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LIAM

 


I chewed my
thumb as the plane landed. It was an old habit that sprung up when
I was nervous. Thoughts jostled around in my mind, fighting for
attention—thoughts about what I’d left behind, of what I was
stepping into. Gone were Club 21, my life as a go-go boy, Lance,
Ken, and my boring day-job at the bookstore. Soon to enter my life
were Ryan, my new career as a porn star, fame, fortune, and
sex...lots of sex.

I tried to
clear the chaos in my head as I waited for the plane to taxi to the
terminal. My heart fluttered. Nervous. I was so freaking nervous. I
was glad to be away from Lance, but that meant leaving everything
else too. Why was I so nervous? I’d be seeing Ryan again. That was
a good thing. L.A. was his home turf...I was safe here.

But I
couldn’t ignore the fact that I was making the biggest change in my
life to date. It was the best
change in my life to date. I told myself that again and again
while the airplane took its fucking time.

The plane
stopped, and the crowd finally started flowing. I waited, then
grabbed my bag and disembarked, weaving around people on the ramp
up to the terminal. I sped around the crowd and jogged to the
escalator. While descending, I scanned the crowd waiting for
arrivals—waiting for all the people like me—but it took no more
than a few seconds to spot Ryan. My heart did a little leap the
moment I saw him—God, he was just as I remembered him, tall, bulky,
and oh-so-fucking sexy. The sight of him drew me like a magnet and
as I rushed ahead, the worry I’d been feeling vanished. My cock
strained against my jeans, every heartbeat pumping blood into it
and making it even harder.

Ryan pushed
through the crowd and as soon as I reached the bottom of the
escalator, I did the same. The crush of people was almost like an
impassable wall—almost, but not quite, not for a determined youth
like me and a big, tall man like Ryan. I shoved my way between the
last barrier of people and crashed into his strong arms. He wrapped
me in a hug, his masculine scent filling my nose, giving me
comfort.

“Liam,”
he said, his voice in my ear almost a whisper. He still had the
sexy stubble he’d had the last time I’d seen him, the hairs
scratching gently on my cheek.

“Ryan,” I
started to say, but the word was swallowed up when he pressed his
lips against mine. I forgot all about the airport and anyone who
might be watching. I closed my eyes, surrendering to him, melting
in his fierce embrace.

Fuck, his arms
felt nice. Being wrapped up in them felt like home. It was in his
arms that I felt safe, or at least quieted. Things would be
okay—Ryan would make them okay.

I dug into his
mouth with my tongue—I couldn’t get enough. I needed to taste him,
to intermingle with him. Blood and hormones rushed through my body
and I suddenly felt light-headed. I couldn’t take it anymore—I
needed him now.

We pulled our
lips apart. I inhaled deeply and his wonderful scent filled me.

“Hi,” I
said.

Ryan smiled at
me, fondly. “I missed you.”

We let go of
each other and I looked around. I caught someone staring at us—an
old lady. “We should get out of here,” I said. I grabbed Ryan’s
hand, pulling him toward the baggage carousel.

He put his arm
around me and we walked side-by-side through the crowd, which
parted before his imposing figure. We reached the carousel, but it
hadn’t yet started bringing luggage around. I suddenly didn’t know
what to say to him. I’d been building up this moment so much that
it was almost overwhelming now. I absently rubbed my elbow and
watched the carousel as it finally shuddered and then rumbled to
life.

Ryan leaned
close, whispering in my ear. “I can’t wait to get you home and fuck
you so hard.”

The dirty
words made my blood rush south like a volcanic eruption. It was all
I could do to bite back a groan. Ryan must have heard it, because
his arm slipped from my shoulders and he put his hand in my back
pocket, giving my ass a hard squeeze. Fuck, I was getting so stiff
now I had to shift my legs. Ryan kept his hand there—and it made me
feel like I was his, and that
brought to life all sorts of dirty fantasies in my head. When my
suitcase finally made its way down the carousel to me, Ryan took
his hand out of my pocket, but that didn’t stop the filthy
thoughts. We left the airport and I relished them, all the way to
the parking lot.

“My car
is right up here,” he said, pointing to the end of the aisle we
were walking down.

As soon as I
saw it, I was turned on again. He had a sleek, red and black muscle
car with tinted windows. If any car made a statement about power
and sexuality, it was this one. I slowed as we approached and
watched Ryan unlock the trunk—seeing that muscular ass framed in
tight-clad jeans as he approached the car did something to my
libido. If we could fuck here and now in the car, I would go for
it.

He lifted my
suitcase in and I could’ve sworn he flexed as he did so. His biceps
were hard and round. “Hop in, hot stuff,” he said, opening the door
for me.

The leather of
the large bucket seat was smooth and cool. Ryan got in the driver’s
side and closed his door...then pulled me close to him.

“Oh, God,
I’ve missed you,” he said.

“It was
hard to live without you.” I kissed him, slow and passionately this
time. Now that we were in the car together, alone and secluded from
the world, and knowing this was the first day of the rest of my
life with Ryan, I didn’t feel that overwhelming urge to drop my
pants like I did back in the terminal. I kissed him once more on
the nose, then sat back in my seat. Soon, we’d be in his bedroom,
alone, with nothing in the way.

He grinned
hungrily at me, and I could see the mountainous bulge in his jeans,
but he started the car. Ryan concentrated on driving out of the
airport, but when he navigated onto the streets of L.A., he put his
hand possessively on my thigh.

I relaxed into
the leather seat and looked at palm trees and high rises passing me
by. It seemed with every passing minute in L.A. I was a little
further from New York and a little closer to my new life.

I still had
some trouble believing it. Porn. I was going to be a porn star.

“I start
my first shoot today, right?” I said, looking over at Ryan. “How
soon can I go back to your place, so we can be
together?”

Ryan smiled.
“There’s a bit of a change in plans for today,” he said, as he
navigated onto a large avenue.

“Oh?” My
heart raced as I contemplated the possibility of what he might
mean.

“We’re
filming your scene tomorrow—we had a last-minute scheduling
conflict come up for today. So...your day suddenly opened up.” He
gave me a seductive look.

Fuck, yes.
Blood engorged my cock again and I repositioned my legs to hide my
growing erection.

I put on my
best coy act, trying to act innocent, pretending to look bored.
“That’s too bad. I wonder how I’ll fill my day.”

“Oh, I
think I can come up with something.” Ryan squeezed my thigh and
then brought his fingers up to my crotch, running them over my hard
bulge. My heart did a pitter-patter; Ryan’s lightest touches always
stoked the fires deep within me.

I shifted in my
seat to ease the pressure on my straining erection, and also to
move his fingers off my cock. “Mmm...I look forward to your
ideas.”

I wanted him to
keep going, but I knew better things were waiting for me at his
place. If we weren’t careful, I was going to blow my load before we
even got there. Ryan, though, didn’t push me further. He took his
hand away, focusing on his driving, leaving me hot and eager.

I watched each
passing house and every intersection we crossed. Which was Ryan’s?
When would we finally get to his place so we could just fuck and he
could fill me? I just about shouted in joy when he finally turned
up a residential street, pulling off the main road. We were close,
we had to be, and then I’d be under Ryan and moaning.

He slowed to a
stop in front of a mansion—fuck, it was huge—and stopped at the
gate. He typed a code into the keypad and the gates slid aside and
I got a full view of the house. It was more than huge! A dirty part
of my mind started comparing it to his cock—long and wide.

And then he
stopped the car and turned off the engine. In the sudden silence,
my heartbeat pounded in my ears. I looked at Ryan and found him
looking at me, a mischievous smile on his face.

“You live
here?” I asked, astonished.

He
grabbed my hand. “We live
here.”

Something
unexpected bloomed within my chest—love and warmth. Ryan made me
feel so special, and now, to know I was moving in with him, that
this mansion was our place, I
could have just melted on the spot.

He got out of
the car and came around to open my door for me. He held my hand as
I stepped out. As I tilted my head back in awe, trying to take in
the vastness of this place—and it was way bigger than anyplace I’d
ever lived—Ryan got my bag from the trunk.

When he opened
the door and we went in, I wasn’t sure what to expect, but I was
blown away. Polished marble tiles lined the entry foyer and a grand
staircase, lushly carpeted, led up to the second floor. To either
side of the foyer, a wide hall led to expansive rooms that I could
just barely glimpse through open doorways.

He put my
suitcase down and locked the door. “Welcome to our home.”

I wrapped my
arms around Ryan’s neck and pulled myself up for a kiss. “It’s good
to be here. It’s good to be with you.”

He stared deep
into my eyes, igniting fires within me. “We could go for a tour
now, if you’d like.”

I glanced
around the huge space—I would definitely need a tour and maybe a
map. But right now...I took in his broad chest and tapered waist,
and his bulge just below that. I needed to get him in bed now—I
needed his closeness and his touch. “It would be great if you could
show me the bedroom first, so...I’ll know where we’ll be
sleeping.”

I winked at
him, trying to play coy. My cock strained against my fly, my ass
itched to get stuffed. I knew Ryan wanted it just as bad—I reached
down and grabbed his crotch. His bulge was thick and hard.

He pulled me
close for another kiss and pushed his tongue into my mouth. God, he
tasted good. I hopped up and wrapped my legs around his waist. Now
that we weren’t at the airport, I could do things to him that I
couldn’t do there. He held my thighs up with his strong hands and
carried me up the stairs.

I nuzzled his
neck as he took us down a short hallway on the second floor,
through a double set of doors. The first thing I saw was the
king-sized bed, and as Ryan took me toward it, I then noticed the
huge picture window above and its spectacular view of the ocean. An
exhibitionistic thrill charged through me as I thought of us
fucking in front of the window for the world to see.

“This
place is amazing,” I said.

Ryan laid me
down on his bed and straddled my body, elbows beside my ears. He
kissed me again, licking and tasting my lips. I slid my hands under
his shirt and felt up his furry, muscular chest. His pert nipples
sharpened beneath my fingertips.

“I need
you, Liam,” he whispered into my ear. “I need you more than you
know.” His lips blazed a trail down my jaw line, to my Adam’s
apple. I groaned and bucked my hips up against his as he licked my
collarbone, one of my most sensitive spots.
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