone. It’s cozier.”

“I think so, too.”

“You’re a romantic, daddy.”

“I wasn’t, and I never wanted to be,” Hugo responded honestly. “Until you.”

Javier’s breath hitched audibly. “I’m a lucky man.”

“So am I.”

For the next few moments, the two of them swayed along to the music. They even continued to do that long after the music had already stopped.

“Will it be corny and weird if I tell you I’m starting to have feelings for you even though we’ve only known each other for less than two days?”

Hugo smiled as he kissed the side of Javier’s head. “Not at all. As long as you think it’s okay for me to be half in love with you.”

Javier chuckled. “It is. It definitely is.”

“Yeah.”

“Uh-huh. I feel the same way about you.”

“Good.”

There was an extended period of silence between them before Javier spoke up. “There are so many places we can visit once we’ve returned to San Francisco.”

“I’ll go anywhere with you, sweetheart.”

“And I want to introduce you to my friends.”

“Sure. Maybe we can meet up at my house then. We can have a nice soak in the Roman bath. It’s indoor. The temperature of the water can be adjusted. We can have warm water since the weather is still quite cool in San Francisco.”

“With steam rising off the surface?”

Hugo snickered. “Not that hot. Anyway, we can have dinner together afterward and hang out in the library. Or we can watch a movie.”

“Sounds perfect.”

“Do you think your friends will like me?”

“They will. My friends are protective of me, but they aren’t intimidating.”

“I’m glad you have such wonderful friends.”

“Yeah. Me, too,” Javier said before pulling away slightly. “I also want you to meet my family, but only when you think you’re ready. We can share my family. I’m sure my parents will love you.”

Hugo glanced away and did his best to blink away his tears. He hadn’t had a family in years, and Javier was offering him one. He rested his chin on Javier’s shoulder and breathed in and out deeply to calm himself down. Meeting Javier was a blessing in more ways than one, and he would do his best not to squander away this incredible opportunity. He used to think he might end up old and alone someday. That might not be the case anymore.


Chapter 7

The snow didn’t let up the next morning, and there was no update from the airline, so Javier ended up cuddling naked with Hugo on the bed. He rested his head at the edge of Hugo’s left chest close to his lover’s armpit. The two of them had woken up for quite some time, but neither of them bothered to get out of bed. There was no reason to. It wasn’t as if they could go anywhere. At least not in the current weather. Hugo was gently caressing his hair while he did small and slow circular motions all around his lover’s hairy chest with his left index finger

“I’m bored,” Hugo spoke up all of a sudden.

Javier tilted his head upward and grinned at Hugo. “Care to go another round?”

Hugo chuckled softly. “I love sex as much as the next person, but I’m afraid my dick will fall off if we don’t take a break from it. At least for the next few hours.”

Javier laughed. “That’s a sound idea. My ass is sore. Your dick is huge, and you’re a rough fucker.”

Hugo frowned at Javier with the concern displayed all over his face. “Have I hurt you that bad, baby?”

Javier shook his head while smiling at Hugo. “Don’t look like that, stud. I’m fine. My ass aches a little, but it’s the awesome kind.”

“Yeah?”

“Absolutely,” Javier reassured Hugo before deciding to change the topic of conversation. “When is your flight anyway?”

“I’m supposed to leave for San Francisco on the six o’clock flight later this evening.”

“Any news from the airline?”

“I got a text message and an e-mail from the airline late last night. Aside from it possibly being postponed, there’s nothing else so far. We’ve booked our flights from the same airline, babe. I’m quite sure it will be contacting all of its passengers at the same time if there’s any change.”

Javier nodded. “Hopefully, we can get on the same flight back to San Francisco.”

“If that’s the case, you should spend the night at my place. It’s Sunday tomorrow, and I have nothing on my schedule. We can have brunch together.”

“And sex?”

“Duh! That goes without saying.”

Javier guffawed. “I agree. Then we can have dinner, just the two of us, before I’ll have to return to my apartment.”

“Or you can break your lease and move in with me.”

Javier’s eyes widened. “It’s a little too soon to live together, isn’t it?”

“No, it’s not,” Hugo protested with a pout. “I don’t think I can sleep well without you in my arms ever again.”

Javier turned to lie down on his stomach and placed his chin on Hugo’s chest, right about his lover’s nipple. “We should continue to live apart for the next two, three weeks. Just to make sure.”

There was a hint of irritation on Hugo’s face. “Of what?”

“That we’re absolutely sure we want to be in a relationship.”

“Sweetheart—”

“No, stud. Listen to me,” Javier interrupted while beaming at Hugo to soften the impact of his words. “I like you. I really do.”

“But?”

“But we’re moving too fast with everything. Let’s take a couple of weeks, maybe three, to date. If we’re still certain about living together, nothing in this world will stop me from packing all my things and moving them into your house,” Javier explained before shooting what he hoped was a playful wink at Hugo. “Once we’ve started residing in the same house, I’ll lube my ass up all the time. It will be ready for you whenever you want us to make love with each other.”

Hugo snickered. “I like that image.”

“You can slide your dick inside my ass anytime you feel like it.”

“It’s sounding even better now. What if I want to do it all the time?”

“I won’t tell you to stop.”

“Promise?”

“Scout’s honor.”

Hugo arched his left eyebrow. “Were you ever a scout?”

“No, but it’s the thought that counts.”

Hugo chuckled. “True.”

Then Javier sat up and rubbed his left palm over him stomach. “I’m quite hungry. We haven’t had breakfast, and the last time I checked, it was nearly half past nine. I’m pretty sure it’s closer to eleven o’clock now. Why don’t we shower together before we visit one of the restaurants inside the hotel?”

“That’s an excellent idea. I’m starving, too.”

Moments later, the two of them finished showering. They put their clothes on and exited from the suite hand in hand. Javier wasn’t surprised to discover that all the restaurants in the hotel were full, so they registered their names at all of them to increase their chances of getting a table as soon as possible. He and Hugo ended up waiting for almost thirty minutes before there was a table available for them at one of the restaurants. By the time they ordered their food and drinks, Javier’s stomach was rumbling.

“The scent of food in the restaurant smells delicious.”

Hugo snickered. “That’s cause we’re both famished and quite desperate for food.”

“True.”

After that, the two of them chatted about their work and hobbies. Not that Javier had plenty of the latter. However, Hugo seemed to be even more of a loner than he was.

“Why did you sound so astonished?”

Javier shrugged. “You’re a successful, wealthy businessman. I kind of expected for you to attend endless parties and social gatherings.”

Hugo grinned. “Nah, I’m not really interested in those things. I prefer to read a book or watch a documentary on TV. I’m highly protective of my spare moments because I have a ton of business engagements to deal with for the majority of the hours in a week. That’s one of the reasons why I enjoy staying at home whenever I can.”

“Aren’t you worried that you’ll be forced to interact with me once we start living together?”

Hugo shook his head. “Not at all. In fact, I’m looking forward to it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” Hugo confirmed mere seconds before their food and drinks were brought out by the server.

Throughout the meal, the two of them conversed more about their respective families. Not that there was much more to talk about. Javier had probably told Hugo everything about his family, and he might even be repeating certain things. However, Hugo appeared to be truly interested in listening to his stories about his parents and how much he missed his sisters. He noticed Hugo refrained from bringing up almost anything about his own family, but he understood, and he didn’t force the issue. He was halfway through one of his childhood stories when he and Hugo both received text messages on their smartphones. He checked the message and heaved out a sigh of relief.

“My flight is confirmed for later this evening at six.”

Hugo grinned. “Me, too. My original flight isn’t postponed, after all. Apparently, the weather outside is much better now, and all airlines have been cleared to resume their operations.”

Upon receiving the wonderful news, their appetites were boosted. They ended up ordering a large slice of apple pie with two scoops of vanilla ice cream for dessert to be shared between the two of them. Then Hugo signed the bill for the meal, so the amount owed would be added to the total accumulated in their final settlement with the hotel front desk later during check out.

“Don’t take this the wrong way. I love getting to spend so much time with you, but I’m frankly glad that we will be able to check out now and make our way to the airport,” Javier admitted with a sheepish grin at Hugo. “I’m beginning to feel rather claustrophobic, being cooped up inside the suite.”

“It’s an amazing suite, though.”

“It is, but I can’t stand being stuck inside for days on end. I’m starting to feel antsy, too.”

Hugo slung one arm over Javier’s shoulders as they walked toward the private elevator. “I can empathize. I can’t wait to show you my house in San Francisco. I think you’ll love it.”

“I’m sure I will.”

Packing was a quick process for both of them. While checking out, Javier wasn’t astonished at all when Hugo refused to let him pay for half of the total bill.

“You can keep the receipt and submit it to the finance department of the pharmaceutical firm you’re working at. Claim half of the total and use it to take me out for a nice dinner once we’re back in San Francisco.”

Javier chuckled. “I’m impressed. Is that your surefire tactic of making sure that I’ll go out with you on another date?”

Hugo winked. “Of course.”

Javier wrapped one arm around Hugo’s waist and leaned in closer. “You don’t have to do that, stud. I’m already yours.”

“Yeah?”

“Definitely.”

Hugo pressed a tender kiss on Javier’s forehead. “Thank you.”

Javier didn’t respond verbally. He simply leaned forward for a brief kiss. Checking out from the hotel might be a painless process, but Javier had no idea if they would be able to hail a cab to the airport, considering the fact that the weather had just improved during the last hour or so. He voiced out his concern to Hugo immediately.

“I know we have a few hours to spare, but we better call for a cab now. I have a feeling many people will be fighting for all the available cabs in the city.”

Hugo shook his head. “We don’t have to worry about that. Give me your e-ticket.”

“What? Why?”

“Trust me, baby. I won’t let you down.”

Javier searched for his e-ticket on his smartphone before passing it over to Hugo. His curiosity was piqued when Hugo started calling someone on the phone to talk about an upgrade before rattling off his confirmation code and a string of numbers. He tapped Hugo’s shoulder when the call ended.

“What’s that about? Are you upgrading my ticket or something?”

“Yeah. We will be flying first class to San Francisco. I have a ton of miles to spare, and I’m using some of them on you. The airline will be sending a car to fetch us from the hotel.”

Javier was amazed. “It has a car for us?”

“Yeah. All first-class passengers will be picked up to and from the airports in their individual cars. Since you’re being upgraded with my mileage points, the airline will be picking us up in just one car.”

“That’s cool. What other perks are we getting?”

“Wait and see for yourself.”

Javier nodded. He was impressed when a luxury car arrived in front of the hotel less than twenty minutes later. He and Hugo put their luggage in the trunk before getting into the back of the car. The two of them didn’t communicate much with each other over the duration of their trip to the airport from the hotel. Javier took the time to enjoy the scenery outside. Not that there was much to see. Everything was blanketed in snow, and there weren’t many people out and about yet.

Upon arriving at the airport, the two of them were led into the exclusive lounge that was reserved for all first-class passengers. They didn’t even have to stand in line at the check-in counter because a ground staff working for the airline would be taking care of obtaining their boarding passes on their behalves. Since both of them only had carry-on luggage with them, they brought their bags into the lounge with them.

“This is incredible.”

Hugo slipped one arm around Javier’s waist and pulled him closer. “There are snacks and drinks in the lounge, babe. Plenty of pastries, too.”

Javier chuckled. “I’m still full. I’ll just get something to quench my thirst.”

Hugo pointed at the rows of wine bottles on the counter in the center of the lounge. “Have some wine.”

Javier gaped. “Damn! I’ve been accumulating my mileage points for a while now, but they’re not enough to upgrade my flights to first-class seats.”

Hugo led them to an empty table. “Maybe we can travel for holidays together. I’ll treat you like a prince.”

“You absolutely do, and I’m grateful for that,” Javier said before plopping down on the single couch next to Hugo’s.

“Anything for you.”

Once he was comfortably seated, Javier glanced around the lounge. There were only a few other passengers in the room. Then he turned toward Hugo.

“Is it always like this?”

“Pretty much. This lounge is only for the first-class passengers of a few different airlines. The lounges for business class passengers are somewhere else in the airport.”

“Have you thought about purchasing a private jet?”

“Yeah, but the total cost of maintaining, parking, topping up the fuel, and a whole slew of other things isn’t worth the hassle. Based on my calculation, riding first class on commercial airlines is better for me in the long run. That may change in the future. It all depends on how much more traveling I’ll be doing over the next few years.”

“Cool.”

Javier ended up drinking a couple glasses of wine as he and Hugo waited to board the plane that would take them back to San Francisco. The waiting period was quite long, but the lounge was comfortable. They were offered plenty of reading materials, which helped to alleviate some of the boredom.

“My offer still stands,” Hugo spoke up all of a sudden, and Javier turned toward his lover.

“Huh? Which one are you talking about?”

“Inviting your friends and their respective boyfriends to hang out at my place.”

Javier smiled at Hugo. “I’m sure they will be delighted to visit you at home.”

“Us.”

“What?”

“Your friends will visit us at home.”

Javier was pleased to hear that, but he was also rather embarrassed at the same time. “It’s your house, not mine.”

“That’s why you should move in with me.”

“You’re being insistent.”

“Is that a deal-breaker?”

“Usually, but I really, really like you. A lot.”

“I really, really like you, too. A lot.”

Javier burst out laughing. “Asshole. Glad we’re on the same page.”

Hugo reached for Javier’s hand and intertwined their fingers together. “Me, too.”

“I hope the good weather holds up for a while,” Javier said while glancing out through the glass wall of the lounge. “At least until our flight has taken off for San Francisco.”

“Yeah. The cold weather can be refreshing once in a while, but it’s freezing outside.”

Javier pointed at the tarmac outside. “Look at the huge piles of snow out there. It must have taken the airport workers quite a while to clear the runway for the planes to take off.”

Hugo nodded at Javier. “I’m thankful I don’t have to do that. I’m not a fan of snow. Or even winter in general. At least San Francisco isn’t as bad as Saint Louis when it comes to the winter season.”

“This is the second time I’m stranded in Saint Louis.”

Hugo raised his left eyebrow at Javier. “For real?”

Javier chuckled. “Yes. I had been stuck here at the airport last year for almost twelve hours. My flight was supposed to depart at one o’clock in the afternoon. Prior to taking off, the plane had discovered some issues with the fans and other engines due to the freezing temperature, so all the passengers had to disembark and walk back into the airport. We had been informed by the ground staff the departure time would be changed to six o’clock. Since it was a five-hour waiting period, I didn’t think it would be necessary for me to leave the airport at all. Unfortunately, there were more problems with the plane than they had anticipated. The initial promise of six o’clock was altered to half past eight. Then it was postponed to ten o’clock. I had bought dinner for myself at around seven o’clock, but I was tired, cold, and frustrated. Eventually, the flight only took off around thirty minutes past midnight.”

Hugo whistled under his breath. “That sucked.”

“It did. This time around, I have you here with me, so it’s not such a horrible experience.”

“And we will be flying first class.”

“That, too.”

Javier exchanged a few less-than-pleasant traveling experiences with Hugo, and time passed by a lot faster that way. When it was time to board the plane, a ground staff working for the airline approached and led them all the way into the first-class area on the airplane. Javier couldn’t help but gape a little at the private first-class cabins. There were only four first-class seats in total, and two of them were empty, which implied that he and Hugo were the only first-class passengers on board.

“Do you like it, baby?”

Javier nodded. “Absolutely. This is amazing.”

“Good. I like it when you’re happy.”

Javier grinned and pressed a tender kiss on Hugo’s lips. “Thank you for this opportunity.”

“You’re welcome.”

After that, the two of them occupied their assigned seats, which were right next to each other, but the aisle between them was spacious enough for two people to stand side by side. Javier couldn’t stop staring at the first-class seat. It was twice the width of the economy-class seat, and it could be turned into a bed, so he could sleep horizontally for the duration of the flight. The first-class cabin even had a door that could be shut tight to ensure his privacy. There were pillows, blankets, in-flight entertainment, and a whole slew of other amenities to make his flight experience a memorable one.

Also, unlike the economy-class passengers, he was provided with a menu, so he could order the food and drinks he wanted. Moreover, he would be allowed to have as many glasses of wine as he liked. Then again, he expected the services in a first-class cabin to be a lot better. He was aware the ticket price for a first-class cabin on that particular flight was approximately six times more expensive than the cost of an economy-class seat. He didn’t know when he might get another chance to enjoy a first-class cabin, so he was determined to make the best of it.

“I think I can live here forever.”

Hugo snickered. “You can’t, sweetheart. Once we land in San Francisco, I’ll bring you home and lock you in my bedroom with me.”

“For eternity?”

“Naturally.”

Javier beamed at Hugo. “That will be fine with me.”

“Me, too,” Hugo responded with a wink.

After that, Javier kept himself busy inside the first-class cabin, checking things out left and right. Then he watched a couple of movies throughout the nearly five-hour flight via the in-flight entertainment while reclining on his seat and enjoying two separate meals, which he ordered through the flight attendant. He also consumed a few different glasses of wine. He didn’t bother to close the door because he wanted to converse with Hugo once in a while. This particular business trip might have started out with him being confined in a hotel suite with Hugo, no thanks to the blizzard, but he didn’t mind everything that occurred subsequently. He had a boyfriend now, and he couldn’t wait to introduce Hugo to his family, and his best friends and their respective boyfriends someday.

It wouldn’t be happening anytime soon, though. He wasn’t ashamed of Hugo, but he wanted to keep their relationship under wraps for a little bit longer. He was also excited at the prospect of visiting Hugo’s house. It sounded awesome, and he really wanted to get a tour of it the next day. His first stop that evening would be Hugo’s bedroom. Just the thought alone was more than enough to cause a shiver of anticipation and arousal to rush through his entire being. It was highly likely he and Hugo might not be sleeping at all once they reached the house. With that in mind, he settled more comfortably into his seat and focused his attention back onto the monitor screen in front of him, pushing other thoughts away for the time being. There would be plenty of time for them later.


Chapter 8

“I’m sorry.”

Hugo chuckled as he buried his nose between the crook of Javier’s neck and shoulder. The two of them were soaking themselves in the warm water of the Roman bath at his house. He was seated on one of the lower steps, and the water was deep enough, so it reached all the way up to his upper neck. Javier was facing him and straddling his laps. Naturally, they were both naked as the day they were born.

“It’s fine, baby.”

“I really wanted us to make love last night.”

“But?”

Javier snickered before sighing softly. “I guess I was more exhausted than I realized. The flight was awesome, being in a first-class cabin and all. Being fetched home by the car sent by the airline was great, too. I remember being amazed by the exterior of the house, and a few of the rooms that we had passed by as we made our way into the master bedroom.”

“But you had fallen asleep while kissing me.”

Javier pulled back a little, displaying his blushing cheeks. “I know. I’m sorry.”

Hugo laughed. “It’s okay, sweetheart. You just have to make it up to me.”

“Soon, daddy,” Javier said with a wink. “I promise.”

“Okay, baby.”

The two of them stayed inside the Roman bath for the next several moments. Neither of them exchanged a single word. They were simply enjoying the serenity and companionship. When they eventually got out, they dried themselves and put on a bathrobe each before making their way into the kitchen. Hugo was glad he still had eggs, hams, and sausages in the refrigerator. He had gotten into the habit of not keeping many things stocked up in the pantry or the refrigerator at home because he had to travel quite often. He started preparing breakfast for himself and Javier after telling his boyfriend to help himself to whatever else was inside the refrigerator. He was so engrossed in the frying process, he jumped a little when he felt something cold touching his forearm. Javier laughed at him, obviously amused by his reaction.

“You have an unopened one-gallon bottle of orange juice in the fridge,” Javier explained while offering Hugo a full glass of the juice.

Hugo accepted the glass with a smile. “Thanks, baby.”

Javier shrugged. “It’s your orange juice. I simply poured some of it for you.”

Hugo grinned as he finished the glass of orange juice. “That’s a considerate gesture, so thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Javier said before glancing around. “I love your house. It’s decorated in a mixture of modern and traditional styles. It’s massive, though. Don’t you feel lonely living in a place like this all on your own?”

“That’s why you should move in with me,” Hugo replied with a wink.

Javier chortled. “Nice try, but I insist on waiting for the right time.”

Hugo let the matter drop for the time being. He plated the hams, sausages, and eggs onto two different plates before turning to face Javier.

“Shall we eat on the island counter or at the dining table?”

“Dining table,” Javier answered as he refilled the two glasses with more orange juice.

Then the two of them made their way toward the dining area. As they ate, they chatted more about the house. Hugo wasn’t surprised when Javier asked him once again about how it felt to live alone in such a huge house.

“Same as anywhere else, babe. I’m not a hermit or anything like that, but my house is a sanctuary. My job involves networking and socializing with as many people as possible, and sometimes, I need a break from people. It may sound strange but having so much space and knowing I’m the only one inside the house help to relieve some pressure off of me. I don’t have to force a smile and talk to people. I can just unwind in the meditation room or read in the library.”

“Yet you want me to move in with you.”

“That’s different. You make me feel safe and calm, and I haven’t felt like that with anyone in a really long time.”

Javier grinned. “For real?”

Hugo nodded. “Besides, this house consists of seventeen thousand square feet of space. There’s more than enough for the two of us.”

“True,” Javier said. “Your parents and older brother haven’t been in touch in a while then?”

Hugo could sense his mood souring a tiny bit. “Nope.”

Javier rubbed Hugo’s arm gently. “Okay.”

“Yeah.”

There was a brief period of silence between the two of them as they continued with their breakfast. Hugo was almost done with the food when Javier spoke up again.

“Hey, stud.”

“What?”

“We’ve only known each other for a few days, but I’m wondering if you want to meet up with my friends.”

Hugo didn’t mind, but he was curious about the timing. “Now?”

Javier chuckled. “No, but maybe sometime next week. I actually wanted to hold off on you meeting them, but maybe it would be best to get it over with. Anyway, the guys and I usually meet at Pablo’s bar, The Overrated Llama.”

“Cool. I’d been there a few times in the past, but I didn’t know who the owner is.”

“Now you do. My friends are awesome people. You’ll like them.”

“Yeah, I’m sure. I’m actually not worried about that. I’ve heard of Tobias Ruiz.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Duh! He owns The Majestic Ruiz. Most people in the business world seem to know who the guy is.”

“And he’s dating your friend, David. Am I right?”

“Uh-huh.”

“The only two others in your group of friends that I know of are James and Turner. Not on a personal basis, though. I’d actually worked with James a few times in the past. He had catered for the events I was in charge of. Turner owns The Paradise Fable, and it’s an excellent restaurant.”

“That’s amazing. At least you know three people.”

“I don’t really know them,” Hugo pointed out while sipping on his orange juice. “We aren’t friends or anything like that.”

“Okay. You sort of know them. Better?”

Hugo laughed. “Yeah.”

Javier snorted. “Such a stickler for details. Anyway, I’ll try to inform you in advance when we’re gathering at Pablo’s bar.”

“That’s fine by me. Can we squeeze in a date or two before that?”

“This isn’t a date?” Javier asked with a teasing tone.

“Kind of,” Hugo answered as he leaned against the back of his chair while beaming at Javier. “But I want to take you out for a great meal instead of us being cooped up in this house all the time.”

“I haven’t even spent twenty-four hours in this house, stud.”

Hugo laughed. “You know what I mean, smart-ass.”

“You love my ass,” Javier shot back while winking at Hugo.

Hugo chuckled. “I do. I absolutely do.”

“I know,” Javier said and smiled at Hugo before standing and carrying the empty plates into the kitchen. “I’ll clean up. Maybe we can have our first official date in San Francisco afterward.”

“Sounds good to me. I’ll help with the dishes. We can be done faster. Then we can freshen up and go out for a walk downtown.”

“Yeah. I’m just relieved there won’t be plenty of pink and hearts in every store anymore.”

Hugo turned toward Javier in confusion as they began to wash the dishes. “Huh? Why is that?”

“It’s the beginning of March now.”

“So?”

Javier snickered. “Valentine’s Day was over, stud.”

“Oh, right.”

“Chinatown will still be quite festive, though.”

“Why is that?”

Javier scrubbed the dishes while grinning at Hugo. “That’s the beauty of being friends with David, James, Anthony, Vincent, and Justin. I’m more aware of the different cultural holidays coming up. Anyway, the major one that just ended was the Lunar New Year.”

Hugo nodded. “That’s right. What year is it this time?”

“Year of the boar.”

“Cool.”

Javier made an oinking sound a couple of times, and Hugo couldn’t stop himself from guffawing loudly. The sound itself wasn’t super hilarious, but Javier added this weird expression that scrunched up his entire face in a comical manner, and Hugo couldn’t resist kissing his boyfriend’s lips briefly even as he continued to chortle. He never liked doing housework, but Javier was with him, and all of a sudden, everything felt a million times better. The whole setup was so domestic, there was a weird sensation coursing through him that made him think as if he and Javier had been together for years instead of a mere few days. He was almost a little disappointed when they were done with the dishes. Almost.

“Should we take a shower?”

“But we’d taken one before getting into the Roman bath.”

Javier had a playful glint in his eyes when he shifted closer to Hugo’s right ear. “Maybe you can help me take care of things down there, if you catch my drift.”

Hugo was assaulted by a wave of powerful arousal in the next instant. “Yes. Of course. Another shower is an excellent idea. Let’s go.”

“Glad you see it my way.”

Hugo ignored Javier’s teasing tone. He reached for Javier’s hand and dragged his boyfriend into the bathroom located inside the master bedroom. Once they were inside the bathroom, he genuflected to his knees and swallowed Javier’s dick all the way down to the base. He could feel Javier’s grip around his hair tightening rather painfully, but he refused to stop, not even when his boyfriend was moaning and pleading. He gulped down every delicious drop of Javier’s cum when his boyfriend climaxed a short moment later.

Javier was panting harshly when Hugo turned his boyfriend around. He slicked his cock up with plenty of spit before he proceeded to thrust his cock into Javier’s tight, warm ass. He was amazed when he discovered Javier’s cock was still half-hard. He aimed his cock at Javier’s sweet spot deep inside, feeling the excitement growing within him when his boyfriend groaned and whimpered louder with each forceful pounding.

“You like that, baby?”

“Yes! Harder, daddy. Please. You fuck me so good.”

Hugo was determined to please Javier. He ignored the sweat dripping down his face and body. His grip on Javier’s hips was becoming more slippery because his boyfriend was perspiring too much. However, neither of them wanted to stop. Hugo grunted when he felt Javier’s hands reaching back toward his butt cheeks. He hissed in delight and pain when Javier pressed his fingertips deeper into the meat of his butt cheeks. That served to urge him to pummel Javier even rougher.

He grasped onto Javier’s cock with his right hand before stroking it fast and hard. He was astounded when Javier choked and gasped mere seconds before he felt his boyfriend’s ass clenching and squeezing around his cock. Then he felt Javier’s warm, sticky cum all over his right hand. After that, he was pushed over the edge. He came over and over again inside Javier’s ass, filling it up with his cum and making it wet and sloppy.

He trembled as he grabbed onto Javier’s chin and turned his lover’s head around to face him before kissing his boyfriend with all the burning passion inside him. He wished he and Javier could have remained connected for hours, but the position was uncomfortable, especially for his boyfriend. He reluctantly slid his cock out from Javier’s ass. Javier appeared sated and calm, so Hugo was certain he had done a wonderful job in satisfying his boyfriend, and that made him feel a whole lot better. The two of them showered separately, and it didn’t astound Hugo to discover they ended up inside the bathroom for nearly an hour when he and Javier finally dried themselves and put their clothes on.

“You sure brought plenty of clothes for your trip to Saint Louis,” Hugo pointed out as they dressed up next to each other.

“It’s a habit instilled in me and my sisters.”

“By whom?”

“My mama. When my sisters and I were much younger, she would tell us over and over again that we should always have extra clothes just in case we dirtied the ones we wore, especially when we were on holidays somewhere.”

Hugo nodded. “No wonder I haven’t seen you in the same clothes twice so far.”

“Thanks to my mama,” Javier said with a chuckle. “Besides, we had been naked for the majority of our time together.”

Hugo grinned. “That’s true, and I’m not complaining. I’d gotten so many more orgasms over the past few days with you than I had over the last few months. Every single one is better than the previous one.”

“Is that an exaggeration?”

Hugo shook his head. “Nope.”

“Good.”

Hugo pressed Javier against the bedroom wall and buried his nose against his boyfriend’s neck. “I think I’ve fallen a little bit more with you.”

Javier gulped a little. “Me, too.”

Hugo pulled away by a few inches and arched his left eyebrow at Javier, and he had to force himself not to snicker at his boyfriend. “You think you’ve fallen a little bit more with yourself?”

Javier chuckled. “With you, you fucking smart-ass.”

Hugo laughed. “Oh, okay. I thought you were in love with yourself or something. If that was the case, that would have been really narcissistic of you.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “You’re an asshole.”

Hugo shrugged. “Kind of, but I’m the asshole who’s crazy for your ass. And your lovely face, of course.”

Javier grew flushed. “Yeah?”

Hugo cleared his throat and leaned in closer toward Javier’s lips. “Absolutely.”

He groaned softly when Javier kissed him with so much passion and tenderness. He and Javier had one orgasm each during their second shower of the day earlier, but he could feel his dick twitching at the moment in its valiant attempt to rise to the occasion. He nearly whined when Javier broke away from him.

“I’m so lucky. You’re hot, sweet, and such an incredible lover.”

Hugo wrapped his arms around Javier’s waist. “I think I’m the lucky one.”

“We both are.”

Hugo breathed in deeply as he tightened his embrace. “Yeah.”

He wished he and Javier could remain in that position for a while longer, but he also wanted to hang out with Javier outside of the house. He might not be the most social person in the world, but he was no recluse either. Besides, it would be awesome for the two of them to go downtown in one of his cars. He would probably get to come up with the perfect date idea along the way. A part of him wished he had met Javier before Valentine’s Day, but it hadn’t happened that way. He was aware Valentine’s Day wasn’t the only day he could prove how much he cared for Javier. He should show his affection toward Javier every day, but he also couldn’t wait to spend their first Valentine’s Day together the following year. He was turning into a sentimental sap, and the two of them hadn’t even been together for a week.

“Should we go now, stud?”

Hugo nodded. “Yeah.”

It didn’t take the two of them more than a few minutes to get into the car. Hugo drove his car out from the garage and then clicked on the remote control, checking through the rearview mirror to ensure the sliding door was automatically shut before picking up speed. He loved it when Javier placed one palm on top of his thigh. He could even feel its warmth through his jeans. Neither of them chatted much throughout the journey from the house to downtown San Francisco. He was busy coming up with and discarding multiple romantic ideas inside his head. He had no clue what was going through Javier’s mind, but his lover seemed content to enjoy the trip toward downtown in relative silence. The quiet between them wasn’t awkward, though. It was sort of comforting and sweet in its own way, and that was the moment that solidified Hugo’s conviction that he never wanted this relationship with Javier to end. Ever.


Chapter 9

After a wonderful trip to downtown San Francisco, during which Javier had spent almost the entire day with Hugo before returning to his apartment with some reluctance apparent on both of their parts, he had expected he would be relieved to be away from his boyfriend for a few hours, but real life got in their way, and their separation ended up lasting for nearly a whole week. Not that he was pining for Hugo in the same desperate manner as Romeo and Juliet were for each other. He wasn’t such a melodramatic person. However, their relationship was brand new, and a part of him certainly wished the two of them could be together as much as possible.

Fortunately, he was kept busy with endless meetings and presentations at work while Hugo himself was preoccupied with one business engagement after another. The two of them managed to keep in touch with each other via text messages, phone calls, and video calls, but those weren’t the same as meeting up face-to-face. Their next date, when it arrived, was on Saturday that week. Javier trembled in barely-contained excitement and anticipation when Hugo arrived in front of his apartment building to fetch him in a different car from the one they had ridden in the previous Sunday.

He had just gotten inside the car when Hugo literally pounced on him and kissed him until they were both panting and gasping for breaths. His head and back also hurt from hitting the car door rather painfully when Hugo had shoved him against it with so much force and yearning. He was certain he had a bump on his head and bruises on his back, but they were worth it. He got a long, passionate kiss from Hugo. Moreover, judging by the obscene, throbbing bulge of Hugo’s crotch, Javier had no doubt his boyfriend had really been missing him a lot. His own dick was just as hard inside his jeans.

“Hey, baby.”

“Hey, stud.”

Hugo smiled as he drove the car away from the curb next to the apartment building. “I’m really glad to see you.”

“Me, too.”

“You’re really glad to see yourself?” Hugo teased, and Javier snorted in exasperation. “Narcissistic much?”

“Fuck you, stud. You know exactly what I was trying to say.”

Hugo chuckled. “We will definitely be fucking later. In fact, I hope you have nothing planned for the rest of the day. Or tomorrow.”

“Nothing,” Javier confirmed while grinning at Hugo. “Are you going to make love to me nonstop until Sunday evening?”

“Forever if I can.”

Javier liked the sound of that. “Better stock up on Viagra then.”

Hugo scoffed. “I don’t need Viagra. I get aroused anytime I think of you.”

“Yeah? How often do you do that?”

“Almost every second. I’d almost gone insane the past few days without you by my side.”

Javier was pleased to hear that. “Same here. I missed you, too.”

There was a mischievous glint in Hugo’s eyes a second later. “You’d almost gone insane without yourself by your side? How does that work really?”

Javier narrowed his eyes at Hugo. “Are you trying to irritate me?”

Hugo snickered and reached for Javier’s hand before kissing the back of his palm. “I’m just joking, sweetheart.”

Javier beamed in return. “I know. Anyway, where are we going?”

“Brunch first. After that, I have plans for us.”

Javier raised his left eyebrow at Hugo. “Plans?”

“Uh-huh. You’ll see.”

“Secretive much?”

Hugo chortled. “You’ll like the activities on our itinerary today. I hope.”

Javier gently squeezed Hugo’s hand to reassure his boyfriend and also as a gesture of silent appreciation. “I’m sure I will.”

“Great. Then we’re going to have an incredible time together.”

Javier had no clue where they would be heading to, but he trusted Hugo, and he was rather excited about their upcoming date, so he didn’t force the issue. Instead, he filled the silence with conversations about his busy week at work. He was aware he might be repeating some things to Hugo, but his boyfriend seemed content to listen to him. He also inquired about Hugo’s work. Their topics of conversation were far from scintillating, but he enjoyed every second of the journey to wherever they were going to. He was rather confused when Hugo stopped the car close to the Ferry Building Marketplace.

“Why are we here?”

Hugo winked. “You’ll see.”

“Okay.”

Javier understood when the two of them finally made their way into the venue. There was a farmers’ market, and the whole place was bustling with vendors and customers. He was pleased when Hugo grabbed onto his hand and led him deeper inside.

“Do you like it?”

“Yeah. I’ve never been here. I usually hang out with my friends during my spare time, and none of them are the type who goes after an event like this.”

Hugo grinned, obviously excited. “Awesome. We can buy fruits, vegetables, herbs, flowers, meats and eggs from small regional farmers and ranchers, many of whom are certified organic. There’s also a wealth of other products, including regional artisan specialties such as breads, cheeses, and jams. We can also try the street food here.”

“That’s incredible. What should we start with?”

Hugo gestured at some of the stalls. “Take your pick. We can have wood-fired pizza, grilled meats, sandwiches, and tacos. If you don’t like any of those, we can also get other hot, delicious meals somewhere in here. Let us look around for a moment. We can decide later.”

“Sounds perfect.”

Javier was unable to pass on any of the street food, though. In the end, he and Hugo ended up with a variety of them. Granted, they purchased everything in small quantities, but the total amount was still a frightening sight to behold, considering there were only two of them. They didn’t chat much as they chewed on the delicious food. Instead, they would eat while enjoying the in-market talks, cooking demonstrations, and a couple of panel discussions. It wasn’t the most conventional date, but Javier loved it. He appreciated the thoughts and efforts Hugo must have put into coming up with such a unique date idea. He and Hugo also tried the grilled fresh oysters, which had plenty of cheese all over them. By the time they wolfed down the last of their chocolate éclairs, Javier felt as if his stomach was about to explode. Hugo snickered at him when he patted his stomach, which bulged a little.

“Are you full now?”

Javier nodded. “Yeah. Absolutely.”

Hugo laughed even louder. “You’re impressive. I never knew you could eat that much. Not even when we were stuck in our hotel room in Saint Louis.”

Javier could feel the heat of embarrassment creeping up his neck and cheeks, but he chuckled at Hugo in return. “I love food.”

“Obviously.”

Javier might be a mature adult, but he reacted in the most juvenile manner, which was to stick his tongue out at Hugo. “I’ll burn the calories off at the gym.”

“Or we can have a few rounds of sexercise in bed later,” Hugo whispered into Javier’s left ear while slinging one arm over his shoulders. “It’s vigorous and sweaty, yet so much more enjoyable.”

Javier smirked at Hugo. “I like the sound of that.”

Hugo pressed a soft, tender kiss on Javier’s forehead before the two of them continued to walk around the market. There were so many things to observe and purchase. Javier was delighted when Hugo gave him a huge, mixed bouquet of flowers, which included snapdragons, marigolds, ageratum, flowering mint, and sweet William. It was a sweet gesture, and he appreciated Hugo even more now. By the time they were ready to leave, they had purchased plenty of fruits, meats, vegetables, and eggs. Javier was taken aback when he realized it was almost half past two in the afternoon when they returned to the car. Hugo simply beamed at him.

“That means you’ve enjoyed your time at the market, and I’m glad about that.”

Javier grinned at Hugo. “I really did. Thank you, daddy.”

Hugo chuckled. “Don’t tease me, baby. Our date isn’t over yet.”

“It’s not?”

Hugo shook his head. “We will drop our grocery at home. Then I’ll drive us to Treasure Island.”

Javier was curious now. “What are we doing there?”

“Wine tasting,” Hugo replied with plenty of enthusiasm in his voice. “You’re going to love it.”

Javier was even more impressed now. Hugo was going to such great lengths to make this a memorable date for both of them, and Javier couldn’t believe how lucky he was to be dating such a wonderful man. It took them less than an hour to reach Hugo’s house, put everything away in its rightful place, and make their way to Treasure Island. They didn’t converse much throughout the journey, but the silence was comforting. They ended up sampling wine from seven different wineries. Some were free. The others charged them a nominal amount for the wine-tasting. Javier wasn’t surprised when Hugo bought a bottle or two from each of the winery at the end of every wine-tasting session. He couldn’t be a huge spender like Hugo, but he wasn’t the envious type. Some people had a lot of wealth, and some people had less. Besides, he was more fortunate than some others, and he was thankful for that.

“Where to next?” Javier asked after the two of them had put the bottles of wine inside the car for safekeeping.

Hugo checked the time on his smartphone before responding to the question. “It’s almost six o’clock. Are you hungry?”

Javier shrugged. “I can eat.”

Hugo snickered while reaching for Javier’s hand. “Okay, baby. Get inside the car. I have one more surprise for you.”

“Another one?”

Javier was touched. He truly was. He was aware Hugo was pampering and spoiling him, and he appreciated his boyfriend for being such an incredible man, but he felt terrible at the same time. Hugo refused to let him pay for almost anything. He could count on one hand the number of times he was allowed to contribute to their date that day. Hugo must have noticed his abrupt silence because he could suddenly feel his boyfriend’s arms around his waist.

“Baby, what’s wrong?”

“I…” Javier trailed off, uncertain how he was supposed to explain how he felt without offending Hugo. “Today has been really awesome, but you’ve been paying for everything.”

“Not everything.”

“Okay. Almost everything then,” Javier corrected himself while staring up into Hugo’s eyes. “You need to let me pay for some things.”

Hugo nodded. “I’m sorry. I want you to enjoy yourself without worrying about anything at all.”

Javier beamed at Hugo in an attempt to lighten the atmosphere between them. “I’m having an incredible time with you.”

Hugo grinned widely upon hearing that. “Okay. How about if I promise you can plan the next date? I won’t even bring my wallet with me.”

Javier chuckled. “Okay. Deal.”

“Cool. Now, get inside the car. I have one more surprise for you.”

Javier obliged immediately. The car trip only lasted for a few minutes, but the sky was a bit darker by the time they reached their destination. He got out of the car and glanced around. There was nobody in sight, but he noticed what appeared to be an enormous shipping container that had been revamped into a unique restaurant with glass walls and door all around the sides. He noted through the glass wall that there was only one table inside the restaurant.

There were three people standing by the door of the restaurant, one of whom was the manager. He was astonished when he and Hugo were greeted and led into the restaurant. The interior was sparsely decorated, but it was elegant and sophisticated. There were light draperies and curtains all over the glass walls, but they had been pulled back. When they got to the table, which had a vase of fresh flowers as a centerpiece, Javier felt as if his breath had been taken away at the sight of the beautiful garden outside. He could also enjoy the sparkling lights of the high-rise buildings across the ocean. He was no princess, but he thanked Hugo for pulling out his chair for him. It was such a sweet gesture, after all.

“Wow. This…this is out of this world.”

Hugo puffed up his chest a little. “Do you like it?”

“I love it.”

“Good.”

Javier gasped when Hugo presented him with a bouquet of dahlias, which had been hidden underneath the table all along. He scented the flowers and smiled at Hugo.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Have a look at the menu. It’s inside the drawer in front of you.”

Javier did that. He and Hugo spent the next few minutes making up their minds. Once the orders had been placed, he leaned closer to Hugo.

“Did you reserve the entire restaurant or something?”

“Yeah,” Hugo replied with a light tinge of redness on his cheeks. “I want us to have a romantic evening. Just the two of us.”

Javier didn’t know how to respond to something like that. Hugo was an amazing man, and Javier had never met a man like him.

“This…this is blowing my mind. I don’t know how to thank you properly.”

Hugo beamed at Javier. “It’s my pleasure, babe.”

A short moment later, the two of them were served with the wine they had selected earlier. The food was brought out momentarily. They both started with a bowl of chowder each, which consisted of haddock, bacon, and potatoes. After that, Javier got the roasted potato cake with crab meat, slow-cooked eggs, and citrus aioli. Hugo had the double-stacked cheeseburger, but the buns were actually sesame brioche roll that had been sliced in half.

“Everything is so delicious.”

Hugo nodded. “I’d been here a couple of times in the past. Everything tastes so much better now that I’m here with you.”

Javier flushed a little from the compliment. “You’re a damn charming man.”

Hugo winked. “Does my charm still work on you?”

Javier rolled his eyes. “You damn well know it does.”

Hugo heaved out a loud, dramatic sigh. “What a relief.”

Javier snorted. “Don’t exaggerate.”

Hugo burst out laughing. “Okay. I’ll tone it down a little.”

Javier was tempted to remain serious. At least for a minute longer. However, Hugo’s joy was infectious. Javier was unable to stop himself, and he ended up chortling along with Hugo a few seconds later. This date was magnificent. In fact, the entire day had been amazing. Javier couldn’t believe how lucky he was to be so loved and adored. During desserts, he and Hugo would spoon-feed each other once in a while. They both ordered the soft-serve sundaes, but they had different flavors. His sundae was a vanilla soft serve with caramelized apples and snickerdoodles while Hugo’s was the salted caramel soft serve with brownie bits, chocolate sauce, and peanuts.

The moment the meal ended, the two of them decided to leave immediately. Neither of them was able to consume anything else. Nevertheless, Javier considered the day to be one of the most perfect days ever. He and Hugo held hands inside the car as they headed back home. He knew he would have to come up with an equally incredible date idea for the two of them soon, but he would ponder about that on some other occasion. He was determined to savor and enjoy the remainder of his Saturday with Hugo. Nothing was going to spoil it for him.


Chapter 10

Hugo didn’t usually handle birthday parties for children. He preferred to plan the events for huge corporations and sometimes businesses of a small to medium scales. However, the Connors were different. Special might be the more appropriate word. Jade and Madison Connors used to work for him. They had gotten married to each other almost four years ago before resigning a few months later and starting their own business in the food industry.

Jade and Madison had adopted three-year-old Bruce a year into their marriage. Then Bruce had been diagnosed with leukemia less than a year later. Their son was in remission at the moment. When Jade and Madison had requested his expertise in planning the most memorable sixth birthday party for Bruce, Hugo agreed without any hesitation. Thus, that was the reason why he was spending his Tuesday afternoon inside a massive tent at a park and celebrating a kid’s birthday with a ton of screaming, happy kids, along with some of their parents.

“Thanks for doing this for us,” Jade said to Hugo while she plopped down onto the chair next to him. “Bruce is having such a wonderful time. Having a birthday party at the park near to our house and inviting the neighborhood kids, along with Bruce’s friends from school, could have turned into a messy disaster without you dealing with all the details.”

Bruce smiled at Jade. “You’re welcome. You and Madison are like family to me.”

“Because we’re lesbians?” Jade retorted with an easy grin.

Bruce chuckled. “And also because you guys used to work for me. I miss having you two around.”

“We miss you, too.”

Bruce nodded. “Bruce is a lucky kid.”

Jade beamed at Hugo before directing her gaze toward Bruce, who were busy running around with some of his friends at the park. “He is.”

“At least he won’t have to worry about his parents rejecting him for whatever his sexuality is.”

Jade scooted her chair much closer to Hugo. “You’ll always have Madison, Bruce, and me. We’re your family now.”

Hugo expelled a long, soft sigh as he leaned against the back of the chair he was sitting on. “I know.”

“Good.”

Hugo stared in the direction of the long table where Madison and some of the parents stood in front of it, chatting and laughing with one another. There was a lot of food and drinks on the table, and a few of the kids were stuffing themselves with several things all at once. Kids could be so untidy, and Hugo didn’t think he could ever adopt a child of his own. Or maybe he would do so in the future if and when his relationship with Javier was more stable.

“I’m dating somebody,” Hugo blurted out, and he regretted it immediately when Jade’s eyes widened next to him.

“Holy shit! For real?”

Hugo ignored the flush of embarrassment rushing up his neck and cheeks. “Yeah.”

Jade seemed ecstatic, though. “Tell me something about him. Madison and I are always worried about you. We remember you used to be so adamant about not getting into another relationship. Not ever, especially after…uh, sorry. I shouldn’t have brought that up.”

Hugo shrugged. “It’s fine. I’m with someone new now, and he’s…he’s an incredible man.”

“What’s his name?”

“Javier Gisbert.”

“What does he look like?”

Hugo thought about Javier, and he could sense a hint of arousal pooling deep in his guts, so he cleared his throat a couple of times before answering the question. “Gorgeous. He…he’s so good-looking, even the angels will be jealous of his beauty.”

“Details,” Jade half-yelled, sounding really excited now.

Hugo arched his left eyebrow at Jade. “Are you sure you’re a lesbian and not a bisexual? You’re always so awfully interested and frighteningly invested in my dating and sex lives.”

Jade snorted. “I want to live vicariously through you.”

“Are you and Madison having any issues right now?”

Jade shook her head. “Nope, but we dated for three years before getting married and settling down.”

“Sex isn’t that great anymore?” Hugo teased.

Jade scoffed. “It is.”

“But?”

“We have Bruce now. It’s difficult to find time for just the two of us, especially when he was undergoing treatment for his leukemia. Every spare moment is for Bruce, Bruce, and Bruce.”

“Jade—”

“I don’t resent Bruce,” Jade cut Hugo off midsentence. “Okay, maybe a little. Parents who claim not to resent how much their kids are taking over their lives are liars. It doesn’t mean we, the parents, don’t love our children, but it’s just…hard.”

Hugo nodded. “I can’t empathize, but I sort of get it.”

“Thanks. Anyway, back to Javier. How did you guys meet?”

Hugo chuckled at the abrupt change of subject, but he understood why Jade was curious. He told her what Javier looked like and how they met. He also shared a little about some of the dates they had gone on, including the last one on Treasure Island almost four days ago.

“I…I love him.”

Jade appeared flabbergasted. “No shit, Sherlock! How does he feel about you? Do you know?”

Hugo wanted to reply immediately, but no words came out of his mouth for a brief moment. He probably gaped like a goldfish, but he couldn’t help it. He decided to err on the side of caution.

“I’m not sure.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. He cares for me. At least that much I’m certain of.”

Jade eyed Hugo wordlessly for a few seconds longer before she sighed. “Oh, no.”

Hugo frowned at Jade. “What?”

“Please tell me you didn’t.”

“Didn’t what?”

Jade turned toward Hugo and reached for his hands, clutching them tightly. “Hugo.”

“Yeah?”

“You know Madison and I love you very, very much. Right?”

“Yeah?”

“Right. Okay. You…you’re kind of…” Jade trailed off and bit her lower lip. “Uh, you’re kind of clingy.”

Hugo scowled. “No, I’m not.”

Jade raised her left eyebrow at Hugo. “You are. I mean, you’re not an obsessed creep with a side of stalker-ish tendency, but you can be extremely…uh, I mean, rather persistent.”

Hugo gasped softly. “I am?”

Jade nodded. “Let me guess. You’ve been taking him to various expensive places for your dates. Let us not forget those less-than-subtle attempts to display your wealth by giving him a first-class upgrade on his plane ticket and dragging him to your humongous house.”

Hugo was more than a little mortified to hear Jade’s assessment, but he couldn’t deny it. “I want him to know I can provide him with whatever he needs.”

Jade smiled at Hugo, and there was a hint of sympathy written all over her face. “I get it. You’re not a snob. Having said that, losing your family has left an indelible impact on your psyche, and you often grasp tightly onto the first person to give you some tender loving care and affection. Please at least tell me you haven’t been pushing Javier to move in with you.”

Hugo could feel the guilt and shame coursing through his entire being. “Well, maybe once or twice. Or seven, eight times.”

“Hugo!” Jade exclaimed with a ton of exasperation leaking into her tone of voice.

“I can’t help it. I’m in love with him, and I want him with me all the time.”

Jade was obviously stunned into silence upon hearing that. Neither Hugo nor Jade uttered a single word for the next several seconds.

“You don’t just love him,” Jade said slowly. “You’re in love with him.”

Hugo snickered, but he didn’t feel the hilarity anywhere inside him. “Yeah. Pathetic, aren’t I?”

“Oh, honey,” Jade muttered softly while squeezing Hugo’s hands gently. “You’re not pathetic. You’re human. Most people will experience falling in love with someone at least once in their lives.”

“It’s not too fast for me to feel that way?”

Jade shook her head. “There’s no right or wrong in how you feel toward Javier. Some people fall in love faster. Others may take much longer to get to that point. What about Javier? Is there a chance that he may feel just as deeply for you?”

Hugo pondered about Javier. After their date on Treasure Island, they had gone back to his place for a night of lovemaking. He flushed in mortification when he recalled how clingy he had been throughout the evening and the entire Sunday, during which they had spent a majority of the time simply cuddling and watching movies at home. Javier definitely adored and cared for him. He had no doubt about that. However, he didn’t know if Javier was in love with him or not.

“I don’t know,” Hugo admitted, ignoring the pang of hurt around his chest area. “But I’ll do my best to show him how much he means to me. Maybe someday he will reciprocate.”

Jade grinned. “Just remember not to go overboard. I’m aware of your wealth, not the exact amount or anything like that, but you get what I’m trying to tell you.”

Hugo chuckled. “Yeah, I do.”

“Good. Sometimes, a simple, thoughtful date can mean so much more.”

“I’ll have to think about that.”

Jade chortled. “You do that. In the meantime, I need to round Bruce and the other kids up. It’s close to five o’clock. Time to cut the cake. Come and join us when you’re ready.”

“Will do. Thanks, Jade.”

“You’re welcome.”

Hugo watched as Jade walked briskly toward Bruce and the other kids who were running around in the park, but he couldn’t focus at all. His mind was filled with multiple ideas, but he discarded them almost in the next instant. It had been a while since he worried about the cost of taking someone out on a date, so all his ideas were of the expensive variety. He would have to research and come up with something simpler and cheaper. There must be a ton of awesome ideas online. How difficult could it be?

* * * *

Javier sighed in relief as he shut his laptop down for the day. It was almost six in the evening, and he had promised to meet up with Hugo for a date later at half past seven. He still needed to return to his apartment, showered off the stench of his sweat and musk after a full day at the office, and drove to Hugo’s house to pick his boyfriend up. He was in the process of packing his laptop up when he heard a knock on his office door. Keenan opened the door and entered the office before Javier could utter a single word in response to the knocking.

“Hey, Kee. What’s up?”

Keenan darted his eyes between Javier and the laptop bag. “A hot date tonight?”

Javier chuckled. “Hugo.”

“Hmm.”

Javier arched his left eyebrow at Keenan. “What?”

“When are we going to meet the sexy, hunky, and macho Mr. Hugo Romero?”

Javier was amused at Keenan’s description of Hugo. He did his best to conceal his grin, but he failed. Spectacularly.

“Soon.”

“Okay. Is he a good man? Does he treat you well? Do you need me and the other guys to talk to him?”

Javier snorted. “Yes, he is. Yes, he does. No, I don’t.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Kee. Why are you here anyway? No date with Pablo?”

Keenan immediately had a lovesick expression all over his face. “Seven o’clock. I’m excited.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Duh!”

“Where are you going?”

“It’s a secret,” Javier answered before winking at Keenan. “You’re a busybody.”

“I’m a concerned best friend,” Keenan retorted with a scowl.

Javier smiled at Keenan. “I know, and I appreciate that.”

“Good. So, what’s he like? Don’t repeat anything about his height, weight, eye color, hair color, and all that artificial stuff. I’ve heard enough. I want to know what his personality is.”

“You’ll know more about him when you meet him.”

“Fine. He’s not pushy or anything like that, is he?”

Javier hesitated for a few seconds before shaking his head. “He’s a wonderful man.”

“You sounded a little weird.”

Javier knew Keenan would catch that slight pause earlier. He expected it. After all, he and Keenan were the closest to each other among their mutual group of friends.

“Hugo can be a little clingy.”

“A little?”

“Okay. A lot.”

“I see.”

“Family issue, but I can’t tell you more than that. It’s Hugo’s personal matter, and I don’t have the right to discuss it with you.”

Keenan nodded. “Give me an example of that particular flaw in Mr. Perfect.”

“I never claimed he was perfect.”

Keenan rolled his eyes. “The way you’ve been describing him makes me think he’s literally perfection personified.”

Javier chuckled. “I can’t help it. He’s an awesome man.”

“But?”

Javier was a bit reluctant, but he was aware Keenan would drag it out of him sooner rather than later. He might as well get it over and done with.

“Hugo can be quite persistent.”

“In what way?”

“He has been asking me to move in with him.”

“And you’re not ready to do that?”

“I am!”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“What if we end up hating each other? What if I do some little things he dislikes, and vice-versa? What if—”

“—living together turns out to be the best decision you both have ever made?”

Javier gaped in astonishment. “May…maybe.”

Keenan chuckled. “Do you love him?”

“Of course, I do.”

“Are you in love with him?”

“Yes!”

Keenan stared into Javier’s eyes. “You were astounded after saying that.”

“I…I was.”

“Why?”

Javier ignored the fact that his heart was beating so much faster and harder now. “I didn’t realize I’m in love with Hugo.”

“Even the blind can see that you’re head over heels for Hugo. Your face lit up like the fireworks on the fourth of July whenever you talked about him. It’s frankly vomit-inducing to observe how lovesick you are every time you told me and the other guys about Hugo. I’m elated for you, though.”

“Thanks, man.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Just a word of advice.”

“What?”

“Allow yourself to be happy.”

“I always have been.”

Keenan grinned. “Yeah, but you also have a tendency to hold back, especially when it comes to anything that requires you to commit to a long-term plan. Each time the other guys and I were discussing some holiday plans a few months or a year into the future, you would always be the last one to agree to it. I could practically see the gears in your head turning round and round as you tried to convince yourself why the plans might be terrible ideas later. For once in your life, leap first, think later.”

Javier chuckled. “You know me well.”

Keenan snorted. “We’re closest to each other for a reason, man.”

“Yeah.”

“Cool. Now, get out and go back to your apartment to get yourself ready. It’s already a quarter past six. Go on your date with Hugo and have fun.”

“Oh, Hugo and I always have plenty of fun.”

Keenan shot Javier a disgusted look. “Yuck. Fuck off, man. I don’t need to know that.”

Javier smirked. “That’s a minor payback for all those times you had to describe your and Pablo’s sex lives in excruciating details to me. I have plenty of stories to tell you.”

Keenan gave Javier the middle-finger salute. “I’m out of here. You’re a motherfucking asshole.”

Javier laughed as Keenan rushed toward the office door. “It takes one to know one.”

“Fuck you!”

“I love you, too.”

“I hate you,” Keenan yelled in return before running out from the office.

Javier felt much lighter after that conversation with Keenan. He was certain Keenan wasn’t furious at him. The two of them were the closest of friends. He had no doubt Keenan would be coming into his office first thing the next morning to inform him about how fabulous and sexy Pablo was, especially if their date turned out amazing later. Keenan might be intimidating because of his height and the size of his muscles, but Javier knew his best friend was a giant Teddy bear made of marshmallow and sparkling glitter deep inside. In the meantime, he had to return to his apartment and get himself ready for his upcoming date with Hugo. He hoped Hugo would like what he had planned for their date, and maybe the two of them might be able to finally move their relationship in the right direction.


Chapter 11

Hugo had no idea where he and Javier would be having dinner at because it was supposed to be a surprise. As a result, he was rather out of his comfort zone. He was used to being in control, which was one of the reasons why he owned such a successful and prosperous event planning business. His life was all about schedules, organizations, and details. It didn’t help that he was such a dominant man with an aggressive personality. He liked to know what he was going to do. When he and Javier finally arrived at their destination, he got out from the car and waited for Javier to lock the car. Then they entered the restaurant hand in hand.

It was a Chinese restaurant that served mainly dim sum or snacks. As they were led to a table in a quieter corner of the restaurant, Hugo noted that the other tables had food served in small steamer baskets. All the foods were in bite-sized portions, and the quantity in each basket was rather tiny. The aroma inside the restaurant was incredible, so he understood why the place was packed with so many customers. He and Javier decided to order several things all at once, so they could enjoy the food and drinks in peace without having to call out for the servers over and over again.

“How do you like the place?”

Hugo glanced around the cramped restaurant while doing his best to ignore the loud chatters among the other customers. “I like it.”

“Really?”

Hugo nodded. “As long as I’m with you, anywhere will be amazing.”

Javier blushed. “Thanks.”

“I should be thanking you. I’ve never had dim sum in this restaurant.”

“My friends and I have been here a few times, but we usually visit during brunch or lunch hour.”

“Cool.”

Their conversation was interrupted when a server approached the table with a pot of hot chrysanthemum tea and two empty cups. Hugo drooled a little inside his mouth when the fragrance of the tea wafted upward toward him.

“It has an incredible scent, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Hugo answered. “What’s it made of?”

“Dried chrysanthemum flowers and hot water. No sugar. We need to wait for a few minutes before pouring the tea into the cups. Let the hot water work its way through all the flowers. Otherwise, it will be like drinking plain boiling water with a hint of chrysanthemum in it.”

Hugo chuckled. “Okay. You know better. I don’t usually go for tea when I’m having lunch or dinner.”

“It’s all right. I didn’t know about this place until Justin dragged us here. Justin loves dim sum. He’s also the one who introduced me to chrysanthemum tea.”

“I can’t wait to try it.”

A few minutes later, Javier filled both their cups with the tea, and Hugo was stunned by the delicious taste of the tea. It was light and aromatic, and he understood why Javier was in love with it.

“Good?” Javier asked.

“Yeah. It reminds me of cherry blossom tea.”

Javier grinned. “I’ve never had cherry blossom tea.”

“I’ll show you my favorite tea house someday.”

“It’s a date.”

Hugo was ecstatic to hear that. His date with Javier was going smoothly so far. He sipped on his tea for a few seconds longer before replacing the cup on the table and turning toward Javier. His mind was preoccupied with lingering thoughts of his conversation with Jade earlier that afternoon.

“Baby.”

“Uh-huh.”

“I talked to my friend, Jade, earlier today. She’s married to Madison, and they have an adopted son named Bruce.”

“Okay.”

Hugo hesitated for a few seconds. “Have I been a little too pushy with you?”

Javier seemed taken aback for a brief moment before he smiled at Hugo. “Sometimes.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

Javier shrugged. “I didn’t quite know how to bring the topic up. You weren’t disrespectful. You were more like…uh, a dog with a bone. Something like that. Quite persistent.”

Hugo was totally mortified to hear that. “Okay. I’m sorry.”

Javier grinned at Hugo. “Accepted, but it’s not a big deal, stud. I understand why you’re the way you are.”

A wave of relief washed over Hugo immediately. “Thanks, babe.”

“Thank you, too,” Javier said, and a short moment passed by before he spoke up again. “I love you.”

Hugo beamed widely at Javier. His heart felt as if the flowers were blossoming in it all at the same time.

“I love you, too.”

After that, they both glanced away from each other. Hugo thought it was weird they were suddenly all shy around each other even though they had made love many times before. They should be past all the embarrassment of a new couple yet there they were, acting awkward and strange. He had no doubt his cheeks must be redder than a tomato at the moment. Not that Javier was any better than him in that regards.

“Stud.”

Hugo gazed into Javier’s eyes immediately. “Yeah?”

“Is…is the offer still on the table?”

Hugo frankly had no idea what Javier was referring to. “The offer?”

Javier’s cheeks grew impossibly redder. “The…the one about us moving in together.”

“Sweetheart—”

“I get it if you’ve changed your mind. It’s fine. I mean, not fine fine, but it’s cool if you need time to rethink the option of me moving into your house. It’s a big step, after all. I understand. You don’t have to give me an answer tonight. I just want you to know that I’m ready for us to live together. Not that you have to agree or anything, but…”

It was like déjà vu. Hugo vividly remembered the first time he and Javier had met at the lobby of the hotel in Saint Louis. There had been that blizzard outside, and Javier had been ranting a mile a minute at him about the damn weather and how inconvenient it would be while he could only stare like a horny fool at the most beautiful man he had ever laid eyes on in his entire life. Javier was still sprouting out word after word at the moment, and Hugo did the one thing he could do in this particular situation, and that was to reach his hand out for his boyfriend’s shirt, grab it in his fist, and drag the man close to him. Then he pressed their lips together, effectively silencing Javier as the two of them proceeded to kiss each other with so much tenderness and affection. When they finally broke apart, they were both breathing a little harder and louder than before.

“Yes.”

“What?”

Hugo couldn’t help it. He laughed at the bewildered expression on Javier’s face.

“Yes, the offer is definitely on the table. You can move in with me whenever you’re ready to do that.”

Javier had the most brilliant smile on his face then. “What if I want to move in this weekend?”

“Then I’ll go to your apartment and help you pack. I’ll even hire professional movers to assist you with the furniture and stuff.”

Javier chuckled. “I don’t have any heavy things. Just my clothes, shoes, laptop, and a few other personal belongings. Some kitchen appliances, as well. No furniture. My current apartment had been semi-fully furnished when I signed the lease on it, which I’ll have to break because it will only expire at the end of May, but it will be worth it if I get to live with you.”

“Okay, babe. What about the bed and the dining table set, though? Do they come with the apartment, too?”

“Oh! Right. Well, I think I’ll donate those to charity.”

“Okay. This weekend then?” Hugo asked while doing his best not to sound too eager and desperate because he didn’t want to force Javier into doing things that his boyfriend didn’t really want to do. “I have a few empty boxes in my storage room at home. I can bring them to your apartment tomorrow evening if you need them. Then we can go on another date.”

Javier whistled softly. “You think of everything, don’t you?”

Hugo was mortified. He did it again. He was being pushy.

“Sorry.”

Javier grabbed onto Hugo’s hands and smiled at him. “It’s fine. I’m thankful for that. I like that you’re a planner. I find that really sexy.”

Hugo beamed at Javier. “Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Awesome.”

Then their conversation was momentarily interrupted for the second time by the server who now brought multiple steamer baskets to the table and placed them on top of it. There was a variety of food, and Hugo only recognized a few of them by sight. There were xiao long bao or steamed soup dumplings, pan fried pork buns, pot stickers, egg rolls, a steamed chicken dish, and also a bowl of hot and sour soup. He had no idea what the others were. There were way too many of them. Each dish came in a small quantity, so he was certain he and Javier could finish them all.

Moreover, after that wonderful announcement from Javier, Hugo’s appetite became so much larger. He would always be hungrier after receiving some good news. He couldn’t wipe away the huge grin off his face. He was overjoyed by the fact that Javier would be living under the same roof and in the same bed as he was soon enough. The remainder of dinner passed by in the blink of an eye. He and Javier chatted about their work throughout most of it.

When it was over, Javier took care of the bill. Hugo found it difficult not to snatch the bill away from Javier’s hand, though. He itched to take care of his man, but he had made a promise to Javier that their relationship would be more or less on an equal footing. He had to give Javier the chance to contribute once in a while. He was aware it wouldn’t be easy. He was too much of a control freak by nature. However, he consoled himself with the reminder that he would get the opportunity to love and care for Javier for the rest of their lives together. Hopefully. As long as Javier would agree to marry him. Someday.

* * * *

Javier tightened his grip on Hugo’s hand and led his boyfriend away from the car. Hugo darted his eyes between Javier and the car, obviously confused.

“We’re not going home yet?”

Javier smiled. “Nope. It’s not even nine o’clock. How about a cup of coffee or something?”

Hugo grinned in return. “Absolutely.”

“Excellent. I know just the place.”

Javier intertwined his fingers with Hugo’s as they walked in the direction of a coffee shop he frequented with his friends a few times in the past. He wasn’t disappointed when he heard the sexy sound of saxophone blaring beautifully from inside the coffee shop. Hugo pointed at the sign on the door.

“Saxophone night?”

Javier nodded. “This coffee shop has various theme nights throughout the month. Anyone can perform on a makeshift stage close to the counter for free. Donations to the performers are encouraged. I see there are a few empty tables left at the back. We should buy something to drink at the counter before occupying one of the tables.”

Since they had just finished with a sumptuous dinner, Javier decided on one of the fruit juice combination. Hugo followed suit with a different type of fruit juice combination. After that, they headed toward one of the empty tables and enjoyed their individual beverages while they watched the saxophone player several feet away from them. Javier realized the venue wasn’t the most conducive for a conversation, but he loved the atmosphere, and judging by the delighted smile on Hugo’s face, his boyfriend felt the same way he did. They waited until the music was over before clapping along with everyone else. Some of the customers approached the stage to fill in the donation jar with cash.

“That’s amazing.”

“I agree,” Javier said while shifting a bit closer to Hugo. “There’s something else I’ve been meaning to ask you.”

“What’s that?”

“My friends.”

“What about them?”

“Can we have lunch or dinner with them next week?”

Hugo shrugged. “Of course. You can meet my friends, Jade and Madison, after that.”

“The married couple, right? The one with the adopted kids?”

“Just one. His name is Bruce.”

“Right.”

“Yeah.”

Then Javier sipped on his juice, and he observed as Hugo did the same thing he did. The coffee shop was filled with the sound of people chatting with one another while they waited for the next performer to get ready on the makeshift stage.

“Do you want children?”

“Maybe someday. With you.”

Javier was incredibly pleased to hear that. “Me, too.”

Hugo chuckled. “You want to have children with yourself?”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Oh, fuck off!”

Hugo burst out laughing. “Sorry, baby. I can’t help myself. You look a hundred times more adorable when you’re mad.”

“Fuck you.”

“Later,” Hugo retorted with a wink before leaning in closer to press a gentle kiss on Javier’s forehead.

“How many kids are you planning for?”

“One or two. What about you?”

Javier pondered the question for several seconds before responding to it. “I would like to adopt four or five kids.”

Hugo had a terrified expression on his face. “That many?”

Javier snickered. “Three then.”

“Two.”

Javier snorted. “We will discuss that at a later time.”

“I’m not going to change my mind.”

Javier smirked. “We will see about that.”

There was a brief period of silence between the two of them, and Javier could tell Hugo was considering the matter really carefully. He was proven right when Hugo spoke up next.

“Three kids will be fine.”

Javier arched his left eyebrow. “What’s the catch?”

“I want an unrestricted access to your delectably sweet, tight ass.”

“That won’t be a problem at all as long as you save all your cum for my ass.”

Hugo gulped rather loudly. “Deal.”

“Deal.”

Javier grinned at Hugo. It was frankly the strangest agreement he had ever been involved in, but it was also rather arousing. He and Hugo hadn’t even been together for a long time, but they were already talking about kids. He chuckled to himself and shook his head at the weirdness of the situation. Then he noticed a rather familiar expression on Hugo’s face. It was the same face Hugo would always make when his boyfriend was deep in thought. Not that he was overly concerned about it. Hugo probably needed time to think things through. Javier wouldn’t be worried over something as trivial as that. Instead, he rested his head on Hugo’s broad shoulder and proceeded to listen to the next saxophone player. This date was turning out to be a definite success.


Chapter 12

For the next few days, Hugo found it difficult to concentrate at work. His relationship with Javier was growing better day by day, so there was no issue on that front. He was preoccupied with something else altogether. Hence, he was glad for the temporary distraction that weekend when Javier officially moved into his house. He and Javier spent the entire Saturday unpacking and rearranging things, so now all of their belongings were mixed up together.

“Are you okay?”

Hugo was startled out of his reverie by Javier’s question. He turned toward his boyfriend, who was still removing some things from the last bag into the walk-in closet the two of them would be sharing from that day onward while glancing at him at the same time.

“I am. Why?”

Javier shrugged. “You’ve been…weird. I mean, good weird. Not the bad kind. Just…just lost in your own world or something. I caught you staring off into space multiple times over the last few days, which only started after our conversation at the coffee shop. Are you sure everything is fine?”

Hugo attempted to calm himself down, so Javier wouldn’t notice how nervous he really was. He was actually hiding something from Javier, which he didn’t want his boyfriend to discover before he was ready to reveal it. He approached Javier, who was seated on the floor next to the bag, and bent down to kiss his boyfriend on the forehead.

“Yes, baby. Everything is great.”

“Cool.”

Hugo heaved out a soft sigh of relief when Javier refocused his attention on his own things. He knew Javier was observant and more sensitive to emotions than he was. He had to be more careful. He didn’t want Javier to know before he could explain himself to his boyfriend. He would hate for Javier to be furious at him, and he might end up losing his boyfriend over a misunderstanding.

“Sweetheart, are you almost done?”

“Uh-huh,” Javier said while getting up on his feet to put some clothes into the drawers inside the walk-in closet. “I just need to deal with all of my winter clothes, gloves, and a few other things inside this bag. After that, I’m done.”

“Okay. Nothing else?”

Javier shook his head. “Nope. I don’t own much. I really dislike hoarding stuff.”

“I see. Well, when you’re done, what do you think about us going out for a celebratory lunch? My treat.”

Javier grinned. “Absolutely. I should pay for lunch since you’re allowing me to stay at your house rent-free.”

Hugo strode closer to Javier and pressed his boyfriend against one of the shelves inside the closet. “Our house.”

“But—”

“You’re residing in this house with me, so it’s your house, too.”

Javier chuckled. “Okay. You’re right.”

Hugo smirked. “I always am. Besides, you’ll be paying half of the utility and grocery bills. You’ll be contributing equally.”

Javier snorted. “Hardly, but thank you, stud.”

“I’m serious, babe. You’ll be keeping me company, and that’s very much appreciated.”

“It’s still not equal—”

“And you love me,” Hugo said while nuzzling his nose against Javier’s neck. “That’s more than enough for me.”

“You love me, too.”

Hugo pulled back a little. “I do. Very much.”

Javier kissed Hugo on the lips briefly before breaking away. “Can we grab some lunch first? I think I’ll leave the remainder of my stuff for later this evening. I’m starving. The last time I checked my smartphone, it was almost half past one. I’m sure it must be later than that now.”

Hugo took out his smartphone from the pocket of his jeans. “Almost three now.”

Javier groaned when his stomach let out a loud rumbling sound. “Fuck. No wonder I’m a little dizzy.”

“Do you want me to carry you to the car?”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Don’t be silly. I can walk.”

“I don’t mind.”

“I do. It’s embarrassing. I’m a grown-ass adult.”

“But I like doing things for you.”

Javier smiled. “I know, stud, and I’m thankful for that.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to lift you up bridal-style all the way into the car?”

Javier chortled. “Positive.”

Hugo laughed and nodded before intertwining his fingers with Javier’s and tugging his boyfriend in the direction of the staircases and all the way down to the first floor. When they eventually made it inside the car, he couldn’t help but kiss Javier for a moment longer before starting the engine. After driving out from the garage, he was pleasantly surprised to note there weren’t many vehicles on the road that particular Saturday afternoon. That was a good thing because he was a little distracted at the moment. He couldn’t even concentrate on the conversation with Javier.

Fortunately, Javier didn’t seem to notice. Hugo simply nodded and interjected with a few words every once in a while, and he let Javier filled in the remainder of the silence between them. Not that he minded. He loved Javier’s voice. It was soothing to him. Less than twenty minutes later, he parked the car in front of a bakery called The Torpedough. He didn’t switch the car engine off. Instead, he turned toward Javier and instructed his boyfriend to wait for him inside the car. However, the astonished expression on Javier’s face was unexpected.

“Sweetheart, what is it? It won’t take me longer than five minutes. I promise.”

Javier shook his head. “I don’t mind waiting. I’m just astounded that you know who Anthony is.”

“Huh?”

Javier chuckled. “Anthony owns this bakery. He’s dating Vincent, my best friend and also the Finance Junior Manager at the pharmaceutical firm I’m working at.”

“Oh! I’ve never met Anthony. I’d only been to the bakery a couple of times in the past, and each time I was served by the employees.”

Javier grinned. “Small world. I’ll introduce you to Anthony soon.”

“Okay. Anyway, I’ve ordered something from the bakery through their website earlier this morning. I’m supposed to pick it up between three and four in the afternoon at the earliest.”

“What did you order?”

Hugo winked at Javier. “That’s a secret. I’ll be right back.”

Javier beamed at Hugo. “Okay, daddy. Come back soon. I’ll miss you.”

Hugo groaned. “You’re a fucking tease.”

Javier laughed, and Hugo kissed his boyfriend briefly with all the passion he could muster before breaking away and getting out of the car. He entered the bakery and gave the female employee his order number. He received a basket from her and checked the content to make sure everything he ordered was inside before making the payment. Then he got out from the bakery.

“What’s that?” Javier asked while Hugo was turning toward the back and placing the basket on the backseat of the car.

“You’ll know it soon.”

Javier snorted. “Okay. Fine. Where are we going next?”

Hugo drove the car away and snickered. “Patience, baby.”

Javier pouted a little. “How about a hint?”

“Okay. Flowers.”

“And?”

“Bridge?”

Javier’s face lit up. “Are we going to the Golden Gate Bridge?”

“Nope, but close enough, I guess.”

“Hmm, intriguing.”

Hugo chortled. “Keep guessing, babe.”

“Give me another clue.”

Hugo pondered for a few seconds before responding. “Field.”

Javier stared at Hugo expectantly for a brief moment before gaping. “That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“You’re stingy with your information. This isn’t fun anymore.”

Hugo snickered. “Oh, come on, sweetheart. Don’t be like that. I’ll give you one other piece of information then.”

“Sure. What is it?”

“It’s a former military airfield.”

After that, neither of them uttered a single word. Hugo watched in amusement as Javier was obviously lost inside his own head. He had no doubt Javier had figured it out the moment a brilliant, gorgeous smile appeared on his boyfriend’s face. Javier began to list things out one finger at a time.

“Flowers, Golden Gate Bridge, field, and a former military airfield. You’re taking me on a picnic at Crissy Field.”

“Bingo.”

“That’s awesome.”

Hugo couldn’t help but puff his chest out a little. “You like it?”

Javier nodded. “Yeah.”

Hugo was glad to hear that. He had a plan, and he would hate for it to get messed up. He had been organizing the details for a few days now. Granted, this particular trip wasn’t difficult to arrange, but he had his concerns, such as the weather and if Javier would even like the location. Everything was going smoothly so far, and he was relieved. When they finally arrived, he expelled a soft sigh and picked up the basket from the backseat before getting out of the car and leading Javier all the way to one of the picnic tables. There were a few couples and families around the area, but they were far enough from him and Javier. He also noticed quite a number of cyclists passing by along the trail.

“What do you think?”

Javier grinned. “Love it. The wind is great, and the view of Alcatraz and the Golden Gate Bridge is unbelievable.”

Hugo nodded and pointed at the picnic basket while doing his best not to think about the surprise he had inside his pockets. “We should start eating.”

“Sure. What’s inside?”

Hugo pulled out the first item and handed it over to Javier. “That’s a small jar of salad, one for each of us. It has noodles, beans, tomatoes, spinach and chicken in each jar, along with a mixture of coconut and peanut dressing.”

Javier accepted one of the jars. “Thank you. This is one of the things I love the most about you. You always plan everything down to the most meticulous detail.”

Hugo puffed up his broad chest and beamed at Javier while pulling out a couple transparent glass bottles of milkshakes. “You’re welcome. I love doing things for you, babe.”

“What are those?” Javier asked while pointing at the bottles.

“Milkshakes. The dark red one is a combination of strawberry and raspberry. The light yellow one is made from mango and coconut.”

“Awesome.”

“They are. In fact, I’d tried everything in the basket in the past. They’re all delicious.”

Javier smiled at Hugo. “I usually got boring apple pies, chocolate cupcakes, and grilled chicken sandwiches whenever I visited The Torpedough with Vincent and my other friends.”

“Vincent must have tried everything at the bakery. He’s dating Anthony. Right?”

Javier snorted. “Vincent was too busy swapping spit with Anthony whenever we were there.”

Hugo guffawed. “Okay. Understandable.”

When the salads were finished, Hugo distributed the salmon sandwiches, which consisted of cooked salmon and hot-smoked salmon, cream cheese, mayonnaise, cucumber and tomato slices, and scrambled eggs. There was a hint of spiciness from the cayenne pepper. For dessert, they ate the vanilla cupcakes with butter icing on top. Javier patted his stomach and burped a little several moments later.

“Damn! I’m full,” Javier said before gazing into Hugo’s eyes. “I’m so lucky to have such an amazing boyfriend like you.”

“I’m the lucky one.”

“No, I am, and don’t argue with me about that. You aren’t going to win.”

Hugo chuckled. “Fine.”

“I can already envision the rest of our lives together.”

“Me, too.”

Javier had a delighted expression upon hearing that. “Yeah?”

Hugo could feel his heart beating harder and faster now. This was the opportunity he had been waiting for. He had to take advantage of it, preferably in the next few seconds before he chickened out and lost his goddamn nerves. He stood and walked toward Javier before getting down on one knee. He could hear Javier gasping loudly.

“I…I’m terrified.”

Javier laughed. “Me…me, too. What are you doing, stud? Everyone is staring in our direction.”

“Let them. They just can’t stop ogling the most beautiful man in the world.”

“Are you referring to yourself?” Javier deflected before snickering a little.

Hugo could tell Javier was nervous, so he grasped onto his boyfriend’s hands. “Baby, nobody can be more gorgeous than you, and I’m so blessed to have you in my life.”

“I feel the same way.”

Hugo pulled out a velvet box from the pocket of his jeans and opened it. There were two white gold rings nestled on the tiny cushion inside the box. Each ring had five tiny diamonds on the top, totaling half of a carat, and they were arranged in a zigzag pattern. Hugo grew tense and anxious, and he knew he would start rambling, but he wouldn’t be able to stop himself.

“I know we’ve only been together for a short period of time, but I love you so much. I…I had bought us these engagement rings two days ago. I want…want us to wear matching rings. Only if you agree, of course. I mean, not that I’m demanding for you to agree. You don’t have to. I can wait. Maybe I’m crazy for proposing to you so early in our relationship, but I’m ready to commit myself to you. I’m hoping you feel the same way. Or we can revisit this in the future. That’s cool, too. Having said that, I’ll be honored if you’ll…you’ll…fuck!”

Javier burst out laughing. “That’s…that’s the most unique proposal ever.”

Hugo was mortified. “Sorry. I’ve messed everything up.”

Javier shook his head. “You haven’t, stud. Go on.”

Hugo breathed in deeply. “Javier Gisbert, will you…will you please marry me? Not now. We can have a long engagement. We don’t even have to label this as an engagement. It can simply be a promise between us. That will be fine with me. We can take as much time as we—”

Then Hugo was astounded when Javier dragged him up to his feet and proceeded to kiss him. Hard. He reacted automatically. He slipped his tongue into Javier’s mouth and licked against his boyfriend’s tongue. He had no idea how long they remained like that, but he was breathless by the time they separated.

“Yes.”

“What?”

“Yes, but it will be a long engagement. If that’s okay with you.”

Hugo gaped at Javier. “So, that’s a yes?”

Javier chuckled. “Yeah.”

Hugo grinned widely at Javier. “Okay. Thanks, baby.”

Javier snickered and lifted his left hand. “Now, give me my ring, stud.”

Hugo chortled, feeling amused by the entire situation, but he complied immediately. He choked up a little when Javier slid the second ring into his finger. Then he turned toward the captivated audience around him.

“He said yes!”

There were cheering and clapping from the strangers who had been watching Hugo and Javier, and some even approached the two of them to congratulate them. Hugo couldn’t erase the joyful smile off his face. He probably looked like a lovesick idiot, but he couldn’t care less. Step one was completed successfully. He would have to plan for the second step. That might be far away into the future, but it didn’t matter. He would have more time to make his and Javier’s wedding into one of the most romantic events ever. In the meantime, he was going to enjoy his time with his fiancé, so he slipped his arm around Javier’s waist and tugged the man close to him. As he stared at Javier, he couldn’t believe this man was now his fiancé, and their relationship had started due to the blizzard in Saint Louis. That was truly a blessing in disguise, and he couldn’t be more grateful for it.


Epilogue

Javier was mortified when his mother started weeping and wailing in front of Hugo the moment he and his fiancé stepped inside the house. He and Hugo made the trip to San Antonio almost two months after getting engaged with each other. He thought the most insane part was the fact that he had yet to meet Jade, Madison, and Bruce. For that matter, he was aware Hugo had also been too busy with work, so his fiancé had yet to meet any of his friends either. However, he and Hugo were going to have dinner with his best friends the following week when they returned to San Francisco. It was going to happen for sure. At least he hoped it would. He might end up losing his fiancé after this trip because his mother was sobbing and crying like a melodramatic actress in a soap opera.

“Mama, for heaven’s sake!” Javier exclaimed in exasperation as he did his best to convey a silent apology to Hugo through his eyes. “You’re embarrassing me.”

Javier recoiled when his mother glared at him through her tears while his father, sisters, and brothers-in-law simply snickered as softly as they could. The traitors!

“Javier Gisbert!” His mother shouted and jabbed him on his chest. “Do you know how relieved I am when you called me two months ago about your engagement?”

Javier gaped. “Uh, yes?”

His mother narrowed her eyes. “I am! Very much so. You’re twenty-eight years old, almost twenty-nine.”

“Several months to go before I turn—”

“Shut up!” His mother half-yelled before abruptly bursting into another round of tears. “Oh, my poor, lonely baby. Hugo will take care of you. Now, I don’t have to worry so much anymore.”

“Mama, I’m an adult. I can take care of—”

“You can’t,” Javier’s mother cut him off midsentence while scowling at him.

“I’ll look after him,” Hugo interjected unnecessarily, and Javier threw his fiancé a dirty look.

His mother nodded. “See? Hugo is a good man.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Yes, Mama.”

After that, his mother ranted about planning for his and Hugo’s wedding while she led everyone into the dining room. He intentionally walked much slower, so he and Hugo would be much farther behind than everyone else.

“I love your mom.”

“Of course, you do. She obviously thinks you’re the second coming or something for rescuing and proposing to her poor, desperate, unwanted son.”

Hugo winked. “I love you more.”

Javier narrowed his eyes at Hugo. “I’m rethinking my decision to marry you.”

“No, you won’t.”

“Why not?”

“Your mom will be heartbroken, and she may end up coming after you with the kitchen knife.”

Javier shuddered. “You’re right.”

“And because you’re in love with me.”

“That’s all in your imagination.”

Hugo snorted. “Liar.”

“Whatever.”

Hugo slung one arm around Javier’s shoulders. “Most importantly, I’m crazy in love with you.”

Javier could feel his annoyance melting away. “Oh, well. I guess I’ll have to keep you around for a little bit longer.”

Hugo grinned. “I’m honored.”

Javier raised his chin up a bit higher. “You should be thankful.”

“I’ll make love to you later when we get back to the hotel,” Hugo whispered into Javier’s right ear.

Javier cleared his throat and ignored the heat creeping up his neck and cheeks while trembling slightly in anticipation. “Okay then. You’re forgiven.”

Hugo laughed softly. “Thank you, baby.”

“You’re welcome. You’re lucky I’m so kind and generous.”

Hugo rolled his eyes. “Indeed.”

Javier snickered at his fiancé and wrapped one arm around Hugo’s waist as they headed toward the dining room. Their relationship didn’t have the most conventional beginning, but their love story was unique, and Javier would never forget his memorable first meeting with Hugo at the hotel lobby in Saint Louis. The old saying was right. Love came when one least expected it to, and he and Hugo were the perfect example of that. Now, he just had to make sure he and Hugo survived the dinner with his family. Afterward, he and Hugo would stay and chat with his family for an hour or two before returning to the hotel for a round or two of lovemaking. He couldn’t wait. It would definitely be another incredible night, one of many that he would get to have with Hugo for the rest of their lives together.

 

THE END


A Misunderstanding




Chapter 1

Justin Wong took a really deep breath before expelling the air out from his lungs slowly as he worked up the nerves to knock on the office door of the new Vice President of the finance department, Blake Ingram. He was certain Blake wouldn’t be busy yet. After all, it was only thirty-seven minutes past eight o’clock in the morning, and it was Blake’s first day at work in the company. Justin could have been mistaken, though. At thirty-eight years old, Blake had several years of experience in the corporate world. However, Justin didn’t believe Blake would be preoccupied on his first day in the company. At least he hoped not. He wanted the opportunity to show Blake around the various departments in the company. As the manager of the human resource department, it was sort of his job to assist someone new to settle in nicely at the company. It had nothing to do with the fact that Blake was an extremely attractive man.

Blake was six feet, four inches tall, and weighed two hundred and forty pounds, which was a full seven inches taller and seventy pounds heavier than Justin. He got all that information from the data form Blake had to fill in for the insurance company, which was provided to all of the employees at the pharmaceutical company they worked at. They both had black hair, but Blake had these gorgeous dark-brown eyes while Justin’s eye color was black. The other difference between the two of them was in the amount of muscles they were packing. While Justin was proud of his lean and toned build, he was in awe of Blake’s bulging muscles. There was no way to conceal all those huge and incredible muscle mass underneath Blake’s well-fitted clothes. Blake was massive mountain of muscles. Period. Justin waited until he heard Blake’s voice calling out from inside the office, giving him the permission to enter, before opening the door. He smiled as widely as he could at Blake.

“Hey, Blake. How’s everything so far?”

Blake grinned in return, displaying rows of gleaming white, perfect teeth. “Hey, Justin. Everything is good, but I really need a strong cup of coffee to perk me up. I’d already drunk one huge cup earlier this morning, but I can definitely use another one. I found it really difficult to sleep last night.”

“Too excited for your first day on the job?” Justin teased lightly.

Blake chuckled. “That, and the fact that I couldn’t wait to see your pretty face and listen to all of your lame jokes.”

Justin snickered in response. He couldn’t be sure if Blake was blatantly flirting with him or if the man was just being friendly. In his position within the company, he would, more often than not, be the one to have the first and extended interactions with most of the new employees. During one of their conversations, Blake had informed him in a casual manner about a couple of ex-boyfriends, which was how he had gotten to know that the new vice president of the finance department was a fellow gay man. In exchange, he had told Blake about the non-discriminatory policies that were set in place by the management in the company before revealing his own sexuality. He had also promised to introduce Blake to his group of friends, all of whom were either gays or bisexuals.

“Right,” Justin eventually came up with. “You must have said the same thing to all the boys out there.”

“Only the beautiful ones,” Blake quipped back immediately before winking at Justin.

Justin could sense the heat rising up his neck and cheeks, feeling both shy and pleased at the same time, but he didn’t want to assume Blake was attracted to him. Blake might just be an incorrigible flirt. There was nothing within the policies inside the company’s handbook that prohibited relationships between colleagues as long as the people involved weren’t working within the same department. However, Justin really didn’t think Blake liked him that way. He knew Blake was a friendly man, but that didn’t automatically mean that the man was into him. He didn’t want to misread Blake’s intention toward him, and it would be safer to err on the side of caution.

“Smooth,” Justin retorted with a tiny roll of his eyes. “Anyway, let me show you the gossip center of the company A.K.A. the pantry.”

Blake laughed. “Maybe I should avoid it as much as possible.”

“An excellent idea,” Justin said before leading the way toward the pantry.

Blake chortled softly while walking next to Justin. “I think so, too.”

The moment they got inside the pantry, Justin almost wished he had checked that the coast was clear before bringing Blake there. All of his close friends were there, and judging by the expressions on their faces, it must have taken them less than twenty seconds to deduce that he was attracted to Blake. He had no doubt they would be interrogating him as soon as they were alone inside the pantry. He suppressed his annoyance and pointed at his friends one at a time, introducing them to Blake as fast as he managed to.

“This short one is David Lee, our IT Junior Manager.”

David snorted at Justin while waving at Blake. “I’m only one inch shorter than you, bitch.”

“It takes one to know one,” Justin responded with, ignoring the other men’s amused expressions. “Next to him, our resident rare species, a blue-eyed redhead, is Joshua Wallace. He’s the Social Media Specialist.”

Justin didn’t wait for Joshua and Blake to finish shaking each other’s hands. “On Dave’s other side is Vincent Yang, Finance Junior Manager, and one of the prettiest men inside the company. He’s second only to Dave.”

Vincent rolled his eyes. “You and Dave are the loveliest and most beautiful flowers in the company, Just.”

“Shut up, Vince.”

Vincent chuckled while nodding at Blake. “I’m in your department, Mr. Ingram.”

Blake grinned. “Just call me Blake, please.”

“Sure.”

“Anyway,” Justin interjected a little louder than he meant to. “That giant next to Vince is Keenan Underwood, Sales Manager extraordinaire, and the guy next to him is Javier Gisbert, Marketing Manager. He’s a sweetheart.”

Javier blushed. “Whatever, Just. Welcome to the company, Blake.”

Keenan raised his right hand in greeting to Blake. “Glad to finally see someone inside the company who is taller than me. These morons always have to mention my height whenever there’s someone new working at the company.”

Blake beamed. “All of us tall people should stick together then.”

“I agree, Blake. I’m Calvin Maxwell, Junior Manager in research and development,” Calvin said while beaming at Blake. “Nice to meet you.”

Blake grabbed onto Calvin’s hand while smiling widely. “Nice to meet you, too.”

“Blake, let me show you the most important machine in this pantry. Maybe even inside this whole building,” Justin reminded Blake before tugging the man away from his friends and ignoring their teasing smirks. “The all-powerful coffee maker. The source of life, and the magical machine that prevents an outbreak of the zombie apocalypse within this company, especially in the mornings and afternoons.”

Blake now had a solemn expression on his face. “Should I bow down and pay my due respect to the coffee maker?”

Justin shrugged and whispered in a conspiratorial manner. “If you wish. That will probably prevent it from going cranky on you for the foreseeable future.”

Blake burst out laughing. “I’ll keep that in mind then.”

“Good,” Justin said, and then he ran out of steam because he didn’t know how he was supposed to keep the casual conversation going without appearing to blatantly monopolize Blake’s time and attention. “Uh, anyway, I’ll leave you to it. Let me know if you need help in the future. Or anything work-related. Or not. You know where my office is at.”

Blake shot Justin a brilliant smile. “Sure thing, Just. Thanks for bringing me here and introducing me to your friends. They seem like an awesome group of guys.”

Justin beamed in return. “They are, and you’re welcome. Anyway, go ahead and make your coffee. See you later, Blake.”

Blake nodded. “Later.”

After that, Justin made his way toward his friends. He groaned under his breath as he noticed the glint of amusement in their eyes. He thought he had concealed his attraction toward Blake well enough. However, his friends’ eyes were darting back and forth between him and Blake before they all gave him equally eerie, evil smirks. He prepared himself for his friends’ overly inquisitive and highly invasive questions. He had no doubt he was about to be grilled by his friends for all of the juicy pieces of information about Blake. If he didn’t love them all so much, he would have simply ignored them. He knew he wouldn’t be able to escape them indefinitely, so he might as well get everything over with.

* * * *

It was almost half past four in the afternoon, and in spite of it being his first day at the company, Blake felt that he had accomplished quite a lot. He had held a short meeting with everybody from the finance department earlier that morning because he needed to somehow familiarize himself with all the people he would be working with in the foreseeable future. Then he had studied the financial statements of the company from the recent years before talking to his personal assistant about setting up appointments for him. He needed to set everything up, from scheduling to data collection, and all the way to the timing for the regular departmental and interdepartmental meetings.

He even worked through his lunch hour, choosing to eat his sandwiches inside his office instead of going out for a nice, relaxing meal. By the time he was satisfied with his progress, it was nearing the end of his first working day at the company. He winced as he stretched his arms up high. His whole body was sore from sitting for far too long, but he was glad he was making a dent in the tasks he wanted to complete for the day. He stared at his empty coffee mug and decided it was time to visit the pantry for a refill. Now that he was about to take a short break, his mind inevitably wandered to Justin.

He had agreed to jump ship from his previous company to the present one because of the fat salary that was being offered, along with all of the benefits that came along with it. He didn’t expect to meet someone like Justin. The first time he paid Justin a visit, it had been more of a courtesy call. After all, the CEO of the company had already approved of him. In fact, she was the one who had lured him over from his previous employment. Nevertheless, he knew he had to talk to somebody from the human resource department to sign the contract, arrange for the insurance, and a whole slew of other items in relation to his new job. He simply didn’t think he would come face to face with someone as good-looking as Justin.

Justin had an extremely pretty face. There was no other word for it. Blake had been stunned speechless for several seconds the first time he had laid eyes on Justin’s face. In all honesty, Justin was the whole package. He had that flawless and porcelain-like skin, perfect rows of brilliant white teeth, and an amazing build underneath his fitted clothes. Blake had fallen in lust with Justin at first sight. Even among his group of incredibly gorgeous friends, Justin stood out like a sore thumb. Almost. The only one who was slightly better looking than Justin was David. However, David had the sort of delicate yet masculine beauty that no mere mortal should possess. Justin’s physical appearance from head to toe was alluring and dazzling enough without making Blake feel as if the man was too far out of his league. Most importantly, Justin was exactly the type of men that Blake liked.

“I wonder if Justin has time to grab some coffee with me,” Blake muttered softly to himself as he got up from his chair and grabbed his empty coffee mug off the table before making his way out from his office.

He could have asked his personal assistant to refill his coffee for him, but he needed a short break after sitting for hours inside his office. He also wanted to seek out Justin’s company even if it was only for a few short minutes. He liked Justin. The man was easy to talk to and really friendly. It helped that Blake found Justin to be the most attractive man he had ever encountered in his entire life. He headed toward where Justin’s office was located at, which, as fate would have it, happened to be directly across the hallway from him. Their offices were the only two on that particular end of the room, so they could consider themselves as next-door neighbors. Sort of. As he got closer to Justin’s office, he noticed the door was slightly ajar. He was about to knock on it when he heard something that rendered him speechless.

“…going to make a move on him?”

Blake recognized that voice. It was David. He knew he shouldn’t be eavesdropping on what was certainly a private conversation between Justin and David, but he was curious. It seemed that Justin might already have his eyes on someone else.

“I don’t know, Dave.”

“Come on, man. Don’t be such a chicken. The other guys and I are all rooting for you. Besides, we’re one hundred percent positive that he likes you, too. He’s the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome.”

Justin snorted really loudly. “You’re all a bunch of busybodies.”

David laughed. “We can’t help it, dude. We’re all single men, and you may be the first among us to finally land yourself a man.”

Justin scoffed. “Don’t be dramatic. Being single has its perks.”

“True, but…”

Blake didn’t bother to listen to the rest of the conversation. He crept away as quietly as he could, chastising himself for doing what he did as he walked toward the pantry. The old saying was right. Ignorance was fucking bliss. It was turning out to be too good to be true. Blake should have known a good-looking man like Justin would already have someone in the wing waiting to ensnare and make an honest man out of him. He was too late. He couldn’t deny he was disappointed. He might not be in love with Justin, but he hadn’t liked any man as much as he was crushing on Justin in a really long time. He would have relished the chance to go out on a date with Justin. Unfortunately for him, based on that short conversation between Justin and David, the former might soon be taken off the market.

As he entered the pantry, he debated if he still wanted more coffee. He wasn’t really in the mood for it anymore. He darted his eyes back and forth between the coffee inside the coffee maker and the empty mug in his hand. He was feeling strangely heavy inside, and he wasn’t really in the mood for coffee anymore. However, after a moment of hesitation, he made up his mind. He was already there inside the pantry. He might as well get what he was there for in the first place. He just had to forget about all of his dreams of asking Justin out on a date. It wasn’t his style to poach on another man’s territory. Justin was strictly off limits. Blake would treat Justin in a very professional manner. He could do that easily. From now onward, Justin would simply be his colleague instead of the attractive man he was more than a little infatuated with. He could do that. He had to. He didn’t have any other alternatives.


Chapter 2

“You’ve been moping.”

Justin was startled by both the sound and the man standing next to his open office door. It was Javier, and he was gazing at Justin with what appeared to be a mixture of concern and empathy in his eyes. Justin bit his lower lip and suppressed a sigh while forcing himself to relax his stiff posture.

“Hey, Javier. I have no idea what you’re referring to, but come on in. Have a seat. What’s up?”

Javier arched his left eyebrow slightly in response before entering the office and pulling out one of the chairs across the table from Justin. “You’re hiding something.”

Justin snorted. “No, I’m not, and you haven’t answered my question. What are you here for?”

Javier stared at Justin for several seconds longer before sliding a folder that he had brought along with him across the table. “I have a few trips scheduled for the next two months. I may be a manager in the marketing department now, but I still need to check up on some of the bigger clients once in a while. The trip will begin next week. I just want to inform you of all of the dates in advance. I know how busy you are, especially now that the new year has just begun.”

Justin nodded. “Thanks for the heads up, man. I wish everyone in the company is as efficient and organized as you are. I have to chase after quite a few of them, especially when they’re absent for many days. After all, as the HR Manager, I need to know when and why they aren’t in the office, and it’s worse when they don’t show up for multiple days in a row.”

Javier shrugged. “You’re welcome. Some people can barely keep track of where their pens are, much less their schedules for the foreseeable future.”

Justin groaned softly in agreement. “You’re so right. Anyway, have you talked to Vince yet?”

Javier shook his head. “I’ll be heading toward his office next. I’ll need money for the trips, and the finance department also has to approve the expenses for the tickets and accommodations.”

“Vince will take care of all those things for you.”

“I know. He’s a great friend.”

“And an excellent junior manager,” Justin added. “I’m so glad all seven of us are from different departments within the company, and that we’re such good friends with one another. It makes it easier for us to communicate and get things done in a more effective manner.”

Javier smiled. “True.”

Justin browsed through the folder Javier had just given him. He was certain everything would be in order. He had dealt with Javier on similar occasions many times in the past, and the two of them were close friends with each other. He was aware of how detailed and cautious Javier was. He had yet to find an error in any of Javier’s documents.

“I’ll read through all these papers and approve of your absences by the end of the day. Latest by tomorrow morning.”

“Cool.”

Justin waited for Javier to leave, but his friend remained seated in front of him. “Is there anything else I can help you with?”

“How are you and Blake?”

Justin pretended to be glancing at the screen of his laptop while reaching for a different folder at the edge of his table. “As you can see, I’m alive and well. I have no idea how Blake is doing. Why don’t you ask Vince? Blake is the vice president of the finance department. I’m sure Vince will be able to tell you more things about Blake than I can.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Come on, Just. Stop playing dumb and pay attention to me for a few minutes.”

Justin sighed and complied. “I really have no clue what you want me to say.”

“Don’t you like him?”

“Who?”

“The hot dog vendor on the street a couple of buildings away from us,” Javier replied in a very sarcastic tone of voice. “Who do you think?”

“Vince?”

“Blake!” Javier half yelled while leaning across the table and looking thoroughly exasperated.

Justin didn’t quite know how he should answer that. Lying wasn’t an option, though. All six of his friends knew damn well he had a massive crush on Blake.

“I like him.”

“Then?”

Justin had no idea what Javier was getting at. “Nothing.”

Javier was quiet for a second or two. “Hold up. Did you two have an argument or something?”

“Of course not. I haven’t interacted with him for nearly a week now. At least not on a one-on-one basis. He had been friendly and professional when we passed by each other in the hallway or when we bumped into each other in the pantry. He had been really polite. Extremely so.”

Javier had a bewildered expression now. “What’s the problem then?”

“Nothing.”

“Then why haven’t you asked him out? Maybe the two of you can go out for a nice dinner. Or grab something to eat during lunch.”

“I want to, but I have a strong hunch he has been avoiding me as much as possible.”

“It may just be your imagination.”

“I don’t think so. When we met for the first time here in my office, he had provided me with all the data I needed to update his employee profile and for medical insurance purposes while subtly flirting with me every minute or so. I had been certain he and I were sexually attracted to each other. I hadn’t done anything to further encourage him then because I needed a little time to check the company’s handbook to make sure I had remembered the policies correctly. Once I was sure that interdepartmental relationships weren’t explicitly forbidden, I thought I would work up the courage and see if he might be interested in a date with me. I also required sometime to ascertain he really was into me as more than just a fellow employee at the company. I got the confirmation on his first day on the job while I’d been showing him around.”

“And?” Javier prodded.

Justin hesitated for a brief moment. “I…I really don’t know. He abruptly started to keep his distance from me after that day. He hadn’t been rude or unfriendly, but our interactions were painfully civil and cordial. All of his clever and indirect sexual innuendos were suddenly just…gone.”

“Gone?” Javier repeated.

“Disappeared without a trace,” Justin said. “I wouldn’t have given it a second thought if it hadn’t occurred out of the blue.”

“And because you like him very much.”

Justin nodded. “Blake has been different lately. It’s as if I’m dealing with his calmer, more courteous, and less flirtatious doppelganger or something.”

Javier had a pensive expression for a few seconds. “Have you somehow offended him?”

Justin shook his head. “I don’t think so. In fact, I’m sure I haven’t. The tension between Blake and me is just too sudden and unexpected.”

“Any chance of clearing the air as soon as possible? If something negative has occurred between the two of you, it’s best to get everything out in the open. The two of you have to talk things through. It will be awkward for both of you sooner or later. You’re the HR Manager, and he’s the VP of the finance department. You’re both high up there within the hierarchy of the company.”

Justin groaned. “I know, but I’m feeling really apprehensive about what his answers may turn out to be.”

Javier chuckled. “Dude, you’re well-versed in three forms of martial arts. You may no longer be participating actively in the competitions for Judo, Taekwondo, and Chinese Kung Fu, but you still practice them on a weekly basis. I’d witnessed you in a mock fight against your opponents. You always looked as if you were waiting to pounce on and devour them. You were terrifying, and some of your opponents had definitely been more than a little frightened of you. You only have one expression before, during, and after the fight.”

Justin snorted. “Yeah? What is it?”

“That you eat fucking bastards and bitches like them for your breakfast, and you hope they’re ready to die.”

Justin burst out laughing. “You exaggerated.”

“I wasn’t. Ask Dave, Josh, Kee, Vince, and Cal. They will tell you the same thing. You know that Kee used to have the worst crush on you, right?”

“Kee used to be insanely infatuated with Dave.”

“And you,” Javier corrected while grinning widely. “Okay. Here’s the thing. All six of us, at one point or another, had been sexually attracted to Dave. I mean, come on. You know what he looks like.”

Justin chuckled, but he didn’t deny that. David was too pretty. Any living, breathing human beings would be enticed by David’s face. Moreover, David had the sexy body to go along with that beautiful face. It didn’t matter if it was a man or a woman. Everyone would always ogle and gawk at David at least twice whenever he or she passed him by. He was simply too damn good-looking to be real. Justin and his five other friends had gotten so used to and bored by the endless attention David would receive in public, they had learned how to ignore all those lustful stares a long time ago.

“I’m not in the same league as Dave.”

Javier chortled. “Dude, have you seen your reflection in the mirror recently? You have an extremely pretty face, a compact, muscular body, and you’re one of the most intelligent people I know. Plus, you’re a fucking sweetheart. In spite of how scary you are during your martial arts matches, you’re actually kind, compassionate, and sympathetic. You’re so damn perfect, it’s sickening.”

“Uh, thanks. I think.”

“You’re welcome,” Javier retorted while smirking slightly. “Anyway, Kee had really liked you for quite a few months back then before he eventually got over it. You and Dave are his type of men.”

“Short?” Justin said while winking in amusement.

“And too pretty to be real,” Javier added while snickering loudly. “Kee never goes for tall and bulky, muscular men. They probably remind him too much of himself. He likes his men a lot shorter and leaner in build. Not sure if he did it on purpose, but all his one-night stands looked eerily similar to one another, and also to you and Dave.”

Justin beamed at Javier. “I like Kee, but we’re friends, and I don’t want to complicate matters. It will be damn awkward if things don’t work out between us, and the rest of you guys will be stuck between your loyalties toward him and me.”

“I think he feels the same way you do. That must be why he never acted on his infatuations toward you and Dave. Besides, I think he’s harboring a crush on someone else. Someone from his childhood years.”

“I know. He mentioned that a couple of times when he was drunk enough. Did he ever tell you the name of that guy from his childhood years?”

Javier shook his head. “Nope. I feel bad for Kee, though. He’s an awesome guy. He’s loving, attentive, and kind. He will make a wonderful boyfriend.”

Justin stared at Javier. “Wait a minute. Are you—”

“No!” Javier exclaimed with a shudder. “Don’t get me wrong. Kee is hot. If I didn’t know him at all, I would have taken him home for a few rounds of mind-blowing sex. I’m really close to him, though. He’s almost like a brother to me. In fact, I think of all six of you as my brothers. No offence, but I have no inclination to sleep with any of you. It will be too yucky and weird.”

Justin chuckled. “None taken. I understand what you mean. We all started at this company right after our college graduation. After that first meeting on the first day at work, we have been inseparable. I think we’re even closer than real, biological brothers. Now that we’re all twenty-eight years old, our friendships have grown so much deeper. There’s no way I can sleep with any of you without constantly thinking about the fact that we’re almost like brothers. That will be more than enough to chase away all of my erections for good.”

“Ditto. Blake is different, though.”

Justin sighed. They were back to that topic again.

“I don’t know, man.”

“Just, if you have the bravery to face any of your martial arts opponents without chickening out, I’m sure you can dig up enough courage to ask Blake out on a date. What’s the worst that can happen anyway?”

“He may shoot me down nicely.”

“And that will be a bad thing because?”

“Precisely because he may end up being too damn sweet and gentle about the whole thing, and from what I’ve known about him so far, he will be one of those gentlemen who will be overly kind and lovely even as he lets me down as gracefully as he can. All the while, he will be worried about hurting my feelings, and that will somehow make the situation so much worse.”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Dude! Listen to yourself. You’re becoming more melodramatic lately. Chill out already. Everything will be fine, and you want to know something?”

“What?”

“I think you and Blake may simply have a misunderstanding between the two of you. The rest of the guys and I are sure Blake are very much into you. You just have to find out why he has been acting colder and more aloof toward you over the past few days. When the two of you came into the pantry that day, he could barely take his eyes off you. Trust me, man. He wants you. Bad!”

Justin felt a spark of hope rising within him once again, but he was also rather cautious about it. Over the last few days, Blake certainly hadn’t seemed like he wanted anything to do with Justin. On the contrary, he had acted as if he couldn’t bear to be in close proximity with Justin, and that had really stung. However, Justin trusted his friends’ judgments. They might be right. If there had indeed been some sort of an issue between him and Blake, he had to find a way to find out if there was a chance for the two of them to work things out somehow.


Chapter 3

It was nineteen minutes past eight o’clock in the morning, and Blake had a bit of time left before he had to get busy inside his office with several documents that had piled up on his desk since the previous afternoon. He had stayed late in the office to clear up as many of them as possible, but he had given up when the clock on his smartphone showed that it was already nine in the evening. He had been too exhausted, and his vision had started to blur. He was feeling somewhat more refreshed now, but he still needed some coffee to perk him up. He had brought his own coffee from home, along with some store-bought pies at this wonderful bakery near to the office called “The Torpedough.” The owner, Anthony Lim, apparently knew of Justin and a few of his friends. Anthony had apparently assumed Blake was close to Justin and all the other six men. Hence, Anthony had given Blake much larger slices of pies.

The pies were still piping warm, but Blake needed the hot water from the pantry. However, he dreaded going there because he knew Justin and his group of friends would congregate there in the morning at least twice a week. He didn’t want to avoid Justin. He missed seeing Justin’s brilliant smile and beautiful eyes. He yearned to be close to Justin, but he didn’t think the man would appreciate him being flirty. After all, Justin already had someone he wanted to date. Blake had no idea who Justin’s potential boyfriend was, but that man must be someone really special. That man might also be somewhere around Justin’s age. Blake didn’t have a self-esteem issue. At thirty-eight years old, he knew some men and women out there still found him attractive and desirable enough. However, he couldn’t help but be acutely aware of the ten-year difference in age between him and Justin. He knew some gay men thought he was an old man, especially the ones in their early to mid-twenties. He didn’t think Justin was a shallow kind of person, but he was still hesitant about approaching the other man. Besides, he needed to remind himself constantly Justin already liked someone else.

“Morning, Blake.”

Blake’s heart almost stopped for a second or two. He was only a few steps away from the pantry, and there Justin was, exiting from the pantry with what smelled like a cup of coffee. The steam was rising off Justin’s cup, and Blake focused on that for a brief moment before beaming at the other man in what he hoped was a friendly manner.

“Hey, Just. Good morning. All done inside?”

Justin nodded. “All of my friends are busy, and they can’t stay to chat as usual. I’m actually the last one to leave the pantry.”

“Oh, cool.”

There was a momentary stretch of silence between the two of them afterward. It wasn’t completely awkward, but it was definitely far from comfortable. Justin cleared his throat and held the pantry door open for Blake.

“Go ahead.”

Blake smiled. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Blake had just taken a couple of steps into the pantry when he huffed under his breath and turned around. He grabbed onto Justin’s hand and gazed into the man’s gorgeous eyes.

“Just, are you in a hurry this morning?”

Justin seemed stunned for a few seconds before shaking his head. “Not at all.”

Blake lifted the paper bag that contained the pies in his right hand. It had the logo of the bakery on it. Then he held up the cloth bag in his other hand, which had his favorite tin of coffee and his reusable mug in it.

“I have a better coffee than the one in your mug. We can share that. I also have some awesome pies from The Torpedough. Anthony told me you were quite the regular customer. I’ll share the coffee and pies with you if you keep me company for a few minutes inside the pantry.”

In the next instant, Justin had the most breathtaking smile on his face, and Blake gaped at the sight. He beamed in delight when Justin shifted closer and nodded in response.

“Sure thing. I’m not looking forward to this coffee in my mug anyway. I hope yours tastes a whole lot better.”

Blake smirked at Justin. “Trust me. It’s a million times better.”

After that, the two of them started working together in the pantry. They discarded the remainder of the coffee from the coffee maker before cleaning it up and brewing a new pot. This time around, they used some of Blake’s coffee. While they were waiting for the coffee to be ready, they sat at table and enjoyed the pies. Justin moaned softly upon shoving the first bite of the pie inside his mouth, and Blake almost came inside his pants from that sexy sound alone.

“Holy shit! I’ve missed this so much. Anthony’s bakery is the best!”

Blake chuckled. “I drive past his bakery every day on the way to work. I can buy you whatever you like. Just let me know.”

Justin shook his head. “Nah, I can’t.”

Blake was more than a little disappointed to hear that. “Why not?”

“I need to maintain my figure.”

Blake burst out laughing. “What are you talking about? You look really amazing, man.”

“I try my best,” Justin said. “I like to be as active as possible.”

“Yeah? How many times a week do you go to the gym?”

“Three or four. It depends on how busy I am that particular week. How about you?”

“I have my own gym equipment at home, so it’s six times a week at least. About two to two and a half hours each time.”

Justin whistled softly. “Damn! That’s dedication right there.”

“Your body is incredible,” Blake complimented.

“Not so much from the gym sessions.”

Blake arched his left eyebrow at Justin. “Then what?”

“Judo, Taekwondo, and Chinese Kung Fu.”

Blake stared at Justin in surprise. “Wow! Do you participate in some of the competitions?”

“I used to. A lot.”

“Not anymore?”

“Can’t, man. I’m getting older, but that’s not the main reason. I have a full-time job, which takes up most of my time. I can train intensively on weekends, but those won’t be enough for the competitions.”

Blake understood what Justin was referring to. When he was younger, it was so much easier for him to eat and drink whatever he liked without worrying about his cholesterol level, the possibility of his blood pressure rising too high, or even his body weight. He could consume as much alcohol as he liked without getting up the next morning with a hangover, a pounding headache that felt as if a monster was trying to crack his skull open, and being sore everywhere. He could exercise for an hour, or maybe an hour and a half, and still obtain the results and build that he wanted. These days, he had to put in so much more effort into maintaining his muscular build. Two hours at the gym minimum, and he would sometimes wake up aching from head to toe the day after. At thirty-eight years old, he certainly couldn’t stay up late or until the early morning hours the way he used to back when he was in his teenage years or early to late twenties without feeling cranky and murderous the next day.

“But you’re only twenty-eight years old, man.”

Justin seemed startled to hear that. “How did you know about my age?”

“You mentioned it the first time we met.”

“Oh, I did?”

“Yeah.”

“Cool,” Justin said with a sheepish expression on his face. “I guess I’ve forgotten that. Anyway, back to the martial arts.”

“Right.”

“My body can’t take the strain the way it used to back when I was much younger. Granted, I have a lot more experience now. I know I can fight smarter instead of harder, but it doesn’t change the fact that the younger ones have a lot more stamina. If they can outlast me, I’ll be in deep trouble, and there’s a high probability of me losing the match. Even the training sessions can be a bitch. I’ll feel the strain on my body a lot more than I did in the past. My body isn’t the same as it once was. I can participate in two or maybe three matches. Afterward, I’ll need a break.”

Blake chuckled. “You haven’t felt nothing yet, man. Wait until you’re my age.”

Justin scoffed. “What are you talking about? I’ve never seen you shirtless, but I don’t need to do that to see that you have a shit ton of muscles everywhere. Your dress shirt and pants can’t hide your muscles. In fact, they look as if they’re bursting at the seams, trying to contain all of your muscles. My muscles are nothing like yours.”

“I like you just the way you are.”

Blake regretted it the moment the words were out of his mouth. He hoped he hadn’t sounded too flirty. He didn’t want Justin to misunderstand his intention. He was simply giving a compliment. He also lusted after Justin, but he could never admit that out loud. He reminded himself that Justin already liked someone else. If he made any unwanted advances toward Justin, that would make the situation uncomfortable for them. Fortunately, Justin didn’t seem to mind. He even smiled at Blake.

“Thanks, man. Appreciate it.”

Then the two of them continued to chat inside the pantry for a few minutes longer. Blake knew Justin was off-limits, but the two of them could always be friends. There was no harm in that. The two of them were just colleagues and friends who hung out together. He just had to be more careful in selecting his words. He didn’t want his words to sound sexual because Justin might not like that. Besides, he had never received any hint through Justin’s words or actions that the man might like him, too. Most importantly, he was aware Justin already had someone else in mind. He hated that motherfucking bastard without even knowing who he was. Lucky son of a bitch. If he had only met Justin a lot faster, he might have had the opportunity to go out on dates with him. It just wasn’t meant to be.

“You’re welcome,” Blake responded with before getting lost in his thoughts for far too long. Then he gestured at the pies and coffee before speaking up again. “I really enjoy this.”

Justin beamed at Blake, and it made him look impossibly more handsome than he already was. “Me, too.”

“Maybe we can hang out like this once in a while?” Blake asked in a hopeful tone of voice, but he also prepared himself to be rejected.

“That will be awesome,” Justin replied, and Blake heaved out a soft sigh of relief. “You can also join my friends and me for lunch sometimes. We also like to go out for a drink or two after work at least two times a week. Just to catch up and unwind.”

“I don’t want to intrude—”

“You won’t be,” Justin cut Blake off midsentence. “My friends have been urging me to invite you out to hang out with us.”

Blake thought that was a little weird. He and Justin weren’t dating or anything like that. Justin’s friends could have easily stopped by his office and ask him to come along. It wasn’t really necessary to go through Justin. Not that Blake would complain about that to Justin. He relished the opportunity to interact with Justin as much as possible. He was more than willing to grab any chance he could that would allow him to be in close proximity to Justin. He wouldn’t get to date Justin, but being friends was the next best thing, and he was grateful to have that at least.


Chapter 4

“Why is Blake not having lunch with us today?”

Justin glanced toward David, who was seated at the other end of the table. “Oh, he has a lunch meeting with some of the other vice presidents.”

“Damn!” Joshua exclaimed loudly from where he was, which was right next to David. “He’s hot, funny, a smart conversationalist, and successful. You better chain him up nice and tight. Otherwise, all of the single men out there will come sniffing around him.”

“We’re not dating,” Justin said, and he was about to shove the next spoonful of food into his mouth when he realized all of his friends were staring at him. “What?”

Javier rolled his eyes. “Just, come on! You haven’t asked him out yet?”

Justin was a little embarrassed as he shook his head. “I don’t think he’s into me. At all.”

Vincent snorted while the other guys at the table started laughing. “Who are you kidding, man? Blake isn’t into you? Are you stupid? Blind? Or both? He likes you, dude. A lot.”

“I agree with Vince,” Keenan interjected. “Blake had joined us for lunch almost every day for the past two weeks. Each time, he had sat next to you, and he had stared at you as if the fucking sun is shining out through your gaping butt hole. Plus, he looked at you with so much adoration in his eyes, it was sickening and nauseating. Fuck, dude. I envy you. Blake really likes you. Trust me.”

Justin raised his middle fingers at Keenan. “Bitch! My asshole isn’t loose and wide open.”

Keenan rolled his eyes. “Whatever. That’s not the point. You better lasso that man and make him yours. There are hungry and desperate single men out there waiting to bury their claws into him. He’s the fucking whole package.”

“This is so unlike you, Just,” Calvin said. “You’re not the shy type. You’ve always gone after what you want. Remember those three men at the bar last month? The ones who almost punched each other because they all wanted to take you home?”

David snickered and spoke up before Justin could utter a single word. “Oh, damn! I remember them. That was hilarious. They had started out simply competing for Justin’s attention, buying him drinks, and chatting him up. Somewhere along the line, they had begun to argue. Shortly after, they had grabbed onto each other’s shirts. All three of them had looked rather intoxicated by then.”

Justin grinned. “Oh, they had been both tipsy and horny.”

Joshua chortled. “I think everyone at the bar had been waiting for them to fight one another.”

“But you had spoiled the potential entertainment when you grabbed onto their shirts and pulled their faces down toward you,” Keenan added. “The sight had been hilarious and hot. You were so much shorter in comparison to those men. They were really tall and muscular. I’d been standing at the time, ready to rescue you from them, and I could tell two of those men were taller than me. At six feet three inches, I’m not exactly short. Those men were like mini giants, especially with all of the muscles on them. What had you said to them anyway?”

Justin could feel the blush coming on right at the moment, but at the time, he had been aroused and more than ready for some good times in the sack. “I’d told them to shut the fuck up and save all of their energies because I was in the mood to get fucked until the next morning.”

Justin chuckled when all of his friends let out a loud guffaw almost simultaneously. Javier even whistled at him before speaking up, sounding both impressed and amused.

“Dude, you’re the man. No wonder those men had immediately calmed down and followed you out from the bar like sheep.”

“They had also looked so smug and cocky,” Vincent added. “Damn, Just! You’re a certified slut.”

Justin stuck his tongue out at Vincent. “Fuck you. You’re no blushing virgin yourself, jerk!”

“How come you haven’t used some of your gutsy moves on Blake, man?” Calvin asked before Vincent and Justin could snap at each other like two overgrown toddlers.

Justin groaned under his breath. “I really don’t think he likes me that way. I mean, he’s polite, sweet, and friendly. He’s a wonderful man all around. He even sends me these cute text messages with some of the lamest jokes in the world at least once a day. I like that he has a sense of humor.”

“But?” David prodded.

“But I think he has friend-zoned me or something.”

Joshua snorted. “No fucking way. We’re all friends here at this table, but I’ve never looked at any of you with the same intensity that Blake has toward Justin.”

Javier nodded before gazing straight into Justin’s eyes. “I agree with Josh. I think you and Blake really have to hash things out properly. Don’t drag this on any longer.”

“All the pining, lust, and desperation between you and Blake are puke-inducing,” Keenan interjected while smirking at Justin. “The sexual tension between the two of you is so palpable, I think I can choke on it. Stop being such a damn coward, man. Talk to him.”

Justin sighed. “Easier said than done.”

“What’s so difficult about it? Just open your mouth and let him know how you feel. Ask him out,” Calvin pointed out before winking at Justin. “You can use your mouth to communicate. You know that, right? It’s not just a home for a nice, hard dick.”

Justin rolled his eyes upon hearing that while all of his friends burst out laughing. They were all twenty-eight years old, but it was obvious he was more mature than all of them combined. At least he was right at that very moment.

“Shut up, Cal.”

Calvin chortled even louder, and Justin simply gave up trying to calm his friends down. They were on a roll now, and there was no stopping them. They were right about one thing, though. Justin liked Blake, and he should just invite the man out for a date. He had been holding back for too long, and he was feeling more miserable with each passing day. The worst thing that could happen was to be rejected by Blake. Justin knew Blake was a sweet and lovely gentleman. He was certain Blake wouldn’t be cruel toward him. If Blake wasn’t interested, he would let Justin down gently. Justin was sure about that. The thought made him feel a lot better, but he had no idea how he was supposed to approach Blake about a date. He had to think of the right way to bring the subject up during their next conversation.

* * * *

Blake hadn’t seen Justin at all that day. He had many tasks to accomplish, and he also had to attend way too many meetings. He hadn’t even gotten the chance to have lunch with Justin and his group of friends. Now, it was nearly six o’clock, and he was finally able to take a breather. The first thing he did was to make his way across the hallway toward Justin’s office. He was delighted and relieved when he heard the sound of the clicking and clacking of fingers on the keyboard coming from inside the office. He was in luck. Justin might still be inside the office. He knocked on the door and pushed it open when he heard Justin’s voice calling out from inside.

“Hey, Just.”

Justin glanced up and beamed at him. “Hey, Blake. What’s up?”

“Just finished with my last meeting. About ready to head out. What about you?”

Justin pointed at the laptop. “I have a little bit more of data to input before I can go back home. I’ll probably be here for another fifteen, twenty minutes.”

“Cool. Do you mind if I sit here and chat while you type?”

“Not at all,” Justin said while gesturing at the chair across the table from him. “Have a seat.”

“Thanks,” Blake responded with as he sat on the chair. “So, how was your day?”

Justin groaned. “Long. We’re conducting several interviews for new employees for some of the departments. What about you?”

“Busy.”

Justin chuckled as he continued with his work. “I bet. I haven’t seen hair nor hide of you for the whole day. What was going on?”

“I’m trying to streamline some of the processes in the finance department to make them more efficient. I had meetings with all of the managers in my department, Vince included, to inform them about the changes. I’ll have another meeting with everyone, including all of the staff in my department, on Monday morning. I’m glad today is Friday. I need a break.”

Justin smiled at Blake for a second or two before returning his attention to his laptop. “What are your plans for the weekend?”

“Laundry and groceries.”

Justin laughed. “Same here. No hot dates?”

Blake shook his head. “Nope. I wish.”

“Why not? You’re hot, successful, and sweet. Any guy will be lucky to have you.”

“Unfortunately for me, the guy I like already sets his eyes on someone other than me.”

Justin visibly stiffened for a brief moment before he looked in Blake’s direction. “You have someone that you like?”

Blake nodded. “Yeah. He doesn’t know that I like him, though. I also recently discovered he was most probably going to confess his feelings toward some other man.”

“Oh, man. That sucks. I’m so sorry, dude.”

Blake bit back a sigh. “Yeah. Me, too.”

“Do I know him?”

“I don’t think you do,” Blake replied. It was a lie. However, he couldn’t tell Justin the identity of the man he liked. It would make things awkward between them, and he didn’t want to lose Justin as a friend. “He’s a wonderful man. He’s sweet, he has a sexy body, and his face is…fuck! He’s so damn good-looking and enticing, I’ve seen people ogling him like a piece of meat. I was jealous and furious when I noticed, and I wish he was mine.”

“Oh, right. Cool. It must really suck to be that guy, though.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

For the next few moments, neither of them exchanged a single word. The only sound in the room came from Justin’s fingers tapping on the keyboard rather forcefully. Justin seemed angry and sad at the same time, and Blake wondered about the reason for that. Then he was taken aback when Justin abruptly stopped typing and beamed at him.

“Why don’t we go out for a beer or two? My treat.”

Blake’s first instinct was to reject Justin, but he didn’t know when else he would get another opportunity to hang out with Justin one on one outside of the office. He wanted to inquire about Justin’s boyfriend or lover. Or whatever the fuck that man was to Justin. However, he was terrified that Justin would start gushing about that man and how perfect he was. After all, only an amazing, lucky man would be able to land someone as incredible as Justin. He forced a smile onto his face and nodded at Justin.

“Dinner first. My treat.”

Justin seemed surprised, but Blake thought there was also a hint of delight on the man’s expression. He knew he shouldn’t torture himself with his wishful thinking, but he was going to pretend that he and Justin were about to go out on their first date together. It fucking hurt inside, knowing it wasn’t real. However, he was more than willing to take what he could get. Just one time. He was going to fantasize he and Justin were together as a couple. After that, he would float back down to earth and return to reality. He just wanted this one chance to dream that the two of them were more than friends. That would be more than enough for him. It had to be. He would have to be satisfied with it.


Chapter 5

Justin was in heaven. Dinner with Blake was amazing. Blake was so attentive and lovely, and he made Justin feel as if nothing else on earth could be more important than him. Throughout dinner, Justin couldn’t help but resent that man who had stolen Blake’s heart. That jerk! Justin would have treasured Blake like the most precious jewel. Unfortunately, Blake was obviously deeply infatuated with that unknown person. Justin didn’t think he would ever have a chance to be with Blake. At least not for the time being. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out Blake only had that unknown man in his heart right now. It had been written clearly all over Blake’s face earlier when he had confessed it in Justin’s office. Justin was still thankful he got the opportunity to have dinner with Blake, though.

“I love my parents,” Justin said when he and Blake were nearing the end of dinner. “But I can’t stand all that pressure from them telling me to settle down now that I’m almost thirty years old.”

“You don’t want to get married, have a wonderful husband, and raise two point five kids together?” Blake asked in a teasing tone of voice.

Justin chuckled. “I do, but not with any random Tom, Dick, and Harry.”

Blake laughed. “Be with someone you like then.”

Justin sipped on his beer as he glanced around the diner, looking at nobody and nothing in particular. “There’s someone I like, but I think we’re not meant to be.”

“It’s his loss.”

Blake had a very serious expression, and Justin smiled in return. “Thanks. I really like him, though.”

“I’m sure you can do so much better than him.”

Justin grinned. “Thanks, man. That’s such an ego booster.”

Blake shrugged. “Nothing but the truth. You’re gorgeous, sexy, and sweet. Anyone will be damn lucky to have you.”

Justin expelled a soft sigh. “Not everyone apparently.”

Blake gazed into Justin’s eyes. There was something in Blake’s expression Justin couldn’t quite figure out, but he was feeling rather down at the moment, and he wasn’t in the right mood to analyze it.

“Are you sure the two of you can’t work things out somehow?”

Justin gulped down another mouthful of beer before answering the question. “I don’t know. The thing is he doesn’t even know I like him that way. It’s all one-sided on my part.”

Blake beamed at Justin, but he appeared rather sad for some strange reason. Or maybe Justin was imagining it.

“There’s a lot of that going on lately. Just do your best, and if it’s meant to be, you’ll end up together. Isn’t that what people said?”

“What people?” Justin asked while chortling softly, feeling both amused and strangely entertained by the topic even though his heart wasn’t really in it.

“Everyone out there,” Blake quipped in return, obviously tickled by the subject, as well.

Justin rolled his eyes. “Yeah. I guess so.”

Then Blake leaned against the back of the chair and patted his stomach lightly. Justin swallowed the drool that had pooled inside his mouth at the sight of Blake’s bulging muscles, which were visible through that fitted, white dress shirt. Blake had also rolled up his long sleeves all the way to his elbows, so his muscled forearms were on display. Justin was strong, but he certainly didn’t have the same amount of muscles as Blake. There was no other word to describe Blake. Blake was hot. Like burning.

“I’m full.”

Justin snickered. “Me, too. Do you still want to go to the bar for some drinks? There’s an excellent one a few doors away from this diner. The best part is it’s not as popular as some of the other bars, so it will be quiet enough for us to chat with each other without having to scream and shout over the loud music and the other patrons’ voices.”

“Sounds good to me. Let me take care of the bill for us. Then we can leave.”

“Okay.”

Justin watched as Blake made his way toward the cashier to pay up, and he admired the sight of the man’s sexy ass from where he was seated. He would have loved to bury his face in between those obviously muscled butt cheeks and chow down on that ass. Unfortunately for him, it could only be a fantasy for now. As long as Blake was still hung up on that unknown man, Justin knew he wouldn’t be able to be with Blake the way he really wanted to. Even if they somehow ended up in bed together, there would be the shadow of that unknown person between the two of them. Justin wasn’t a masochist. If he couldn’t have one hundred percent of Blake’s heart, then it was better not to have him at all.

* * * *

Blake raised his glass at Justin. “Thanks for the beer.”

Justin returned the gesture. “You’re welcome, and thanks for dinner.”

The two of them sipped on their beer, both of them sighing loudly in satisfaction and grinning at each other, before placing their glasses back onto the counter. They had agreed to occupy two of the corner seats next to the counter at the bar so they could be closer to the bartender. Fortunately, even though it was Friday evening, the bar wasn’t crowded at all, and the two of them could have some semblance of privacy even if they were seated near to the bartender.

“What’s your type of men?” Blake asked.

He hadn’t meant to inquire about that. However, he couldn’t help but be curious about the man Justin was so deeply infatuated with. In all honesty, the competitive streak inside of him was rearing its ugly head. He needed to know how he stacked up against that mystery man Justin seemed to like so damn much.

“I don’t really have one.”

Blake groaned, feeling a little disappointed. “Oh, come on, man. Everyone has a specific kind of man or woman that he or she will go for more than the others.”

Justin was quiet for a brief moment. “Well, when I was younger, I used to date only men who were somewhere around my age. Nothing against older men, but when I was eighteen, nineteen, or even twenty years old, I just wanted to have fun. You understand what I’m getting at here?”

Blake nodded. “Yeah.”

“Cool. I had plenty of offers from men in their thirties and forties. They wanted to date me, and I knew even then they were seeking for something more permanent out of the relationships, but I hadn’t graduated college, and I simply wasn’t ready to settle down. I wanted to live a little and have plenty of fun along the way.”

“What happened then?”

“I avoided dating older men. Period.”

“Have you changed your mind since?”

Justin chuckled. “Of course. After having sex for the first time at twenty-two years old, I—”

“Whoa! Hold up! Twenty-two?”

Justin snickered. “I hadn’t been ready to do anything prior to that.”

Blake whistled. “Damn! Who was the lucky son of a bitch? The one who got to cop your cherry ass.”

Justin burst out laughing. “That was a funny story all on its own. He was this other Asian dude in one of my classes, and we decided to date each other. We were both in our senior years, and we’d both dated some men before we hooked up with each other. Both of us had done nothing serious with any of our respective ex-boyfriends. Just a few dates here and there. There had been some kissing on the lips, neck, and chest. Basically nothing below the waist. Neither of us had been willing to go that far with any of the men we dated.”

Blake gaped at Justin. “Holy shit! Two virgins fumbling around with each other?”

Justin grinned. “Yeah. We were horrible, though. Two twenty-two-year-old men with the barest amount of experiences between them, and yet we had somehow thought it would be an excellent idea to have sex with each other. The alcohol was partly to blame.”

Blake let out a loud guffaw. “Some liquid courage?”

“Something like that,” Justin replied while obviously blushing at the memory. “The kisses between us were awesome. He was a great kisser, and I wasn’t that bad either. At least I didn’t think I was. Everything else was terrible, though. Porn makes sex look so easy. That motherfucker!”

Blake chortled, and Justin followed suit. “How bad was it?”

“On a scale of zero to ten, with ten being extremely appalling and completely hopeless, we managed to go up all the way to one hundred. We had no clue what we were supposed to be doing to each other. We had both used too much teeth while attempting to stuff each other’s dicks inside our mouths. I’d shoved my dick into his ass instead of going slow and easy. He, on the other hand, had a tough time aiming his dick at my ass. He kept missing the entrance.”

Blake banged the table over and over again as the hilarity of the images described by Justin came into his mind. He might not know what Justin’s first lover looked like, but he didn’t need to. He could easily envision every scene inside his head.

“But you both got off at the end?”

“Yeah,” Justin answered before sipping on his beer. “When it was over, we had been too mortified and probably more than a little traumatized by our first full-on sexual experiences, so neither of us had the balls to gaze straight at each other in the eyes. We broke up a week later.”

“Were you saddened by it?”

Justin shrugged. “Yes and no. I mean, he gave me my first full-blown oral and anal sex experiences after all.”

“And you were also his first lover. At least the one he had actually gone all the way with.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you still in touch with him?”

Justin shook his head. “But I know he has settled down with this white dude in Wisconsin. I’d heard about it from one of our mutual friends. I’m happy for him.”

“What happened after you two had gone on your separate ways?”

“For the rest of my senior year, I’d turned into one of the biggest sluts on campus.”

Blake raised his eyebrows. “For real?”

Justin chuckled. “I’d fucked and gotten fucked by a lot of men for the remainder of my senior year, and also for the next two, three years afterward. It was as if a dam had broken open somewhere deep inside me, and I’d felt the need to make up for lost time. By the time I was twenty-five years old, I’d simmered down some. Most importantly, I’ve decided that I prefer to bottom in a relationship. Being the top is nice, but life is infinitely better as a bottom.”

Blake grinned. “Cool. You had never dated someone for a long period of time?”

“I had,” Justin replied. “My first real boyfriend was the Asian dude. It might only have lasted for a week, but it meant something to me.”

“Right.”

“Then it was a white guy, a black guy, a Latino, and another Asian dude.”

“All monogamous?”

Justin scoffed. “Of course, and before you ask, I never planned and chose my ex-boyfriends based on their skin colors. It so happened that things went down that way.”

“I wasn’t going to inquire about that, but thanks for telling me.”

“No problem. What about you?”

“What about me?” Blake countered before sipping on his beer.

“Who was your first? How was it?”

“I’d been with both men and women.”

“You’re bisexual?”

Blake shook his head in amusement. “I’d been in a severe denial back then. I’d desperately tried to convince myself that I was straight. I would fuck women as often as I could.”

Justin had a sympathetic expression on his face now. “I’m sorry.”

Blake bit back a sigh. “I’d been determined to fuck my ‘gayness’ out of me. My head had been really messed up back then. I’d also joined all kinds of sports, hoping they would turn me straight. After all, men who are excellent in sports can’t be gay. Right?”

Then he laughed as the memory returned to the forefront of his mind, but he could detect the bitterness in his voice. Talking about the past was always difficult for him.

“What sports?”

“Football, wrestling, swimming, baseball, lifting weights, tennis, basketball, and many others. Nothing worked. I’d only gotten more aggressive and more furious as nothing appeared to stop me from having sexual feelings for other men. Back then, I’d been more concerned about how people would perceive me, so I would act all ‘straight’ and macho while suppressing my attraction toward other men.”

“What changed?”

Blake gulped down the last of his beer before responding to the question. “I was twenty-seven, almost twenty-eight, when I’d met this really hot guy at the bar. It’s a straight bar, in case you’re wondering.”

“I wasn’t. Doesn’t matter. Go on.”

Blake lifted his empty glass at the bartender, who came over promptly to refill it for him, before he continued with his story. “He was very masculine. There was nothing about him that screamed ‘gay.’ You know what I’m talking about?”

“I do.”

Blake breathed in and out a couple of times. Then he sipped on his beer before finishing up with the rest of his story.

“He and I had been seated close to each other, and we somehow ended up chatting about sports, our respective jobs, politics, and a few other things. He had invited me back to his place for more beer and conversations, but things went down another route soon afterward. I really couldn’t tell how it had gotten started. One minute we had been laughing and talking with each other. The next thing I knew, we had embraced and kissed each other. Well, more like trying to devour each other. The sex had been insanely rough and brutal. He was a huge guy, too. Much larger than I am now. Back then, I wasn’t as massive physically as I am now, but close enough. Anyway, he had fucked me first. Then I simply had to return the favor.”

Justin grinned. “Did you start going to the pride parade after that? Waving the rainbow flags in your short shorts and cropped tops?”

Blake rolled his eyes at Justin’s lame attempt to lighten up the mood between them. “Not exactly, but I’d begun looking at myself differently after that experience. He was my first man, and he was bisexual. On the other hand, I knew even then that I had to be one hundred percent gay. I’d been forcing myself to have sex with women because the alternative was something I hadn’t been able to accept. He and I had ended up dating each other for several months, but in hindsight, it was more of a convenient arrangement between us. We had both enjoyed the sex between us, a lot, and we liked the sex to be rough and aggressive. We were perfect together sexually speaking, but there hadn’t been much of anything else beyond that.”

“Are you out to your family?”

Blake nodded. “They had been less than thrilled when I came out to them.”

“How old were you then?”

“Thirty.”

Justin gaped at Blake for a second or two. “Are they okay with you now?”

“Not really. I hadn’t gone home for Thanksgiving and Christmas for six years in a row now. I’d tried to mend the bridges with them until the last Christmas I’d spent with them back when I was thirty-one. They wanted nothing to do with me, so I’d also stopped keeping in touch with them since then.”

“I’m sorry.”

Blake shot Justin a sad smile. “Thanks. I’m okay now. I think we better change the topic now. This is getting fucking depressing.”

“Sure. What do you do for fun in your spare time?”

“What spare time?”

Justin burst out laughing immediately. “Smartass.”

Blake chuckled. “I mostly stay at home and paint.”

Justin’s eyes widened. “You can draw?”

“Don’t look so surprised, man.”

Justin smiled at Blake. “It’s the good kind. I didn’t know about your artistic side. I’d heard about how analytical, organized, and detail-oriented you were at work. Mostly from your subordinates in the finance department. They also admired your intelligence. I just never imagined you painting anything in your spare time.”

“What did you have in mind then?”

Justin shrugged. “I thought you would crunch even more numbers for fun.”

Blake snorted. “Nah. I have enough dealing with numbers at work.”

“Cool.”

Then Blake had a brilliant idea. He and Justin were friends and colleagues. There was no harm in inviting Justin to his house someday in the future.

“Would you like to take a look at some of my paintings?”

Justin sat up straighter almost immediately. “At your house?”

“Yeah, man.”

“You don’t mind me coming over?”

“Not at all.”

Justin gave Blake the most beautiful smile in the next second. “Then I would love to. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Are you free tomorrow or Sunday? You can come over in the afternoon, see the paintings, and hang out with me before dinner. We can grill something in my backyard. What do you think?”

“That will be awesome. I’m free tomorrow afternoon. What should I bring?”

“You don’t have to—”

“How about a bottle of wine?”

“Justin, man, you really don’t have to do that.”

“I want to.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

Blake’s heart beat a little faster and harder at the thought of having Justin over at his place. The two of them would have dinner together while enjoying a bottle of wine. That sounded almost like a date.

“Okay then. A bottle of wine will be much appreciated. Thanks, man.”

Justin shook his head. “I should be thanking you for allowing to come over to your house and look at your paintings.”

“It’s my pleasure.”

After that, the two of them ended up chatting for another hour or so before deciding it was time to leave. Once Justin had taken care of the bill, they got out from the bar. Then Blake thought his heart had stopped beating for a second or two when Justin abruptly pulled him into a tight embrace. He wrapped his arms around Justin’s waist. Justin’s compact yet muscular body felt really incredible as it was pressed right against his own bulkier one.

“I had a wonderful evening,” Justin whispered into Blake’s ear. “Thank you.”

“No, man. Thank you. The pleasure was all mine.”

Justin pulled away from Blake. Blake was more than a little disappointed as he slowly released the smaller man from his arms.

“I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon then.”

Blake nodded, feeling cheered up slightly at the reminder than he would be meeting up with Justin again soon enough. “Can’t wait.”

Justin hugged Blake once again. This time, it lasted a bit longer. When they broke apart, they smiled at each other before going on their separate ways. Blake headed toward his car, which was parked quite a bit of distance away from the bar, while Justin’s car was right next to the curb in front of it. His steps were light and bouncy, though. He was excited. He would be seeing Justin again in a matter of hours, and he couldn’t wait for it. They were going to have so much fun hanging out. Blake would make sure of it.


Chapter 6

Justin loved hanging out with his friends, he really did, but they were a bunch of nosy motherfuckers. All of them.

“Not enough sleep last night, Just?” David asked with a teasing tone of voice, and it was loud enough to wake the dead. “Your eyebags are horrible.”

Justin sighed upon hearing that. Naturally, all of his other friends started staring at him. The seven of them were having their weekly Saturday lunch together. This time around, they were at a newly-opened Korean restaurant. So far, all of the food they ordered and shared had been delicious and well-prepared. Most importantly, the restaurant had a thirty-percent discount for all customers who came in during its first month in business. Justin darted his eyes back and forth among his six friends, and he wasn’t astonished to notice the gleam of mischievousness in Joshua’s eyes. He knew what Joshua was like. Hence, he wasn’t surprised when Joshua was the one to speak up next.

“How was dinner with Mr. Muscle last night?”

“Did you invite him back to your place for a night cap?” Keegan added while snickering loudly.

Justin rolled his eyes when Keegan and Joshua smacked their palms across the table at each other. “Very mature, guys.”

Vincent smirked at Justin. “Don’t try to change the topic, man.”

Justin groaned. “Not you, too, Vince.”

Vincent blushed a little. “Sorry, man. We’re all curious. Besides, Blake is an amazing man. We’re all rooting for you and him to get together soon.”

“Come on, guys,” Javier half yelled from the other end of the long table. “Give him a break already.”

Justin beamed gratefully at Javier. “Thanks, man. You’re my number one favorite person in the entire world now.”

“Not Blake?” Calvin interjected.

Justin scoffed at Calvin. “I wish.”

“Uh-oh. That doesn’t sound good,” David mumbled out from the chair next to Justin before his eyes widened mere seconds later. “Oh, shit! Is he married or something?”

Justin snorted. “Nope, but he likes someone else, though.”

Javier gave Justin what appeared to be a sympathetic smile. “Ouch. I’m sorry, man.”

“Thanks, Javier. I appreciate that.”

“He’s not married, and he’s not dating anyone. He’s fair game,” Vincent pointed out before shoving a spoonful of rice into his mouth.

“But he’s hung up on this other guy,” Justin said while allowing his exasperation to leak out.

Joshua tapped on Justin’s shoulder to grab his attention. “You’re one of the prettiest men I’ve ever seen. Just bat those beautiful eyes at him, and he will forget all about that other guy.”

Justin didn’t know if he should be annoyed or amused. “Your logic truly astounds me, dude. Regardless of the way I look, I don’t think I can magically erase all of Blake’s feelings for that other guy. None of you saw Blake’s face when he talked about this other guy. Maybe it’s just my imagination, but Blake is probably half in love with that man already.”

Keegan arched his left eyebrow at Justin. “So what? The two of them aren’t together in any way, shape, or form. Who knows? You may be just what the doctor ordered. One kiss from you, and he will forget all about that other man.”

Justin snorted. “My kiss doesn’t have a magical quality to it.”

“But it may be magical to Blake,” Vincent added while winking at Justin.

Justin rolled his eyes. “Funny, Vince. You’ve missed your calling. Maybe you should become a comedian instead of wasting your time doing financial stuff.”

Vincent chuckled. “Fuck you, jerk. I’m damn good at what I do.”

Justin stuck his tongue out at Vincent before looking around at his other friends. “Why are you all so enthusiastic about Blake and me anyway?”

“You may end up being the first among us to finally land a boyfriend and settle down for good,” Calvin replied, sounding both playful and serious at the same time. “We’re all twenty-eight years old. I know we’re still young, but I really don’t want to stay single for the rest of my life. That works for some people, but I’ve always wanted a nice man of my own. Nothing wrong with craving some companionship and stability.”

“Marriage and two point five kids?” Justin teased.

Calvin shrugged. “Yeah.”

Calvin’s tone of voice was flat, and it was as if he couldn’t be bothered about his relationship status, but Justin knew better. He was aware Calvin had daddy issues a mile long. Calvin had been raised by a single mother because his father had abandoned him and his mother back when he was only four years old. That was one of the reasons why Calvin, more often than not, would gravitate toward older men whenever he wanted to get laid. Justin smiled at Calvin, who beamed at him in return. He didn’t have daddy issues like Calvin, but he could agree with his friend about one thing. It was okay to wish for some form of security, support, and balance in one’s life, and if that meant getting a boyfriend, then he was all for it.

Unfortunately, his feeling was directed toward Blake, a man who was emotionally unavailable at the moment. He wasn’t certain if he could live the rest of his life with Blake while constantly wondering if the man was as invested as he was in the relationship. He glanced around at his friends when he heard them chatting about their holiday plans for the upcoming summer. He had no idea who had abruptly changed the topic of conversation, but he was thankful for it. It was getting too depressing. He participated in the conversation once in a while, but for the most part, he was lost inside his own head, thinking about Blake and the fact that he would be meeting that hot and sexy man later that afternoon. It wasn’t going to be a date. The two of them would just be hanging out, but it would be fun. At least Justin would get the chance to spend more time with Blake as friends.

* * * *

Blake took a deep breath as he made his way toward the front door. He glanced around the living room and what he could see of the dining room. They were as neat and tidy as they could possibly be. He had spent the entire morning and early afternoon obsessively wiping and vacuuming everything. Not that his house was anything less than clean and organized at any other time. However, this was a special occasion. This would be Justin’s first visit to his house, and he wanted to impress the man he had been crushing on for days now. He knew the two of them weren’t dating or anything remotely close to that. They were just friends. However, he couldn’t stop the seed of hope from blossoming deep within him. Maybe someday in the future if Justin could look at him as a potential boyfriend instead of being hung up on that unknown man.

“Justin, welcome,” Blake shouted in a rather overexcited tone of voice while grinning widely. “Come on in.”

He knew he was overdoing it. He was aware he was acting like a nervous, lovesick teenager on his first date, but he couldn’t help it. Justin had looked amazing in all of his formal attires at the office. In the long-sleeved sweater and that pair of obscenely tight, fitted jeans, Justin’s incredibly sexy body was on full display.

“Hey, Blake,” Justin greeted while giving Blake a hug. “Thanks for having me. Your house is beautiful.”

“Thank you, but it pales in comparison to you.”

Justin blushed. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” Blake said before pointing at the paper bag in Justin’s hand. “What’s that?”

Justin glanced at the direction of Blake’s finger before raising the paper bag and offering it to him. “Oh, here. I got this for us. It’s my favorite red wine. I hope you’ll like it, too.”

Blake beamed. “Cool. I’m sure I will. Let me give you a brief tour of my house.”

“Okay.”

“Let’s start from the first floor.”

Blake was a simple man. He might be successful in his career, and he could be considered as rather wealthy after working, saving, and investing for many years, but his house was located in a middle-class neighborhood in San Francisco. On the first floor, aside from the kitchen and the dining room, there were one bedroom and two bathrooms. On the second floor, there were the master bedroom and the en suite bathroom, along with two extra bedrooms that shared one bathroom between them.

“I thought you have a private gym at home,” Justin said when they were done looking around both floors of the house.

“At the basement. It’s my pride and joy.”

Justin chuckled. “I bet.”

A minute or so later, Blake proudly showed Justin his home gym. It was fully equipped with all kinds of equipment. He had also installed an air-conditioning system at the basement so he could exercise comfortably.

“What do you think?”

“You own more equipment than most of the gyms in the city,” Justin replied while gaping at everything around the basement.

Blake shrugged. “I know I’ll spend a lot of time at the gym. When I bought this place a few years ago, I gave the instructions to the contractor to make sure that the basement was handled with care. It had taken several trips from the first floor to bring the equipment down to the basement and many hours to set them up the way I wanted them.”

“It’s worth it, though. Your home gym is awesome.”

Blake puffed his chest out a little. “Thanks.”

“Where do you keep all the extra stuff, though?”

“Inside the garage,” Blake answered while leading the way up to the first floor. “I have an enormous garage. The previous owner actually put four cars in it. Two in the front, two at the back. I only have one car, so I’ve converted the back of the garage into a storage room.”

“Nice.”

The moment they reached the first floor, Blake headed toward his backyard and gestured at the wooden chairs and table, which were placed under the canopy to protect them from the harsh weather elements as much as possible. He put the bottle of red wine from Justin on top of the table before pulling one chair out for his guest.

“Have a seat. I’m going to grab some steaks from the fridge. The electric grill has been turned on for a while now. I have some potatoes in it. I think they should be done now. I’ll replace them with the steaks. I also have a bowl of salad inside the fridge. Give me thirty minutes to get everything ready. Then we can eat.”

Justin gently pushed Blake toward the grill. “Why don’t you check on those potatoes? I’ll get the steaks and salad for us.”

“You don’t have to do all that, man,” Blake protested. “You’re my guest for this evening.”

Justin ignored Blake and headed toward the kitchen. “It’s fine.”

Blake chuckled and stared at Justin’s back for a few seconds before making his way toward the electric grill. He felt a surge of something warm coursing through him as he removed the potatoes from the grill. It was nice to have someone at home with him. It was even better when that person was Justin. A short moment later, Justin brought the steaks, which had been marinating in his bowl of special sauce since early that morning, to him. He accepted the bowl. The two of them chatted about their favorite music and movies as he prepared the steaks while Justin poured in the dressing for the salad and mixed everything together.

Once everything was ready, the two of them occupied the chairs across from each other after placing all of the food on the tabletop. Blake had a wonderful time throughout dinner. He didn’t really focus on the taste of the food or even the wine. Most of his concentration were on Justin. He loved how the side of Justin’s eyes would crinkle a little as the man laughed. Justin looked so handsome yet soft at the same time as he gestured animatedly about one thing or another while recounting some stories to Blake. Dinner passed by in the blink of an eye, and Blake was more than a little disappointed when he realized that the two of them had polished off every morsel of food on the table. Even the bottle of wine was already empty.

“I have some ice cream in the freezer. Are you up for something sweet?”

Justin nodded, obviously eager and delighted. “Bring it on.”

Blake chortled. “What flavors do you like? I have chocolate, chocolate mint, strawberry, vanilla, mango, raspberry—”

“Surprise me,” Justin cut Blake off midsentence.

Blake arched his left eyebrow at Justin. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Any allergies?”

“Nope.”

“Okay. Two ice cream coming right up.”

Blake walked briskly toward the separate freezer inside his kitchen and grabbed a few different flavors of ice cream out from it before scooping them out into two separate bowls. Then he put the rest of the ice cream back into the freezer before grabbing two clean spoons and carrying the two bowls back to Justin. Justin’s eyes lit up at the sight of the generous amount of ice cream inside the bowls.

“What flavors are those?”

“Coconut, pineapple, frosted almond with peanut butter, and buttermilk,” Blake replied, cocking his head at the bowl on his left hand before moving onto the one on his right hand. “That one is a mixture of grape, strawberry, raspberry, blueberry, avocado, and white chocolate and vanilla.”

Justin darted his eyes back and forth between the two bowls. “Damn it! I can’t make up my mind.”

Blake burst out laughing. “We can share them.”

“You don’t mind?”

Blake shook his head. “Not at all.”

As the two of them enjoyed the ice cream out there in the backyard, Blake couldn’t stop himself from fantasizing about him and Justin spending a lot more time together in the future. It wasn’t a sure thing. He knew Justin liked somebody else. However, there was no harm in dreaming about it. It was all inside his head. Justin wouldn’t have to know about it.

“Hey, Blake,” Justin said after eating a spoonful of ice cream.

“Yeah.”

“Can I ask you something personal? As a friend.”

Blake was taken aback upon hearing that. He was also more than a little intrigued now.

“Sure. What is it?”

Justin was quiet for a brief moment. “What’s he like?”

“What?”

“I mean, the guy that you like. What does he look like? What’s his personality like?”

For a second or two, Blake thought Justin had somehow found out about his secret infatuation. Then he noticed Justin seemed to be honestly curious. Maybe Justin was simply wondering about the man Blake was crushing on without knowing the real identity of that person. Blake heaved out a soft sigh of relief.

“He’s…” Blake trailed off while considering his words carefully. “He’s really good-looking, quite a bit shorter and a lot lighter than me—”

Justin chortled, startling Blake into silence. “Dude, you’re six feet, four inches tall. There aren’t many of you mini giants roaming this earth.”

Blake rolled his eyes. “Whatever. Anyway, I like the way he talks to people. He has a lot of self-confidence, and he doesn’t hesitate to speak his mind, but he’s also very kind, understanding, and sympathetic toward someone else’s plight.”

“He sounds perfect.”

Blake gazed straight into Justin’s eyes. “He definitely is.”

“Okay.”

Neither of them uttered a single word for the next few minutes. Blake had no idea what was going on inside Justin’s head, but his own mind was filled with warring thoughts. On one hand, he felt that this would be the right time to confess his true feeling to Justin. On the other hand, he was apprehensive about losing Justin as a friend. After a while, he decided to simply go for it.

“Hey, Just.”

Justin raised his head with the spoon still stuck inside his mouth, and Blake once again admired how gorgeous Justin was. Most people would look stupid with a spoon inside his or her mouth. Not Justin, though. It somehow defied all the laws that governed the appearance of a normal human being, but Justin was impossibly even better looking with that damn spoon inside his mouth, and Blake had to remind himself to shut his mouth because he was now ogling Justin like a piece of delicious candy. He cleared his throat and tried to find the words, but he failed.

“Blake, what is it?” Justin asked after pulling the spoon out of his mouth.

Blake shoved another spoonful of ice cream inside his mouth and swallowed it before responding to the question. “Ho-how hung up are you on that guy?”

Justin had a bewildered expression on his face now. “What guy?”

Blake could feel his cheeks and ears heating up in embarrassment. “I overheard you and Dave talking about this guy you’re crushing on.”

Justin seemed even more confused now. “When did that happen?”

“A while back. In your office. David mentioned something about you making a move on that guy you like.”

Justin was quiet for several seconds before his expression cleared up. Then he blushed redder than a tomato.

“Ho-how much of that conversation did you manage to catch?”

It was Blake’s turn to be ashamed because he was admitting to the fact that he had eavesdropped on a private conversation between Justin and David. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to listen. I’d been on my way to your office to see if you wanted to grab some coffee with me. I was a few steps away from your office when I heard a bit of what you two were talking about.”

“I see. So, you know about it then?”

Justin’s voice was soft, and Blake could hear the tremor in it. “About what?”

Justin’s cheeks grew a bit redder than before. “Tha-that I like you.”

Blake was stunned. “What?”

Justin smiled at Blake, but he looked rather timid at the same time. It was such a vulnerable expression, and it looked so foreign on Justin’s face, it brought up the protectiveness in Blake. Nevertheless, he forced himself to wait patiently for Justin to explain the situation to him.

“I-I like you. I’ve liked you since the first time we met at my office.”

“For real?”

Justin nodded. “Sorry. I know that makes you really uncomfortable.”

“Not at all. Why do you think so?”

“Because you like someone else.”

Blake had no clue what Justin was trying to say now. “No, I don’t.”

“Yes, you do. You told me that yourself.”

“When did that happen?”

“Yesterday evening. We were sitting inside my office, and you—”

“Oh, shit!” Blake exclaimed, interrupting Justin midsentence, before he burst out laughing and shaking his head. “This is all a fucking huge misunderstanding.”

Justin looked rather irritated now. “I don’t get it. What’s going on?”

Blake let out a much louder guffaw as he stood before approaching Justin and pulling the man up onto his feet. “Justin, the man I like? It’s you.”

Justin’s eyes widened. “What?”

“It’s you. I’ve had a crush on you ever since that first time you called me into your office.”

“But I thought—”

“We need to set things right between us, man.”

“Okay.”

“When you and Dave were talking inside your office, were you referring to me?”

Justin blushed and nodded. “Yeah.”

Blake cupped his palms over Justin’s cheeks. “And the guy I set my eyes on? The one we talked about inside your office last night? It’s you.”

Justin had a doubtful expression written all over his face. “Really?”

“Yes! Holy fuck! I’m going to repeat myself, but this has all been a huge misunderstanding between us. I like you, Just. A lot.”

Justin seemed pleased. “I like you, too. A lot.”

“Good,” Blake said while heaving out a huge sigh of relief. “Now, may I kiss you? Please?”

Justin chuckled and nodded. “You better do that. Or else—”

Blake didn’t allow Justin to complete his statement. He went in and pressed his lips right against Justin’s. He might be biased in his judgment, but Justin’s lips were the softest and sweetest he had ever kissed in his entire life. He groaned in satisfaction and arousal when Justin shifted much closer toward him until their bodies were almost flushed together. He unleashed all of the pent-up passion he had been holding back. He gripped tightly onto Justin’s cheeks as he forced his tongue inside into the other man’s mouth. He moaned when Justin’s tongue battled against his own. They were kissing each other so hard, it was as if they were trying to devour each other. When they eventually broke apart, they were both panting harshly.

“That is the best kiss ever.”

Justin grinned. “I agree. So, what’s next?”

“I want to take you out on a date. A real date. A romantic dinner with candlelight dinner, chocolates, and flowers. May I?”

Justin buried his face against Blake’s chest. “Yes, please.”

Blake wrapped his arms around Justin’s waist. He was thrilled, and his dick throbbed inside his pants, when Justin hugged him in return.

“How about dinner tomorrow evening?”

“Okay.”

The two of them remained in the same position for a moment longer before they separated from each other. Blake continued to hold on to Justin’s waist, though. He couldn’t bear to let go of Justin. Not yet.

“I have one more thing to show you.”

“What’s that?”

“My paintings. Remember?”

“Oh, that’s right. I haven’t seen any of them. Where do you keep them?”

“Inside the master bedroom,” Blake replied. “I’d only shown you the room from the outside during the brief tour of the house earlier.”

“You don’t mind?”

Blake smirked. “Not at all. If I have my way, we will be doing many other things inside the bedroom instead of simply letting you get a glimpse of my paintings.”

Justin stuck his tongue out. “After a few dates, stud, and that’s maybe if you impress me enough.”

Blake chortled in response. “Oh, I’ll definitely do my best then.”

“Good. Now, where are those paintings?”

Blake was amused by Justin’s excitement, and he grabbed onto Justin’s hand as he led the way toward the master bedroom on the second floor. Then he immediately guided Justin toward the walk-in closet. He was tickled further when Justin glanced around the walk-in closet, obviously confused.

“One moment.”

After that, Blake made his way toward the door at the other end of the walk-in closet. He pushed it open and stepped inside before beckoning for Justin to follow him. He was delighted when he heard Justin gasping and darting his eyes all over the room. This was his other favorite room inside the house. The ceiling was made of tinted glass. He was able to glance up at the sky, and in the evening, it was a truly magnificent sight. However, he knew anyone from the outside wouldn’t be able to look into the room at all. There were quite a few high-rise buildings that surrounded the neighborhood he lived in. He wouldn’t want any strangers to disturb his privacy.

“The glass ceiling is amazing.”

Blake embraced Justin from behind. “It is. I’d also asked the contractor to install a similar glass ceiling inside my bathroom. I can shower with plenty of natural light during the daylight hours, and I can soak myself in the hot tub while enjoying the beautiful night sky and a glass of wine.”

Justin whistled. “Hot damn! That sounds incredible.”

“We can do that some other time.”

Justin nodded. “Okay.”

After that, Blake spent the next several moments pointing out some of his paintings to Justin. He wasn’t the greatest artist in the world, but he was, at the risk of sounding arrogant, quite good at it.

“Sometimes, even after two, three hours at the gym won’t be enough to get rid of all my frustrations. I find that painting helps me to calm myself down. I can focus on each stroke of my pencil or the brush, and I’ll gradually lose myself in whatever it is I want to paint at that particular moment. It’s therapeutic.”

“I can’t paint,” Justin said. “That’s why I spend so much time exercising at the gym or training in martial arts. They give me the proper channels to unleash all of my anger or other negative energies. I don’t want to vent out my fury on someone else.”

“I understand.”

Justin admired a few more paintings before he had to leave. Blake was loathed to see him go, though.

“We will go on our first official date tomorrow.”

Blake sighed. “I know. I just can’t get enough of you.”

“I feel the same way, but patience is a virtue.”

Blake snorted. “Tell that to my hard, leaking dick.”

Justin snickered. “What if I give you a kiss on the lips to tide you over?”

“Then it better be a really, really long kiss.”

Justin obliged, and Blake was soon lost in the taste and feel of the other man’s lips. It wasn’t the same as getting to make love to Justin, but Blake didn’t want to force the issue. Justin was worth it. Once Justin had left the house, Blake made his way up to his bedroom. He would clear the dishes tomorrow morning. He needed a shower. A freezing cold shower.


Chapter 7

Justin lived in a nice two-bedroom apartment quite near to downtown San Francisco. Rent prices could be astronomically high in San Francisco, especially when the place was located downtown, near to it, or in a popular area. There were many other more expensive and better places to live in San Francisco, but Justin was more than satisfied with his current apartment. He lucked out years ago, being able to rent that particular apartment at a reasonable price. As a human resource manager, he was earning a lot more than he did way back then, but he loved his apartment. The thought of moving elsewhere had never even crossed his mind.

Things were different now. Maybe he was losing his marbles, but after that visit to Blake’s house the day before, he had started thinking about how great it would be to be able to share the same living place. Just the two of them. Someday. He wasn’t insane enough to want to begin living together with Blake immediately, but that was a definite possibility he had been entertaining inside his head for the past several hours now. He had imagined it late the previous evening after returning from dinner with Blake, and he had fantasized about it earlier that morning throughout breakfast. It wouldn’t be happening anytime soon. At least not for the next few months. He and Blake had this undeniable sexual chemistry and tension between them, but he was realistic enough to know it wouldn’t be the best basis for a long-term relationship, which was something he yearned for with Blake.

“Earth to Justin.”

Calvin’s voice startled Justin out of his reverie. He glanced in Calvin’s direction. That was the moment he realized he had been spacing out for a while now. Calvin, David, Joshua, Javier, Keenan, and Vincent were all staring at him. All seven of them were having brunch at a coffee shop downtown. Some of his friends were smirking and waggling their eyebrows at him while the rest were grinning widely.

“What?”

Justin grimaced a little when his voice came out sounding all raspy and husky. All of his friends simply shook their heads, obviously amused. Then Keenan chewed on the sandwich inside his mouth before swallowing it in a hurry.

“How was the date with Mr. Muscle?”

Justin rolled his eyes. “It’s ironic for you to call him Mr. Muscle, Kee. Have you looked at your reflection recently? You’re literally the embodiment of muscles everywhere from the top of your head to the sole of your feet.”

“I’m nowhere as massive as Blake is.”

“Close enough.”

“Don’t change the topic,” David interjected. “You haven’t answered Kee’s question.”

Justin acted all innocent and blur. “Which one is that?”

“How was the date with Mr. Muscle?” Joshua reminded while snickering at Justin.

“Don’t you guys have anything more productive to do with your time than to interrogate me?”

“Nope,” Vincent replied in a teasing tone of voice.

“Not you, too, Vince.”

Vincent shrugged. “Sorry, buddy. I’m curious.”

“Leave him alone, guys,” Javier spoke up, and Justin smiled gratefully at his friend and colleague.

Joshua pouted. “Oh, come on! You’re no fun, man.”

Javier arched his left eyebrow at Joshua. “Fine. No fun, am I? May I point out that your undying, eternal infatuation on the sexy Mr. James Chan is legendary in the office? Is that fun enough for you?”

Joshua blushed. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

David chortled. “Right! And my ass can fly to the moon. You’re so lovesick over James, you always drool at the sight of him whenever he happens to come into the office to discuss any important events with Justin.”

“And there are many events James’s catering company has to deal with,” Keenan added, looking gleeful now.

“That’s because our company has hundreds of events in a year,” Joshua protested. “And it’s always purely coincidental that I’m present for any of the meetings involving James. I’m in charge of all the social media stuff at work.”

For the next several minutes, David, Joshua, Keenan, and Javier argued playfully among themselves while Vincent and Calvin would only pitch in with a thing or two. Justin heaved out a soft sigh of relief. He was off the hook. At least for a moment.

“When are you going to grow some balls and invite James out for a nice meal and a movie?” Calvin asked Joshua.

“James is a very handsome man, dude,” Vincent pointed out while grinning at Joshua. “If you don’t make a move as quickly as possible, someone is bound to snatch him off the market. He’s sexy, good-looking, successful, and based on my few interactions with him, sweet as fuck. He’s the perfect package.”

Joshua’s ears were so red now, Justin felt a rush of sympathy for his friend. He and everyone in the office were well aware of Joshua’s crush on James. On the surface, Joshua was brusque and exuberant. However, Justin knew deep down Joshua was one of the kindest, most compassionate, and most sensitive man in the world. Being direct and mischievous were Joshua’s way of hiding how truly vulnerable he was. In truth, Justin knew all seven of them were aggressive in order to conceal the fact that they were all really gentle deep down inside. That was one of the reasons why they had become such great friends over the years, which had started from the first day they all met one another on the job. When Justin noticed how subdued Joshua was, his protectiveness rose to the surface. He had to get his other friends’ attention away from Joshua.

“Blake will be picking me up at my place at six tonight,” Justin spoke up when there was a brief pause in the conversation.

As expected, his friends all turned toward him in surprise, except for Joshua who shot him a look of gratitude. He beamed at Joshua in understanding for a second or two before sipping on his iced lychee tea. Keenan gaped at Justin for a brief moment.

“Wait for your turn. I’ll grill you after I’m done with telling Josh to man up—”

“Actually,” Javier cut Keenan off midsentence. “I’m more interested in Justin’s upcoming date with Blake.”

Javier’s voice was light. It was as if he couldn’t care less. However, Justin knew what Javier was doing. Javier was attempting to divert all of the attention onto Justin. Joshua appeared to see that for what it was, as well, because he gave Javier a quick nod of acknowledgment. Javier simply winked at Joshua in return. David must have noticed the exchange because he darted his eyes back and forth among Joshua, Justin, and Javier. Justin wasn’t worried, though. David might be mischievous at times, but he was a real sweetheart deep inside. Justin was instantly proven right in his assessment of David.

“I’m with Javier,” David said, quickly focusing on Justin. “Come on, Just. Don’t keep us in suspense for much longer.”

Justin sipped on his iced lychee tea before responding to David. “I have no idea where we will be going. Blake sent me a text message earlier this morning. He wants to fetch me from my apartment and drive us to our destination. It’s going to be a surprise.”

“Aww! That’s so romantic!”

Justin rolled his eyes at Keenan’s fake high-pitched tone of voice. “Please don’t do that ever again. It’s so not cute.”

Calvin chuckled at Keenan. “I agree with Justin. You suck at being all sassy and sarcastic, man. That’s so not you.”

“Whatever,” Keenan quipped in return before picking up his glass of iced green tea.

Vincent patted Keenan on his back. “Don’t pout, buddy. No offence, but you really can’t pull that expression off. It only makes you look constipated.”

Everybody, except for Keenan, burst out laughing. Keenan was a good sport, though. Justin knew Keenan wouldn’t be able to hold himself back for too long. He was right. A few seconds later, Keenan’s lips began to twitch. Then he let out a loud guffaw and raised both of his middle fingers at everyone around the table. The mood around the table was much lighter now, and Justin thought it was worth it even when all of his friends were now bombarding him with multiple questions almost at the same time. To be honest, he really didn’t mind all the questions that much. He just wasn’t sure how he was supposed to answer them. In reality, he was ecstatic about the progress of his relationship with Blake. It was slow-going at the moment, but he had a positive feeling about it. Blake might end up being his Mr. Right after all.

* * * *

Blake tightened his hold on the bouquet of red roses. He had a box of dark chocolates on his other hand. It was nearly six o’clock, and he was standing in front of the door to Justin’s apartment. Then he did his best to balance the flowers and chocolates in one hand while running his hand carefully over his short hair. Nothing seemed to be out of place. He was feeling damn nervous. This would be his and Justin’s first official date. He had already eaten seven mint candies on his way over to Justin’s apartment. He had to ensure his breath didn’t stink. He had already brushed his teeth, but there was no harm in taking extra precautions.

He inhaled deeply one last time before raising his hand to knock on the door. The anxiety that coursed through him was so overwhelming, he could feel the perspiration sliding down the back of his neck. In fact, his whole body was rather damp with sweat right then. He was growing even more apprehensive when he didn’t hear the sound of any movement coming from inside the apartment. He was about to pound slightly harder on the door when Justin opened it widely. He gaped at the sight. Justin’s hair was still dripping with water droplets, and there were some running down the man’s muscled chest. Justin wasn’t fully dressed yet. The buttons on his shirts weren’t done up at all, exposing plenty of smooth skin rippling with muscles. Justin’s pants weren’t really that fitted, but it still accentuated the man’s legs. Blake also noticed, at least from the left side, how perky Justin’s ass was.

“Ju-Justin, hey.”

Blake’s mind drew a blank for a second or two. Fortunately, he had enough presence of mind to offer the flowers and chocolates to Justin. When Justin accepted them and smiled in response, Blake was certain he was about to rise to heaven faster than the speed of his hardening cock. He had no idea why Lady Luck was bestowing him with so much good fortune and allowing him to meet a man as gorgeous as Justin, but he wasn’t complaining.

“Thank you, Blake. I’m so sorry I’m running a little late, though. I had brunch with my friends, and then we hung out at Cal’s place. We had planned to watch only one horror movie, but that soon turned into two, and before I knew it, it was already half past five. I had to rush back home to shower and get ready for our date.”

Blake shook his head. “It’s fine. Take your time.”

“Thank you. Why don’t you have a seat on the couch? I just need another five minutes.”

“Okay.”

While Justin was busy inside the bedroom, Blake took the opportunity to glance around the apartment. The decorations were minimum. Blake didn’t even notice anything personal inside the apartment. There were no photographs of Justin, his friends, and his family. In fact, there was nothing inside the apartment that screamed “Justin.” The furniture was also mismatched. The ones in the living room appeared to be so much older than the ones in the small dining area. There was a bookcase leaning against the wall, which was right next to the hallway that Blake presumed would lead to the bedrooms. He could see one of the bedrooms and the bathroom across the hall from it. However, Justin had headed deeper down the hallway, so Blake was certain there must be another bedroom at the end of it.

“Hey, Blake.”

Blake glanced up from his position on the couch. He was rather disappointed to notice that Justin’s shirt was covering that smooth expanse of muscled chest and the firm ridges of stomach. He wished he could admire Justin’s bare upper body once again, but he didn’t want to say that out loud. He wasn’t a creep. Besides, if things worked out well between the two of them, he would get to see a lot more of Justin in the future. Hopefully.

“Hey! All done?”

“Yeah. Where are we going?” Justin asked as the two of them stepped out from inside the apartment.

“There’s this Indian restaurant that I love. It’s some distance away from the downtown area. It’s a little far, but the food is amazing. Are you okay with that?”

“Absolutely.”

Justin finished locking the door and reached for Blake’s hand before intertwining their fingers together. Blake’s breath hitched for a short moment before he tightened his hold on Justin’s hand. He liked Justin’s take-charge attitude. It made for a refreshing change from all of the other men he had dated in the past, especially the ones who were much younger than him. It seemed they all expected him to be the aggressive one simply because of his age or his high-level position at work. It was surprisingly relaxing not having to be the one to make the first move when he was out on a date. He was frankly relieved about it. He was tired of having to be the dominant one all the time. He had enough of that at work.

“All set?” Blake inquired when they had both gotten inside the car and put on their respective seat belts.

“Yeah.”

“Cool. Sit tight.”

“Okay.”

When the car was finally cruising along the busy Sunday evening traffic, Blake turned toward Justin for a brief moment. “I noticed your apartment had practically nothing on the walls, and all of your furniture seemed as if you had just grabbed whatever you liked and combined them together.”

Justin laughed. “I kind of did. I had been living in that apartment ever since my college days. I used to have three roommates. I’m sure you remember what it was like back in your college days.”

Blake chortled. “Yeah. I had very little money, but I had a shit ton of hormones coursing through me. Sex was on my mind for almost twenty-four hours, seven days a week.”

Justin snickered. “And now?”

“Not as bad as it used to be.”

“Same here,” Justin said while grinning widely. “Anyway, when my roommates eventually moved away after graduation, I kept the apartment because I was the only one who succeeded in getting a job in San Francisco. They took their furniture and kitchen appliances away with them, and I had to buy something to fill up all those empty spaces. I’m not good with decorating or anything like it. Whatever items I required, I ended up purchasing the first things I saw in the store.”

Blake chuckled. “Okay.”

“I was more obsessed with my martial arts training. I still am, but these days, I do them to keep myself fit and healthy.”

“That’s cool.”

After that, the two of them chatted more about their younger years. Blake wasn’t astonished to learn Justin graduated with a nearly perfect grade point average. He didn’t have plenty of interactions with Justin at work. However, based on his observation of the younger man, Justin was diligent, focused, thoughtful, and smart. When questioned, Blake was rather embarrassed to admit he had a perfect grade point average by the end of his senior year at college. He could never get comfortable with the compliments about his intelligence, especially since Justin appeared so earnest and impressed by him. Not that he didn’t appreciate the praises. He simply couldn’t help but feel shy about them. He enjoyed the conversation, though.

“Are we almost there?” Justin asked when there was a brief lull in the conversation.

Blake cocked his head toward the left side of the road. “One left turn over there.”

“Okay.”

When they eventually reached their destination, they got out and held hands as they made their way inside. The server who greeted them recognized Blake immediately and led him toward the table he had reserved earlier that morning. It was a table in one of the more secluded corners, ensuring the two of them would get plenty of privacy.

“The food here is incredible. Have you been here before?”

Justin shook his head. “You obviously visit this place often enough because the server knows who you are immediately.”

Blake nodded. “Yeah. I love the food here.”

“Great. Maybe you should order for the both of us then.”

“Sounds good.”

When the two of them reached their table, Blake was glad to see the candles in the center of the table. There were eight small candles arranged in the form of a circle, and all of the candles were in the shape of pink lotus flowers. Blake was delighted when Justin smiled widely at the sight of those candles.

“They’re beautiful,” Justin said while pointing at the candles.

Blake beamed. “Not half as enchanting as you are.”

Justin blushed. “There you go again with your sweet talk.”

“Simply stating the facts.”

Justin’s face reddened even further. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Are you sure you want me to order?”

“Yes, please,” Justin replied while the server was lighting the candles one at a time.

“Okay then.”

Blake didn’t even need the menu. He rattled off some of his favorite dishes to the server, who noted them down in a handheld device. When he and Justin were left alone a few minutes later, he gazed straight into the younger man’s eyes. Justin arched his left eyebrow at Blake.

“What?”

“Just admiring your pretty face. I’m having plenty of trouble believing that I’m lucky enough to date a gorgeous man like you.”

Justin snorted, but his cheeks flushed red once again. “Thanks. You’re really hot yourself.”

“You’re in a whole different league, though.”

“Whatever,” Justin said while chuckling at Blake. “How did you get to know this place anyway?”

Blake felt his mood dimming a little as the memory rushed to the forefront of his mind. “It’s a long story.”

“Is it something terrible?”

“Kind of.”

Justin nodded. “I’m not going to push you to share it with me, but you can. If you want to.”

Blake hesitated for a few seconds before deciding he might as well talk about it with Justin. “I used to love this other Indian restaurant. It was also my parents’ favorite.”

Justin’s lips formed an O-shape. “I see.”

“Yeah.”

“I was there one night about four years ago when I bumped into them. It was awkward. I didn’t even get to order anything. I just left.”

“Did they remark negatively on your—”

“Nah. Nothing like that,” Blake cut Justin off midsentence. “They ignored me and pretended as if they didn’t know who I was. I’m not sure if that hurt more than if they had actually insulted me verbally.”

Justin reached for Blake’s hands on either sides of the table and squeezed them gently. “For whatever it’s worth, I’m sorry.”

Blake shrugged. “It’s all in the past now.”

“You survived that encounter, though.”

“I did,” Blake agreed before continuing with the story. “Anyway, I walked out from that other restaurant and started driving around the city looking for nothing in particular. Then I found this place. The food here is delicious. I visit at least three times a week.”

Justin gasped. “Damn! Now, I’m really curious about the food.”

“You’ll love it. I promise.”

“Okay.”

After that, the two of them chatted about Justin’s parents. He couldn’t deny he was rather envious of Justin. Justin’s parents might be overbearing, but they obviously loved and cared for him. Blake had kept his distance from his family for years now, and the only friends he had were those who accepted his sexuality. He had several acquaintances from work, both old and new, but he wasn’t close to them.

“Your parents sound amazing.”

Justin nodded. “As much as I complain about them, they really are. I love them to pieces. I’ll introduce you to them someday.”

“Will they be okay with me?”

Justin chuckled. “Are you worried about your skin color? Or the fact that you’re a man? Or are you concerned about the ten-year difference in age between us?”

“A bit of everything, I guess.”

Justin grinned. “My parents are two of the most accepting people I’ve ever known. They will love you, Blake.”

Blake was still rather apprehensive, but he pushed it down. He knew of some parents who could be very tolerant of their children’s sexuality, but they would start acting weird when their children began to bring their dates home. It was one thing to be okay with their children’s sexuality, but it was a whole other thing to see them with their significant others. It made their children’s sexuality much more real, and some parents could be weird about that. Nevertheless, Blake chose to give Justin’s parents the benefit of the doubt. Maybe they would turn out to be as incredible as Justin had claimed. Blake hoped that was the case because he found himself falling harder and deeper for Justin. He didn’t think Justin was the type to obey his parents blindly, but that would put a damper on their relationship somehow, and that would suck. In a really big, lousy way.


Chapter 8

Justin found himself smiling a lot more over the past two weeks or so. Dating Blake had done wonders to his mood. Blake was respectful and kind, and Justin liked that he didn’t feel any pressure to take things too far. Not that he didn’t want to have sex with Blake. He loved sex as much as the next guy. However, it was nice to simply go out on dates, hang out at the bar for a drink or two, chat and laugh with each other, flirt a little, and then go home. He was able to bond with Blake in non-sexual ways, and he truly treasured the quality time they had together as a new couple. Before he dated Blake, his life mainly consisted of work, hanging out with his friends and family, and having sex with one man after another. He hadn’t had sex with anyone for more than two weeks now, and that was a record for him. The only relief he got was through the aid of his faithful right hand at least twice a day. He found that he didn’t really mind it at all. What he had with Blake was worth it.

“A penis for your thought.”

Justin was startled out of his reverie. Then he rolled his eyes at Blake, who was grinning widely at him.

“Ooh, a comedian. Funny. Look at me. I’m so amused.”

Blake burst out laughing. “Okay, okay. Fine. Tone down the sarcasm already, will you?”

Justin snorted. “As long as you promise you’ll never say that to me ever again.”

Blake chuckled. “Deal.”

“Great.”

Justin continued to huff and puff as he tried to keep up with Blake. It was Saturday morning, and the two of them were exercising at Blake’s home gym. They had been at it for more than two hours. Justin was confused, though. He had always been active person. His weekly gym routine and also all of the time he spent training in three forms of martial arts meant he had an excellent stamina. He hadn’t panted the way he did in a really long time. He wondered if something was wrong with him that morning. Then he noticed the amount of weight on the equipment he had been lifting for the past several minutes. He glared at Blake, who only shot him an obviously unrepentant smile in return.

“Sorry, babe. You had spaced out and ignored me for quite a bit, so I added a few more pounds while you were busy staring at nothing to see if you could handle the extra weight on the equipment.”

“A-a few?” Justin half yelled as he released the handles of the exercise equipment gently back to the resting state. “I had been pu-pumping se-seventy pounds more than I usually did. No wonder I-I’m breathless and winded right now.”

“You’ve done really well actually.”

Justin scoffed. “Don’t even try to butter me up. I’m pissed at you.”

Blake moved closer to Justin. The two of them were now standing face to face.

“What can I do to earn your forgiveness?”

Justin was going to pretend to be mad for a few seconds longer, but Blake looked so earnest and apologetic, he couldn’t stop the amusement from bubbling all the way up to the surface.

“Well, you can start by kissing me.”

“Oh, I can do that,” Blake whispered in a husky tone of voice against Justin’s lips before wrapping both arms around his waist. “Easily.”

Justin groaned deep in his throat when Blake pressed their lips together. He placed his hands on Blake’s back, feeling the dampness of the other man’s sweaty shirt against his palms. He moaned louder when Blake started kissing and licking all over his ears before shifting downward to give the same treatment to his neck. He hissed in a mixture of pain and pleasure when Blake bit down onto the most sensitive area on his neck. That would leave a mark for sure. He had no doubt about it, but he couldn’t care less.

It wasn’t as if he was being gentle and tender with Blake. His fingernails might be blunt, but he had been scratching Blake’s back like a feral, horny beast in heat as he bucked and rubbed against his boyfriend’s crotch, desperately seeking for a bit of relief. He also clamped his teeth down onto Blake’s left shoulder a little harder than he intended, but he was too aroused. He couldn’t help it. When he eventually pulled back, the primal part within him was more than satisfied to notice the deep imprint of his teeth on Blake’s shoulder.

He puffed his chest out a little when Blake scooted downward and sucked on one of his nipples while pinching the other one. Blake would play with nipples, hard and soft, over and over again. The combination of soreness and blissful sensation on both of his nipples was more than enough to drive him insane, but the feeling was too incredible, and he didn’t want Blake to stop. Ever. It was even better when Blake started to strip them both naked one piece of clothing at a time.

When he was completely naked, he gazed at Blake through half-lidded eyes in anticipation of what was to come next. Blake stuck his tongue out and lapped away at the beads of perspiration on Justin’s chest, remaining there for many seconds before moving downward to lick at his balls. Justin’s cock throbbed as Blake expertly used his tongue to push him higher to the pinnacle of euphoria. After a brief moment, his consciousness drifted away somewhere to the back of his mind. The only thing he could focus on was Blake’s tongue stroking against his sweaty balls. It felt even better when Blake went up higher, licking the underside of his cock before swallowing its entire length all at once.

Justin didn’t have the longest dick in the world. It was slightly over seven inches in length. He had measured it before. Most men did that. It was probably safe to say that most men were obsessed by size of their dicks, and Justin was no exception. He knew his dick was only slightly longer than average, but most of his previous lovers still needed to work on it gradually. He had rarely encountered anyone who could immediately deepthroat his cock, and he was so glad Blake was one of them. He loved burying his entire cock inside Blake’s warm mouth and throat, especially when his boyfriend increased the suction around it. It was as if Blake was attempting to hoover all of the cum from inside his balls within the next second or two.

He had to grit his teeth and clench his fists by his sides as he did his best not to come. He didn’t want to. Not yet. His legs were turning into jelly, though. Blake was too good at sucking his dick. He was thankful when Blake slowly guided him to lie down on the floor. He wasn’t sure how much longer he would be able to stand on his feet. After that, he allowed Blake to continue sucking on his cock for a short moment before pushing his boyfriend away from him. Blake sat on the floor while grinning at him. He took a few seconds to admire Blake’s sweaty, muscular body and his boyfriend’s pulsing dick. Blake’s cock was probably eight inches at the most. Justin had been fucked by a much larger dick than that, but he wanted Blake’s cock more than the others. He crawled toward Blake and smirked at his boyfriend before bending his head down.

“My turn,” Justin said before pressing his nose right against Blake’s balls and inhaling deeply. “Fuck! Your balls smell so fucking good.”

Blake groaned and grabbed onto Justin’s head with both hands. “Yeah? You like them? Sniff them, babe.”

Justin obliged, and he repeated the action until he was satisfied before he started to lick at them. Blake’s balls were much larger than most men Justin had ever been with, though. He was unable to pop both of Blake’s balls inside his mouth, so he could only do so one at a time. He sucked on those balls for as long as he could until he couldn’t resist the temptation of taking Blake’s leaking cock inside his mouth. Blake’s dick released a copious amount of precum. It tasted salty and delicious, and Justin loved it. He swallowed the hard cock one inch at a time until his nose was flat against Blake’s untrimmed bush. He breathed in and out as he increased the suction on Blake’s cock. He loved hearing Blake’s moaning sound from above him. He didn’t mind that Blake was pushing his head downward much rougher and harder than before as his boyfriend bucked up into his mouth and throat.

He was enjoying the taste and texture of Blake’s cock so much, he was rather startled when his boyfriend abruptly yet gently repositioned his body until he was hanging upside down with his head really close to the floor. He thought Blake wanted to get them into a sixty-nine position so they could suck on each other’s dicks. Instead, Blake dove face first into his ass crack and speared at his hole with that talented tongue. Many of his lovers had eaten his ass out in the past, but few of them were frankly skillful enough. Blake was in a different league. He obviously enjoyed reaming Justin’s ass, and he wasn’t only good at it. He was excellent at it, and Justin could feel his hole clenching and relaxing with every stroke of Blake’s tongue. After a while, he couldn’t bear it any longer. He needed to get fucked. Now. He spat Blake’s cock out of his mouth and maneuvered himself back into an upright position before pouncing onto Blake, who chuckled at his enthusiasm.

“I need your cock inside my ass now.”

Blake kissed Justin as he got up on his feet while balancing the younger man in his arms. “Let’s go into the bedroom now. We need lube and a condom.”

“I want it raw.”

Blake halted mid-stride. “Babe—”

“I got myself tested last weekend. All clear. Honest.”

Blake gazed straight into Justin’s eyes. “Are you sure?”

Justin nodded. “Yeah. I’ve never done it without a condom with any of my one-night stands, and my last check-up is good. What about you?”

“I’d gone to the clinic right before we started dating. I get tested twice a year at least. I have the results upstairs in my bedroom. I can show them to you.”

Justin shook his head. “I trust you.”

“If I fuck you without a condom and come inside your ass, that means I’ll be marking you as my man.”

“And you’re mine.”

“I’m more than okay with that.”

Justin beamed. “Me, too.”

“We still need the lube, though.”

“Just use some spit and fuck me.”

“Babe, my dick—”

“I can handle it,” Justin cut Blake off midsentence.

“Positive?”

Justin snickered. “One hundred percent.”

Blake seemed to hesitate for a brief moment before speaking up once again. “Okay then. How do you want to do this?”

“Just like this. Can you bounce me up and down on your dick while you’re standing?”

Blake smirked. “Take a look at my muscles, babe.”

Justin rolled his eyes. “Then shut up and fuck me already.”

“Your wish is my command.” Then Justin watched as Blake spat at his hand before slicking his dick up. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah. Absolutely.”

It was easier said than done, though. Justin grimaced as Blake’s thick cockhead slowly made its way inside his hole. Once it popped inside him, he held on even tighter onto Blake as his boyfriend thrust deeper into him until the entire length of that magnificent cock was buried inside his ass. It felt as if an eternity had passed, but in reality, it was probably a minute or so. Justin heaved out a sigh of relief and satisfaction as Blake began to slide his cock in and out at a snail-like pace. He knew Blake was making love to him. Their eyes were locked together as they breathed against each other. Justin was more than amazed by Blake’s strength and stamina. His boyfriend didn’t appear to tire by fucking him like that, and he knew he was in for a long ride.

“Does it feel good, baby?”

Justin nodded. “Very. I can feel every inch of your cock inside me. So amazing.”

“Perfect. Just enjoy it.”

“I definitely am.”

Blake continued to make love to Justin in that position for a few moments longer before placing him down on his hands and knees and pounding into his ass like a savage beast in heat. Before Justin could fully enjoy being taken by Blake in that position, his boyfriend changed it up again. This time around, they were both lying on their sides on the floor as Blake pummeled into his ass rough and hard from behind him. He loved the new position because he could turn his head around and kissed Blake while his ass was being clobbered mercilessly. Next, he was caged by Blake with his back against the wall as his boyfriend shoved his cock into him. They were both even sweatier than before, and the whole room probably stank of their sweat, musk, and sex, but it turned him on even more. After a while, they switched to a different position once again. Now, Justin was on his back on the floor as Blake lay down on top of him. They were kissing tenderly as Blake hammered into Justin’s ass relentlessly.

“I’m close, baby,” Blake whispered against Justin’s lips moments later.

Justin panted while smiling up at Blake. “A bit more, please. I’m almost there myself.”

Blake didn’t provide a verbal response. Instead, there was a determined expression on his face as he picked up his pace. Justin moaned and whimpered when Blake’s cock suddenly stabbed against that sensitive spot inside him. He could feel the orgasm building up fast. Blake must have detected the change in Justin’s expression and breathing because the next thing he knew, his boyfriend was punching his prostate with so much accuracy and precision. Justin knew he was mere seconds away from his orgasm. He pulled Blake’s head down and kissed his boyfriend right when his climax overcame him. The best part was he didn’t even have to touch his dick. He had a hands-free orgasm. He loved it even more when Blake grunted like a wounded animal into his mouth as their tongues dueled against each other for domination. Then he felt Blake’s cum filling him up over and over again. He had no idea how many days Blake had been saving his cum for, but there was so much of it, he could feel it leaking out of his ass. In fact, it was practically pouring out of his ass.

“Ho-holy shit!” Blake mumbled out a few moments later. “I love you so fucking much, babe.”

Justin was astounded to hear that declaration coming out of Blake’s mouth, but he didn’t mind it at all. “I love you, too.”

Blake panted as he buried his face against Justin’s neck. They were both sweaty, sticky, and slippery from a mixture of sweat, spit, and cum, but neither of them seemed to be in a hurry to disentangle themselves from each other.

“Damn it! My dick is still hard.”

Justin snickered. “When was the last time you jerked off?”

“This morning.”

Justin’s eyes widened. “Whoa, dude! For real?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“You came buckets inside my ass.”

“That’s normal for me.”

Justin’s dick twitched in a valiant attempt to re-harden once again. “You’re not allowed to jack off anymore.”

Blake had an astonished expression on his face. “Why not?”

“From now on, all of your cum must go inside my ass. Or my mouth.”

Blake smirked. “That can be arranged, babe.”

Justin cupped his palms over Blake’s cheeks. “I’m dating a fucking stud.”

Blake snorted. “This fucking stud is still horny. Can I fuck you again? Or are you too sore to continue?”

Justin clenched his ass around Blake’s dick and threw his boyfriend a challenging glare. Then he groaned when Blake started to pound into him all over again. He had a strong feeling the two of them would be stuck downstairs in the basement for the next few hours, and he wasn’t going to complain about that. Not at all.


Chapter 9

Justin had ended up spending the entire weekend at Blake’s house. Needless to say, the two of them hadn’t really done much over those two days. Most of their time had been spent fucking each other’s brains out. It was as if they had been trying to make up for lost times. When the weekend was over, Blake had found himself falling that much harder and deeper for Justin. He had been more than a little sad when Justin had to leave his house to return to his apartment early on Monday morning, so his boyfriend could change into his formal attire to go to work. Granted, he had gotten to meet up with Justin at work, but it wasn’t the same. They weren’t inside their own private space, and they couldn’t exactly have sex with each other nonstop.

However, after that wonderful weekend together, it was as if a dam had burst open. The two of them would have sex as often as they could. They had even done it in the toilet at work, on the emergency staircases of the office building, and either in Justin’s or Blake’s office. Blake had been nervous when Justin’s group of friends insisted all eight of them had to meet up for a formal introduction by the end of the working week. They had dinner together. Everything had been smooth sailing until he had to use the bathroom. He hadn’t been surprised when Joshua, Vincent, Keenan, and Calvin had followed him into the bathroom and threatened him if he ever hurt Justin in any way, shape, or form. He had expected it from them. He could tell they were highly protective of Justin, and he honestly didn’t mind them doing that to him. In fact, he was glad Justin had such amazing friends.

He hadn’t even been astounded when Javier, who Blake considered to be Justin’s nicest friend, told him in a subtle way not to mess with Justin. However, he had frankly been terrified of David. David was the shortest among them at five feet, eight inches tall, which was a full eight inches shorter than Blake. Judging by David’s build, the man was probably somewhere between eighty to one hundred pounds lighter than Blake. However, there was something incredibly fierce and frightening about David as he had whispered into Blake’s ear about treating Justin right. Or else.

“I’m scared of Dave,” Blake admitted to Justin after the first round of sex on that same Friday evening.

The two of them returned to Blake’s place right after dinner, and they hadn’t wasted any time getting down to business. Justin burst out laughing upon hearing Blake’s confession, obviously amused.

“Why? He’s a sweetheart. He’s the most compassionate and sympathetic among us. Even more so than Javier, and that’s incredible. You had seen how nice Javier was during dinner earlier. He was practically a saint. Frankly, I thought you would be more intimidated by Keenan. He’s like an inch shorter than you, and he has almost as much muscles as you do. He’s a massive dude. He probably shits muscles. If the two of you ends up punching each other, either one, or maybe even both, of you will end up in the hospital. Or dead.”

Blake snorted loudly in response. “Trust me. I can handle Keenan just fine, but you don’t want to piss Dave off. He has a mean, cruel streak inside him. I think I’ll stay on his good side. Just to be safe.”

Justin seemed unconvinced. “Okay. Whatever. I’m sorry that my friends had cornered you in the bathroom, though. I’ll tell them to back off.”

Blake shook his head at Justin. “Don’t. I’m fine with it. They really love and care for you, and I feel great about that. You’re lucky to have such a wonderful group of friends.”

“I know.”

Then the two of them spent the remainder of the evening making love to each other. The morning came far too soon for Blake’s liking. After a nice shower together, the two of them made their way out of the house, and he was currently standing next to Justin in front of his boyfriend’s parents’ house. He didn’t think he would be meeting up with Justin’s parents so soon. However, Justin’s parents had invited him to come over for lunch along with his boyfriend. Hence, the two of them were now holding hands as they waited for someone to answer the door.

“Will you think less of me if I tell you that I’m about to piss inside my pants?”

Justin laughed. “Babe, my parents are cool. They won’t grill and embarrass you with too many questions. Well…okay, maybe they will, but they will be really subtle. You’ll be fine. You’ll survive this. I’ll be there with you every single second of the meal. I promise.”

Blake huffed. “You better. I’m seriously entertaining the thought of running home right now.”

Justin kissed Blake on the cheek. “Man up, stud. If you behave, you can have my ass as many times as you like afterward.”

Blake rolled his eyes. “Is that for my benefit or yours?”

Justin snickered. “Both.”

Blake beamed at Justin. “Fine.”

He was about to give Justin one last peck on the lips when the doors opened. He stiffened and gaped in mortification at the sight of Justin’s parents smiling at him and Justin. The older couple was even shorter than Justin, but they radiated a charming presence that was undeniable.

“Justin, my baby.”

Justin groaned. “Mom, come on. You’re embarrassing me. I’m almost thirty years old.”

Justin’s mother had this gleaming twinkle in her eyes as she looked at her son. “You’re still my precious baby.”

Justin sighed as he allowed himself to be pulled into his mother’s tight embrace. “Okay. Fine. Miss you so much, Mom.”

“I miss you more, my baby. Why are you so skinny? Do you have no time to eat? Seriously, you youngsters need to make time for a proper meal all the time.”

“I’m fine. Really,” Justin protested before turning toward his father, obviously trying to change the topic in a hurry. “Hey, Pops. It’s so good to see you.”

“Hey, Justin. Glad you can make it home for lunch today.”

Blake observed as Justin and his father hugged each other. He couldn’t help the feeling of envy that surged up from deep within him. Justin’s parents obviously cared for their son. Meanwhile, Blake’s own parents didn’t even bother to acknowledge his existence. He was dragged back into reality from the pit of his self-pity when Justin tugged at his wrist.

“Blake, these are my parents, Martha and Oliver Wong.”

Blake smiled at the couple and offered them his hand. He was taken aback when Justin’s mother abruptly wrapped her arms around him. He was even more astonished by the fact that he had tears welling up inside his eyes. Martha might not be his biological mother, but it felt nice to feel a mother’s arms around him again. It had been a while. When Justin’s mother eventually let go of him, he received a warm one-armed hug from his boyfriend’s father.

“Welcome to our house, Blake,” Oliver said before stepping back and leading the way into the house.

“Thank you, sir. It’s really awesome to be here.”

As they walked deeper into the house, Blake couldn’t help but be amazed by the size. It was an enormous house. Every room in it was massive, and the decorations were simultaneously luxurious and understated. Justin’s parents were definitely successful and wealthy. Fortunately, their taste in decorations was quite subtle instead of tacky, and Blake liked that. He had never understood rich people who bought the most expensive yet also the ugliest items to put inside their house. He didn’t join in the conversation between Justin and his parents. He was content to listen to them. Besides, Oliver still had one hand on his lower back, so he felt included in the conversation. Sort of.

“I heard that you’re the vice president of the finance department.”

Martha’s statement startled Blake out of his reverie. “Uh, yes. Yes, I am. I recently joined the company.”

“It’s fate.”

Blake had no idea what Martha was talking about. “Excuse me?”

“You and Justin.”

Blake was at a loss now. “Oh, sure. I guess.”

“When are you going to make an honest man out of my son?”

“Mom! Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Justin shouted while dragging his mother away.

Blake chuckled. Justin had been telling the truth. The two of them had chatted on and off about Justin’s parents once in a while. Most of their conversations had naturally been done while they were basking in their afterglow. Justin had been claiming that his parents, especially his mother, were obsessed with getting him to settle down. Blake thought Justin had been exaggerating. Now, he could see for himself that Justin was right.

“My wife is very excited about Justin finally having a boyfriend,” Oliver explained while Blake was trailing the older man toward the dining room. “He’s our youngest son. His two older brothers are already married. They’ve given us seven grandchildren, three boys and four girls.”

“I see.”

“Martha and I are worried about Justin the most. He’s a lot more sensitive than his brothers. We want him to settle down with a nice man as quickly as possible. Not that there’s anything wrong with being single. I know some of you youngsters aren’t interested in getting married too early, so Martha and I may come across as too old-fashioned, but a marriage can be beneficial. At least Justin won’t have to go through his life all alone. He will have someone to lean on, through the good and the bad.”

Blake nodded. “I understand.”

Oliver patted Blake on the back. “Excellent. Why don’t we head over to the dining room now? I’m sure Martha and Justin are already waiting for us.”

Blake beamed at Oliver. “Sure.”

When they got to the dining room, Martha and Justin were indeed waiting for them at the table. Blake hesitated. He didn’t know how Oliver and Martha would feel if he sat next to Justin. He was still concerned about their reaction to him and Justin dating each other. He had heard of or known too many family members who were all right with their son’s or daughter’s sexuality, but they would be uncomfortable when they had to face the reality. It was as if their son’s or daughter’s sexuality was this abstract idea inside their head, but having to see their son’s boyfriend or their daughter’s girlfriend made the whole thing too real somehow. He made his way over to Justin when the younger man beckoned him over to the empty seat right next to his boyfriend. He gave Oliver and Martha a crooked smile, waiting for them to say or do something. However, Oliver, who was seated at the head of the table with Martha on his right, simply grinned in return. Blake felt a tiny bit of hope inside him. Maybe Oliver and Martha were really as wonderful and accepting as Justin had portrayed them to be.

“So, Blake,” Martha spoke up a few seconds after they had all started eating. “Please tell Oli and me a little bit more about yourself. Justin is the worst. He only gives us the bare minimum.”

Blake chuckled while Justin rolled his eyes. Hard. He put one palm on top of Justin’s thigh and squeezed it gently. It didn’t require an observant person to see that Justin was a little annoyed at his mother. It was written all over Justin’s face. Blake patted Justin’s thigh a few times as he smiled at Oliver and Martha.

“I’m actually the first person in my family to graduate from college.”

Oliver nodded. “That’s amazing. Is that with a degree in finance?”

“Yes, sir. I’ve always loved numbers. They make sense to me. I don’t have to second-guess them. As long as I apply the proper theories and do the calculations correctly, the results will be accurate. It’s not the same as studying psychology, for example. Human nature, being what it is, can be unpredictable. When it comes to numbers, A is A, B is B, and so on. I like the certainty.”

“I agree,” Oliver said. “Have you always lived in San Francisco?”

“All my life,” Blake replied. “After graduation, I worked for this company that deals in importing and exporting of goods and climbed my way up for more than fifteen years. Then the CEO of this current company somehow got my contact number, offering me a much higher salary and a whole lot more benefits.”

“Is that the main reason you agreed to jump ship?”

Blake shook his head. “It was Justin who sealed the deal for me.”

Justin choked and coughed. “Excuse me?”

Blake could feel his ears and cheeks heating up. The story would be embarrassing. It was something he had never shared with anyone. Not even with Justin. Blake turned toward Justin and beamed widely.

“Remember the first time we met?”

“Yeah. Of course.”

Blake scratched the back of his head as the feeling of shyness from the deepest pit of his guts threatened to overwhelm him. “I lied to you then.”

“What about?”

“You asked me if I was the new vice president of the finance department,” Blake replied. “At the time, I hadn’t decided if I wanted to take the risk and resign from my previous job. The CEO had only told me to look you up so you could show me around the company.”

“But Sally informed me she had been talking to a guy named Blake Ingram, the new vice president of the finance department.”

Blake shook his head. “I hadn’t made up my mind then. Until I saw you in your office.”

Justin blushed. “Really?”

“Yeah. I felt something for you right then, and I just blurted it out on the spot when you asked me for my name and if I was ready to sign the contract. I had never been the impulsive type. Not until you.”

Justin’s cheeks reddened as he glanced away. Blake reached for Justin’s hand under the table and held it tightly. He was delighted when Justin intertwined their fingers together. He knew then, no matter what the future might hold, that Justin would always have a special place in his heart.

“Fate.”

Martha’s voice startled Blake, and he swiveled his head toward Justin’s mother. She had a smug, elated expression on her face. Blake noticed that even Oliver seemed to be really happy now. After that, the four of them continued to chat about the company for a bit longer before he volunteered a bit of information regarding his estrangement from his family. He didn’t get into the details, but judging by Martha and Oliver’s similarly sympathetic expressions, he knew they understood. He was thankful they didn’t even try to get him to talk more about his family. They allowed him to change the topic and followed along with whatever he wanted to talk about.

As lunch progressed further, Blake was glad for the opportunity to meet up with Justin’s parents. Even though he had been apprehensive about it, it turned out he had a wonderful time. Aside from feeling an immense sense of gratitude for Oliver and Martha’s easy acceptance of him as Justin’s boyfriend, he was also learning more about his boyfriend. Now, he was aware where Justin acquired his personality from. Justin had some of Martha’s bubbly and overexcited demeanor. He also had the best of his father’s qualities, which were the older man’s sympathetic and observant nature. The other thing that was obvious to Blake was where Justin got his looks from. Justin had his mother’s smooth and flawless skin, large eyes, those thick and bushy eyebrows, a cute button nose, and a pair of pinkish, small lips. Along with inheriting his father’s incredibly sharp and masculine jawline, broad shoulders, and that nearly symmetrical face, Blake wasn’t surprised Justin had grown up to be so unbelievably gorgeous. Justin had hit the jackpot of genetic lottery for sure. There was no doubt about it.

When lunch was over, the four of them retreated to the backyard for some tasty cakes for dessert and a cup of coffee each. Blake was a lot more relaxed now, and he was able to chat with Justin, Oliver, and Martha without feeling the same amount of pressure he had felt earlier. He was even more ecstatic that Justin never appeared to hesitate about being affectionate toward him in front of Oliver and Martha. It helped that Justin’s parents didn’t seem at all bothered about their open intimacy. They all hung out in the backyard and conversed with one another with plenty of ease. Blake felt as if he was living in an ideal world where nobody would bat an eyelid at him regardless of his sexuality. By the time he and Justin were ready to leave, he was almost sad about it. He was overcome with joy when Oliver and Martha invited him back to their house the following weekend. In fact, they wanted him to stop by anytime, with or without Justin in tow, and that was the most amazing feeling in the world.

“It’s not so bad, is it?” Justin asked in a light, teasing voice a few minutes later as the two of them were driving away from Oliver and Martha’s house.

Blake beamed at Justin and shook his head. “No. Not bad at all.”

Then he grabbed onto Justin’s hand for the remainder of the journey back to his house. After such an incredible start to the day, he was looking forward to spending the rest of his Saturday and also the following day with Justin. He had been searching for stability and comfort all his life, and he found that in Justin. Their relationship was smooth and steady so far, and he couldn’t stop himself from envisioning a future with the two of them together until their hair was snowy white and brittle. He had experienced enough unpleasant things in his younger years. Maybe things were about to go his way for once.


Chapter 10

Justin was floating on cloud nine. His work was going well, his friendships with David, Joshua, Keenan, Javier, Calvin, and Vincent were as strong as ever, and his relationship with Blake was progressing rather smoothly. He and Blake had been together for nearly two and a half months now. Granted, they had a bump or two along the way, but they had always been able to weather through every storm. This was the first relationship where Justin couldn’t actually imagine his future without Blake in it. He was sickeningly happy all the time. Even his friends had commented on his state of mind several times, but nothing was going to pull him down. Not that his friends had too much spare time to tease him about his relationship with Blake anyway.

David was currently crazy in love with this multi-billionaire named Tobias Ruiz. The two of them used to hate each other, but they had somehow worked things out, and Justin was rooting for them. Joshua finally grew some balls and got together with James. Those two were disgustingly in love, and Justin was delighted on their behalves. Vincent was often busy with Anthony Lim, the owner of The Torpedough, one of the best bakeries in the city. Keenan had reconnected with Pablo Cotilla, his childhood best friend and also the owner of The Overrated Llama, a new and popular bar in San Francisco, and it happened to be really close to their office building. Javier had been strangely absent from a couple of their weekend luncheons, and that started after his trip to Saint Louis. Javier had mentioned a guy named Hugo Romero, but Justin and his other friends had yet to meet this new man in Javier’s life. The only one among them who was still single was Calvin.

“Pizza okay?”

Justin was startled out of his reverie by Blake’s question. It was Friday evening, and the two of them were inside Blake’s car. Blake had just driven the car out from its parking spot at the basement of the company’s office building.

“Yeah. Absolutely. The usual?”

“Of course.”

“Sounds perfect.”

After that, there was a momentary stretch of silence between the two of them. Justin was once again lost in his own thoughts as he reminisced about the past. He must have been quiet for far too long, and he could feel Blake glancing over at him with a hint of curiosity on his boyfriend’s handsome face.

“Anything bothering you, babe?”

Justin shook his head. “Nah. Just thinking about my friends, me, and our lives.”

“What about them?”

“Less than three months ago, we were all single men,” Justin replied. “Now we’re all paired up.”

“Except for Cal.”

“Yeah.”

Blake smiled in Justin’s direction for a second or two before returning his attention toward the busy evening traffic on the road. “He will find someone soon. If not, he’s going to be fine on his own. Being in a relationship isn’t a guarantee that we will be happy.”

“True.”

“Calvin has a very specific taste, though.”

Blake chuckled. “I know. He likes older men. I’ve noticed. When we hung out at the bars, or more recently at Pablo’s bar multiple times a week—”

“That’s because Kee and Pablo are madly in love with each other. Those two can’t seem to stop making out with each other.”

“Babe,” Blake said while smirking at Justin. “In all fairness, the two of us aren’t any better than them.”

Justin snickered. “Well, I guess you’re right.”

Blake rolled his eyes. “I am. Anyway, back to Cal. Nine times out of ten, he would go home with a much older man. Or two.”

“Or three, four, and five,” Justin added while chortling softly. “Cal is very well-loved by all the older men. He craves for affection from the older men.”

“While the older men enjoy the fact that someone as young and good-looking as Calvin is sexually attracted to them,” Blake added.

Justin nodded. “Calvin has a severe abandonment issue.”

“I know. Cal had talked to me about it about three weeks ago when we were all hanging out at the bar. Men like Cal’s father are giving the rest of us a terrible reputation. Not that my own parents are any better in that regards.”

Justin gave Blake a sympathetic look. “Yeah.”

After that, the two of them remained quiet for a brief moment. Justin thought he was probably a lot more affected by Calvin’s problem than Blake. He and Calvin had been friends for years. He knew just how badly Calvin was hurting deep down inside. After all, Calvin could be a weepy drunk. Justin and his six friends had gotten intoxicated together many times over the years, and alcohol often allowed them to let loose and reveal way too many painful secrets they had all been harboring for a long period of time. Calvin’s story was heartbreaking to listen to, but so was Vincent’s. However, Vincent’s story was tragic for a whole other reason, and Justin didn’t like to think about it.

“Babe, we’re here.”

Justin glanced out through the window. They had indeed arrived outside one of their favorite pizza places. It was located quite far from Blake’s house. In fact, it was actually nearer to Justin’s apartment. The two of them could have visited the one that was closer to Blake’s house, but he was aware his boyfriend loved this particular place very much. Blake had become addicted to the pizzas at this place after the first time Justin had brought his boyfriend there. Not that he minded. The food at this pizza place was awesome. Besides, he had known the owner for years now. After all, he had been living around the area for quite a while. He got out from the car and smiled when Blake offered him his hand. He grabbed onto Blake’s hand, and the two of them walked into the establishment hand in hand.

The moment they entered, he could smell the marvelous scents of various types of pizzas. Unsurprisingly, the place was packed. The customers were made up of families, older and younger couples, teenagers, and groups of adult friends hanging out and relaxing after a tiring week at work. Fortunately, there was an empty table in one corner of the room. It was very secluded, and it was really near to the restrooms. Justin would prefer to sit elsewhere, but there was no other empty table. Beggars couldn’t be choosers. Hence, Justin led the way to the one last table inside the pizza joint. A server approached them, and they placed their respective orders without bothering to browse through the menu. They knew what they liked, and the menu was unnecessary.

“Blake,” Justin called out to his boyfriend, who was darting his eyes all over the other tables and staring at the pizzas. “I need to use the toilet. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay.”

Justin made his way toward the restroom to relief himself. Since it was empty, he was able to go in and out in less than five minutes. As he was making his way back toward his and Blake’s table, he noticed three much older men talking to his boyfriend. He didn’t recognize who they were, but he noticed Blake had a look of discomfort on his face. He walked toward Blake’s side of the table and beamed widely at his boyfriend before placing his hand on the older man’s shoulder. He wriggled his nose a little when he detected the overwhelming stench of alcohol coming from the three strangers.

“Hey, babe.”

Justin could feel Blake’s shoulder stiffening under his palm in an instant. He had no idea what was wrong, but he had a strong feeling it had to do with the presence of those three unknown men standing next to his and Blake’s table. His protective instinct rose to the surface immediately, especially when he detected the hostility coming from one of the unknown men.

“Who are you?” one of the strangers asked all of a sudden.

Justin was slightly taken aback by the man’s unfriendly tone of voice even though he should have expected it. He forced himself to remain calm.

“Justin Wong, Blake’s boyfriend and colleague. Who are you?”

“Lawrence Ingram, Blake’s father. These men next to me are his uncles.”

Justin was shocked, but he concealed his emotion in a hurry. “Nice to meet you, sirs.”

Lawrence sneered. “Wish I could say the same thing to you. I was hanging out here with my brothers, and we were having a great time. Then you two entered this pizza joint hand in hand. That was disgusting and unnatural. No real man should be holding hand with another man like fucking pussy bitches, so I thought I would come here to check up on my faggot of a son, wanting to persuade him to see the light and return to the right path. I guess that will never happen. He’s really nothing but a cocksucking bitch after all.”

Justin could sense Blake’s whole body becoming even more rigid under his palm. It took every ounce of his self-control not to explode and kick these men’s asses. These three men might be larger in build than he was, but he had no doubt he could take them on without breaking a single drop of sweat. His judo, Chinese Kung Fu, and Taekwondo would come in handy for sure. However, he didn’t want to spoil his and Blake’s evening by fighting with his boyfriend’s father and uncles. Besides, those three men were obviously drunk. Moreover, the ensuing commotion would result in Martin, the owner, to come out from his office to check out the situation. Justin didn’t want to put Martin on the spot and make things difficult for the owner. The worst outcome would be if he and Blake got themselves kicked out and possibly banned from their favorite pizza place for the rest of their lives.

“Blake is a wonderful man and an even more amazing boyfriend. If you or your brothers have nothing good to say, please leave us alone.”

Justin should have known a physical altercation would be inevitable because the next thing he knew, Lawrence was gripping onto his collar and pulling him forward. The noise inside the pizza place died down almost as if by magic. It was so quiet, it was as if nobody was even breathing inside the room.

“You have a fucking smart mouth, you little piece of shit.”

Justin sighed. He really didn’t want to teach Lawrence a lesson. After all, the man was Blake’s father. He glanced in Blake’s direction when his boyfriend got up on his feet and attempted to remove Lawrence’s hands while pleading with the older man to stop it. However, Lawrence must be intoxicated and stupid. Instead of listening to Blake, Lawrence hurled verbally abusive words at his son. Justin didn’t like Lawrence’s tone of voice toward Blake, but he hadn’t planned to do anything until he noticed Blake’s father about to swing one backhanded punch in Blake’s direction. He knew there was only one sure-fire way to end this before it could escalate much further. He relaxed his stance, clutched tightly onto Lawrence’s wrist, and twisted the older man’s arms. He hadn’t exerted enough force to break Lawrence’s arms, but the older man still howled loudly in pain.

Then Justin pushed Lawrence a few inches away from him before turning the older man around, grabbing onto his shirt, and pushing him face down onto the table. Lawrence struggled to no avail while screaming curse words at Justin, which he ignored easily. Lawrence sounded like a loser asshole with a bruised ego because he was now getting his ass handed to him in public. At that moment, Blake’s uncles rushed toward Justin, so he simply balanced himself on one leg and aimed the other one high up in the air in their faces. That move must have startled them enough because they immediately stopped in their respective spots, seemingly uncertain how to proceed. After that, Justin returned his attention to Lawrence.

“Mr. Lawrence, sir, this is my final warning to you,” Justin said as calmly as he could. “I have multiple medals from various competitions in Taekwondo, Judo, and Chinese Kung Fu. I could have easily landed you in the hospital. If you’re smart, you know what to do. You may not want to acknowledge Blake as your son, but I know my boyfriend still thinks of you as his father. That’s the only reason why I haven’t really kicked your ass as hard as I’m tempted to. Please leave now.”

For the next several moments, Justin observed as Lawrence seemed torn by his wounded pride and the obvious fear he caught in the man’s eyes. He thought Lawrence would be foolish enough to take him on. Fortunately, Lawrence simply huffed and shook him off. This time around, Justin loosened his hold on Lawrence, allowing the older man to break free. Lawrence shot him one last dirty look before rushing toward the exit without sparing Blake even an ounce of acknowledgment. Blake’s uncles trailed after Lawrence in a hurry a few seconds later. Justin stared at their retreating backs for a few more seconds before scoffing softly and going back to his seat. After a short moment, every customer in the pizza place turned their heads away and resumed to their own conversations. Justin also waved his hand at Martin, who was standing next to the counter, and mouthed the word “sorry” to the owner of the pizza place. Martin simply nodded before heading back toward the direction of his office.

“I’m sorry.”

Upon hearing that, Justin gazed into Blake’s eyes. “What for?”

“Please accept my apology on my father’s behalf.”

Justin snorted. “Not your fault. Besides, your father is drunk. I think your uncles are, too. I can’t be sure.”

Blake simply nodded. After that, the two of them were quiet for what felt like an eternity. The atmosphere wasn’t exactly tense between them, but it wasn’t comfortable either. The silence was broken when the server approached their table with their drinks and pizza.

“Jacintha?”

Justin was taken aback to hear the mixture of joy, surprise, and hopefulness in Blake’s tone of voice. He had no idea who Jacintha was to Blake, but his boyfriend appeared really happy to see her. Justin relaxed further when the server gave Blake a tentative smile.

“Hey, Blake.”

Blake’s face broke into the biggest grin. He stood and hugged the server tightly. Justin was bewildered by the strange turn of event. Blake pulled back from Jacintha and gestured for Justin to stand.

“Babe, this is my baby cousin, Jacintha,” Blake said by way of introduction before pointing at Justin. “This is Justin Wong, my boyfriend.”

Jacintha beamed at Justin. “It’s really nice to meet you. I’m sorry about my dad and uncles. I’d tried to get them to leave earlier. They’re drunk off their asses, and I know what they’re like when they’re in that state. I really didn’t want them to mess things up for me. I’m a freshman at college, and I’m there on multiple scholarships. I was recently hired by the owner of this pizza place, and I need this job to pay for my other expenses. They wouldn’t listen to me, though.”

Justin shook his head. “It’s not your fault. Which one was your father? There were two other men aside from Lawrence.”

“The shortest and stockiest one,” Jacintha replied while snickering at Justin.

Justin chortled. “Ah, I see. Cool. You don’t look like him at all. You’re beautiful. You must take after your mother.”

Jacintha blushed. “Thank you.”

Blake cleared his throat loudly and narrowed his eyes at Justin. “Excuse me? In case you’ve forgotten, your lovely boyfriend is here.”

Justin rolled his eyes and kissed Blake on the cheek. “Stop being a jealous ass. You know my heart is yours. I’m simply giving Jacintha a well-deserved compliment.”

Jacintha let out a guffaw before glancing up at Blake. “I like him. He’s a keeper.”

Blake snorted. “That’s because he thinks you’re pretty.”

Jacintha preened. “Can’t deny the truth.”

Then the three of them burst out laughing. Once they had calmed down a little, Blake pulled his smartphone out from the right pocket of his dress pants.

“I’ve lost touch with everyone from the family. May I have your number?”

Jacintha nodded as she accepted the smartphone from Blake and began to key in her number into it. “Of course. For what it’s worth, I’m so sorry for not keeping in contact with you. I have no way to reach you. I was only twelve years old when you stopped coming to the family gatherings. Your parents rarely mentioned you, and when they did, they…well, they weren’t exactly nice.”

Blake nodded. “I understand, but I hope we can hang out more in the future.”

Jacintha returned the smartphone to Blake. “Absolutely.”

Blake saved Jacintha’s number before calling it. “I just gave you a missed call. Keep in touch, okay?”

“Sure,” Jacintha replied with a huge smile on her face before waving at both Blake and Justin. “I have to get back to work. Talk to you both later.”

“Later,” Justin said before he and Blake got back to their seats. “Two coincidences in one night. First that unfortunate encounter with your dad and uncles. Then we got to meet your baby cousin.”

Blake chuckled. “I know, right?”

After that, the two of them started eating their pizza. Their moods were much better now. Justin could still feel the tension bubbling underneath Blake’s cool and calm façade, but the interaction between them was almost back to normal. He understood it might take a while for Blake to shrug off the incident with his father and uncles, and he was willing to give his boyfriend more time to get over it. It was just a matter of time.


Chapter 11

A few days had passed since the pizza place incident, but Blake was unable to put that away to the back of his mind. He simply couldn’t do it. He was feeling guilty. It had nothing much to do with the fact that his own father had attempted to physically assault Justin and him. It also wasn’t caused by his inability to protect Justin. With his height and build, he towered over quite a number of people. The people he had dated prior to Justin had sort of expected him to be the aggressor and to take care of them even if they had never stated that out loud in an explicit manner. Justin was different, though. Blake might be physically larger than Justin, but his boyfriend had been the one to handle the altercation with his father and uncles. Justin had even done it in such a classy manner. It was sexy as fuck, and maybe Blake was sick in the head, but he found that he really liked it when Justin had acted so dominant in front of him.

Justin was usually so calm and level-headed, but he had acted like such a powerful alpha male at the pizza place. Blake had not only been stunned by it, he had actually loved and gotten seriously turned on by it. There was something really hot about dating a masculine, strong man like Justin. Blake mostly enjoyed the fact that he was the one fucking Justin instead of the other way around, and his boyfriend obviously loved being the bottom in their relationship. He was probably really fucked up inside his head, but he liked that he got to be the one to shove his cock inside a man like Justin. Justin might be a macho man in public, but sexually, he was the one begging and pleading for Blake to fuck him harder and rougher with every thrust. It was a heady feeling for Blake to know that a man like Justin was submitting to him sexually. However, that was the main reason why he had been conscience-stricken for days now. Not only had he not defended Justin from his father, he hadn’t done much at all because all the blood had rushed to his groin area and straight into his dick. His cock had throbbed at the sight of Justin handling the almost-fight with so much ease and without even breaking out a single drop of sweat from the exertion.

“Blake!”

Justin’s voice pulled Blake out of his lust-fueled daydream back into the realm of reality. He ignored his hardening cock, which was definitely leaking copious amount of precum inside his pants, as he smiled at Justin. His boyfriend was standing next to his office door, smirking at him with that knowing glint in the man’s beautiful eyes. He took one quick look at the time on his laptop. He was rather astonished to discover that it was nearly six in the evening. He had been working so hard while fantasizing about Justin, time had passed by in the blink of an eye.

“Hey, babe,” Blake said while getting up on his feet and walking toward Justin. “What’s up?”

Justin’s eyes darted downward toward Blake’s crotch before he raised his eyes up toward the older man’s face and grinned widely. “Oh, something is up for sure.”

Blake could feel his cheeks heating up from the mixture of embarrassment and arousal that coursed through his entire being. “You can tell?”

Justin chuckled in a husky tone of voice. “With an endowment like yours, there’s no way you can hide it when it’s in that state. Besides, you’re wearing that pair of fitted dark brown pants I love so much. It shows off your sweet ass really nicely. Most importantly, it always shows off your bulge in a truly obscene manner whenever you put it on.”

Blake snickered in response. “You don’t mind?”

“Not at all. I like it that the whole world knows I’m getting my ass fucked daily by a cock as massive as yours. It drives me crazy hot to imagine the envy in people’s eyes.”

Blake snorted. “Are you an exhibitionist?”

Justin shook his head. “No, but I don’t mind people knowing that my man has an enormous cock.”

“Your man?”

Justin reached for Blake’s shirt and pulled him even closer. “I’m sex-positive. I believe people should be able to get laid with whoever they want to and in any manner they prefer without being judged for their proclivities as long as the sex is consensual. They want to have sex with hundreds of people? Go ahead. They like painful, rough, and brutal sex? Or maybe something more vanilla? Do it. Maybe some people choose to have open relationships, and that’s fine, too. I know some men who like to be cuckolded. They like it when their wives or girlfriends are getting fucked by other men. That shit turns them on like crazy. That’s cool. Whatever floats their boats.”

Blake gazed into Justin’s eyes with their lips an inch or two apart from each other. “Your point?”

“We’ve never discussed an open relationship between us, so I’m assuming that we’re in a monogamous relationship.”

“That’s right,” Blake confirmed while he gradually slid his hands downward until his palms were cupping Justin’s butt cheeks and squeezing them. “People can ogle you as much as they like. I don’t care, and I can’t stop them from doing that anyway, but as long as I’m the only one who’s being intimate with you, I’m okay with it. As children, we’re taught to share, but I have my limits. As my boyfriend, you’re exclusively mine.”

Justin arched his left eyebrow at Blake. “Are you the jealous and possessive type then?”

“Very much so.”

“So am I, and you damn well better remember that. Stray, and I’ll fucking bust your balls with my bare fist.”

“Deal.”

“Good. Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, what have you so worked up?” Justin asked while rubbing his palm against the pulsing bulge at the front of Blake’s pants.

Blake bit back a moan before responding to the question. “You and my dad.”

Justin’s eyebrows went up even higher now. “Uh, no offence, stud, but I’m not attracted to your father at all. I’m dating you, not your father. Besides, he’s a jerk and a homophobe. Definitely not my cup of tea.”

Blake burst out laughing before he grimaced in disgust. “That wasn’t what I meant at all, babe.”

Justin seemed unconvinced. “Okay.”

Blake snickered in amusement as he dragged Justin toward the couch in his office. Once they were both comfortably seated on it, he explained himself.

“I still feel rather guilty that my father became physical with you. He didn’t used to be that bad.”

“Not your fault.”

“I know, but he’s my father.”

Justin smiled. “I get it, but you need to move on. I don’t blame you at all. His actions and words have nothing to do with you.”

“I know that, too, but I still feel terrible about—”

“Don’t,” Justin cut Blake off midsentence. “Your father is older than you are. He’s a grown man. He knows what he’s doing. His actions and words are not your responsibilities.”

“I guess.”

Justin shook his head. “There’s no guessing about it. The two of you are different individuals. Let him deal with the consequences of his actions and words. You have enough on your plate. Just focus on your life, our friends, and us.”

Blake hesitated for a second or two before nodding. “You’re right.”

“Of course! I’m always right.”

Blake snorted. “How modest.”

Justin shrugged. “Can’t deny the truth.”

“Whatever,” Blake said while pulling Justin impossibly closer against his body. “Anyway, what are you doing here? You haven’t answered me earlier.”

“Oh, I was going to check up on you and see if you were done for the day. Everyone else had already left. It’s Friday evening, you know?”

“I know.”

“The guys are waiting for us at Pablo’s bar. We will meet there before heading out for dinner at seven.”

“All of them?”

“Yeah,” Justin replied. “Dave and Toby, Josh and James, Vince and Tony, and Kee and Pablo, naturally. Oh! Javier has invited Hugo to join us.”

“Those two are getting serious, aren’t they? This will be Hugo’s second meeting with us.”

“Yeah.”

“What about Cal?”

Justin smirked. “He won’t be alone tonight. Remember Turner Marsh?”

“The owner of Paradise Fable? That new fine dining restaurant?”

Justin nodded. “Yeah.”

“Wait a minute. They are seriously dating each other?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Cool. How much time do we have?”

“About an hour. Why?”

“Hold on.”

Blake grinned and proceeded to ignore Justin for a brief moment as he made his way toward his office door. He peeked out from his office. The outside was completely deserted. All of the lights in the other offices were already off, which meant he and Justin were all alone on the floor now. He shut the door tightly before returning to the couch. Justin had a knowing gleam in his eyes.

“Why, Mr. Ingram? What dirty things do you have in mind?”

Blake rolled his eyes. “We haven’t fucked inside the office for a while now. Do you want to?”

Justin was obviously pretending to be astounded by the question. “Mr. Ingram, that is so immoral and filthy. Please don’t corrupt my innocent mind with your nasty, filthy ideas.”

Blake huffed in exasperation. “Right, and I’m the pope.”

“I’m the holiest of all the angels—”

Blake didn’t give Justin a chance to complete his statement. He pounced on Justin and started stripping off their clothes as he kissed his boyfriend with all the passion he could muster from deep within him. Justin’s laughter only turned him on even more. Once they were totally naked, he ground his crotch against Justin’s as he slowly scooted downward, licking and tasting every inch of Justin’s exposed skin. Justin’s skin was a little sweaty and smelled rather musky, but that turned Blake on even more. He played with his boyfriend’s nipples, alternating between suckling on one of them and pinching or twisting the other with his fingers. If they were making love in either his or Justin’s bedrooms, he would have taken his time to build up their pleasure. As it was, they were inside his office at the moment. Granted, all of their colleagues had already left for the day, but the risk of being discovered in such a compromising position by somebody was still quite high.

Regardless, the thrill of having sex in such a public place wasn’t lost on Blake. He shifted much lower before swooping down onto Justin’s leaking cock and swallowing it all the way to its base. Then he sucked on and licked all over it as if it was his last meal as a dying man. Justin’s cock tasted divine, and his boyfriend’s precum was salty and delicious. He increased the suction around Justin’s dick. Justin’s loud moaning and huffing sound only served to turn him on even more. He continued to deepthroat Justin’s cock for as long as he could before releasing it from his mouth. Then he spat plenty of saliva onto his right palm and slicked up his dick before pressing the head right against the rim of Justin’s ass. He could feel Justin’s hole relaxing as he pushed his cock inside the velvety warmth of his boyfriend’s ass. It was tight and perfect. He grunted in arousal and pain when Justin pressed all of his blunt fingernails onto his rather sweaty back.

Then he groaned when Justin clenched his ass much harder around his cock. He inhaled and exhaled deeply and slowly as he did his best not to climax before he could even begin making love to Justin. It wasn’t easy, though. Justin’s little whimpers and tightening ass were almost too much for Blake. The sensation around his cock was exquisite, and he was seconds away from blowing his load inside Justin’s ass. He gasped and shut his eyes when he eventually buried the entire length of his dick inside Justin’s ass. He didn’t start moving immediately. It was for both of their benefits. Justin needed time to adjust to the invasion while Blake was highly aware that he was probably two, three strokes away from coming inside his boyfriend’s incredible ass. Justin was making it difficult for him, though. His boyfriend wouldn’t stop squirming underneath him.

“Babe, sto-stop it. I’m about to blow.”

Justin had that panicking expression on his face. “N-no! You can’t! You haven’t even fucked me yet!”

Blake chuckled as he slapped Justin’s right butt cheek a little harder than he intended to. “Then stay still.”

Justin complied in an instant. “Okay.”

Blake heaved out a sigh of relief. He was extremely close. He didn’t have a hair trigger. He could usually last quite a while when he had sex. Justin was different from all of his previous partners, though. Justin was too fucking sexy for his own good, and Blake could never hold back for more than a few minutes each time they made love. He always had to either change their positions so he would have a brief moment of respite or remain still inside Justin’s ass to ensure that he wouldn’t give up his load far too quickly. Once he was certain he wasn’t at risk of coming, he started sliding in and out from Justin’s ass. The one thing he loved about Justin was that his boyfriend wasn’t the type to passively get fucked. It made the sex between them that much hotter. After a while, Blake could feel his balls tightening. He knew it was a losing battle. He was going to come whether he wanted to or not, so he began to pound Justin’s ass that much harder. He aimed the head of his cock right against Justin’s most sensitive spot, causing his boyfriend to yell that much louder. He didn’t even care that Justin was practically scratching his butt and thighs with his blunt fingernails. The two of them always had plenty of battle scars each time they made love to each other. Bruising and scratch marks were par for the course. Their lovemaking had been brutal and rough right from the start. Blake slumped down onto Justin, hugging his boyfriend even tighter in his arms as he pummeled his lover’s ass without mercy. He also licked at Justin’s neck over and over again.

“Baby, I’m going to come.”

“Yeah, stud. Inside my ass. Fill me up.”

“Fuck!” Blake shouted as he shoved his cock into Justin’s ass one last time.

After that, a few things occurred all at once. He was pumping load after load of his cum into Justin as his boyfriend was spurting out multiple shots of cum in between them. Some of the cum even landed on the couch. Blake didn’t care at all, though. He could wipe them clean later. However, he and Justin were simultaneously panting and taken aback when his office door swung open all of a sudden.

“Blake, have you seen—oh, shit! We’re so sorry. Fucking damn it! Sorry! We knocked, but you didn’t answer—shit! Leaving now! Sorry!”

Blake and Justin were still coming as they stared in horror at the office door, which was now tightly shut once again. Then Blake burst out laughing.

“That was Dave.”

“And Josh,” Justin added. “Fuck!”

Blake was mortified, but he was also amused. Justin continued to chortle, and Blake joined in.

“Oh, well. I think they had all caught us having sex in the office at least once.”

“Or more than once,” Justin reminded. “Let me recount them all. Dave was first. He saw us getting it on in the toilet. Then Keenan in the emergency staircases. Vince and Javier in the toilet afterward, and Cal in my office. Now Dave and Josh in your office. Damn it!”

“We really have to be more careful,” Blake said.

Justin nodded. “I guess.”

“We aren’t ever going to stop, are we?”

“What? Having sex in public?” Justin inquired in a teasing tone of voice.

“Yeah.”

“Nope. I love it.”

Blake was relieved to hear that. “Me, too.”

“We just have to be more careful about it.”

“I agree.”

“What are we going to do now?”

“Clean up and head to the bar to meet up with the guys,” Blake answered.

“And face the music.”

Blake shrugged. “Yeah. We will never hear the end of this.”

Justin snickered. “Definitely. Regrets?”

“None.”

“Good. Now, get off me. I need something to wipe all the cum and sweat off me.”

Blake obliged. “I have some paper towels in my drawer. Give me a second.”

After that, for the next several minutes, they removed all the evidence of their lovemaking as best as they could before putting all their clothes back on. Then Justin pressed his lips against Blake’s, and they kissed for a few moments longer before breaking apart.

“Are you ready?”

Blake reached for Justin’s hand and gripped onto it tightly. “With you? Always.”

Justin beamed at Blake, obviously shy and pleased at the same time. “Same here. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

Blake grabbed all of his personal belongings before shutting off the light and allowing Justin to drag him out from his office. As they made their way toward the elevator, he couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky he was in having a boyfriend as wonderful as Justin. He had no idea what the future held for the two of them, but he knew that as long as he and Justin were together, he wasn’t alone anymore. He patted the key inside the pocket of his suit jacket. It was the key to his house. He was going to ask Justin to move in with him as soon as possible. In fact, he would probably do that later right after dinner was over, and they were on their way back to his house. His plan was to surprise Justin when they reached his house. Once they were standing in front of the entrance to his house, he was going to get down on one knee and offered the key to Justin. He hoped Justin would accept it. He didn’t like spending even one evening apart from his amazing boyfriend. He wanted Justin in bed with him every night before he fell asleep, and he craved to see his boyfriend’s handsome face to be the first thing he saw when he woke up in the morning. He had never been more certain about anything in his life. Justin was it, his Mr. Right, and the man he was going to marry someday. It was just a matter of time.


Epilogue

Justin groaned as he slowly opened his eyes. Then he heard Blake’s rhythmic snoring next to him, and he had to bite his lower lip so he wouldn’t burst out laughing out loud and disturb his sleeping boyfriend. It was summer now, and he and Blake had been together for months now. The two of them were currently staying at Tobias’s place in Hawaii. They, along with their group of friends that naturally included all of the boyfriends, were on their short summer vacation, landing the previous evening in Hawaii on Tobias’s private jet. They had all retreated to their respective bedrooms right after dinner was over. Initially, he had been rather exhausted, thinking he would probably fall asleep as soon as he got in bed. Instead, Blake had started kissing him, and before he knew it, he was happily spreading his legs open so his boyfriend could fuck him hard and rough, exactly the way he liked it. In fact, Blake had made love to him four times over the course of the evening and early morning. As a result, he hadn’t been able to sleep much at all. Not that he was complaining about it. He loved the feeling of Blake’s raw cock and warm cum inside his ass. He would never say no to Blake when it came to sex.

“Morning, baby.”

Blake’s raspy voice startled Justin out of his reverie. He smiled at Blake and pressed a gentle kiss on his boyfriend’s lips, morning breath be damned, before resting his head on his man’s firm, muscular chest.

“Good morning, stud.”

“Are you okay?”

Justin could feel himself blushing. He knew what Blake was asking about.

“Sore, but I’m good.”

“Excellent. Wish I can fuck you again, but you’re fucking insatiable. I really want to fuck you so bad, but you’ve drained my balls dry, and I’m no longer a young stud. I’m almost forty years old. I can’t keep up with you, babe.”

Justin chuckled. “It’s fine. Maybe later tonight.”

Blake snickered softly. “Sure thing. You can bet your sweet ass on that.”

“Cool.”

“Should we get up and take a shower? I’m starving, and I really need some sustenance to replenish all of my energy.”

Justin grinned at Blake. “Sounds great. Why don’t you head into the bathroom first? I need another minute or so.”

“Okay. Don’t keep me waiting for too long. I’ll miss you too much, and I may wither and die inside.”

Justin rolled his eyes. “Don’t be dramatic. Go on. I’ll catch up with you.”

“Fine,” Blake said, kissing Justin on the lips once more before getting off the bed and walking toward the bathroom.

Justin eyed Blake’s sexy, muscled back, ass, and thighs for several seconds longer before running toward his luggage and pulling out the velvet box he had been hiding in it ever since the previous afternoon. Then he strode toward the bathroom. When he reached it, he admired Blake’s incredible, naked body for a brief moment before joining his boyfriend in the shower. Blake’s eyes widened in surprise when Justin got down on one knee right in front of him.

“Blake—”

“Justin, baby,” Blake interrupted. “I really don’t think I can get it up anymore.”

Justin ignored Blake as he lifted the velvet box up high with one hand before opening it. Blake gasped, obviously astonished by the sight of the white gold ring with eight small diamonds embedded in one neat row at the top.

“I know this isn’t the most conventional nor the most romantic place for a proposal, but we’ve never been the regular kind of couple anyway. Blake Ingram, I fell in love with you at first sight, and I’m even crazier in love with you now. You’ve made me really happy, and I can’t imagine the rest of my life without you by my side. Will you please be mine forever?”

Blake gaped and stared at Justin, obviously trying to respond, but the answer that came out was completely unexpected. “No!”

Justin was taken aback. He thought the two of them were on the same page.

“What? Blake—”

“Fuck! I’m messing this up. I mean, yes, I’ll be honored to, but damn it! I was supposed to be the one to propose to you. Give me a second.”

Justin had no idea what was going on. He stared at Blake as his boyfriend ran out from the bathroom. He was still kneeling inside the shower on one knee when Blake returned with a velvet box of his own. He immediately understood what was going on when Blake also got down on one knee, opened the box, and showed him the ring inside. The ring was also made of white gold, that much Justin could tell, but unlike the eight small diamonds on the ring he was offering Blake, the ring he was looking at had a big stone that was black in color with a fiery pattern that appeared truly spectacular in contrast to the dark background.

“Wow…” Justin trailed off as he studied Blake’s ring.

“Do you like it?”

“I love it. What stone is that?”

“A three-carat black opal. It reminds me of your beautiful eyes. I love you, and I can’t envision my future without you in it. You’re the best thing to ever happen to me, and I want us to be together always. Will you please marry me?”

Justin smiled and cocked his head at the velvet box in his hand. “Only if you’ll accept my ring and marry me someday.”

“I do.”

Justin beamed widely as he slid the ring into Blake’s ring finger on his boyfriend’s left hand. Then he waited patiently as Blake did the same for him. Once they were done, they both stood and kissed each other tenderly.

“We’re probably the first couple to ask for each other’s hand in marriage inside the bathroom,” Justin pointed out while they were still holding on to each other by their waists.

Blake shrugged. “Who cares? We didn’t exactly have a conventional beginning to our relationship. We don’t have to be like everyone else.”

“True. I can’t wait to show off my ring to the other guys. They will be so jealous.”

“They will be more envious of my ring.”

Justin nodded. “I love you.”

“I love you more.”

“I love you most.”

“I love you most most.”

“I love you most most most.”

Blake rolled his eyes. “I love you most to the power of infinity. Now, shut up and kiss me already.”

Justin chuckled, but he did what Blake wanted him to. As they kissed each other right there inside the bathroom, he couldn’t help but think about the rest of their lives together. He and Blake were going to be so happy together always. He knew it deep in his heart that they were going to grow old together. This moment wasn’t the fairy tale ending of their relationship. It was its perfect beginning.

 

THE END


Destined




Chapter 1

Joshua Wallace liked to think of himself as a confident man, and he really was. Most of the time. However, those occasions didn’t include moments like this. He was grinning so wide in his desperate attempt to hide his nervousness, he half-expected his face to break into two halves anytime soon. He couldn’t help it, though. He was sitting across the table from James Chan, the hunky owner of JC’s Food Haven, one of the catering businesses with a standing agreement to provide food and drinks for the pharmaceutical firm he was working at as one of its Social Media Specialists.

It wasn’t his first meeting with James, and strictly speaking, he wasn’t supposed to be there, but Justin Wong, the HR Manager at the firm and also one of his closest friends, was aware of his infatuation toward the sexy owner of JC’s Food Haven. He had been crushing hard on James since the first time he laid eyes on the man several months ago. Truthfully, it was more accurate to label his and James’s first meeting as “lust at first bump.” Literally.

He had been making his way around some of his colleagues’ cubicles and offices, collecting the physical data he needed to promote the latest product, when he had crashed into what felt like a massive piece of flat, hard rock. It had been his fault, though. He hadn’t been paying attention because he was too busy reading through some of the data he had managed to collect. He had almost stumbled backward when a pair of hands gripped him by his waist and steadied him on his feet. After that, he had gaped. His mouth had been opened wide enough to catch a few thousand mosquitoes.

He remembered he had been staring at an Asian man about an inch taller than his own six-foot height and probably ten to fifteen pounds lighter than his own two hundred pounds. The man was gorgeous, but Joshua had been more aroused by the deep, raspy voice that came out of the stranger’s mouth. He couldn’t recall what they had mumbled to each other. He was too captivated by the man’s appearance and his own rapidly beating heart. He hadn’t gotten the chance to know who the Asian man was because Justin had appeared next to them at that moment and led the stranger into the meeting room. However, Joshua had hounded Justin for the man’s name at the end of that fateful day. James had featured prominently in all of his masturbatory fantasies since then.

“Josh!”

Joshua could feel the heat of embarrassment creeping up his neck and cheeks when Justin called out his name and kicked his ankle discreetly underneath the table before smirking at him. He gave James a sheepish smile before turning toward Justin and not bothering to conceal his annoyance.

“Yeah?”

Justin simply raised his left eyebrow at Joshua. “James is wondering if you need any additional information to put up on all of our social media accounts. After all, we will be hosting an important week-long presentations at the end of July. That may be six months away, but we have to advertise the event to attract as many audience members as possible.”

“Oh, right,” Joshua responded in what he hoped was a calm voice before beaming at James and hoping he didn’t appear as stupid on the outside as he felt on the inside. “No, not at all. Everything is fine.”

Joshua winced in pain when Justin placed a well-aimed kick at his shin. He would have glared at Justin if James wasn’t sitting right across the table from them inside the meeting room. He had a hard time understanding Justin’s expression. Justin kept darting his eyeballs in James’s direction, and Joshua had no clue what message his friend was trying to convey. In the end, Justin heaved out a soft sigh and shrugged before facing James once again.

“All right then, James. Guess I’ll be meeting you again in about two weeks to further discuss the menu. Please take into account some of the guests may be vegans while others may have special dietary needs, and we will have to plan accordingly. We don’t have the exact number of attendants yet. Some of them may even reserve their spots at the last minute.”

James nodded. “No problem. This isn’t my first rodeo. We will prepare extra food and drinks just in case. The final logistics can be hashed out closer to the date.”

After that, the three of them got up. Joshua shook hands with James, but all the while, he was praying and hoping he didn’t have a sweaty, clammy palm. James’s grip was firm and warm, and Joshua wished he didn’t have to let go of the man’s hand ever. He was always nervous around James, but he was also relieved, and more than a little aroused, when James beamed at him. He was a goner. His lust for James was also melting his brain into icky gooey stuff. He couldn’t think at all. Hence, he simply grinned wider. Then he ogled James’s perky bubble butt, which was clad in a pair of sinfully tight slacks that left almost nothing to his imagination, as the man made his way out from the office all the way toward the elevator. He jumped a little in surprise when Justin bumped against his shoulder and smirked at him.

“Love makes you stupid.”

Joshua scowled at Justin. “I’m not in love with him.”

“Lust then.”

Joshua raised his head up a little in a bid to preserve his pride as he strode away from Justin. “I’m not that easy.”

Justin laughed. “Yeah, and pigs fly.”

Joshua turned around and glared, but Justin was already heading back toward his own office and snickering at him. He resumed walking and pretended he wasn’t a little miffed at Justin, even though his best friend was absolutely right. Oh, who was he kidding? He loved sex. His picture should appear next to the word “slut” in the dictionary. Not that there was anything wrong with being a slut. Sex was a beautiful thing. It was something to be enjoyed, and he had certainly put in plenty of hours when it came to that particular activity. However, he preferred to label himself as being sex-positive. The term sounded so much better.

* * * *

James parked his car and got out. It was a windy day in San Francisco, and the weather was just perfect. The sun made the temperature warm enough, but he didn’t feel its stinging heat at all. It was an awesome day all around. He could have put his car inside the garage, but he had a few more errands to run. He didn’t want to open and shut the sliding garage door multiple times throughout the day, so he simply stopped his car in front of his building. He owned the entire building anyway, so nobody would be inconvenienced.

The building only consisted of two levels, but it was wide and spacious. When he had discovered it a few months prior to his college graduation at twenty-two, it was rundown and hideous. However, he had fallen in love with it. He had always known he wasn’t interested in working for someone else, but he had no idea what he would do after obtaining his business degree. However, once he had gotten a tour of the building, he made up his mind to purchase it. He would live and work in the building. He had pleaded with his parents for a huge loan that would allow him to make a down-payment on the building.

His struggle hadn’t ended then and there. He had to clean and work on the building to make it liveable. He had to scrimp and save as he embarked on a new journey, which was a small catering business. He didn’t have the best culinary skills in the world. After all, he hadn’t worked in the kitchen in his parents’ restaurant often enough, but he would pick things up left and right, and he had succeeded in acquiring a few regular clients in his first year of starting the business. Word-of-mouth from his clients to their relatives, friends, and acquaintances helped expand his business even further.

It had taken him fourteen years to get to where he was now. He didn’t like to be dramatic, but his first few years were filled with days and nights of endless tears and sweat as he attempted to get the business rolling and surviving while working on the building whenever he could. When he finally had some savings to spare, he had hired a contractor to fix what he couldn’t do on his own. Nowadays, the building looked vastly different from what it was all those years ago. The ugly gray paint had been replaced with an assortment of other colors. His hand-me-down furniture had been donated. Instead, he had bought new pieces in the styles he preferred. Or he had called on some professionals to work on installing them into the building itself.

He rubbed the door handle in nostalgia as he took that brief trip down memory lane and fished out the key from the pocket in his pants. He unlocked the door and was about to enter when he heard the sound of another car stopping right in front of his building. He turned around immediately. Then he beamed at the sight of his parents alighting from the vehicle and walking toward him. He opened his arms widely and chuckled as his mother embraced him tight and hard enough to make him wince.

“Hey, Mom,” he greeted before glancing at his father. “Hey, Dad.”

“Hey, James. Lydia, for heaven’s sake. James is thirty-six years old. Can you not rub his hair down as if he’s still three?”

Lydia glared at her husband. “Can you not be a grouch for even one second? James is my son, and he will always be my baby no matter how old he gets.”

Thomas scoffed. “We have five grandchildren. You can spoil and pamper them if you need to, but leave James alone. He’s an adult now.”

James bit his lower lip in amusement as his parents proceeded to argue with each other. He was used to their behaviors, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to utter a single word in between, so he shut his mouth and let them continue with their silly squabbling as he watched and tried not to burst out laughing. His dad had a point, though. His younger brothers, Jeremiah and Jonah, were married and had two and three kids, respectively, but his mother would always treat him as if he was still a toddler. He used to be embarrassed by her coddling, but as he grew older, he appreciated her more and more. Or he was probably lonely. Being single sucked sometimes. He didn’t have someone to share his life with, and it was so much worse when he was going through a horrible day.

“Whatever.”

James was well-versed with that tone. It was his mother’s way of ending anything she refused to agree with. He was proven right when his mother tugged on his arm and dragged him into the building. He chuckled at his father and threw the key at him before pointing at the door. His father grinned and nodded in return. After that, he patted his mother on the arm and inquired how her day had been so far. He was also wondering why they were at his place instead of keeping busy at the restaurant.

“Your mother misses you.”

Lydia scowled. “I can speak for myself. Thank you very much.”

“Fine. Go ahead.”

“I will.” Lydia then smiled at James. “I miss my son. Can’t a mother visit her son whenever she wants to?”

“Of course, you can.”

Lydia shot a triumphant grin at her husband. “Did you hear that, Thomas? My son loves me and welcomes me anytime.”

“He’s my son, too, and he didn’t say those words at all.”

“Not explicitly, but the sentiment was definitely implied.”

Thomas harrumphed. “In your head maybe.”

“What? How dare you! Just so you know…”

James rolled his eyes and removed his mother’s hand from his arm before tuning out both of his parents and heading toward one of the cabinets to grab three glasses. The majority of the first floor of the building had been converted into an enormous kitchen and working space where he could prepare the food for his clients. The remainder of the first floor housed a storage room and a large garage for his two cars, one of which was a van to deliver the food. The other was the one he used on a daily basis. Naturally, the garage and the storage room were separated from the kitchen by a concrete wall.

He grabbed the bottle of orange juice, which he had squeezed out himself earlier that morning, from the refrigerator and led his parents toward the island counter. He waited for them to sit before passing one glass each to his parents and sipping on the third one himself. There was a momentary, blissful silence. He beamed at his parents as he tapped his fingers on his glass. His parents might argue often enough, but he was aware how devoted and loving they were toward each other. Their relationship was the kind he yearned for. He might have found some success in his professional endeavor, but his personal life was anything but. It was more of a train wreck.

His first serious relationship had fizzled out after less than a year. He was only twenty-four back then. The next one had ended after he caught his ex-boyfriend cheating on him. He had thought they would be together for the rest of their lives. After all, that relationship had lasted for almost four years. His third one wasn’t as terrible as the second one, but that ex-boyfriend was too whiny, clingy, and needy. He shuddered as he remembered the final days of it. There had been plenty of tears and snots. That had put him off dating, and he had been single for the last two years.

“How’s the business going, James?”

James smiled at his father. “Great. I’m fully booked all the way until August.”

“That’s wonderful. Really glad to hear that. I’m sure your father will agree with me.”

“It’s all thanks to you both,” James said. “Without that loan from you, I wouldn’t have been able to start this catering business at all.”

Thomas shook his head. “We’re your parents. We will always support you.”

“Thanks, Mom, Dad.”

“Enough about that!” Lydia exclaimed while waving her hand. “Are you seeing someone new?”

“Mom, I—”

“You’ve been single for way too long,” Lydia interrupted. “Your father and I are worried about you.”

James snorted. “I have Jeremiah and Jonah, and their wives and kids, too. I’ll be fine.”

Thomas sighed. “It’s different, James. Your brothers and their families will always be your families, too, but there may come a time in your life when you need to talk to somebody, only to discover you can only confide in a spouse.”

James nodded. “I guess. It’s not as if I’m not searching for the right person, but I’ve just been unlucky so far.”

“Is it possible you’re being too choosy?”

James chuckled. “No, Mom.”

“Is there anyone you like?”

James was rather taken aback to hear his father’s question, especially when an image of a blue-eyed redhead immediately popped inside his mind. He sipped on his orange juice before putting the glass back down onto the counter.

“Is there?” Lydia prodded. “James?”

“Yeah. Kind of.”

“Kind of?” Thomas repeated. “What does that even mean?”

James blushed. “I like this guy. His name is Joshua Wallace. He’s a redhead with the most beautiful blue eyes I’ve ever seen.”

“So, what’s the problem?”

James pondered carefully about how to reply to his mother’s question. “He doesn’t know how I feel. I’m also not sure if he’s gay or if he’s into me.”

“Ask him then.”

James almost laughed out loud. “Dad, it doesn’t work like that. I can’t go up to Josh and inquire about his sexuality. That will be rude and invasive.”

Lydia scoffed. “You young people are making everything so complicated. You should come up with a plan.”

“A plan?”

Lydia nodded. “I heard about those gay dating apps on your smartphones. Can’t you just download one of them and leave it open on your phone while pretending you’re unaware of it? If Josh comments on it, then you’ll know. Right?”

James stared at his mother in awe. “That’s brilliant. You’re so smart, Mom.”

“I know.”

Thomas huffed. “Please don’t praise her again for the rest of this year. Her ego is massive enough as it is.”

Lydia glared at Thomas. “You’re just jealous you can’t come up with such a genius plan.”

“Whatever. Anyway, James, your mother and I are here because we want to bring you out for afternoon tea. We haven’t done that in a while.”

“Sure, Dad. Sounds great to me.”

“Okay then. Let’s go.”

The three of them finished the orange juice and placed the glasses in the sink before making their way toward the door. Along the way, James was reminded of his father’s birthday.

“Dad, isn’t your birthday coming up next week?”

Thomas smiled at James. “Yes. Don’t plan anything extravagant.”

“But you’ll be turning seventy years old.”

“It doesn’t matter. Keep it simple.”

“Nope. I’ll talk to Jeremiah and Jonah later. We will arrange everything.”

“But—”

“Hush, old man,” Lydia interrupted. “Let your sons handle everything. They love you enough to plan and celebrate your birthday. Just be grateful.”

Thomas frowned. “I am, but there’s no need to make a big deal out of it.”

“Seventy is an important milestone, Dad,” James insisted while opening the door for his parents. “Don’t worry about a thing. You simply have to come to the party and enjoy yourself.”

Thomas grinned. “Fine. I’ll be waiting for it then.”

“Sure thing.”

After that, James locked the door and led his parents to his car. He knew where his parents liked to have their afternoon tea. He would drive them there and spend an hour or two with them before bringing them back to his place. Then his parents would go back to their own house. They had done this often enough in the past. It was, more or less, a routine for them.

Along the way, he participated in the conversations with his parents, but a part of him was also considering what he had to do to get the ball rolling with Joshua. He liked the man. He had been crushing on Joshua since the first time they bumped into each other. However, he didn’t quite know how to ask Joshua out without coming across as weird and creepy. He might have to use his mother’s tactic, after all.


Chapter 2

Joshua placed his right palm over his mouth when he failed to suppress his yawn. He knew he looked every inch the professional that he was, with his buttoned-down shirt, well-fitted slacks, and not a single strand of hair out of place, as he stood in line and waited for his turn to purchase his first cup of coffee of the day at The Torpedough, a bakery owned by Anthony Lim. He had switched allegiance from frequenting one of the most popular chain of coffee shops in the world to the Torpedough for two particular reasons.

The first one was the fact that Anthony was currently dating Vincent Yang, the Finance Junior Manager at the pharmaceutical firm he was working at and also one of his closest friends. The next reason, which was equally important, was the short line he encountered every morning at half past seven. A shorter line meant he wouldn’t have to wait too long to get his caffeine fix. He had his own coffee maker at home, but he enjoyed a change of pace and flavor two or three times a week. Besides, The Torpedough sold some of the most mouth-watering pastries he had ever tasted. He was hooked on them.

He would blame what occurred next partially as a result of his lack of focus and the remainder on him daydreaming about the delicious coffee and pastries he was about to buy and consume. He had jumped in surprise when someone tapped lightly on his left shoulder. Then he somehow lost his balance while shifting his right foot backward by an inch or so and stepping hard onto the shoe of the person right behind him before he stumbled shoulder first onto the ground. He braced himself for the painful impact once he hit the floor, but he was astonished to feel someone’s hand on his shoulders, steadying him and setting him upright onto his feet.

He had no idea when he had shut his eyes, but he opened them immediately and turned to face his savior. Then he was mortified. He had no doubt his whole face and possibly parts of his neck were flushing as red as his hair. His knight in shining armor was none other than James, his ultimate crush and the man he hoped to someday spend the rest of his life with. He might be a tad dramatic, but there was something about James he really liked. They weren’t dating. Yet. However, he was certain he would soon grow a pair of balls and ask James out. That shouldn’t be difficult.

“James!”

Joshua wanted to dig a hole and bury himself alive. He sounded squeaky and weird. This would be one of those times he hated those damn stereotypes about adults being so much calmer and cooler. Adults weren’t supposed to be nervous around the people they were crushing on. Adults should be suave and charming. Adults didn’t get tongue-tied in such a situation. Unfortunately, Joshua managed to fail all three conditions. A part of him wondered if he looked stupid at the moment. To worsen things, he could feel his underarms getting sweaty. That was the unwanted icing on the cake, and he had no clue how he was going to salvage this unexpected yet highly desirable meeting between him and James.

“Hey, Josh,” James greeted in return before grinning wider and showing off those perfect rows of pearly whites. “How’s it hanging?”

“A little bit to the left this morning,” Joshua quipped back before realizing who he was talking to. “Shit! I…I’m sorry. Oh, motherfucker. Oh, damn it. No brain to mouth filter. Sorry. Can we pretend I didn’t just sprout off so many inappropriate, filthy words to you? I’m being so unprofessional.”

James stared at Joshua in silence for a second or two before he burst out laughing. “Hey, it’s fine. Just relax. I’d sworn and cursed much worse than you did. Believe me.”

Joshua was relieved after that. “Thanks. I guess.”

James smirked before placing one palm on Joshua’s lower back and gently pushing him forward. “It’s almost our turn. Step forward before we lose our places in the line.”

“Oh, right.”

“By the way,” James said before leaning in closer to Joshua’s left ear. “There’s something you should know.”

Joshua could feel his heart pounding hard and fast against his chest as a result of standing so close to James. “What’s…what’s that?”

“Mine also hung a little bit to the left the last time I checked it.”

Joshua gulped and did his best not to stutter from his arousal and nervousness. “When was that?”

“I made sure of its position early this morning before I put my jeans on.”

“You mean before you put your underwear on?”

James smirked. “I go commando ninety-nine percent of the time.”

Joshua could feel the blood rushing down to his groin and filling his cock up in less than five seconds. “Really?”

“Uh-huh.”

Joshua whistled softly. “Damn.”

James chortled. “Surprised?”

“Kind of,” Joshua admitted before cocking his head at the counter. “Hey, it’s our turn now. What’s your order?”

James blushed. “I…um, it’s my first time here. What’s good?”

“Everything. I know Anthony Lim, the owner. Well, sort of. He’s dating Vincent Yang, my best friend and colleague at the firm.”

“Oh, okay. Cool. Can you choose a coffee for me? And maybe one of those sandwiches. You can decide on the type. I’m not a picky eater. Besides, I trust your judgment. In the meantime, I’ll grab us a table by the window.”

“Are you sure?”

James nodded while pulling some cash out from his wallet. “Positive.”

Joshua pushed James’s cash back and shook his head. “My treat. You can take the next one.”

James seemed stunned for a brief moment before he beamed at Joshua. “Sure. That sounds great.”

Joshua waited until James was heading toward an empty table right by the window before grimacing out of embarrassment and muttering under his breath to himself. “Good going, Josh. Presumptuous much? The guy may not even be attracted to you. This isn’t a date, and there may not be a next time. Fuck!”

“Uh, sir? Are you going to place your order now?”

Joshua forced a smile at the employee behind the counter. “Yeah. Absolutely.”

He ended up asking for a glass of green tea coffee with whipped cream for himself and a cup of French toast latte for James, which was actually a double shot espresso drink paired with steamed half and half, along with vanilla and cinnamon. He also bought the rainbow-colored crepes with honey and fresh strawberries on the top for himself and a slice of apple pie with maple syrup for James. He was a little worried he might have gone overboard with the sweet stuff so early in the morning, but James seemed delighted and appreciative when he finally carried the full tray to the table.

“Thanks, Josh. Everything looks awesome. Which ones are mine?”

Joshua pointed at the latte and pie. “But you can share my crepes.”

James beamed at Joshua. “You don’t mind?”

“No. As long as you don’t either.”

“Sweet. Let’s dig in. I can’t wait to try them all.”

Joshua didn’t give a verbal response. Instead, he started sipping on his coffee while observing James tasting his own drink. “So? Do you like it?”

“Absolutely,” James answered before pointing at Joshua’s glass. “May I?”

Joshua was rather taken aback by the question, but he nodded anyway. “Sure.”

He was even more astounded when James, seemingly by accident, placed his lips on the exact spot he had drunk from earlier. Joshua bit back a groan. Once he got his glass back, he didn’t hesitate to press his lips on the same area where James’s lips were at a mere few seconds ago. He watched James biting down on a small piece of pie before it was quickly followed by the crepes.

“They’re both really great.”

“Ye…yeah,” Joshua stuttered out before he did his best to regain control of himself. “I love them, too.”

Then he reached for the fork to cut into the layers of crepes. However, he was startled when James offered him a bite of the apple pie. He stared at the pie and the fork in astonishment, but his hesitation disappeared almost immediately. He would never miss the chance the wrap his mouth around the same fork James had just been using. Most importantly, James seemed intent on feeding him, and he wasn’t going to reject that offer.

“By the way, what do you do in your spare time?”

Josh swallowed the pie before replying to the question. “I spend a lot of time with my closest friends. They’re also my colleagues at the firm.”

“Oh? Anyone I know?”

Joshua nodded. “Justin is one of them. Vincent, the guy I was telling you about earlier.”

“Right. He’s the one dating Anthony. Who else?”

“David Lee, the IT Junior Manager, Javier Gisbert, the Marketing Manager, Keenan Underwood, the Sales Manager, and Calvin Maxwell, the Junior Manager in the Research and Development department.”

“I see,” James muttered softly before picking up his latte and sipping on it. “No…uh, no girlfriend? Boyfriend?”

Joshua laughed. “I’m gay. I have quite a few close female friends, but they don’t do it for me. Sexually, that is.”

“That’s perfect!”

Joshua raised his left eyebrow at James. “What?”

James’s cheeks reddened. “I…I mean, maybe if…if you like, we can…you know…”

Joshua was confused now. “James, I don’t understand what you’re trying to say.”

James inhaled and exhaled deeply a couple of times before letting out a short chuckle. “Will you…will you be interested in having dinner with me? Or breakfast. Or lunch. Lunch is good, too.”

It was Joshua’s turn to be stunned. “Are you asking me out on a date?”

James rubbed the back of his head. “Yes? I mean, yes. You don’t have to agree. I’m just putting it out there. I thought maybe—”

“Yes.”

“—we can…” James trailed off and stared at Joshua. “What?”

“Yes. I would love to go on a date with you.”

James grinned widely. “Yeah?”

Joshua nodded. “Fuck, yes! I’ve been crushing so hard on you since the first time we bumped into each other.”

“Literally.”

Joshua chuckled. “Damn right. I can never forget that moment.”

James snickered. “Neither can I. I think I’ve liked you just as long.”

Joshua was astonished to hear the confession. “Really?”

James smiled. “Oh, yeah.”

“Cool.”

After that, the two of them were quiet for the next few minutes. Neither of them quite knew how to continue with the conversation until James broke the silence.

“Why have you never given me any clue or simply asked me out?”

“Why haven’t you?” Joshua countered while beaming at James.

James appeared rather flustered then. “A few reasons. I wasn’t certain if you were even attracted to men, and if you were, I didn’t know if you like me that way. Besides, I’m kind of…you know…”

Joshua shook his head. “Kind of what?”

“Old.”

“Old? James, I’m not exactly a spring chicken myself. I’m twenty-eight.”

“I’m eight years older than you,” James retorted while darting his eyes back and forth between Joshua’s face and the surface of the table. “Some people can be rather weird about a wide age gap. You should hear some of the things the young ones have said to me. I’m only thirty-six years old, but they seem to think I’m about to keel over and die anytime soon.”

Joshua snorted. “Being eight years apart isn’t that bad. I like older men anyway.”

James guffawed. “Really?”

“Fuck, yes! Older men are fucking hot. They’re also usually better and more experienced sexually.”

James laughed even louder. “Good to know.”

“Absolutely. So, dinner tonight then?”

James nodded, obviously excited. “Of course. As long as you’re free to meet up tonight. I don’t want to presume anything. We can always go out for a date on another day if you have something on tonight.”

“Not at all. You’re in luck,” Joshua said with a wink. “My agenda is empty. Just state the time and place, man.”

James appeared to be thinking for a brief moment before responding. “Have you heard of a new restaurant called The Paradise Fable? It’s immensely popular at the moment. We will need to make a reservation in advance to even get in.”

Joshua scrunched up his face at the unfamiliar name. “I don’t know that particular restaurant. Have you been there? How’s the food?”

“Twice. The food is excellent. At least the ones I’ve tasted are truly delicious. I can’t speak for all the rest. Anyway, I happen to know the owner, Turner Marsh. I mean, we aren’t super close or anything, but we’re both in the food business. We tend to run in the same circle,” James answered while shrugging at the same time. “Well, more or less. I’m sure I can get us a table for tonight.”

“Okay. That sounds wonderful to me. Six o’clock tonight? I need to rush home for a shower and a change of clothes.”

“Perfect. I’ll contact Turner and request a special table for us. I think I’ll make the reservation for half past seven o’clock. That will give us plenty of time, and we don’t have to rush. Also, just in case the traffic is worse than expected.”

“Awesome,” Joshua said before pulling out his smartphone and looking at the time. “Shit. It’s already ten minutes past eight. It will take me ten minutes to reach the office. I’ll have to leave now.”

James nodded. “Let me give you my number. You can send me a text message with your address. I’ll pick you up from your place at six. You can also let me know if you’re running a little late.”

Joshua passed his smartphone to James while he finished up his crepes and coffee. “Of course. Anyway, the phone is unlocked. Just input your number, please.”

Less than five minutes later, Joshua was up on his feet. He checked to make sure he had all of his belongings. It would be troublesome if he left anything behind. He was taken aback when James tugged him close and embraced him tightly before pecking him gently on the right cheek. Then they beamed at each other.

“Sorry, but I’ve been dying to hug and kiss you for a while now.”

Joshua chuckled. “It’s fine. I’m a big boy. If I didn’t like what you do, I would have punched you in the face. I can protect myself just fine.”

James laughed. “Okay. That’s good to know. I’m really excited now. I can’t wait to have dinner with you.”

“Me neither,” Joshua admitted before also leaning in to kiss James on the right cheek. “Later, man.”

“Later. Thanks for breakfast. You have a great day at work.”

“You’re welcome, and same to you. I’ll shoot you a text message the moment I arrive at the office.”

“I’m looking forward to it, Josh.”

They exchanged another brief hug before Joshua walked away. He couldn’t help the sensation of butterflies fluttering about in his stomach, though. He was nervous and excited at the same time. He reached the entrance to the bakery before he turned and waved at James, who returned the gesture. Then he stepped outside and made his way to the office. His day was suddenly so much brighter now. He had a date with James that evening, which he certainly hadn’t expected to happen when he woke up that morning. Nothing was going to spoil the day for him. It was going to be one of the best days of his life.


Chapter 3

James exchanged an awkward smile with Joshua as they sat across from each other in the restaurant later that evening. “Too much?”

Joshua chuckled and shook his head before picking up the dozen red roses and sniffing them. “They’re beautiful, and they smell awesome. Thank you.”

James grinned. “You’re welcome.”

“Most people don’t bother to bring flowers or chocolates for their dates anymore. I really appreciate the roses. You’re very sweet.”

“Thanks.”

Joshua nodded. “You should open the box I gave you. I hope you’ll like the contents.”

James snickered while pulling out a rectangular-shaped, violet-colored box from inside the paper bag on top of the table. “Okay.”

The width of the box wasn’t anything spectacular, but James estimated the length to be about fifteen or sixteen inches. He untied the champagne-colored ribbon before lifting the cover up. Then he gasped. There were eight macarons lined up neatly, and they all had different colors. At the very top of the box itself was a velvet cushion with a silver keychain embedded within. He tugged the keychain out and smiled at the sight of the tiny chef hat, which was made from crystal, dangling on it.

“Do you like it?”

James glanced up at Joshua. “Yes. This is a thoughtful and exquisite gift. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“My flowers feel so inadequate all of a sudden.”

Joshua snorted. “I love them just fine. Believe me.”

“But your gift—”

“Just accept the gesture, man. This isn’t a competition.”

James huffed in amusement. “You’re right. Thank you. Again.”

“You’re welcome. Again.”

The two of them burst out laughing. The slight tension between them dissipated even further when the server stopped by their table with a bottle of red wine before walking away and promising to return with their food once they were ready. Upon toasting and sipping on their wine, James inquired further about the macarons and the keychain.

“Where did you find something like this?”

Joshua smirked. “I’m a social media specialist. Aside from finishing my tasks at work, I spend most of my hours in the office researching various things on the Internet, which includes browsing through several social media accounts.”

James raised his left eyebrow. “Some of which aren’t exactly work-related?”

Joshua chortled and blushed a little. “Maybe. I’m one of the few employees in the office who is provided with an unlimited access to the World Wide Web. Most of the others have their work computers or laptops barred from visiting any social media.”

“And porn sites?”

Joshua guffawed. “Those are strictly prohibited at work. Well, unless you don’t mind getting fired from your job.”

James placed his arms on the table and leaned forward. “I don’t know about that. When I have some spare time, I love to watch a porn clip or two. For research purposes, of course.”

Joshua rolled his eyes. “Of course, and may I know how those porn videos are supposed to assist you in your catering business?”

“They relieve my urges, which in turn allows me to focus better at work.”

Joshua snickered. “I guess your point is valid.”

The two of them guffawed almost at the same time while maintaining eye contact with each other. James could feel himself relaxing even further. He had been anxious for several hours after leaving the bakery earlier that morning because he was worried Joshua might change his mind about going out on a date with him. He cleared his throat gently before speaking up.

“So, Josh.”

“Yeah. That’s my name.”

James chuckled. “Smart-ass.”

Joshua leered at James. “It’s a damn fine-looking ass, too, even if I say so myself.”

James gulped a little. “Any chance of me getting an unobstructed view of your fine-looking ass later when dinner is over?”

Joshua smirked. “Maybe.”

James groaned. “You’re a cruel man.”

Joshua snorted. “No, I’m not. A little anticipation doesn’t hurt. Right?”

“Tell that to the straining erection and aching balls inside my pants at the moment.”

Joshua grinned. “Any chance of me getting an unobstructed view of your straining erection and aching balls later when dinner is over?”

James was stunned for a moment to hear his revised statement thrown back his way before chortling softly. “Maybe.”

“Yeah?”

“You show me yours, and I’ll show you mine.”

“I thought you wanted to look at my ass. Have you changed your mind?”

“Nope. I don’t mind inspecting your front and back. For research purposes, of course.”

Joshua laughed. “Is it for the sake of the betterment of mankind?”

James shrugged. “Just one man in particular.”

“Who’s that?”

“Me.”

“I see. Tell me more.”

“I prefer to act on it. It will be so much more…satisfying, if you catch my drift.”

“I do.”

James beamed at Joshua. “My king-sized bed at home is firm. I think it will be more comfortable for your back if I lay you down on that nice, flat surface before I begin to admire and worship every inch of you, especially your sweet ass.”

Joshua raised his wine glass at James. “That sounds like a wonderful idea.”

James lifted his own wine glass. “Indeed.”

The two of them sipped on their wine before replacing their glasses back onto the table. There was now a different kind of tension between them as they stared at each other. It was temporarily broken by the server stopping by with their food. They had both ordered steaks, fries, and grilled vegetables, but their sauce choices were different. James had chosen to try the mushroom sauce while Joshua had selected the barbecue sauce. Neither of them exchanged a single word for the next few minutes as they took small bites of their food. It was Joshua who spoke up first.

“What’s your family like?”

“I have my parents and two younger brothers, both of whom are married with kids.”

Joshua nodded. “I’m an only child.”

“Are your parents okay with you being gay?”

Joshua shrugged. “It’s not as if they have any alternatives.”

“Did they take a while to come around?”

Joshua replaced the knife and fork onto his plate before answering the question. “I’m not sure if they have ever fully accepted my sexuality, but they’re getting better.”

“That’s good. Right?”

“I guess,” Joshua said while picking up his utensils and cutting into the steak once again. “What about your parents?”

“Traditional.”

“How so?”

“It comes with the era they were born in, and probably the environment they had grown up in.”

Joshua gazed at James with empathy written all over his face. “Oh, I think I know what you’re referring to.”

“Yeah. I can’t speak for all Asians, and I don’t even think all Chinese people are the same, but my parents are definitely the products of their generations. Having sons are better, especially the firstborn child. After all, boys will grow up into men, and they will be expected to continue the family name. Daughters are ‘given away’ to the men they marry, and they will essentially become parts of their husbands’ families.”

Joshua grimaced a little. “That’s rather archaic.”

James shrugged. “My parents aren’t that bad anymore, but I can still see some of the old ways of thinking in the things they do and say.”

“Did they have a hard time accepting your sexuality?”

James snorted. “That’s understating it. My mom took slightly more than a month to get over the fact I’ll never get married to a woman and have children of my own.”

“And your dad?”

“More than ten months of the silent treatment.”

Joshua whistled softly. “Damn. I’m sorry to hear that, man. My parents aren’t thrilled about me being gay, but our relationship has never gotten that bad.”

“Have you guys ever talked about it?”

Joshua nodded. “They were terrified for me.”

“Why?”

“All those hate crimes and stuff. Plus, they were worried I would end up alone and lonely for the rest of my life.”

James immediately caught on. “Ah, I see. That’s not horrible at all.”

Joshua shook his head. “Nope. My parents are also products of their generations, though. They can’t remember ever openly discussing the subject of homosexuality. It used to be such a hush-hush and shameful topic. It still is today to a certain extent, but things are getting better for sure.”

James agreed. “True.”

“Yeah.”

There was a momentary silence between them before James couldn’t stop himself from chuckling loudly. Joshua stared at him in astonishment.

“Sorry, man. Our first date conversation is so depressing.”

Joshua laughed. “Oh, right. Well, let’s talk about something else then.”

“I’ll second that.”

Joshua snickered. “What should we get into next? Politics or business?”

“Neither,” James replied while chortling. “How about your friends?”

“What about them?”

“Do they know you’re currently out on a date with me?”

Joshua nodded. “I have lunch with Justin, Vince, David, Javier, Calvin, and Keenan every day. We also meet up for drinks after work or hang out on the weekends sometimes.”

“I see. Did they say anything to you?”

Joshua smirked. “Are you worried about their opinions of you?”

James blushed a little. “Kind of.”

“Don’t be. They’re cool.”

“I know Justin. I have a feeling he will be all right with us. I don’t know about the rest of your friends, though.”

Joshua raised his left eyebrow at James. “You don’t remember David at all?”

James scratched his forehead and shook his head. “No. Have I met him before?”

Joshua seemed stunned for a moment before he shook his head in an obvious amusement. “David Lee? No recollection? You’ve met him once. Do you remember that meeting with Justin, me, and this other Asian man at The Overrated Llama?”

James was confused for a couple of seconds before he felt the heat of embarrassment rushing up his neck and cheeks. “Oh, damn. Yeah. I remember him now. The Overrated Llama is Pablo’s bar, right?”

“Yeah. Pablo Cotilla, who happens to be Keenan’s boyfriend.”

“I haven’t met Keenan, though,” James said, but he was a little uncertain about it. “Have I?”

“Nope, but I’m sure you will meet him soon. He’s one of my closest friends. I mentioned him earlier this morning when we met at the bakery.”

“Of course.”

“I can’t believe you’ve forgotten about David. Justin and David are two of the prettiest men I’ve ever known in my entire life. They’re both rather hard to forget, especially David.”

“He’s okay.”

Joshua grinned. “You’re one of those rare people who don’t seem impressed by David’s pretty face. Most people I know, even the straightest men, would stare at David at least twice the first time they met, and I’m pretty sure they can’t forget him. At least not for a while.”

“I was already attracted to you then.”

Joshua blushed. “Charmer. You’re just saying that to make me feel good.”

James reached for Joshua’s left hand and gripped it gently. “It’s the truth. I’m not denying David is good-looking, but I’m infatuated with a particular blue-eyed man with the sexiest red hair.”

Joshua smiled. “Glad to hear that. Besides, you need to know David is taken.”

“Oh?”

“He’s dating Tobias Ruiz, sole heir to The Majestic Ruiz.”

“Okay.”

“Toby is very possessive and jealous. He’s also very protective of David.”

“What does that have to do with us?”

“Just putting it out there.”

James chuckled. “Josh, look at me.”

Joshua glanced up. “Yeah?”

James beamed at Joshua. “I like you. A lot. You’re gorgeous, and you’re the man I want. Not David, Justin, or anyone else. You! I’m going to prove it to you.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I know, but I will. I’ll show you how much I like you. Don’t just take my word for it. Words are cheap. They mean nothing without the actions to back them up.”

Joshua gaped a little before expelling a gentle huff. “Thanks. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m not usually this insecure.”

James smiled. “It’s fine. We all have those moments once in a while.”

“Thanks, James.”

James nodded. “You’re welcome. We’re almost done with our food. Would you like to order dessert?”

Joshua shook his head. “I’m full. I think I’ll pass on that. What about you?”

“Same here.”

“Okay.”

The two of them proceeded to finish the remainder of their food before settling the bill. James gave the server his credit card before Joshua did.

“It’s my turn to pay. Remember?”

Joshua grinned. “Right. Thank you for dinner.”

“Fair is fair. You bought us breakfast earlier today.”

Joshua shrugged. “Cool.”

Once the bill had been taken care of, the two of them made their way out from the restaurant. Initially, James put his palm on Joshua’s lower back as they walked slowly toward his car. He debated reaching for Joshua’s hand for a moment longer before doing just that. He crowed victoriously in silence when Joshua tightened their joined hands together. It was even better when Joshua gave him a gentle peck on his right cheek. He returned the gesture immediately. This was such a perfect date, and it was the best one he had in a long time.

“So, Josh.”

“That’s my name. We’ve established that.”

James rolled his eyes. “I hope you haven’t forgotten those things we discussed earlier.”

“Oh? What are they? Please refresh my memory.”

“Something about your ass and my dick.”

“Oh, those things.”

“Uh-huh.”

“What about them?”

James cleared his throat once or twice before answering. “Would you…uh, would you like to come back to my place with me? I mean, not that you have to. We can always take a rain check on that. I’m fine with that, too. We can go on a second date or even a third or fourth date before we—”

James couldn’t finish his sentence because Joshua had grabbed him by the back of his head and neck and pressed their bodies together before proceeding to kiss him hard on the lips. He was startled for a second or two, but he caught on after that. It was a fiery, passionate kiss. He wrapped his arms around Joshua’s waist and groaned deep in his throat as their tongues intertwined with each other. He licked Joshua’s tongue gently, feeling his arousal burning hotter as the other man rubbed their crotches together more insistently. He whined softly when Joshua pulled away from him.

“Does that clarify everything for you?”

“Crystal. My place?”

Joshua nodded. “On the double. I can’t wait to get you naked.”

“I’m even more desperate to tear your clothes off. Trust me.”

Joshua snickered. “Let’s go then.”

As the two of them ran toward the car, James held on even tighter to Joshua’s hand. He was about to have sex with the man he had been crushing on for months. He had fantasized about this moment for just as long, and he had no doubt the reality would be so much better than his imagination.


Chapter 4

If Joshua’s mind wasn’t clouded with lust and arousal at the moment, he would definitely have taken the time to admire the size of James’s house. However, he couldn’t think clearly, especially not when all the blood had rushed down to his groin and filled his dick up into a strained and throbbing erection. The second they entered a room that appeared to be an enormous kitchen through the side door of the garage, he let out a huff as James pushed him roughly against one of the walls before proceeding to kiss him and tearing his shirt off.

Under normal circumstances, he would have been pissed off. After all, James had just cost him his favorite shirt. He was too horny to dwell on his shirt, though. Instead, he simply grabbed James’s shirt in his hand and ripped it apart before pulling it off his lover’s body and running his hands over the man’s chest hair all the way down the thick expanse of treasure trail. He groaned when James began to nuzzle against his throat and lick all over it.

“Fuck…,” Joshua whispered while gripping onto the back of James’s hair with one hand and squeezing one of his lover’s butt cheeks with the other hand through the smooth fabric of the man’s pants. “You’re so fucking hairy.”

James abruptly broke away from him and stared into his eyes. “Is that a problem?”

Joshua shook his head. “No. Not at all. It’s just unexpected. I’ve been with quite a few Asian men. Most of them are pretty smooth for the most part.”

James chuckled. “Does that mean you like the hair on my chest and stomach?”

“Absolutely, but we’re wasting time. I’m hoping for you to fuck me at least twice tonight. Chop-chop.”

James smirked. “Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ll fuck you as many times as you want me to.”

Joshua chortled. “What if you can’t get it up after the first round or two?”

“I’ll find and stock up on plenty of Viagra. There should be no problem then.”

Joshua laughed. “Sounds perfect. Now, take me to your bed.”

James gave Joshua a mock salute. “Yes, sir!”

They grinned at each other as they intertwined their hands together and made their way toward the staircase at one corner of the kitchen and climbed it toward the second floor. Joshua could feel his heart pounding much harder.

“You have an incredible house.”

James beamed at Joshua. “Thank you. We can have a tour later. I’m not in the right state of mind now.”

“Huh?”

James pointed at the pulsing bulge in front of his pants. “I can’t think clearly.”

Joshua snickered. “Same here. By the way, sorry about your shirt. It’s a lost cause.”

James snorted. “Don’t apologize. I started it first. You’re just so sexy, and you’ve been driving me crazy for months now. I even…”

Joshua raised his left eyebrow at a blushing James in confusion when his lover suddenly stopped midsentence. “James, what is it?”

James didn’t answer the question. Instead, he led the way toward the bedroom. Joshua was even more bewildered when James released his hand before rummaging through the bedside drawers, mumbling and muttering like a madman possessed. He was about to repeat himself when James startled him by rushing toward him with a piece of paper and handing it over to him. His gaze back and forth between James and the paper. James’s cheeks reddened in an instant.

“That’s…uh, that’s my test results.”

“Test…oh!”

Joshua immediately burst out laughing. James appeared so earnest and boyish at the moment, it made Joshua’s infatuation even more intense.

“Yeah. I…I also have condoms and lube. You don’t have to worry about anything at all.”

Joshua smirked before pushing James toward the bed and shoving the man down onto the mattress. James stared up at him in confusion.

“Josh, what are you doing?”

Joshua winked at James. “Every second is important. Now, shut your pretty mouth and get to it.”

“Get to what?”

Instead of providing a verbal response, Joshua reached for James’s pants and unbuttoned them before dragging them off. He wasn’t astonished to discover James wasn’t wearing any underwear at all. After all, James had told him once he went commando ninety-nine percent of the time. He licked his lips at the sight of James’s leaking cock.

“Damn. Nice dick.”

James reached for his cock and stroked it slowly. “Seven and a half inches of meat for your riding pleasure, babe. You can play with my column of flesh for as long as you like.”

Joshua snickered. “That is the worst description of a dick I’ve ever heard in my whole life. Column of flesh? Really?”

James chuckled. “I read that once in a romance novel.”

Joshua snorted. “Some people may like to call it that, but don’t ever repeat that to me in the future.”

“Will do, babe. Now, where were we?”

Joshua grinned. “I think you talk too much. Maybe I need to stuff your mouth with my dick.”

“That sounds like the best idea ever. Come closer. Give me your rod of pleasure.”

Joshua groaned as he approached James on the bed. “Did you get that from a romance novel, too?”

James smiled and nodded. “What can I say? I love to read.”

“I’m going to start a petition to ban all those weird names for a man’s dick from being used in future romance novels.”

James shrugged. “Whatever you like, babe. Shift closer. I’m starving for your love hammer.”

Joshua groaned as he straddled James’s face. “You’re the worst. You should never…oh, shit! Yeah!”

He bit his lower lip and moaned softly when he felt his dick being tugged down and enveloped by the warmth and moistness of James’s mouth. James’s movement was tender and slow, and it was perfect. Joshua pushed his cock a bit deeper into James’s mouth, sliding it in and out over and over again. He didn’t know which sensation was better. He liked it when James would suck on part of his dick while flicking his tongue all over his cockhead and the slit, but he also enjoyed it when his lover swallowed his cock all the way to the base. He decided he loved them both.

After a moment, he noticed James’s cock straining against the man’s firm stomach and leaking copious amounts of precum. He gulped a little and leaned downward, sticking his tongue out and tasting the sticky liquid a couple of times. It was a bit salty, but he wanted more. He opened his mouth widely and swallowed James’s cock all the way down his throat in one smooth stroke. He sucked harder on James’s dick when his lover groaned around his own cock. He spat James’s dick out from his mouth when James began to lap at his ass and lick all around his hole. He attempted to push his ass back against James’s face, but his lover prevented him from moving by pressing both palms against his butt cheeks.

“What do you need, babe?”

“My ass.”

“What about it?”

Joshua gritted his teeth and turned to glare at James, but he couldn’t be sure how effective it was. After all, James was now smirking at him.

“Put your tongue inside my hole and fuck it. Eat my ass out, you fucking bastard.”

James raised his left eyebrow. “Say the magic word, babe.”

Joshua had no idea what it was, but he was willing to try anything at this point. “Please, stud. Fuck my ass with your tongue. Please. I’m begging you.”

James chuckled. “Good boy.”

“You son of a…oh, yeah. That’s it. Get me ready for your cock, stud. Come on. Deeper. I need more.”

James dragged his tongue up and down Joshua’s crack a couple of times before stopping altogether. “More what?”

“More spit. More tongue. More fingers. Please.”

James snickered. “Your wish is my command, babe.”

Joshua heard James spitting into his ass a mere second before he could feel his lover’s gob of saliva right against his hole. Then he felt two of James’s fingers slipping into his hole. He moaned loudly and scooted his hips backward, craving the fullness. He whimpered when James added yet another finger inside his ass. He was overwhelmed by the sensation. He hissed in pleasure and pain before swooping down to suckle on James’s ball sac. He swirled the balls around inside his mouth and licked them one after the other. The harder he sucked on James’s balls, the rougher James fucked into his ass with those thick fingers. After a while, he craved something harder and larger inside his ass. He popped James’s balls out of his mouth and dragged his ass away from his lover’s fingers before turning around and straddling the man’s hips.

“I can’t wait anymore.”

“No, babe. You need lube…shit! Fuck! So tight. So fucking tight.”

Joshua couldn’t utter a single word. Instead, he continued to scoot back against James’s hard, throbbing cock, expelling a sigh of relief when he felt the scratchiness of his lover’s thick mound of pubes rubbing against his ass.

“Damn it. Your cock feels so amazing inside my ass.”

James bucked up against Joshua’s ass and stared at him through half-hooded eyes. “It’s even better on my end. Trust me. Come on, babe. Ride me harder.”

Joshua obliged immediately. He rose up and down as fast as he could while James thrust into him with an equal amount of force and desperation. For the next few moments, the only sounds in the room were the slapping of skin against skin and their mingled panting breaths. He could smell the musk of their sex and observe his sweat dripping down repeatedly onto James’s perspiring body. He bore down rougher onto James’s cock, which seemed to urge his lover to pound into his ass even harder than before. He did his best to tighten his grip on James’s muscled chest, wincing when James retaliated by clutching his hips and pressing his fingers deeper into his flesh. James’s cock rubbed against that delightful spot inside his ass. Joshua bit his lower lip and tried not to squeal out in pain and pleasure, but it was a losing battle. He could also feel his orgasm approaching deep in his guts.

“James, I’m…I’m close.”

“Yeah, babe. Come for me. Shoot your cum all over me.”

Joshua ground his ass down onto James’s dick while his lover rutted up against him with just as much fervor. He was perspiring even more now in his desperation to reach his climax. He was almost falling over the edge, but he couldn’t quite seem to get himself off. All of a sudden, he felt James aiming slightly more to the left inside him. The electrifying sensation that rushed through him made him yell out in surprise, but it was exactly what he needed.

“More, stud. Harder.”

Joshua was relieved and thrilled when James obliged, hammering into the same place over and over again. He could feel it now, and mere seconds later, he gritted his teeth and screamed out loud as his orgasm tore through his entire being. He watched in amazement as his cum shot out from his cock and splattered against the headboard a couple of times before it landed on James’s face, neck, and chest. Finally, it dribbled all over James’s stomach. Joshua didn’t have the opportunity to catch his breath, though. The next thing he knew, James re-positioned him onto his back without pulling out and proceeded to brutally pound into him. He wrapped his legs around James’s waist and hugged his lover tight with his arms.

“I’m going to come, babe.”

Joshua nodded and kissed James briefly on the lips. “Yeah. Come inside me. Fill me up with your cum. Don’t pull out. Please. I want your cum inside my ass.”

James grunted and thrust even harder. “Fuck. You’re mine. No one else’s. You’re fucking mine.”

“Yours. Only yours, stud. Give me your cum. Mark me with your cum.”

“Fuck…shit…” James stuttered before driving his cock into Joshua’s ass one last time before toppling over the edge. “Fuck…”

Joshua shuddered as he felt James’s warm cum filling him up over and over again. He caressed the back of James’s head and neck as his lover trembled through his orgasm. He didn’t even care that some of James’s sweat had dripped onto his lips and inside his mouth. He was still riding the afterglow of his own climax, and he had James’s delicious weight on top of him. He was too sated at the moment, and everything seemed really awesome. He had no complaints. He was also glad James didn’t appear to be in a hurry to get away from him.

Most of his past lovers would pull out and clean up almost immediately. He always hated that. He enjoyed the intimacy of having his sexual partner on top of him and being connected to him while they rode out the aftereffects of their orgasms together. Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end. He could feel James’s cock growing softer after a while before it slid out completely from inside his ass.

“Damn…”

James gazed down at Joshua with the concern written clearly all over his face. “Shit. Did I hurt you, babe?”

Joshua shook his head. “No. I just wish you could have stayed inside my ass a little bit longer.”

James smirked. “Are you already addicted to my mighty anaconda? My incomparable cum blaster?”

Joshua groaned and pushed James off of him while his lover simply chortled loudly. “You’re the worst. I don’t know why I like you so much.”

James laid down sideways and grinned at Joshua. “Because you’re in lust with my weapon of ass destruction?”

Joshua face-palmed himself. “That’s it. I’m going to start a petition to ban all those weird names to describe a man’s dick. Fuck. Those are seriously horrible names.”

James guffawed in response. “You like them. Admit it.”

“Nope. You’re delusional.”

“Don’t lie. I can see you trying to hold yourself back.”

“You need glasses,” Joshua retorted, but his voice shook a little.

He hated those silly names, but he was also amused by them. Damn James and his perceptive nature. After a few seconds, Joshua lost the battle. He buried his face against James’s chest and snorted once or twice before letting loose. James embraced him tightly as the two of them proceeded to laugh loudly. He had no idea how long it lasted, but he felt fantastic afterward. This was what sex and intimacy were supposed to be like. There was no pressure on either of them. They didn’t have that awkwardness between them after their orgasms. They didn’t feel the need to put their clothes on in a hurry and say goodbye.

Instead, they continued to have fun with each other after the sex was over. Even when they had calmed down, they simply beamed at each other as they continued to cuddle. Then Joshua wrapped his hand and leg over James’s body as he scooted even closer to his lover before shutting his eyes to rest up for a moment. He needed the energy just in case they were going for round two. He didn’t want to worry about work the next day. He was enjoying himself too much. He put everything else to the back of his mind and resolved to live in the moment. Nothing else mattered for the time being.


Chapter 5

James sang softly as he listened to the radio while continuing to check on the ingredients he knew he would require for his next client. He had woken up earlier that morning, feeling refreshed and ready to face any challenges that might come his way. Then again, anyone in his shoes would definitely feel the same way. He had gotten a grand total of three mind-blowing orgasms, all courtesy of Joshua and his incredible, hungry ass. Joshua couldn’t seem to get enough of him and his dick. Not that Joshua had been left unsatisfied. James had given Joshua five orgasms, and he was admittedly rather smug about that fact. He wasn’t astonished about the number of orgasms Joshua was able to have, though. After all, Joshua was eight years younger. He was actually more amazed by his ability to have three orgasms in the span of less than eight hours.

He was less than four years away from his fortieth birthday. One orgasm per day was normal, two was pushing it, and three was definitely a goddamn miracle. He might not be old and decrepit, but he was no spring chicken either. His refractory period wasn’t what it used to be. He reminisced wistfully about the good, old days. When he was much younger, he had no trouble achieving ten orgasms per day. He didn’t think he would ever be able to do that anymore. He yelped and jumped in shock when someone tapped him on his right shoulder. He swiveled around and came face to face with his smirking mother. He rubbed his chest through his shirt gently and glared at his mother in irritation.

“Mom, for fuck’s sake! What the hell do you think you’re doing, scaring me like that? What if I had a heart attack?”

“Language, young man.”

James scowled. “I’m almost forty.”

“I’m still your mother. Anyway, it isn’t my fault. Your door is unlocked. I actually knocked on it a couple of times, but you didn’t answer. I blame it on the radio. Are you hard of hearing? Why do you turn up the volume so high?”

James refrained from rolling his eyes. “It’s not that loud. I always turn on the radio when I’m working alone in my kitchen. Even the temporary chefs and workers I hire like to listen to music while we’re preparing food in the kitchen. Music brings us joy.”

Lydia snorted. “This is music? All I hear is screaming and yowling. In my days and age, people actually pronounced and enunciated every word with tenderness.”

“Whatever, Mom. Why are you here anyway?”

“Oh, right,” Lydia mumbled before scooting closer to the island counter and putting a cloth bag on the top.

“What’s inside?” James asked as he pointed at the bag.

Lydia frowned at James. “So suspicious. Just like your father.”

“Mom, what is it?”

Instead of answering, Lydia lifted a small earthenware pot out of the cloth bag and placed it on top of the island counter. James could immediately smell the herbs wafting his way even though the pot was tightly covered by the lid. His mother patted a chair and beckoned him to take a seat. He obliged with a grin.

“It’s your favorite chicken herbal soup. I made it earlier this morning in the kitchen at the restaurant before we opened for business. Have a seat. It’s still warm.”

“Thanks, Mom. You’re the best.”

“Oh, I know that. I’m just so unappreciated.”

James chuckled and slung one arm over his mom’s shoulders before pecking her on the right cheek. “Thank you. I love you.”

“You’re welcome, and I love you, too. I’m always worried about you. You live alone, and you’re always busy with your work. Your brothers have their wives to take care of them and share their burdens with. You have nobody.”

“I won’t say that,” James muttered out automatically.

“What?”

James should learn to filter himself better. “Ugh, I’m dating someone at the moment.”

His mother appeared rather bewildered for a brief moment while she removed the lid off the earthenware pot before grabbing a spoon for James from one of the drawers and occupying the chair next to him. “Oh! Are you referring to that blue-eyed redhead? What’s his name again? Joe? Josh?”

“Joshua Wallace, Mom.”

“Oh, right. That sounds wonderful. How many dates have you had?”

James blushed as he slurped on the delicious chicken herbal soup. “One official date, but we met each other many times prior to that in a professional capacity.”

Lydia nodded, obviously excited. “When are you two going to get married?”

James almost choked on the soup in shock. “Mom! One date! It’s too soon.”

Lydia scoffed. “Feelings can be nurtured.”

“Things are done differently these days.”

“Right. So, what’s he like?”

James grinned at his mother. “He’s a sweet and lovely man.”

“That’s good. How serious is this going to be? Do you like Joshua very much?”

James shrugged. “I’m hoping it will turn into a long-term relationship. I really like him.”

Lydia smiled. “Are you in love with him?”

James shook his head. “Not yet. I don’t know. I like him a lot, though.”

After that, neither of them exchanged a single word. James continued to drink the herbal soup while his mother was seemingly lost in thoughts. He was taken aback when his mother spoke up next.

“Maybe you can invite him to your dad’s birthday party next week.”

“Are you for real?”

“Yeah. Why not?”

James raised his left eyebrow at his mother. “Because we don’t usually invite strangers to a birthday party, especially one that celebrates someone turning seventy years old.”

“Joshua is not a stranger.”

“I know, Mom. I’m dating him. None of you know anything about him, though.”

Lydia shifted her chair closer to James. “It’s fine, James. Based on the old traditions and cultures, we usually don’t. This particular milestone of your father’s is very important, but I think it’s okay for us to make an exception. You and Joshua may have only just started to date, but he can always come as your friend.”

James hesitated. “Are you sure?”

Lydia beamed at James. “Yes. The more the merrier. Right?”

James returned the gesture. “Of course. I’ll have to check what his schedule will be like on Dad’s birthday. Then I’ll let you know.”

“Okay. No pressure, though.”

“Sure. Thanks, Mom.”

“You’re welcome. Anyway, how was your first date with Joshua?”

James spooned more soup into his mouth before responding. “It was great. We were both a little awkward at first, but we got over it. I enjoyed getting to know him better. We just…clicked. I don’t know how else to explain it.”

“That’s fine. A relationship takes time.”

“I guess.”

“It really does. Your father and I have to work on our relationship every second of every day. We don’t stop just because we’re married.”

“But you have plenty of great days together, right?”

Lydia chuckled. “We actually experienced more of the terrible moments.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize that.”

“We kept those away from you and your brothers for the most part. I love your father, though. He’s worth it.”

James smiled. “Yeah?”

“Yes. In spite of all his shortcomings, he’s a loving husband and a dedicated father. I’ve never regretted marrying that old man even though he irritates me almost every minute of every day.”

James laughed. “Dad loves you.”

“I know, and I love him, too, but love can’t last forever.”

James snickered. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Lydia patted James’s hand gently. “Love comes and goes, James. Based on my experience, you need to at least like the person you’re in a relationship with.”

“I don’t understand.”

Lydia grinned. “Your father annoyed me so often, I’d wonder why I agreed to marry him in the first place. Then he would do something sweet that touched my heart, and I’d remember the reason why I decided to spend the rest of my life with that old man.”

James chortled in amusement. “Is that so?”

“Yes. Just don’t tell him what I just told you. He has a huge enough ego as it is.”

James raised his right index and middle fingers together. “Scout’s honor.”

His mother scoffed. “You’ve never been a scout.”

“It’s the thought that counts.”

“Okay then. Enough about your father and me. Let’s talk about the soup.”

“It’s yummy. Even better than before.”

Lydia nodded. “I put in plenty of chicken and pork into the boiling water to make the stock. Then I removed them all before adding the herbs.”

“I know, Mom. I’d observed you in the kitchen many times. It’s very troublesome, though.”

“If you leave the chicken and pork in the stock, all the nutrients from the herbs will be absorbed into their bones. At least that was what the older people would tell me when I was learning how to make this soup. I was around fourteen years old then.”

“No written recipe?”

Lydia shook her head. “Most recipes were passed on verbally.”

“And experiences.”

“That’s right. We also didn’t have the Internet or any of those incredible technologies back then. If nobody had been willing to become an apprentice and learn from the previous generations, we would have lost even more of our cultures, customs, and traditions.”

“I bet.”

After that, James informed his mother about his upcoming clients while he listened to her talk about some of the more interesting patrons who visited the restaurant. His mother was with him for about an hour or so, but he enjoyed every moment. When he finished the soup, he packed up the earthenware pot and embraced his mother when she was ready to leave.

“You take care, James, and remember to ask Joshua to attend your father’s birthday party.”

“Okay, I will. On both counts. I can’t guarantee Josh will be able to make it, though.”

“It’s all right. Just check with him.”

“Of course.”

James accompanied his mother out to her car and waited for her to drive away before heading back into his kitchen and continuing with his tasks. He had many things to do, and he would have to deal with them as quickly as possible if he didn’t want to be late for his dinner date with Joshua later. They had made the plan earlier that morning before Joshua had to go back to his apartment and change his clothes for work. The more he thought about Joshua, the more excited he got. Maybe this would turn out to be the relationship he had been wishing for. As nervous as he felt about introducing Joshua to his family, he was also quite thrilled about it. Joshua was an awesome man. Everything would be fine. It was just a birthday party after all. James was sure Joshua wouldn’t mind coming along as his date. He was sure of it.


Chapter 6

“Is that from him?”

Joshua nodded at David before glancing down at his smartphone for the second time and reading through the message. “Yeah.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet. Someone is in love.”

Joshua winced at the mocking tone before giving David the middle-finger salute and scowling at his best friend-slash-colleague. “Don’t you have anything better to do? Lunch break was over more than twenty minutes ago.”

David smirked as he leaned back in his chair. “Oh, I have plenty of things to do, but I think I want to stick around your office for a little while longer. My tasks will still be there when I go back to my office, but this opportunity is too wonderful for me to pass up. Think of this as payback for all those times you teased me about my relationship with Toby.”

“Fuck you, Dave.”

“Not interested. Thanks for the offer, though.”

Joshua frowned at David in annoyance. “That wasn’t an offer—”

“I know, but I definitely enjoyed watching you squirm in discomfort.”

“Whatever. Toby is a terrible influence on you.”

“No, he’s not. He makes me happy. He’s also the hunkiest, most handsome man ever, and I love him.”

Joshua snorted. “Duh! The two of you were so sickeningly sweet together, I almost puked my guts out the last time we had lunch as a group.”

“You’re exaggerating,” David retorted immediately. “Anyway, what does it say?”

“What?”

“The text message.”

“None of your business.”

“Is he breaking up with you already?”

“What the fuck?” Joshua half-yelled in irritation. “He misses me, and he can’t wait for dinner tonight. He…you son of a bitch. Here. Take it.”

David chuckled as he reached out for the smartphone to read the text message still displayed on the screen. “Thanks.”

Then Joshua snatched his smartphone back once David was done with it. He resisted the temptation to fidget when he caught sight of the expression on David’s face.

“What?”

“I think James really likes you.”

Joshua could feel his heart pounding a bit harder as he pretended to be nonchalant. “Yeah? What makes you think so?”

David raised his left eyebrow. “Uh, because he wants you to accompany him to his dad’s seventieth birthday party?”

“What?”

David heaved out a soft sigh. “Did you read the entire message? The invitation to the party is included at the very end of that extremely long, mushy, lovey-dovey message. For fuck’s sake, Josh. Open your eyes.”

“I am!” Joshua exclaimed frantically as he scrolled down the screen before letting out a soft gasp. “Holy shit! You’re right. Fuck. What should I do? It’s too soon to meet his family.”

David rolled his eyes. “You should go. That’s a huge gesture right there.”

“How will you know?”

“I’m of Chinese descent. Remember?”

Joshua blushed. “Right.”

David placed both arms on the desk and leaned forward. “We don’t make it a habit to invite non-family members to a seventieth birthday party. You also have to be a very close, intimate family friend to be included in such an important event.”

Joshua glanced at David in surprise. “For real?”

David nodded. “In the Chinese culture, when a person reaches the age of sixty, he or she is considered to have completed a full cycle of life. The sixty-first year is the new beginning in the cycle. After the sixtieth birthday, a grand birthday celebration will be held once every ten years.”

Joshua scrunched up his face in confusion. “Why is that?”

David shrugged. “It’s a cultural thing. Anyway, the older the person gets, the greater the celebration will be.”

“Okay. I guess I’ll have to purchase something amazing to mark James’s father’s seventieth year on this planet.”

David shook his head. “It doesn’t work out like that.”

“What?”

“We were born at the age of one instead of zero. It’s complicated and difficult to explain. It also depends on how traditional James’s family is.”

“What if they’re very traditional?”

“Then James’s father may be one or two years older than what he actually is if he has been celebrating his birthday based on the traditional method instead of the western age system.”

Joshua rubbed his fingers at the sides of his forehead. “That’s giving me a headache. Why can’t Chinese people simply increase their ages on the anniversaries of their days of birth?”

David laughed. “Don’t be too bothered by it. Besides, most of the younger generations don’t really adhere to the old ways anymore.”

“Cool.”

“Will you attend James’s father’s birthday celebration?”

Joshua scoffed. “Of course, and I intend to leave an excellent impression on my future parents-in-law.”

David snickered. “You’re crazy. You and James have only had one date. One!”

“So? Listen to me, man. I think I’ve lost my freaking mind, but James is the one.”

David stared at Joshua. “You’re certifiably insane. How can you be sure?”

“I don’t know. There’s just something about James I can’t quite put my finger on, but I like him. I really like him. A lot.”

David gaped for a brief moment before chuckling under his breath. “You’re hopeless.”

Joshua scowled. “No, I’m not. I know what, or rather, who I want, and that’s James. Mark my words, Dave. I’ll marry him someday.”

David guffawed much louder now. “Holy shit! You’ve officially lost your marbles. All of them.”

“As if you and Toby aren’t heading in that direction.”

“What? We…we…” David sputtered for a second or two before glaring at Joshua. “I have no idea what you’re referring to.”

“Uh-huh. You’ll become Mr. David Ruiz someday in the near future, and you’ll have twenty-three billion dollars to your name.”

David narrowed his eyes at Joshua. “That’s Toby’s personal wealth, not mine. I’m not going to be his sugar baby.”

Joshua smirked. “Why not? You can go to the spa every day and pamper yourself to your heart’s content. Get a massage, a manicure, a pedicure, and also one of those microdermabrasion facial things. You’ll be even prettier than you already are.”

David stuck his tongue out. “Fuck you. I don’t need Toby to support me financially. I’m strong and independent. I can stand on my own two feet. I can—”

“What if he wants to spoil you rotten?”

David’s mouth was wide open, but no word came out for the next few seconds. Joshua leaned against the back of his rolling chair and folded his arms across his chest before waggling his eyebrows at David, who seemed to be struggling to find the right words.

“I…I guess if he…well, as long as he doesn’t go overboard, I won’t mind accepting a few things from Toby.”

Joshua guffawed. “Just don’t forget your best friend when that happens. You need to share.”

“Of course, I won’t forget about Justin. Or Javier. Maybe Vincent, Calvin, and Keenan, too.”

Joshua glared at David. “Me! I’m talking about me.”

“Oh, I don’t know about you. You’re getting on my nerves.”

Joshua pretended to be hurt. “Is that how you treat your best friend in the whole wide world?”

David chortled. “Fine. You can be included in the list.”

Joshua snorted. “How magnanimous.”

“I am, aren’t I?”

“Smug.”

The two of them stared at each other in silence for a brief moment before they burst out laughing. Then David got up and made his way toward the office door.

“Have fun with James tonight, man.”

“Oh, I absolutely will.”

David turned around and frowned at Joshua. “I was referring to dinner, not sex.”

Joshua leered at David. “I never said it was sex.”

“But your tone of voice…you know what? Forget it. Bye, Josh. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Joshua snickered. “All right, man. Later.”

He waited until David had shut the door before surfing the Internet to search for the best gift for James’s father. He had a few things to do for work, but they weren’t urgent. He could deal with them later. In the meantime, he was determined to find something unique and magnificent. After all, if his dream came true, he and James would be married someday, which meant James’s father could potentially be his father-in-law. He had to make sure he left a lasting impression on James’s father and also the rest of his lover’s family. He refused to be upstaged by anyone else. His gift would be the best one.

Not that he was worried about this particular task. He was a brilliant Social Media Specialist. At least that was what he liked to believe. The Internet was an important part of his daily life. He spent hours of his life online on a daily basis, and that included some of his weekends, as well. He had no doubt he would be able to purchase the perfect birthday present for James’s father’s seventieth birthday. There must be something awesome that would please a seventy-year-old man. He cracked his knuckles and clicked on the browser icon on his desktop. It was time to get down to business. He was a man on a mission.


Chapter 7

James held Joshua’s hand as they made their way into the tent at half past six that evening. Then he stared at the interior decorations in horror. He could literally feel his cheeks burning from the embarrassment threatening to overwhelm him. He noticed Joshua glancing at him through his peripheral vision, and he was even more mortified when his lover burst out laughing almost to the point of hysterics. He couldn’t believe he had made such a blunder. There was supposed to a chic restaurant located inside the tent. Instead, there were plenty of small tables and chairs in various shades of purple, yellow, and green. What was even more terrifying was the number of screaming children, most of them under the age of maybe five or six years old, along with their parents. Some of the parents seemed overjoyed to play along with their children while the others were less than thrilled. James couldn’t decide how he really felt at the moment.

“This…this restaurant doesn’t look like the pictures on their website.”

Joshua guffawed even more enthusiastically. “James, this…this is the best date ever.”

James rubbed the back of his head, feeling rather uncertain about the right way to respond to Joshua’s compliment. “Uh, okay. Thanks?”

Joshua snickered and nodded before pointing at the announcement printed on a large piece of cupboard and nailed onto a standing piece of wood at one corner of the tent. “This is a themed night specifically for toddlers.”

James face-palmed himself. “Shi…shoot.”

Joshua smirked while darting his eyes at all the children inside the tent. “Nice save, man.”

“I’m so sorry, Josh. This restaurant is supposed to be unique and fun. I had no idea about their themed nights.”

Joshua chuckled and shook his head. “It’s fine.”

Just then, a server approached them. “My name is Lisa. Do you have a reservation for this evening?”

James scratched the back of his head and nodded. “I do, but I think I’ll just cancel it. I didn’t know it’s going to be a themed night for toddlers. I made the reservation online earlier this afternoon.”

Joshua squeezed James’s hand gently. “No, James, it’s all right with me. Let’s stay for a quick meal. It may turn out to be fun and exciting.”

James bit his lower lip before responding. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Joshua replied before addressing Lisa. “Table for two under James Chan, please.”

Lisa checked the list in her hand for a moment. “Okay. Got it. Follow me, please.”

James suppressed a sigh when Lisa led him and Joshua all the way to the back of the tent. It was a tad quieter because it was farther away from the other tables of noisy children. However, the table and chairs were the same size as all the others. He was concerned the chairs wouldn’t be able to bear his or James’s weight. He was one hundred and ninety pounds, and he was certain Joshua had even more muscle mass than him. Hence, he was relieved and pleasantly surprised to discover the chairs were sturdy enough. Lisa had left him and Joshua alone to give them a little time to decide on the food and drinks they wanted. He browsed through the menu slowly.

“At least the food selection seems great,” James said while shooting a tentative smile at Joshua.

Joshua beamed in return. “I agree. I think I’ll have the triple cheeseburger and fries with a side of salad and a large soda. I also want the chocolate dessert, the one called ‘High on Chocolate.’ What about you?”

“I’ll get the chicken chop, potato wedges, and coleslaw, but I can’t decide between the green tea smoothie or the strawberry milkshake. Then again, I really want to try the green tea layered crepes for dessert. Maybe I should get a strawberry milkshake.”

Joshua grinned. “Positive?”

James chuckled. “Yeah. Let’s order now.”

After that, the date was excellent. At least it was fantastic and wonderful for the next forty minutes or so. James was able to ignore the screeching, shrieking children for the most part. It was easy enough. He chose to focus on Joshua instead. His lover was gorgeous, and he was half-aroused by the time Lisa served them their food and drinks. He and Joshua chatted and laughed while leaning as close to each other as possible. He wasn’t really paying much attention to his food, which was almost finished. Hence, he almost jumped in shock when he glanced down at his plate and noticed a small hand grabbing his leftover potato wedges. The hand belonged to a giggling little boy, who was probably three or four years old, had a mop of red hair, and occupied the chair right next to him. He watched in amusement as the boy munched on one of the potato wedges. That was the exact moment he heard Joshua snickering at him.

“He has been eating your potato wedges for the past five or six minutes.”

“I see,” James said while smiling at the boy before facing Joshua once again. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I thought you knew.”

James shook his head. “I can’t take my eyes off of you. You’re so handsome.”

“I think you’re pwetty.”

James was startled to hear that and turned to the boy immediately while pointing at Joshua. “He is pretty, isn’t he?”

“No, you’re more pwetty.”

James blushed while Joshua guffawed loudly. “Oh, thank you. Uh, I think you’re a very cute boy.”

The boy nodded. “My mama said I’m ado-do…”

“Adorable?”

The boy bobbed his head up and down over and over again. “Yes!”

“Indeed you are.”

“Mm, I like this,” the boy mumbled while lifting half of a potato wedge.

James was a little thrown off by the abrupt change in topic, but he was used to it. He had nephews and nieces after all. After years of interacting with them, he knew how short their attention span could be. He gestured at the potato wedges and pushed his plate closer to the boy.

“You can have as many as you want.”

The boy shook his head. “I’m full.”

“Okay.”

All of a sudden, a woman appeared next to the boy. “Logan, there you are. I’m so worried about you. What are you doing here? You shouldn’t be disturbing these two gentlemen.”

James held Logan’s chair to steady it while the boy got up. “It’s okay, ma’am. It’s a pleasure to chat with him.”

Logan’s mother offered James and Joshua her hand, and the two men stood and shook hands with her. “Again, I apologize. One of my daughters needed to go to the toilet, so I had to accompany her. My husband had his hands full with our four other kids, including Logan here. It took him a moment to realize Logan wasn’t in his seat.”

Joshua grinned. “It’s fine. Logan is very well-behaved.”

Logan’s mother laughed. “I’m glad to hear that. He has his moments.”

James nodded. “I understand. I have nephews and nieces. I know what children can be like sometimes.”

Logan’s mother smiled and tapped on Logan’s shoulder. “Logan, please say thank you to these two gentlemen. We need to go home now.”

James was startled when Logan rushed toward him and hugged one of his legs.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Logan repeated the same thing to Joshua. When the boy and his mother had left, James returned to his seat, and Joshua followed suit.

“That’s nice.”

James beamed at Joshua. “I agree.”

“Do you want to have kids someday?”

“When I’m married, sure.”

Joshua smirked. “Is that a proposal?”

James chortled. “I like you, Josh, but it’s too fast to tie the knot.”

“In a year or two then.”

James was delighted to hear that. “Sounds good to me.”

“Me, too. Anyway, is there anything I should know about your dad’s birthday party? Is it a formal affair?”

James shook his head. “But please refrain from wearing dark-colored clothes, especially black and blue. No white-colored clothes either.”

“Why is that?”

“Those are generally worn at a funeral.”

“Oh, okay. Thanks for telling me. Anything else I need to avoid?”

“Nope. I don’t think so. I hope you’ll be able to attend. I want to introduce you to my family. You’ll get to meet my parents and also my younger brothers and their respective families.”

“I’ll definitely be there. I’ve even ordered an exquisite gift for your dad.”

“Josh, you don’t have to go to all that trouble. Just put some money in a red packet. That will be an awesome gift for my dad.”

“Ha! Ha! Nope. I’ve ordered something unique online. Your dad will love my gift.”

“What are you getting him?”

Joshua winked at James. “It’s a secret.”

James chuckled. “Fine, but I’m sure my parents will tell me what your gift is.”

“But you won’t know until the day itself.”

“Most likely the day after.”

Joshua appeared astonished to hear that. “What? Why?”

“My parents are rather traditional. They will never open gifts in public. The Chinese culture is different. It’s considered impolite to do that.”

“I see. There are so many things in the Chinese culture I’m unaware of. I’ll be mortified if I mess up, even if it’s unintentionally.”

James reached for Joshua’s hand. “Josh, don’t worry about it. My parents have always taught me it’s the thought that counts. I’m sure my dad will love your gift no matter what it is you’ll be giving him.”

“I hope so. Anyway, are you ready for dessert? I’ve been dying to sink my teeth into something sweet for the past few minutes.”

“Of course. Let’s get our table cleared up, as well.”

James called for Lisa and requested dessert. The plates were taken away, and it took less than ten minutes for Lisa to return to their table with their desserts. The remainder of their date passed by smoothly, and James was glad for that. He was also thankful Joshua didn’t seem to mind eating in such a noisy restaurant. In fact, Joshua informed him halfway through dessert it was one of the best dates he ever had. James simply laughed and nodded in agreement. He couldn’t remember a better date than this one himself.

However, he also made the resolution to double-check with the venue the next time around. He was lucky Joshua was such an easy-going person, which in turn made him fall a little deeper in love. When the two of them eventually made their way out from the tent and toward the car, he reached for Joshua’s hand and intertwined their fingers together. He couldn’t wait to introduce Joshua to his family. He had no doubt they would all like Joshua just as much as he did. It was his dad’s seventieth birthday party, and it was going to be unforgettable.


Chapter 8

“Somebody must have gotten laid last night,” Vincent half-yelled while grinning at Joshua. “You haven’t stopped smiling since this morning.”

Joshua smirked at Vincent. “It’s a private thing. Mind your own business, buddy.”

Vincent guffawed loudly. Joshua didn’t bother to continue with the conversation. He might not be a prude, but he also didn’t want to advertise his sex life in public. He was on his way back to the office with his group of friends-slash-colleagues after a wonderful lunch at a diner nearby.

“I’m so out of the loop,” Keenan spoke up next to Vincent. “Who are we talking about now?”

Javier caught up with Keenan and slung one arm over the man’s shoulders. “Joshua and his lover boy, Kee. You would have known if you’ve actually spared some minutes out of your day for a breather instead of constantly sucking faces with Pablo. You and Pablo spent more time kissing than eating earlier at the diner.”

Keenan blushed. “Shut up, dude. I can’t help myself. Pablo is fucking hot. Besides, we only get to see each other during lunch hour and after work on weekdays. He’s even busy on weekends. I miss him all the fucking time.”

Joshua snorted at Javier before mock-punching his best friend on the shoulder. “Stop teasing poor Keenan, and for your information, James is more than my lover boy. He’s my boyfriend, you heathen.”

Calvin bumped his shoulder against Joshua. “James Chan, eh?”

Joshua ignored the heat of embarrassment rising up his neck and cheeks. “Yeah.”

Calvin chuckled. “Thank fuck! You finally netted the guy. It was painful to watch you pine over James.”

Joshua chortled. “I wasn’t that bad.”

“No, you weren’t,” Justin shouted from behind.

“Thanks, Just.”

“You were downright pathetic,” David piped up immediately before he burst out laughing almost at the same time as Justin, Javier, Keenan, Calvin, and Vincent.

Joshua scowled. “Wow! Thanks for the support, guys. You’re all annoying motherfuckers. I hate you. All of you. I need to find new friends to hang out with.”

Calvin ruffled Joshua’s hair a little. “Liar. You love us.”

Joshua narrowed his eyes at Calvin. “No, I don’t. I’ve changed my mind. Also, can you not mess my hair up? It took me forever after my shower this morning to make it look as presentable as possible.”

Calvin snickered. “Why? Another hot date tonight?”

Joshua nodded. “We’re not sure where we will be meeting, though.”

“Have a drink with us, Josh. You can properly and officially introduce James to all of us. You’ll also get to hang out with us, your best friends in the whole wide world,” Justin suggested from the back. “That will be killing two birds with one stone.”

“I agree with Justin,” David added. “Pablo and Toby will be there, as well.”

Vincent squeezed Joshua’s right shoulder gently. “Tony will be meeting us there, too. James won’t be the odd man out.”

Joshua bit his lower lip. “I’ll send him a text message. No promises.”

“Awesome,” Javier said. “I guess the only singles left in our group are me, Justin, and Calvin.”

“Justin has a crush on Blake,” Joshua blurted out

Justin yelled at him, “Josh! Come on, dude. I told you that in confidence.”

Joshua winced. “Sorry, man. It just came out.”

David cleared his throat pointedly. “No secrets, guys. We’re all friends here. Out with it.”

Justin sighed. “Fine. I sort of like Blake, the newly transferred Vice President of Finance.”

Vincent chuckled. “This is so unexpected.”

“Because he’s ten years older than me?”

The shock was written all over Vincent’s face. “Dude, no! That’s not what I meant. Age is just a number, but you and him together are…well, sort of weird.”

“Why?”

“He’s my direct supervisor. Remember? It’s strange to think about your best friend sleeping and doing intimate things with your supervisor. The finance department holds a meeting at least once a week. Ugh. Now I can’t get the image of you two being naked and sweaty out of my mind.”

Justin snorted. “Then don’t do that.”

Vincent grimaced. “Yeah. You and I are like brothers, man. I don’t like to imagine you having sex with my supervisor.”

“Then don’t do that,” Justin repeated while laughing softly. “Besides, I’m infatuated with Blake. We haven’t done anything at all. He doesn’t even interact much with me. I think he kind of hates me.”

Joshua was astonished to hear that. “Really? Blake is a great guy. I’ve chatted with him a few times. He’s damn intelligent and kind. He doesn’t strike me as the type of person who will bear grudges against anyone.”

Justin shrugged. “He’s not unfriendly. He simply…well, avoids me.”

Joshua reached for Justin and tugged the man closer to him. “Talk to him, man. Blake is easy-going, and he doesn’t have the superior, arrogant attitude most people in his position often put on around their subordinates. Maybe there’s a misunderstanding.”

Justin smiled at Joshua. “Thanks. That’s an excellent idea. I’ll do it as soon as possible.”

A few minutes later, they entered the office building and got onto the elevator. The moment they arrived on the right floor, they bade farewell to one another and went their separate ways. Joshua headed toward his office and shut the door behind him. Then he sent a text message to James to invite his lover out for a drink with his best friends later that evening. He was pleasantly surprised to receive a positive reply less than a minute later. The response energized him for the remainder of the afternoon. He couldn’t wait to show off his boyfriend to his group of friends. He was aware David and Justin knew James on a professional level, but meeting at Pablo’s bar for a drink would be more of a personal nature. He also wanted his other friends to meet James. He hoped they would all get along.

* * * *

James was nervous. He really wanted Joshua’s friends to like him. Then again, even if Joshua’s friends ended up hating him, his relationship with his lover wouldn’t be affected. Much. However, it would probably be awkward for a while. His anxiety rose even higher when there was a sudden change of plans. He got the text message from Joshua a few minutes prior to leaving his house. Instead of hanging out at Pablo’s bar, The Overrated Llama, they would be having dinner at The Paradise Fable, which was Turner’s restaurant and also the place where he and Joshua had their first date at. The change in venue shouldn’t have disturbed him in such a way. After all, he was friends with both Pablo and Turner. He would be on friendly grounds, so to speak.

However, he could loosen up faster at Pablo’s bar by drinking plenty of alcoholic beverages. It was normal, more or less, to consume a lot of beer at a bar. He didn’t think he could do the same thing at Turner’s restaurant without being stared at by Joshua’s friends. The last-minute shift in venue was requested by David and his boyfriend, who wanted to take the opportunity to officially meet everyone else, as well.

His concern was pointless, though. The moment he entered the restaurant and approached the table where Joshua and his friends were seated, his lover got up and hugged him tightly. He could feel the tension seeping away almost instantly. Joshua’s friends were cool and accepting of him, which also helped to relieve some of his pressure.

They were a friendly bunch, shaking his hand and clasping him on his shoulder. Justin and David even embraced him to welcome him. Most importantly, he noticed Anthony and Pablo, along with another man whose face he thought he might have recognized from somewhere yet he couldn’t recall the stranger’s name at the moment. At least he wouldn’t be the odd man out in Joshua’s group of friends. His face lit up when the stranger introduced himself.

“You’re the CEO of The Majestic Ruiz. I’ve seen your face online, in magazines, and on TV.”

Tobias blushed. “I try to keep a low profile most of the time.”

James chuckled. “I actually prepared the food for your company’s Christmas parties for the past six years.”

Tobias grinned. “Small world. I can never forget the delicious food. I think you should meet me at my office soon. We have plenty of corporate events every month. I would like to talk to you about them. Maybe we can have a standing contract for most of those events. Or even all of them. It all depends on your schedules.”

“Absolutely.”

David cleared his throat. “Can we get back to our seats, please? I think we should order now. The others are waiting for us.”

Tobias beamed at David. “Sure, babe. Come on.”

After Tobias and David had gone back to reclaim their chairs, James noticed he and Joshua were the only two still standing a few inches away from the table. He turned toward Joshua and led his lover to the last two empty chairs. It was obvious they were placed there specifically for him and Joshua.

A moment later, a server made his way to the table and began to note what everyone wanted to have. After that, the conversation began to flow. It wasn’t stilted and weird.

James found himself relaxing further as the evening progressed. He didn’t contribute much to the chattering going on all over their table, but he would respond and participate as much as he could. In his moments of silence, he would glance around the table just to fill up the time. He was astounded when he observed something amusing right at the end of table, which had caught his eye over the last thirty minutes or so. It was both unexpected and adorable. He bumped his leg gently against Joshua, who raised his left eyebrow at him.

“What?”

“Look at Calvin,” James whispered as he leaned much closer to Joshua before cocking his head toward the doors, which he knew would lead into the kitchen. “Turner, too, but be discreet. He’s right by the kitchen doors.”

Joshua obliged before smirking and snickering less than a minute later. “Holy shit. This is hilarious.”

James noticed the mischievous gleam in Joshua’s eyes. “Babe, don’t—”

“Justin!”

James face-palmed himself. “Josh, babe, come on. Don’t embarrass Calvin and Turner.”

Joshua pouted a little. “But this is too funny.”

James wanted to protest further, but it was too late. Justin and Joshua were already putting their heads together and mumbling under their breath to each other. James had no idea what was going to happen, so he could only shake his head and heave out a resigned sigh. He focused on the food instead, which had been brought to the table a few minutes ago.

When nothing occurred for another half an hour, he started to relax. He figured Joshua had given up whatever half-baked, naughty ideas he wanted to play on Calvin. Then Turner approached their table for what was probably the twentieth time over the last hour. James almost choked in amusement when David spoke up all of a sudden.

“Turner, you should grab a chair and sit next to Calvin. He’s all by his lonesome at the far end of our table. I would love to hear all about how you came to open this restaurant. Or you can simply keep Calvin company.”

Calvin blushed and narrowed his eyes at David before giving a Turner an apologetic smile. “You don’t have to listen to Dave. He’s a nosy, insensitive asshole.”

Turner’s cheeks were just as red as Calvin’s, but he shook his head. “I don’t mind. It will be fantastic to join you all if you’re sure you don’t mind having me at the table.”

Javier smirked at Calvin, obviously understanding what was going down. “Not at all. The more the merrier.”

Justin winked at Calvin before addressing Turner. “Please get a chair. Calvin is a bit of a foodie. I’m sure he would love to have a nice, long conversation with you.”

Turner laughed out loud and obliged. James immediately noticed the teasing gleam in Joshua’s eyes. He shut his eyes and shook his head. He could guess what was on Joshua’s mind. Mere seconds later, Joshua jumped in while grinning widely.

“You can do anything to…oh, sorry. I mean, you can talk about anything to Calvin. I have a feeling he would love your company all night long.”

Calvin groaned. “Way to be subtle, guys.”

James could sympathize with the blushing Calvin even though he found the situation hilarious. He gave Calvin an encouraging smile, who thanked him in return. He might have officially dated Joshua for only a few days, but he had always been perceptive. It came with the territory of being the oldest child in the family.

His two younger brothers had stirred up troubles left and right from the moment they were able to crawl, and it was always up to him to rescue them. He had honed his observation skills over the years. Moreover, after years of doing that, he also couldn’t shake off his protective instinct. That was the reason why he felt a little bad on Calvin’s behalf. He had no doubt Calvin must be mortified at the moment.

Then his eyes widened in astonishment when Turner reached for Calvin’s hand moments later. Calvin appeared to redden even further, but the man was obviously pleased at the same time. James heard David whistling softly before the man pointed at Calvin and Turner’s joined hands.

“Damn. You move fast.”

Turner snickered. “I’m forty-five years old, and I won’t be getting any younger. I don’t have time for games. I go after the man I want if he’s interested in me.”

Keenan snorted. “Calvin definitely is.”

Calvin rolled his eyes. “I can speak for myself. Thanks. What is this anyway? Pick on Calvin day?”

Vincent laughed. “We’re just trying to get you laid.”

Joshua chortled loudly. “Hell, yeah! I’ll support that move.”

“I don’t mind getting freaky with you in bed myself.” James grasped Joshua’s hand as he whispered into his lover’s ear.

Joshua smirked. “Later, stud.”

James groaned softly. “Tease. I’ll punish you later.”

Joshua winked. “I can’t wait.”

After the brief exchange, the remainder of dinner felt too long, but James still had a wonderful time. He might be rather impatient because he yearned to make love to Joshua, but he also enjoyed spending time with Joshua and his group of friends. He was getting along well with everyone, and he was able to relax now. He shook himself out of his reverie for a moment and intertwined his fingers with Joshua’s, who beamed at him briefly before returning to a lively conversation with Justin, Javier, and Keenan. He noticed the other men around the table had also broken into their own little groups, and they were now chatting among themselves.

Instead of feeling left out, he was content to remain silent. He wasn’t bothered at all. He had other things on his mind, related to his father’s birthday party. He had many things to do to prepare.

He would also have to check in with Joshua later to make sure they hadn’t purchased the same gifts. In addition, he had to call up his brothers and their wives. They had to coordinate everything. His father’s seventieth birthday party was an important milestone. He wanted it to proceed smoothly. He might not be as entrenched in the traditions and cultures as his parents were, but he was aware they would be disappointed if the party turned out in a negative way. He could worry about that later, though. In the meantime, he was going to enjoy hanging out with Joshua and his friends. He had a strong feeling they would be meeting as a large group a lot more in the future.


Chapter 9

“Yes!” Joshua muttered under his breath when he received a notice on his smartphone about his delivery orders waiting for him at the post office. “Finally.”

It was now Monday, and he had just finished attending an interdepartmental meeting at the office. He’d been packing up his documents and laptop when the text message from the post office came through. The past weekend had been a lonely and uneventful one. James had been too busy with his catering business to meet up, so Joshua had stayed home in his apartment and lazed about on the couch while watching a comedy show on his laptop through one of those subscription services.

He understood sometimes a business like James’s had no specific off days. There could be events like a birthday or a housewarming party on the weekends, and he knew James had no reason to reject them. After all, more businesses meant more money. He had been a tad disappointed he didn’t get to spend an entire weekend with James, but he let it slide. Besides, the two of them had been able to communicate through a chat application on their smartphones and video call each other late at night. James had also promised him a date on Monday night, which was now less than six hours away.

“What is it, Josh?”

Joshua turned toward David. “I can pick up my delivery at the post office. I had included that special request when I made the order online. I had thought about getting my package sent to the office, but you know what the company is like.”

“What package?” Justin asked.

“James’s father’s birthday gifts.”

David raised his left eyebrow. “Multiple?”

Joshua nodded. “I need to make a good impression. Just in case.”

Justin smirked. “Just in case you and James get married and adopt a couple of beautiful kids together?”

Joshua had no doubt his cheeks was reddening by the second, but he ignored it. “Maybe.”

“You’re that serious about him, eh?”

Joshua smiled at David. “It’s crazy. I know. We haven’t even had a handful of dates, but I really like him.”

Justin snorted. “Obviously.”

“Do I sound desperate and creepy?”

David shook his head. “You’re in love.”

“You think?”

“I know,” David replied while pointing at himself. “I fell much faster and harder for Toby. Take it from me. You can’t deny what the heart wants. It will simply stifle you and leave you frustrated. Forget about the conventions. If you love him, go for it. I may not have many personal and professional interactions with James, but based on the few we’ve had, he seems like an awesome guy.”

Joshua nodded gently. “Thanks. He really is.”

“Do you want us to accompany you to the post office first? It’s now four minutes to noon. Javier, Keenan, Vince, and Calvin can go ahead to the diner and grab us a table. We can also ask them to order for us. They know what we like anyway.”

Joshua shrugged. “I don’t mind. In fact, I think that’s a great idea. Let’s do it.”

A few minutes later, the three of them waved at their four friends and headed toward the opposite direction the moment they exited from the building. The post office might only be a seven-minute walk away from where they were, but Joshua knew there was usually a rather long line during lunch hour. After all, it wasn’t his first time picking stuff up from the post office at noontime on Monday. Lady Luck must be on his side on that day, though. There were three people in front of him, and he didn’t have to wait longer than five minutes to be served. He handed the lady behind the counter his receipt, along with his identification card, while Justin and David stood on either side of him. Once that had been taken care of, he got his two packages and walked out. He carried one of the boxes while Justin took the other one.

“This box is quite big, but it’s really light. What’s inside?”

Joshua grinned at Justin. “Later. I’ll show you the contents when we’re back in my office. I think we should drop off both these boxes with the receptionist at the lobby for safekeeping. I don’t want to carry them into the diner.”

David nodded. “I agree. Actually, we should have gone to the post office after we ate.”

“I was too excited. Besides, the line at the post office might be horrendous later.”

Justin chuckled. “True. Mondays are the worst.”

After that, the three of them burst out laughing. Once the boxes were placed with the receptionist, they made their way to the diner. Lunch was uneventful. They chatted as they usually did, but they didn’t linger. There were plenty of other patrons waiting for a table.

When they were done with their food, they left the diner and returned to their office. Joshua remembered to grab his packages from the receptionist at the lobby before entering the elevator. Javier, Keenan, and Calvin had urgent matters to take care of, so they went their separate ways. Joshua headed back to his office with Justin, David, and Vincent. He used a pair of scissors to cut open the seal on the packages before lifting out the items inside. He beamed at his best friends, fully expecting them to be just as enthusiastic as he was. Hence, he was astounded to notice their gaping expressions.

“Guys, what’s wrong? These are fantastic. Don’t you think?”

David was obviously about to say something, but Vincent beat him to it. “Uh, they’re fabulous. The ox on the towel is cool.”

Joshua smiled. “I know, right? James’s father was born in the year of the ox. I checked with James just to make sure.”

“That will make James’s father seventy-one years old.”

Joshua stared at Justin in confusion. “Dude, this is the year two-thousand and nineteen. Do the Math. James’s father will be seventy years old.”

“Chinese people usually add one year to their age,” Justin retorted.

“I informed you about that, Josh,” David reminded while running his hand over the towel and then the small box of handkerchiefs underneath it. “Out of curiosity, have you purchased anything else?”

Joshua beamed widely. “Two bottles of excellent wine. They’re at home in my apartment. I’m considering wrapping the wine inside the towel, and the box of handkerchiefs can be placed on top. Then I’ll put them all inside a larger box before covering it with a wrapping paper. Perfect, right?”

All of a sudden, someone knocked on Joshua’s office door. Vincent was closest to the door, so he answered it. Joshua was taken aback when he noticed James standing outside.

“Hey, babe.”

“James, what are you doing here?”

James’s smile was less certain now. “Uh, surprise?”

Joshua groaned under his breath and grinned at his lover. “Sorry, man. I’m truly delighted to see you. I just didn’t expect you until later tonight.”

“I have a meeting with Justin at half past one, but I got here a little earlier than planned. I thought I’d pay you a visit at your office. Is this a bad time?”

Vincent shook his head. “Not at all. Come on in. We need to talk.”

Once James had made his way into the office, Vincent shut the door and pointed at the towel and the box of handkerchiefs on Joshua’s desk. James appeared rather bewildered for a brief moment before his expression cleared up. Joshua grinned when James gazed into his eyes.

“Are those the gifts for my dad?”

Joshua nodded. “The towel is soft and fluffy. It’s customized with the picture of an ox, both in the front and the back. Same goes for the handkerchiefs. I also have two bottles of wine for your dad back at my apartment. What do you think?”

James gaped. “Uh, well…they…”

Joshua had a sinking feeling seconds later when David, Justin, and Vincent clasped James on the shoulders before rushing out from his office. Justin even turned toward him before closing the door.

“We will leave you two alone, Josh. You both need a little privacy. James, I’ll wait for you in the usual meeting room.”

The moment the two of them were alone in the office, Joshua cocked his head at James. “What’s going on?”

James scratched the back of his head. “This will be a little awkward.”

“What?”

“This is actually my fault. I should have told you.”

Joshua stood closer to James and reached for his lover’s hands. “I don’t understand.”

“My parents aren’t super traditional, but they hold on to some of the old beliefs.”

“Okay…”

“We don’t give towels or handkerchiefs as birthday gifts because those are usually stuff we distribute to the guests after the funerals are over.”

Joshua gasped. “Shit! I’m sorry. How about the two bottles of wine?”

James wrapped his arms around Joshua’s waist. “They’re awesome. I’m sorry, too, babe. I should have let you know in advance. Things like this always slip through my mind because they’re part and parcel of my daily life. After all, my brothers and I grew up with the knowledge of our traditions and customs. Forgive me?”

Joshua leaned in and kissed James’s lips briefly. “Of course.”

“What are you going to do with the towel and handkerchiefs, though?”

Joshua shrugged. “I can always gift them to someone else. Don’t worry about them. I’m more concerned about your father, though.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Are two bottles of wine enough? I don’t want to appear like a cheapskate. I mean, both are quite pricey, but I’m not sure if they will be good enough.”

“They are. Wine gifts are received as a toast to the recipient’s health, and red stands for good luck in the Chinese culture.”

Joshua heaved out a sigh of relief. “Glad to hear that.”

James nuzzled into the left crook between Joshua’s shoulder and neck. “Don’t worry so much about the gifts, babe. My family will love you.”

Joshua hugged James with both arms and placed his chin on his lover’s hard shoulder. “How can you be sure?”

James pulled back a little before glancing away. “Because…just because.”

Joshua chuckled. “James, come on. What are you trying to tell me?”

James seemed to hesitate for a moment before locking eyes with Joshua. “I…I love you. I mean, I know it’s too soon for you to say those words back to me. I don’t mind waiting. You can take your time. It’s fine. You let me know when you’re—”

James let out a loud gasp, and Joshua snickered as he cut his lover off midsentence and pressed their lips even harder against each other. He moaned deep in his throat when James returned the kiss with just as much passion as he did. They also rutted against each other, desperately seeking for some reliefs as their cocks throbbed inside their pants. When they broke apart, they were both panting and grinning at each other. Joshua cupped James’s cheeks in the palms of his hands and beamed at his lover.

“I love you, too.”

“Josh, there’s no pressure. You don’t have to—”

“I know. I really love you, James. Very much.”

James tightened his arms around Joshua’s waist. “Really?”

“Really.”

They laughed softly as they leaned toward each other and bumped their foreheads gently together.

“I love you more.”

“I love you most.”

James snickered. “Must you have the last word?”

“In this case, yeah.”

James guffawed. “Fine. I won’t complain, but we both know the truth.”

“What’s that?”

James smirked. “That I love you a tiny bit more than you love me. You can’t deny it.”

Joshua snorted. “As if.”

They grinned at each other, but neither of them exchanged a single word for a short moment afterward. Joshua was content to remain silent. He inhaled the scent of his lover’s cologne, mixed in with a little bit of musk and fresh sweat. He sighed in discontent when James abruptly stepped away from him. He wished the two of them could have remained in their intimate position for a few minutes longer, but they had things to do.

“I hate to let you go, but I have a meeting with Justin. I’ll pick you up at your apartment later tonight, babe. Okay?”

Joshua nodded. “I can’t wait.”

“Me neither. I’ve already made a reservation at a different restaurant.”

“Just remember to check the restaurant for its themed nights,” Joshua said while winking at James. “We don’t want a repeat of our previous date, do we?”

James smiled. “Nope. It will be much better this time around.”

“It was quite a shock the last time around. Even so, I had a great time at that restaurant.”

“Seriously?”

“Uh-huh. You were wonderful with Logan. You handled him really well. You looked so sexy, and I think you’ll make a fabulous father someday.”

“I hope so. I would love to adopt a kid or two in the future. Together with you, of course.”

Joshua ran his right palm down James’s chest all the way down to his lover’s crotch. Then he caressed James’s hard cock gently and whispered into his lover’s right ear. He could feel it pulsing over and over again inside James’s pants as it strained against his palm.

“Maybe we should practice tonight.”

“Practice?” James repeated, obviously confused.

“Yeah. Who knows? There can be miracles, and I may end up pregnant with our child sooner rather than later. You should pump me full of your cum. Two or three rounds will be great. I won’t mind if you want to fuck me four or five times. In fact, I’ll be more than glad to have your cock inside my ass all night long. What do you think about that, Daddy?”

James groaned. “Fuck. Don’t tease me, babe.”

“I’m not. I prefer to call it an incentive.”

“It’s pure torture, and I don’t need it. Believe me. I’m hard and horny for you constantly, and it’s so much worse when you’re next to me. Then my cock will stay hard every single second.”

Joshua chuckled and squeezed James’s hard cock a couple of times through his lover’s pants before removing his hand. “Okay, stud. Go for your meeting with Justin. You don’t want to be late, do you?”

James pouted. “How about a quickie? You’ve turned me on so much, I bet I’ll come in less than five minutes.”

Joshua smirked. “No time. Later tonight. I promise.”

James huffed out a sigh before nodding. “Okay. Give me a kiss to tide me over. It’s a matter of life and death.”

Joshua snorted. “Fine. Don’t act all dramatic.”

“My aching blue balls beg to differ.”

Joshua rolled his eyes as the two of them pressed their lips together once again, and neither of them backed away until they became breathless. Their lips were also swollen and red. Joshua had to push James out from his office after that. One of them had to remain as level-headed as possible. Otherwise, they would be tempted to continue all the way to mutually satisfying orgasms. He didn’t have much self-control around James, but he didn’t want to get caught in a compromising position inside his office and be fired from his job as a result. Moreover, he didn’t relish the thought of James losing his standing contract with the firm.

He breathed in deeply as he adjusted his dick inside his pants before tidying up the towel and handkerchiefs on the table. Then he returned to his seat and reached for his laptop. He had to get cracking and complete his tasks. He needed to leave on time and get ready for his date with James. He was looking forward to it. He had a feeling it was going to be a night to remember.


Chapter 10

James dreamed of an unforgettable evening with Joshua. It was supposed to be an incredible date, and it was. So far. However, in his imagination, they would be seated across from each other at a Japanese restaurant, giving each other longing stares and enjoying the delicious food while chatting and laughing together. He certainly didn’t picture having his brothers and their wives joining them for dinner. He was going to tell them to sit elsewhere inside the restaurant, but Joshua seemed keen enough to eat together with them. James was undecided if he should keep his mouth shut and let it be.

“Where are Gabriel, Adam, Noah, Tamara, and Leticia?” James asked his brothers and sisters-in-law before quickly turning toward Joshua. “Gabriel and Adam are Jeremiah and Phoebe’s sons. The others belong to Jonah and Patricia.”

“With Mom and Dad,” Jeremiah replied before raising one hand to stop James from responding. “And before you comment on that, you have to know they volunteered. They’ve offered to take care of the kids just in case Phoebe and I want to go out on a romantic date.”

“Mom and Dad told Tricia and I the same thing,” Jonah added. “It’s a mere coincidence the four of us end up coming to the same restaurant.”

“And bumping into me and Joshua,” James said while doing his best to sound less annoyed.

Jeremiah chuckled. “Yeah. Sorry about that, bro. We didn’t do this on purpose.”

“We can always move to another table and leave you two lovebirds alone,” Jonah spoke up while gesturing at the other empty tables inside the restaurant.

James was about to agree when he felt Joshua kicking him gently on his ankle. He narrowed his eyes at Joshua, but his lover was now smiling at his brothers and sisters-in-law.

“No. You don’t have to do that. The more the merrier. Right, James?”

James huffed under his breath and nodded. “Of course. Excuse me for a minute. I need to use the restroom.”

Joshua followed James’s lead and got up, as well. “So do I. We will be right back, guys.”

James didn’t bother to wait for Joshua. Instead, he made a beeline toward the restroom and shoved the door open before stepping inside. He could feel Joshua following right behind him, but he was still taken aback when Joshua grabbed his left shoulder and spun him around.

“Josh, what—”

“Are you mad at me?”

“No,” James replied immediately, but Joshua’s knowing gaze caused him to fidget a little on the spot. “Okay. Maybe a tiny bit.”

Joshua sighed. “James, come on.”

James could feel his cheeks heating up from the slight embarrassment that coursed through his entire being. “I know, babe. I love my brothers and my sisters-in-law, but the two of us are out on a romantic date. This is our night.”

Joshua chuckled and remained quiet for a few seconds before shaking his head. “You know something?”

James did his best to smile at Joshua. “What?”

Joshua gently pushed James right against the wall and smirked. “You look utterly adorable when you’re pouting.”

“I’m…I’m not. That’s stupid. I’m an adult. I will never do something childish like that.”

Joshua snickered. “Care to view your current reflection in the mirror, stud?”

James’s first instinct was to take on the challenge, but he had a strong feeling Joshua was right. He relaxed his shoulders and shook his head. “I’ll pass.”

Joshua grinned. “Good idea. Don’t be angry at your brothers and sisters-in-law either. They’re not checking up on us or something silly like that. You’re being rather paranoid.”

“I’m not—”

“Your tone of voice earlier implied a whole different story,” Joshua interrupted.

James could feel his shoulders sagging even further. “You’re right. I was behaving like an asshole.”

Joshua beamed at James. “I really don’t mind having dinner with your family. I’ll have to meet them sooner or later.”

“Yeah. I know. I just want this evening to be perfect for you, for us.”

Joshua chuckled and leaned in closer toward James’s right ear. “It is. Do you want to hear something strange?”

James’s breath hitched in astonishment when Joshua abruptly pressed their bodies together and rutted against him a couple of times, causing his dick to harden rapidly inside his pants. “Wha…what?”

Joshua didn’t give a verbal reply. James was confused when Joshua immediately glanced around the empty restroom before dragging him toward one of the cubicles and locking the door behind them. His cock throbbed inside his pants when Joshua shoved him against the door and genuflected to his knees before unzipping his pants and tugging his cock out.

“You looked so cute when you pouted, and you made me fucking horny.”

James could feel a mixture of arousal and fear battling it out inside him. “Joshua, babe, we can’t. What if someone comes in—”

“Then you’ll just have to stay quiet while I suck the cum out of your balls.”

“Babe, I…shit! Holy motherfucking…oh, yeah.”

James bit his lower lip and tried to breathe as calmly as he could while his dick was buried to the hilt inside Joshua’s mouth and throat. His cock was enveloped inside the most mind-blowing warmth and moistness while Joshua’s tongue tickled and teased all around its shaft and slit. He clenched his fists on his sides before grabbing Joshua’s hair. He was certain his grip on Joshua’s hair tightened to the point of being painful, but his lover didn’t seem to mind. In fact, Joshua sucked on his cock and suckled on his balls even more vigorously than before.

He did his best to remain silent, but he couldn’t stop the gasps forced out of his mouth. All of his concerns and trepidation of getting caught having sex in the cubicle by a stranger flew out the window. His sole focus was on Joshua’s magical mouth and throat working his dick and balls over like a starving man consuming food for the first time in a thousand years. Joshua’s mouth and throat were sucking on and massaging the entire length of his dick with such strength and desperation, he knew he wouldn’t be able to hold off much longer. He didn’t even care he probably lasted for less than three minutes. Joshua was a damn amazing cocksucker, and James knew he was about to blow his load down his lover’s throat.

He had no idea when Joshua had taken his own cock out from his pants, but his lover was stroking it fast and hard while pleasuring him at the same time. The sight and sound were too much. James managed to hold back for another five, six seconds before he toppled over the edge. His vision whited out, and his mouth gaped wide open as he shot load after load of cum down Joshua’s throat. The sensation grew even more intense when he felt Joshua’s nose rubbing against his pubes and his lover’s throat swallowing his cum and vibrating around his sensitive cockhead. He shut his eyes and clutched Joshua’s hair even harder when his lover rumbled out loud beneath him.

He had no doubt Joshua was climaxing at the moment, especially when his lover sucked on his cock even harder than before. He also noticed the light sheen of sweat on Joshua’s forehead and heard the deep, satisfied rumbling coming from his lover. It made his own orgasm even more intense. He was almost disappointed when Joshua released his cock moments later, but he was astounded when his lover began to lick all over the bottom of his pants. He glanced down, but his eyesight was still a little blurry. Not that he was surprised about that. He had just experienced one of the best orgasms of his life. He was still panting when Joshua got up and grinned at him.

“I shot so hard, some of my cum landed at the bottom of your pants. I decided to clean up every drop.”

James nodded even while his cock was twitching in a valiant and desperate attempt to get hard for another round. “Did you get them all?”

Joshua shook his head. “I have plenty of cum in the palm of my hand. Do you want a taste?”

“Yes. Please, baby. Give it to me.”

Joshua smirked. “Open wide, stud.”

James obliged in an instant, gulping down every drop of Joshua’s cum as it dripped down into his mouth from the cup of his lover’s palm. He also reached for Joshua’s wrist and dragged his lover’s hand even closer toward his mouth before licking up every drop of cum from it until it was clean and shiny. Well, as clean as it could possibly be. He just didn’t want to waste a single drop of Joshua’s cum. He loved the tangy, salty, and bitter taste of Joshua’s cum as it filled his mouth and slid down his throat. It was delicious, and he wished he could have more of it.

“Maybe we should cancel our food and go back to my place,” James suggested while wrapping both arms around Joshua’s waist and feeling their half-hard and still sticky cocks bumping against each other. “I want to fuck you so bad, babe.”

“Still horny?”

James snickered. “Yes, and it’s all your fault. If you weren’t so fucking sexy and irresistible, I could probably control myself a lot better.”

Joshua chuckled. “I’m not complaining, stud. Not at all.”

“Good.”

“We should go out there and finish our food first, though. I’m starving.”

James waggled his eyebrows and leered at Joshua. “I’m sure I can feed you more cum. Just give me a few minutes to recuperate.”

Joshua laughed softly. “Save it for later.”

James pouted a little. “Are you sure?”

Joshua chortled a bit louder. “Yes. Later.”

James heaved out a sigh. “Fine. Let’s make ourselves presentable first.”

They used plenty of tissue to wipe up before stuffing their dicks back inside their pants. Once they were ready, they stepped out from the cubicle and washed their hands at the sink before making their way toward the exit. James was much more relaxed now, and he couldn’t stop smiling as he and Joshua returned to their table, walking hand-in-hand all the way.

Phoebe gazed at him and then Joshua before guffawing and shaking her head. “Oh, my. I know what you did in there.”

“I can tell, as well,” Patricia said before picking up her glass of cold green tea and sipping on it. “It’s so obvious.”

Almost immediately, Jonah and Jeremiah had a similar disgusted expression on their faces. James chose to ignore his younger brothers.

“Please don’t confirm anything, big brother,” Jonah muttered while grimacing. “I really don’t want to know.”

Jeremiah gave Jonah a high-five. “Me neither.”

“Speak for yourself,” Phoebe retorted with a smirk. “I think it’s hot when two men get it on.”

Jeremiah scowled at Phoebe. “It’s not the two-men part that turns me off. James is my big brother. It’s yucky to know he’s doing…doing it.”

Patricia rolled her eyes. “I’m with Phoebe on this one. Two men together are so hot.”

Jonah frowned and shook his head. “I’m with Jeremiah. I don’t need to know the details of my big brother’s sex life. It’s weird.”

James snorted. “As if I’m going to give any of you the details.”

Joshua chortled in apparent amusement. “Let’s drop the topic. Besides, the server is making his way to our table. I’m sure that tray of food belongs to some of us.”

James heaved out a sigh of relief and grinned at Joshua. “Thanks, babe.”

Joshua winked. “You’re welcome.”

For the remainder of the evening, the six of them ended up having a great time. James was ecstatic to notice how well Joshua seemed to get along with his brothers and their wives. They chatted and laughed together as if they had all been hanging out together for years even though this was actually their first meeting. Some people might think he and Joshua were moving along too fast, but he didn’t feel that way at all. He liked Joshua very much, and Joshua seemed to reciprocate his feelings just as strongly. At least he hoped so.

If things continued to move along as smoothly as it did, he and Joshua could probably begin to live together. James couldn’t wait to introduce Joshua to his parents. After that whole awkwardness with Joshua’s birthday gifts, which he knew his lover had dealt with, nothing else could go wrong. He was certain Joshua’s first time meeting his parents would turn out just fine.


Chapter 11

As James’s father’s birthday party drew closer, Joshua grew more nervous. It didn’t matter how many times his friends told him to take it easy. He and James didn’t need either of their parents’ approvals to date and maybe eventually get married, but they would experience less stress if they were accepted as a couple. James had been reassuring him that his parents would be cool with the two of them and their relationship, but Joshua couldn’t help the fluttering butterflies in his stomach every time he thought about the upcoming party. Moreover, he was currently inundated with several new tasks at work. He didn’t need any additional pressure. Naturally, that was the moment it happened. He received the phone call one day before the party.

“Good morning. This is Joshua Wallace speaking,” Joshua said as he jammed his smartphone between his left ear and shoulder while searching for a file for his next assignment amid the piles of things on his messy desk. “How may I help you today?”

“Uh, son,” a familiar voice replied, startling Joshua and almost causing him to drop his phone. “This is your father speaking.”

Joshua released all the files and papers back onto his desk and grabbed his smartphone in a hurry. “Dad!”

“I believe that’s who I am to you the last time I checked.”

Joshua rolled his eyes. “Dad, seriously. Why are you calling?”

“Can’t a father chat with his only son on the phone? Do I have to set up an appointment with your personal assistant now?”

Joshua ignored the rising heat of embarrassment traveling up his neck and cheeks. “Sorry, Dad. That’s not what I meant. I’ve been preoccupied with some things, but I’ll always have time for you and mom. What’s going on? We just talked on the phone last night.”

“Oh, I just—”

A horrible feeling burned deep within Joshua’s gut in the same instant, and he shot to his feet in a second. “Oh, shit. Is it Mom? Has something happened to her?”

Joshua heard his father’s loud sigh through the phone. “No, she’s fine. We’re both okay. Will you let me finish?”

Joshua chuckled. “Sorry, Dad.”

“Anyway, I was about to tell you earlier your mother and I have planned to meet up with some of our friends in San Francisco.”

“That’s awesome. You have to make time for me. When will you get here? Do you want to stay at my apartment this time?”

“We will be flying out from Los Angeles in about two hours or so. Your mother and I have already booked a hotel room with a high discount rate. Your one-bedroom apartment is too small for the three of us, son. The last time you slept on the couch, you hurt your lower back.”

“I remember that, but I’m only home to eat and sleep. There’s no point in renting a large apartment,” Joshua retorted while glancing at the time on the screen of his laptop. “So, your flight will be departing at noon then?”

“Yes. How about we grab dinner together? Seven o’clock?”

Joshua nodded before face-palming himself. His father couldn’t see him at all. He shook his head before responding. “Sounds great, Dad. Do you want to go to your favorite Thai restaurant? Or should we get something else?”

“Nope. I miss that restaurant. I don’t get to eat there often. Your mother is putting me on a strict diet. She’s worried about my cholesterol level and blood pressure. I love your mother, but she’s getting on my nerves.”

Joshua snickered. “I hope she isn’t somewhere nearby. You’ll be sleeping on the couch otherwise.”

Joshua suppressed his amusement when his father snorted over the phone. “Of course, she’s not. I’m not stupid. She’s busy repacking her luggage, and I’m out here in the backyard.”

Joshua laughed. “Smart move, Dad.”

“I know. Anyway, your mother and I will be in San Francisco for four days. We can catch up tonight and the day after tomorrow. We can’t meet you tomorrow because we have a birthday dinner to attend, and we don’t want to trouble you during your working hours.”

Joshua returned to his seat. “It’s fine. As it happens, I’ve also been invited to a birthday party tomorrow evening. I’ll meet you both tonight.”

“Sure thing, son. I’ll let you get back to whatever it is you’re busy with. Can’t wait to see you.”

“Same for me, Dad. Love you.”

“I love you, too, son. Goodbye now.”

“Bye.”

Joshua was glad he would be meeting his parents later that evening. Not only did he miss them, they would also help to distract him from missing James too much. He and James couldn’t go out on a date that evening because his boyfriend would be swamped with last-minute preparations for his work. James would also be taking care of the final details for his own father’s birthday party.

Joshua wished he could be with James as often as possible, but he didn’t want to be clingy. He disliked that particular trait in all of his previous ex-boyfriends or ex-lovers, and he definitely didn’t want to start acting the same way no matter how much he yearned to be spend time with James every single second of every day.

The added tasks on his to-do list were great. Most of the time, he was able to put thoughts of James to the back of his mind. His friends were as fun and hilarious as ever, so he didn’t have time to feel down during lunch with them. Before he knew it, it was time to return to his apartment. It had been a productive workday. He managed to complete everything on his list and logged out from the office exactly on time. He would have more than ample time to shower at home before dinner with his parents.

In fact, he was about ten minutes early when he reached the Thai restaurant that evening. Fortunately, his parents were already seated at one of the tables right next to the window. He approached and hugged them both before ordering. When that was done, he noticed his parents staring at him. He raised his left eyebrow at them, but his mother shook her head gently.

“You seem…happier.”

“More relaxed,” his father added.

Joshua snorted. “I haven’t been miserable for the past twenty-eight years of my life.”

“No,” his mother agreed. “You were just…well, more tense.”

Joshua wanted to deny, but he was curious. “Really? How so?”

His father shrugged. “It was in the way you carried yourself. You’ve always been confident, easy going, and fun, but I felt you holding something back at the same time.”

Joshua nodded slowly. “I didn’t realize that. Was I that bad?”

His mother shook her head. “You weren’t uptight, but you hadn’t been the same since puberty hit you. Was that right around when you discovered your sexuality?”

Joshua glanced down at the top of the table before meeting his mother’s eyes again. “Yeah. I was frightened all the time of someone else knowing about my sexuality. When I came out to both of you freshman year in college, I was terrified I would never find the right group of friends to hang out with and a suitable partner to be with for the rest of my life.”

“You were lonely.”

Joshua nodded at his dad. “Yeah. The friends I have now are awesome, but they are settling down one after the other. I’m not saying they won’t be there for me when I need them, but their priorities will change.”

His mother smiled, obviously understanding what he meant. “Have you found the right man, too?”

Joshua was about to answer his mother’s question when the server walked over with his Thai iced tea. He thanked the server and waited for her to move away before facing his parents once again.

“I’ve recently begun dating a nice man.”

His mother beamed widely. “That’s wonderful. What’s his name?”

“James. He’s a great guy.”

His father clapped him on his shoulder. “If you’re okay with it, how about introducing him to us? We’re still meeting up on Saturday, right? Your mother and I have that birthday party to attend tomorrow evening.”

“I remember, Dad. Let me check in with James, but I’m sure he will be thrilled to get to know you both.”

His mother grinned. “Is he the reason for this change in you?”

Joshua shrugged even as he blushed. “Maybe. I don’t know. James is an incredible man. You’re both going to love him. I’m sure of that.”

“I’m sure we will, son,” his dad replied while clasping his right bicep and squeezing it. “Anyway, how are your friends?”

“David is dating Tobias Ruiz—”

“Of The Majestic Ruiz?”

Joshua chuckled at his mother’s excited expression. “Yes, Mom. Why?”

“David is my favorite out of all your friends. He’s a sweetheart.”

Joshua snorted. “Liar. You love them all. You pinched all their cheeks the last time we had dinner together. You were so embarrassing back then. I wanted to dig a hole and bury myself in it.”

“Well, I’d love David a little bit more if he could put in a good word with his boyfriend, and maybe, just maybe, ask Tobias to make it easier for me to obtain one of their highly-coveted membership cards. Naturally, the titanium membership level will be much appreciated. It has the best discount along with plenty of other benefits.”

Joshua rolled his eyes. “You have to request for the highest membership level. I’m shocked.”

His father snickered. “Your sarcasm won’t work this time, son. Your mother is addicted to everything from that department store. She wants them all. I’m only a high school teacher. I can’t afford to buy her everything.”

“Maybe so,” his mother said. “But you’re all the man I need. I love you, Mike.”

“I love you, too, Christine.”

Joshua smiled when his mother reached for his father’s hand before they kissed each other briefly right in front of him. He would usually feel weird to watch their display of affection, but he understood better how they felt for each other now. He sipped on his Thai iced tea before speaking up again.

“I’ll do my best to talk to David, Mom. I know he won’t mind doing you this favor.”

“Thank you. That will be a dream come true.”

“You’re welcome. Anyway, back to my friends.”

His father took a small gulp of Thai iced tea while nodding. “Right. What’s going on with the rest of them?”

“Vincent is dating Anthony Lim, the owner of The Torpedough, which is—”

“—the bakery with some of the most delicious pastries ever,” his mother cut him off midsentence. “Oh, yet another benefit of knowing the right people.”

Joshua guffawed when his mother waggled her eyebrows at him. “Fine, Mom. I’ll introduce you to Anthony. You’re an opportunist.”

His mother chuckled. “It’s called being smart.”

“Whatever. Anyway, Keenan is now dating Pablo Cotilla, the owner of a bar called The Overrated Llama.”

His father snickered. “Finally. Your mother and I were at the bar a couple of months ago with your friends. It was painful to watch Keenan pine after the bar owner.”

Joshua laughed. “Yeah, it was.”

“What about Javier, Justin, and Calvin?” his mother asked. “Still single?”

Joshua shook his head. “Calvin is dating Turner Marsh, the owner of The Paradise Fable.”

“Oh, my. That’s—”

“—one of the most expensive restaurants in the nation. The food is out of this world. Before you ask, yes, Mom, I’ll take you and dad to the restaurant this Saturday. You’ll like Turner. He’s polite and kind. A true gentleman.”

His father raised both of his eyebrows. “Older than you and your friends, I suppose?”

“Uh-huh. Seventeen years older than Calvin. All of my friends and I are only twenty-eight years old.”

“I know, son,” his dad said. “What’s going on with Javier or Justin?”

“Justin is crushing on Blake Ingram, the Vice President of the finance department at the firm.”

His mother snickered. “Oh, boy. That must be a little awkward.”

“I don’t know. I’ve been rather preoccupied with James. Anyway, Javier is still single. He will be traveling to Saint Louis for a business meeting next week.”

His father shuddered. “Ugh. January is usually the worst and coldest month of the year in Saint Louis.”

Joshua grinned. “I know. Poor guy. Javier is the Marketing Manager, though. We have clients everywhere, including Saint Louis.”

His mother shrugged. “I hope he doesn’t get stranded there. Winter can be harsh.”

“He will be fine, Mom.”

After that, the three of them chatted about his parents’ day-to-day activities in Los Angeles. Joshua’s mother, who worked as a manager at a daycare center, informed him about some of the adorable kids there while gently reminding him to get married as quickly as possible and adopt a couple of kids because she wanted to pamper her grandchildren. He rolled his eyes at her. It was the same old conversation they always had whenever they met up. Meanwhile, his father told him some of the hilarious or exasperating things his students had done.

Dinner with his parents was excellent as it always was, and Joshua was grateful he got the chance to spend time with them. He also anticipated introducing James to his parents. He hoped they would get along with one another. After all, there might a small part of him already envisioning his and James’s wedding ceremony. He was that serious about their relationship. If everything went well, the two of them might end up getting married to each other someday soon. In the meantime, he would keep his fingers crossed and hope for the best.


Chapter 12

James couldn’t stop darting his eyes around as the guests mingled and chatted with one another in the backyard of his parents’ house. Some were seated while the others were standing next to their friends’ tables. It was a beautiful afternoon, but the sun was about to set. Most of the guests attending his father’s birthday party were already in attendance. His parents had invited close to a hundred guests, most of whom were relatives and close friends of the family. He was glad his parents had changed their mind regarding the initial number of two hundred people, though.

His parents owned a large house, and it had a massive backyard complete with a huge swimming pool, plenty of trees, and multiple flowering shrubs. However, he was certain the backyard couldn’t comfortably contain more than one hundred and fifty people at the most. That didn’t include the enormous rented tent, which covered the tables and chairs for the guests and the portable heaters to keep the interior as warm as possible. He had wanted to book a restaurant for the party, but his father had been insistent on celebrating the event at home.

“Is he here yet?”

James jumped a little, ignoring his mother’s knowing smirk and his own embarrassment at being caught. “Nope. Josh sent me a text message about fifteen minutes ago. Or maybe twenty minutes. I’m not sure now. I’ve been busy showing the guests where they’re supposed to be seated. The older generation can’t occupy the same tables as the younger one. They don’t have anything much in common, and they will end up acting awkward and weird throughout dinner.”

His mother nodded. “I know. I’m thankful you remember to put our older or closer relatives nearer to the table where your father and I will be seated. They may take offence if they have to sit far away from us. You know what the old people in our family are like. They’re traditional and obstinate.”

“You aren’t exactly a spring chicken yourself, Mom,” James teased. “Your seventieth birthday will be coming up soon.”

“Hush,” Lydia chided while narrowing her eyes at him. “I have another four years to go. Besides, I don’t look my age. My face is youthful enough, and I’m still one of the most beautiful women on this planet.”

James snickered and embraced his mother. “You are, Mom.”

“And you better remember that.”

Then the two of them burst out laughing almost at the same time. James was about to continue searching for Joshua when his mother tapped his left shoulder and pointed at one of the tables. He turned toward his mother once again and raised his left eyebrow.

“What?”

“I need to introduce you to two of my and your father’s dearest friends.”

“Oh, okay. Who are they?” James asked as he followed his mother toward the table somewhere in the center of the tent.

“Their names are Michael and Christine. Your father and I met them almost fifteen years ago at one of the casinos in Las Vegas, and they had been some of the kindest people we’d ever met. We kept in touch over the years,” Lydia explained before shifting closer to James and lowering her voice. “In fact, a few years ago, their only son came out as gay.”

James grimaced and did his best to maintain a neutral expression. “Mom, for the sake of all that’s holy. I’m dating Josh now, and I like him. Very much. I’ve been considering the best way to discuss moving in together into my place. He can save money on rent and utilities, and we can spend a lot more time together.”

His mother stopped walking for a few seconds and gazed into his eyes. “That…that sounds as if you’re ready to propose marriage to him.”

“Kind of, but it’s a little too fast. Maybe in a few months. Or even a year. Let’s see what happens in the future.”

“But you like him a lot?”

“Yes,” James answered without any hesitation. “It’s insane, but I really can’t imagine the rest of my life without Josh in it.”

Lydia stared at James for a brief moment before smiling widely. “Okay. You have my blessing, but I want to be the first one you call right after you’ve asked him to marry you.”

James grinned. “Sure, Mom.”

Lydia nodded. “Anyway, I’m only going to introduce you to Mike and Christine. There’s no matchmaking involved whatsoever. Your father and I had tried that a few years ago, but you had been so mad at us, we had to back off.”

James snorted. “Oh, that time.”

“Yes.”

“Mom, just because their son and I are both gay men, it doesn’t mean we’re going to suit or like each other.”

“I know. You had ranted at me and your father for days on end about that a few years ago when we had attempted to match you with all the gay and bisexual men we encountered. That was the last time we did something like that. Never again. You’re worse than your late grandpa when you’re riled up, and that old man was very talkative when he was alive.”

James chuckled. “Then please don’t push all the gay and bisexual men you know my way. Josh makes me happy. I’m sure he’s the one for me.”

Lydia beamed. “I’m glad to hear that.”

A few seconds later, the two of them were standing next to Michael and Christine, who got up and greeted them with hugs and handshakes.

“This must be James Chan,” Michael said while studying James from head to toe. “You’re a handsome young man. Your parents had contacted Christine and I a few years ago about possibly getting together for lunch or dinner. We had planned to introduce you to Josh, our son, but he had balked at the old-fashioned idea of matchmaking.”

It took James a couple of seconds to pick up on the name. “Josh?”

Christine nodded a few times. “Our only son, Joshua Wallace. He—”

James guffawed loudly in amusement almost in the next instant, cutting Christine off midsentence. Michael and Christine seemed confused while his mother pinched the side of his stomach and glared at him. However, he ended up bending over slightly as he laughed even more hysterically than before. This was such a weird and unexpected coincidence. When he calmed down a little, he faced Michael and Christine once again. They still appeared rather bewildered by his reaction.

“Joshua Wallace, blue-eyed redhead? Is he six feet tall and two hundred pounds?”

Michael gaped a little. “I’m not sure about his weight, but everything else is spot on. Do you know him?”

James snickered. “I’m dating him.”

“What?” Christine muttered out as her eyes widened a little bit more.

Then he observed the flabbergasted expressions on his mother’s face, which was reflected on Michael and Christine’s faces. A short moment later, the four of them ended up chortling together. James couldn’t believe this was happening. He remembered being furious at his parents for their attempts to match him with every gay and bisexual men they knew, including Michael and Christine’s son, but he hadn’t known about Joshua back then.

A part of him was a bit regretful of the years being wasted, though. If he hadn’t been so stubborn, he could have met Joshua a few years ago. Then again, he had been set in his own ways. He always believed in walking his own path no matter how difficult it might be.

Just then, Michael and Christine’s eyes seemed to notice something behind him, so he turned around. It was Joshua. James grinned and waved his right hand halfway up in the air before beckoning his lover toward him. Joshua appeared rather astonished when he caught the sight of his parents, but James ignored it for the time being. He tugged Joshua closer to him and embraced his lover tightly. Joshua was even more gorgeous than usual in a light green, button-down shirt and a pair of cream-colored slacks. James inhaled the scent of Joshua’s cologne and the familiar, light musk that screamed “Joshua” to him. He pulled away slightly and beamed at Joshua.

“Hey, babe.”

“Hey,” Joshua responded with before leaning in closer to James’s right ear. “Why are my parents here?”

James snickered under his breath. “I’ll tell you all about it later. You’ll be spending the night at my place, right?”

Joshua blushed and nodded. “Of course. I miss you, stud.”

“I miss you, too,” James whispered next to Joshua’s ear before kissing his lover’s forehead.

James squirmed a little when he heard his mother clearing her throat.

“I guess I was right all those years ago when I wanted to introduce you to Mike and Christine’s son.”

James scowled at his mother. “Don’t take credit that doesn’t belong to you, Mom.”

“I had never connected Joshua Wallace with Michael and Christine even though I really should have, but it doesn’t change the fact that I’ve been right all along. I guess the two of you are meant to be together after all. You’re destined, fated for each other. Something like that.”

“Whatever. Don’t go all philosophical on us. Anyway, Mom,” James said while guiding Joshua toward his mother. “This is Joshua Wallace. Josh, my mom.”

Joshua offered his right hand. James suppressed his amusement as Joshua yelped in surprise when his mother hugged him tightly instead. His own official introduction to Michael and Christine as Joshua’s boyfriend was just as enthusiastic. He was relieved when Michael and Christine eventually released him. Michael chuckled and shook his head.

“I guess Christine and I get to meet our son’s boyfriend a little earlier than we expect to.”

Joshua’s cheeks reddened even further. “Dad, can you not?”

Christine laughed. “Oh, Josh. Twenty-eight, and you’re still so easily embarrassed.”

“Mom!” Joshua exclaimed with a bit of a pout

James yearned to kiss his lover’s adorable lips, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to keep it chaste. Hence, he refrained from doing so. He wasn’t a prude, but he didn’t want to get hot and heavy with Joshua in front of his lover’s parents, who could potentially become his future parents-in-law someday. Instead, he chose to focus on Joshua’s gift.

“Babe, why don’t you put the present on the table in the corner? Just find a space for it somewhere. If the space is insufficient, I’ll add another table next to it. I’ve rented a few extra tables and chairs just to be ready for any emergencies.”

Joshua agreed, and James led his lover toward the table after they had waved goodbye to their parents.

“Where’s your dad? Is everyone here already? It sounds like a noisy market here in the backyard.”

James chuckled. “The kids are playing and running around, so the noise level is deafening. Plus, all the adults are chatting at the same time. It can’t be helped. My dad is busy with the guests. He’s the man of honor for this evening, so everyone wants to talk to and congratulate him. I think most of the guests have arrived.”

“I guess I’m late then.”

James shook his head. “Nah, you’re fine. Don’t worry about it. I’ll introduce you to my dad later.”

“Okay.”

The remainder of the birthday party went smoothly, and James was relieved. It started more or less on time, and there were a few toasts to wish his father good health and longevity. The servers came out with the food and drinks one after the other. He didn’t pay much attention to most of the things going on around him, though. He was more focused on Joshua.

He and Joshua were seated at the same table as his brothers and sisters-in-law, but the two of them chatted softly with each other for the majority of the next two hours or so, not really conversing much with anyone else. He remembered how lonely he always was at all the past events like this one, but this time around, he had Joshua right by his side. He had a fantastic time. Joshua made every second of his life that much brighter, and James was looking forward to many more years to come.


Chapter 13

Joshua heaved out a soft sigh as he leaned against the back of the chair he had been sitting on for more than two hours now. James was somewhere near the entrance of the tent with his parents and younger brothers, thanking the guests for coming. Joshua also remembered James telling him about dealing with the tent and all of the other rented stuff such as the tables and chairs, and also those portable heaters.

San Francisco in January might not be as cold as some other cities in the country, but the temperature was low enough. He was so lost in his own thoughts, he was rather taken aback when somebody tapped him on his left shoulder from behind. He turned his head around and smiled when he noticed Patricia grinning back at him.

“Hey.”

Patricia chuckled. “Hey yourself. We haven’t gotten to chat much earlier during the party. Mind a bit of a company?”

Joshua shook his head. “Not at all. Please.”

Patricia grabbed the chair next to Joshua and sat on it. “Overwhelmed?”

Joshua huffed out a breath, long and slow, before snickering a little. “Kind of. I mean, it was a two-hour party, more or less, but it felt as if I had been transported into a different dimension or something.”

Patricia chortled. “I know what you mean. This event is only one of many, though.”

Joshua stared at Patricia. “Huh?”

Patricia snickered. “As a family of Chinese descent, the Chans aren’t as traditional as some of the others I know of, but they’re still very much influenced by their cultures and customs. If you stick around long enough, you’ll get to experience all of them.”

“I hope to spend the rest of my life together with James. He’s an incredible man. He’s sweet and thoughtful.”

Patricia nodded. “He is.”

Joshua smiled. “Anyway, what other events can I look forward to?”

Patricia began to recite the various events while counting them with her fingers. “Lunar new year, which I’m sure you’re aware of.”

“Yeah.”

“There’s the lantern festival, which is celebrated on the fifteenth day of the first lunar month.”

“That’s right after the lunar new year?”

“Yup,” Patricia answered and took a deep breath before continuing. “There are many others, but off the top of my head, my favorites are the mid-autumn festival and the winter solstice.”

“I know about the former. That’s when they eat moon cakes. What do they do during the winter solstice?”

“Chinese families do various things. It all depends on which groups of Chinese you’re referring to. In this family, they eat glutinous sweet rice balls, which are boiled in water. They add brown sugar to sweeten the water itself.”

Joshua was curious now. “What’s inside those rice balls?”

“If you feel like it, you can put peanut fillings or sweet bean paste, but we don’t usually bother with them. The water is sweet enough, after all.”

“Cool. Everything sounds really fascinating so far.”

Patricia beamed. “I love being married to Jonah, but it was a bit of a culture shock at the beginning. As a black woman, I’d never been so immersed in another culture, especially one steeped in so much history. It’s a great learning experience. It helps that Thomas and Lydia are pretty laid back. They don’t interfere in my and Jonah’s marriage. Some parents-in-law are horrible.”

Joshua laughed. “I’ve heard the same thing. What was your wedding like? I’m curious how different a Chinese wedding is from a western one.”

Patricia raised both her eyebrows and remained silent for a few seconds before responding to the question. “You’re in love with James, aren’t you?”

Joshua could feel the heat creeping up his neck and cheeks. “Yeah. It’s crazy. We barely know each other. I mean, we met a while back, but we’d kept our distance until recently. I really like James. He’s an incredible man.”

“You said that a few minutes ago.”

Joshua chuckled. “I did, huh?”

“Oh, yeah. You got it bad for James. Real bad.”

The two of them guffawed for a moment longer before Joshua repeated his question. He really wanted to know.

“Your wedding?”

Patricia seemed thoughtful for a few seconds before answering. “The reception itself was the same as a western wedding, but we had a tea ceremony prior to it.”

“Tea ceremony?”

Patricia nodded. “Jonah and I had to offer tea to our families, starting with the most senior. Generally, Chinese families tend to finish up with the male side of the family before starting with the female side. In our case, we decided to combine them all. We started with Jonah’s parents, followed by my parents and uncles and aunts from both sides of the family, and then James and Jeremy. Last but not least, my older brothers and sisters. I received plenty of gold necklaces and bracelets along with money inside the red packets and good wishes in exchange for the tea. Not a bad deal at all.”

Joshua grinned when Patricia winked at him. “I bet. Anything else I should know about?”

Patricia tapped her chin a couple of times before sitting upright. “Oh, we had to give James and Jeremy a pair of pants each. After all, Jonah is the youngest sibling in the family, and he got married before his two older brothers. It’s a cultural thing. Apparently, it’s a sign of respect, and the word for pants in Mandarin has a similar sound to the Mandarin word for wealth or prosperity. Something like that. I can’t recall the exact reasoning now.”

“Phoebe and Jeremy had to follow the same tradition when they got married?”

Patricia nodded a couple of times. “Phoebe is half-Chinese and half-Japanese, so she understands the Chinese culture a lot better than I do.”

“Of course. Did Phoebe and Jeremy end up combining Chinese and Japanese cultures at their wedding?”

“Phoebe’s father is Chinese, and her mom is Japanese. The system sways more toward men, color me shocked,” Patricia said while shaking her head and smirking at the same time, and Joshua simply snickered. “Anyway, the Chinese culture is dominant in Phoebe’s family, so they didn’t request to include anything related to the Japanese culture during the ceremony.”

“That’s a lot to take in. I almost made a blunder with James’s father’s birthday gift.”

Patricia raised her left eyebrow. “How so?”

“I had bought a towel with an ox embroidered on it and handkerchiefs, which had stitching of an ox on every single one.”

Patricia gasped. “What happened then?”

“My friends corrected me. James, too. Fortunately for me, I had also prepared a couple bottles of red wine of excellent quality.”

“Lucky. I had it worse than you.”

“Yeah?”

Patricia sighed. “It was during the second year of me dating Jonah. I was invited to Lydia’s sixtieth birthday party, and I had given her a watch.”

Joshua snickered. “Now I know the meaning behind it. Watches and clocks are terrible gifts for Chinese families. I’d actually researched gift-giving based on the Chinese culture online after my embarrassing day. Watches and clocks have something to do with funerals.”

“That’s right. I was mortified when Jonah informed me at the end of the evening. Lydia has never said anything about it to me, but I’m horrified whenever I think about it.”

“It’s an honest mistake.”

Patricia patted Joshua’s shoulder a couple of times. “The Chans aren’t perfect in every way, but they’re wonderful and kind people. You’ll love them. I certainly do.”

“I’m sure I will. Thanks for indulging me.”

“You’re welcome. Anyway, I noticed Jonah waving at me. We’ve got to go home. The kids are dozing off.”

Joshua chuckled. “All right. I’ll see you next time.”

“Cool. Later.”

A minute or so later, Joshua bade farewell to Patricia and Jonah, who stood a few feet away with their kids. He did the same when Phoebe and Jeremy called out his name less than five minutes later. He watched as the two families made their way back into the house. He was so focused on them, he was startled to feel someone’s hands squeezing his shoulders from behind. He tilted his head backward and grinned when James’s handsome, smiling face peered down at him.

“Hey.”

James bent down and kissed Joshua on the lips. “Hey, babe. Have your parents left already?”

Joshua nodded. “Almost twenty minutes ago now. I offered to drive them back to the hotel, but they refused. Apparently, they rented a car for the duration of their stay here.”

“Ah, okay.”

“Where are your parents?”

James cocked his head toward the direction of the house. “Inside. Should we leave now?”

Joshua glanced around at the remaining tables and chairs. “Don’t you have to deal with everything here?”

“The head server can handle everything from this point onward. Besides, the people from the rental company are already here. They will be dismantling the tent and folding all the tables and chairs. I’ve worked with these people many times before. I can trust them.”

Joshua stood before wrapping his arms around James’s waist. “I’m glad. I miss you, and I can’t wait to go to bed with you.”

“Horny?”

Joshua could detect James’s tone of amusement. “Very much so, but I won’t mind cuddling with you if you’re too tired.”

James snorted. “I’ll always have more than enough energy to make love to you, babe.”

Joshua pressed his crotch against James’s, and groaned softly when he felt his lover’s throbbing cock pushing back. “Fuck. Let’s go back to your place quickly.”

James chortled. “We still need to look for my parents first, though.”

“Of course. Let’s do that now. The sooner we do that, the better. I’m hungry for your cock, stud.”

James moaned. “Don’t tease me. We’re not in my bedroom yet.”

Joshua guffawed before reaching for James’s hand and intertwining their fingers together. The two of them walked briskly toward the inside of the house. James wasn’t the only one who was feeling rather impatient. Joshua had been holding himself back for hours now. He was going to enjoy James’s cock for as long as he could. He thought he might be addicted to James’s cock at the moment, but he didn’t care. It was going to be a sweet and satisfying ride, and he had no doubt about it.


Chapter 14

Upon entering the bedroom, James stripped himself naked and lay down on his back in the middle of the bed. He had been half-hard as he drove home in his own car, checking the rearview mirror once every few seconds to make sure Joshua’s car was trailing right behind him. His dick had sprung up, hard and leaking, the moment he and Joshua parked their cars side by side in the garage. Then they had rushed upstairs into his bedroom, and now here they were. He gaped a little as Joshua smirked at him while performing a mini striptease for his benefit.

“Like it?” Joshua asked with a teasing wink.

James nodded, totally unsurprised when his voice came out raspy. “Yeah.”

“I must be doing it right then.”

James chuckled. “I’ll like it even better if you come up here and sit on my face. I want to eat your ass out.”

Joshua grinned. “Really?”

“I remember your ass is fucking delicious. Come on up here. I need a taste of it again. It has been too long.”

Joshua snickered before getting up onto the bed and crawling toward James. “You’re being dramatic.”

James rumbled deep in his throat as Joshua slowly lowered that sexy, firm ass over his face. “Don’t ruin the mood, babe. I’m horny and hungry for your ass. Just shut the fuck up and allow me to enjoy the taste.”

Joshua chortled before turning around and pushing his ass against James’s face. “Have at it, stud.”

James didn’t require a second invitation. He grabbed the muscled mounds of flesh and parted them before tugging Joshua’s ass much closer and sticking his tongue out to lap at his lover’s crack over and over again. The tangy, musky scent drove him insane, and he could feel his arousal burning even hotter.

Once in a while, he would delve his tongue into Joshua’s puckering hole, licking his lover’s ass as deeply as he managed to reach. His cock bounced and strained against his stomach, and he could even detect a drop of his precum dripping down onto his bellybutton. Meanwhile, Joshua was moaning and grinding down onto him. He gripped on tightly to Joshua’s ass. He didn’t want to let it go. Ever. Its flavor was better than any Michelin-star food in existence.

He wouldn’t have minded remaining in the same position for the rest of his life, but Joshua was getting impatient. He bucked his hips off the bed when Joshua abruptly bent forward and swallowed his dick all the way to the hilt. He gasped out loudly and did his best to relax, but it was almost impossible. The scent and taste of Joshua’s ass surrounded him, and the warm and moist sensations of his lover’s mouth and throat around his cock were driving him closer to the edge.

His whole body stiffened up within seconds, and he knew he would have to stop Joshua quickly. Otherwise, he would be done before he could even bury his dick inside Joshua’s delectable ass. He tapped Joshua’s lower back in a hurry, trying to catch his lover’s attention.

“Babe, stop. Please. Not yet. I’m too…too fucking close.”

Joshua refused to budge, though. James scrunched his eyes shut and gritted his teeth, huffing and puffing as his orgasm drew nearer by the second. It was inevitable. He wouldn’t be able to hold back now. Joshua was doing an excellent job on his dick. In fact, it was hands-down one of the best blowjobs he had ever received. Then again, Joshua was the best in everything. A tiny part of James was aware he was biased when it came to Joshua, but he couldn’t care less. Nobody was better than Joshua. All of a sudden, James felt Joshua pulling away from him. He opened his eyes and stared up at Joshua, who was now smirking at him.

“Too close?”

James wondered if the expression on his face was accurately portraying the incredulity he felt inside. “What the fuck? Babe, what are you doing? I’m a second or two away from coming.”

Joshua re-positioned himself before leaning down to briefly kiss James on the lips. “Painful? Do your balls hurt? How about your cock?”

James had no idea what game Joshua was playing at, but he was frustrated and more than a little pissed off. “You’re a man, too. You also have a dick and a pair of balls. You definitely have an idea of how I’m feeling right now. Should I do the same thing to you?”

Joshua snickered. “Calm down, stud. We’re just getting started.”

James groaned. “Babe, I need to come. Please.”

“Oh, you will.”

James was about to retort when Joshua covered his mouth with his right palm. He observed as Joshua reached for the bottle of lube on his bedside table, waiting for his lover’s next move. He hissed out in pleasure when Joshua poured some lube onto his dick and stroked it from the head to the base repeatedly. It wasn’t as awesome as it was earlier when Joshua’s mouth and throat were working on his dick, but he was too aroused. He was desperate. He really needed to come. His balls were aching, and his cock was throbbing. He closed his eyes once again and clenched his fists around his bedsheet. He licked his lips and whined under his breath. He enjoyed the sound of Joshua’s slick hand caressing his cock. He was on the brink for the second time that evening.

“Oh, yeah. Babe, so good. A little bit harder.”

James could feel Joshua’s grip tightening.

“Like that?

“Uh-huh. That’s perfect. Faster, please. I’m almost there.”

James could feel the sweat on his back as he writhed uncontrollably on the bed. He inhaled and exhaled deeply, trying to prolong the pleasure for a few seconds longer. However, he gasped in shock when Joshua released his cock all of a sudden. He narrowed his eyes at Joshua. He loved Joshua. Very much. It wouldn’t be crazy to claim he was crazy in love with Joshua. However, he was furious at the moment. Horny, too. It was a strange mixture. He couldn’t think clearly. Anyone who had ever been in his situation would definitely understand. He wanted to yell at Joshua for torturing him, but he ended up expelling a loud huff of breath through his mouth when his lover unceremoniously straddled his hips and sheathed his cock inside the warmest and tightest ass he ever had.

He couldn’t speak. Instead, he grabbed Joshua’s waist with his hands and admired his lover’s muscular back all the way down to the perky ass currently bouncing up and down on his cock. It was the most beautiful sight after Joshua’s gorgeous face. James smiled to himself as he enjoyed the ride. In his opinion, Joshua’s ass was the greatest. Nothing could be better.

The sound Joshua made while fucking himself on James’s cock was just as wonderful. James lifted his hips off the bed and pounded a little bit harder into Joshua’s ass, eliciting an appreciative whimper from his lover. That urged him to pump up even faster and rougher than before. He would never get tired of hearing the sounds that came out from Joshua’s mouth.

“Your cock is the best, stud.”

James rose up halfway and placed his palms on his bed to give him better leverage to thrust deeper into Joshua’s ass. “Is this better?”

“Fuck yeah. Harder.”

James obliged. “Your wish is my command, babe.”

He dug up all of the strength he had within him and hammered into Joshua’s ass. Soon, he could feel his cum boiling up deep in his guts. He was approaching his climax. This time around, he decided to keep quiet. He didn’t want to risk Joshua stopping right before his orgasm. However, Joshua seemed to know him too well. He yelled out in utter frustration when Joshua bore down onto him and clenched his ass very tightly around the base of his cock, postponing his orgasm for the third time in a row. He tried to move, but Joshua was no lightweight. The two of them had approximately the same muscle mass. His attempt failed, which somehow aroused and enraged him at the same time.

As if that wasn’t horrible enough, Joshua did that to him two more times. It felt as if an eternity had passed. He really had no idea. All he could think of was getting his rocks off. He panted and huffed in irritation as he forced Joshua off his cock and pinned his lover onto his back on the bed. The bed was a mess, and it was wet in some parts due to their sweat. He couldn’t focus on the state of his bed, though. He wanted to fuck and come. He growled like a madman possessed and pounced onto Joshua, feeling a sense of primal satisfaction when he managed to drive his cock into his lover’s ass in one smooth stroke and hit the magical spot inside almost immediately.

He bared his teeth and snarled like a crazy, desperate man when Joshua howled and wrapped both legs around his waist. He also ignored the painful sensation of Joshua’s blunt nails pressing down onto his upper back and pummeled his lover’s ass with as much force as he could muster. He shook his head, and all of his sweat landed on Joshua’s face and chest. He stared at Joshua’s perfect reddish-pink lips for a second or two before kissing his lover with a muffled bang of their lips and teeth. He slid his arms underneath Joshua’s back while continuing to clobber his lover’s ass with all of his remaining strength. After a brief moment, he pulled away slightly and glanced down onto Joshua’s handsome, grinning face.

“That’s it, stud. Harder. I can take it.”

James chuckled and huffed breathlessly. “I’m trying, babe.”

Joshua narrowed his eyes. “Yeah? Do I need to find a real stud to nail me good?”

James could feel his fury rising. A part of him knew Joshua would never cheat on him. He trusted Joshua. He was aware Joshua was simply trying to rile him up, but he was definitely enraged. He didn’t like to envision anyone else in bed with Joshua. Maybe he was selfish and possessive, but he hated the thought of sharing his lover with someone else. Just the image alone was more than enough to anger him. He glared at Joshua.

“If this is your way of fucking pissing me off, you—”

“Is it working?” Joshua cut James off before smirking.

James gritted his teeth. “You bet your sweet, tight ass it is. I’m feeling homicidal right now. I don’t like someone else being intimate with you. You’re fucking mine.”

Joshua beamed and tugged James’s head down lower. “Prove it. Come inside my ass and mark me with your cum. I want to be yours.”

James hissed as his jaws tightened up. “Get ready then. I’m about to come inside you.”

Joshua threw James a challenging stare. “Do it.”

James didn’t bother to provide a verbal response. Instead, he pounded harder and rougher into James’s ass. He lost all sense of time and space. All he could think of was his impending climax. Hence, he was taken aback when Joshua screamed into his ear a second or two before he felt his lover’s cum unloading between their bodies. Some of Joshua’s cum even landed on his lips, chin, and neck.

James felt a sense of pride. He had managed to force an orgasm out of his lover without either of them having to stroke Joshua’s dick at all. His own orgasm came soon after. He gripped Joshua’s body even tighter as he hammered into his lover’s ass over and over again while coming deep inside. The sweet relief of finally being able to climax was overwhelming his every senses. When he was spent, he slumped down onto Joshua, ignoring his lover’s sticky, cooling cum that was now smeared between their bodies.

“You’re…” James trailed off before coughing a little and panting loudly. “You’re a fucking sadist. You stopped me from coming five times.”

Joshua snickered. “But your orgasm was so much more powerful, wasn’t it?”

James couldn’t deny the truth. “Yeah, but it doesn’t change the fact that you’re a cruel, cruel man. My balls and dick fucking hurt.”

Joshua chuckled. “Worth it?”

James nodded. “Fuck, yeah.”

“Great.”

Neither of them bothered to break apart for the next few moments. James rested his head sideways on top of Joshua’s chest, inhaling the stale scent of their musk, sweat, cum, and sex. A part of him was worried he was crushing Joshua with his weight, but his lover wasn’t complaining. Hence, he was more than content to remain in the same position. Meanwhile, he could feel Joshua’s fingers running through his hair, caressing his head over and over again. Joshua’s breath was even and gentle, and James felt an overwhelming sense of love and affection for his lover at that very moment.

He would enjoy himself for a few minutes longer. After that, he was going to drag Joshua into the bathroom to clean up. He would close his eyes just for a few minutes and listen to Joshua’s heartbeat beating right underneath his ear. As he lay down on top of Joshua, his mind was made up. He was going to ask Joshua to move in with him as soon as possible. He didn’t give a damn what everyone else thought was proper or otherwise. He and Joshua were perfect together, and he didn’t want to fall sleep on his bed alone ever again. The two of them belonged together, and he had zero doubt about it now. He was going to propose to Joshua someday. Soon. It was just a matter of time.


Epilogue

Joshua couldn’t believe how far he and James had come. They had been living together for several weeks now, and here they were in a fabulous bedroom in Hawaii, taking a well-deserved vacation for a whole week. They had traveled in style, too, courtesy of Tobias’s private jet. In fact, all six of his best friends and their respective romantic partners were in Hawaii with them. They got to stay at Tobias’s mansion in Hawaii. There were more than enough bedrooms for all seven couples. He was staring out the window at the beautiful garden when he was startled by a pair of arms snaking around his waist and the moist, wet lips kissing his neck. He chuckled a little and turned to face James.

“Hey.”

“Hey, babe,” James responded with before pressing a gentle peck on Joshua’s forehead. “What are you thinking about?”

“Us.”

“What about us?”

“Everything we’ve been through so far.”

“And?”

Joshua shrugged. “And nothing. Just taking a trip down memory lane. I’ve been learning more about the Chinese culture.”

“Why?”

Joshua snickered. “I like being with you, and I hope we get to have many more blissful days in the future. I also need to make sure I don’t make a blunder in the days ahead. Remember what I wanted to give your dad for his seventieth birthday?”

James chortled. “Yeah. The towel and handkerchiefs will be hard to forget.”

Joshua stuck his tongue out at James even though he realized it would make him appear childish. “I’m much better now. I always do my research whenever I have to attend an event related to your culture.”

James nodded. “Thank you for trying. I appreciate it.”

Joshua embraced James and put his head down on his lover’s right shoulder. “You’re welcome. Anyway, what’s the plan for tonight?”

James shrugged. “The guys wanted to take a nap after the flight.”

Joshua snorted. “Haven’t they slept enough on the plane?”

“I guess not.”

“Okay then. What about after?”

“Dinner in the garden. I had a chat with Toby during the flight, and he agreed it would be an excellent idea.”

Joshua grinned. “Same for me. We will be here for a week. We have plenty of time to explore and do some sight-seeing.”

“Or after dinner later. That’s always an option.”

“True. In the meantime, should we take a short nap? I guess I’m more exhausted than I thought.”

“No time for a quickie?”

Joshua smirked. “Nope. You’ll have to wait for tonight.”

James beamed at Joshua. “Fine. You better rest well. You’ll need plenty of energy once we get started.”

“Bring it on, old man.”

James laughed. “Fuck you. We will see who the old man is later. You’ll be begging for mercy when I’m through with you.”

“Promises, promises.”

“Just wait, babe.”

A few minutes later, Joshua was snuggling close to James. Naturally, both of them were naked from head to toe. He had discovered soon after moving in with James that he was able to sleep better if he could feel his lover’s bare, warm skin against his own.

In fact, he had such a wonderful nap, he was astonished to notice how dark it was outside when he woke up. James was probably asleep for about five to ten minutes longer than him. Not that he counted. He was content to cuddle with his lover, so he didn’t check on the time at all. They knew they couldn’t stay in bed for much longer, though. After all, he was certain their friends would be waiting for them. They took a quick shower together and exited the bedroom hand in hand.

Dinner was a raucous affair. They gathered around a long table as their dinner was placed in the center from one end to the other. There were a few types of fishes, grilled shrimps and lobsters, and some salad, as well. Everyone was in high spirits, and the food was delicious. The conversations were confusing, to say the least. Everyone was talking over everyone else, but they still managed to keep up and have a lot of fun chatting with one another throughout dinner.

Joshua was enjoying himself so much, he jumped in surprise at the sound of fireworks blasting off in the air. He, along with everyone else, got up and watched as the fireworks continued to blast across the evening sky one after the other. A particularly impressive burst of multiple fireworks made him glance around, searching for James. He gasped when James appeared right next to him before getting down on one knee.

“James, what are you doing? All our friends are staring at us.”

“The first time we met, I thought you were the most attractive man on this planet, but several months passed by, and neither of us had the courage to make the first move. I had honestly almost given up on getting the chance to date you. You were always so cool and calm around me, so I figured you didn’t feel the same way about me. When we finally got together, I ended up pinching myself many times because I couldn’t believe you were willing to give me a chance. I still feel that way sometimes,” James said before chuckling softly, and Joshua followed suit. “Now that we’re living together, my life feels much more complete because I have you in my arms from the moment we fall asleep until the moment we wake up, and I can’t imagine the rest of my life without you by my side.”

Joshua’s eyes grew blurry as the tears began to overflow. “James…”

James beamed at Joshua before pulling out a velvet box. There was a golden ring nestled within the cushion inside the box. Several glittering small diamonds adorned the top of the ring, and Joshua could feel his heart beating even faster at the incredible sight. His lips felt dry as his nervousness kept on mounting.

“I hope to spend the rest of my life making you as happy as you’ve made me. Joshua Wallace, will you do me the honor of marrying me? Please?”

Joshua chuckled while nodding his head. “Yes. Fucking yes. I’ll marry you.”

James laughed while sliding the ring into Joshua’s finger before getting up and pressing their lips together. Joshua could hear their friends clapping and howling in the background, along with the explosion of the fireworks in the sky, but he was more focused on James at the moment. When they broke apart, he lifted his hand and gazed at the ring.

“Do you like it?”

Joshua nodded. “I love it. How long have you been planning this?”

“About six weeks. I bought the ring before I asked your parents for their permission. Then my family was next.”

“What did they say?”

“Your dad cried a little, I think. He looked really emotional when I video-called him. Both of your parents seemed delighted, though. My parents were relieved. They had been worrying about me and that I would remain single forever.”

Joshua snickered. “Must have taken a load off their minds.”

James nodded. “My brothers and sisters-in-law were excited.”

“What about these fireworks?” Joshua asked while gesturing at the fireworks in the sky. “Did you plan them, as well?”

“Yeah. It took me a while to work things out with Toby, including this dinner.”

Joshua grinned. “Thank you for doing all this for me.”

James shook his head. “I’m doing it for us. I love you, Josh.”

“I love you, too, James.”

They were about to lean in for another kiss when David shouted loudly, startling them both.

“Okay, you two. Break it up already. You can have all the sex in the privacy of your bedroom.”

Vincent chortled. “Hear, hear. Let’s have a toast instead.”

“I second that,” Pablo yelled loudly before heading toward the table to open the first bottle of champagne while Keenan did the same to the second bottle.

It took a few minutes for everyone to have their wine glasses filled about halfway. Once they were ready, Tobias lifted his wine glass.

“I propose a toast to James and Joshua. Be it for richer or poorer, in sickness or in health, may all your ups and downs come only in the bedroom.”

Everyone laughed as they raised their glasses.

“Cheers.”

Joshua clinked his wine glass against James’s before they both sipped on their champagne as they continued to look into each other’s eyes. It was a loving gaze, full of shared promises and love. He might not know what the future might bring, but he was certain he and James could work through anything as long as they got to spend the rest of their days together side by side. He gulped down all of the champagne and showed his empty wine glass to James, who simply grinned at him in return.

The fireworks were still going off in the background, but nothing could be more beautiful than the sight of his handsome fiancé smiling back at him. He couldn’t wait for them to get married and start on a brand-new adventure together. Their relationship had been a whirlwind of hilarity and joy right from the beginning, and he had no doubt their future was going to be an equally epic ride.

 

THE END


Never Left Behind




Chapter 1

Calvin Maxwell displayed an air of nonchalance as he waited for Turner Marsh outside on the crowded sidewalk. He was standing next to the building where the annual San Francisco Food Fair was being held. He might not seem nervous on the surface, but deep inside, he couldn’t stop worrying and thinking that Turner would end up ditching him. After all, Turner was forty-five years old, very handsome and distinguished, built like a brick shithouse, and extremely wealthy and successful. Turner had recently opened the fifteenth branch of The Paradise Fable, one of the most popular and expensive fine-dining restaurants in the world, in San Francisco. That was how they met.

Calvin had visited the restaurant with a group of friends, and Turner had joined the table after being invited to. His friends had been aware of his instant attraction toward Turner. Hence, they had asked Turner to sit with them at the table. Calvin loved his friends. They were all kind, loyal, and supportive, but he was a little pissed off at them at the moment. Maybe his friends had unintentionally pressured Turner into taking him out on this date by pointing out how much he loved unique food. Now, he had to bear with the disappointment that Turner might not turn up after all. He would be simultaneously embarrassed and miserable about losing the chance to date someone like Turner, but he would get over it. Turner was too good for someone like him anyway. He stared at the time on his smartphone. Turner was now nearly thirty minutes late for their date. Or whatever it was supposed to be.

“Damn it,” Calvin muttered to himself under his breath. “Guess it’s not meant to be.”

He was about to walk away when he felt someone grabbing onto his wrist and pulling him backward. He turned around and gasped a little. It was Turner. Calvin knew his reaction was rather strange, but Turner had that effect on him. Turner had these gorgeous dark-green eyes with a thick mop of dark-blonde hair, and Calvin was mesmerized by them. In comparison, his amber eyes and dark-brown hair were boring. At least that was how he felt. With Turner’s height of six feet, four inches, the man was a full two inches taller than Calvin. He wasn’t a short man, and he was a huge man himself, weighing two hundred pounds of bulky muscles everywhere, but Turner had to be thirty to forty pounds heavier than him. Turner had so much muscles, Calvin felt weirdly small next to the older man. If Turner’s height and weight didn’t give Calvin some kind of inferiority complex, the man’s wealth certainly would. Calvin was quite successful himself. At twenty-eight years old, he was the Junior Manager of the Research and Development department at the pharmaceutical company he worked at. However, that meant little next to someone as outstanding and extraordinary as Turner.

“Shit! Cal, I’m so, so sorry,” Turner said while panting and huffing mere inches away from Calvin’s face. “I’d forgotten to charge my smartphone before falling asleep last night. Then there was an emergency at the restaurant earlier this morning. One of the suppliers hadn’t delivered an essential ingredient we needed for the private luncheon party, and I had to contact the person in charge. By the time everything had been taken care of, it was already half past eight. I had to drive my car like a madman possessed all the way here, but the traffic was horrible. I knew I would be late, and I’d wanted to call you, but my phone died on me. Then I discovered the car charger for my smartphone wasn’t there. It was probably inside one of my other five cars. I know I should have put one inside each of my cars, but I—”

“Turner!” Calvin half yelled while suppressing his relief and amusement. “Breathe. You’re going to give yourself a heart attack.”

Turner’s cheeks reddened, obviously embarrassed, but he smiled widely at Calvin. “Sorry. Again.”

Calvin was thankful that he wasn’t being stood up by Turner. He chuckled and nodded at Turner.

“It’s okay.”

“Are you sure?” Turner asked while staring intently at Calvin’s face. “You looked kind of angry and sad earlier.”

This time around, it was Calvin’s turn to be mortified. He darted his eyes around, doing his best to avoid eye contact with Turner.

“N-no. I-I’m fine. Really.”

Calvin was taken aback when Turner abruptly wrapped both arms around his waist and embraced him tightly. He was also more than slightly aroused. There was something really sexy about a man who could manhandle him like a rag doll. Being as tall and muscular as he was, it wasn’t every day he could find a man as powerful as Turner. He didn’t even get the chance to resist. Turner’s strength was incredible, and Calvin lost his breath for a second or two as the older man simply dragged him close before proceeding to hug and hold on to him like a vise. If he wasn’t attracted to Turner before this, he definitely would be now. Then Turner released him before ruffling his hair and patting his head while grinning widely. He could feel himself blushing. The heat was rushing all the way up his neck and cheeks. He didn’t mind being treated like a little boy by someone like Turner. It was actually somewhat comforting to him.

“Are you ready to get inside?” Turner inquired while pointing his thumb backward at the entrance to the building.

Calvin nodded. “Sure.”

Turner gave Calvin the most brilliant smile before reaching for his hand and intertwining their fingers together. Once again, Calvin was surprised by Turner’s action. He knew they were out on a date. Some forms of intimate gestures were to be expected. However, he had never been with a man as straightforward and openly affectionate as Turner. All of the older men he had dated in the past were a lot more reserved, especially at the beginning. He knew they had dated him because they liked the fact that he was so much younger than they were. On the other hand, he had gone out on dates with them because he had always been more attracted to older men. The psychologists would probably attribute that to the fact that his biological father had abandoned him and his mother when he was only four years old, so he had some serious daddy issues. Turner must have noticed the astonished expression on his face because the man quickly beamed at him and raised their joined hands up high before kissing the back of his palm with a resounding smack.

“My apologies. I hope this is okay. We had already held hands throughout that meal with your friends and their boyfriends. I figure this should be all right with you. If it’s not, please forgive me. I’ll let go—”

“Don’t,” Calvin interrupted while shaking his head at Turner. “It’s fine.”

That had to be the right response because Turner seemed elated by it. Calvin shifted even closer to Turner, and he sighed in delight when the older man relinquished his hand and slipped that same arm around his waist instead. It felt amazing to be wanted. After that, the two of them made their way into the building side by side.

“Whoa! This is unbelievable,” Turner whispered into Calvin’s ear the moment they stepped deeper inside the building.

Calvin had to agree with Turner. There had to be hundreds of stalls inside the massive hall. The room was overflowing with thousands of people, including the visitors, and the delicious aromas of all kinds of food were everywhere. There wasn’t much noise to be found inside the hall, but that was probably because most people were too busy with the samples from all of the stalls, tasting, chewing, and swallowing every morsel of free food in sight.

“This is so much larger than I expected,” Calvin muttered next to Turner’s ear before dragging the older man toward the first stall that caught his eyes.

The two of them started out at a stall that displayed some unique buns with equally special fillings. The buns were shaped to look like various types of flowers, and the fillings of the buns ranged from organic honey, mouth-watering melted chocolate, and several types of fruit jams all the way to multiple kinds of bean paste. After trying out some of the free samples, Calvin decided to purchase some to share with his friends at work. Turner raised his left eyebrow at Calvin, seemingly amazed at the amount of buns he bought.

“Are you sure you can finish them all?”

“Tomorrow is Monday,” Calvin replied. “I’ll bring them to the office. My friends are huge eaters. They will swallow everything in less than three minutes. Trust me. I know them well. We’ve been best friends and colleagues for years.”

“Do they all have such enormous appetites?”

Calvin snickered. “Yeah, especially in the mornings.”

“Wow! Yet all of them look really fit like runway models. If I were to eat like that, I wouldn’t be able to fit any of my clothes by the end of the day.”

Calvin snorted. “As if. You’re really good-looking and sexy.”

Turner winked at Calvin. “Yeah?”

Calvin chuckled. “Stop fishing for compliments. That’s so not cute.”

Turner burst out laughing. “Okay. I’ll stop.”

Calvin wasn’t really kidding about his friends’ appetites, though. David Lee, the IT Junior Manager, Justin Wong, the Human Resource Manager, and Javier Gisbert, the Marketing Manager, might be the smallest in terms of their build, but they could put away quite a substantial amount of food. Joshua Wallace, the Social Media Specialist, Vincent Yang, the Finance Junior Manager, and Keenan Underwood, the Sales Manager, were taller and had a much larger build, but they ate approximately the same amount as the other three men. Calvin only bought two buns for each of his friends because he had no doubt he would be carrying home a lot of food from the other stalls by the end of his and Turner’s trip at the food fair. He had to pace himself carefully. He was about to pay for the buns when Turner beat him to it. He stared at Turner in shock.

“Turner, I can’t accept—”

“Yes, you can,” Turner cut Calvin off midsentence. “Consider this as a bribe so your friends will like me and approve of our relationship.”

Calvin’s eyes widened in surprise upon hearing that. “You really don’t have to do this. My friends already like you. They were the ones who took the initiatives and made us sit next to each other at your restaurant. Remember?”

Turner grinned. “Yeah. I was just teasing you about the bribe. It was a bad joke on my part.”

Calvin still felt bad as he accepted the boxes of buns from the sellers. “I can return you the money.”

Turner shook his head. “Please don’t.”

Calvin was at a loss now. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Turner answered while taking the boxes off Calvin’s hands. “Let me carry them for you. I’m sure you want to look around at all of the other stalls. Your friends have told me you’re a bit of a foodie. You should make full use of this wonderful opportunity to try everything from as many stalls as possible.”

Calvin couldn’t deny it felt really nice to be pampered and adored by Turner. He hesitated for a few seconds before pressing his lips onto Turner’s cheeks for a brief moment. Then he walked away in a hurry. He was a little embarrassed for being so forward in his affection toward Turner, but the older man made it so easy for him. He was shy as he moved on to the next stall, and he didn’t even wait to make sure Turner would follow right behind him, but he managed to catch the pleased expression on the older man’s face. At least Turner didn’t seem to mind him being so lovey-dovey on their first official date together. That was a good sign. A very good sign. Turner might just turn out to be the Mr. Right Calvin had been searching for all along.


Chapter 2

Turner spent the entire Monday reading through the various financial reports from all the branches of The Paradise Fable. He would do that periodically to ensure that his restaurant businesses would run smoothly everywhere. After all, he was only one person, and he couldn’t split himself up and visit all the branches at the same time. The day-to-day running of the restaurant branches would be handled by the managers he trusted. He didn’t even have to be present at any of his restaurants. The only reason he had to personally look after the one in San Francisco was due to the fact that it was the newest branch, and he still needed to reassure himself that the business there would be profitable. Most importantly, he had to be certain it wouldn’t go under in the foreseeable future.

Moreover, aside from the business side of things, he had a more personal reason to seriously consider settling down in San Francisco, and that would be Calvin. He had such an amazing time with Calvin at the Food Fair, and based on those few hours of interaction, which was then followed by a nice lunch date later that day, he had discovered that his attraction toward the younger man only seemed to grow deeper with every passing second. It would be wonderful if he and Calvin could form a greater bond between them, and hopefully, their relationship could become something more permanent. He was so lost inside his own head, the loud knocking on his office door startled him out of his reverie. He glanced in the direction of the door before getting up on his feet and making his way toward it.

“Yeah?” Turner asked when he saw one of his servers standing outside his office.

“Mr. Marsh, there’s a gentleman outside wanting to have a word with you. He’s seated at your private table, sir.”

Turner couldn’t stop the smile from breaking out on his face. That had to be Calvin. It wasn’t even twelve noon yet, but Calvin might have taken an early lunch just to surprise him. He was thrilled as he thanked the server before closing the office door behind him and rushing toward the table indicated. However, he was shocked when he eventually reached the private table, which was located in a secluded corner near to one of the large windows at the far end of the restaurant.

“Roger?” Turner greeted in astonishment at the sight of his ex-boyfriend, Roger Hendrickson.

Roger rose to his full height, an inch taller than Turner, before nodding slightly. “Hey, Turner. It has been a while.”

Turner wasn’t quite sure how he was supposed to react to that. He and Roger had started dating each other when they were both twenty years old. Unlike him, Roger was born with a damn silver spoon in his mouth. Maybe it would be more accurate to call it a diamond spoon. The Hendrickson clan was old money. That family made its money from oil and gas. Among many others, of course. Turner knew Roger, being the only grandchild in the family, had inherited all of the wealth, which amounted to eighty-seven billion dollars and counting. After they had gone their separate ways nearly six years ago, Turner had heard through the grapevine that Roger had gotten himself a surrogate, and his ex-boyfriend now had five-year-old twin boys to take care of.

Turner wanted kids of his own someday, but he didn’t think he could handle them on his own. He yearned to have a romantic partner first before he would think about having kids. After the break-up, with a lot of spare time on his hand, he threw himself into his work, making the chains of The Paradise Fable even more successful than before. He wasn’t as rich as Roger, and he doubted he ever would be, but with a net worth of nearly six billion dollars, he was more than satisfied with what he owned. He only opened another branch of The Paradise Fable in San Francisco because he needed a project to keep himself busy. It helped keep his mind off his pathetic, single life while all of his friends appeared to be settling down with their respective partners. Having a significant other wasn’t essential to his happiness, but it would alleviate some of the loneliness, especially during those quiet moments at home. Plus, he had to get away from New York and Roger. He had to start anew someplace else, and San Francisco had been his first choice.

“What are you doing here?” Turner asked before grimacing internally at his rudeness. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s fine,” Roger interrupted before pointing at the table. “Can we sit down and talk?”

Turner hesitated for a second or two before shrugging and nodding. “Sure.”

Once they were both seated, Roger smiled at Turner. “You look great. Really great.”

Turner could feel himself blushing upon receiving that compliment from Roger. Roger might have broken his heart years ago by breaking things off with him, but his ex-boyfriend was undeniably good-looking and sexy. Moreover, Roger oozed this inner charm from every pore of his being, and Turner, much like everyone else, couldn’t resist it. It was simply too powerful.

“Thanks. You’re still as handsome as ever.”

Roger grinned at Turner. “Thank you. I know you’ll be here in San Francisco because you’ll always stay at the newest branch for at least six months before leaving it in the hands of the managers. I hope it’s okay that I stop by without letting you know in advance.”

“It’s fine.”

“Thank you. How have you been?”

Turner glanced around the restaurant while gesturing at it. “As you can see, this is my newest branch. I’ve been preoccupied with many things. What about you?”

Roger’s face displayed this elated expression, and for a brief moment, Turner’s heart ached at the sight. He had once been deeply in love with Roger, and he had remained faithful throughout the duration of their relationship in spite of the countless temptations day in and day out. He shook the melancholic thoughts off his mind and focused on Roger, who was now showing off photographs of his sons. The boys were undeniably Roger’s sons. They looked too much like Roger. Turner’s heart twisted painfully. The two boys were adorable. They could have been his and Roger’s sons if the two of them hadn’t broken up nearly six years ago. It simply wasn’t meant to be.

“Jordan and Jacob are my whole world,” Roger replied while beaming widely at Turner. “I love them so much.”

Turner forced himself not to show the bitterness within on his face. What he and Roger had was best left in the past.

“They’re very cute.”

Roger seemed pleased. “They really are, aren’t they?”

“Yeah, but I don’t understand why you’re here, though. We haven’t kept in touch ever since…you know.”

Roger’s expression dimmed a little. “I…I’m dating Richard now. Well, for almost six years now.”

“Richard?” Turner repeated, feeling rather confused for a short moment. “Oh! Tate?”

“Yeah.”

“I see.”

Richard Tate was almost as wealthy as Roger. Richard was ten years younger than Turner and Roger. The three of them had been friends, but Turner knew Richard had always been infatuated with Roger. As far as he knew, Roger had never cheated on him with Richard or anyone else. However, Roger had become very dissatisfied of everything toward the end of their relationship, which eventually led to them ending their nineteen-year relationship.

“Rick and I are engaged,” Roger said after several seconds of uncomfortable silence between the two of them. “The reception will be held in New York.”

Turner was hit by a mixture of emotions upon hearing the news. He wasn’t sad or jealous. He was mostly numb at the moment.

“When?”

“Five weeks to go.”

“Okay.”

Roger pulled out a beautiful and expensive-looking wedding invitation card from the bag on the floor next to the chair. “I hope you can attend and give me your blessings.”

Turner accepted the card. “This is quite a short notice, but I’ll do my best.”

“I understand.”

Turner nodded, but he didn’t utter another word. He didn’t want to commit to anything. His and Roger’s break-up was amicable. Sort of. However, it didn’t alter the fact that he was the one who was dumped by Roger. His ex-boyfriend had been the one to initiate that fateful conversation, bluntly informing him that their relationship was getting really stale and boring. Roger had claimed that he craved for some excitement. He had needed someone younger. A fresh catch. In other words, anyone other than Turner, and that had stung deeply. He had thought he and Roger would be together for the rest of their lives. Just the two of them. He had been wrong. Dead wrong.

“Would you like a bottle of wine? Something to eat?” Turner asked when he finally noticed how empty the table was. “My treat.”

Roger shook his head. “I would love to enjoy some of the food at your restaurant. I still visit the branch in New York once in a while.”

“But?”

“But I have a plane to catch.”

Turner didn’t bother to point out that Roger traveled everywhere by riding on a private jet. The plane wouldn’t take off without Roger in it. However, Turner was relieved. He wouldn’t have to sit across the table from his ex-boyfriend and make excruciatingly awkward and painful small talks for the next hour or so as the two of them shared a meal just like old times, and he considered that as a good fortune. He wasn’t sure he could stomach a stilted conversation with his ex-boyfriend for an extended period of time. Roger got up on his feet, and Turner accompanied his ex-boyfriend all the way to the entrance of the restaurant.

“I’ll let you know if I can make it. Otherwise, I’ll be sending you and Rick a few bottles of the best wine I own. I know the ones you like.”

“All right then. Thanks.”

“No problem at all.”

Roger beamed at Turner. “It’s really wonderful to see you.”

Turner wasn’t quite certain how he was supposed to respond to something like that. He was no longer in love with Roger, but a small part of him would always cherish what they used to have. After all, being together for nineteen years was a really long time. In the end, Turner decided to keep it classy and casual.

“Thank you for stopping by, and also for the wedding invitation.”

There seemed to be a flash of disappointment on Roger’s face, but it disappeared so fast, Turner might have imagined it. That must be it.

“You’re welcome.”

Then Turner got another surprise when Roger abruptly pulled him close and hugged him tightly. His hands hung loose at the sides. He wasn’t quite sure if he was supposed to return the embrace. The decision was taken out of his hands when Roger released his hold and stepped back slightly. Afterward, Roger gave him one last smile before heading toward the expensive-looking car, which was parked in the rather empty lot across the street from his restaurant. He recognized that car. All of Roger’s company cars were of the exact same model. He stood in front of his restaurant for quite a while, trying to digest and make sense of the last few minutes that he had spent with Roger. However, he figured he was making a huge deal out of nothing. Roger was just being his usual friendly and charming self. Turner was overthinking about and reading too much into everything. That had to be it.


Chapter 3

Calvin had a very busy and productive morning. He had to run back and forth between the laboratories and his office as he took down a copious amount of notes for the results of the latest product the company would be marketing the following week. The medicine was the latest breakthrough in cancer treatment, and it was supposed to alleviate some of the negative side effects that was present in the current one. He had been so preoccupied by one thing after another, he didn’t even realize that it was already lunch time until Javier and Vincent knocked on his office door and stepped inside. He never closed his office door unless he was having a private meeting with somebody or he didn’t want to be disturbed.

“Why are you two here at the same time?” Calvin asked while he continued to type away on his laptop. “Is this an urgent matter? If not, can we talk about it later, please? I have a ton of things to finish, and I don’t have much time left.”

Vincent approached the table and tapped on the keyboard to save whatever documents Calvin was working on, much to his irritation. He glared at Vincent, but his friend simply chuckled at him.

“Dude, it’s lunch time. No matter how many things you have to do, you still have to eat.”

Calvin was taken aback to hear that. He glanced at the time on his laptop to confirm what Vincent had just told him.

“Shit! It’s seven minutes past twelve.”

Javier grinned and shook his head, obviously amused. “Come on, Cal. Chop chop.”

“Okay. Give me a minute.”

Calvin proceeded to put his laptop into sleep mode before grabbing for his wallet and smartphone off the desk. Then he got up and walked toward the door while Javier and Vincent tailed him from behind.

“The other guys are already on their way to our usual diner,” Vincent said as the three of them got inside the elevator.

“Awesome. Hopefully, they can find an empty table for all seven of us.”

Javier nodded. “They will.”

After that, their conversation turned toward the latest medicine the company would release to the market, and they chatted about the same thing until they reached the diner. Once they were seated, they placed their order. Calvin wasn’t surprised when his well-meaning but nosy group of friends started bombarding him with questions about his date with Turner. The seven of them hadn’t gotten the chance to talk about it during breakfast at the office pantry earlier that morning because they had to finish their food as quickly as possible. They simply had way too many things to deal with that day.

“How was the date with daddy Turner, Cal?” David asked.

“Was he the perfect gentleman?” Justin added while displaying a very gleeful expression on his face. “No hanky-panky on the first date. Well, at least nothing below the belt.”

Keenan laughed and slapped his right palm against Justin’s for a high-five. Calvin rolled his eyes. His friends could behave like overgrown babies at times, and as much as he loved them, he wished they would give it a rest.

“Did he kiss you?” Keenan inquired while waggling his eyebrows. “Tongue or no tongue?”

Calvin raised his middle fingers at Keenan. “Fuck you.”

“Uh-oh,” Vincent spoke up immediately. “Not a good idea, dude. Turner doesn’t seem like the sharing type.”

Calvin glared at Vincent. “Must I remind you that Keenan is dating Pablo right now? Keenan may be a certifiable slut, but Pablo definitely isn’t. He will be pissed off. While we’re on that subject, how’s Anthony doing, Vince?”

Vincent and Keenan’s faces flushed red, and Calvin smirked in triumph. Pablo Cotilla was Keenan’s boyfriend, and the two of them used to be childhood best friends. Then Keenan moved away from San Francisco before returning for college a few years later. The two of them had only reconnected recently, but they were obviously madly in love with each other. In all honesty, Calvin knew Keenan was the faithful type whenever he happened to date someone. He just wanted to give Keenan a hard time.

Anthony Lim and Vincent were really sweet together. Calvin knew those two had gone through a lot right from the start of their relationship. He wished Vincent would stop being such a busybody, though. Vincent was an awesome guy most of the time, but he could be overly nosy at times. Calvin snickered under his breath when Vincent didn’t utter a single word after that.

“Turner is one hot daddy, though. Can’t deny that.”

That came from Javier. Calvin smiled widely at Javier. He really liked Javier. Among all of his friends, Javier was the one who rarely teased and made fun of anyone. Even when he did, he would never go overboard with it. David and Justin might be equally compassionate as Javier, but those two bastards could be really mean when they put their minds to it. Javier was a lot more soft-spoken and gentle.

“That’s why you’re my favorite best friend,” Calvin said to Javier. “Hugo is so lucky to have you.”

Hugo Romero was Javier’s boyfriend. The two of them had met while they were stranded inside the hotel in Saint Louis when a particularly horrible snowstorm caused all flights in and out of the city to be canceled. The snowstorm had been so terrible, everyone in the city had to stay at home or anywhere inside a building for about two days before the weather condition had eventually improved for the better.

“Suck up,” Joshua interjected, and Calvin narrowed his eyes at his friend.

“Better use that pretty mouth of yours to bring pleasure to James,” Calvin shot back at Joshua, who blushed redder than a tomato now.

James Chan was Joshua’s boyfriend. Joshua had the worst, most pathetic, and most painful crush on James for the longest time before those two had eventually grown some balls and asked each other out on dates.

“You haven’t answered our questions—”

“I wonder what Toby’s reaction will be if he knows that you’re so interested in someone else’s dating life, Dave.”

David gaped like a goldfish before shutting up. Tobias Ruiz was crazy in love with David. Calvin knew just how possessive and jealous Tobias could be when it came to David. Personally, he thought Tobias and David were two equally damaged men, emotionally and psychologically, but those two appeared to work things out just fine between them, so he chose not to get himself involved. Besides, it was none of his business.

“But—”

Calvin narrowed his eyes at Justin, effectively silencing him. “May I take this opportunity to point out you also have a boyfriend? A tall, dark, and handsome man named Blake Ingram? He’s also the vice president of the finance department at the company we’re working at, and his office is at the other end of the corridor from yours, Just. Have you forgotten that?”

“I…I, uh, nothing.”

Then Justin made a zipping motion with his lips and fingers. Calvin laughed deep inside. He won this round against all six of his best friends. As much as they all loved and cared for one another, the closeness among them would result in them blurring all sorts of boundaries at one point or another. Calvin glanced around at the subdued expressions on all of his friends’ faces, and he started to feel a little bad. After a few seconds, he decided it wouldn’t do any harm if he shared just a little with his best friends.

“Turner is amazing,” Calvin said, and all of his friends’ faces instantly displayed a myriad of delighted expressions. “As you know, all of the food we got to eat for breakfast earlier today were paid for by him. He refused to let me reimburse him. Not a single cent. He had also insisted on carrying most of the things I bought yesterday at the Food Fair while we were looking around at all of the stalls. The date was really comforting and nice. We also had lunch together before he had to return to the restaurant. He had a business to run, and I understood professional obligations were unavoidable sometimes.”

“Are you going on another date with him?”

Calvin chuckled at David. “Don’t look so excited. He’s my date, not yours, but to answer your question, yes, I am. Later tonight.”

“Please tell me you’re wearing a pair of clean underwear,” Joshua interjected.

Calvin winked at Joshua. “Not that it’s any of your business, but I am. Turner and I may not even go that far, though.”

“But you won’t be opposed to it.”

Calvin nodded at Vincent. “Duh! Have you seen him? He’s hot. Like burning.”

“I hope the two of you will work out in the long run.”

Calvin beamed at Javier. “Thanks, man. You’re the sweetest ever. No wonder you’re my favorite best friend.”

Keenan snorted. “You cannot choose a favorite among your best friends. We’re all supposed to be equal.”

“I just did. Suck it up,” Calvin retorted, and Keenan immediately pouted like a three-year-old toddler. “I still love you, though.”

“Whatever.”

Calvin let out a loud guffaw. “Don’t be like that, Kee. Just go to Pablo’s bar later tonight. He will give you plenty of tender loving. That will make you feel better.”

Keenan’s expression brightened up in the next instant. Calvin was amused. Keenan was too easy. He was so whipped. One mention of Pablo’s name, and Keenan would be on cloud nine.

“You better remind Turner I’m well-versed in three different forms of martial arts,” Justin spoke up. “If he hurts you, I’ll break all of his bones and pulverize his balls into powder.”

Calvin snickered and winced at the same time. That sounded extremely painful. However, he was also touched. Justin obviously cared for him. In fact, all of his friends were giving him the same serious expression while repeating Justin’s warning, albeit using slightly less violent descriptions of what they would do to Turner.

“Thanks, guys. I really appreciate your concern. Turner is a good man. I think he may be it. The one I’ve been waiting for all along.”

Then his friends smiled at him. Their conversation ended just in time for their order to be brought to the table. They changed the topic as they ate. Calvin would join in once in a while, but he was mostly lost inside his own head. He wasn’t kidding when he claimed that Turner might be his Mr. Right. He had a great feeling about Turner, and he was hoping that the older man felt the same way about him. He yearned for what his friends seemed to have with their respective boyfriends: love, stability, and trust. Turner gave him all those vibes so far. This might turn out to be his happily ever after, the fairy tale ending he had been searching for all along.


Chapter 4

Turner did his best to put on a cheerful expression as he sat across the table from Calvin at the pizza place, but he wasn’t sure if he managed to do that successfully. He was still affected by Roger’s abrupt appearance earlier that day. Nevertheless, he did his best. It wasn’t as if he was still harboring some kind of deep, loving feelings toward Roger. After so many years had passed since the day they broke up, he truly believed he had moved on from whatever he used to have with his ex-boyfriend. It just felt weird to him for Roger to come back into his life out of the blue. Granted, they had only interacted with each other for a few minutes, but Roger had behaved in such an odd manner toward the end of their meeting, it was unsettling to Turner.

“Am I boring you?”

Turner was startled by the question, and he glanced up at Calvin. He could feel his cheeks warming up from mortification. He hadn’t listened to most of what Calvin must have said to him, so he had no clue what their conversation was even about. He gave Calvin an apologetic smile while shaking his head.

“No. Not at all. I’m so sorry. I’m rather…distracted, I guess.”

Calvin immediately looked really concerned, and that made Turner feel even worse for not focusing on his date for the evening. The two of them had just begun dating each other, so they weren’t in love or anything close to it. However, Calvin obviously cared for his well-being. The least he could do was to show Calvin enough respect to concentrate on the younger man during their date. He had no clue how to proceed, though, and Calvin beat him to it.

“Do you want to talk about it?”

Turner’s first instinct was to reject Calvin’s offer. Meanwhile, another part of him instantly compared Calvin to Roger. In spite of the way Turner and Roger had ended their relationship, it hadn’t always been that bad between them. Once upon a time, Turner had really loved Roger very much, and he believed the feeling had been mutual. He still couldn’t tell when the feeling between him and Roger had fizzled out. At least it had on Roger’s side. After all, Turner had been, for the lack of a less painful word, dumped because Roger needed someone more exciting than him. He gazed into Calvin’s eyes in silence for a few seconds longer before making up his mind.

“Roger Hendrickson, my ex-boyfriend, had stopped by the restaurant earlier today.”

Calvin visibly stiffened. “Yeah?”

Turner was a little amused and very aroused at the brief glimpse of jealousy on Calvin’s face. Calvin must have attempted to conceal it, but he wasn’t quick enough. Besides, Turner had years of experience observing other people’s body languages and expressions. It was a useful skill to have in order to survive in the cutthroat business world. He reached for Calvin’s hands and squeezed them gently.

“Cal.”

Calvin still refused to make any eye contact with Turner. “What?”

“Roger is my ex-boyfriend for a reason, and he will remain in my past. I don’t have any lingering feelings for him, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Calvin shot Turner a sheepish grin. “Am I that obvious?”

Turner chuckled. “Kind of, but I don’t mind it. I actually think it’s sexy and hot that you get so worked up over my ex-boyfriend.”

Calvin snickered. “Are you hard now?”

Turner smirked. “Not yet, but close enough.”

Calvin burst out laughing. “Damn! That’s so fucking hot.”

Turner let out a loud guffaw. “Not when I’m wearing this pair of jeans. It’s really fitted. If I get a full-blown erection in it, it will display a truly obscene bulge. There’s no hiding it.”

Calvin waggled his eyebrows at Turner. “Are you implying that you have a massive dick?”

Turner licked his lips before picking up the glass of wine on his right. “That’s for me to know, and for you to find out. Someday.”

Calvin chortled for a few seconds before sipping on his wine. Turner followed suit with his own glass of wine. Then Calvin placed his glass back onto the table and stared intently into Turner’s eyes.

“I don’t have the right to dig into your past. Not when my own past is probably much more terrible than yours. If you care to listen to it, I don’t mind sharing, but you may want to run far away from me afterward.”

Turner heard the playfulness in Calvin’s tone of voice, but underneath it all, he could detect the pain, fear, and loneliness coming from the younger man. He nodded at Calvin after a few seconds.

“I’m a forty-five-year-old man, Cal, while you’re seventeen years younger than me. I think it’s safe to say that I’ve experienced quite a few more things than you have. Now, I’m not implying you’re immature. Far from it. Having said that, I’m not getting any younger. I think I would prefer if we drag all the skeletons out from our closets into the open space, kicking and screaming, rather than pretend they don’t exist. I want to know who you are. All of you. No nasty surprises down the road. I’m sure you’re hoping for the same from me. Am I right?”

Calvin bit his lower lip before sipping on his wine once again. Then he put his glass back onto the table.

“I don’t make it a habit to reveal all my dirty laundry to everyone. Only my closest friends, and now you.”

“I’m honored,” Turner responded with immediately. “I’m not going to beat around the bush. I’m nearly two decades older than you are. I don’t have time for silly games. I like you, Cal. A lot. I’m not going to sugarcoat it and tell you that I’m attracted to you because you seem like an intelligent and sweet man. Yes, you’re all those things, but the first things about you that caught my eyes are your gorgeous face, your sexy body, and your incredible ass. I really want to fuck you, and I definitely hope you’ll fuck me good.”

Calvin appeared stunned for a second or two. “You like to bottom, too?”

Turner arched his left eyebrow at Calvin. “Why did you sound so surprised?”

“Based on my experiences, most of the older men I’d been with refused to bottom for me. It was a rare treat for me to get to fuck any of them.”

Turner snorted while suppressing his rage and jealousy. He abhorred the thought of anyone else touching Calvin in an intimate manner.

“Whatever floats their boats. Anyway, I have to clarify things with you. I wish for us to date exclusively. As I’ve mentioned earlier, I’m not a spring chicken anymore. After years of being single, I’m ready to get back into the dating scene with somebody who’s prepared to commit himself and settle down for good.”

Unexpectedly, Calvin had an amused expression on his face. Turner grew rather irritated upon seeing that. Before he could utter a single word, Calvin beat him to it.

“You’re the first older man who has told me something like that. Most of them only sought to get off with me.”

Once again, Turner was pissed off at the thought of those people who had gotten the opportunity to be sexually intimate with Calvin. “Fuck them. By letting you go, they must be too stupid to realize what a fucking catch you really are.”

Calvin chuckled. “Thanks. You’re good for my ego.”

Turner shrugged. “I’m speaking nothing but the truth.”

Calvin’s expression turned serious all a sudden as he gazed into Turner’s eyes. “You haven’t even heard of my less-than-stellar past.”

“Go ahead. I’m all ears.”

Calvin was quiet for a few seconds. Then he inhaled deeply before slowly expelling the breath through his mouth.

“I’m sure it doesn’t take a genius to figure out I’m into older men almost exclusively. You’ve probably picked up on various clues throughout our conversations.”

Turner nodded. “Yeah, and I’m glad about that. Otherwise, I wouldn’t get a chance to chase after someone like you.”

Calvin smiled. “Thanks. You’re an awesome man yourself. Don’t sell yourself short. Anyone will be lucky to have you.”

Turner was reminded of Roger, but he pushed that thought away in a hurry. “Maybe. Why don’t you continue with your story? Then we can get to mine.”

“Right,” Calvin said. “Anyway, I think I’m the way I am because my father abandoned me and my mother back when I was four years old.”

“Do you know the reason for it?”

“My parents…they…as far as I can remember, they’ve never coexisted peacefully. They would argue endlessly about every little thing. I guess, after a few years, my father decided he had had enough.”

“So, he just left you and your mother?”

“Yeah,” Calvin replied with a flat tone of voice. “The divorce came a bit later. He sent money every month even after he remarried. He now has three children with his new wife.”

Turner had a horrible feeling upon hearing that. “Did you get to see him often?”

Calvin scoffed. He sounded simultaneously angry, bitter, and sad.

“He didn’t want to meet me. He didn’t even want to talk to me on the phone. Apparently, he needed a clean break from everything, including me.”

Turner gaped at Calvin. It was worse than he imagined.

“I’m sorry that your father is such a selfish asshole. Men like him give the rest of us a terrible reputation.”

Calvin beamed at Turner, but it was obviously forced. The raw pain was written all over Calvin’s face.

“Thanks. Enough about me. Tell me about your ex. Or something. Anything to get my mind away from thoughts about my father.”

Turner pondered about it for a brief moment. After getting to know something so deeply personal about Calvin, he felt it was okay for him to discuss his past relationship with the younger man sitting in front of him at the moment. Besides, it was only fair. Moreover, if the two of them were going to get into a serious relationship with each other, it would be a bad idea to keep secrets from each other.

“Roger was my first serious relationship. We were together for almost twenty years. I thought he was going to be it. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah.”

“He didn’t feel the same way I did,” Turner continued with the story, but he couldn’t stop the sarcasm from seeping through his tone of voice. “One day, he came home from work and simply told me he was no longer in love with me. Our relationship was getting stale, and he felt trapped. He was suffocating in it. He yearned for someone younger, more exciting. In other words, anyone but me. We had some other issues, naturally, but those were his excuses to break thing off with me. Then he said I could stay at the house we shared for as long as I needed to until I could get a place of my own. How fucking magnanimous of him!”

Calvin gently squeezed Turner’s hands. “Shit! I’m sorry.”

Turner shook his head. “Don’t be. I’m fine now. It’s just…remembering his voice and the tone he used really pissed me off. Anyway, I packed my things up that same evening and moved into a hotel room. Most of my things went into a storage unit in New York. I stayed at the hotel for nearly a month before I found an apartment. I bought that place and lived there for a few years before eventually deciding I had to get out from the city. It was getting too much for me. Everything in the city reminded me of Roger.”

“Is that the reason why you opened a new branch of The Paradise Fable in San Francisco?”

“Yeah. Best thing I’d ever done.”

“Why is that?”

“I got to meet you,” Turner answered while smiling widely. “Now, here we are.”

Calvin blushed. “I’m not that great. There are plenty of better men out there.”

“I beg to differ.”

Calvin’s cheeks reddened further. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

There was a short moment of silence between them before Calvin spoke up again. “What happened between you and Roger earlier today?”

“We chatted for a bit,” Turner replied. “He’s getting married to his boyfriend, Richard Tate. The man was a mutual friend of ours.”

“Was? Did you and…uh, this Richard guy get into an argument after you and Roger had broken up?”

Turner knew Calvin would fixate on that. “No, but he avoided me. I didn’t even know about Roger and Richard dating each other until today. Then again, I’d been avoiding any and all conversations for years now. Well, almost all of them. I’d heard about his sons for a while now. I guess I can fully understand why Richard has been hiding from me. That’s really stupid, though. Roger dumped me. I’ll never get back with him. Ever.”

Calvin nodded, and then his eyes widened. “Hold on. Did Roger cheat on you with Richard?”

Turner shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t know, and I don’t care. When Roger and I were still together, I was faithful to him, and I’d assumed he gave me the same respect and courtesy. The two of them might have gotten together after Roger and I were no longer together.”

“But you aren’t sure?”

“No,” Turner admitted. “According to Roger, the two of them had dated for almost six years before getting engaged, which was coincidentally the same length of time Roger and I had been broken up. More or less. Whatever. It doesn’t matter anymore.”

Calvin expelled a loud huff through his mouth before beaming at Turner. “You’re right.”

Turner smiled at Calvin. “Let’s change the topic now. This date is getting rather depressing.”

Calvin grinned. “True. Why don’t you tell me more about your restaurants?”

Turner agreed immediately. He wasn’t obsessed about his restaurants, but he was proud of what he had accomplished so far. He had started at zero. He had been a nobody back then. Every success and failure of all fifteen branches of The Paradise Fable could be attributed to endless hours of blood, sweat, and tears on his part. He didn’t accept any help, not even from Roger back when they were still together. The Paradise Fable had begun as a small, boutique restaurant in New York City. He had rented the first location for the restaurant for years before earning enough to purchase his own place. After that, Lady Luck must have been on his side. His business prospered by leaps and bounds. Years later, he now owned fifteen branches of The Paradise Fable worldwide.

He was so thrilled to have such an avid listener in Calvin, the two of them ended up staying at the pizza place all the way until closing time even though they were both done with their food and drinks at least two hours prior to it. Calvin asked really intelligent questions, and Turner was compelled to answer them. It felt really wonderful to have someone to talk to about the ups and downs of his businesses, along with some other smart investments he had made over the years. However, he was rather embarrassed for monopolizing the table for such a long time. When he called for the bill, he refused to let Calvin pay for it.

“My treat.”

“But you’d done that during our previous date at the food fair.”

Turner shook his head. “You can get the next one.”

Calvin seemed reluctant, but he eventually relented. “Okay then. Thanks.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Turner said as he gave his credit card, along with the bill, to the server. Naturally, he added a very generous tip. Then he turned toward Calvin once again. “Are you enjoying this date so far?”

Calvin’s delighted expression was all the answer Turner needed. “Yeah.”

“Great. Will it be too much and too pushy of me if I request for another date tomorrow evening?”

Calvin smiled widely. “I’ll be extremely disappointed if we don’t get to meet up tomorrow evening.”

Turner felt an immense sense of relief. He truly loved every second he got to spend with Calvin. When he eventually dropped Calvin off in the car park of the younger man’s office building nearly twenty minutes later, he was already dreading their temporary separation. He parked the car and walked Calvin all the way to the younger man’s car, which was only two spots away from his own. Once Calvin had unlocked his car, Turner opened the driver door for the younger man.

“Drive safely.”

Calvin beamed in response. “I will.”

Then the two of them gazed into each other’s eyes for what felt like an eternity. Turner cleared his throat as he placed his hands on either side of Calvin’s hips.

“May I kiss you, please?”

Calvin blushed and nodded. “Yes, please.”

When they pressed their lips together and started kissing each other, Turner could tell Calvin was very experienced in the art of kissing. A part of him was insanely and illogically jealous of all those unknown men Calvin must have kissed in the past, but he reminded himself they didn’t matter. He and Calvin were together now. He quickly refocused on Calvin and deepened their kisses. He had no idea how long they were locked up tight in each other’s arms as they made out right there at the car park, but it wasn’t long enough. He almost didn’t have the strength to let Calvin go, but he did it anyway.

“I’ll see you tomorrow evening.”

“Count on it. Sweet dreams.”

Turner tenderly caressed Calvin’s cheeks. “You, too.”

Then he watched as Calvin got inside the car before driving off a minute or so later. He couldn’t stop smiling as he returned to his car and made his way home. Life was good, and he hoped it would continue to be so for the foreseeable future. All thoughts about Roger and his ex-boyfriend’s upcoming wedding to someone else slipped to the back of his mind. Only Calvin existed inside his head. Charming, gorgeous Calvin, and the beautiful fantasies of what their lives together would be like in the future.


Chapter 5

Calvin never thought he would ever end up with someone as incredible as Turner. The older man was suave, loving, and charming. In addition, Turner was really good-looking and had an amazing build. Calvin considered Turner as a sexy man who could be a popular model easily if the older man actually wanted to be one. The two of them had been dating for nearly three weeks now, and he lost count of the number of lustful gazes being thrown Turner’s way by both men and women. Turner had also joined him and his friends, along with their respective boyfriends, on a couple of their weekend luncheons. All of his friends had complimented Turner privately to him.

“Holy fuck! Is his ass for real? Have you tapped that?”

“Damn! Look at his chest. Why does he even bother to put on a shirt? With muscles like that, Turner should just go bare-chested. Period. His shirt can barely contain that muscular chest.”

“Oh, my! Hot daddy as fuck.”

Those were the kind of things Calvin’s friends would often say to him whenever they gathered together just the seven of them. He would have to constantly remind his best friends that they had their own boyfriends to ogle and drool over.

“Nothing wrong with appreciating a fine specimen of a man.”

“Just looking and no touching, so that’s not cheating. I may have a boyfriend now, but I’m not blind. When a man is attractive, there’s no harm in taking a glance. Or two. Maybe three or four.”

“Even our boyfriends have told us Turner is really handsome.”

“Besides, jealous boyfriends equal hot, aggressive sex in bed.”

He agreed with his friends’ assessments of Turner. He also thought Turner was really sexy and desirable. The only problem was Turner was too much of a gentleman. Calvin wanted to have sex with Turner, but the older man didn’t seem to be on the same page. Or maybe Turner was waiting for him to initiate sex for the first time. He hadn’t gotten laid for more than three weeks now. Jerking off was getting boring, and it was no longer satisfying. He was desperate to make the first move, but he was terrified. What if he had been reading the signs wrong all along? Maybe Turner didn’t want to have sex with him yet. So what if he could feel Turner’s hard, throbbing erection pressing against his own each time they made out? That didn’t necessarily mean Turner was willing to go all the way. Turner’s chubbed-up dick might simply be the older man’s automatic and natural reaction. Just because Turner was physically aroused, that didn’t also imply he was emotionally ready for sex.

“Knock, knock.”

Calvin so lost inside his own head, he was taken aback by David’s loud voice, which came from the direction of his office door. He turned his head toward it and noticed David, Justin, Joshua, and Keenan standing outside his office.

“Hey, guys. Come on in.”

Justin stepped inside the office first. “You seemed to be really deep in your thoughts. Fantasizing about Turner?”

Calvin gave Justin the middle-finger salute. “You’re a busybody. Why are you all here?”

Keenan scoffed at Calvin. “Dude!”

“What?”

“It’s six o’clock. Time to head over to Pablo’s bar.”

Calvin peeked at the time on his laptop and realized Keenan was right. Pablo’s bar, The Overrated Llama, was his and his friends’ favorite place to hang out at after office hours. They would be there at least three times a week.

“Just the five of us?” Calvin asked.

Joshua shook his head. “Toby, James, Tony, and Hugo are already there. Naturally, Pablo is at the bar. After all, the bar belongs to him. Javier, Vince, and Blake are stuck in a last-minute meeting. They’re trying to work out the marketing tactic to promote the last product we released, including the cost. Have you called Turner yet?”

“Nope,” Calvin replied. “But he knows about it. I’d told him last night to meet us at Pablo’s bar after work this evening.”

“Okay…” David trailed off before pulling out one of the chairs across the table from Calvin and sitting on it. “Are you and Turner doing okay?”

Calvin was astonished by the question. “Yeah, we are. Why?”

David opened his mouth, obviously ready to answer the question, but Justin beat him to it. “Because your tone of voice is a little odd.”

“You’re hiding something,” Joshua added while occupying the chair next to David’s.

When Justin plopped himself down on Joshua’s lap, Calvin got distracted for a second or two even though he shouldn’t have been. He and his six best friends were all really close to one another, and being intimate in a platonic way among all seven of them was the norm. There was nothing sexual in their actions. They were just truly comfortable being touchy-feely, especially when the seven of them were alone together.

Keenan grabbed the remainder chair as he stared straight into Calvin’s eyes before smirking widely. “You are! Come on, dude. Out with it.”

Calvin wanted to deny it, but a part of him was unwilling to. His best friends might be a nosy bunch of men, but they loved him. He had trust and abandonment issues a mile long, so to have such amazing friends really meant a lot to him. He had no doubt they would never kick him to the curb and leave him to handle his own problems. They had his back anytime and anywhere, and he was grateful for that. He bit his lower lip for a brief moment before deciding to fuck it and get straight to the point.

“Has any of you ever had troubles with sex?”

David’s eyes widened, obviously shocked. “Uh, you know I love and think of you as my real brother, right?”

Calvin nodded. “Yeah. What are you getting at?

David appeared to be rather embarrassed now. “Don’t you think that particular topic is something you should discuss with Turner instead of us?”

Calvin was totally bewildered now. “Why? My problem is Turner and I are having sexual issues. Who else can I turn to but my best friends?”

Justin had a stunned expression on his face. “That’s just it. If Turner is having difficulties getting it up—”

“Wait! Hold on a second! You all think Turner has some kind of erectile dysfunction?”

Joshua looked torn between mortification and confusion. “Well, yeah. You inquired if we ever had troubles with sex. I thought maybe Turner…uh, I mean, with his age and all that—”

“Holy fucking donkey balls on a stick!” Calvin yelled in frustration. “No! Turner’s dick is working just fine in that regards. I can’t believe I’m discussing my man’s erection with my best friends.”

“Neither can I,” Keenan muttered softly, but Calvin could hear him loud and clear.

“Dudes!” Calvin exclaimed without bothering to conceal his frustrations. “Turner has a working dick. It gets hard. Really hard.”

“What’s the problem then?”

Calvin glared at David. “The problem is we haven’t had sex yet, and it has been three fucking weeks. I’m about to lose my sanity from the lack of sex. Mr. Palm and his five sons aren’t cutting it for me anymore.”

“Been jerking off a lot lately, eh?” Keenan asked in a teasing tone of voice.

Calvin shot Keenan a withering glance. “Ha! Hilarious.”

“I know, right?”

Calvin rolled his eyes at Keenan. “You’re missing the point, but whatever.”

“Cal, focus.”

Calvin turned toward Justin. “I am. Keenan started it.”

“Keenan started it.”

Joshua narrowed his eyes at Keenan. “Bro, please don’t. You’re not helping.”

Keenan raised both arms in a gesture of mock-surrender. “Fine. You all have no sense of humor. Only Pablo loves my jokes.”

“He doesn’t have a choice, does he? He loves you. He has to accept all of your negative qualities, and you have plenty of those. Definitely a lot more than your positive—”

“Cal!” Justin cut Keenan off in the middle of his tirade.

Calvin was thoroughly mortified now, especially when he noticed the hurt written all over Keenan’s face. Keenan could be a goofball, but he was quite sensitive inside. He only cracked jokes to lighten up the atmosphere, and Calvin, in his current agitated state, became overly defensive. He got up in a hurry and approached Keenan before pulling his best friend up and hugging him.

“Kee, I’m so sorry. I crossed the line. I was being a fucking asshole.”

Keenan returned his embrace. “Yes, you are, you jerk, but I forgive you. Your blue balls must be affecting your upper brain.”

Calvin laughed as he stuck his tongue out at Keenan. “Fuck you. My upper brain is fully functioning.”

“That’s what you think,” Keenan said while dragging Calvin toward the couch.

Justin took up the spot next to Calvin on the couch. “Let us get back to the issue at hand. What’s going on between you and Turner?”

Calvin could feel himself blushing. His neck and cheeks were really warm now.

“I…I don’t know how to initiate sex with Turner.”

There was a short momentary period of silence inside the office before Justin, David, Joshua, and Keenan burst out laughing. Calvin folded his arms across his chest in irritation. He also pouted at his best friends. Well, ex-best friends. He needed new friends now.

“Cal, are you fucking blind or what?”

Calvin glanced at David in annoyance. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Turner wants you bad,” Joshua answered instead of David. “Trust me. The way he looked at you every time we were gathered together, he was seconds away from pouncing on you, ripping your clothes off, and impaling you on his weapon of mass destruction.”

Calvin winced at that hideous description of Turner’s dick. “Please don’t ever call my boyfriend’s dick, or any other man’s for that matter, with a name as horrible as that.”

“Not the point,” Joshua retorted immediately. “Turner is so horny for you, I can feel it oozing out through every pore of his being.”

“I second that,” Keenan interjected while grinning at Calvin.

Calvin groaned. “Why didn’t any of you point that out to me in the past?”

David rolled his eyes. “How are we supposed to do that? Must we say, ‘Gee, Cal! Look at Turner. He looks like a dog in heat. He’s ready to fuck and breed you until you leak out plenty of his cum through your gaping asshole.’ Like that?”

Calvin narrowed his eyes at David. “Yes, but I can do without the stinging sarcasm, dude.”

Justin snickered. “Turner isn’t only turned on by you, Cal. He obviously loves you. Even the most oblivious person in the entire world can tell you that. He’s so gone for you, he probably thinks your stinking fart smells like the sweetest fragrance in this universe and beyond.”

Calvin was stunned. He never noticed anything like that. He had concentrated so hard in loving and caring for Turner, hoping the older man would reciprocate even a fraction of his feelings, he actually failed to realize that Turner was already in love with him. Or so Justin said.

“Really?”

Keenan snorted. “Dude! Seriously?”

“I…I just need to make sure.”

Joshua smiled at Calvin. The sympathy and compassion were written all over Joshua’s face.

“I understand how you’re feeling right now. I’d gone through something similar with James a while back. I was crushing so hard on him, I was blind to everything else, including how he felt about me. Just talk to Turner, man. He really loves you. As for the sex? You won’t have any trouble when it comes to that. Give him a hint, and he will be all over you like bees on honey. Trust me on that.”

Calvin beamed at all four of his friends before leaning his head on Keenan’s shoulder. He hoped his friends were right. He had been in lust before. He had been infatuated in the past. However, all those feelings paled in comparison to what he was currently feeling toward Turner. Even his previous relationships were nothing like the one he had with Turner.

“Guys,” David spoke up abruptly. “I think we better leave for the bar now. Toby has sent me twenty-seven text messages in the past ten minutes. You guys know what he’s like.”

Calvin chuckled as he pulled away from Keenan and got up onto his feet. “Yeah. We definitely do. I really don’t know how you can handle him, man. I salute you. If Turner turns out to be as obsessively possessive like Toby is toward you, I’ll kick his ass.”

“That’s because Toby has been madly in love with David since their high school days, and he has other emotional issues at least a mile long.”

Calvin turned to face Justin. “It’s still too much for me. Toby clings onto Dave like he doesn’t want to let go. Ever. It’s as if he will die without Dave. That kind of love terrifies me. I can’t deal with something like that.”

“Lucky for you, you don’t have to. Toby is mine. You have your own man, dude,” David reminded Calvin, who simply shrugged in return.

“True, and I’m going to nail his ass into the mattress tonight. Just you wait and see.”

Keenan gasped. “Wait! Turner is a bottom? But he looks like a hyper-masculine top to me.”

Calvin winked at Keenan. “When I’m done with him, he will take his turn to drill me a new hole.”

“He’s versatile?” Joshua and Justin yelled out at the same time while David and Keenan were gaping at Calvin.

Calvin was quietly amused by all four of his best friends’ facial expressions at the moment. “Maybe. Time to go, guys.”

“No!” Keenan shouted. “Now, I really need to know. What is he? Top? Bottom? Versatile?”

Calvin ignored Keenan as he made his way out from his office and all the way into the elevator. He didn’t bother to confirm anything. Keenan was openly curious while Justin, Joshua, and David were more subtle with their inquisitiveness. Calvin was highly entertained by his best friends’ questions and antics as they headed toward Pablo’s bar, but he kept his mouth shut. His best friends would just have to be left dissatisfied for the rest of their lives.


Chapter 6

Turner enjoyed himself thoroughly at The Overrated Llama. Being friends with Pablo had its perks. He also got into a lively discussion about the food industry with James, owner of JC’s Food Haven, which was a famous catering company, and Anthony, owner of The Torpedough, a very popular bakery. Once in a while, Hugo, owner of Hassle-Free, the event planning company, would join in the conversations. Tobias, owner and CEO of The Majestic Ruiz, which was a chain of highly profitable department stores worldwide, would chime in with an opinion or two, but he stuck to David most of the time. Blake and Justin were, for the most part, lost in their own little world. The same went for Keenan and Pablo.

“Babe,” Turner hissed out softly when Calvin seemed to accidentally put one hand too close to his crotch area. “What’s with you tonight?”

“Sorry.”

However, Calvin didn’t look apologetic. At all. Turner gritted his teeth in frustrations. He wanted so badly to make love to Calvin. He had even gotten himself tested when he knew Calvin had already done that. Both of their results were good. Turner was reluctant to make the first move, though. He didn’t want to exert any unnecessary pressure on Calvin. He really liked Calvin, and he was aware his feelings had grown much deeper than that over the past week or so. He was starting to envision what the rest of his life would be like with Calvin by his side. He yearned to make their relationship legal and permanent. Some people might criticize him for moving too fast, but he was always terrified of losing Calvin. The young man meant a lot to him, and he was certain the two of them could make it work. Together.

He had no idea what was going on with Calvin that evening, though. All the constant teasing and touching, along with the seductive whispering in husky and raspy voices right into his ear, were driving him mad with lust and desperation. He was trying so hard to be the perfect gentleman, but Calvin wasn’t making it easy for him. He was frankly close to his breaking point. Fortunately, Calvin abruptly stopped doing things to him. Not that Calvin was any less affectionate. Turner liked it when Calvin wrapped both arms around his waist or kissed him on the cheeks and forehead. He felt loved and treasured. Most importantly, he felt needed and adored. Calvin actually cared for him. After Roger, Turner had gone out on a few dates here and there just to see what the dating world was like out there. However, all of those men only had their eyes on his status and wealth. Calvin was different. He didn’t demand for anything. Turner had to force Calvin to accept it when he bought anything at all for his boyfriend. Meanwhile, Calvin was extremely generous with his tenderness, kindness, and warm, loving attitude. Turner thought that was a refreshing change. It was nice to be desired for who he was rather than for what he owned.

“I think we will leave now,” David spoke up all of a sudden.

Naturally, Tobias got up on his feet, as well, and placed one hand on David’s lower back while scowling at nobody in particular. It was such an obviously possessive gesture of ownership that Turner had to shake his head in amusement. He didn’t know how David managed to tame someone like Tobias, but kudos to him. He would never be able to tolerate someone as overbearing, dominant, aggressive, and insecure as Tobias. He would go crazy for sure.

“We want to go home, too,” Justin said as he stood.

Blake followed suit while putting both hands on Justin’s shoulders. Turner thought those two were cute together, but they were emotionally damaged. Not in the same way as David and Tobias, but bad enough. Justin and Blake were clinging onto each other almost all of the time whenever they all hung out together as a group, and Turner was certain he wouldn’t like it if Calvin stuck onto him like glue every time they met. He loved Calvin. He knew that. He had ample self-awareness to realize at least that much. However, he needed his own space every once in a while.

He observed the other couples. Keenan and Pablo were openly affectionate, but they weren’t touchy-feely to the point of being obsessive about it. Joshua and James were the same way. So were Javier and Hugo. Then he focused on Vincent and Anthony. Those two weren’t as obvious as David and Tobias. Or Justin and Blake. However, Vincent and Anthony definitely had plenty of emotional baggage. The two of them had these little actions between them that screamed of deep, hidden pain inside, but they were experts at concealing their real emotions. After that, Turner noticed all of the other pairings were getting up on their feet, so he turned toward Calvin.

“We should go home, too.”

Calvin nodded. “Good idea.”

“Let’s go.”

All of them made their way toward the entrance of the bar and stepped outside one at a time, except for Keenan and Pablo. The twelve of them bade farewell to Keenan and Pablo before making their way toward the parking lot. Turner had parked his car in the parking area inside the office building where Calvin worked at, and he wasn’t surprised to discover all of the other men had done the same thing. Thus, all twelve of them were heading in the same direction. Turner grabbed onto Calvin’s hand and intertwined their fingers together as they walked in silence for a brief moment.

“Turner.”

Turner glanced and smiled at Calvin. “Yeah, babe?”

“I’ve never seen your house before.”

“You haven’t.”

“You had fetched me at my apartment on some of our previous dates.”

“That’s right.”

Then neither of them uttered a single word for the next few seconds. Turner was about to inquire if something was on Calvin’s mind when his boyfriend spoke up first.

“May I visit your house?”

Turner was taken aback upon hearing that. “Tonight?”

Calvin blushed. “Yeah. I-I mean, if that’s okay with you. If not, maybe some other time.”

Turner could feel his heart beating faster and harder as the implication abruptly dawned on him. “T-tonight will be great. Perfect even.”

Calvin beamed at Turner. “Awesome.”

Turner tightened his hold on Calvin’s hand as he tried to keep the tremor off his voice. “Are you…uh, I mean, do you know what you’re asking for?”

“Do you?”

Turner breathed in deeply before blowing the air out through his mouth. Then he tilted his head closer to Calvin’s and lowered the volume of his voice.

“I want to make love to you. Are we on the same page?”

Calvin cleared his throat softly. “Y-yeah. Absolutely.”

Turner felt light-headed in the next instant. The arousal that coursed through his entire being was overwhelming, and his cock hardened inside his pants within the next few seconds. It was as if all of the blood inside his body was now gathered in his crotch region. His dick throbbed so hard, he honestly thought he was about to come inside his pants, and that would be fucking embarrassing. He was a forty-five-year-old man. He should have better control over his libido than that. It was no easy feat, though. Any sane person who had a boyfriend like Calvin would understand how he felt at the moment.

“We should go back to my place then. Tail my car. When we get there, I’ll show you the most important room in the house.”

“I hope that’s the master bedroom,” Calvin quipped in return.

“You bet your fucking sweet ass it is.”

Calvin chuckled, but Turner could detect the nervousness in his boyfriend’s voice. At least the two of them were on an equal footing. He craved for Calvin just as much as his boyfriend desired him. By the time they reached the parking lot, he was dizzy with lust. However, he still managed to bid farewell to the other men before dragging Calvin toward their respective cars, which happened to be right next to each other. He gave a brief but passionate kiss to Calvin before breaking apart. Calvin was blushing in such an adorable manner, it was all Turner could do not to jump on his boyfriend and make love to him right then and there.

Once they separated, they got inside their own cars before waving at each other. Turner drove as carefully and slowly as he could to make sure Calvin was able to follow him from behind. His cock remained hard inside his pants as the anticipation of what the rest of the night would bring grew stronger with every passing second. It was going to be a long evening, but he wasn’t complaining. Not at all. He would have to be insane and a damn fool to reject the opportunity to make love to Calvin. He had fantasized about it for weeks now, and it was finally going to happen. He didn’t need to rest up. Not when he was about to make love to Calvin. Sleep was highly overrated anyway.


Chapter 7

“Why are you trembling?” Calvin asked Turner in amusement after pulling away from their kiss. The two of them had been making out with each other on Turner’s bed for several minutes now. “Please don’t tell me you’re still a virgin.”

Calvin’s voice was light and teasing, and he grinned at Turner while waggling his eyebrows at his boyfriend, hoping that would help the older man who was lying on the bed underneath him to relax further. Turner scoffed at him before rolling his eyes.

“I’m forty-five years old,” Turner said while gently caressing the back of Calvin’s neck. “Roger might be my one and only serious boyfriend before you, but we hadn’t been celibate throughout the entire duration of our relationship for sure. Besides, I had a few one-night stands after breaking up with Roger.”

“Just as long as you haven’t done anything with anyone else after we started dating,” Calvin mumbled as he leaned in closer to Turner’s lips while doing his best to suppress the irritation inside him.

Turner snickered. “You sounded jealous.”

“Of course! You’re my boyfriend, and I won’t share you with anyone else.”

Turner grinned at Calvin. “Ever since our first date, it has only been you and no one else.”

Calvin shuddered a little as a sense of relief spread through his whole being. “Good. Same for me.”

Turner chuckled for a brief moment before his expression abruptly became more somber. “Not sure if you’ll ever be satisfied with me, though.”

Calvin was rather bewildered by that declaration, which came out of nowhere. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Your friends had talked to me about some of your more interesting…hooking up experiences.”

“I’ll fucking kill them all,” Calvin muttered under his breath before gazing straight into Turner’s eyes. “Are you…uh, turned off by my—”

“Not at all,” Turner interrupted before winking at Calvin. “Can’t claim that I’m not more than a little insecure, though. I may be older than you are, but I don’t have as many sexual partners as you.”

“Fuck!” Calvin cursed under his breath. “I’ll kill them all. All six of them.”

Turner smirked at Calvin. “Don’t do that. I like them. They obviously love and care for you, and don’t lie to me. Based on what I’ve witnessed of your interactions with them, you definitely love them just as much. The seven of you are closer than blood brothers even, and I really envy your friendships with them.”

“I do love them, but they’re a bunch of busybodies who can’t keep their mouths shut.”

Turner burst out laughing. “Just don’t kill them. I don’t want you to go to prison for that. Or any reason for that matter. I’m not getting any younger. Can’t spend the rest of my life visiting my lovely boyfriend in prison.”

Calvin snorted. “Don’t worry. I’ll make them look like accidental deaths.”

Turner arched his left eyebrow at Calvin. “Should I be very, very afraid now?”

“Nope,” Calvin responded with instantly before he narrowed his eyes at Turner. “Well, unless you cheat on me.”

Turner cupped both palms on Calvin’s cheeks before tugging his head downward. “I won’t. I promise you with all of my heart.”

“Good,” Calvin whispered against Turner’s lips before kissing his boyfriend once again.

This time around, their passion was even stronger and wilder than before. Neither of them pulled away from the other as they rutted on the bed while clumsily working each other’s clothes off. Calvin heard something tearing as he and Turner did their best to strip each other naked, but he couldn’t be bothered to stop. Turner was obviously on the same page as he was. By the time he could feel every inch of Turner’s bare skin against his own, they were both huffing and panting as they practically mauled at and devoured each other’s lips and tongues. The heat between them was raw, and it burned even brighter as they gripped onto each other everywhere.

Calvin couldn’t get enough of Turner. He licked at Turner’s ears and neck for a short while before working his way downward to his boyfriend’s nipples. He bit and suckled on them one after the other until they were both erect while running his hands all over Turner’s hairy, muscled chest. He had a bit of hair on his own chest, but it was nothing like Turner’s. The contrast between them drove him mad with lust, and he doubled down on his efforts, sucking on Turner’s nipples harder than before over and over again. By the time he was done with them, Turner’s nipples were bruised, and their surrounding areas were flushing red because Calvin hadn’t been gentle at all.

He stared at Turner’s nipples in satisfaction before scooting downward in the direction of his boyfriend’s leaking cock. He was glad Turner’s pubes were intact. In fact, Turner didn’t do much trimming, if at all, anywhere. Turner was hairy all the way down to his calves. Calvin had nothing against smooth men. He liked all kinds of men. He would have sex with them as long as they tickled his fancy, especially the older men. However, there was something about hairy men that were more arousing to him. He groaned in delight as he swooped down on Turner’s cock and swallowed the entire length down his throat. It was no easy feat. Turner’s cock was quite a bit longer than Calvin’s own seven-and-a-half-inch dick, and it was definitely thicker, but he was, at the risk of sounding arrogant about it, a very accomplished cocksucker.

He loved the smell and taste of a man’s cock, and he certainly enjoyed having a man coming inside his mouth before drinking every single drop of the warm, delicious cum. However, he wasn’t going to do that with Turner. Not for their first time together. He had something else in mind. He sucked on Turner’s cock, slobbering all over it as he deep-throated that incredible piece of meat. He also fondled Turner’s balls, teasing and caressing them with his fingers repeatedly. Turner writhed and pleaded with him. He could tell Turner was desperate to let loose of his cum, but he wouldn’t allow that to happen. Once he could feel Turner’s balls tightening, he moved away in a hurry, chuckling when Turner yelled and cursed at him.

“Cal, you son of a bitch. I was seconds away from coming.”

“I know, but I’m not ready for this evening to end.”

Turner glared at Calvin. “You better make it worth my while.”

Calvin grinned in response. “I will. I promise. Now, shut the fuck up and pull your legs up. Hold them with your hands. I’m starving, and I want to eat your ass.”

Turner obliged in a hurry, and Calvin snickered for a second or two before diving face first in between the two muscled globes of his boyfriend’s delectably sexy ass. It tasted musky and felt rather sweaty, but it was delicious. Calvin couldn’t get enough of it. He stuck his tongue out and lapped all over it before jabbing at Turner’s tight, winking hole. He managed to slide the tip of his tongue inward, getting a taste of Turner’s ass from within, and it drove him insane. He could tell Turner had no complaints, especially since his older boyfriend was literally grabbing onto the back of his head, smashing his face against the man’s ass, and pleading for more. He was only too elated to comply to the request. He reamed Turner’s ass out until he couldn’t take it anymore. He spat on it over and over again before working two fingers in immediately. He wasn’t even patient enough to wait for Turner to adjust to the invasion before adding a third finger. Turner’s ass squeezed around his fingers really hard, and Calvin moaned deep in his throat. He could imagine how amazing it would feel to bury his cock inside Turner’s ass. He continued to finger Turner’s ass until his boyfriend turned into a writhing, sweaty mess.

“Fuck me, babe. Please.”

Calvin nodded in a hurry. Turner wouldn’t even have to beg for a second time. Calvin was more than willing to make love to Turner’s sweet, tight ass. He glanced all over for the bedroom for lubricant before glancing down at Turner, who was now staring at him with half-hooded eyes.

“Turner, I need lube.”

Turner groaned. “Bedside drawer on the right side of the bed. The top one.”

Calvin moved at lightning speed. Or at least that was what it felt like to him. He crowed victoriously deep inside his heart when he found what he was looking for. He fumbled with the bottle of lubricant as he tried to open it and got enough of it to slick his cock up. Then he returned to lie down on top of Turner as he aimed his cock with one hand at the rim of his boyfriend’s ass while balancing himself with the other. He attempted to be slow and gentle even though he was dying to thrust into Turner’s ass in one smooth stroke. He didn’t want to hurt Turner. He might not have the largest dick in the whole world, but it was long and thick enough to cause a lot of pain if he got too rough at the initial entry. Turner apparently had something else in mind, though. Calvin let out a loud huff in surprise when Turner wrapped both legs around his waist and pulled him inward.

The heat inside Turner’s ass was incredible, and Calvin couldn’t stop himself. He started pounding into Turner’s ass without mercy. Turner wasn’t a passive lover, though. He clenched and relaxed his hole around Calvin’s cock. Calvin had many lovers in the past, but none of them felt as wonderful as Turner. He hammered into Turner’s ass as hard and rough as he yearned to, and his boyfriend didn’t tell him to stop. Instead, Turner was pleading for more. The two of them perspired even more than before. The stench of their musk, sweat, and sex permeated the air, and that worked like an aphrodisiac to Calvin. He clobbered Turner’s ass over and over again. He needed to come really bad, and when he felt the tell-tale sign of his impending orgasm, he hugged Turner with both arms and increased his pace even further. At least he attempted to. He was already breathless from the exertion. When he noticed Turner reaching for his own cock, he smacked his boyfriend’s hand away.

“No!”

Turner’s eyes widened. “Babe!”

“You’re g-going to f-fuck me after this,” Calvin stuttered through his explanation as he chased after his orgasm. “I want your cum inside my ass.”

Turner was quiet for a second or two before he nodded at Calvin. “You better hurry. I’m really close. You’ve been hitting my prostate from the inside, and I’m a few strokes away from coming myself.”

Calvin didn’t provide a verbal response. Instead, he did as Turner requested. Once he could feel his climax getting even closer, he pressed his lips against Turner’s and kissed his boyfriend with all the passion he could muster from deep within him. That was all it took. As he slipped his tongue inside Turner’s mouth and tasted his boyfriend from within, his orgasm exploded. He could feel his whole body stiffening as he jabbed into Turner’s ass one last time. Then he whimpered into Turner’s mouth and screamed wordlessly as he sprayed the inside of Turner’s ass with his cum. The primitive and primal side of him relished the thought of marking Turner from within with his cum. Turner would forever be his man. However, before he could enjoy the afterglow, Turner surprised him by flipping him onto his back on the bed.

“Turner—”

“My turn now!”

Then Calvin shouted out in pain as Turner slid his cock inside him with only spit to make the entry somewhat easier. However, he loved how rough and desperate Turner was, and it soon became pleasurable as Turner pounded into him over and over again. He encircled his arms and legs all over Turner’s sweaty body while he was being clobbered to within an inch of his life. Turner was like a madman possessed. He was merciless as he grew even more brutal with every thrust.

Calvin was taken aback for the second time when Turner bit down onto his shoulder right before he abruptly felt a torrent of his boyfriend’s warm cum filling his ass up. Turner didn’t even get to warn him about it. His boyfriend simply started coming deep inside his ass. There was so much of it, he was certain he would be leaking Turner’s cum for the rest of the evening. It was nasty and filthy, and it was glorious. He retaliated by clamping his teeth down onto Turner’s shoulder, as well. He was determined to leave his own visible mark on Turner.

It was the best sex ever, and he hoped he and Turner would get to do it many times over for the rest of their lives together. When they eventually gazed into each other’s eyes a few moments later, there was a brief period of silence between them before they both burst out laughing. Then Calvin groaned when Turner’s cock, which was still buried inside his ass, grazed against that incredible and sensitive spot inside him, causing his dick to twitch in a valiant attempt to harden once again. As much as he wanted to, he knew it would take a while before that could happen. He was already twenty-years old, and his refractory period wasn’t the same as it was back when he was much younger. He ran his hands tenderly over Turner’s sweaty face and grinned at his boyfriend.

“You’re one rough fucker.”

Immediately, Turner had a concerned expression on his face. “Shit! Are you okay?”

Calvin tugged Turner’s face down for a short, passionate kiss before answering the question. “Yeah. My ass stings a little, but I’m fine. More than, actually. I honestly wish you had fucked me much longer than you did. The combination of pain and pleasure drove me insane. It felt so damn amazing.”

Turner’s expression became really smug. “I’ll fuck you even harder and longer the next time around. I promise.”

“You better.”

Turner chuckled. “What? Are you addicted to my cock now?”

“That, and everything else. I’m in love with the whole package.”

“Yeah?”

Calvin nodded. “Absolutely.”

“Good,” Turner said while smiling widely downward at Calvin. Then his expression changed into something unreadable. It was more serious. “I…I love you.”

Calvin breathed in deeply, smelling the combined scent of their musk, sweat, sex, and cum all over them. It was intoxicating, sexy, and arousing. He gently caressed Turner’s sweaty back and face while beaming upward at his boyfriend.

“Perfect because I love you, too. So damn much.”

Turner showed a delighted expression on his face before he buried his face in the crook between Calvin’s neck and shoulder. Calvin could feel Turner’s body relaxing on top of him as it became less tense than before.

“Do you want me to pull out from—”

“No,” Calvin whispered into Turner’s ear. “Leave your cock inside my ass for as long as possible. I like it in there. It makes me feel connected to you.”

Turner moaned softly. “That’s a relief.”

Calvin chuckled. “Why is that?”

“Because I’m not ready either. It feels so damn snug and warm inside your ass.”

Calvin chortled a bit louder now. “Glad to hear that.”

Turner raised his head slightly and peered downward. “Am I too heavy on top of you?”

Calvin shook his head. “Nope. I can even go to sleep like this.”

Turner snorted. “That won’t be comfortable. Why don’t we both lie down on our sides? It will take quite a bit of a maneuver, but I’m sure we can accomplish that without me having to remove my dick from inside your ass.”

“Okay.”

Calvin ended up not doing much at all. Turner was the one who did everything. By the time they were both resting on their sides on the bed, Calvin was more than halfway asleep. As he slowly drifted off, he remembered the feeling of Turner’s hefty cock inside his ass and his boyfriend’s sweaty, hairy chest against his back. He could also feel Turner’s hairy legs rubbing against his own and his boyfriend’s muscled forearms being wrapped around his waist. He felt really safe, adored, and cared for as Turner tenderly kissed the back of his head. After that, sleep overtook all of his senses, and then there was nothing else.


Chapter 8

Turner stared at the beautiful wedding invitation card in his hands. He hoped to go to the wedding with Calvin, but he had yet to discuss that with Calvin. Not that he didn’t want to, but he was worried about Calvin’s reaction. Even though he wasn’t obligated to attend Roger and Richard’s wedding, he wasn’t a petty man. He and Roger used to love each other after all. Going to an ex-boyfriend’s wedding as a guest and bringing a new boyfriend along might be awkward, but he hoped he and Roger could be mature enough to deal with the situation in the most adult-like manner as much as possible.

After dating Calvin for weeks now, he thought it would be a great idea, and he would feel less lonely if he could drag his boyfriend along to the wedding. It should be all right. Besides, knowing Roger and Richard, those two would definitely have thousands, or maybe even tens of thousands, of guests at their wedding reception. Bringing Calvin along should be fine. Moreover, the wedding invitation was explicitly for two people.

“Damn it!” Turner exclaimed before leaning against the back of the chair in his office.

He had been sitting inside his office at the restaurant for hours now. He was unable to concentrate on the reports he was supposed to read because of the damn wedding invitation. The wedding would be held during the upcoming weekend, and Turner had yet to make up his mind on how he was going to broach the subject with Calvin. He knew Calvin wasn’t the narrow-minded type. His boyfriend would most likely be cool with the entire situation. Maybe a little jealous, but that was to be expected. Turner was the one who was overthinking everything. He couldn’t help it, though. It was second nature to him to do something like that.

It was times like this that made him wish he had one or two close friends he could discuss things with. Unfortunately, most of his friends were also friends with Roger, and the ones who weren’t didn’t reside in San Francisco. He didn’t want to talk about something like this over the phone. It might turn into a long conversation, and he frankly didn’t like to converse over the phone for far too long. After stewing on the matter for a little bit longer, he decided he needed to get out from the office for a few minutes, and that was how he ended up at The Torpedough. He was standing in line behind three other customers at the popular bakery when he heard someone calling out his name.

“Turner!”

Turner glanced in the direction of the voice and recognized the man immediately. It was Anthony. Turner smiled widely as he walked toward Anthony, who was just coming out from behind the counter.

“Hey, man. How are you?”

“Good. I was a little busy earlier inside the kitchen. I’m all done now, though. What’s going on with you? Are you here for some caffeine fix?”

Turner chuckled. “That, and also because I’ve encountered a problem that I just can’t resolve. I need something sweet to brighten up my afternoon.”

“Your restaurant has some of the best desserts in the city, though.”

Turner shrugged. “Thanks. I can’t take any credit for that. My kitchen staff are the best. They’re the ones responsible for all of the delicious food at my restaurants.”

Anthony nodded and stared at Turner for a few seconds longer before grinning at him. “Are you up for some sweet surprises?”

Turner was intrigued now. He knew Anthony would often create some amazing pastries and other desserts for the customers, which weren’t available on the regular menu.

“Off the menu?”

“Yeah.”

Turner grinned widely. “Bring it on.”

“Awesome. I’ve actually made something new a few hours ago, and it’s inside the fridge. You’re going to be my tester bunny.”

“Can’t wait.”

“Great. Have a seat anywhere. I’ll be right out with your dessert.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Then Turner headed toward one of the empty tables that was located right next to the window. He could observe the busy afternoon traffic outside, along with the endless number of pedestrians rushing past toward their respective destinations. It felt strangely therapeutic, and he was glad he had decided to pay the bakery a visit. His mood was somewhat lighter now even though he had yet to make up his mind about what to do with the wedding invitation and how he was going to broach the subject with Calvin. He was so lost inside his own head, he wasn’t really focusing on whatever was going on outside the bakery, and he was slightly startled when Anthony returned with a plate of truly beautiful desserts.

The first thing he noticed was the two half-globe-like transparent jelly in the center of the plate. There were different flower petals inside. One of them contained lavender petals while the other one had what appeared to be cherry blossom petals. At the bottom of each of the jellies, there were two separate layers. Turner guessed that the one in the middle had to be cream cheese, and it was placed on top of something firm. His first thought was some kind of cakes, but he couldn’t be certain until he actually tasted them. Anthony had also brought along a pot of tea in a see-through teapot. He knew what the tea was made of with just one glance. The blooming flowers inside were truly distinctive.

“Lotus flower tea?”

Anthony looked really pleased. “Yeah. It will be the perfect complement to the dessert. I don’t have a name for it yet, but the one with the lavender petals inside will be quite sweet. The cream cheese has been mixed with crushed blueberries while the cake at the bottom will taste like honey and lemon. The second one is cherry blossom jelly with strawberry cream cheese and vanilla cake. It should be tarter, with a subtle sour aftertaste.”

Turner was amazed, and he was also more than a little curious about the dessert, so he pointed at the plate. “May I?”

“Of course. Dig in, please.”

Turner tried both of the jellies one right after the other in a quick succession. Then he sipped on the tea. Anthony was right. The sweetness and sourness of the desserts worked really well with the slightly bitter yet fragrant tea. He raised his head and licked his lips.

“This is such an incredible combination. I love them all.”

Anthony beamed at Turner. “Thank you. Now, do you want to tell me what’s really bothering you?”

Turner was rather taken aback by Anthony’s bluntness, but he was simultaneously relieved. “Am I that obvious?”

Anthony shook his head. “Based on my experiences, people will generally seek out desserts when they’re in a happy, celebratory mood or when they’re feeling down for one reason or another. You don’t seem upbeat enough for the former, so I assume you must be here because of the latter.”

Turner chuckled. “You’re right.”

“Care to share? We may not be very close friends with each other, but it’s sometimes easier to confide in a stranger.”

“You’re not a stranger.”

“No,” Anthony agreed while smiling a little. “But we don’t know each other well enough. I may be who you need in times like this.”

Turner couldn’t argue with that. Anthony had a valid point. If Turner had chosen to talk to his friends, they would urge him to bring Calvin along to Roger and Richard’s wedding out of spite. They wouldn’t put it that way, but the intention would be the same. If he had gone to Calvin’s best friends for advices, they would naturally tell him to have a nice long chat with Calvin. David, Justin, Keenan, Javier, Joshua, and Vincent would be loyal to Calvin for sure. Turner wasn’t hiding or doing anything bad. However, he needed a bit of time to figure out how to get the conversation rolling. He gazed into Anthony’s eyes for a few seconds longer before speaking up.

“I’d received a wedding invitation a few weeks ago. The reception is for this weekend, and it will be held in New York.”

“Okay. What’s the problem? Are you worried Calvin doesn’t want to accompany you to—”

“It’s the wedding between my ex-boyfriend and the new man in his life, who, by the way, happens to be one of our mutual friends.”

Anthony gaped at Turner wordlessly for quite a few seconds. “Oh! That…that will be rather awkward.”

Turner snorted. “You can repeat that again.”

“Do you still have feelings for your ex?”

Turner shook his head. “I want to attend the wedding because he and I used to be in love with each other. It will be petty of me not to be present on one of the happiest and most important days of his life, especially since he personally stopped by my restaurant here in San Francisco to deliver the invitation to me. The two of us were together for nearly twenty years. Regardless of the outcome of our relationship, I want this chance to obtain a full closure on that chapter in my life.”

“That makes sense, but are you sure you want Calvin there with you?”

Turner nodded. “I don’t want to fly to New York on my own. Knowing Calvin, he will start to imagine the worst scenario inside his head. I want Calvin to see with his own eyes that I no longer have any lingering feelings for my ex-boyfriend. I’ll just be there at the wedding as a friend. Most importantly, I want Calvin to know that I’ve absolutely moved on from my previous relationship, and I’m proud to show him off to everyone I used to be close to in New York.”

He didn’t mention to Anthony that Calvin had abandonment issues, and that his boyfriend had a deep-rooted insecurity a thousand miles long. It wasn’t his place to reveal something so private, and it was none of Anthony’s business anyway. He would only reveal the necessary points to Anthony, and that should be sufficient for them to discuss the matter.

“It seems to me you’ve made up your mind.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah. You just want someone else to reassure you that your decision is all right.”

“I’m not sure—”

“Yes, you are,” Anthony cut Turner off midsentence. “Unfortunately, I can’t give you that. Only you know Calvin well enough, how he will react to the news about your ex-boyfriend’s wedding, and the fact that you want him to go to the wedding with you.”

Turner pondered Anthony’s words carefully before nodding and wiping his palms over his face. Then he huffed loudly.

“You’re right.”

Anthony smiled. “Just talk to him, man. If you need to, spend hours hashing things out with him. You can’t bury your concerns deep inside and hope they will work themselves out.”

Turner chuckled. “I won’t run away from it.”

“Good.”

“You sound as if you’re speaking from a personal experience, though.”

Anthony shrugged. “Vince and I have our own shit to deal with, and things can become overwhelming sometimes. We’ve gotten into some stupid arguments a few times. Nothing major, but things add up left and right. You know what I mean?”

Turner chortled. “Yeah. Absolutely. My and Cal’s relationship isn’t all sunshine and rainbows either. We had some minor bumps along the way.”

“All couples go through that same thing, man. It will be unrealistic for anyone to expect the perfect, fairy-tale-like relationships. That’s such bullshit.”

Turner detected the bitterness in Anthony’s voice. It wasn’t obvious, but he still managed to catch it.

“Guess it’s my turn to be a good friend. You sound like you have something bothering you deep inside. Care to talk about it?”

Anthony shook his head. “No, but thank you. I’m okay.”

“That’s cool. The offer is always there if you need it.”

Anthony beamed at Turner. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it.”

“Sure.”

After that, the two of them changed the topic of conversations into something much lighter. They ended up chatting about the food industry in general and what the businesses were like nationwide and in other parts of the world. Turner got to put all of his worries aside for the next couple of hours or so while he and Anthony discussed the subjects they were both very familiar with. The desserts and tea were also excellent, and Turner enjoyed them very much. He still couldn’t figure out the best way to broach the subject of attending Roger and Richard’s wedding with Calvin, but he felt strangely better at that moment. He would think about it again later after he left the bakery. He really needed a break from that stressful topic.


Chapter 9

Calvin liked how stable his relationship with Turner was. It was very different from some of his previous relationships where a couple of the older men he had dated turned out to be overly possessive and insecure. Not that he was the most confident person in the entire world, but two of his ex-boyfriends had taken the definition of a monogamous, exclusive relationship and twisted it into something terrifying. One of them had actually moved into an apartment a few doors away from his own in order to spy on him and make sure he wasn’t seeing other men. That one was psychotic. He had ended up filing a police report and asking for a restraining order against that crazy ex-boyfriend.

The second insane ex-boyfriend wasn’t quite so extreme, but that man would send him text messages and e-mails once every few minutes. Then there were the constant phone calls to check up on his whereabouts, who he was hanging out with, and even the clothes he wore. Apparently, he shouldn’t wear fitted clothes because he was seducing other men and women. In other word, he was being slutty. That was a whole other level of madness. Fortunately, he had his six best friends to rely on. They protected him as he acquired yet another restraining order against one more creepy ex-boyfriend. Turner was different. He was sweet, loving, and gentle. Most importantly, he wasn’t a lunatic. However, something was going on with Turner that evening as the two of them were seated at the Japanese restaurant near to his apartment. Turner was much quieter than he usually was. Calvin waved his chopsticks in front of Turner’s face to get his boyfriend’s attention.

“Turner!” Calvin exclaimed while also snapping his fingers at Turner. “Earth to Turner.”

Turner jumped a little in his seat, and he blushed almost as red as a tomato. “Sorry. What is it?”

Calvin arched his left eyebrow at Turner. “I should be asking you that. Are you okay? What’s going on inside your head? I don’t think you’ve heard a word I said for the past ten minutes. At the very least.”

Turner gave Calvin a sheepish smile. “Sorry, babe. Just something on my mind.”

Calvin picked up a sushi and shoved it inside his mouth before nodding at Turner. “I can tell. Do you want to talk about it?”

Turner hesitated for such a long time, Calvin was certain he wouldn’t get a word out of his boyfriend at all. Then he was astonished when Turner pulled out a beautiful, expensive-looking envelope and passed it over to him. He accepted it before he silently read the words that were written on its front.

To Mr. Turner Marsh and guest.

Calvin didn’t need to open the envelope to know its content, but he did it anyway. He pulled out a single, hard cardboard-like invitation card from within the envelope. Even the invitation card was obviously lavish and fancy. He skimmed through the invitation before gazing straight into Turner’s eyes. However, Turner spoke up before Calvin could utter a single word.

“I want you to attend the wedding with me.”

Calvin gasped softly. That was definitely unexpected.

“Uh, is that a good idea?”

Turner reached for Calvin’s hands and grasped onto them tightly. “Roger is my ex-boyfriend. I’ll be at his and Richard’s wedding as a supportive friend. Nothing more than that. I’m sure Roger will be fine with it. After all, he will be marrying Richard. I think it’s safe to assume he has already moved on from whatever he and I used to share back then. Besides, the invitation clearly states that it’s for two people. I really don’t want to fly to New York on my own. I need you there with me. You’re my boyfriend, and you’re one of the most important people in my life. I’m not ashamed of us and our relationship. There’s no reason for that. I’m not demanding an answer from you tonight, but I hope you’ll at least consider it. The wedding will be held this weekend, so we will have to fly to New York latest by Friday evening.”

Calvin listened to Turner’s words carefully, and he was touched by the sincerity in his boyfriend’s tone of voice. It also helped to alleviate some of the insecurity inside him.

“This is quite a short notice.”

“I know. It’s Tuesday now, but you won’t have to worry about the plane tickets or the accommodations. I’ll take care of everything.”

Calvin was astounded to hear that. “I can’t let you do that.”

“Yes, you can, and you will. You’ll be there at the wedding as my guest, and I’m going to be responsible for the expenses. It’s only fair.”

“Turner—”

“Nope. You’re not going to change my mind on that. I’ve also gotten Roger and Richard a wedding gift from both of us.”

Calvin was completely stunned now. He was also more than a little amused.

“Is that your way of persuading me to go to the wedding with you?”

Turner had a hopeful expression on his face now. “Yes.”

Calvin snickered. “You’re one sly, sneaky motherfucker.”

Turner chuckled. “But you love me.”

Calvin beamed at Turner. “I do indeed.”

Turner’s responding grin was brilliant and gorgeous. “I love you, too.”

“I know,” Calvin said while winking at Turner. “Fine. I’ll fly with you to New York, but you’ll have to accompany me to get a tuxedo because that’s the dress code—”

“I’ve already contacted my tailor. He has prepared something in your size.”

Calvin didn’t know if he should be impressed or amused. “You presumed I would agree, didn’t you?”

Turner shrugged. “I was…cautiously optimistic.”

Calvin snorted. “Right.”

“I’m just being an attentive and loving boyfriend to my man.”

Calvin was tempted to roll his eyes, but he didn’t. Instead, he burst out laughing at Turner.

“All right. You win. Do I need to make an appointment with your tailor?”

“Nope. He will be waiting for us tomorrow evening at half past six.”

“Okay. How did he know about my sizes, though?”

Turner blushed. “I might have borrowed some of your suit jackets, shirts, and pants. The ones I offered to laundry on your behalf.”

Calvin lost it then. He let out a loud guffaw for several seconds before managing to calm down enough to speak properly to Turner.

“No wonder you had been so eager to take care of my laundry last week.”

Turner chortled. “I needed them. Fortunately for us, my tailor always has some extra tuxedos lying around somewhere in his shop.”

Calvin narrowed his eyes at Turner. “And he happens to have something that fits me?”

“That’s what he told me.”

“What a lucky coincidence.”

“I know, right?”

Calvin stared at Turner for a few seconds longer before nodding. “Fine. We will pay him a visit tomorrow evening. We still have to get me a new pair of shoes to go along with—”

“Got them.” Turner blushed as he picked up a cloth bag, which had been placed on the ground next to him, and offered it to Calvin. “That should be the perfect size.”

Calvin was less amused now. “Turner, I’m not your boy toy—”

“You’re not,” Turner interrupted while shaking his head. “You’re my boyfriend.”

“Then why did you buy me—”

“Because I enjoy taking care of you. Please.”

Calvin was still a little angry, but he was also touched by the genuine tone he detected in Turner’s voice. His irritation deflated some, and he accepted the shoes from Turner.

“I will let this slide. Next time, promise me one thing.”

“What?”

“You’re not going to buy me something so expensive. I’m your boyfriend, not your gigolo for the night.”

Turner nodded. “Okay, but I reserve the right to get you any engagement and wedding rings of my choosing.”

This time around, it was Calvin’s turn to be shy. “I may not want to marry you.”

Turner grinned widely at Calvin. “I’ll do my best to convince you then.”

Calvin smiled in delight. “Okay.”

“Perfect.”

Calvin was about to pick up another sushi with his chopsticks when he was reminded about the airplane tickets. “Do you already have the tickets for our flight to New York?”

“Everything is taken care of. You just have to pack your bags.”

Calvin was a little curious when he noticed the rather nervous expression on Turner’s face. He quietly wondered what it was all about, but he figured it might have something to do with the upcoming wedding. Hence, he decided to ignore it. Turner would confide in him if and when the timing was right. In the meantime, he was going to enjoy his dinner date with Turner. He was also rather pleased that Turner would be taking him along to attend Roger and Richard’s wedding. That was another step in the right direction for their relationship because it was a public declaration of their status to everyone who was close to Turner in New York. He wouldn’t deny that he was feeling rather smug about that. At least now more people would know that he and Turner were together as a couple. That would also explain why Turner seemed rather anxious. Calvin didn’t think there was any other reason for it. There shouldn’t be.


Chapter 10

The preparations prior to the flight from San Francisco to New York passed by in the blink of an eye, and now, Turner was leading Calvin toward the plane that would take them to their destination. It was late on that Friday evening, so it would be a direct red-eye flight from San Francisco all the way to New York. The plane would depart San Francisco at around eleven o’clock, and it should land in New York after about five hours and forty minutes. By the time they got to the hotel, it would be closer to ten or maybe even eleven o’clock in the morning local time. Turner was rather nervous, though. He had yet to inform Calvin that they wouldn’t be flying on a commercial airline. Instead, he had chartered a private jet for them. He had also hired a private car, complete with a driver, to get them to the airport.

“Where are we going?” Calvin asked from inside the car before pointing in the direction of the main terminal. “The terminal is that—”

“About that,” Turner interrupted in a hurry. “We’re not actually going to the main terminal.”

Calvin stared at Turner with an obviously confused expression all over his face. “What do you mean we’re not—oh, no! What have you done?”

Turner felt guilty now. “Well, I’ve arranged the flight out to New York for us, but it won’t be a commercial flight.”

Turner could tell when the realization dawned upon Calvin because his boyfriend’s face said it all. Calvin gaped at Turner for a seconds before half yelling at him.

“You booked a private flight? For a flight to New York that will take less than six hours?”

“Uh, yes?”

Calvin shook his head. “This is…this is insane. I feel like Dave now.”

“What?”

“Dave had told me and the other guys about his private jet experiences, but I never thought I would ever get to board something like that.”

Turner was slightly relieved now. Apparently, Calvin was just excited. He wasn’t really angry. At least Turner hoped his boyfriend wasn’t mad at him.

“Babe, I’m not half as wealthy as Toby. The private jet we’re about to use can only accommodate a maximum of six people. It has a private bedroom and bathroom, though.”

Calvin gasped. “That’s impressive.”

Turner’s mood became much better now because Calvin seemed all right with the idea of getting to fly on a private jet. “Nothing is too good for my boyfriend. Besides, we will be making an overnight trip to New York. I don’t want you to sleep on the uncomfortable seat on the plane.”

Calvin chuckled. “You’re spoiling me.”

Turner smirked. “Does that mean you’re going to allow me access to your body at least once on the journey to New York?”

Calvin winked in return. “Maybe.”

Turner let out a loud guffaw. “Tease.”

“We’ve had sex almost every night ever since that first time at your place.”

“But we will be on an airplane now. Imagine how thrilling it will be?”

Calvin grinned. “True.”

Then Turner gazed straight into Calvin’s eyes for a few seconds longer before speaking up. “You’re taking this whole thing much calmer than I’ve expected.”

Calvin shrugged. “The plan is already set in motion. Can’t change it anymore. Besides, I’ve always been curious about private jets. This may be my only opportunity.”

Turner shifted closer to Calvin and wrapped one arm around his boyfriend’s waist while the driver navigated the car into the private terminal. After that, he kissed Calvin on the cheek lightly before burying his face into the crook between his boyfriend’s neck and shoulder. He inhaled deeply the familiar scent of his boyfriend. It was comforting and arousing at the same time.

“If you marry me, I’ll provide you with anything your heart desires. I promise.”

Calvin seemed quite stunned now. “Is that your idea of a marriage proposal?”

“Nope. Just informing you that I’m serious about us staying together for the rest of our lives. I’m staking my claim on you now.”

Calvin blushed, and he glanced away slightly. “Better put a ring on my finger soon then.”

Turner’s heart felt as if it was going to burst out through his chest because he was so elated upon hearing Calvin’s words. “I will. What kind of ring do you like?”

Calvin turned to face Turner once again. “Surprise me.”

Turner nodded quickly. “I will. You can count on it.”

“Good,” Calvin said right before the car was stopped in front of the entrance to the private terminal, and the two of them got out from the car.

Turner reached for Calvin’s hand to prevent him from getting the luggage out of the trunk. “The porter will handle them. It’s one of the services included at the private terminal.”

“Oh! Okay then,” Calvin responded with before waving at the driver, who had now gotten out of the car. “Thank you, Leo.”

“You’re welcome, Mr. Maxwell. Have a safe and wonderful trip, gentlemen.”

Turner smiled at Leo. “Thanks, Leo. I’ll need your services again when I return to San Francisco. I’ll contact you with the details of my flight as soon as I have them.”

“Yes, sir. Goodbye.”

As the two of them made their way into the private terminal, Turner made sure he had one arm around Calvin’s waist. He liked being in such a close proximity with his boyfriend.

“By the way, how come you’ve never talked to me about your parents?”

Turner shook his head. “I don’t know. I guess the subject never came up before. Anyway, my father passed away when I was twenty-three. Heart attack. My mom died when I was thirty-one.”

“I’m sorry.”

Turner smiled at Calvin. “Don’t be. That was all in the past now.”

“Do you have other relatives?”

“Yeah, but they hated me for being gay.”

“Still?”

“Yes. They’ve been trying to mend the bridges with me for years, but I’m not interested. They’re just after my money.”

Calvin winced. “That sucks.”

“That’s life for you. What about your relatives?”

“Some of them are very wealthy. I mean, nothing like you, Toby, Hugo, Pablo, or Blake. Not even in the same league as Tony and James.”

“But rich enough.”

“Yeah. Unfortunately, they’re not the nicest people. I’m sure I don’t have to elaborate on that. Some wealthy people can be quite nasty toward poor people like my mother and me.”

Turner nodded. He understood what Calvin was getting at.

“Does your mother still live in San Francisco?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“Can we visit her one of these days?”

Calvin appeared rather taken aback by the question. “What for?”

Turner gave Calvin a very serious expression. “Because I love you, and I can tell that your mother is very important to you. I want to let her know that she has nothing to worry about. I’ll make sure you’re well taken care of, and that you’ll want for nothing for the rest of your life. I’ll provide you with everything you need. I promise I’ll never cheat on you or leave you ever, and I mean it.”

Calvin stopped walking and stared at Turner. He even had tears in his eyes now.

“There’s no guarantee in this life.”

“My word is my bond. I’ll never break it.”

Calvin was quiet for a short moment before he hugged Turner tightly. “Okay. We will go to my mom’s apartment once we return from New York.”

Turner heaved out a huge sigh of relief. “Thank you for trusting and having so much faith in me.”

Calvin sobbed softly. “Thank you for loving me.”

“You make it too easy.”

The two of them remained standing like that for a brief moment before they broke apart and continued to make their way into the private terminal. After that, everything happened really fast. Turner and Calvin were escorted all the way to the private jet that would take them to New York. Even security checks were a breeze because there was only one other passenger at the terminal that evening. Once they boarded the plane, they were greeted by the air steward who would look after them for the duration of the flight. Not that they would need much of anything at all. Turner had no doubt he and Calvin would probably doze off in the bedroom minutes before the jet even left the ground. Before they got to the bedroom, they had to pass through all the wide leather seats and the other luxurious interior of the private jet such as a fully stocked mini bar and the entertainment area, which included a wide flat-screen television and a comfortable-looking velvet couch. Calvin gaped all the way into the bedroom.

“This is like a fairy tale.”

Turner chuckled. “Does that make me your prince charming?”

“Definitely.”

Turner was about to tease Calvin further when his boyfriend started yawning before staring at the bed with an obvious longing in his eyes. “Let’s clean up in the bathroom. There should be new toothbrushes, toothpaste, and some other amenities inside.”

“Okay.”

Turner led Calvin into the bathroom, and he was glad when he noticed that the bathroom was fully stocked with everything they needed. The two of them took care of everything they needed to do before making their way back into the bedroom. Calvin climbed onto the king-sized bed immediately, but Turner didn’t join his boyfriend yet.

“Hey, Cal.”

“Yeah.”

“I have to talk to the air steward to remind him to get breakfast ready for us tomorrow. We will sleep through most of the journey, so he has to wake us up an hour before our estimated arrival time.”

“Okay.”

Turner pressed a gentle kiss on Calvin and ran his hand over his boyfriend’s hair lightly. “Take your clothes off, and get some sleep, babe. I’ll be right with you. When I come back inside the bedroom, I’ll lock the door to give us some privacy.”

“Sure.”

Turner didn’t wait to see if Calvin was following his instruction. He headed out toward the main cabin and conversed with the air steward for a few minutes. He also requested for two bottles of mineral water before walking back in the direction of the bedroom. When he got back, he wasn’t surprised to see that Calvin was already snoring lightly. Turner shut the door and bolted it from the inside before stripping down naked. Then he got under the cover and pulled Calvin close toward him. He was pleased when Calvin appeared to embrace him automatically.

His cock hardened and throbbed when he got a whiff of Calvin’s scent, which was a mixture of cologne and light musk. It was the natural reaction of his body because his boyfriend was in such an intimate and close proximity to him. However, he ignored it. He and Calvin would have a really busy schedule the next day in New York. They both had to rest up. He tightened his hold on Calvin’s body and closed his eyes. He silently vowed that he would propose to Calvin as soon as possible. The two of them might not have dated long enough, but he had no doubt that Calvin was the one he really wanted to spend the rest of his life with. They just had to attend Roger and Richard’s wedding first. After that, he was going to ask Calvin to marry him.


Chapter 11

Calvin wouldn’t deny he was more than a little apprehensive about the trip to New York. After all, he would be meeting up with Turner’s fabulously wealthy ex-boyfriend. He had also done the stupidest thing he could ever have done, which was to check Roger out online. That was a grave mistake on his part. Roger was very distinguished-looking and incredibly handsome, and the man had an amazing build. At least based on what Calvin could see online. Roger had all of his clothes on in most of those pictures, but the paparazzi certainly loved that man because he had also been photographed at the beach, wearing various pairs of skimpy swimming trunks. The man was sexy and muscular, and Calvin felt more than a little intimidated. Granted, he was a lot younger than Roger. Youth was an extremely precious commodity, and he won in that regards. Unfortunately, he had nothing else to offer someone as amazing as Turner, and he definitely couldn’t compete against somebody like Roger.

“Babe, are you okay?”

Calvin was startled out of his reverie, and he could feel his cheeks and ears heating up from the embarrassment of being so lost inside his own head that he was neglecting his lovely boyfriend. He shook his head at Turner, who was seated across the table from him. The two of them were sitting on the spacious and comfortable leather seats on the plane. There was a large table between them, and the surface was filled with plates of breakfast food on fine China. There were even a bottle of wine and a jug of orange juice for the two of them to share between them. At the moment, they were about forty minutes away from New York.

“Everything is fine.”

Turner was obviously unconvinced. “Do you want to know something, babe?”

“What?”

“When you attempt to hide something from me, or anyone else for that matter, you will scratch the tip of your left ear. I think it’s an unconscious gesture on your part, but I can tell. Now, spill it.”

Calvin wanted to deny it, but he didn’t think that was a good idea. He and Turner had something great going on between them, and he didn’t think it made sense for him to conceal anything from a man he was in love with, especially when he truly yearned for and hoped the two of them would spend the rest of their lives together.

“I was thinking of something silly.”

“I’ll be the judge of that.”

Calvin breathed in deeply as he placed the utensils back onto the plate before expelling the air through his mouth. “It’s Roger, and this entire trip.”

“Okay.”

Calvin hesitated for a few seconds longer before speaking up. “I’m a poor replacement for someone like Roger. Why are you even here with me?”

“Because I love you.”

Calvin expected to get into a heated discussion with Turner. Maybe even an argument. Turner’s straightforward and simple explanation was astounding to him, and he ended up gaping at his boyfriend.

“Just like that?”

“Yes, and because he’s not in love with me anymore. Whatever Roger and I used to have between us, it was all in the past. It was over many years ago. I’m with you now. I love you like crazy. I’ve fallen for you fast and hard, and I have no regrets about that. What about you?”

“Me?”

“Yeah. Do you love me, too?”

Calvin was irritated and more than a little furious now. “Of course!”

“You didn’t seem quite that certain earlier.”

Calvin couldn’t argue with that logic. He was at a loss for words for a few seconds before he chuckled at Turner.

“I was being stupid, wasn’t I?”

“Yes, you were,” Turner replied while reaching for Calvin’s hands across the table and holding them tightly. “Babe, listen to me. I love you, and I’m more than ready to marry you right here, right now, but I want to do everything properly. I’m going to ask your mother for her permission. Then I’ll get you a beautiful ring even though there’s nothing in this world that can come close to being half as gorgeous as you are.”

Calvin could feel his cheeks warming up once again, but this time around, he was shy for a whole other reason. “Shut up. You’re embarrassing me.”

Turner grinned. “I’m telling you the truth, babe.”

“Whatever,” Calvin retorted with because he was growing slightly more uncomfortable now with the compliment, but he was also pleased and elated by it. “Stop being so overly generous with your praises.”

“Then you need to stop looking so handsome and sexy every single second of the day.”

Calvin rolled his eyes. “Now, I know for sure you’re exaggerating.”

“Not at all.”

“Turner, you—” Calvin whined at his boyfriend, but Turner interrupted before he could finish what he wanted to say.

“Babe, listen to me one more time.”

“Okay.”

“I love you—”

“I love you, too.”

“Good. Anyway, Roger and I had broken up years ago. Well, he had dumped me for someone more exciting to him. I’ve made my peace with it, and I’m now with you. Besides, even if I didn’t have you in my life, I wouldn’t have gotten back with Roger, especially not after the way he had ended our relationship all those years ago. Cool?”

Calvin smiled. “Yeah.”

“Great. Let’s finish up with breakfast. We will land in Long Island MacArthur airport because the air traffic at the other airports are just too much, and I don’t want to waste too much time waiting for permission to land. Once we’ve reached the ground, we will go to the hotel and rest for a while before we need to freshen up and leave for Roger and Richard’s wedding ceremony and reception.”

“Sounds good to me. Are we taking this same private jet back to San Francisco?”

“Nope, but it will be a similar aircraft.”

“Hmm, once we’re married, I think I’ll start acting like one of those rich housewives. You know the type,” Calvin teased Turner. “Maybe I’ll go to the spa and fitness center every day to pamper and keep myself fit for my sexy, rich husband. I’m also going to get manicure and pedicure. Oh, and get my hair done at least five times a week. I’ll also demand a credit card from you with an unlimited expense account. That will be a life fit for a king.”

Turner burst out laughing. “Fine, babe. Anything for you. Just remember that I expect sex from you at least twice a day.”

Calvin batted his eyelids at Turner. “Better stock up on Viagra then. I’ll be disappointed if we don’t have sex every day.”

There was a second or two of total silence. Then the two of them chortled almost at the same time, and they were unable to calm down for quite a while. Eventually, Turner sipped on some orange juice before speaking up.

“Please don’t do that eyelid thing at me ever again. It was too weird.”

Calvin repeated the gesture on purpose. “I’m offended. Don’t I look pretty?”

Turner shook his head while shuddering. “Nope.”

Calvin grinned widely at Turner. “Fine. I won’t do it again.”

“Good.”

After that, the two of them finished their breakfast before the table was cleared, and they prepared for landing. Calvin couldn’t believe the life he was living now. It was like a fairy tale, and it was something he never thought he would ever get to have. However, it was happening for real. He could feel Turner gripping gently onto his hand and caressing it once in a while as the private jet descended gradually. Life was wonderful now. Maybe he could stop worrying all the time that the safety rug would be pulled from underneath him anytime soon. He knew now, without a shadow of a doubt, that Turner really loved him, and the two of them were fully invested in the relationship. Things should be smooth sailing from that day onward. He wouldn’t have to be concerned about being abandoned ever again. Turner had made a promise to him. Everything was going to be all right.


Chapter 12

Turner might not have been born with a silver spoon in his mouth, but he had been wealthy enough for a really long time to be rather bored by all the incredible things that his money could have afforded him. Calvin was a whole different matter altogether. He was so impressed by everything, including the luxurious car, which had been reserved for his and Calvin’s short trip in New York, that picked them up from the airport terminal to the hotel. He was even in awe of the luxurious suite they stayed in, which was on the eleventh floor of the hotel. It was an upscale, boutique hotel. Even the cheapest room at the hotel would cost quite a fortune. Turner didn’t mind Calvin’s enthusiasm at all, though. He felt as if he was living through Calvin’s eyes, and it was refreshing.

“This is a hotel suite? For real?”

Turner nodded at Calvin. “Seventy-five thousand dollars per night.”

Calvin swiveled his head really fast toward Turner. “S-seventy-five thousand dollars? Like real money?”

Turner chuckled. “Yes, babe.”

Calvin stared up at the twenty-six-foot ceiling before he glanced all around the hotel suite. “We will only be staying here for one night. What do we need ten thousand square feet of space for? And all of those bedrooms, bathrooms, fireplaces, living room, and wet bars? They will be wasted.”

Turner approached Calvin and hugged his boyfriend from behind before resting his chin on the younger man’s right shoulder. “I like to spoil and pamper you. It makes me happy.”

Calvin blushed. “I know, and I really appreciate everything, but this is too much.”

“Not for my lovely boyfriend.”

Calvin’s cheeks reddened further. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Turner whispered into Calvin’s ear. “Let’s check out the master bedroom.”

“Okay.”

Turner led Calvin all the way into the master bedroom. Naturally, it was the most spacious bedroom in the suite, and it was also the most extravagant. Everything in it screamed expensive without being tacky, and Turner loved it.

“Someday, I’ll buy us a house or maybe a penthouse in San Francisco that looks like this.”

Calvin smiled at Turner. “Wait until we’re married then. We can decorate it together.”

“When?”

Calvin had a bewildered expression on his face. “When what?”

“When are you going to marry me?”

“When are you going to propose to me?” Calvin countered while grinning widely.

Turner was stunned for a second or two before he burst out laughing. “Okay. I’ll do that as soon as we’ve met your mom together. I promise.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Calvin said with a wink.

“Deal. In the meantime, I think we should get ready for Roger and Richard’s wedding ceremony and reception.”

“I agree. Care to join me in the shower?” Calvin asked, and then he headed toward the bathroom without waiting for Turner’s response.

Naturally, Turner was all too eager to get naked and wet with his sexy boyfriend. However, they didn’t do anything sexual inside because they were pressed for time. Turner was a tad disappointed about that, especially when Calvin started to put his formal attire on one piece at a time. The result was captivating, though. Turner’s mouth was filled with his saliva, and he had to gulp every single drop down his throat in a hurry, when Calvin was fully dressed. He couldn’t make up his mind if he liked Calvin naked better or if he preferred to see his boyfriend in the fitted tuxedo. Calvin looked so amazing at the moment, Turner ended up gaping at his boyfriend for several seconds before he came back to his senses and shut his mouth in a hurry.

“You’re a very handsome man,” Turner complimented as he walked closer toward Calvin, who was blushing a little.

“Thank you. Not half as good-looking as you are in your tuxedo, though.”

“That’s a matter of opinion,” Turner retorted as he wrapped his arms around Calvin’s waist. “You’re definitely delicious-looking enough to be eaten.”

Calvin chuckled. “Later, stud. We have a wedding ceremony to attend.”

Turner sighed softly. “You’re right. Let’s go then.”

The two of them were about to make their way toward the private elevator when Calvin spoke up again. “Hold on. What about the wedding gift?”

Turner chuckled. “It’s taken care of. I’d sent Roger and Richard a few bottles of the rarest and most exquisite wine. They will love the wine for sure.”

“Okay. Let’s go then.”

Calvin gave Turner a brilliant smile and offered him a hand, which he accepted, and the two of them made their way down to the lobby via the private elevator with their fingers intertwined. He used to live in New York for years, so he didn’t think there was anything exciting about it. Calvin seemed thrilled by the massive crowd, the insane traffic on the road, and the enormous buildings, so Turner remained quiet while his boyfriend took in all the sights out there. He was fine with being ignored because he actually loved how adorable Calvin was as his boyfriend gaped and gasped at almost everything.

The trip to the ceremonial hall was a short one from the hotel, and the building itself was owned by Roger’s family. Turner got out from the car first before helping Calvin to alight from the vehicle. The two of them thanked the driver before making their way into the building. It had five different levels. Every level consisted of a gigantic multi-purpose hall. Roger and Richard’s wedding ceremony would be held on the first floor. When they got inside the hall, Turner wasn’t surprised to notice that it was lavishly decorated. The color scheme was a striking combination of deep red, dark purple, and navy blue. The gleaming crystal chandeliers on the ceiling gave the room an otherworldly, ethereal glow. There were hundreds, or probably even thousands, of flowers of various colors everywhere. Even the candles looked expensive.

“A penny for your thought,” Turner whispered into Calvin’s ear.

“This is incredible.”

Turner nodded. “Nothing but the best for Roger and Richard, and they have the money, fame, and power to make that happen.”

“I’ll never be able to afford anything like this.”

Turner squeezed Calvin’s hand. “I don’t care about any of that. It doesn’t matter to me. As long as you’re willing to marry me, I don’t even mind if we just have a simple party, inviting only our closest friends and supportive family members. You’re the most important person in my life. Everyone and everything else can take a back seat.”

Calvin beamed at Turner. “You always know the right words to say to make me feel better about myself.”

Turner raised their joined hands and kissed the back of Calvin’s palm. “Nothing but the truth, babe.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Then Calvin glanced around at all of the other guests. “Do Roger and Richard really know these many people? There has to be at least a thousand people in this room.”

Turner shrugged. “Relatives, including Roger’s sons, friends, business acquaintances, some celebrities, and quite a few politicians. This is the norm at a wedding ceremony for people like Roger and Richard. Wait until we get to the reception. I bet you there will be no less than thirty thousand guests. It will be a whole production. Trust me.”

Calvin stared at Turner, obviously unconvinced. “Thirty thousand guests? What’s the point in inviting that many people to a wedding reception?”

“Roger and Richard’s business empires cover almost every industry in existence. They know a lot of people. Their parents and siblings also have many friends and acquaintances. They have to, at the very least, extend the invitation to all of the influential and affluent people in their various social and business circles. Can’t afford to offend anyone by snubbing him or her.”

Calvin shook his head. “That’s fucking crazy.”

Turner snickered. “Welcome to the life of the mega rich and famous.”

Calvin was quiet for a brief moment. “I wonder if Dave and Toby’s future wedding will turn into such a spectacle.”

“Chances are high that it will be similar.”

Calvin whistled softly. “Hot damn!”

“It’s the way it is, babe. Roger and Richard, and any of these wealthy people in the room, don’t become super loaded with money simply by working hard. There are people they have to stab and step on as they climb to the top. They need allies along the way.”

“What about you?”

“I have my share of enemies. You don’t expect me to get to where I’m at today by playing clean all the time, do you?”

Calvin was speechless for a second or two before he heaved out a sigh. “No.”

“Regrets?” Turner asked even though he dreaded to know the answer to it.

Calvin chuckled. “Nope. It’s reality. I’m sure I’ve made a few enemies myself. After all, at twenty-eight years old, I can be considered quite young, and yet I’m already the junior manager in the research and development department. It’s a cruel, merciless world out there. There are only two sensible choices if I want to be successful. Either I get rid of my competitions on my way up, or I remain at the bottom of the pile as everyone else shits on me. I can’t be idealistic even though it sounds nice theoretically speaking.”

“Yeah,” Turner said before tugging Calvin toward a couple of empty spots on the long benches in the middle of the hall. “Let’s sit and wait for the show to begin. Everyone is doing the same thing. I guess this means the ceremony is about to begin.”

Turner was right. Less than fifteen minutes later, Roger and Richard made their way in, smiling and waving at everyone. Turner simply nodded at the two bridegrooms while holding tightly onto Calvin’s hand. He was certain Roger must have noticed his and Calvin’s hands, which were joined together, because his ex-boyfriend’s cheerful expression abruptly dimmed a little. However, it only lasted for a second. Or maybe two. Then Roger acknowledged Turner’s presence with a wide grin before moving forward. Turner had no desire to analyze Roger’s weird reaction. It didn’t matter to him. He was classy and gracious enough to attend Roger and Richard’s wedding even though he wasn’t obligated to do anything like that.

Once the ceremony was underway, things occurred at a fast pace. There were the little anecdotes from the officiant of the wedding ceremony, the reciting of the vows by the bridegrooms, and the exchanging of rings between Roger and Richard. Turner clapped whenever it was appropriate to, but most of his attention was on Calvin. He was imagining how beautiful and amazing it would be when he and Calvin got married to each other. He and Calvin might have a simple wedding ceremony and reception in the future, and they would live together happily ever after. He was so lost inside his own head, he was more than a little startled when the other guests suddenly got up on their feet and cheered as Roger and Richard kissed each other before smiling and waving at everybody.

He suppressed the memory of Roger’s odd reaction earlier. Maybe Roger was just surprised. After all, Turner hadn’t informed his ex-boyfriend about bringing Calvin to the wedding. In fact, Roger didn’t even know of Calvin’s existence. Turner didn’t feel the need to tell Roger anything. He didn’t have to. Besides, the invitation was for two people, so Roger should have expected him to attend the wedding with a friend at least. He caught Roger’s eyes once again when his ex-boyfriend and Richard were making their way out from the hall. Roger had an unreadable expression on his face, but Turner didn’t think twice about it. The past was over and done with. Roger and Richard were now married, and Turner was happily dating Calvin. They had both moved on. It was time to let go. Turner felt he finally found the closure he had been seeking for all these years. He and Calvin would head toward the venue for Roger and Richard’s wedding reception. He would congratulate the newly wedded couple, and that would be it. That would be the ending of that chapter in his life. Roger would be delighted on his behalf. He hoped.


Chapter 13

Calvin knew there were a few insanely wealthy people out there. He was even friends with some of them, including Tobias, David’s boyfriend, who was rich beyond his imagination. He had visited David at Tobias’s place a couple of times. He should have gotten used to being inside an opulent and extravagant residence. However, it was impossible not to be impressed by Roger and Richard’s estate. He couldn’t stop gaping at everything as the car he and Turner were riding on entered the estate. The main gate itself was heavily guarded by security personnel, and they only allowed invited guests to pass through. It took nearly twenty minutes from the gate to reach the main residence even though the car was speeding quite fast all the way inside. There were more than enough parking spaces for the thousands of cars that got inside the estate. Calvin had never seen anything like this in his life.

“This is unbelievable.”

Turner chuckled. “This is actually one of Roger’s smaller estates. It’s in upstate New York. About six thousand acres, if I remember correctly.”

Calvin stared at Turner. “Wait a minute! Are you serious? Six thousand acres?”

Turner nodded. “Roger’s family has a lot of money. Nobody in that family needs to work for the next few thousand years, and they will still have plenty of money left to burn.”

“That’s obscene.”

Turner shrugged. “A combination of old money, shrewd investments, and prosperous businesses everywhere around the world. Some people have all the luck.”

“Damn! Must be nice.”

“In some ways, yeah,” Turner agreed as he got out from the car.

Calvin and Turner had spent less than forty-five minutes at the wedding ceremony, but the journey to the estate lasted for nearly five hours. After all, they had to travel through the horrendous traffic in Manhattan. Calvin wasn’t astonished to discover that several of the guests had chosen to fly in to the estate with helicopters. Naturally, there were security people to check up on them the moment they landed to ensure they were actually invited to the wedding reception.

“This estate even has multiple helipads.”

Turner grinned at Calvin. “Yeah. Roger and the rest of his family have always been excessive.”

Calvin didn’t know how to continue the conversation. Everything about the estate was overwhelming him. In the end, he followed Turner’s lead and joined the other guests inside the massive tent. They got themselves a glass of champagne each before mingling with the other guests. Actually, it would be more accurate to say that Turner was the one who interacted with most of the other guests. Calvin didn’t personally know anyone, but his boyfriend seemed to recognize quite a number of familiar faces. As a result, he simply tagged along with Turner as they flitted from one group of guests to the next. He noticed Roger and Richard conversing with one guest after another, but their paths never crossed, and he was thankful for that. He wasn’t ready for that encounter yet. It would be too awkward, and he was hoping to put that off for as long as possible.

Fortunately, Turner never forgot to introduce him to those guests, so he didn’t feel left out at all, and he could ignore his close proximity to Roger and Richard. Not that he had time to worry about the bridegrooms. He quite enjoyed himself getting to know so many new people. It felt like an adventure as he and Turner made their way from one corner of the tent to the other. They even chatted with some of the guests who preferred to stay outside of the tent. Calvin had no clue how much time had passed by from the moment he and Turner arrived at the estate until that very moment. He wasn’t even aware of how many glasses of champagne he had consumed over that same period of time, but he could feel the urge to use the restroom by the time he and Turner had finished conversing with yet another group of guests. He dragged Turner to a secluded area outside the tent before speaking up.

“I need to pee real bad.”

Turner chuckled. “Sorry, babe. I wasn’t laughing at you.”

Calvin arched his left eyebrow at Turner. “Really?”

Turner blushed a little. “Okay, I was. Do you realize that the glass of champagne in your hand right now is glass number nine?”

Calvin gasped under his breath. “Seriously?”

Turner nodded and grinned at Calvin, obviously amused. “I still remember this place quite well. Let me lead you to the bathroom. It’s through the front door of the mansion, and it’s located near to the end of the hallway on the left side.”

“Great. Let’s go,” Calvin said before tugging on Turner’s wrist to hurry his boyfriend along.

Once they got inside the mansion, Calvin and Turner rushed toward the bathroom. They passed by quite a few guests inside, but they didn’t stop to converse with any of them.

“You go first,” Turner offered the moment they reached their destination.

Calvin gratefully accepted and went into the bathroom. He relieved himself and washed his hands before exiting from the bathroom.

“My turn now. Don’t go anywhere.”

Calvin rolled his eyes at Turner. “I won’t. Go now.”

“Okay.”

While Calvin waited for Turner to take care of business in the bathroom, he pulled his smartphone out and sent text messages back and forth with his best friends back in San Francisco. They had a private group chat in an instant messaging application that consisted of only the seven of them. Lately, most of the things they talked about revolved around their respective boyfriends. Calvin felt a little guilty sometimes, gossiping about Turner with his six best friends, but the topics were harmless. Besides, he needed his friends’ opinions once in a while, and it was getting harder for all of them to meet up as a group the way they used to now that they were all dating their respective boyfriends. He was so busy typing away on his smartphone, he was taken aback when someone tapped him on his shoulder. He turned to his left side, and he was astonished to see that it was Roger, who was now leaning with his back against the wall. He wasn’t sure if Roger was intoxicated or not, but he could smell the extremely heavy stench of alcohol coming from the older man.

“Hello.”

Roger had a very charming smile, and Calvin would readily admit to it, but he was simultaneously put off by the older man. There was something creepy in Roger’s expression that he couldn’t shake off for some strange reason. However, he was determined to be friendly. After all, he wasn’t exactly a guest. He was there at the wedding reception as Turner’s boyfriend.

“Hi,” Calvin greeted in return. “Congratulations on the wedding.”

“Thank you. Are you friends with Turner?”

Something in Roger’s tone of voice rubbed Calvin the wrong way, and he had to stop himself from gritting his teeth in irritation at the older man. He was also rather nauseated by the overwhelming odor of alcohol coming from Roger’s direction.

“Boyfriend.”

“I see.”

Once again, Roger’s expression gave Calvin an unpleasant and sinister sensation, but he thought he might be oversensitive about the man. After all, Roger was Turner’s ex-boyfriend. Calvin figured he might be overreacting. Hence, he did his best to stay calm as he addressed Roger right there in the hallway.

“Your wedding ceremony is beautiful, and based on the decoration at this estate, I have a strong feeling your wedding reception will be even more incredible.”

“Thank you. I have a question for you, though.”

Calvin nodded. “Go ahead.”

“Have you and Turner been together for a long time?”

Calvin could feel his defensiveness rising up from somewhere deep inside him, but he controlled his emotions as best as he could. The question was too personal, and it was frankly none of Roger’s business. Nevertheless, Calvin gave Roger the benefit of the doubt. Maybe Roger was simply trying to get to know him better.

“A few weeks.”

“Awesome.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you two in an open relationship?”

Calvin was so astounded by the question, he almost choked on air. “Excuse me?”

“Do you play with others outside of your relationship?”

Calvin was pissed off now. “Not that it’s any of your business, but Turner and I are in a monogamous relationship.”

Roger smirked at Calvin. “You should try having fun with other people together with Turner. It will be hot.”

“Over my dead body.”

Calvin was surprised by that voice. He turned to the back and noticed Turner glaring at Roger.

“Turner—”

“Calvin is my boyfriend, and I don’t share him with anyone,” Turner interrupted Calvin while walking toward him and Roger.

Calvin was touched to hear that, but he could sense Turner’s fury. Besides, it was written all over Turner’s face.

“Turner,” Calvin called out his boyfriend’s name one more time as he got in between the two older men. “Don’t make a scene. Roger is drunk. Or at least almost there.”

Turner shot Roger one last angry look before dragging Calvin away. However, before they could get away, Roger’s voice stopped them in their tracks.

“That’s the reason I dumped you nearly six years ago. You were always so clingy and uptight. After a while, I grew tired of going home every day to someone like you. I thought breaking things off with you would loosen you up a little. Maybe you would go out there and have a good time with some other men. Then you would realize how much incredible sex you could enjoy out there.”

Turner swiveled around to face Roger. “And what? Do you expect me to crawl back to you and beg you to take me back?”

Roger shrugged. “You were one of my best sexual experiences. We had plenty of wonderful times together, but I needed more. A lot more.”

Calvin was taken aback by the implication behind Roger’s words. “Did you cheat on Turner while you were together?”

Roger scoffed. “Oh, please. Monogamy is for losers.”

Calvin was flabbergasted by Roger’s casual confession, but he was angered when he noticed the hurt on Turner’s face. “That’s not the point. Have you ever attempted to discuss this issue with Turner? At least had the decency and showed him enough respect to negotiate this matter with him. You should have given him the option to agree or disagree with you. That’s what a healthy relationship is supposed to be.”

“How was I supposed to do that when he acted all needy and desperate like a pussy bitch?”

Calvin saw red. He wanted to rush toward Roger and punch that sneering bastard in the face, but Turner held him back. He turned toward Turner in surprise.

“Let me at him. I’ll fucking kill him.”

Turner shook his head while gripping tightly onto Calvin’s waist. “Baby, don’t. It doesn’t matter anymore. Let’s just leave.”

Calvin’s burning temper didn’t disappear in an instant, but he was willing to listen to Turner. After all, Turner was more important to him than the satisfaction of messing up Roger’s smug face. He gave Roger one last thunderous scowl before following Turner from behind.

“That’s right. Run away. That’s all you’re ever capable of. You didn’t fight me back then. You just left. Now, you’re doing it again.”

Calvin was mad, but he was able to ignore the taunting. Turner was a surprise, though. Calvin was astonished when Turner abruptly dashed toward Roger and landed one powerful fist on the man’s left cheek. The resounding crack was loud. It was brilliant, and Calvin was simultaneously shocked, impressed, and aroused. He gaped at Turner and had to hold himself back from clapping in amazement. He had never seen Turner this angry before, and it was seriously turning him on.

“I feel sorry for Richard. I hope he knows what he’s getting into by marrying you,” Turner spat the words out at Roger before making his way back to Calvin.

Roger had the audacity to sneer at Turner. “Oh, he knows all right. We both want an open relationship. We’re free to have sex with anyone we like, either alone or together. Unlike you, he gives me what I really want in a relationship. That’s why I’m marrying him instead of you.”

That was a low blow, and anybody would have easily noticed the flash of humiliation and hurt that crossed Turner’s face. Calvin could tell Turner was really wounded deep inside by Roger’s words. After all, Turner and Roger used to be lovers for nearly twenty years. Calvin was tempted to give Roger a good beating for insulting Turner like that, but he refrained. He wasn’t going to soil himself by touching someone as despicable as Roger. He simply stared at Roger, who was now lying on the ground while rubbing one palm over his bruising cheek, with a neutral expression on his face before speaking up.

“Good for you then. You and Richard deserve each other.”

After that, Calvin reached for Turner’s hand before they walked away hand in hand, leaving Roger there on the ground. The two of them didn’t bother to stay for dinner and the after-party. They headed straight to the car and left the estate. Turner was quiet all the way back to the hotel, and Calvin had no clue how he was supposed to console his boyfriend. Turner must be hurting inside right now. He and Roger might have broken up many years ago, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t feel betrayed by the knowledge that Roger hadn’t been faithful throughout the entire duration of their relationship. Calvin slung one arm over Turner’s shoulders and pulled his boyfriend closer toward him. He noticed Turner burying his face against the crook between his neck and shoulder. When Turner’s body started heaving a little, Calvin pretended he didn’t see the tears rolling down his boyfriend’s cheeks. He simply tightened his hold on Turner. That was the only thing he could do for Turner at the moment.


Chapter 14

Turner didn’t fully understand why he had to cry over his past relationship with Roger, but it felt really therapeutic. All of the unanswered questions inside him were now cleared up, and for the first time, he truly believed that he had obtained the closure he had been seeking for all these years. Naturally, that punch he managed to land on Roger’s face was also very helpful. Now that he and Calvin were back at the hotel after a really long journey from upstate New York, he could almost feel the adrenaline pumping deep inside him. He was keyed up, and he needed to do something to get rid of the restlessness and all of the excess energy within. He knew what he wanted.

The moment he and Calvin got inside the bedroom, he shoved Calvin down onto the bed and pounced on his boyfriend. The two of them must have been on the same page because they were literally tearing each other’s clothes off like two madman possessed. He didn’t care that they were destroying their expensive tuxedoes. He yearned to feel his bare skin against Calvin’s. He craved it. He was desperate for it, and he was determined to get it now. Nothing could stop him. All of the emotions inside him spilled out as he and Calvin were practically devouring each other with their lips, teeth, and tongues. They explored each other everywhere as they roamed with their fingers and shredded each other’s clothes off until they were both naked as the day they were born. Then he turned Calvin around and licked his way downward before burying his face in between his boyfriend’s ass. Calvin didn’t smell fresh down there, but it wasn’t bad at all. Turner couldn’t care less about that at the moment. He lapped and tasted every inch of Calvin’s delicious ass until his boyfriend’s hole was loose enough for him to insert his tongue into it. The scent and taste drove him crazy with lust, and he ate Calvin’s ass out like a starving man.

“Fuck! Turner, you fucking stud. Yeah! Do that again. You’re so fucking good at it.”

Turner didn’t require any further encouragement. He was going to ream Calvin’s ass until he was ready to bury his cock in it and fill it up with his cum. Calvin writhed and pushed his ass back onto Turner’s face, loudly begging for more tongue, more licking, and more everything. Turner didn’t want to disappoint his boyfriend. He complied over and over again. He also raised Calvin’s hips off the bed and licked at his boyfriend’s balls and cock over and over again. When he couldn’t take it any longer, he spat at Calvin’s ass and fingered his boyfriend’s hole roughly with two and then three fingers.

After that, he rose up and aimed his bare cock at Calvin’s ass before thrusting in. He and Calvin shouted and grunted at the same time as he pushed his cock into his boyfriend’s ass all the way to the hilt. Then he pounded Calvin’s ass hard and fast. He needed to let loose of all the pent-up emotions inside him. Fortunately, Calvin didn’t seem to mind. In fact, Calvin was urging him to move faster, harder, and rougher. Turner wrapped both arms around Calvin’s muscled chest and stomach as he lay flat on his boyfriend’s back. Immediately afterward, he picked up the pace and slammed his cock into Calvin’s ass repeatedly. The combined sound of their groaning and the slapping of skin against skin was maddeningly arousing.

They were both sweaty from the exertion, and he could smell their musk, sex, and cologne all mixing into one enticing odor as he hammered his cock into Calvin’s ass in an almost brutal manner. He gritted his teeth in pain when Calvin reached back with both hands and dug those blunt nails into the meaty part of his ass. As a result, his movement became limited. He couldn’t pull his dick out as far as he did before, and he had to fuck Calvin with a corkscrewing motion, remaining deep inside his boyfriend’s ass. He gasped in surprise when Calvin bucked back against him while clenching his hole even tighter than before. His cock was being squeezed so hard, it felt as if Calvin was attempting to break it in half. He hugged Calvin even harder as he rotated his hips and dug his cock into his boyfriend’s ass in retaliation. They were like two feral beasts who were trying to kill each other instead of having a round of mind-blowing sex.

“Babe, you’re going to tear my cock off my crotch. Loosen up.”

“No!” Calvin shouted in response before huffing and puffing loudly. “I’m too close to my orgasm now. Please, stud. D-don’t stop. G-give it to me. You’re h-hitting all the r-right spots inside me like this. I need it. Please.”

Calvin’s pleading tone of voice was Turner’s undoing. It was as if Calvin’s words were rousing all of the most primitive parts inside him. He panted over and over again as he plunged his cock into Calvin’s ass. He was determined to push Calvin over the edge. He didn’t care that that he was growing dizzy from the effort. All he could think about was pulverizing Calvin’s ass and fucking his boyfriend into oblivion. Then he was taken aback when his own climax overpowered him. He growled and expelled the next breath against Calvin’s ear as he felt his cock pulsing and unloading several times inside his boyfriend’s ass. His orgasm became even better when he felt Calvin’s hole gripping even harder onto his cock. He continued to pound into Calvin’s ass as his boyfriend kept on spurting cum all over the cover on the bed. When they were eventually done, he slumped down on top of Calvin, pressing his whole weight down on his boyfriend.

“If the s-sex becomes any better in the f-future, I m-may end up d-dead from it.”

Calvin chuckled while puffing slightly underneath Turner on the bed. “N-not a b-bad way to die.”

Turner burst out laughing even as he was still breathless from the sex. He kissed the back of Calvin’s neck and also the tip of his boyfriend’s ears one right after the other. Then he buried his face into Calvin’s hair.

“Fuck, baby. You smell so good.”

Calvin snorted. “I’m all sticky and sweaty.”

“That’s perfect.”

Calvin snickered. “You’re a weird one.”

“Yet you’re in love with me.”

“And you feel the same way about me.”

“I do,” Turner admitted easily. “You want to know something else?”

“What?”

“I’m finding it really difficult to fall asleep at night without you by my side. Maybe we should move in together as soon as possible.”

Calvin stiffened a little before relaxing underneath Turner’s body. “Are you sure we’re ready for it?”

Turner nodded. “I think so. We spent most nights either at your place or mine anyway. I really don’t want us to live separately anymore, babe. Let’s just move in together. Okay?”

Calvin was quiet for a brief moment before he spoke up once again. “When?”

“Soon,” Turner promised. “My current place in San Francisco is a bachelor’s pad. It suits me, but I want something better for us. I’m going to look for a suitable place for both of us. You will accompany me and give me your opinions. If you don’t like it, we won’t buy it. Not until we’ve both found the perfect place for us.”

“On one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“I’ll pay for half of it.”

“Nope.”

“Then no deal.”

Turner groaned. “Babe, hear me out.”

Calvin turned his head around to look at Turner. “What?”

“I’ll buy the house or apartment for us. I’ll also take care of any repairs.”

“What about me? How am I supposed to contribute to it?”

“The furniture.”

“That’s not a fair division—”

“It is.”

“No.”

“Fine. We will split everything equally,” Turner conceded. “If you don’t have the money for it, I’ll take care of it first. You can pay me back in installments. Is that okay?”

Calvin grinned at Turner. “Yeah.”

“Perfect. Now, shut up and rest. I’m not done with you yet. My ass is itching for a good fuck, and you’re going to give it to me as soon as we’re both ready for the second round.”

Calvin snorted. “Yes, sir!”

“Good boy.”

There was a brief stretch of silence as the two of them basked in their afterglow before Calvin spoke up. “By the way, are you feeling better now?”

Turner gazed into Calvin’s eyes for several seconds before nodding. “Yeah. I should have realized Roger hadn’t always been faithful to me in our relationship, but I loved and cared for him so much back then, I kept on giving him the benefit of the doubt when he said that he had meetings or some important activities in the other cities, either here in the USA or in some other countries. He must have been fucking around behind my back, but I was too blind to see it then. It doesn’t matter anymore. Earlier on, I was in shock, and I wasn’t thinking properly, so I clocked him in the face.”

“He deserved it. He was lucky you hadn’t done more than that.”

Turner heaved out a soft sigh. “I’m lucky he hasn’t contracted any sexually transmitted diseases from any of his flings and passed them on to me. Roger and I never wore condoms when we were together. I was with him for nearly two decades, and I trusted him.”

“He’s a selfish jerk. Such a fucking asshole!”

Turner chuckled. “No matter. I’m with you now, and let me reassure you once again that I no longer have any lingering feeling for him. I promise.”

That must be what Calvin was really worried about because he visibly relaxed in his posture. Even his expression became slightly better. Turner kissed Calvin gently on the forehead and briefly on the lips. He understood why Calvin was the way he was. Being abandoned by a parent at a very young age would leave an emotional scar for really long time, and Turner vowed to do his best not to add to the pain Calvin was already carrying around with him. After that, the two of them broke apart and snuggled close to each other without exchanging a single word. They didn’t have to do that. They had said all that they needed to for that evening.

The two of them did eventually get to the second round. Turner sort of regretted baiting and teasing Calvin as they had sex for the second time that evening, but the rough and brutal fucking he received was more than worth it. Granted, he wouldn’t be able to sit or walk properly for the next few days, maybe even for a week or so, but he was okay with it. He got pounded really good by Calvin, and he enjoyed every second of it. In fact, that second round with Calvin helped him to forget all about Roger. Every thought of his ex-boyfriend was hammered out of his mind. All he could focus on was sweet, handsome Calvin as his boyfriend rammed his ass out without mercy. Naturally, he managed to sleep really well that evening, especially since Calvin was embracing and caressing him tenderly from behind. The last thing he was aware of before sleep overtook him completely was the joy of being with Calvin. There was zero doubt now. Calvin was it. Calvin was his Mr. Right, and Turner would make that permanent someday soon.


Chapter 15

Calvin was exhausted. It had been a really long day. In fact, every single second of the past three weeks since that disastrous afternoon at Roger and Richard’s wedding had felt like an eternity. His tiredness had nothing to do with his and Turner’s relationship. He and Turner were great. Fantastic even. Every moment Calvin got to spend with Turner was incredible. However, work was a whole different matter altogether. As much as he enjoyed his job, it could be really stressful at times, especially when everybody in the department was working on a new experimental drug for one disease or another. Then it was pure chaos, theories, trials, endless research day and night, and frustrations. Calvin was staring at the time on his smartphone when a new message arrived from Turner.

Babe, are you free to meet up tonight at six? Maybe seven? Holler back.

Calvin was instantly excited. Turner had been even busier than he was. His boyfriend’s restaurant, being the popular place that it was, had become even more so after some celebrities had posted on their social media accounts about having dinner there. The Paradise Fable San Francisco branch now had a waiting list of at least six months. It was insane. As a result, the two of them had only gotten the opportunity to meet up three or four times each week over the past three weeks instead of the almost daily dates and sex they had gotten used to prior to their trip to New York.

Calvin missed the sex. Very much. However, even more than that, he yearned for the affectionate and tender intimacy between him and Turner. Lately, it had been a quick dinner and one round of sex. If they were lucky enough to get to the latter. Most of the time, they would be too wiped out to do more than just made out with each other before falling asleep in each other’s arms. The two of them had also looked at some properties in San Francisco that they might be interested in purchasing, but they had yet to make up their minds. In addition, Calvin had finally introduced Turner to his mother. He wasn’t surprised that his mother really liked Turner. His boyfriend could be extremely charming when he put his mind to it. Calvin stared at the piles of documents he was supposed to read. Then he decided to ditch them. It was almost five o’clock on Friday afternoon. The weekend was here, and he would be damned if he didn’t get to see Turner for the third day in a row now. He hurriedly replied to Turner’s text message.

Have a shit ton of things to read, but fuck them all. I haven’t seen you for two days now. You’re supposed to be my number one priority. What do you have in mind?

Calvin put his smartphone down on the table. However, he was taken aback when Turner responded to his text message almost immediately.

Didn’t drive my car to work this morning. Pick me up. I have something to show you.

Calvin bit his lower lip as he pondered about what Turner was up to now. He had a strong feeling Turner was going to surprise him with something, but he couldn’t be one hundred percent positive about it. Nevertheless, he was very excited now. Maybe Turner was planning a romantic evening for the two of them. After all, Turner had complained once or twice over the last one week or so that it was getting really difficult for them to meet up. Turner was possibly going to do something super sweet to get them to reconnect with each other. Whatever it was, Calvin was down for it. He was truly gone on Turner, and the feeling was mutual. Even David, Justin, Vincent, Javier, Keenan, and Joshua had commented that he and Turner were disgustingly in love with each other. Not that his friends and their respective boyfriends were any better, but he wasn’t going to argue with them about that. They weren’t wrong about him and Turner.

Okay. Six o’clock. Later.

That was concise. Very much to the point. Calvin wasn’t going to type out a longer response to Turner because he was determined to rush through as many documents as he could before leaving the office at exactly half past five. He put his smartphone away and got down to business, and by the time he left the office, he was proud to notice that he had made quite a dent on the pile of documents. He sent out a quick message to his group of friends to inform them he and Turner wouldn’t be joining them for their customary visit to Pablo’s bar every Friday evening. Once he reached the parking lot at the basement of the office building, he made his way toward his car, got inside, and drove as fast as legally possible toward The Paradise Fable. He was delighted when he saw Turner standing outside of the restaurant. He beamed at his boyfriend when Turner opened the door.

“Hey, babe,” Turner greeted after he was seated properly. Then he shut the door and kissed Calvin on the lips. “You’re a sight for sore eyes.”

Calvin smiled. “I miss you, too. So, where are we going exactly?”

Turner had this exhilarated expression on his face. “Do you remember that third house we saw almost two weeks ago?”

Calvin didn’t need any further description of the house. He knew the one Turner was referring to. It wasn’t a massive house. It had four bedrooms, five bathrooms, a cozy living room, a beautiful kitchen, and an equally gorgeous dining room. Calvin was in love with that house, and he was obsessed with the basement, which would be large enough to be turned into a private gym, and the garden in the backyard. There was also a garage that could fit eight cars in it. Between the two of them, they wouldn’t need all that space for their cars, so the remaining space could be converted into a storage room. The location of the house was in a nice, quiet, and safe neighborhood. Unfortunately, the price was quite a bit over their budget. Calvin sighed internally. Actually, it was far too expensive for him. Not Turner. Calvin knew Turner had a lot of money. His boyfriend could easily afford the house several times over.

“Yeah. What about it?”

“I really can’t get it out of my mind. It’s almost brand new, and whoever buys the place can move in anytime he or she wants to. I just want to take another look. Is that okay? We can have dinner at your favorite Thai restaurant afterward.”

Calvin hesitated for a second before agreeing to it. “Okay.”

“Thanks, babe.”

Calvin was rather amused at Turner’s overjoyed expression. It made Turner look almost boyish. Calvin suppressed the wistfulness deep inside him as he thought about that house. It was the perfect one. He really wanted that house, but his pride was holding him back. He wasn’t sure how long it would take him to repay Turner for his share of the house if they bought it together. However, he was very much in love with that house. He could envision the two of them getting married, adopting two or three kids and raising them together as husbands, and growing old in that house. Maybe he should swallow his foolish pride and allow Turner to handle the payment on the house. He could still contribute through the furniture and fixing. He could always do something useful somehow. He knew he would regret it for the rest of his life if they lost that house to someone else. He was so torn up over that house, it took him quite a while to realize he had been ignoring Turner for several minutes now. He was startled when Turner shook him a little.

“Sorry,” Calvin apologized while doing his best to ignore the blush that colored his cheeks. He could see his face in the rearview mirror, and it was quite red now. “A bit lost inside in my head. What’s up?”

“Are you okay?”

Calvin felt really guilty when he heard the concern in Turner’s tone of voice. He forced himself to smile at Turner.

“Yeah. It has been a long day. I’m fine, though.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah. Absolutely.”

“Okay. Well, I was telling you about this horrid couple at the restaurant. They thought that they deserved extra special treatment just for eating at my restaurant, claiming that the price they paid meant they should receive more than the other customers,” Turner said while snorting, sounding both amused and irritated. “They ordered the cheapest items on the menu and the least expensive bottle of wine, but they acted as if they were paying tens of thousands of dollars for their meal. They were so obnoxious and loud, the other customers were shooting them dirty looks.”

Calvin snickered. “What did you do in the end?”

“Give them an extra dessert and then put their names on the blacklist. They will never be permitted to step into any of my restaurants. All fifteen of them. I don’t need customers like them. They were spoiling the mood for everyone else. I know that eating at my restaurants can be very costly, but the customers get incredibly delicious food, and they were made from high quality ingredients. You get what you’re paying for.”

“True.”

Turner expelled a loud sigh and visibly relaxed his whole body while leaning against the back of the seat before turning toward Calvin. “Enough about me for now. How was your day?”

“Long.”

Then Calvin got into a long-winded explanation of everything that was going on at work. He needed to vent. He wasn’t the type to complain to random people, but he would do that when he was with Turner or his best friends. By the time they arrived at their destination, he felt a whole lot better. Then his mood dropped in the next instant when he noticed that the “For Sale” sign on the front lawn was no longer there. Surprisingly, Turner got out from the car and made his way toward the house. Calvin trailed after Turner in a hurry. He was going to point out to his boyfriend that the house was most likely already purchased by someone else. However, Turner spoke up before he did.

“Come on, babe.”

“Turner,” Calvin half yelled at his boyfriend. “We’re trespassing on someone else’s property. Besides, the housing agent isn’t here. We can’t just—”

“Where’s your sense of adventure, babe?” Turner cut Calvin off midsentence while striding even faster toward the main entrance of the house.

“Fully intact with my common sense,” Calvin replied, feeling rather annoyed now. “We can’t just break into the house. I love you very much, but I’m not crazy enough to end up in jail with you.”

The two of them were now standing right in front of the door. Calvin was about to drag Turner back to the car when his boyfriend grabbed something out of the pocket of his pants. Then he was stunned when Turner dangled a key mere inches away from his face. For what felt like an eternity, he couldn’t utter a single word. He was in shock and disbelief. Meanwhile, Turner was grinning widely at him.

“Surprise.”

“Is that…a-are you serious?”

Turner nodded. “Welcome home, babe.”

Calvin was at a complete loss for words, but he could show his gratitude in a different manner. He shoved Turner against the door and pressed their lips together as he kissed his boyfriend really hard, mustering all of the passion deep inside him, until they were both breathless when they finally broke apart.

“Holy shit. You’re not lying to me, are you?”

Turner shook his head. “Nope. I paid for it the day after we stopped by this house. I could tell you were very much in love with it. Having said that, if I get kisses like that from you every time I buy us a house, I’ll make sure to purchase one at least once a week.”

Calvin chuckled. “Shut up and open the door already. I want to get inside.”

Turner laughed. “Fine. Hold your horses.”

Once the door was unlocked, the two of them entered the house. Calvin couldn’t help himself. He looked at everything inside the house one room at a time. He couldn’t believe he and Turner would be moving into this house soon. It was his dream house, and he was glad Turner had gone behind his back and against his wishes to get it for them. By the time, he and Turner finished touring through the whole house, including the back yard, they returned to the living room and plopped down onto the couch. After a minute or so, the reality sank in, and Calvin started to worry about the money aspect of this wonderful house he and Turner would be living in.

“About the payment—”

“It’s my gift,” Turner interrupted. “I love this house as much as you do. I know that wasn’t what we agreed on, but I wanted to do this for us. Will you please accept it?”

“But it’s too much.”

“Not at all. You’re the sweetest and the best man I’ve been honored and privileged enough to date. You take care of me, physically and emotionally, and with you by my side, I’ve started to heal from my past heartache and pain. You’re generous enough to share everything with me, and you remain strong, solid, and stable through every single one of life’s challenges even though your own past has so many more hurtful things than mine. Most importantly, you’ve done the impossible. You make me believe that true love is real, and I’m allowed to have it. With you.”

Calvin cried and gasped softly when Turner abruptly got down on one knee in front of him and pulled out a velvet box with a beautiful rose gold ring with something that appeared to be a brownish red diamond set in the center of it. “Turner—”

“I’ve chosen this ring for you because the brownish red diamond reminds me of the deep amber color of your beautiful eyes. I’m hoping this ring will convince you to spend the rest of your life with me and give me a chance to bring you many more happy days in the future. I promise you I’ll never abandon you. We will always be together. Will you marry me?”

Calvin choked a little before nodding over and over again. “Yes!”

Turner pulled the ring out and slipped it into Calvin’s ring finger before the two of them kissed each other for a really long time. By the time they pulled away from each other, both of their eyes and faces were wet with their tears.

“Thank you, babe.”

“I should be thanking you. This is a huge diamond,” Calvin said while pointing at his ring.

“Just under a carat.”

Calvin gaped. “Okay. Do I want to know the price?”

Turner chuckled. “No.”

“Fine. I’ll get it out from you later.”

Turner snickered. “You can try.”

“I will. I’ll pull that secret out from you sooner or later. We will be together for the rest of our lives. I won’t stop until you tell me about it.”

Turner winked. “Well, maybe if you manage to relax me enough on the bed, I may reveal it to you.”

Calvin smirked at Turner. “That’s an excellent idea.”

Then he got up on his feet and lifted Turner in a bridal-carry pose before walking toward the master bedroom. The two of them laughed all the way into the bedroom. Calvin would do his best to persuade Turner. If he failed that evening, it was all right. The two of them would have the rest of their lives together, and he was certain the two of them would have plenty of fun along the way. Most importantly, he knew for sure that Turner was a man of his words. From that day onward, he wouldn’t be left behind all alone. Never. He and Turner would be together. Always, and forever.

 

THE END
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