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	Nuptials in Nice

	By Adam Carpenter

	


Prologue

	Once upon a time there were three best friends who went on separate, simultaneous journeys where they all dreamed of finding the perfect match, each of them ready, willing, and aching to fall madly in love. They were tired of the dating scene in New York City, where they lived and where they found disappointment with every date, with each subsequent, empty sexual encounter. Perhaps there were other alternatives somewhere out there in the world, men who shared their wish to settle down. So they made a pact, in which each of them would choose a different foreign city as their hunting ground. One summer, three months, to find their future.

	The fair-haired Matthew Donovan, a hopeless romantic anyway, ideally chose Paris.

	Fun-loving, dark blond Freddie Markson wound up in the eternal city of Rome.

	And the cocky, dark-haired Jake Westbury, who often thought only in the moment and was prone to impulse, chose the narrow streets of London.

	By the end of their exotic, erotic summer sojourns, the following happened:

	One of them found true love.

	One of them found fortune in an unlikely place.

	And the other? Well, he didn't return at all.

	Now, more than a year has passed since these three friends have seen each other, and while some relationships have come and gone, others have been tested and endured, all of them have progressed. Now, these three friends are ready for a reunion. But such an event almost two years in the making will come not without its share of melodrama, its sexual frustrations, nor its sweaty, fervent indulgences. In the end, the three friends' pursuit of the perfect happy ending will reach ever-closer. And it will all culminate at a dream wedding for one of them that will be the crowning achievement of their quest, the fulfillment of hope, the validation of fate.

	But what of the other two?

	Surprises await them all. So much has to happen before anyone can say, "I do."

	* * * *

	


Part 1: Friends Forever

	


Chapter 1

	Matthew

	"Keep your eyes closed."

	"I'm already wearing a blindfold. I can't see anyway."

	"Too bad, keep them closed. I don't want to spoil the surprise."

	With one of his five senses diminished, Matthew Donovan tried to work his others more, namely that of sound. Just what kind of tone was captured in his lover's voice? Was it playful, suggestive? Certainly it held a tinge of mystery. Or perhaps what he heard...no, sensed, was happiness? That last emotion was rare for Anton Marcel, an artist who sometimes spent all day and night staring at a blank canvas as opposed to creating vibrant new life on it. Being all smiles wasn't one of his virtues, and it was what fed his art. While it was true that Anton could find moments of happiness, it was usually when those brushstrokes began to find the image he had in his mind, and still he wore a frown they expected more of him. Anton just didn't display joy that much on his sleeve. Unlike the romantic that lived inside Matt's heart.

	"Anton, where are you taking me?"

	"All in good time, Matt. All in good time."

	Here's what Matthew did know. They were in the back of a taxicab, traveling somewhere within one of Paris's arrondissements. The glamorous city of light was where they lived, and until twenty minutes ago, they had been home inside the duplex apartment they shared above their business, the newly named Gallerie Passione, down in the Marais section. As strange as the current situation was, Matt didn't feel any danger. He knew he could trust Anton with his life; after all, for the past year-plus, he'd given even more by entrusting his heart and his future to the sexy, tortured artist. Anton Marcel and Matthew Donovan had met in Paris the summer before, fallen in love, and then formed a partnership both in love and in art. For the past twelve months they'd called the apartment above the gallery home, often sharing its wide open rooms with Anton's eight-year-old son, Henri, who sometimes spent the weekends or even a whole month with them. Most nights, though, it was just them, and they spent it quietly sharing dinners, bottles of wine, and indulging in a passion between them that showed no signs of flickering out. A candle with an endless wick.

	Tonight, that had all changed.

	"Really, Anton. I'm feeling sort of claustrophobic. Are we almost there?"

	Matt felt the warm touch of his lover's hand on his, a kiss on his cheek. Anton's patchy beard scratched at his smooth cheek and sent a shiver of excitement through him. Playful, that's what Matt decided, that's what he was sensing, but not without a hint of nervousness. Was that sweat he felt on Anton's palm? Still, he didn't make any attempt to remove the blindfold and tried to keep his eyes closed. Trust among partners was paramount.

	Anton's response to their location came in rapid French, but it was directed not at Matt but at the cab driver. Matt's French might have improved since he'd moved here, but it took a moment for him to understand that the driver was being told to pull up to the far corner. Anton was speaking fast deliberately, to throw him off.

	"Oui, oui. Merci," Anton finished with.

	"Oh, sure, that's easy to translate," Matt added with a sardonic tone.

	"Such impatience, Matt. That is unlike you."

	"It's not every day one is blindfolded."

	"You like, we can try in bed one night?"

	"Why don't we see how this plays out first?"

	Anton's throaty laughter filled the confines of the cab, silenced suddenly by the sound of brakes being applied. The cab had come to a stop. Anton got out first, going around to the other side of the cab to assist Matt so he didn't trip against the curb when exiting. Matt suddenly wondered what the driver thought about this situation; probably nothing, this was Paris and he'd probably seen it all in his profession. Still, Matt felt odd being guided along a busy sidewalk without his eyes.

	"Are people staring at us?" Matt asked.

	"Oui, and their looks are of jealousy."

	"That, I doubt."

	"You are too literal, Matt. Some days, when I sit down to paint, I use the blindfold. Eyes can be deceptive. They see what they wish to see. Only your mind can capture the full essence of the world around you."

	"The essence I smell is coffee. There's a café near," Matt said.

	"This is Paris, Matt, there is a café on every corner. What you should smell is the forest from where the beans were grown, all of the lush green foliage that surrounds you. The sounds of nature."

	"Now who's being the hopeless romantic," Matt said.

	It was an accusation he'd heard often about himself. Why else would he have chosen to go to the most romantic city in the world, Paris, in which to fall in love? He thought quickly of his two best friends, Jake and Freddie, each of whom had taken their own European adventure at the same time as he, but he knew both men were back home in the states. Jake, the man behind their idea of seeking love abroad, was still searching for that perfect connection, the last he knew. Freddie had achieved better success, and now devoted his life to following after his sexy Italian stud like a horny puppy. Just then Matt tripped on a curb, and Anton had to help him to his feet.

	"Something on your mind?"

	"Just thinking about my friends."

	"Ah, Jake and Freddie. You will contact them soon, of that I'm certain."

	"Okay, Anton, this is getting ridiculous. Where are we?"

	"Just some steps, and then we are there."

	Matt found himself going up a staircase, feeling his way along the wall. It felt familiar, smelled familiar, too, but he just couldn't come up with why. He felt Anton's touch as the man guided him up, and then up further. It was like navigating in the dark, as though the power had gone out in the building and he had to guess at his next step. But he remained silent, sensing their destination was close at hand.

	He heard a knock on a door, the creak of it opening.

	Suddenly, Matt knew where he was and a smile broadened his cute face. He was about to speak when he felt a breath of air, a wafting scent of perfume.

	"Who's there?" he asked.

	"Never mind, darling," he heard before feeling a peck on his cheek.

	"Simone?"

	What was his old friend doing here? Just what was going on? The mysteries of the night deepened, heightening a thrumming inside his heart. It's not that he didn't feel safe; both Anton and Simone were the people he trusted the most. He was just feeling...well, literally and figuratively, in the dark.

	He received no reply, and soon the scent of Simone's perfume was gone, as was the clack of her heels in the hallway.

	The blindfold seemed to be blocking his thoughts now, too.

	"Anton, are you still here?"

	"Always," he said. "We are here, my love, where it all started for us."

	Matt was allowed to remove the blindfold, and when his eyes adjusted to the sight before him, what he found nearly took his breath away.

	* * * *

	Darkness gave way to glowing light, blurred images focused into recognizable shapes. Yellow light flickered from all corners of the room, creating dancing shadows on the four walls. Candles both thin and thick, both squat and tall, sat on coasters and in holders, populating the small room. Where candles weren't in evidence, flowers were, and their floral scent filled the compact room. Matt turned to Anton, whose smile was as wide as he'd ever seen on the man.

	"Anton, what's going on?"

	"You recognize where we are?"

	"Of course, the garret," he said.

	The garret was a small penthouse apartment in a five-story building in the Latin Quarter. It was where Matt first lived when he came to Paris during his three-month summer sojourn, a place he'd lucked into thanks to Simone, an ex-pat American with a heavy French affectation. The tiny studio had also once been used by Anton, perfect for an artist because of its large windows that allowed streams of afternoon sun to open up its closed quarters. A door also led out to a balcony, and it was there that Anton led Matt to.

	"Champagne?" Anton asked.

	A bottle of Dom Perignon was chilling inside a silver bucket filled with ice. Two crystal flutes stood beside it. A plate filled with chocolate-covered strawberries complimented the table, ensuring the most romantic vision Matt could think of.

	"What's going on? It's not our anniversary," Matt said. They had met during the height of summer, and it was winter now, February.

	"I had this idea on New Year's Eve. The second one we celebrated together," Anton said, "but I didn't want to be cheesy and do it on such a predictable holiday. The planning of this night was much more fun. Seeing you blindfolded, so willing but still such an uptight American..."

	"Anton, you're American, too."

	"Mon Dieu," he said with a laugh. "Not for many years."

	"You sound like Simone. Speaking of, what was she doing here?"

	"Helping me out...I couldn't exactly leave an apartment empty with burning candles."

	"So she knows what's going on?"

	"Yes, and if you'd shut up and let me continue, you'd find out, too."

	Matt's face flushed red, similarly embarrassed and excited. Patience wasn't among his virtues.

	"Now, no more interruptions," Anton said, his French accent deepening, maybe for effect, maybe because he was nervous. "You, Matt, me, we have built a life together--we share a business, a passion for art, and an unquenchable desire for each other. Just last night, after we made love and you fell asleep in my arms, I knew I had met the man of my dreams. It's taken me a long time to reach this point of no return--to open up my heart again. After the disaster of my marriage to Gilly, I never envisioned getting involved with someone else, at least, not at such a deep level of commitment. I had my art and I had my son, Henri, and then one day...along the Seine, on a perfect summer's day, you wandered over, and my life...it did more than change. It's forever altered."

	"You're not alone in that feeling, Anton," Matt said.

	"I know, I know. That is what makes us so...ideal. Perfect in every sense, Matt," he said, and then he paused and looked up at the night sky, where stars twinkled like they were supposed to, adding more lights in a city already known for them. In the distance, the Eiffel Tower shot up toward the sky, itself a sparkle conjured out of magic. A breeze blew in and ruffled Matt's hair, creating goose bumps on his forearms. Or maybe that effect was from what was about to happen. He felt his heart beat faster, watching as his lover dropped to one knee and took their relationship beyond any emotion Matt had ever experienced.

	"Marry me, Matthew Donovan. Let us share a life, our love, until we breathe our last."

	In his hand he produced a gold ring, a simple band that brought with it such meaning.

	Matt felt tears in his eyes; he'd heard no more beautiful words in all his thirty-four years than those. He took hold of Anton's outstretched hands, lifted his lover up, staring at the ring when it caught the light of the stars. Matt smiled, leaned in and kissed Anton. He let his lips linger, wanting to melt right there and then, and allow himself to become one with Anton in this moment. And isn't that what happened anyway, because Matt uttered the simplest word he knew, three letters that set his future in motion.

	"Yes."

	Silence held them, like the earth had stopped. Their hands locked, their eyes the same.

	Anton then took hold of Matt's finger, and proceeded to slide the ring down. Before he said another word, he withdrew another ring from his pocket, an exact duplicate. He handed it over to Matt, and then held out his hand.

	"Until we pick out our wedding bands, these will hold our love true."

	Matt nervously, excitedly, took command of the ring and did the same as the man of his dreams had just done to him. Soon, so soon, both men were freshly adorned with rings, a bond that spoke of a promise that would take them toward so many of life's tomorrows. They kissed, they hugged, and then held each other in an extended embrace.

	"I love you, Matthew Donovan."

	"I love you, Anton Marcel."

	They took that moment to crack open the champagne, the cork exploding with celebration that continued when they poured the golden liquid into expectant flutes, clinked and cheered, and then together they drank. The bubbly was cold, delicious, but the intoxication that was spreading through Matt was all Anton's doing. He'd dreamed of what it would be like to be proposed to, but never in his wildest dreams did he think it would be in Paris, amidst the stars and the lights and the love of a man whose imagination knew no bounds. Matt set his glass down, empty, and then pulled at Anton.

	"I'm newly engaged," he said, showing off his finger.

	"You are. So am I."

	"Then take me to bed, and make love to me for the first time as an engaged couple."

	It was amazing to think that twenty-four hours ago, Matt had felt Anton's cock penetrate him, and while it had been wonderful, another shared experience in a series of them, what he felt now would be different. As though Anton could probe deeper inside Matt's body, seeking out his heart's inner regions. Matt would let Anton stay there, tonight and forever.

	Matt went back inside the garret, the candles guiding him. He stripped away his clothes, tossing them to a nearby chair. His cock was so hard, throbbing in his hand. He'd always taken pride in how his body looked--solid, muscular, mostly hairless. He was smooth all over, his chest like glass. As he climbed onto the mattress, he beckoned Anton over with a wanton smile. The man took a last swig of champagne, and then he, too, removed his clothes. Anton was wiry, his body not as thick as Matt's, but he had a sizable cock, and a chest with a light dusting of dark hair. Matt spread his hands across that chest, where he felt Anton's heart beating fast. It would beat even faster, once Anton entered Matt, once he began to thrust with all of his might.

	"That's it, Anton, let me feel all of you."

	Anton entered him quickly, gently, allowing their love to guide their motions, to heighten their actions. Matt exhaled after full penetration, and then urged his lover onward. Anton thrust at Matt, his hips increasing in speed, in impact. Matt stared up at Anton, his body flush with desire. This was how it was always going to be, their lovemaking intense, even aggressive, but beneath it was a love that had consumed them. Matt wrapped his legs around Anton's ass, pulling Anton in tighter, feeling Anton's cock fill him up.

	"Oh yes, oh yes, Anton...my love...my sexy lover...I want to feel you come inside me."

	Anton continued to thrust at Matt with vigor, his body atop Matt's, his breath coming in shallow bursts. Matt dug his nails into Anton's back, drawing figure eights, even as his own cock rubbed against the light hair on his belly. Their bodies were locked tight, rhythmic, their embrace heightening the heat building between them. Sweat formed, and the slickness only had them cling tighter, harder, and Matt begged.

	"Make me feel your love, all of it," he asked.

	Their fiery eyes locked again, electric sparks passing between them. Anton thrust his hips hard, Matt crying out from the force of his loving impact. The sensation in his cock was building. He wanted to come, he wanted to know if this new commitment could make orgasms be felt within his soul. Then Anton lifted his body, his arms straining as he continued to fuck Matt. His chest was sweaty, the hair matted, somehow more dense.

	"I'm close, baby, so close..." Matt said.

	Just then Anton grabbed at Matt's ankles, and he spread Matt wide open. His hand snaked down and grabbed at Matt's hard cock, and he pumped the hard shaft. Yet he didn't stop with his own eager thrusts. Soon, Matt felt his cock rip with heat, and he watched as his come suddenly shot forth, landing on his own exposed chest. Anton thrust again, again, and then one last time, and Anton cried out as Matt felt the spurt inside him. Not one, not two, but several, and he squeezed his ass cheeks in an effort to drain his lover's cock of its juice, but not its pulsing love.

	When Anton pulled out and caught his breath, Matt slid in next to him.

	"That was powerful," he said, "the way you felt when you came inside me...wow."

	"Our night, it is just getting started. We have the garret until dawn."

	"Then let's not waste a moment."

	"Your news, you don't wish to share with your friends? To scream from the rooftop?"

	"Not yet," Matt said, "Not tonight. This night belongs to us. Besides, knowing Jake and Freddie, no matter the time zone, they, too, are probably screwing someone's brains out right now, so why should I disturb their momentary happiness. There's more than enough love in the world, if you know where to find it. I hope they've found what we have."

	"Few find what we have found," Anton said.

	"Keep talking that way, I might insist on an elaborate wedding."

	"Oh, Matt, I expected nothing else. It will be beautiful. With the most romantic setting."

	"This one's pretty nice," Matt said, "but it's more a honeymoon suite."

	"Then let's give it what's expected."

	They drank the rest of the champagne, then lay in each other's arms. They kissed and they talked and the candles continued to burn down toward darkness, and then, when the mood struck them, their bodies' silent urges took hold of them and they surrendered to their passion. A stroke of cock, a brush of chest hair, a scruffy nuzzle at the neck, the flame between them grew. Matt mounted the man who would be his future husband, and he felt the man's cock impale him as though Cupid's arrow had found its target.

	As much as Matt loved this moment, tomorrow couldn't arrive soon enough.

	He was the hopeless romantic, wasn't he? And here he was, making passionate love in a garret in Paris, to the man he was soon going to marry. Tomorrow's promise lay just beyond the door, and time would return them to it eventually. After all, there was a wedding to plan. I do's to exchange. For now, though, it was a delicious wonderment of love, of wild passion, of sweaty bodies coiled together as one.

	One could be a number that led to trouble. Because Matt was wondering which of his two best friends would be his one best man.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 2

	Freddie

	Oh, how he missed the beautiful anonymity of Rome where nobody knew his name and he knew no one--well, almost no one. When life had just been the two of them, lost in their own lives, he had known they were creating something special. Returning to New York, their new life had begun to change. Santo had begun to change, but fame would do that to anyone. And now that they were temporarily based in Los Angeles, the pressure was heightened, the tension between them had only grown worse. Freddie Markson had never thought he'd find himself living on the West Coast, but like a stick to a watering hole, he'd allowed his cock to follow the object of its desire, the hot piece of hunk that was Santo Mancusi.

	Trouble was, Freddie didn't get to see much of him anymore, much less get to sleep with him.

	He had to wonder: was this really love?

	It sure hadn't felt like it for a while.

	Freddie Markson and Santo Mancusi were an unlikely couple in the doubting eyes of the people who met them, but when they were alone--when outside forces could be minimized--it seemed nothing nor no one could get between them. The sex had always been hot, and for a while it had been frequent as nightfall. Then the demands on Santo began, and the pressure stole a bit of his libido, which Freddie would not have thought possible. Santo was sex on a stick, as hot a man as he'd ever had, but even behind the physical, it was an inner attraction which kept them together. Santo often said how safe he felt in Freddie's arms, protected.

	It was a Friday night in February, and from their rented house up in the Hollywood Hills, Freddie gazed down at the streaks of light that formed the Los Angeles landscape. In the distance he could see blinking lights in the sky--not stars, even though LA had plenty of them, but planes landing with ridiculous frequency into LAX. All these people, coming to LaLa Land to pursue their dreams, so many of them to end up broken, depressed, and unfulfilled. Freddie couldn't blame their optimism, he'd been excited at first when he learned that Santo had been cast in a supporting role in a major studio movie. Now, though, three months later, that film had wrapped and Santo had scored another role. He read scripts all the time, so no doubt there would be more; many more.

	Which left Freddie with a lot of time on his hands, a virtual prisoner up in the hills. Only the howling coyotes were his company, as well as a home gym which allowed him to work out his frustrations. At the moment, he was standing out on the patio, a glass of chilled white wine in his hand. Actually, he was doing more than standing, he was pacing, and he'd been doing it for the better part of the last half hour. He would occasionally glance over at his iPhone, waiting for a text or better yet, a call from Santo. He was late. Again.

	Taking a drink, Freddie walked over to the hot tub, its waters silent and cold.

	Metaphor, he wondered?

	He remembered most nights when they'd first arrived in LA when they had made hot love until the dawn arrived. Steam rose off the water of the hot tub, an empty bottle of champagne on the wooden table beside it. Their bodies locked together, their throats emitting grunts that gave those nuisance coyotes a run for their money, mutual, explosive orgasms defining their existence. Then they would lie in bed, waiting for sleep to claim them, talking, caressing, lost in their world, Freddie dreaming of nothing but that moment. How nice it would be if they could get back to that? Maybe tonight, maybe Freddie would insist. Perhaps he'd launch a seduction which Santo would be unable to refuse.

	His idea would have to wait. His phone began to ring, and hope crossed his heart.

	The caller ID quickly brought an end to hope.

	"Matt, is that you?"

	"Hey, Freddie," came a voice that sounded like it was next door. The connection was clear.

	"Where are you?" Freddie asked, hopeful. What a surprise it would be to have a visit from his long-lost friend.

	"I'm in Paris, of course."

	Again, hope was deflated. Wouldn't it have been a shocker if his friend Matt Donovan had said he'd just landed at LAX on one of those planes he'd watched descend and was in need of a place to stay? Jake could be arriving, too, and the three friends would enjoy a reunion a long-time in the making. So much had happened to them all since their European flings adventure, all of it keeping apart three friends who had been inseparable until then.

	"How's the city of light?"

	"Beautiful as ever. And the city of angels?"

	Freddie let out a sharp laugh. "Try and find one."

	"You've always got a good line at the ready, Freddie. Look, I don't want to keep you, I'm sure you and Santo are busy--and if I know you, I know what that busy is..."

	Freddie looked around the patio, he and his near-empty glass alone with the bougainvillea. "He's at work. Hey, isn't it like three in the morning where you are?"

	"Yeah, it's late...or early, depending upon your point of view. Anton's asleep, and I, well, I couldn't sleep, I'm just too excited..."

	"Let me guess. You're getting married."

	There was silence on the other end until Matt said, "Insightful as ever."

	"I know you, Matt. It's what you wanted. Who popped the question, you or Anton?"

	"Anton, and he did so with such romance. Candles, champagne, the Eiffel Tower rising up in the background."

	"The ultimate phallic symbol. If it was a porn movie, it would be called I Fall on Tower."

	"That's awful. But classic Freddie. I miss that."

	 Freddie smiled, then said. "Hey, I'm happy for you."

	"Thanks. Look, I just wanted to share the news with you. I don't know any details beyond that, but once we've secured a date...well, you have to be there. Jake, too."

	"Does Jake know yet?"

	"He's next on my list. Actually, you were my first call. I mean, you have a relationship, so you know what it means, and I knew you'd be genuinely happy for me. Jake, though, call me a bad friend but I think he'll be more jealous than happy. He always wanted to out-marry us both. You know he broke up with Aaron, which is too bad, because from all Jake said it was going well. I thought he was the one."

	"You know, Jake, he holds things close to the vest."

	"Yeah, and under that vest is usually some hunk with a furry chest."

	Freddie laughed, the sound echoing in the canyon behind him. Jake's fetish for hairy cubs and athletic otters was well documented. Not that Freddie could judge him; Santo had one of the greatest chests of dark fur he'd ever seen, and he relished falling asleep with his hand stroking that fur every night. Since he and Santo had found each other, Freddie had realized maybe Jake had been onto something all these years. Comfort could be found in those dark whorls.

	"I'm sure Jake will be thrilled for you. So, keep me apprised of the plan. I assume a Paris wedding?"

	"Yeah. Probably small, intimate. But I want you both there."

	Freddie was non-committal; he had to be. "Send me all the details when you have them. Santo's schedule is crazy."

	The two friends exchanged a few more jokes before signing off, and once again Freddie was left to his own devices. He padded back into the box-like house, opening the sliding door that led into the kitchen. He refilled his glass of wine, pouring more than he probably should have. Who cares, he thought, he wasn't going anywhere but to bed, and then raised the glass in the air in toast to Matt and Anton. How lucky they were to have found each other, and now look at them, getting married. Securing their future with a heartfelt declaration of love.

	Freddie wished he could solve the issue of the present. He went back into the dark night.

	"Santo, where the hell are you?"

	This was Hollywood, and maybe Freddie said his name aloud enough to conjure him, just like in Beetlejuice. Because Freddie saw a pair of headlights turn into the driveway, doused moments later. He heard the slam of a car door and had to wonder: was Santo in a bad mood? He was Italian, and thus he had a fiery temper, and it flared up when the pressure was on. Freddie made his way back into the kitchen, where he poured a glass of red wine for his lover, having it at the ready. He heard the front door open.

	"Freddie?"

	"In the kitchen," he called out.

	Santo walked into the kitchen, and what Freddie saw was a man beyond exhaustion. It was past ten o'clock at night, and he'd been gone since six this morning. A long day of filming? Or more likely, a long day of sitting around waiting to film a few short scenes. Such was the movie making process, or so Santo had explained to him. But as tired as he looked, he was still the hot, gorgeous man who had stirred Freddie's loins from the moment they had met along the Via Veneto in Rome, and that attraction continued now. Freddie took his weary lover in his arms, felt the warmth of the man's embrace. All of his earlier worries about their relationship faded away with Santo's simple touch. They kissed, parted, and Santo sat down on a chair in the kitchen.

	"For you," Freddie said, presenting the glass of wine.

	"You're an angel." He took it and drank a healthy gulp.

	"How was work?"

	"Fuck work," he said.

	Santo wasn't one to swear. So something must have angered him. In truth, as macho a guy as he was, Santo held close to a sensitive side. He was fiery because unlike many men, he allowed himself to feel--and reveal--emotions. Freddie decided now wasn't the time to push it.

	Santo drank his wine, then said, "I don't want to talk about anything related to movies, not right now. You know what I need?"

	"Not until you tell me?"

	"You," Santo said, his dark eyes filled with fire.

	It was like hearing the perfect answer to a question that had gone unanswered for too long.

	* * * *

	"Oh, yeah, baby, baby...that's it..."

	It was like Freddie's dream had come true. The water in the hot tub bubbled, and the steam rose up in the cool night of a Hollywood February. Together, the two men churned the water even more, some of it spilling over the rim and splashing to the patio. Freddie's cock was buried inside the man's hot, hairy ass, pumping him from behind while Freddie's hands clutched his shoulders. Santo's arms bulged as they clung to the edge of the hot tub, biceps straining from the intensity of Freddie's thrusts. They'd been at it for nearly a half hour, kissing, tasting each other, drinking down wine until the heady intoxication had erupted with sexual combustion.

	"Yes, Santo, take me...all of me...oh, oh, oh, yes," he said, keeping at bay words of how much he'd missed his lover. Why spoil such a hot, erotic moment? Just enjoy the here and now, fucking his sexy lover.

	Freddie pulled Santo up, his cock still inside, wrapping his arms around Santo. Fingers dug into his chest, reveling in the whorls of black hair. He loved the roughness of the dense, furry mat and thrilled at how much hairier Santo looked when it was matted with water. He was so damn hot, so fucking sexy, and Freddie thrust at him, hard, harder, Santo's cries rivaling those of the howling coyotes in the canyon. Yes, this was good, so good, his ass so tight. It wasn't every night that Santo bottomed, but when the pressure got to him, he gave in and allowed Freddie to pound him with sharp, almost angry, fierceness.

	"Harder, harder...oh, Freddie, yeah, yeah, fuck me so hard."

	Freddie's hips thrust like a rampaging bull, his cock so heated, so ready to blow, but he willed himself to keep going. He wasn't ready to come. He just wanted to savor this moment, to make violent love to his lover. Slapping his ass, one cheek, then another, Santo reacted with a cry of surprise, but still he urged Freddie on. Water continued to splash around them, and above them the starlight brightened, as though wanting to shine a harsh light on their urgent coupling. To let the world know that this was how it was done. Freddie's hard cock, Santo's hairy ass, it was a combination of heat and desire and, yes, even vulnerability, all of which added to the intimacy of their unleashed passions. Freddie knew something was wrong, something was bothering Santo down to his core, but now wasn't the time to ask, now wasn't the time for anything but a release of stress, of pressure. So he just continued to thrust at his lover, grabbing, rubbing, sliding his nails against the man's strong back.
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